THE CHILDREN BOOK II

THE PURE SITH WAR
CHAPTER ONE

ONDERON
SIX WEEKS AFTER THE FALL 

The Mandalorian Pursuer was badly damaged, plasma leaking from one engine port. Carbon scoring from weapons hits dotted the structure of the ship, its canopy cracked in several places. It drifted closer to the moon of Dxun, a reminder of the slaughter that had taken place.

The deep strike by the Sith had been unexpected. Not even Revan had expected them to cut across nearly half the outer and mid rims to attack one target. They had hit the planet with an entire Attack Fleet group, comprised of nearly sixty capital ships and double that number in cruisers. Iziz was the only city, and even though nearly every citizen was armed to the teeth, the city fell in four hours from the combined orbital bombardment and nearly a division of Sith soldiers. The pure Sith commander sat on the bridge of his massive capital ship, his red eyes watching as the broken Purser drifted across the bow of his ship.

The pure Sith commander had watched with glee as his ships had launched nearly two hundred poison missiles onto the moon of Dxun, which reports had said was the traitor’s home and base of operations. He had ordered conventional bombardment of the former tomb of Freedom Nadd, which they knew was what the traitor called the sanctuary. It was where the small children of the traitor Revan and many of the senior Jedi and officers following him were said to be protected. When it was safe for his men to venture to the moon, he had sent patrols out, and felt pride as they reported hundreds of rotting bodies and decomposed corpses. He ordered the settlement razed to the ground. His troops reported that the tomb was completely buried under tons of rock and dirt, the entrance to the tomb shattered and crushed. The pure Sith commander took great pride in the fact that he had killed the children of the traitor Revan, and many others.


The Master had ordered him to secure Onderon as a forward base, at all costs. The Republic and Mandalorian fleets were too spread out and confused to mount any type of sustained attack against his force, their intelligence told him. The commander was no fool, and had sent out reconnaissance of his own to confirm this, while his troops on the surface secured Iziz. They were brutal to any civilians they deemed trouble, and over the last six weeks, thousands had been murdered to prove their power and control. His patrols reported the same thing as their intelligence. 


The Republic was scrambling and spread too thin to be of any concern, but they were effectively cut off from any support. The Republic had moved one of their two Combined Fleet Corps into position to stunt the invasion fleets pouring from Hutt space.

The Sith commander turned to one of his officers. “Report.”


“No power signatures at all Admiral! The ship is venting plasma from its starboard engine, the integrity of the shell is also compromised. No life signs. At its present rate of drift it will burn up in the atmosphere of Dxun in four hours. Shall I order our guns to destroy it?” The officer asked.


“No. It will provide a fine sight to our troops on the surface of Onderon. Another sign of our victory. The burning hulk of an enemy ship as it plummets to its death.” He turned from the large portal. “Let it burn up in the atmosphere.”


“As you order sir.”


And the Mandalorian Pursuer slipped past the massive capital ship, a broken ship devoid of life.


Devoid of any human life.

Statement: “We have slipped past the last ship, just as the Master predicted.” HK-47 sat up in the cockpit of the Pursuer.

There was a short burst of beeps.


Observation: “Of course I realize we are entering the atmosphere.”

More beeps followed.


Exasperated response: “Then perhaps you should engage the thrusters that were added to the outer shell of this cramped vehicle so that we do not burn up in the atmosphere.”

T-3’s sensor probe lifted up behind the assassin droid, and he let out more beeping chatter.


Inquiry: “Did you scramble your internal sensors when we passed through that plasma cloud? We will not survive re-entry without those thrusters. My sensors indicate we are far enough outside their shipboard sensor array to safely activate the outer thrusters.”

T-3 plugged into the makeshift control panel and beeped excitedly.

Confused Inquiry: “Then perhaps you should turn us into the proper re-entry angle? Why exactly did the Master send you on this operation?”

T-3 answered with more excited beeps as he engaged the small orbital thrusters install on the damaged Pursuer, turning the ship slightly as they began to descend into the atmosphere of Dxun.


Indignant Response: “I most certainly do not need your assistance. All of my dormant assassination protocols are at full readiness, and the Master has released any restraining programs. I am fully functional again!”


T-3 beeped almost mournfully.


Malicious Statement: “Then we will fulfill the second part of our mission if that is the case.”


T-3’s beeping response caused HK to turn and look at his smaller companion.


Prideful Statement: “I would suggest the Molten Cannon T-3. Hearing their screams is most amusing to our audio receptors.”

T-3 let out a firm sounding beep, followed by several that sounded more forceful.


Amused Statement: “I will turn you into an assassin droid yet my smaller counterpart.”


T-3 let out a long string of beeps as the Pursuer cleared the atmosphere and entered the gravity of Dxun. He brought the ship down quickly, imitating an uncontrolled descent before pulling the Pursuer up only a hundred meters off the top of the dense jungle canopy.


Impressed Statement: “An excellent imitation of a crashing ship T-3. The Master ordered that we land several kilometers away from the sanctuary and detonate the remains of this bucket to convince any interested observers. If we need to leave the surface, we can procure one of the emergency shuttles at the secondary landing zone.”


T-3’s beeping response caused HK to lift the Mandalorian assault rifle he had carried for years. 


Statement: “Yes, I am ready.”


The Pursuer turned radically and dropped even lower to the jungle canopy as it found a small opening in the trees and disappeared.
BOTHAN SPACE
3.2 LIGHT YEARS FROM MOONUS MANDEL

Revan studied the massive star chart in the lounge, slowly walking around the large conference table. Revan was one of the few officers who took pride in the appearance of rooms that he would spend time in, and this VAINGLORIOUS-Class Dreadnought had been his ship for nearly twenty years, since coming off the assembly line near Onderon. One of the newest designs by Rendili Stardrive Systems, Queen Talia had purchased seven of the massive ships for the defense of Onderon after consultations with Revan and Canderous and her military advisors. The ship was nearly a thousand meters long with a crew of just over five thousand. With 40 quad turbo lasers dotting the surface of the superstructure and nearly an equal number of missile launchers, the ship could deal out massive destruction. A complement of 4 squadrons of Mandalorian G-Wing fighters and one thousand troops also allowed the ship to act in many different roles. The ship was the central command ship for entire 2nd Republic Combined Corp. The name of the ship had been so very easy for him when he had first seen her graceful and sleek lines.


THE BASTILA. 

Revan took great care in making the interior of the ship as comfortable as possible. All around the lounge on the walls were pictures of Bastila and his children at different points in their lives. Also among them were picture of their friends and people they had gotten to know over their long years of exile. It was Vandar who now walked slowly around the room studying the pictures with great interest. It was his first visit to Revan’s flagship, and he was glad to see one of the newest Masters of the Jedi Council so calm and at peace.

Revan lowered the caffa he was sipping. “They could strike out in nearly a dozen odd directions from the gains they have made.” He said motioning to the massive star chart as Vandar turned.


“I would like to speak with you in regards to Dacen and Arren.” Vandar said. “I’m sure you have sensed the rage and despair in them since the destruction of Dxun.”


Revan nodded, his mind flashing back to those moments just after they had discovered Dxun had been hit by poison missiles, and all contact with the settlement had been lost. Dacen had nearly lost it then, his rage nearly overwhelming. Bastila had been so overwhelmed, she sobbed in Anja’s arms curled up on the floor, and only Rev junior’s quick thinking kept Dacen from losing all control. He had frozen Dacen in a stasis field, though tears were pouring from his own eyes. They had so many friends on Onderon and Dxun, the loss was nearly unbearable. It was only made worse when Arren arrived and her own grief and rage was added into the already tense atmosphere. He and his son had no choice but to react in the way they had. Using their combined power, they knocked both father and daughter out before they let loose on everyone around them.

It had taken nearly three days for Dacen to bring his raging emotions back under some semblance of control. The rage had nearly consumed his closest friend and Revan needed him now more than ever. Dacen’s first statement to him in three days had nearly floored him.


“She’s not dead Revan.”


Revan had looked at him as if he was crazy. “Dacen, I’ve seen the recon images. There’s nothing left. The Temple is destroyed.”


Dacen shook his head, breathing deeply. “I would have felt it Revan. I would have felt her die. My anger nearly overwhelmed me to the point I thought I had lost her. I know now she is still alive. I have to go to her.”


Revan shook his head. “No. I can’t allow that. The Sith are hitting us from six different directions. I need you to go to Naboo. You have to take command of the Ninth Combined Republic Corp. Canderous has assumed command of the 3rd Mandalorian Attack Corp and Visas has restructured the command on Naboo, but you are my most experienced officer after Carth. I need you Dacen. The Republic needs you.”


“My wife needs me!” Dacen had snapped. “Your wife is safe damn you! Your family is safe!”


“Bastila has taken a Forward Command Division and gone to Rhen Var!” Revan shouted back. “Rev Junior has taken command of the Republic 6th Combined Corp and is at this very minute near Ruusan trying to stem the tide of refuges pouring from Hutt space. His wife has gone with Bastila! Zhar and Dorak are deployed with Mace Caylor’s Jedi detachment on Dubrillion investigating a Sith task force sighting by forces from Dantooine! Don’t you dare tell me my family is safe!”

Dacen took a deep breath and looked at his friend with tired eyes. “She’s not dead Revan. And if she is alive, others could be too.”


Revan reached up and deactivated the energy force cell. “Then let’s find a plan that can work for us! And do it together!”


Dacen got to his feet and nodded.


Revan turned to Vandar. “He’s a strong man Vandar. He will follow orders.”


“This is why Jedi are not allowed to love.” Vandar said.


Revan rolled his eyes. “We’re not going there again are we? You know as well as I do that part of the Jedi Code is so archaic it’s laughable. To deny our emotions is the quicker path to destruction. Trust me… I know that first hand.”

Vandar met his eyes. “Strangely, the Mandalorian Ordo has a calming effect on Dacen.”


“They are close friends Vandar. They share a bond of combat that not many have.”


“Like you and Admiral Onasi?”


Revan smiled. “Yes.”


“And what of Arren?” Vandar asked.


“My son has always been Arren’s anchor.” Revan said. “Regardless of what we find out from Onderon, he will continue to be her anchor.”


Vandar’s ears came forward, his eyes growing larger. “You refused my offer to send one of our Jedi scouts to Onderon. Perhaps you can now tell me why?”


“Dacen and I sent a team that was much more suited for the job.” Revan said.


“And if this… team… finds what you hope they won’t? What then?” Vandar asked.


Revan turned and met his steady gaze with brown eyes that narrowed to fiery points of simmering light. “Then the Sith that conducted that mission to Onderon will not at all be happy about our response.”


“And what of your youngest children? You have not spoken of them. Nor has Bastila. I was under the impression this sanctuary on Dxun was the fortress where your younglings were hiding.” Vandar spoke.


Revan smiled. “No. They are safe. As are the youngest from the settlement. The sanctuary on Dxun was not the nursery.”

“Would you care to share this information with me?” Vandar asked.


“Forgive me Master Vandar, but only nine of us know of that location. And I would prefer to keep it that way.” Revan said coldly.


Vandar nodded with a small smile, taking no offense at Revan’s tone. “I understand.” He said. “I might do the same in your position.” He stepped up to Revan and reached out to touch his arm. “You should never have been exiled Revan, but you are once more a member of the Jedi Order. Though it will take time to earn back the trust we took from you, we are in this together.”


Revan looked at him and nodded. “I know Vandar.”


Vandar nodded. “Then we will speak no more of it.” He turned to the large star map. “What can we do to stem this tide?”


“I do have a mission for those Jedi scouts you have been praising.” Revan said.


Vandar nodded. “Continue.”

KASTOLAR SECTOR

3.2 LIGHTS YEARS FROM RUUSAN

THE VICTORY moved as the centerpiece of the massive Republic Fleet. The 6th Republic Combined Corp was made up of three complete Republic Attack Fleets and two Republic Support Fleets. Nearly a thousand warships and four hundred thousand ground troops made up the 6th Corp, and it was all under the command of perhaps the second youngest man in Republic history to hold the rank of General, behind only his father.


Revan Panlie junior was the mirror image of his father, the only exception being the sapphire color eyes he inherited from his mother Bastila. Even with his rank and new title as the Jedi Order’s holder of the Heart of the Guardian, Revan had not changed from his normal dark gray Jedi robes with additional armor and gauntlets. The only item missing was the floor length cloak and cowl. Revan had shaved his former beard into a tight goatee which gave him an even more imposing look to go along with the fact that physically, he was already quite a formidable figure. 

At the moment, Revan did not feel formidable. He sat in his small office off the bridge on THE VICTORY, toying with the cold cup of caffa in his hands. Refugees were still pouring from within Hutt space, though their numbers had dwindled the last week. The Sith were tightening their control of the travel corridors and destroying any fleeing ships they came across. The data pad on his desk told of such a report; a Sith capital ship had set upon four civilian transports and obliterated them. Nearly two thousand men, women and children had died in the attack, and he was powerless to do anything to stop it.

Revan felt Master Corna’s presence outside his door before the chime even rang and he turned as the noise sounded.


“Come in Master.” Revan said.


The door slid aside to reveal Master Corna and Revan’s Republic liaison and second in command. The veteran captain was older than him by ten years at least, but had fallen into his role comfortably and with no complaints. If anything he had been a huge help in facilitating the merging of the different troops and ships within the fleet.


Corna walked into the small room and went directly to one of the chairs opposite Revan’s desk and sat down. Revan smiled and saw Captain Monroe follow and sit down, but with a little less casualness in his movements.


“What can I do for you Master?” Revan asked.


“I was going to ask you the same thing Revan.” Corna spoke. “And we have been through too much together for you to continue with the formality of calling me Master. You have been trained by those far greater than I will ever be.”


Revan sat back in his chair. “I don’t understand what you mean?” He said.

“You doubt your ability to lead.” Corna stated flatly.


Revan looked at him oddly. “What?”


“You have not left this office for three days. Your usually hands on approach has drifted by the way side. You no longer attend the morning briefings.” Corna spoke calmly but with confidence in his words. “And the caffa in your hand went cold hours ago.”


Revan set the mug on the desk top and turned in his chair, getting to his feet. He went to the small portal in the office and looked out over the dozens of ships he could see. “I… I have never been responsible for this many lives. I look at the refugees pouring from Hutt space and the helplessness I feel only grows.”


Corna got up and moved around the desk to stand next to him. “And it is like a crushing weight on your chest. You feel no matter what you do it will not be enough.”

Revan looked at him, their eyes meeting. “Yes.” He said softly.


Corna nodded. “You are so much like your father.” He said. “You exude confidence and inspiration, yet you doubt yourself inside your own heart. That is natural of a man born to lead others, and make no mistake Revan, you were born to lead, as was your father and Dacen, and Canderous and Carth, and so many like them throughout millennia. Men and women take comfort in the knowledge that you lead this fleet. They take comfort in the fact that your father and Dacen are also in command. You bear the hopes of many on your young shoulders, and you do so with a power and confidence few have. Your father and Carth would not have given this command to you if they thought you were not ready.”


“We can’t save them all Corna. And that tears at me. When I close my eyes I see my father’s nightmares, and the lives that were destroyed because he could not save them.”


Corna nodded slowly. “You will never be able to save them all Revan. Your father could not save them all. You do all you can to save those you can, and you mourn those you can not. But the ones you do save will live and prosper. Those you do not save will understand.”


Captain Monroe came up next to Corna. “I have served the Republic for nearly all my life General. When you came here, you took a demoralized Corp and turned it into what it is now. When I walk the corridors of any ship in the fleet, I see a new confidence, a new purpose. I have been doing this for three decades, and I would never have thought to put our ships on a rotating hyperspace jump plan to confuse the enemy and keep our numbers in doubt. When I told Admiral Onasi of how you secured that corridor out of Hutt space with only one Attack Wing, he could only shake his head with a smile. Your orders save thousands of lives every day. You are no stranger to death. None of us are. In war it happens, sometimes more than we like. The men and women of this fleet look to you for the confidence they have; and the duty they feel.”


Revan looked at the two men. A smile slowly spread across his face. “The two of you sound like a couple of Alderaanian soothsayers.”


Corna smiled widely. “Anja used to say that to me all the time.”


Revan chuckled feeling the despair slowly seep from within him. “I have been self indulgent haven’t I?”


Captain Monroe shook his head. “No, sir. Just human.”

Corna put his large hand on Revan’s shoulder. “One more thing you have to do. There is someone on this ship who needs you.”


Revan nodded, looking at him. “Arren.” He took a deep breath and flexed his hands. “Captain call a command meeting for 1400 hours. There are some ideas I want to put forth to the staff.” 

Monroe nodded. “Aye sir.”


“If you’ll excuse me gentlemen.” Revan spoke moving around them and heading for the door.


Monroe looked at Corna. “That was good Master Jedi.” He said.


“We needed to do something Captain.” Corna spoke. 


“I meant what I said sir. The tactics he has used are some which I would never have dreamed of. We’re burning lots of fuel, but the enemy can’t get an accurate count on our numbers, and the training is excellent for the young officers.” Monroe said with no small amount of respect.


“He learned well. And he had three of the most brilliant leaders as teachers.” Corna said as they headed out of the small ready room. “We’ll need that in the days ahead.”

Revan changed quickly into black workout pants and a tight tank top and made his way to the gym of THE VICTORY. In the gym he could see the men and women alike staying in shape with the exercise machines. Republic and Mandalorian troops alike worked out together, any displaced feelings of mistrust between the two species long since having evaporated.

Revan small the small group around the sparing mats and moved up slowly behind the line of men and women. Arren was within the circle, clad in a very revealing short and top that left barely anything to the imagination. He could feel the anger and rage cascading from Arren, barely contained beneath the surface. She was on her fifth opponent, her skin slick with sweat. Revan could see the others she had sparred against, and all of them had large welts where her Echani staff and landed. Arren executed a spinning slash that caught the young man on the shoulder and caused him to yelp in pain as his arm went numb, the staff falling from his grasp.

Arren spun around. “No one else?” She taunted.


“How bout me?” Revan spoke, stepping onto the mat.


Arren turned at his voice, a cruel smile creasing her lips. “Revan.” She said. “I see you have come out of hiding.”


Revan ignored her insult and lifted the staff her earlier opponent had dropped. He tested the weight and twirled it in his hands. “Would you care to spar, or trade insults?” He popped.


Arren let out a scream and launched herself at him, her staff flashing around with almost inhuman speed. Revan didn’t move, simply lifting one end of his staff to deflect the blow. Gasps escaped the gathered men and women at the speed of the counter. Arren continued to press her attack, bringing the opposite end of her staff around in a vicious jab for Revan’s neck. Again he simply stood there and deflected the blow with an almost casual ease. He could feel the power radiating from her, and knew she was not holding back in the least. Her anger was also making her sloppy, and causing her to drop her defenses ever so slightly. Revan knew he had to end this quickly before it got out of hand.


Arren brought her staff down in a wickedly fast blow that would have easily split Revan’s skull. Her eyes widened when the staff simply kept going and plowed into the floor, snapping the sturdy wood. She spun around just as the large fist crashed into her face. Arren staggered back, her eyes wide, glaring at Revan. He had moved faster than she had ever seen him move before, his face emotionless. She wiped the blood from her mouth and tossed down the broken end of the staff.

“You have not drawn blood from me in many years Revan.” She said. She bristled when he did not reply, simply tossing the staff he held to the mat and preparing himself.


Revan knew Arren was perhaps the second most lethal unarmed combatant he ever knew. She had a smooth combination of power and speed that was nearly unbeatable. She had taken to the Echani fighting arts like a fish to water, absorbing everything her mother had taught her, and his Aunt Brianna was by far the deadliest he had ever seen in unarmed combat.


“Your form is sloppy.” Revan stated simply, causing Arren’s eyes to grow angrier. She leaped into a staggering attack with her hands and feet that immediately put Revan on the defensive. He was able to block many of her blows, but several got through his defenses, rocking his head back and bloodying his mouth. Her lean and feminine figure belied Arren’s power, and it had been many years since he had been on the receiving end of her anger enhanced skills.


Arren caught the side of his shoulder with a hard chop, causing numbness to race through his upper right shoulder. He realized she was using the Force to augment the damage her blows would inflict and it was then he knew he had to end this now.


He knew Arren almost as well as he knew himself, and he knew what her next move would be when he began to favor his numb shoulder. She let loose with a high front kick that would have in fact snapped his neck had it connected; however Revan was ready for it. He dropped to one knee under the kick and as Arren tried to stop her movement he hit her in the back of her thigh with a vicious two knuckle punch. His two knuckles drove into the meat of her thigh, directly on the nerves connecting her muscles. Arren screamed and collapsed onto the mat as she lost all use of her leg. Revan didn’t relent and dropped to his butt, sweeping out with a bare foot, the blow catching Arren in the side of the face and snapping her head around. She rolled onto her stomach, curling into a fetal position as pain and sobs wracked her body.

Revan pulled himself to his knees and looked around at the faces filled with awe at the display. “Leave us.” He spoke firmly.


The men and women who had gathered slowly turned from the mat and made their way out of the gym. In moments it was silent, and Revan moved over next to Arren, pulling her into his arms, and pushing the long white hair from her tear streaked face.


“Let it out Arren!” He told her. “Do not hold it in any longer. I am here.”


Arren’s arms encircled his waist as she wept uncontrollably. The death of her husband’s father had affected her more deeply than she cared to admit, and hearing that there was a very good chance her mother was now gone had pushed her to the edge. She reached for the one thing that had always been a constant in her life.

Revan.


“Rev… Revan.” She sobbed. “I feel so lost!”


“You are never lost Arren. Not while I live.” He told her. “I will send for Dralor. You need your husband by your side.”


“You… you are my strength.” Arren said.


“And Dralor is your heart.” Revan said softly. “He needs you as much as you need him.”


“I pushed him away when I found out about my mother.”


Revan took her face in his hands and looked at her. “Your father says she is not dead Arren! He would feel it if it was so! Believe in your father! I do, as does my father! That is why they sent HK and T-3.”


Arren blinked her tear stained eyes and looked at him. “Sent them? Sent them where?”


“To Dxun.” Revan replied. “Did you honestly think we would just abandon any hope? You should know better Arren. My father removed all restraining protocols from HK and T-3. They will find your mother and any who still survive. And when they do, they will signal us.”


“I… I want to believe Revan… I do…”


Revan was more forceful with her, holding her face tighter. “Then do believe!” He nearly yelled. “For that is where our strength lies.”


A smile forced its way onto Arren’s face as fresh tears streaked her face. “I see why Anja fell so hopelessly in love with you so quickly.” She said.

Revan chuckled. “It’s my charming personality!”


Arren burst out laughing and hugged him tighter; burying her face is his chest. 


Revan held her tight and smiled. He looked around the empty gym and reached out within his bond to his one true love.


I miss you my love.


The reply was almost instantaneous. No more than I miss you. Arren?

She will be fine now. 


She needs you my love.


I know. I will be here for her. What about you? He asked.


I will always need you. Anja replied. And I love you even more.


We will see each other soon. I promise.


I look forward to it my love.
RHEN VAR

SOUTHERN CONTINENT


I look forward to it my love.

Anja looked up as Bastila settled onto the camp chair across from her, the portable heating unit between them. She held out the mug of caffa.

“Revan?” she asked.


Anja nodded, taking the mug. “Arren will be fine now.”


Bastila sipped her mug and nodded. “Good. I knew Revan would have to be the one to help her. They are like brother and sister.”


“Do you hold out hope?” Anja asked.


Bastila looked at her. “Brianna is a strong woman. An Echani. It would be difficult to kill her in any fashion, and she is far too intelligent to be caught off guard in that way. Regardless of what the reconnaissance says and shows, I think they live.”


Anja looked around at the ice cavern they had called home for nearly four weeks now. Assorted equipment could be seen scattered all over their command post. Other soldiers and officers sat around other portable heating units, eating their morning rations. The Republic division under Bastila’s command occupied several forward outposts across the southern and northern continents. She had been given the rank of General, even though she had protested vehemently against it. She had relented when Revan told her the importance of their mission. With her Revan had sent Anja as her aide and Colonel, and nearly three dozen of the most senior and battle hardened Mandalorians within their ranks. The Mandalorian Bralor was her assistant division commander. He was a grizzled veteran who held much respect for her and even more so for Dacen. Bralor had been asked by Dacen personally to assume this role. 

Their mission here was two fold. The mountain peaks of Rhen Var reached high into the sky, and they had placed powerful sensors on these mountaintops that could monitor light years all around them. They would be able to tell where the Sith forces moved out to no matter which direction they moved.

Their other mission was to secure the countless Jedi artifacts that had been hidden on the planet in secret caches across the surface. Vandar had given her the locations of twelve of these hidden caches, inside each one were holocrons and data pads detailing the history and teachings of the Jedi Order. They were the remnants of the Jedi archives on Ossus.


Bastila let her sapphire eyes linger on Anja for a long moment. This was the young woman whose life her son had saved all those years ago on Dxun. The young woman who held such a firm grasp on her son’s heart. Bastila had to admit, Anja had come so far and grown so much in only a short time. Anja’s path nearly paralleled her own in some respects. She had fought the emotions and feelings that came rushing to the surface after meeting Revan that first time on Coruscant. It went against everything that had been hammered into her head for so long by the misguided teachings of the Order. Unlike Bastila’s experience however, Anja had someone to go to and try to make some sense of what she was feeling. Bastila had been that person, and because of her guidance and advice, Anja had accepted and embraced what was happening to her much quicker than Bastila had been able to.

“You miss him don’t you?” Bastila asked.


Anja looked back to her. “Yes Master.” She replied with a wisp of sadness in her voice.


“Anja I have asked you not to call me that. It is ridiculous for you to refer to me as Master due to what you and I share.” Bastila said.


Anja blushed and sipped her caffa. “Old habits.” she said.


Bastila returned the smile. “So… I ask again. You miss him don’t you?”


Anja nodded. “Nearly more than I can bear.” She replied honestly.


Bastila nodded. “A feeling I am more than familiar with.” She said.


“The bond amplifies it doesn’t it?” Anja asked. “The feelings?”


“Of course it does.” Bastila said. “As much as I wish it didn’t, it amplifies it to almost painful intensity at times. Your bond with Revan will grow stronger over time Anja. You can sense his emotions now, but as the bond grows in power you will begin to actually feel the same emotions and Revan will feel yours as well.” 

“That sounds scary.” Anja said.


“It is for a time. Once you learn to manipulate the bond and your control improves it can be quite peaceful.” Bastila said. “I miss my Revan too, almost more than I can bear.”


“When… when did you realize you had fallen in love with him?” Anja asked.

Bastila looked at her and chuckled. “It took me far longer than you to realize it.” She said. She took a deep breath. “I would have to say it was when I took his mask off the day Malak nearly killed him that I truly realized I loved him. I was heartbroken when he left the Order to fight in the Mandalorian War. I was still young, but he had taken it upon himself to help me begin to learn to control my Battle Meditation. I followed the events of the war, always hoping to catch a glimpse of him, read about him. He was saving so many lives, and winning battles against hardened Mandalorian commanders. The holonet was abuzz with information about him. The Masters on Dantooine had to beat back the reporters on several occasions. Looking back, I realized these were the first signs of my love for him.


“When it was decided to try and capture him to end the war, the Masters came to me. They wanted to use my Battle Meditation to help board his flagship, but little did I know they also were aware of my feelings for him.”


“They used you?” Anja said softly.


Bastila nodded. “In their defense they were desperate to end the war. Revan was winning at every turn, turning more to his cause as he went. Part of me wishes he had just talked to them, tell them what he knew, but it was never to be. Well… the battle went quickly and according to plan. Almost too easy. I was standing on the bridge before him, I could feel the dark power within him, but it was different somehow… it was…”


“Controlled?” Anja asked.

Bastila looked at her strangely. “Yes. Controlled. In my typical arrogant fashion at the time… I was so young and full of myself… and quite terrified… I told him he could not win.” Bastila laughed. “Imagine that… Revan was the most powerful Sith Lord in recent memory, many say even more powerful than Exar Kun… and I tell him he can’t win. We both sensed it when it happened, Malak firing on his ship. I swear Revan stepped in front of the power conduit on purpose to save me. It would have shredded me had he not moved in front of it. Seeing him lying there, blood pooling underneath him, I crawled to his side with tears and smoke in my eyes. I wanted to see the face of evil… so without thinking I removed his mask. Imagine my surprise when his features were no different than what I remembered. Older perhaps, and certainly showing the strain of years of war, but he wasn’t…”


“Twisted by the dark side?” Anja said.


Bastila looked at her strangely again. “Anja, how are you doing that?” She asked.


“Revan showed me something recently.” Anja said softly. “They were ‘your’ Revan’s memories, memories that his father shared with him. You said earlier that you wished he had talked to the Council before hand, tried to make them understand?”


“Yes.” Bastila said guardedly.


“He did try Bastila. And they turned him away. He even offered to surrender himself after they had fought the battle we now fight.” Anja opened her mind and she showed Bastila the memory that Revan had shown her. After several minutes Bastila could only shake her head.

“It does not surprise me.” Bastila said. “I came to realize how manipulative they can be after he left for the Outer Rim. They tried on many occasions to turn me against him. They knew our bond was strained, and I was feeling helpless. Only Vandar and Jolee never confronted me. I think it was because Vandar knew what Revan was doing, and speaking with Jolee only confirmed it for him.” Bastila looked at her. “What else did he show you?”


Anja became uncomfortable and sipped her caffa. “They were terrible… terrible memories of the war. I know Revan didn’t show all of them to me, but what he did share will stay with me as long as I live.”


Bastila sensed Anja’s anxiety. “He never shared his memories of the war with me. He didn’t want to upset me. I stopped asking after a few years.” She looked directly and Anja. “Show me.”


Anja met her eyes and nodded. Bastila, for the first time in her thirty years of marriage to Revan, experienced the horrors he had seen during the Mandalorian War. When it was done, she had small tears in her eyes, and she brushed them away.


“I… I always knew his memories were horrible. I just never knew how much.” Bastila said.


Anja nodded. “I shudder to think of what else he saw and shared with ‘my’ Revan. And it was so real.” She looked at Bastila. “In a way, the Jedi Council is at fault for the war we are now in.”


Bastila met her eyes. “Perhaps. But there is one difference now.”


“What?”


Bastila’s eyes hardened. “We will not repeat the mistakes of the past.”


Their conversation was interrupted when the large Mandalorian soldier in light blue body armor came up to them.


“Lady Bastila. I believe we have found the site you were speaking of.” Bralor spoke.

BETWEEN THE RIMMA TRADE ROUTE

AND CORELLIAN TRADE SPINE

4.6 LIGHT YEARS FROM NKLLON


THE BRIANNA maintained station alongside the LICTOR V-class dreadnought WAR MOUNT. The WAR MOUNT was Canderous Ordo’s ship, and the equal to Dacen’s BRIANNA in every way. The two capital ships were an awe inspiring site moving together with their many escorts. Dacen and Canderous had come together here to work on any details they could. The 9th Republic Combined Corp and the 3rd Mandalorian Attack Corp were all that stood between the Inner Rim worlds and at last count thirty three full strength Sith Attack Fleets, just in this area alone. 

Dacen and Canderous were in the officer’s lounge looking at the star chart in the middle of the table. Canderous slapped down his mug of caffa on the table.


“We are spread too thin!” He announced.


Dacen nodded. “I don’t disagree.” He said. “However, this is the best we can do until the Bothan shipyards come on line. The Rendili shipyards have gone on three rotating shifts, but we are it until they can start pumping out ships. What’s the ETA on those dreadnoughts from Concord Dawn?”


“They should arrive next week. They’ll come in near Telos, so Republic will see them first. He promised to send most of them our way.”


Dacen nodded. “We’ll need them.” Dacen said looking at the map.


Dacen had been holding himself together pretty well he thought over the last few weeks, and his meetings with Canderous were the balm he needed. He had grown closer to Canderous Ordo over the years, finding out that they shared many things in common, their backgrounds aside.

When they had met that first time on Dxun, Dacen had no idea this was the same Mandalorian that had served with Revan during the hunt for the Star Forge. They had formed their own bond during their ensuing battles across the galaxy against the Sith Lords Sion and Nihilus. They had built a grudging respect for one another that had continued even after Dacen had returned from the Outer Rim with Revan. That bond had continued to this day.

“I want to send out three patrols.” Dacen said. “Have a squadron of your Pursuers see how close they can get to Tatooine before they run into the enemy. We need to try and determine where they will strike next.”


Canderous nodded. “I’ll send them out as soon as I return. I have nearly thirty patrol craft out looking for their shipyards. Revan is right, we need to find them and take them out quickly. If we don’t it will be the Star Forge all over again. They’ll whittle us down with numbers.”


“Concentrate the patrols near the Outer Rim. No more than one cruiser. I don’t want them to stumble into a heavily defended shipyard and get themselves killed. No heroics!”


Canderous laughed. “Mandalorians? Heroic? Never!”


Dacen smiled. “I’m happy for you and Visas.”


Canderous became serious and saw the opening he had been waiting for. He got to his feet and moved around the table. Canderous Ordo called few people his friends, being Mandalore just didn’t go well with many people. Dacen Vorsut and Revan Panlie were within that very small circle.


“Brianna is a strong woman Dacen.” He said. “If you believe she still lives, then she does. In the years we spent on Dxun I watched her blossom into a true warrior. Her Echani training was a match for any of my warriors.”


Dacen took a deep breath. “She lives. I know she does.”


“Then Revan’s droid will find her my friend.” Canderous said. “I’ve seen that droid in action. So have you. If Revan took his safety protocols down, you can damn sure bet he’ll complete the mission. And having T-3 with him keeps him in line.”


“The question then will be how do we get her and the survivors off Dxun?” Dacen said.


Canderous grinned. “Well that will be up to the three devious minds in this little party.” He said. “I’m a straight forward type personality as the Jedi Princess is so fond of telling me.”


Dacen looked at him. “Bastila has her backside hanging out there pretty far on Rhen Var. I can’t believe I told Revan his family was safe.”


“You were not yourself.” Canderous said. “And she is pretty exposed, but they would have to cut across a lot of space to get to her. And Carth’s group isn’t far away. Revan knows the risks, and so does Bastila. We have all known the risks for a lot of years. You and Brianna too. I know it doesn’t make it any easier my friend, but we accepted the risks a long time ago. I think you know that.”

Dacen nodded. “Yes we did.” He said.


“Then we will talk no more of this. Brianna lives until we have solid proof. That is how you must live my friend, in the here and now. Revan gave us the biggest chunk of space to protect because he knows he can count on us.” Canderous spoke. “Now let’s get to work finding those damn shipyards!”

CHAPTER TWO

DUBRILLION

Mace Caylor sat in the shade of the massive Dubrillion Charlo tree, his keen mind working over scenarios in his head again and again. The Charlo tree branches dipped low all around him, their tips touching the plains grass in some spots. It was a perfect place to set up his small command center, as the branches were thick for the most part, and did well in hiding his force of Jedi and Republic scouts from view. The Charlo forests bordered the flat grasslands that extended for kilometers all around them on three sides, majestic mountains rising in the horizon. The trees, some of them, were centuries old, and their branches thick enough to withstand even concentrated blaster fire. They were almost like large domed structures, as the leaves and branches of the tree stopped all moisture from reaching the dry ground beneath, and the daytime sun only penetrated in four or five small openings. It was just enough to read data pads and move around. At night they dropped heavy black cloth across the openings and essentially blacked out the entire tree.


Mace had chosen this location because it gave them excellent cover, and provided superb fields of view of three different directions. At night they could see the faint lights of three settlements in the distance. Mace was also going through the same experience as Revan. He had never led this many troops or Jedi, and when he had been drawn into the High Council’s chambers and told he was being promoted to the rank of Jedi Master and assigned all scout forces on this side of the Core Worlds, he had felt somewhat overwhelmed. He had been here nearly four weeks now, and was slowly becoming more comfortable with his role. He had an excellent group of scouts in his immediate command. A combination of Jedi and Republic scouts, with two Mandalorian Scout Platoons as his heavier forces. Spread over a dozen worlds were scouts from nearly every known race in the Republic. Their mission was two fold. Monitor the possible sighting of Sith forces in the area, and attempt to locate the Sith shipyards near the Outer Rim.


Mace had divided his forces to provide as much cover as they could to one another, and sent his twenty four Pursuer and G-Wing scout craft on two ship patrols every three days scouring the Outer Rim. It was very dull and boring work, and Mace had mentioned this to Revan when given the assignment, and complained that he was being kept from the real battles to come. Revan had pulled him aside after leaving the Council chambers and explained how important his mission was.


“This war will not be won with brute force Mace.” Revan had told him, as they walked along the marble floor in the Room of a Thousand Fountains. “The Republic and our allies have neither the forces nor the infrastructure to maintain a protracted battle. I estimate they have at least seven shipyards that use the same type of technology as the Star Forge once did. If we do not find those shipyards and destroy them in the first six months we will be doomed.”


Mace looked at him as if he’d lost his mind. “You can’t be serious.”


Revan nodded solemnly. “I’m very serious.” He answered.


“But the Chancellor… the Council… they said…” Mace’s face went white as a sheet.


“Mace… do you know why the Council reinstated me back into the Order?” Revan asked.


“Because of what you’ve done. All these years.” Mace replied. “Fighting for the Republic.”


Revan smiled. “You think I don’t know that you and many of the more senior Knights are a bit perturbed that the Council acted as they did.” He looked at Mace with a twinkle in his eyes that caused Mace to turn away unable to meet his eyes. “Do not be ashamed of your feelings Mace. They do you credit. The Council did what they did for one simple reason. I know how to wage war, Dacen knows how to wage war, and after being married to me for thirty years, Bastila has become quite proficient at it, though she’ll chew your arm off if you ever suggest it to her.” He chuckled, and then his expression sobered quickly. “Our children know how to wage war, as much as that fact pains me. It is not something I would have wished on anyone’s children, especially mine. The Jedi and the Republic need us, no matter how much it goes against everything the Order stands for.”


“But the changes Atris said they would review. And change if necessary.” Mace said.


Revan nodded. “I’m sure they will review the policies of the Order as they said, however, I do not expect many changes. The Order is too firmly entrenched in tradition and the past. Only a cataclysmic event would cause them to change much of what they do in any real way.”


“Surely you and Bastila can…”


Revan smiled. “Perhaps, but we don’t hold out much hope.” He looked at Mace. “As for your mission and why I selected you for it. I know you better than the others, and you have had your eyes opened to different ways of doing things so to speak. You will have the finest scouts that we have Mace. They will answer to you. I believe many of the shipyards are completely outside the invasion corridors they have taken so far; far from any prying eyes to protect them. Your scouts will need to find them if they are out there, and get that information back to us. I’m sending Zhar and Dorak with you. Dorak’s Battle Meditation, while not as powerful as his mother or his older brother, might prove useful to you in a pinch. Zhar… Zhar would be a fine Jedi…”


“Would be?” Mace asked.


“He is not like me or Rev junior. He is much like his mother was at the beginnings of the Jedi Civil War. He’s arrogant… head strong and willful. He constantly pushes to show he is like me and Rev Junior. I wanted him with you to show him what it means to be a selfless Jedi.” Revan spoke, looking at a very surprised Mace. Revan smiled. “I want you to teach him what it means to be Jedi.”


“Me?”


Revan nodded. “You have not given up on the foundations of what the Jedi were founded on. Even after what you have seen these last months, you still hold true to the defining nature of a Jedi. You have just become more open to other ways of thinking. That is what it means to be Jedi. You have allowed yourself to see things in many different perspectives, and not just through the Jedi Code.”


“You entrust me with your son?”


“I entrust you with a mission that holds more importance than all the others we will conduct over the next few weeks.” Revan answered. 


“What of Dxun? Onderon? Surely you want…”


“Revenge?” Revan asked. “We had many friends on Dxun and Onderon Mace, friends that we have known for decades. I feel as Dacen however. I don’t believe his wife or those in the sanctuary are dead. We would have felt them die in the Force. We could be wrong, very wrong, but we hope we are not. But wanting revenge… no I do not want revenge. I still have too much Jedi in me for that.”


“Can we win Revan?” Mace asked.


Revan stopped and looked slowly at him, as if peering right through him. “I don’t know Mace.” He replied finally. “But we’ll damn sure give it our best shot.”

Mace popped the rest of the field ration energy bar into his mouth and chewed, chasing the foul tasting ration with water from the bottle. He looked up as Zhar entered through one of the thick branches, his face animated. He moved over next to Mace.


“Master, we’ve received word from a ground patrol. They are within the settlement spaceport and report that a small Sith shuttle has landed.” Zhar spoke excitedly. “They are tracking three Sith officers.”


Mace nodded. “Breath Zhar.” He said. “You look as if you have swallowed a Dewback egg.”


Zhar nodded and took a deep breath. “Sorry Master.”


“We will investigate, but remember our mission. They could have just landed for repairs or something harmless, however slim the chances. We must proceed with caution.” Mace said.


“Why did my father assign me as your apprentice Master Caylor?”


Mace looked at him. “Your father knows you are different Zhar. He respects that about you, admires it even.”


Zhar looked surprised. “Admires it?”


Mace smiled. “You don’t think your father and brother don’t admire you? You executed the defense of the Temple with the skills of a full Knight Zhar.”


“It was Revan’s plan.” Zhar said dejectedly. 


Mace nodded. “And it was executed flawlessly. Plans have a way of not going as they are laid out. You stuck to your brother’s plan, and executed it with perfection. Not many could have done what you did. Your father and your brother were very impressed.”


Zhar looked at him. “Really?”


“Your father assigned you to me to give you guidance Zhar, and to teach you. You may not have the tactical skills of your brother and father. You may not have their lightsaber skills. I am here to help you along the path and find your true calling as a Jedi.” Mace told him. “Your father and brother are warriors Zhar… they know that, they are protectors of Jedi and innocents. They are both of the Guardian caste of the Order. You are not. Your father believes your role will be different, but no less important. And he wants you to explore that.”


“I… I had always thought he wanted me to be just like him.” Zhar said.


Mace shook his head. “No. He wants you to be you.” He got to his feet and secured his utility belt around his waist. “Now how bout we go check out that report.”


Zhar nodded with a smile.


Mission sat upright in the bed quickly, her breaths coming in heaves, sweat covering her smooth blue skin in the dim light. She clutched the soft sheet tightly to her chest, her Lekku curling protectively around her neck and shoulders. She glanced quickly at where Dustil slept beside her, snoring lightly, relief at seeing him washing over her. Her blue eyes traveled to where his artificial hand and arm rested on his hip, the remarkably lifelike synthaskin covering the mechanical hand and lower arm. She felt a moment of remorse and horror course through her as she realized it was her who had done this to the man she loved. With a muffled groan, Mission pulled the sheet around her lithe body and hurried to the refresher where she leaned over the metal toilet bowl and promptly emptied her stomach contents into the bowl.


“Peace.” She recited slowly and softly. “There is Peace.”


She wiped the back of her hand over her mouth, drawing in several deep breaths. She got shakily to her feet and moved to the basin, cupping her hand under the stream of cold water that started automatically. She brought the water to her mouth and rinsed the taste of the partially digested Coruscant salad from her taste buds. She glanced up into the mirror, looking at her reflection. She looked no different than she had twenty years earlier, except for her blue eyes. Her blue eyes had lost some of their brightness and now seemed to look older than time itself.

Mission walked slowly back into their room and glanced at Dustil’s sleeping form. He had rolled over, and she could see the old Sith tattoos etched onto his strong back. 


Her husband would win no muscularity contests. He was superbly fit, yet in a lean almost feminine way. His brown hair was longer now than she remembered, reaching to almost his shoulders. She could see new scars that he bore on his back and arms, mainly from her torture of him while she was part of that hell on Kessel. Mission caught herself this time as the revulsion threatened to overtake her again, and she quickly moved out of their bedroom into the living area of the suite Carth had arranged for them in the Senate apartment complex. Mission made her way to the dispenser in the kitchen area and punched in the code for Corellian Tea, waiting while the liquid was dispensed, and securing the sheet around her body tightly. She took the mug and added sugar and cream before padding softly across the living area and stepped onto the balcony into the Coruscant night air.


Even as early as it was, traffic still whizzed through the towering buildings at an almost unending volume. Mission sipped the tea, letting the cool breeze caress her body, her Lekku slowly unfurling to their usual position atop her ample chest, as she became more relaxed. 


Mission didn’t know what it was that woke her in such a state. She had thought the nightmares would go away, but this was unlike any nightmare she’d had before. It was so vivid and clear in its detail. She was working closely with Jolee on pulling any memories from her that might be useful in their battle. When Revan had brought her back from the nightmare she had been living, she had willingly thrown up a very powerful mental barrier against those terrible memories. She did not want to remember any of those two years. She had almost killed the man she loved.


Mission and Dustil’s relationship was like a speeder ride within the Coruscant traffic lanes, with a driver very drunk on Juma. They had not liked or trusted each other upon first meeting after the Star Forge. Dustil and Yuthura and the others Revan had convinced to leave the Sith behind met them on Dantooine after the victory celebrations on Rakatan and Coruscant. It was here that their team, their family, had finally began to break up. Revan and Bastila had remained on Dantooine, but Jolee had decided to take the Council’s offer of a position on the Jedi High Council and remained on Coruscant. Zaalbar eventually moved on back to Kashyyyk, while Juhani and Canderous had gone their separate ways as well. Mission had no one else to hang out with besides Revan and Bastila, and they had been so wrapped up in each other, she barely registered on their radar.


Then there was Dustil. 

They started out hating each other, and ended up falling in love. It was the most unlikely relationship by any stretch of the imagination. He was tall like his father, and though ruggedly handsome, he was not the most handsome man who had ever shown interest in her. Mission on the other hand had developed into a stunningly beautiful young woman, even by Twi’lek standards. No one could understand the attraction they had for each other, and to see them fighting and playing dirty little tricks on each other, you’d think they were complete enemies in a sense. Mission recalled the first night Dustil and she shared a bed, five years after returning to Dantooine. It started out innocently enough, and then evolved into something that was at first awkward and unknown. By the end, they had been holding one another tightly in exhausted but content bliss. That first night had begun a completely different relationship that they had nurtured and watched grow stronger.

Mission had been incensed when the Jedi Council had tried to separate Revan and Bastila upon his return form the Outer Rim. They wouldn’t listen to him, or Bastila. When they had left the Order, Mission had willingly gone with them. Dustil had understood why, yet he was so close to obtaining his status of Knight that he could not leave. Even for Mission. She had wished him good luck and good bye with tears in her eyes, knowing the Jedi would never allow them to cultivate their relationship. They had been hiding it for so long now, but seeing how Revan and Bastila were treated, she knew it would never be.


While on Dxun, Mission had thrown herself into a different life, learning to fight and gather intelligence under the watchful eye of Canderous and Brianna. She ignored every suitor that tried to approach her not even registering their advances, for her heart would always belong to Dustil. Three years after leaving Dantooine, she had gone on her first mission with Kelborne Canderous and Revan. The mission had taken them to Nar Shaddaa, and it was there that she and Dustil had seen each other again. He was in the midst of his own mission for the Jedi Council, and all the feelings and hopes they had shared came rushing back in an instant for both of them. They parted ways again, this time with promises to see each other soon, but realizing they could only be friends. What Mission didn’t know was upon his return to Coruscant Dustil requested assignment to Onderon as its Jedi liaison. When he appeared on Dxun seven months later, Mission was in the process of starting another relationship with a handsome young man from Onderon. She had been stunned to find out he was there, and didn’t know Revan had told him she was in another relationship, and that she was trying to rebuild her life. Dustil was still a Jedi, and Revan did not fully trust his presence on Onderon. Mission too did not know what to make of Dustil’s assignment to Onderon, knowing how the Council had treated the man she called her adopted brother. What neither of them knew was that Dustil had followed his heart to Onderon, only to see it broken when he found out about Mission’s new relationship. 


Dustil had remained, honoring his role to the Jedi, but always watching out for Mission when she came to Onderon. He had been there a year when things took a turn for the better. Mission was on Onderon to visit her new ‘friend’ only to discover him in the arms of another woman. Mission had run from the apartment in tears, not knowing where she was going. Distraught and alone once more, she found herself seeking out Dustil. He had taken her in without question and listened to her words and sobs, his heart breaking. In the end he had swept her in his arms and uttered what he had wanted to say for years. Mission remembered those words to this day.


“I love you little blue! I was a fool to let you go before! I can’t change what happen then, but if you let me, I’ll prove to you where my heart has always been.”

Dustil had done just that, starting with the former boyfriend who arrogantly came to Dustil’s apartment demanding entrance so he could take Mission back with him. Dustil had closed the door in his face, lifting him into the air with the Force and promptly dumping him into an ice cold well of water outside his building.


The memory brought a small smile to Mission’s face as she remembered. She sipped the tea, feeling herself become calmer and filled with peace. She would discuss the dreams with Jolee in the morning and try to determine what the dreams meant. She trusted him implicitly, and knew he kept her confidence. She walked back into the suite and back into the bedroom. She set her tea aside and unfurled the sheet from around her, crawling into bed next to her new husband. She felt his warmth fill her as his arms slipped around her and pulled her close. With a small smile on her face she drifted off into a peaceful sleep.

ONDERON

NORTHERN MOUNTAIN TERRITORY


Talia looked up from her makeshift bed as the curtains covering the entrance to her small sleeping area were pushed aside. The fifty-three year old Queen of Onderon sat up, throwing her legs over the side of the cot. She wore a dirty set of woodland fatigues with heavy reinforced armor plates over her chest and back. Her dark hair was pulled into a long tight pony tail, her face showing the strain of nearly five weeks of fighting and running. 


The Sith attack had come out of nowhere, and though her people had fought valiantly, thousands had died. She had refused to leave Iziz initially, and only the actions of her oldest son saved her life. He had ordered his mother and Queen taken from the palace by force and spirited into the mountainous terrain that was Onderon. With her had gone half her royal guard and almost a hundred of the Onderonian military’s finest ground troops. They had traveled for days, hard and fast, until settling into these caves four weeks before. Here they had set up their command post and here the remaining forces that had made it out of Iziz began to gather. They had come in small numbers at first, demoralized, and beaten, until reaching the caves and finding that their Queen was still very much alive.


Talia was adored by the people of Onderon. Her first years had been a test of wills with her cousin, and if not for the intervention of Canderous Ordo and Dacen Vorsut, her reign would have come to an abrupt and painful end. She had brought her people out of the shadow of their past, forging new bonds of friendship and alliance. Onderon had prospered under her rule, for no one wanted for anything, and her close relationship with the Jedi and Mandalorians on nearby Dxun had guaranteed her survival. Over the years the relationship grew stronger, to the point where Talia had married the nephew of Mandalore, and he had been accepted without question by her people. Talia shook her head, trying to not remember that her husband and two of her children now lay dead somewhere in Iziz, butchered by the Pure Sith commander of the attacking forces for his amusement. They had refused to give him any information as to her escape, and had paid a terrible price for their love and devotion to her.


Talia looked up at her remaining children, and it brought small tears to her eyes. They both looked so much like the Mandalorian soldier who had claimed her affection and her heart. Her son had short dark hair, with deep brown eyes. He commanded a small commando unit when the attack came, and they had killed nearly three hundred Sith troops in their escape into the mountains. Her daughter had her father’s sparkling gray eyes, but her mother’s features and petite size. She was however, a skilled soldier and one of the finest scouts in their armed forces. Her children had been trained by Canderous Ordo himself, and the Jedi Revan and Jedi Dacen Vorsut. They were lethal in every way imaginable, but all she saw now was the image of her dead husband and her two youngest daughters. They had so much of their life in front of them at only thirteen years old, and now the Sith had taken that away from them.


“Mother?” Her son spoke softly.


His words brought Talia back to the present and she quickly wiped her damp eyes and looked at him. “I am fine Stefan.” She said, getting to her feet. “Memories of your father and sisters. I will be fine.” She looked at him. “What is wrong? Why have you returned to the camp?”


“It’s strange mother.” The tall young man spoke. “The old frequency you order we monitor? I was on patrol with a team in the next valley. We reached the far ridge and the communications array began to detect a signal on this channel.”


Talia’s eyes grew wider. “Go on.”


“It was strange mother. A ten second burst in some sort of code. Twenty two words with no meaning at all. It repeats every six hours.” Stefan said confused. “Our people are working on it.”


“When does it repeat again?” Talia asked.


Stefan looked at the timer on his wrist. “In two minutes. That is why I returned. I thought you might have some idea as to the meaning.”


Talia grabbed his arm, taking her daughter’s arm as well. “Quickly! We must listen to this transmission!”


Stefan looked at his sister, who also wore a puzzled look on her face. She shrugged and they followed their mother. Talia moved through the many tunnels before entering the medium sized cave that had been set up as their communications center. Several techs were monitoring both their own communications between what units they still had, and whatever intercepted Sith transmissions they could detect. She turned to the senior chief.


“The transmission, has it begun yet?” She asked.


The Chief nodded. “It just started Majesty.”


“Put it on speakers! Quickly!” Talia said.


Stefan stepped up to his mother. He had not seen her so animated in the past few weeks, and it was as if she knew something that no one else did. The small speakers on the portable communications console came to life with low static and white noise.


“…net… wash… amnesty… yesterday… Krayt… sample… random… ordinary… gorgeous… needle… the… sword… rest… arrow… entomb… orange… catch… guest… neither… indecision… manacle… Roon… Hoth… Eriadu… Ryloth” 

The voice sounded mechanical as it repeated the same words for seventeen more seconds, and then the transmission abruptly ended.

Talia looked at the Chief, a new fire in her eyes. “Give me something to write with!” she snapped.


Stefan stepped forward. “Mother, what is it?”


“A message.” Talia answered excitedly, snatching the marking pen the Chief held out to her.


“A message?” The Chief asked stunned. “That’s impossible. It is a bunch of random words Majesty. There is no message here. I have run all the words through our databanks. It matches no code we have established.”


Talia reached around and took off the golden necklace she wore around her neck. At the end was a golden pendent, a symbol of Onderon’s past and the woman who brought their people together. “I have the code.” She spoke, manipulating the pendent in such a way that the back of it popped open to reveal a tiny piece of paper, frayed at the edges, but still readable. On it was a series of numbers in twelve groups.


“Who could be sending us a message?” Lamina asked, stepping up to the table as well.


“The Jedi?” Stefan asked.


“The Jedi?” a senior officer snapped. “They have abandoned us as before. We have heard nothing from them in weeks. We can’t even communicate outside our own system. For all we know they are all dead.”


“Lord Revan and Lord Vorsut would not forsake us!” Lamina snapped. “And neither would Clan Ordo!”


The Colonel in the room shook his head. “Impossible. There is an entire Sith Attack Fleet in Onderon space. We have been cut off. Dxun is destroyed. Even if they did still live, they would not risk an assault here.” 


Talia worked on the paper furiously. She turned to Stefan. “Read me off these numbers slowly.” She said, handing him the paper.  

“3124… 5321… 213465… 151114…. 21…23… 213… 111… 216543… 111611… 4132… 4152.” Stefan spoke slowly as his mother wrote letters down. He lowered the paper as she worked. “Mother… what is this?”


“Your father gave it to me six months after we were married.” Talia explained. “It is a code that Lord Revan and Mandalore devised, a combination of words and numbers, useless without each other. The numbers dictate the position of the words and the letters. Excruciatingly simple, but the randomness of the numbers and words all but insures the code is never broken.”


“What is the message?” Stefan asked. Talia was writing furiously, her eyes clouding with tears as she did so. Stefan reached out and put his hand on her shoulder. “Mother?”


Talia stood up straight, a smile on her face, and one long tear staining her cheek. She looked at Stefan. “Hope lives.” She said, holding out the paper to him.


Stefan took it from her hand and his eyes grew large when he saw the words. Lamina and the others in the cave moved closer.


“Stefan?” Lamina asked.


Stefan looked up, holding up the paper. The words Talia had written were clear and precise. Every pair of eyes in the small cave grew wide at what the words said. Smiles began to spread over faces, and even the Colonel had a new twinkle in his eye. Stefan set the paper on the table as his mother hugged him tightly. Talia’s printing was neat and formal. Six words had given the freedom fighters reason to go on.

STAY STRONG. WE ARE COMING.

ORDO

HK watched as T-3 lowered the small transmission antenna and tucked it back into his housing. They had made their way from the site of their downed Pursuer to within site of the old tomb of Freedom Nadd. The trip had not been easy, as bodies of wildlife had littered what paths there were in the jungle, forcing them to stay within the thicker portions of the jungle. This had not been easy for T-3, as his internal wheels became clogged with vines and dirt on several occasions, forcing them to stop, and HK having to clean out the area. This HK did without the usual derogatory banter he always heaped upon the small astromech droid. Since his inception as Revan’s personal assassin droid nearly four decades earlier, HK had evolved almost to the point of being alive. He was considered a member of two crews of humans, and while his actions and bloodthirstiness irritated some members of both crews, he was considered an integral part of both units. His skills had been overhauled more times than he cared to admit to anyone, yet he would grudgingly agree those skills had enhanced his overall performance. 


Dacen and Revan before him had tweaked his programming over the years so that he could operate totally autonomous, or with others. Neither of them could bring themselves to change his core cognitive functions, and he was allowed to keep his assassin personality intact, regardless of how abrasive it could be to those who did not know him. With the improvements heaped upon him, he was easily a match for even the most sophisticated war droid made. He had also grown quite protective of those he considered his charges, though when asked about it by the Iridonian mechanic, he had nearly seized up.


T-3 let out a soft whistle and several beeps and HK nodded.


Affirmation: Step one of our mission has been completed. Step two will now commence. My internal sensors are detecting fourteen life forms in the area of the secondary entrance of the sanctuary.


T-3 responded with several low confirming beeps.


Condescending Statement: It appears the Sith meatbags have been unable to detect the secondary entrance T-3. Their incompetence will only serve to assist us in our mission.


T-3 cut loose with a long series of beeps and hoots that caused HK to turn to face him.


Offended Statement: Of course I will adhere to the mission parameters. That however does not mean I can not take perverse pleasure in watching these meat bags singe. It has been so long since the Master has released my full functionality. 


T-3 let out a mournful beep.


Reflection: I do not feel regret T-3. These meatbags have taken it upon themselves to project their will on our Master’s friends. He does not like that. And now they will feel his wrath. Once more at his command I will be allowed to terminate our enemies. 


T-3 rolled up next to HK and beeped a little more forcefully.


Confident Statement: Oh we will prevail my little companion. 

====================================================================



The stone walls kept the interior of the temple cool, and the computer central core moderated the rest of the environmental controls to keep the humidity at tolerable levels. The Dxun Jedi walked into the small command center, his brown eyes sweeping the several control stations, and seeing everyone at their consoles. 


The former tomb of Freedom Nadd had been the perfect place to set up their overall command center. Lord Vorsut and Lord Revan had purged the tomb of any dark presence that might have remained, and they had set about establishing the tomb as their base of operations. The tomb was broken into five levels, the last three having been added to the temple in the first decade of use. There was an advanced and fully functional medical facility in the tomb, several research labs that had been set up by the Iridonian Bao Dur, and two levels of living and training areas. The attack by the Sith had come as a surprise. No one had expected them to risk coming so deep into Republic space so quickly. The entrance to the sanctuary had been hit with an orbital bombardment that caused a massive cave in to occur, crushing several hundred innocents as they tried to make their way into the interior of the temple. While all of their orbital communications and sensor arrays were destroyed in the attack, they could still monitor much of what took place on Dxun. When the poison missiles hit, they could only watch in stunned horror as hundreds died in the most terrible way imaginable. And then they had to witness the Sith troops come in after the missile attacks and desecrate the bodies of their friends and family in mock displays and gruesome acts of mindless violence. 

They had been able to get only five hundred of the civilians from the settlement into the sanctuary before the attack came. And now there were three hundred orphaned children who had been at school, along with the five hundred others who had managed to make it to the tomb crammed into living space for only two hundred adults. Food was being rationed, as well as water, and the medical facility was almost out of medicines to treat the nearly sixty severely injured men, women, and children wounded in the initial attack. The sanctuary was not meant to accommodate this many at any one time even in an emergency, and while many of the much smaller children had been moved to the sanctuary off planet when the war had begun, the three hundred children ranging in age from nine to thirteen were now without parents to nurture them.

He was the senior Dxun Jedi to survive the attack, and he was only twenty-seven years of age. His blond hair was short and wavy, his lean but muscular frame hidden by the reinforced Jedi robes he had worn since the initial attack. They were becoming frayed and faded with repeated washings due to the lack of clothing. He and the nineteen other Dxun Jedi were the last to make it to the safety of the tomb before the entrance was destroyed. He had watched with his own eyes as hundreds were crushed under tons of falling granite and stone and dirt. He had felt their lives snuffed out in as many seconds, and it had shaken him to his core.

There was only one thing holding them all together and keeping them from losing hope, and she was losing strength by the day from her injuries.

Lady Brianna had saved the lives of twenty-two people by extending a Force bubble around them as monstrous boulders rained down all around them. She had been positioned by the entrance to the tomb when it began to collapse, and using that bubble she had flung the men and women deeper into the tomb, saving their lives. In the process, she had ignored the danger to herself and not seen the five hundred kilo slab of rock as if fell upon her, knocking her to the ground, crushing her arm and hip, and breaking both her legs. It had taken two dozen men and women nearly twelve hours to free her, and she was just clinging to life as they rushed her to the medical clinic. Her broken bones aside, she had suffered severe internal injuries, and was bleeding internally. Brianna was lucid however, and seeing the massive number of casualties in the clinic she refused any treatment beyond stabilizing her injuries. She had grown in power within the Force, and she drew heavily upon it to treat herself as best she could. The one Kolto tank in the clinic was constantly in use, trying to save the lives of small children, and Brianna had no intention of using it to heal herself when so many others did not have the Force to fall back on. So while she was able to heal herself enough to survive and lead her continued use of the Force to hold back the damage done to her was slowly killing her. Her strength waned each day, and it was increasingly harder to move and exert herself, and the Kolto tank was now no longer an option, as its healing properties had long been extinguished without fresh Kolto to replenish what was lost. 

The Dxun Jedi stopped and looked at her as she sat near the center of the command center, listening to one of the Mandalorian techs report what was happening. Her normally pale skin was even more so than normal, her long white hair pulled into a tight pony tail, but frayed and matted in some places. She wore normal jedi robes, the reinforced jedi armor in her old robes crushed beyond use. It was that armor that had very probably saved her life that first day. Only now she was dying a slow painful death. Her face was drawn and tight, the pain she was in very evident. Her normally bright pale blue eyes were sunken and drawn, and while they still had a sparkle to them, that too was fading with each passing day.

He walked right up to where she sat and saw her head turn to face him.


“Lady Vorsut, you should be in bed resting.” He said.


“I have rested enough.” Brianna replied. “Besides, we have intercepted a coded message to Queen Talia on Onderon from right here on Dxun. I determined this was well worth my attention.”  


“On Dxun?” The Jedi spoke. “How is that possible?”


“We are attempting to fix the position of the signal now.” Brianna spoke. “It was a very low power signal, on a frequency not used in centuries.”


“The source is nearby Lady Vorsut, however, with the Sith detachment that has set up their encampment near our secondary entrance, we can not send out any patrols.” The Mandalorian spoke.


“What about the RX droids?” Brianna asked referring to the small scout droids in their arsenal. They were no bigger than a mining repair droid, but packed with sensors and cameras.


“I can direct one to close on the encampment.”


Brianna nodded. “Not too close though.”


“Lady Vorsut,” Another tech turned from his console. “Ground sensors have pinpointed the source of the transmission. It’s an astromech droid. And it’s moving toward the Sith encampment!”


Brianna’s eyes grew wider. “Toward it?”


“Yes ma’am.”


“Show me.” Brianna spoke.


The holo image came up on the small display and they could see the small white dot moving toward the group of red ones. Brianna turned to the Mandalorian. “How soon before they transmit their next report?” She asked.


“If they stick to their schedule, seventeen minutes Lady. Why?”


Brianna turned to the Dxun Jedi. “Piotr, take your team and hit them now.” 


The Jedi looked at her, his eyes wide. “Attack them? They are only a hundred meters from the entrance to secondary bunker! They will find us! We’d be inviting them in!”


“That astromech droid is moving towards them for a reason.” Brianna explained. “We left no droids in the settlement. That unit had to have just landed within the last few hours. It’s the only way to explain how it got past the Sith warships in orbit. They detected no life signs on it. And if my instinct is right, that little droid is not alone.”


“Lady Vorsut… I don’t understand!”


“Take your team and hit the Sith now, before they report in! When you attack you will have help! Once the detachment is taken we can secure their equipment and make their report for them!” Brianna said.


“My lady… what could one astromech droid possible do to assist us in an attack?” Piotr asked, still stunned she would ask something so brash.


“That little astromech droid is T-3. It has to be! And if T-3 is here, you can damn sure bet HK is not far behind.” Brianna spoke, more animated now then he had seen her since before the attack.


“We don’t know for sure Lady Vorsut!” Piotr argued. “We’ve had no contact with anyone off Dxun in weeks! How can you be so sure?”


Brianna smiled for the first time in what seemed like years. “Because I know my husband, and I know Revan Panlie. And this is exactly how they would have conducted themselves having losing contact with us!”


The Mandalorian nodded. “Lady Brianna is correct. Sending the droids would be perfect camouflage in case the ship was picked up. Two damaged droids? Who would consider them a threat? If they got down on the surface then it means the Sith are becoming careless, and help is on the way.”


“And it means that T-3 is the bait, and HK is about to spring some very unpleasant surprises on that Sith detachment. When he does, we need to grab their gear to make it seem like they are still operational.” Brianna explained. “You must move quickly!”


Piotr had spent the last weeks with Brianna, not questioning her orders in the least. He was not about to start now, especially if it meant that assistance was on its way to them. He nodded. “I’ll see to it!”


Brianna turned back to the screen and watched as the dot signifying T-3 got closer to the Sith encampment. “C’mon HK, you beautiful homicidal assassin droid, where are you?”

CHAPTER THREE
PURE SITH COMMAND SHIP VA’KAL

ORBITING GAND

There were thirty-three senior officers sitting at the massive table in the officer’s lounge of the Sith Interdictor Class dreadnought Va’Kal. Admiral Seelok sat next to Natal at the head of the table as they listened to the briefing officer.


“…as you can see from the display, their forces are stretched exceedingly thin. Admiral Onasi has overall command of one Republic Combined Fleet Corp as well as three additional Fleet Attack Groups, one Mandalorian, one Bothan and the other a mishmash of reformed units from conquered worlds. It appears he is following the intelligence reports we have developed on him. He is using Telos, his home world, as a pivot point of sorts. He will not leave Telos undefended.


“There are between three and five Republic Fleet Groups operating within the Tion Sector and the Auril sector. We lack sufficient intelligence on these units to put together a detailed profile, but from scattered reports, we estimate no more than five complete fleets consisting of older Republic warships. Our agents are currently trying to find out more in regards to this force. We also have unconfirmed reports that there is a Republic Division on Rhen Var acting as forward observers. The next major concentration of ships is here in the Kastolar sector, near Ruusan. Reports indicate that the traitor’s son is in command here.”


Natal leaned forward at this. “Can you provide more detail?”


The officer shook his head. “We are working on that now Lord Natal. It seems the son has had his forces jumping in and out of the system on a regular schedule, and we are unable to get an accurate count of ships and personnel. We believe at least two Fleet Groups, with possibly one division of ground troops, we estimate a light Combined Corp at the very most.”


“What is his purpose in having his ships jumping to hyperspace and back?”


“We believe to mask his true numbers, which are far fewer than we are supposed to believe.”


“What is his purpose there?”


“Refugees were pouring from Hutt space after our bombardment of Nal Hutta. His forces have been in a position to intercept many of the patrols we have sent out to destroy these refugees. Though the numbers have dwindled significantly over the last two weeks my Lord, occasionally a ship does break out.”


“And how are they escaping?”


“They are using the Maw, my Lord. The gravitational forces within that sector are incredible, and it allows the smaller smuggler ships to out maneuver our pursuing frigates and destroyers. Many of the refugee pilots have run this corridor for years my lord; our forces do not have the experience in such maneuvers to keep up.”


“Begin training all new pilots on using this Maw to our advantage.” Seelok broke in. “And I want all attacks on unarmed freighters stopped. The master cares not that a few hundred may escape the blockade. We are here to strengthen our positions and begin the next phase of the attack.”


The officer nodded his head. “I will relay the message Admiral.”


“Where is the traitor located?” Seelok asked.


“If reports are accurate Admiral, he is located here near Moonus Mandel on the outskirts of Bothan space. Initial reports indicate he has the largest concentration of forces, with nearly two Republic Combined Fleet Corps and other smaller fleet ships.” The officer spoke confidently.


“The Mandalorian Canderous Ordo and the Jedi General Dacen Vorsut are spread along the Corellian Trade Spine and the Rimma Trade Route. Between the two of them, they have the next largest and possibly the most experienced Republic Forces currently deployed.”


Seelok nodded. “Vorsut is the one who sprang the trap on us as we were taking Gand. Many good ships and officers were lost that day.” Seelok sat forward in his chair as well now. 

“Continue Colonel.”


“Intelligence on the Jedi has become very hard to come by. There has been regular movement to and from their docks, but our agents on the ground are unable to actually penetrate the Temple anymore. There are essentially three layers of security now surrounding the Jedi Temple and the Republic Chancellor. The outer layer consists of Republic soldiers and intelligence agents, the middle layer consists of Mandalorian and Wookiee guards, and the innermost layer consists of Senate Security Service agents and Jedi. Actions against either of these two targets, while not impossible, would be extremely difficult right now.”


“And how many Jedi are they able to field?” Natal asked.


“Our intelligence indicate roughly five hundred my Lord. The Jedi Order has been rebuilding, but slowly. The previous conflicts ravaged their numbers. Our own intelligence sources on Coruscant are limited. After the assault on Onderon, the Chancellor ordered a purge of the Republic Security services and many of our agents were forced to go deep. Some were discovered and executed, but many still remain. We need to exercise care in how they are used.”


“They did not expect us to strike so deep into their space.” Seelok spoke again. “And now, Admiral Lo’kar is behind enemy lines and cut off. Taking Onderon and destroying Dxun was a symbol only. We thought to provoke them into something rash with the destruction and death of their youngest children and the slaughter of their friends, but they did not accept. We must remember their senior commanders are very experienced, and they will not act rashly.”


“Admiral Lo’kar knew the risks going in.” Natal spoke looking at Seelok. “They would have to attack with a significant force to dislodge him from Onderon, and Dxun is a wasteland. They are stretched far too line to mount any such attack. And it would be pointless to attempt it.”


“Do not be so sure.” Seelok said, holding up a red clawed finger. “I have studied the traitor and Vorsut, as well as this human Onasi and the Mandalorian Ordo. All of them have the experience to mount such an attack, but the most important thing; all of them have the spirit to conduct such a bold attack.” Seelok got to his feet and moved around the table to the star chart. “Our intelligence indicates that the traitor’s son is the weakest. Defeat him, and we have an open corridor directly to Kashyyyk and a corridor to reinforce Lo’kar.”


“What do you suggest Admiral?” Natal asked.


“We hit him from two sides. Send our forward Attack Groups from Hutt space straight at him, and our forward Attack Groups from Kessel can hit his flank. What is the break down of his fleets at the full estimate?”


“Two Fleet Groups at most Admiral. A hundred capital ships total, with perhaps five hundred corvettes, frigates, and medium cruisers. Most of his capital ships appear to be of the older Republic Hammerhead class. His flagship has changed several times in the last few months, but right now it is the only Interdictor Class dreadnaught in the sector.” The briefing officer spoke.


“Against nearly three hundred capital ships in our forward Attack Groups alone.” Seelok

said. “That doesn’t include the additional cruisers and others assault ships. Yes, I would say he will be quite overmatched. We can proceed with the encirclement of Naboo by taking Haruun Kal. They have already begun evacuating the populous, so why not take the planet. Once Tatooine is secure, our forces in that sector can jump to Druckenwell. Our Attack Groups in the Centrality have the lowest number of forces, so they can proceed and take Nespis VIII at their leisure. Once we blow through this corridor held by the traitor’s son, our forces can split in several different directions and drive right for the core worlds.”


The assembled officers nodded their approval at the plan, and Seelok turned to Natal. “My Lord?” He asked.


Natal nodded. “I find your plan ambitious Admiral.” He replied. “But I like it. I will inform our Master, but I’m sure he will agree to it. Begin to prepare your forces.”


Seelok nodded. “Yes, My Lord.”

DXUN


The three dark Jedi and eleven Sith troopers turned quickly as the small astromech droid burst through the underbrush, beeping uncontrollably, all the compartments on his chassis open, small bursts of electric shooting from his top cylinder. They jumped back as the droid rattled into the small clearing they had been calling their base camp.


“Where did the droid come from?”


“It’s short circuiting!”


“Shoot the damn thing!”


The men were laughing as they poked at the spinning droid with their weapons. Their duty here was boring, and they would use anything to distract them.


“We swept the settlement. There were no active droids there.” One of the dark Jedi spoke.


“It didn’t come from the direction of the settlement.” Another dark Jedi spoke.


“So where did it come from?”


Statement: Your worst nightmare Sith meatbag!


Heads whipped around to see the massive red combat droid behind them, holding the Mandalorian Assault rifle.


Gleeful Statement: Shall we dance meatbags?


HK-47 pulled the trigger on his rifle from point blank range, the bright red bolts burning through the chests of one of the dark Jedi and two of the Sith troopers before they could have a conscious thought.


The second dark Jedi spun around his red lightsaber igniting as his eyes came to rest on T-3. He lifted his hand and sent a burst of lightning at the small droid, but T-3 had already erected a powerful multiphase shield that simply absorbed the lightning. The dark Jedi could only watch fascinated as one of the former ‘broken’ compartments snapped open and the arm extended. His eyes grew wide and his screams filled the air as T-3 cut loose with a burst from the molten cannon. The superheated rock showered the man’s entire body and cooked the dark Jedi nearly instantaneously, leaving nothing but a cooling mound of black rock. T-3 spun in a circle beeping excitedly and then extended his Carbonite Projector and fired at the nearest Sith troopers to him.


HK lifted his cortosis protected arm as the last Jedi slashed at him with his light saber. The Sith troopers were firing their weapons at him, mindless of their dark Jedi’s safety. HK’s red eyes burned into the wide eyed face of the Jedi as he realized his light saber hadn’t cut HK’s arm off. HK’s other arm held the rifle which was out of position facing the ground.


Amused Statement: For a dark Jedi meatbag, you are ridiculously ignorant not to have detected my cortosis enhanced armor. Happily, you will now suffer for this lack of insight.


The dark Jedi watched as the casing on the side of HK’s armor opened and the small extension came out. It sputtered once… as if it was only a computer port. The dark Jedi looked up, directly into the barrel of the rifle, realizing he had just been distracted and duped by a droid.


Profound Statement: Bye Bye meatbag!


HK pulled the trigger and sent the burning bolt of energy sizzling through the dark Jedi’s head. He turned at T-3’s excited beep and his red eyes almost seemed to grow brighter, as he lifted his rifle again to defend his smaller companion, who was firing his carbonite projector and twin heavy blasters as quickly as he could.


T-3 rolled into the carbonite coated soldier as fast as his motorservos would propel him, shattering the frozen form into a thousand pieces. T-3 beeped mournfully for a moment, before turning his twin blasters on the remaining six Sith troopers. He and HK stood next to one another, both with shields now active and laying down a withering field of fire on the pinned down Sith troopers. T-3’s sensors detected the incoming friendly forces and continued to direct his blaster fire accurately onto the soldiers. He and HK watched as their directed fire finally was rewarded as an additional two Sith soldiers were thrown back with smoking holes in their chests.


The Sith soldiers never saw the fourteen Dxun Jedi and Mandalorian troops come up from behind them and end their lives without them evening seeing what had killed them. It was over quickly as lightsabers and vibroswords sang a violent dance of death in the small clearing. 


Piotr stepped out into the opening, motioning to his men to secure the Sith equipment 

as he watched the two droids begin to argue.


Corrective Statement: You executed your part in the plan three point two seconds late. Sloppy T-3. Sloppy.


The small droid beeped almost proudly.


Bemused Statement: I hardly think freezing them in place and running them over is considered an efficient assassination technique T-3.


T-3 beeped forcefully.


Statement: Yes T-3, a dead meatbag is a dead meatbag. A very good point if I do say so myself. 


HK turned as Piotr stepped up to them.


Statement: You will take us to the meatbag known as Brianna Vorsut.


“What? You…”


T-3 beeped almost cheerfully.


Amused Statement: Yes T-3, I do think we have caused him undue stress. After all, how often do human meatbags witness the superb assassination skills of two superior droids?


T-3 whistled happily and moved around the stunned Jedi.


Fond Statement: My circuits are rubbing off on him. 


HK stepped around Piotr and followed his smaller companion. Piotr stood in the small clearing staring at the remains of nine Sith troopers, including three dark Jedi. Nine highly trained soldiers and Jedi who had just been chewed up and spit out by two droids.


Piotr shook his head. “May the Force protect us.” He said.

CORUSCANT

The fire and smoke filled the corridor on the ship. Explosions could be heard and felt through the bulkheads, causing men and women to stagger from their force. Revan Junior clutched his lightsaber in his right hand, Corna’s limp form partly supported in the grasp of Rev’s left arm. Corna was badly wounded, and blood seeped down the side of Rev’s face and shoulder. He staggered under the force of another explosion within the ship, bouncing off the bulkhead. As he dragged Corna into the intersection, a massive explosion shook the ship, part of the wall erupting outward in hundreds of lethal shards of metal. Revan Junior and Corna caught the full force of the explosion, the metal shards ripping into their bodies, killing them instantly.

Mission’s eyes snapped open, her breath coming in short gasps, her chest heaving. “Revan!” She nearly shouted.


Jolee’s eyes opened, and he looked at her from where he sat across from her. They had come to this room to meditate and try to glean some sense from the visions and dreams Mission had been having. He saw the look of horror and worry on Mission’s face.


“Mission?”


“Jolee… I saw Rev. He was injured… on his ship. He was pulling Corna along the corridor. His ship was under attack. An explosion… it… it killed him!” Mission wailed, dropping her face into her hands in tears.


Jolee immediately reached forward and took her hands. “Mission it was a vision. It wasn’t real. We spoke to Rev this morning. Breathe Mission. There is peace.”


Mission took two deep breaths, wiping her tears from her face. “It was so real.” She said evenly, regaining control of her emotions. “Like I was standing there watching and could nothing about it.”  


Jolee looked at her. “Your visions and dreams are like precognition.” He spoke softly.


“Precognition?” Mission asked. “Like I can see the future?”


Jolee nodded. “It’s a rare gift through the force, but it is something that manifests itself in dreams and visions.”


“Indeed it does.” Vandar’s voice carried to them. They turned to see the diminutive Master Jedi making his way toward them slowly.


“What does it mean Master Vandar?” Mission asked.


“Your gift is unfocused Mission. I would say because of how your abilities with the force were more ripped from you then allowed to grow naturally.” Vandar explained stopping next to her. In her seated position she could look directly into his dark eyes. “Precognition is a gift many Jedi have, yet never fully developed. It is one of the reasons so many are intuitive pilots. Your gift tends to reside on events and places.”


“So… so what I saw could happen?” Mission asked.


Vandar nodded. “It could. However, I believe your precognition abilities, if developed with Jolee and myself, could be a far greater asset. Your abilities were pulled from you, as I said. They were not allowed to nurture over time as with most of our students. Like Master Shan’s Battle Meditation, it is a gift that requires great focus and concentration. Now the visions come to you in dreams, but with the proper guidance, they could very well come to you as easily as breathing.”


“Can we use it to win this war?” She asked.


Vandar closed his eyes and nodded his head. “It could be used this way, yes.”


Mission picked up on Vandar’s sense of sadness. “Master Vandar… if this ability allows us to save lives, the lives of our friends and those we love, is that not worth it.”


Vandar looked at her. “Too long have you been with Revan.” He said with a small smile. “He would have said that.”


Mission smiled. “Revan is the older brother I always wanted. After we discovered Griff, my real brother was a swindler and con artist, Revan took me under his wing. Regardless of what everyone may think, Revan no more wanted this war than you Master Vandar.”


Vandar nodded. “Yes, I know.”


“I will do what I must to help in any way.” Mission spoke, firmness in her words. “But I will not give up Dustil.”


Vandar shook his head. “Ask that of you I will not.” He said. “Times are changing, and the Jedi must change with them if we are to maintain the Order as the protectors of the Republic. Revan and Bastila knew this. They saw it so many years ago. That is why they have remained true to the ideals they always had. They just went about it differently, without the limitations that are placed on Jedi; limitations that ultimately led us to our own blindness, and this war.”


 Jolee got to his feet, pulling Mission up with him. “We must warn Revan.” He said. “Mission’s vision ended with the death of Rev junior. Something must be about to happen that will bring this about. Something we must change.”


Vandar nodded. “This could be a powerful tool in our fight.” He said. “A valuable tool. One we must take great care to safeguard. No one will know of this except us and Master Revan. He will need to rely on the information Mission provides and he must know of her gift. The other Master’s are away from the Chambers… we will contact him from there.”


“I will talk with Dustil and arrange some very discrete protection for you Mission.” Jolee said. He reached under his robes and removed the lightsaber that Revan Junior had made for her before reaching Dantooine. “Take this.”


Mission looked at him, her eyes going to Vandar, who nodded. “The darkness is not fully gone from you young Mission Vao, but you now have what you did not before. People all around who care for you. You will not fall again, and you should let go of that fear. Take your lightsaber, young Revan tells me you are quite skilled with it. Before this war is over, I believe we will all need to use our weapons many times.”


Mission took the lightsaber slowly, feeling the surge of power that coursed through her when her hand closed around the shaft. Revan junior had spent seven hours making this for her as they made their way to Dantooine, and she could almost feel his essence in the weapon, and the crystals he had used. She felt better at this moment than she had in weeks and she clipped the weapon to her belt.


“I’m ready.” She said.

DUBRILLION

Mace and Zhar sat at the small table in the cantina on Dubrillion. They wore regular spacer clothes with their lightsabers hidden under the dusty cloaks. Their table was toward the side wall, allowing them to see who entered and left the cantina. The drinks in front of them were untouched as their eyes kept watch over the three Sith officers who stood at the bar, all of them human, and all of them quite intoxicated. Sitting with mace and Zhar was the leader of the small Jedi detachment that had been shadowing the Sith since they arrived. 


Their shuttle had taken heavy damage to its inertia dampers, and sub light engines and they had landed on Dubrillion for repairs at the small spaceport.


“I talked with the docking supervisor.” Mace’s team leader spoke, sliding the data pad across the table to Mace. “They paid in advance for the repairs. There is a small four man detachment of Sith troopers still on the ship, making sure no one comes near the vessel. These three are apparently the officers. The docking supervisor said there were some strange markings on the hull of the ship. Likely the cause of the damage.”


“Strange how?” Zhar asked.


“Bits of ice and rock crystals imbedded in the hull. Like the ship was struck by asteroids.”


“There are no asteroid belts in this sector.” Mace spoke up.


Zhar looked at him. “Yes there is.” He said quickly.


“What? Where? There is nothing on the charts.”


“On the far edge of the Braxant sector.” Zhar replied. “Uncle Canderous took Hanna and I there when we were children. It’s on the far edge of the system. The asteroid field is made up of polarized ice rocks. He destroyed one as we watched and the light show that followed was amazing. The particles gave off visual light displays.”


“Zhar… you are sure?” Mace asked.


Zhar nodded. “Positive. I hated the trip except for the light show. My father forced me to go. He said it would be good for me to get away.”


Mace glanced at the three officers at the bar. “Bastion is a habitable world. Why come all the way to Dubrillion for repairs?”


“Bastion doesn’t have the repair facilities needed for this type of work.” The team leader spoke. “Only a few small colonies with barely minimal landing sites. If they were damaged leaving the asteroid field, they would have to come here for repairs. It would be too risky to try and reenter the field with damage to their sub light engines and inertia dampers.” 


“How long until the damage is repaired?” Mace asked.


“The supervisor told me two days.” The team leader replied. “I… persuaded… him to stretch it to three, possibly four.”


Mace looked at him. “Persuaded?”


The Jedi didn’t blink. “You told us the stakes were higher now than ever before. You said use whatever means available to us without murder. This is a war, and even we jedi need to bend the rules sometimes.”


Mace looked at Zhar and a small smile crossed his face. “Indeed. Good work.” He said. “Zhar and I will head back to our base and contact Revan. This might be the break we have been waiting for. If this ship is operating out of a hidden shipyard, then perhaps it might have the location of the others as well.” He turned back to his team leader. “Shadow them. Monitor everything they do, and contact me if something is odd.”


The team leader nodded and got up from the table, downing his drink to look normal and laughing as he slammed the mug on the table. He feigned drunkenness as he made his way to the door, bringing smiles from many of the people in the cantina.


Mace looked at Zhar. “You are sure of this asteroid belt?”


Zhar nodded, wincing as he lowered the mug. He had never drunk before and the bitter fluid stung his throat. “Yes.”


Mace downed his drink in two gulps to Zhar’s surprise. “Then let’s contact your father and find out what he wants us to do.”

RHEN VAR

Bastila and Anja followed the Mandalorian scouts through the ice caves, their boots crunching on the snow and ice beneath their feet. Bralor directed them through a last entrance and the inside of the cave blossomed into a huge cavern. They could see the stalactites stretching down from the ceiling of the cave far above them.


“This is amazing!” Anja spoke, her eyes wandering towards the ceiling of the cave and all along the walls.


“My home world of Talravin had caves on them. I went and stayed with my mother for a time when Revan left for the outer rim. I explored quite a few of them. They had the same kinds of formations, but the ice is much more beautiful.” Bastila told her.


“What exactly are we looking for here Bastila?” Anja asked, coming up to stand next to her.


“When Ossus was destroyed by the Cron supernova, the Jedi tried to rescue as much of the Order’s history as they could. They scattered the archive files all over the galaxy, including here.” Bastila explained.


“Here?” Anja asked surprised.


Bastila nodded. “It wasn’t their choice really. You remember Ulic Qel-Droma don’t you?”


“Of course!” Anja replied. “Prodigal Knight turned Dark Lord. He was stripped of the Force and made his way to…” Anja stopped when realization hit her. “Rhen Var!”


Bastila nodded. “Many of the secrets he and Exar Kun spirited from Ossus before its destruction he brought here. He began to train Nomi Sunrider’s daughter Vima, after she sought him out here.”


“He was killed by a Republic cargo pilot wasn’t he?” Anja asked.


Bastila nodded. “He died in Nomi’s arms, his spirit becoming one with the Force. They loved each other once, before his fall. It’s ironic how much of their lives are similar to Revan’s and my life. Nomi Sunrider was a great Jedi Master up until the time she disappeared in the Outer Rim. No one knows what became of Vima.”


“Bastila?” Anja spoke. Bastila turned to her and saw she was motioning to something in front of them. Bastila turned and her eyes grew wide when she saw the mammoth ice carving.


“By the Force!” Bastila gasped, moving quickly to stand in front of the huge ice statue. She reached up and placed her gloved hand on it in reverence. “This is it!”


Bralor and the other Mandalorians spread out to provide cover as Anja moved up next to her. “What is it?” She asked.


“This… this is one of the ice carvings made by Ulic Qel-Droma while he was here.” Bastila said, obviously in awe of the delicate but intricate carving. “This is Master Arca Jeth. He was Ulic’s first Master.” Bastila was looking around, caught up in the search and history. She moved to another ice carving not far away. “And here is Andur Sunrider. Nomi’s husband and Vima’s father. Vima is said to have helped him carve this one.”


Anja stepped up to her as she let her hand rest on the carving. “Master Sunrider was married?” She asked, shocked.


Bastila looked at her and nodded. “Her husband Andur was a great Jedi. Nomi didn’t actually join the Order until after her husband was murdered, but she was already Force sensitive.”


“I thought the Order had forbidden marriage from the very beginning.” Anja spoke.


Bastila nodded. “Exactly the point Revan and I tried to make when the Council wanted to separate us after the Star Force, and then when he returned from the Outer Rim. They can be quite hypocritical when they want to be.”


“So marriages have been allowed?” Anja asked.


Bastila nodded. “In certain cases yes.”


“Then why refuse you and Revan?” Anja asked. “They…” She stopped when she felt the massive Force energy wave come upon them. She whirled, her hand dropping to her lightsaber as Bastila lifted her hand just as the wave hit. Bralor and the dozen or so Mandalorians were thrown across the cavern, in the same instant that Bastila was able to erect a barrier around her and Anja. 


They turned towards the tunnel that the Force wave had come from as the short cloaked figure moved slowly out into the main cavern. The figure stopped as it saw Bastila and Anja still standing near the carving of Andur Sunrider, clearly surprised that the wave had not rendered them unconscious.


“You… you still stand?” The female voice spoke softly. “How… how is that possible?” She lifted her hand and unleashed another Force wave, even more powerful than the first. Both Bastila and Anja were prepared for this and they simply erected barriers that caused the wave to pass harmlessly around them.


Bastila? Anja spoke through their bond.


I sense no evil. No malice. Bastila spoke. Stop masking our Force auras Anja. Perhaps that will give her pause.


The unknown woman gasped audibly when Bastila and Anja lowered their Force masking to reveal Force auras that nearly staggered the woman. Her hands went up to her hood and she threw it back to reveal graying auburn hair, and blazing blue eyes. Her right hand dropped to her waist, where she took the lightsaber from her belt, but did not ignite it.


“You… you are Jedi?” The woman asked. “Speak quickly! You have violated my home, and I do not take kindly to that. Or the desecration of my Master and father’s monuments.”


“Master?” Bastila spoke confused. “Father?”


The woman ignited the blazing blue lightsaber and took a defensive stance. She watched as the younger of the two women ignited a burning silvery green blade with an intricately carved and designed handle. She swept it in front of her with graceful motions, finally bringing it high up to her right shoulder in the stance of a lightsaber dueling Master, her bright green eyes focused on her. The older woman’s brow furrowed at this.


“Who are you?” She snapped. “Speak quickly!”


Bastila lifted her hand motioning for Anja to remain poised, but she looked at the older woman. “We mean you no harm.” Bastila said. “We did not detect any life signs within these caves, but the ice sometimes distorts our instruments.”


“You… you are Jedi?”


Bastila nodded. “I am Jedi Master Bastila Shan-Panlie. This is Jedi Knight Anja Panlie.” She explained.


The woman’s head titled slightly. “You are related?”


“Anja is my daughter-in-law.” Bastila replied. 


“Jedi are not allowed to marry!” The woman barked. “You lie!”


“No!” Bastila echoed quickly. “My husband and I were married outside the Order! They did not approve of our marriage! They exiled us for it!”


“Bastila Shan?” The woman said, her voice curious now. “Your name sounds familiar. Why is that?”


“I… I fought in the battle of the Star Forge during the Jedi Civil War.” Bastila replied slowly.


“The war begun by the lost Jedi Knight Revan? The one who defied the Order to go to war against the Mandalorians and defend the Republic.” The woman said thoughtfully. “He returned as Dark Lord of the Sith as I recall, his ultimate goal to conquer the cesspool the Republic has become. Some say he was even more powerful than Exar Kun and other ancient Dark Lords. His apprentice killed him in Sith fashion and then a small group of Jedi and Republic heroes destroyed Malak and this Star Forge you speak of. I am not so old that I do not remember this. You fought in this battle?”


Bastila nodded. “With many others, yes.”


“I sense great power in you and your young companion, power that very few Jedi have ever wielded. Yet I sense…”


“You sense as I do Vima.” The deep male voice now spoke. Bastila’s eyes went wide when the bluish ghost like figure appeared next to the woman. Anja watched as Bastila dropped to one knee and bowed her head.


“Master… Master Qel-Droma.” She spoke softly.


“You seem more shocked to see me in this form then your young companion Bastila Shan.” Ulic Qel-Droma’s spirit spoke. “I wonder why that is?”


Anja felt the spirit’s eyes settle on her and she met the gaze evenly. “I… I have spoken with another such spirit.” Anja said.


Ulic nodded. “Ah… you are the one Ajunta speaks of.” He replied, moving forward to look at Anja, her lightsaber still ignited and held defensively. “Do you know who we have here Vima my child?”


“Her name sounds familiar Master.” Vima spoke.


“Indeed it should.” Ulic said. “The former Bastila Shan, Padawan of the Jedi Order. The most gifted Jedi in Battle Meditation since Odan-Urr, more so than even your mother Vima.” Ulic turned back to Bastila. “And wife to the former Dark Lord Revan.”


Vima’s eyes snapped around to Bastila and she lifted her lightsaber. “Revan! The Dark Lord Revan is dead Master!”


Ulic shook his head. “No Vima. Revan is very much alive. In fact it is he who led the battle against the Star Forge. And he is the reason why it was destroyed and why the Sith do not currently rule the Republic.” The spirit of Ulic Qel-Droma turned back to Vima Sunrider. “He is also the reason why his wife is now here, and why the Republic once more musters for war.”


“Master…?” Vima asked.


“He found what he went looking for didn’t he Bastila Shan?” Ulic asked, his head turning to look upon Bastila once more.


Bastila looked at the spirit of Ulic. “He did. The war has already begun Master Qel-Droma. Many planets have already fallen to the advancing Sith.”


Ulic nodded. “Yes, I felt many deaths in the Force. We have been watching.”


“We?” Bastila asked.


“A discussion for another time perhaps.” Ulic said. “And you are on Rhen Var now. At your side is the wife of the product of yours and Revan’s love. Tell me Bastila Shan, why have you come here? You are Anja Tamari are two of the most powerful Jedi I have ever felt. Why come to Rhen Var?”


“Revan sent me here Master.” Bastila replied. “At Master Vandar’s request. He wanted us to insure that the Jedi artifacts here were not disturbed, nor had they fallen into the wrong hands.”


“Ah… Vandar Tokare.” Ulic said. “He heads the Jedi Council now correct?”


Bastila nodded. “Yes.”


“I see they finally smartened up and restored your status in the Order.” Ulic spoke. “That was one of the dumbest things we had ever seen them do. Well, the artifacts here are quite safe. I also see that you are using Rhen Var as an advanced listening post as well.”


“Revan thought it would be wise.” Bastila said.


“Yes, well we are very fortunate that you stepped in all those years ago, or that tactical genius that your husband has would be used against the Republic as we speak.” Ulic said.


Bastila looked at Vima. “You are… you are Vima Sunrider?” she asked.


Vima met her eyes. “I am.” She replied.


“No… no one knows where you disappeared too.” Bastila spoke coming closer to where she stood. “Many said you died somewhere on the Rim looking for your mother.”


Vima shook her head. “No. I have been here for more years than I can remember.” Vima said. “Caring for my mother.”


Bastila looked stunned. “Your mother? She… she is here?”


Vima nodded. “She has been ill for many years. I go to nearby planets and ports to obtain medicines and such, but she will not leave this place.”


Bastila looked at Vima. She had to be nearly a decade, if not more, older than Bastila herself, which would make Nomi Sunrider nearly a century old. She turned as Bralor and the other Mandalorians were finally able to recover enough to come pouring back into the cavern. Bastila held up her hand.


“Stand down Bralor.” She spoke.


Bralor didn’t hesitate and came up straight, issuing silent orders to his men. They spread out inside the gaping ice cavern, their weapons lowered, but always at the ready. Vima watched them move, and the spirit of Ulic chuckled.


“These Mandalorians are much better trained than the last bunch.” He spoke with a smile. “Your husband is held in high regard I see.”


Bastila looked at the spirit. “We are all equal.” She spoke.


“Are you?” Ulic said. “I suppose you did not notice that the majority of your senior enlisted men are veterans of the Mandalorian War. They follow you Bastila, but their ultimate mission is your safe keeping. And that of your son’s wife.”


Bastila’s eyes narrowed as she looked at Bralor. He could not meet her burning gaze and turned to give orders to his men. She glanced at Anja, at this new information and saw the same look in her eyes.


Vima stepped up to her and held out her hand. “Come. Our home is much warmer and I actually have real caffa.”


Bastila smiled as the tension passed out of her. She would deal with Revan later, now she wanted desperately to see Nomi Sunrider and talk with Vima and the spirit of Ulic Qel-Droma.


“They seem to think you are sitting there with half the forces you actually have.” Revan spoke with his son through the holo com. Dacen and Canderous had joined in the transmission as had Vandar and Jolee from Coruscant and Carth from his flag ship near Telos.


“Jumping back and forth out of the system was a brilliant move junior.” Canderous said from where he sat with Dacen. “They don’t have an accurate count of your forces.”


Revan looked at Arren and Corna who sat with him and Captain Monroe. He turned back to the images of his father and the others. “So drop the other bomb father.”


The senior Revan took a deep breath. “We have some new information that might indicate a major drive at your position.”


“What new information?”


“We have discovered that Mission has developed the gift of Precognition.” Vandar spoke now from Coruscant. “Jolee and I are working hard with her, but recent visions she has had seem to reflect a major attack against you.”


Revan leaned forward in his chair. “How soon?”


“We don’t know son.” His father replied.


“Rev… Precognition is not an exact science, you know this.” Jolee spoke now. “I’ve done some studying on this, and all I have been able to come up with is that what she is seeing will take place. And soon.”


“How is Mission taking all this?” Revan asked suddenly worried for his friend.


“She’s scared to death and worried sick about you.” Jolee replied. “She’s been having the visions for a few weeks now, but Dustil finally was able to convince her to bring them to me. Vandar and I have determined that her visions are indeed Precognition, and it seems to be an effect from having her affinity to the Force so violently pulled from her.”


“Grandfather… thank her for me.” Revan spoke. “And tell her she has the faith of all of us.”


Jolee nodded. “I’ll do that.”


Revan junior had slipped into military mode at the first mention of an attack, and now that side was beginning to show. “Any idea on numbers and from where?” He asked.


“Rev, you are sitting smack in the middle of two of their invasion corridors.” Dacen spoke up. “Canderous and your father and I concur that the main attack will come from two directions. From directly out of Hutt space right at you, and from the flank, most likely from their Kessel corridor. If your forces are destroyed, it gives them a clear shot at Kashyyyk, and a viable corridor to reinforce their forces in and around Onderon.”


“Because you have been moving your forces in and out of the system, we believe they have no clear idea of your actual force size.” His father spoke now. “We believe they will hit you with at least eight Corp size fleets. Given what they have done in the past, they seem to think overwhelming the target with sheer force is the way to go. We will try and get some intelligence to confirm that, we do still have some assets left on the worlds they have taken, but that is our best estimate.”


Rev nodded. “And multiplying like you taught me, that number rises to twelve.” 


His father nodded slowly. “Yes.”


“So we are talking twelve corps sized fleets coming at me from two directions?” Rev said. He looked at the men in the image. “Ok, what’s the bad news?” He asked with a smile.


“By the Force General Panlie,” Captain Monroe gasped from his chair. “That is nearly six to one in their favor. For every capital ship we have, they’ll put six against it.”


Rev nodded. “I know.” He said looking at the man. He turned back to the others. “What can you send me?”


“Send you?” Vandar asked with a confused expression on his face. “What do you mean? You can’t hope to stay and fight?”


“Rev I got sixteen Mandalorian LICTOR-class capital battle cruisers entering my area tomorrow, with about three dozen heavy cruisers and frigates. Canderous… your people emptied the entire space around Concord Dawn for these ships. They said to fight them well.”

Carth spoke from his ship, ignoring Vandar’s comments. “I will direct them to you, and have them hold position near Kashyyyk. I can also cut loose my Bothan Assault Fleet and have them headed your way in a few hours.”


“Revan… I know that look.” His father spoke. “You can’t hope to stand against those numbers, even with your Battle Meditation.”


Revan turned to Captain Monroe. “How many Mark nine layers do we have?” He asked.


Captain Monroe thought for a moment. “Thirty-three. Why?”


“They carrying a full load?” Rev asked.


Monroe nodded, leaning forward in his chair now as well, understanding what Revan was leading up to. “Yes sir, six thousand per ship.”


Revan nodded and turned back to his father. “Send me whatever you can spare father.” He said firmly. “We’re staying right here, and we’ll make those Sith bastards pay for every inch of ground they take. VICTORY out!”


Revan cut the transmission off at his end, as the others looked at him as if he had lost his mind. Arren was the first to speak. “Rev, you can’t be serious. We can’t stand against those numbers.”


Revan was tapping out something on his data pad and he held it out to Monroe. “Have them start saturating this area with the Mark Nines.” He said.


Monroe looked at it, then back to Revan. “It’s a commercial corridor.” He spoke, getting to his feet.


Revan nodded. “I know.” He replied. “But it’s about to become a graveyard.”


Monroe nodded and turned, leaving the room quickly. Corna lowered the caffa he had been sipping. He was not concerned as of yet. He knew the military mind of Revan was working overtime. “So would you care to fill us in on the plan young Revan?” He asked. “I assume you cut off the transmission for security purposes. So let’s hear what you have in mind.”


“Can’t hope to stand against those numbers Revan! You must talk to him!” Vandar gasped. The others were still linked by the transmission, and only Vandar and Jolee had expressed concern at the younger Revan’s plan to stay and fight.


“I can’t change his mind when it’s made up.” The senior Revan spoke now, though he seemed somewhat distant. He was typing into a data pad as he spoke to Vandar in the transmission. He handed it to a Republic officer before turning to look fully at Vandar. “He knows what he must do. Vandar, I need you to meet me at point bravo. In two days. Can you do that?”


Vandar looked very confused, but he nodded his head. “I will see you there.”


Revan nodded. “Very well, I will send what I can to reinforce my son’s position and we hope he can hold.” He passed his hand over the console and ended the transmission from Vandar.


Dacen and Canderous knew that look well, and both knew he was communicating with Revan through the bond they shared. Dacen turned as an aide came to him with a data pad. He glanced at it before handing it to Canderous. He looked at Revan in the holo. “Revan, we need to get back to our commands and see what we can scramble to Rev junior. I’ll contact you as soon as I know. Dacen out.”


Revan looked at the only image that remained in the transmission. “Do what you can Carth.” He said. “Remember that cantina on Taris?”


Carth nodded. “I remember.”


Revan nodded. “I’ll meet you there when this is over.”


“I’ll buy the first round.” Carth replied. “Good luck my friend.”


Revan got to his feet as Carth’s image faded. The two most senior officers in his command stepped in from the side. They both held the rank of Admiral, and had fought with Revan against the Mandalorians, before he had taken the dark path in pursuit of his goals. 


“We’ve seen that look before General.” One of them said. “It’s the same look you used to have before putting a serious hurting on the Mandalorians in the war.”


Revan smiled, and it was a very un-Jedi like smile. It was almost the baring of his teeth in a feral grin. “Remember that deep interdictor raid we did outside the Togoria Cluster?” 


The admirals returned his smile as the memory of that battle returned. It was a raid Revan had led deep into occupied Mandalorian territory shortly after assuming command of all Republic forces. He had taken an entire Fleet Attack Group, and looped them behind the Mandalorian front lines unseen and hit the Mandalorians as they were massing for an attack. It had caught the Mandalorian fleet completely by surprise, and they had decimated nearly three times their number in ships and fighters.


“What’s the target?” The other admiral asked.


Revan walked to the star chart and slammed his finger down on a spot clearly well behind the lines in Sith controlled space.


“Your son is not actually going to try and hold in his position is he General?”


Revan shook his head. “No, that would be suicide. He passed on some of what he is going to do through the bond we have, and will give me more details as soon as he works out the logistics.” He looked at the two men. “We will need to make some hard decisions my friends, decisions that will not be popular.”


“What happens if we lose this war General?” One of the men asked.


Revan looked at him. “Well… aside from the fact that we will most likely be dead, everything that we hold dear to us will be butchered and destroyed.”


The two men nodded. “Then that has got to be the most ignorant question you have ever asked us sir.” The Admiral replied. “We all saw the data cubes that Admiral Onasi showed to the Senate. We know why you did what you did. This time is going to be different. The Chancellor is cleaning house, he’s making real changes. And it’s up to us to give him that chance sir. We’re in. No questions.”


Revan nodded. “Then let’s get to work. My son will need vectors and coordinates and whatever else we can scrap up for him in the next twelve hours.”


Revan junior looked at the men assembled in the officer’s mess on the VICTORY. They were the most senior officers in his command and all of them looked at him, the words he had just spoken to them absorbing in. He had called this meeting at the last minute, and they had scrambled to get to the VICTORY as quickly as possible. What they had heard had shocked them into what seemed like a dark reality.


Revan stood up from the table and went to the dispenser to refill his mug of caffa as what he had just told them men soaked in. He glanced at Corna and Arren, standing with Dralor off to the side. He turned back to the gathered men with the mug refilled.


“I need to know my orders will be followed without question.” He continued. “Once the attack begins all of us will be fighting for our lives. There is no way we can hold here. You’ve seen the preliminary plan I have laid out. We have only two choices that I can see. Fight and die… or execute my plan.”


“If we do this… it will render the entire corridor un-navigable for centuries.” A captain said.


Revan nodded. “If we don’t do it, it leaves a wide open corridor for the Sith to move through.”


“It is the route the refugees have been taking General. We’d be sentencing them to death.” Another spoke.


Revan nodded again. “Yes. However, think of the refugees from Kashyyyk and the other mid rim worlds if we don’t.” He replied. “I don’t like this any more than the rest of you. You have seen these Sith in action. They butchered entire worlds that did not welcome them with open arms. If we do it this way, we save countless lives and only fall back one sector. If we don’t, we give them a straight shot to the core worlds. I know many of you are older than me, and have been doing this longer than I, so if any of you have something better, now is the time to put if forth.”


“The politicians will scream in protest.” One officer commented.


“Yes, well… the politicians thankfully are not running this war.” Revan replied. 


That brought muted chuckles from the gathered military men. None of them cared much at all for politicians.


“Our losses?” One asked.


“If it works…” Revan said. “I estimate ten percent. If it doesn’t… we could very well lose nearly the entire Combined Corp. That is not something I want. I may have only taken command a few weeks ago, but this Corp has become my home now, my family. Most of us have had dinner at least once. We’ve worked together. I’d rather not fight and die here. I’d rather send the Sith a message that we aren’t just going to roll over and let them have what they want. I’d rather send the message that we are going to make them pay for everything they do. And pay heavily.”


“Six weeks into the war and it falls to us already.” A Colonel spoke from further down the table. “I was hoping for a little time before playing hero.”


That brought more soft laughter from the men and women, and Revan could see heads nodding in affirmation. “I won’t force anyone to do this. If you feel it is not something you can do, say so now. You can take a shuttle and return to Coruscant.” He told them.


“And drink juma with the politicians?” An officer said. “I’d rather eat Bothan slug worms.” He nodded. “I’m in.”


Revan watched as all the heads at the table began to nod and he returned to his chair and began passing out the stack of data pads on the table. “These are all the details I have worked out up to now. I want to be ready to implement our plan in twelve hours. We don’t know when the attack will occur, so the quicker we line things up the better. Any ideas, tips, complaints, anything at all we can do to tweak the plan as it is, let’s do it now.”


The data pads began to move down the table and were also passed to the men and women standing along the wall of the mess.


“General… you do realize that the politicians will have a field day with you if this doesn’t work.” Another General spoke. He was a commander of ground troops.


Revan looked at him. “My father told me we were here to defend the Republic. Not the honor of politicians sitting thousands of light years away from here. If they want a say in this, let them come fight next to us.” 


That brought more laughter from the men and women gathered. 


“Like that will ever happen.” A woman Captain spoke up.


“They’ll have to stand in line behind the several thousand bounty hunters that are already after me.” Revan spoke. “We just need to make sure it works.”

CHAPTER FOUR
RHEN VAR

“That is quite a tale Bastila Shan.” Nomi Sunrider spoke from where she sat in the comfortable chair. Her hair was completely white, her face wrinkled and drawn, but her words were delivered with firmness in them. Nomi Sunrider was a legend among the Jedi, the tales of her exploits told to the younglings when they began their training.


Bastila lowered her caffa and nodded her head. They sat in the comfortable living room of Nomi’s quarters buried three hundred meters beneath the frozen surface of Rhen Var. Vima and Anja shared a small couch, with Vima casting quick glances at the younger, dark haired Jedi every so often as if searching for something, or seeing something.


“I hope one day I am able to share the story with my grandchildren.” Bastila spoke. She had just spent the last two hours filling Nomi and Vima in on the last thirty years of her life with Revan.


“And you say you have taught your Duxn Jedi to wield both sides of the Force equally?” Nomi asked.


“We have taught them not to suppress their emotions.” Bastila corrected her. “To use the power their emotions can give them. Harness it. This in turn allows them to wield both light and dark powers while remaining in control of themselves.”


“And how many have fallen to the dark side with your teachings?” Vima asked with some heat in her voice. “Emotions are the path to the dark side!”


Bastila looked at her. “Letting your emotions control your actions is the path to the dark side. Suppressing your emotions is the path to the dark side. We are sentient beings, and we all have emotions. Controlling your emotions as you experience them grants you power that we would not have otherwise.” She replied calmly. 


“What you have just described goes against everything the Jedi Order has embodied for millennia.” Vima spoke.


“According to who?” Bastila asked. “The Masters on the Council?”


“They have always led with wisdom.” Nomi spoke again. “The Order has lasted for thousands of years following these same rules.”


Bastila nodded. “Perhaps. However, the rules in place now are millennia old. The Jedi Order has not changed with the time and shape of our universe, and many of our ideals now bring us into direct confrontation with the very first tenant of our Order, the preservation of the Republic.”


Nomi nodded slowly. “Many blame the inflexible teachings of the Masters for your husband’s fall, and that of Exar Kun, and Ulic himself.”


“We have not gone away from the teachings of the Order. We believe we have returned to them in their original form.” Bastila exhaled deeply before continuing. “The Jedi Council knew exactly what they were doing when they implanted false memories into Revan’s head. They knew what they were doing when they assigned me to watch him, knowing the bond that had been formed between us on the bridge of his ship when I saved his life. They knew exactly what would happen when his memories began to return. They manipulated the situation to meet their needs. They used very un-Jedi like excuses for what they did. The same un-Jedi like situations that go against the very principles of the Order they represent.”


“Your husband very nearly destroyed the Order when he was the Dark Lord. He came within a few dozen Jedi of wiping us all out!” Vima snapped.


Bastila met her burning gaze calmly. “Revan offered the Council a means to end the war before it had even begun. A means that they all knew was the correct thing to do to preserve the Republic. They knew the Republic was wrought with corruption and deceit. They chose to ignore that. They threw it back in his face. Please… Vima… do not presume to lecture me on the merits of the decisions of the Jedi Council. You would be appalled if you knew of some of the decisions the mighty Jedi Council has made in the past.”


“You speak those words with some distain Bastila Shan.” Nomi said.


“I have seen and experienced first hand the deeds of the Jedi Council.” Bastila replied. “Their hands are not as clean as everyone wishes them to appear.”


“Yet you now sit on that same Jedi Council.” Nomi said. “You and your husband.”


Bastila nodded. “Yes. And hopefully, if we all survive this war, Revan and I may be able to bring the Order out of the dark ages and the vestiges of the past they cling to. At least more so then they are now. We will certainly try. And the current Chancellor sees now what Revan saw so long ago. And he is making strides to extinguish the corruption and back room dealings for the better of the Republic.”


Nomi nodded her head slowly and set her mug aside. “To change the tenants of the Jedi Order would be no small task Bastila Shan. I would like for you and Anja to remain here for a time. I need to rest for a few hours, but I would very much like to speak with you about your presence here and how we will break the news to the Council.”


“Revan already knows.” Bastila said. “As does my son.”


Vima looked shocked. “But… but how… you have used no communication device. No…”


“Your bond?” Nomi spoke calmly.


Bastila nodded. “Yes.”


Nomi looked at Anja. “You have been communicating with him this whole time, haven’t you?”


“I have.” Anja answered.


Nomi smiled. “The Force bond you share with your husbands appears to be considerably more powerful than I expected.”


Anja leaned forward and held out the two small devices in her palm. She dropped them onto the small table. “I would suggest next time you simply ask us to not communicate with them, instead of trying to plant force inhibitors on us without our knowledge.”


Nomi looked at Bastila and saw her smile as she stood up. “There are advantages to being married to the men we are married too.” Bastila stated. “We have developed skills we would not otherwise have.”


Nomi chuckled as she got slowly to her feet. “So it seems.”


“We will retire to the quarters you have provided.” Bastila spoke. “I must check in with our Mandalorian troops but perhaps you will feel rested enough when it’s time for dinner.”


Bastila and Anja bowed slightly and headed for the door. Nomi and Vima watched them leave the room, Vima following them to the door slowly and locking it before she turned back to her mother and returned to the couch. “What are you thinking?” She asked.


“I’m thinking there lays the future of the Jedi Order.” Nomi spoke slowly, steadying herself on the side of the couch. “Did you not sense it Vima; the power radiating from those two women? Bastila’s is polished and refined, Anja’s raw and untamed, still in its infancy, yet harnessed and controlled. They are the perfect balance for each other.”


“Do you trust them?” Vima asked.


“Trust them?” Nomi asked, turning to look at her daughter.


Vima nodded. “Yes.”


“Trust is a fragile thing.” Ulic’s voice spoke as his shimmering form appeared in the room, and they turned to face him. “And trust is not an issue when it concerns them.”


“Master…” Vima began. “One is the wife to the most powerful Sith Lord to have ever existed in the history of the Republic, you have said this yourself. The other is wife to that same Sith Lord’s son. They are dangerous.”

Ulic nodded. “Indeed they are. The others and I have watched them over the years. Have no doubts that what they will do will be for the good of us all. Revan is, with little doubt, the most powerful Jedi to have ever walked the halls of the Jedi Temple, and Bastila Shan is nearly his equal. The son they created has a Force aura so powerful it’s nearly blinding. Anja’s potential is yet untapped, but she too is more powerful than most Masters twice her age. The men and women they have surrounded themselves with are impressive indeed. Dacen Vorsut is easily the most gifted lightsaber duelist in the history of the Order. His wife Brianna is a healer unequaled… and immensely strong in the Force. Their oldest daughter has trained with Revan’s son for nearly a decade, and rivals many of the Masters in talent. They alone will decide the fate of the Republic.”


“If Revan is so powerful, then how did he fall?” Vima asked.


“Fall?” Ulic spoke as his shimmering form settled onto the couch where Anja sat only moments before. “Revan did not fall Vima. Revan chose to become the Dark Lord. He saw the corruption running rampant in the Republic. He knew that only a strong Republic, united together could stand against what they now face. That is why he did what he did, wrong though it may have been. He allowed the one man he knew could save him outside of Bastila to depart before he started down that path. For all his tactical genius, he did not see he could gain what he wanted in another way. The way he has gained it now.”

“How do we know he won’t fall again Ulic?” Nomi asked. “Or Shan for that matter? She was once apprentice to Malak. Or his son? I could sense his presence on Anja even though he is on the other side of the universe. Revan’s son has staggering power, even more so then his father. What if Revan’s son fell to the dark side?”
          “Nomi, can anyone who is not pure of spirit carry the Heart of the Guardian?” Ulic asked.


Nomi shook her head quickly. “Impossible.” She answered.


Ulic nodded. “Revan’s son carries the Heart of the Guardian. Vandar bestowed it upon him many weeks ago, a brilliant move on his part if I do say so. The only pure Solari crystal known to exist since the time The Order came into being. And the presence you felt emanating from her was not entirely him.”


“She carries a child doesn’t she?” Nomi asked incredulously. “But I did not sense it. How is that possible? Is she so powerful that she can mask her condition?”


Ulic nodded. “She is. Even Bastila does not know yet. Anja Tamari-Panlie hides her true power well, something taught to her by Revan’s son. Revan’s son is a paradigm. He is another step to bringing the Force back into balance. He is a student of his father and Ajunta Pall. They have filled him with all their combined knowledge, given him insight into power that no Jedi has ever wielded before. Vandar saw this, sensed it for what it was, and that is why he bestowed the Heart of the Guardian upon Revan’s son. Revan’s son possesses power as yet untapped, and through their bond he has gifted his young wife with that same power. His father’s experiences added to what Ajunta has taught him have made him incorruptible; as pure as a new born star. And any around him will feed off of that, gain strength from that. 

“All the events up until now have brought us to this point, this war against evil. Everything that has happen in the last century has been scripted by the will of the Force. Kun’s fall, my fall and redemption. We have all come to this spot for a reason. The Force is bringing all the pieces together. All these points of light are meeting to do battle with the darkness that threatens to envelope us.”


Nomi settled onto the chair across from Ulic. “This is what you have meant all these years when you have told me something will happen. And I will be needed?”


Ulic nodded. “We will all play a part in this coming war. The darkness clouds the outcome, but all of us must do what the Force has willed for us to do.”


“And if we fail?” Vima asked softly.


Ulic looked at her, and even in his shimmering blue form, his eyes pierced her soul. “We must not.” He said softly.

KASHYYYK

POINT BRAVO
PRIMARY REPUBLIC STAGING AREA FOR THE MID RIM
“…a very dangerous path Revan.” Vandar spoke the words softly.


Revan and the small leader of the Jedi Council walked along the sturdy platform high in the monstrous trees of Kashyyyk. Vandar sat in the small hover disc, moving alongside Revan’s tall frame. The third member of the group towered over both of them, listening intently. 


Zaalbar was the leader of the Wookiee people, and had once sworn a life debt to Revan. His brown fur was graying in some areas, and Revan had released him from his life debt, but the two of them had stayed very close friends. The Wookiee people considered Revan an icon in their history, as he had helped Zaalbar and his father free them from slavery.

Walking five meters in front of them, and five meters behind them were Wookie and Jedi security details. While Kashyyyk was considered a safe planet, word had been received that any Jedi, especially Revan and any member of his family or the Jedi Council, had been targeted for assassination at all costs.

(The small Jedi Master speaks truthfully Revan.) Zaalbar spoke. (It could backfire on all of us.)

Revan nodded. “I know Zaalbar, but if we do nothing and continue to fall back, we will open up a clear corridor directly to the core worlds. And that corridor will pass right through Kashyyyk. We can not allow that. We are still very early in this war. My son’s plan is solid. If the information we have received is accurate, and there is no indication to think otherwise according to you Vandar, then this is the only way to give us a chance to gather enough forces and eventually turn the tide. I will not sacrifice your people Zaalbar, or your planet.”

(My people are ready to do what needs to be done my friend.) Zaalbar spoke. 

“Kashyyyk is our primary staging area right now. It’s too strategically located to lose.” Revan spoke.

“Yet the lives holding here will cost…” Vandar spoke.

Revan stopped and turned to Vandar. “Master Vandar… you are the wisest Jedi I have ever known. You, above all the other Masters, know this needs to be done. Every life is sacred to us. To me! But sacrifices need to be made to save the Republic. I know it will be condemning thousands to their deaths. But it will save millions more, and that is our goal. It tore a part of me away every time I had to make these types of decisions during the Mandalorian Wars. And it is tearing part of my son away knowing he has to do this. We have to hold here Vandar, or all will be lost.”

Vandar nodded. “I know this Revan.” He spoke. “And even here, young Revan’s pain I can feel.” Vandar shook his head. “Master Vrook I can hear in my head. He would not approve of this.”

“Master Vrook was a master at negotiation and reason.” Revan said. “We can not reason with this enemy. I would have loved to have Vrook with me during the Mandalorian Wars. His council could have saved millions.”

Vandar’s ears turned up. “I did not know this!”

Revan smiled sadly. “I respected Vrook quite a bit Vandar. His only fault was he was too inflexible. He held Bastila back from developing her powers knowing it could save lives. He believed in discussion and peace. Only he believed in it too strongly. As Jedi, it is our first and most important option, yet when it will not work… we must be able to use other means to defend this Republic. It is the edict we all took. Vrook never accepted that part.”

Vandar nodded. “Indeed. I never suspected you felt this way of Vrook. He always assumed you detested him.”

Revan smiled again, a little more warmly. “We used Master Vrook’s techniques in the training of our Dxun Jedi. It is his techniques that give them their balance and control. We felt it was the best way to honor him.”

“I’m sure he would be proud.” Vandar spoke. “I have instructed the separate castes of our Order to form in the locations you instructed. All Guardians will report to young Revan. All Sentinels will converge to Master Vorsut, and all Consular caste will rendezvous with Master Shan on Rhen Var. Our numbers have grown, but we are still extremely weak. Young Revan will be getting the largest contingent of those not already assigned to other missions. Master Shan the smallest. Why did you want the Order divided so?”

“They won’t be for long.” Revan replied. “With the exception of the Guardians, the others will be assigned duties all over the Republic in which their unique skills will best serve.”

“The Guardians?”

“You made my son the holder of the Heart of the Guardian for a purpose.” Revan said. “I intend to make the Jedi Guardians our spearhead. Under command of my son, they will become the hammer and the rest of us the anvil on which we will batter the Sith. Master Corna will remain as his Consular, he has already requested this. Zaalbar has discovered that there are several dozen young Wookiees who have shown signs of being Force sensitive. Part of the Consulars will be reporting here to begin training more Jedi for the future. I want to move the Jedi Academy here temporarily for security purposes. Coruscant has become too dangerous to attempt to hold the Temple should anything happen.”

“You wish to abandon the Temple on Coruscant?” Vandar looked stunned.

Revan shook his head quickly. “No. The senior Padawans will remain. The younglings will be safer here.”

(Your younglings will be safe here Master Vandar.) Zaalbar spoke. (My people have built an academy of sorts deep in the Shadowlands. Only a few know its location, and to attempt to reach it without knowing exactly where it is will result in death to those who try.)

Vandar was silent for a moment before nodding. “I see your wisdom in this. I will give the order as soon as I return. The other Masters will agree. And they will have no fears Zaalbar, knowing the Wookiees protect them.” Vandar looked at him. “Do you intend to move on Dxun now that we know of the resistance there?”

“Dacen and Master Atris are working with Mandalore on that. I’m sure they’ll come up with something soon.” Revan replied. “We…” Revan stopped, his head canting to one side slightly. 

Vandar sensed it as well, and noticed that Zaalbar was sniffing the air deeply. All three reacted within a hairs breath of each other, and in one thought, a glowing green lightsaber ignited along with two blazing violet ones, and Zaalbar let out a howl as the massive vibrosword of his people appeared in one hand, with a shorter Ryyk blade in the other. There was a flash of dozens of blaster bolts, and the snap hiss of lightsabers, and almost in a blink both security detachments were cut down. The three leaders stood almost back to back, Vandar dropping to the platform, discarding his hover disc. They eyed the nine black robed men surrounding them. They pulsed with the dark side, their yellow eyes ablaze with hate and fury, and they watched as one drew back the hood of his robes to reveal the red skinned face of a Pure Sith.

“Master Vandar and the traitor himself.” The Pure Sith dark Jedi spoke. “Our lord will be very pleased when I tell him we have removed half of the Republic military command force.”

“I take it these are the Pure Sith you have spoke of Revan?” Vandar asked standing perfectly still his lightsaber held across his small body.

“That would be correct Vandar.” Revan spoke in reply. “Ugly buggers aren’t they?”

“While I’m sure Master Vrook would find something more correct to say to describe their appearance, I find myself agreeing with your assessment right now.” Vandar replied. “Would it be prudent to attempt to return these wayward to the path of the light?”

“I will enjoy removing your anatomy piece by piece with my lightsaber.” The leader of the Pure Sith Jedi growled. “Before feasting on your hearts.”

Vandar grunted. “I retract my last question.” He spoke, still very calm.

Zaalbar let out a piercing howl. (Let us do battle Sith scum!)

“While not exactly the words I would have chosen, they appear appropriate to this situation.” Vandar spoke, shifting his weight slightly.

Revan looked at the Pure Sith leader. “Shall we dance?” He said.

The three of them split apart and attacked.


Something caused his eyes to pop open at that exact moment. Nearly fifty years of warfare had instilled in him a sixth sense that was always active and alert. It was a sixth sense that could detect danger in many forms; a sense that had saved his life countless times in the past. It was a sixth sense that he never ignored. He gave a shove to the feminine body lying next to him in the bed as he rolled. The blazing red light saber plunged deeply into the bed where their bodies had been milliseconds before, the silk sheets catching fire from the heat of the blade.


“Sith’s blood!” Canderous Ordo barked as he came to his feet, the Mandalorian heavy blaster appearing in his fist like magic, and sending a barrage of fire at the black robed dark Jedi. “Visas!”


Visas Marr rolled to her feet as well, her hand extending, and her lightsaber leaping into it. The snap hiss of her yellow blade igniting filled the room as she brought it up to parry the descending crimson blade only centimeters from her sightless eyes.


“Impossible!” The Dark Jedi yelled. “You are blind!”


“Then you have incorrect intelligence assassin. I see quite well, through the Force.” Visas spoke evenly, shoving the dark Jedi’s blade to the side and backing up several steps, Canderous’s shirt swallowing her lean frame. She could sense Canderous holding his own as he unleashed a barrage of well aimed shots at the dark Jedi as he backed towards the small closet. “You will not complete your task assassin. You should make your peace now!”


The dark Jedi sent out a wave of Force lightning at Visas, her lightsaber snapping up and deflecting the lightning away towards the door to their bedroom on Naboo. The metal door burst open and there was a glimpse of another dark Jedi in the doorway before the deflected lightning ripped into his body and fried him where he stood. The stench of burnt flesh flooded the room. The dark Jedi screamed his rage and turned back to Visas, his yellow eyes blazing. He lifted his lightsaber to bring it down in a crashing blow, but his chest suddenly sprouted purple blood and several inches of the vibrosword rammed through his body.


Canderous had reached the small hidden closet and yanked the Mandalorian vibrosword from the rack, tossing it with all the strength he had. Again, nearly fifty years of warfare made his aim perfect, his other hand filled with blaster, still firing at the dark Jedi who was barely able to deflect all the shots and not press his attack, but when Canderous threw the sword, his defense dropped for a millisecond, and the dark Jedi attacked. He may have been near seventy years of age, but he was in superb physical condition, and while the first flash of the lightsaber severed the blaster neatly in two, the second attack only scorched his chest hair, digging a small furrow across his chest. The dark Jedi looked surprised that his blow had not cut the Mandalorian brute in half, but he lifted his blade again for the killing blow.


Visas stepped up beside him, her lightsaber already in motion. Her yellow blade cut through armor and bone, cauterizing as it severed both the dark Jedi’s arms just above the elbow. On the downward swing of her attack the blade neatly decapitated the dark Jedi, his head bouncing to the floor, his scream forever frozen in silence, his body still standing before them. Canderous kicked out quickly, driving his bare foot into the now dead dark Jedi, the headless body forcefully shoved to the side, before coming to rest on the floor next to the bed.


Visas knelt quickly next to the man who was her mate as Mandalorian Crimson Guard troops poured into the room.


“Canderous!” Visas said, her hands dropping to the wound on his chest.


“I’m fine!” Canderous spat, as Visas hands flowed outward with the Force healing the burns and wound. “Someone find out how they breached our security! I want to know how like yesterday!”


“Canderous, quiet! Your shouting hurts my ears!” Visas spoke with a soothing smile and caress of his face.


He looked at her, his eyes wide. “You are…”


“Fine.” Visas replied. “Thank you my husband. I do not think I could have stopped his blow. He had gathered quite a great deal of anger and power into the strike.”


“He had it coming!” Canderous grinned. “You did make him fry his buddy. I’d be upset too!” Canderous got to his feet and looked at the bodies of the dead Pure Sith. “So these are the boys Revan warned us of uhu?”


Visas bent down next to the one with her husband’s sword protruding from his chest. “It would appear so, yes.”


“Can they get any uglier?” Canderous cracked. “I’ve seen better looking Rodian swamp bats!”


Visas pulled back the hood, revealing the red skinned face of the now dead Pure Sith Jedi. “We must warn Revan.” She spoke.


Canderous nodded. “Let’s get to the communications center. I want the entire compound swept. They had to have breached our security somehow, and I intend to find out how.”

CHALACTA

THE EDGE OF HUTT SPACE

The column of refugees stretched for several hundred meters. They traveled across the grassy plains of the planet as fast as their tamed Dewbacks would carry them and their belongings. They were refugees from Nar Kreeta, within Hutt space, and had barely able to escape with their lives and the meager possessions they now carried before the Sith had descended on the planet and begun their destruction and slaughter. They were of all species, many females and small children, the few men among them able to either fight or evade the Sith patrols that were capturing men and forcing them through indoctrination into the ranks of the Sith soldiers. There were Jedi and Republic soldiers among them, protecting them as they made their way to the last Republic held temporary port. It had been kept hidden for many weeks, refugees pouring from the port at timed intervals to avoid Sith patrols due to their closeness to Hutt space, but now it was evacuating everyone it could as the Sith were beginning to shut down the corridors out of Hutt space, and the flow of refugees had dwindled to practically nothing over the last two weeks. They would be the last group to leave Chalacta before the advancing Sith. 


The red haired Jedi lowered the macro binos from her dazzling green eyes and smiled thinly. She could just make out the port from where she sat on the Dewback. It was only three more kilometers and they would be able to board transports off this Force forsaken planet. 


Mira’s eyes found her husband among the refugees, helping a young woman by carrying one of her six children, and she smiled. The years had been kind to him, succeeding in making Atton much more handsome in her eyes. If Dacen or someone had told her all those years ago, that she would end up marrying the brash and obnoxious ex-Sith turned smuggler, Mira would have laughed in their face before she shot them. Their relationship had not advanced until both had returned to Nar Shaddaa after Dacen had returned from the unknown regions with Revan. They had remained on Duxn for a few years, training heavily with the now ex-Jedi, learning to master their new found abilities. Yet after several years, the life of Nar Shaddaa called back to them, and they had returned intent on helping as many people as they could. It was only after they had returned to the moon that had been home to both of them for so long, did their relationship blossom, and grow serious. Mira found Atton’s one weakness, and it had been his feelings for her all along. They had fallen in love sometime over the next year and returned to Duxn to be married by Queen Talia. Their three children all had their father’s inquisitive nature and deep dark eyes, yet only their oldest son had his dark hair, their middle child, a girl, and their youngest son had their mother’s blazing red hair.


Dacen had warmly and gladly accepted when they asked him to be the overseer of their children. Their oldest son and their daughter had been very Force sensitive from a young age, while their youngest son had shown a smaller, less powerful connection to the Force, which he channeled into his abilities with machines, spending most of his time with Bao-Dur. Mira had decided that once they had gotten these refugees off the planet and safe, she and Atton would return to spend a few days with them, and held them in their training.


Mira’s keen green eyes caught the movement in the distance behind the column and she lifted the macro binos, thinking that somehow some refugees had fallen behind. As she brought the picture into focus, her blood turned cold and her eyes went wide.


“Sith spit!” She swore vehemently, lifting her wrist com to her lips. “This is Major Rand! We are three kilometers east of the extraction point! I have detected a column of Sith armor and ground troops closing rapidly on our position! Scramble air support and get those transports out here now!”


“Scrambling air support now Major! The transports need to spool up, can you hold?”


“Hold?” Mira asked aghast. “We have a column of women and children! What am I going to hold with? Get those transports up! Disregard normal start up procedures and get them in the air in the next two minutes. I estimate six to seven minutes before that force is upon us!”


“Understood Major! Issuing orders now!”


Atton had detected her sudden apprehensiveness within the Force and moved up to her as she dismounted the Dewback. As he had moved to where she stood, he had detected the force moving in behind them, as had the Republic soldiers and Jedi with them. They were already issuing instructions to the civilians. 


“The transports are inbound!” Mira spoke to Atton. “Air support is coming as well.” She handed the binos to Atton and he brought them to his eyes, and focused in on the Sith force behind them.


“Sith T94 Ravagers. Complement of five, lightly armored and not very well armed. They are more recon vessels than anything else.” Atton spoke as the senior Republic soldier in their group ran up.” Sergeant, take a team of three and set up what anti-armor mines we have along that small depression. If we can damage the Ravagers enough when they hit that, we might get lucky and take their main cannons out of play.” Atton looked at Mira. “Get them up on the ridge Mira. If we can get them high enough, when the Ravagers get hit, they be lower and won’t be able to elevate their main cannons high enough to hit us.”


Mira nodded and moved off to follow Atton’s orders. Atton looked at the sergeant once Mira was out of ear shot. “Sergeant, lay down as many anti-personnel mines as you can as well. As many as we have.”


“This isn’t going to be pretty is it Colonel?” The battle hardened man spoke with no emotion.


Atton shook his head. “We won’t hold. Not against the Ravagers, even if we can damage some of them. It’s better that we take out as many as we can before they close within killing range of these people.”


The sergeant nodded and raced off to do as he was ordered, feeling some peace that they at least had some Jedi in their ranks who knew battle and would not hesitate to use their powers. Colonel Rand was one of those Jedi. 


Upon first impressions, no one would ever mistake Atton Rand for a Jedi. He was tall and lanky, and his mannerisms were somewhat brash and arrogant. These were the tools he used to mask his real abilities as a Jedi. His time with Revan and Dacen during the Mandalorian Wars and after had turned him into a keen tactician and soldier, and his abilities as a Jedi had forged him into a natural leader. Over the previous six weeks, he and his small team of Jedi and Republic soldiers had saved the lives of thousands of refugees pouring from Hutt space. They had survived half a dozen battles with Sith forces in that time, giving far more than they had taken, yet something was different now. Atton brought the binos to his eyes again, scanning the area all around them. They returned to the Sith column, which had now come to a halt. He heard their three G-wing fighters roar overhead, preparing to attack the Sith column. Atton lowered the binos, his face confused.


“Why did they stop?” He asked the question to no one in particular. He watched as the G-wings began to attack the column, the Sith firing back with their weapons. There were several large explosions, and three of the Ravagers were blasted into scrap, but two of his G-wings were damaged as well, trailing smoke as they pulled away from their bombing run.


“Something is wrong.” Atton spoke quietly, bringing the binos to his eyes once more. He swept the column, and saw the Sith troops manning their weapons and helping their injured troops, but still not moving to advance on their position.


Mira had succeeded in ushering the refugees higher onto the ridge, and Atton could hear the large transports coming in from the extraction site. He continued to sweep the area around the Sith column, his mind not understanding why the Sith weren’t pressing their attack.


That was when he felt the wave of dark energy fill him. Atton lowered the binos and reached out with the Force, and suddenly he knew. His hand dropped to his lightsaber in half a blink and he ignited the blade, whirling around and slashing the blade behind him at neck level. He saw the electrical current short out and then the headless body of the Sith assassin as the stealth generator failed. The body fell to the ground with a thud.


“Sith assassins!” Atton screamed into his wrist com. “They aren’t after the refugees! They are after us!”


His eyes could detect half a dozen lightsabers ignite at his warning, but it was too late to save three of his Jedi as cloaked assassins struck them down as their stealth generators deactivated. Atton heard several more generators shut down and his head turned slowly to see three dark Jedi standing behind him, their blazing red lightsabers already activated. He dropped to one knee as he rolled, sending out a powerful Force waved that knocked two of the dark Jedi sprawling. The third was bringing his lightsaber down, and Atton felt a flash of pain as it bit into his leg. Had he not been moving, the blade would have taken his leg off above the knee. Atton pushed the pain away and rolled to his feet to the dark Jedi’s left, his lightsaber coming up to parry another attack from the lone dark Jedi. He sensed the other two were still stunned by the force of the wave, and as he leaped back he sent out another wave, this one more powerful than the last, and he watched as the two dark Jedi were tossed ten meters back, the energy shattering bones in their bodies and putting them out of the fight.


Atton turned back to his attacker and smiled. “Now it’s just you and me.” He said.


Atton did not understand why the dark Jedi did not attack. He thought he could detect the man smiling under the mask he wore and then he looked down to see the crimson blade protruding from his chest. His mind didn’t register what it was, and they clouded up with confusion. He smelled the stench of burnt flesh and hair and looked up slowly at the laughing dark Jedi in front of him.


“Jedi fool!” The dark Jedi laughed louder. 


Atton’s arms suddenly didn’t work, and he watched his lightsaber fall from his grasp. He couldn’t understand why his legs weren’t moving. He watched as the blade vanished from his chest, his mind not able to compute what had just happen. The dark Jedi behind him snorted as he lifted his light saber to decapitate him. His first thrust had severed Atton’s spine, fusing the ends of his spinal column forever apart. Atton’s mind registered no pain, because his nerves could not send the transmissions through the cauterized nerve endings any longer.


“NO!” The female voice screamed.


The two dark Jedi turned quickly to see Mira rush them with a savage fury in her eyes. Her lightsaber staff was ignited and the gleaming yellow blade flashed in the morning sky, plunging into the chest of one dark Jedi, and tearing out the side of his body. Mira whirled around, her saber staff twirling in front of her, causing the remaining dark Jedi to retreat several steps quickly. He tripped over the large boulder behind him, causing himself to lose his balance. It was the only opening Mira needed, and she stepped in, bringing her lightsaber staff across the front of her body in a blindingly quick slash. The blade entered just below the dark Jedi’s armpit and came out near his shoulder, effectively ending his life in a blink.


Mira turned and rushed to Atton’s inert form, scooping her husband into her arms. “Atton! Atton… talk to me!”


“Mira… must go! Quickly!” Atton gasped, blood bubbling from his mouth. The lightsaber had burned through his spine, and nicked his left lung, effectively destroying that organ. The heat from the blade had also burned a hole in the wall of his heart and blood was quickly filling his chest area internally.


Mira stroked his head. “No! I won’t leave you.” She said, placing her hand over the burned hole through his body and reaching into the Force in an attempt to heal him.


Atton shook his head. “No good. Waste your energy. Go Mira! Now! Get the others to safety!”


“I won’t leave you! I won’t!” Mira cried, her eyes burning with tears, her cheeks streaked with them.


“You… you have too! You… you were always the stronger… the stronger of us! Watch… watch out for the children. Tell… tell them I… I love them!”


Mira lifted his hand into hers and held it to her tear stained face. “I will Atton. I will. I love you Atton Rand! More than even you knew!”


Atton’s face amazingly creased into a small smile. “I… I know Red. I… know.”


Mira watched as his eyes closed and his ragged breathing heaved to a halt. She screamed out her agony as Atton’s life left him while she held him in her arms.


A smile spread across Natal’s face when the female scream reached him as he stood near the Sith column. The sound echoed across the plains as if carried by the winds. He turned as the Sith ground commander came up to him.


“Lord Natal, we are ready to press our attack.” He reported.


Natal shook his head. “No. Order the column to return to the ship commander.”


“Sir?” The commander asked. “Their air support is gone my lord. We could easily crush what little force they do have and destroy the entire column.”


Natal nodded. “No doubt Commander, however, our mission here was never the destruction of the enemy extraction point. We have killed one of Vorsut’s closest Jedi allies. Atton Rand is dead. As are five other Jedi with him. Though the flamed haired Jedi still lives, she is overcome with grief, and the reinforcements from the Republic extraction point are arriving. Our mission here has been successful. It was to kill Jedi, not refugees. Recall your men and let us return to the ship. I wish to gather the reports from our other assassination teams and the successes they have had.”


“As your order Lord Natal.” 


Atris rushed into the command center on Dacen’s ship with Hanna close behind. The two of them had been nearly inseparable since leaving Coruscant, Atris learning much from the much younger woman. She had indeed changed in how she saw things and people. Atris had taken a large role in the details of the plan to rescue Brianna and the others on Dxun, desperately wanting to see the handmaiden that had served her so faithfully, and who she had betrayed so completely and nearly killed.


“Dacen! What is going on! The entire fleet is going to maximum alert status?” Atris spoke as she entered the center. She saw Dacen standing by the plot board, gripping the ends of the table tightly, his face drawn tight as he clenched his teeth. “Dacen?” She asked more cautiously this time.


“Father?” Hanna asked, moving up to him and touching his arm.


“Atton is dead.” Dacen spoke, his voice laced with emotion. “Canderous and Visas were also attacked on Naboo. They are fine. I have just spoken with Canderous. We have lost contact with Revan and Vandar. Rev Junior’s ship has gone off the net, and Master Bindo reports that assassins hit the Temple as well. They were after Dustil and Mission.” He turned to look at them. “The Sith have unleashed their assassins against us.”


“Uncle… Uncle Atton?” Hanna asked.


Dacen shook his head slowly. “The senior Republic officer just reported in. He and Mira were leading a column of refugees to the extraction point on Chalacta when the assassins hit. They made it within their ranks before Atton realized it. He took out three before they struck him down. Canderous and Visas are locked down in the Naboo command center, and he is trying to contact everyone else. It would appear these assassins are only targeting Jedi and those that are within our inner circle, mine and Revan’s.”


“They have not struck at you.” Atris spoke.


Dacen shook his head. “They could never penetrate the defenses on this ship.” He told her. “Everyone on this ship is Mandalorian or Jedi, they would be killed five seconds after being discovered. Revan is on Kashyyyk with Vandar, and Rev Junior’s command ship is fully half Republic troops and officers. We can’t reach them.”


“Father, what about those at the Temple?” Hanna asked for purely personal reasons.


Dacen looked at her and smiled softly. “He is fine. Dustil and Mission were staying at the Senate apartment complex when they were attacked. They have since moved back to the Temple. They are unhurt, and Tovar is fine.”


Hanna blushed slightly and smiled, realizing her father knew of her feelings for the young Jedi.


Atris stepped up to him and placed her hand on his shoulder. “I am sorry about your friend Dacen.”


“Kreia’s foretelling of the future to me on Malachor V that day has not turned out to be true. She said it was Mira who would die on some backwater world defending others, and that she would die happy with her life.” Dacen said. “She did not see that she would marry Atton and change everything.”


“She could not predict the changes you and Revan have made in the people that follow you.” Atris spoke. “You and Revan have altered the futures of so many people. And she was clouded by the dark side Dacen, in the last moments. Perhaps the dark side clouded what she could see as well.”


Dacen looked at her and slowly nodded his head. “Perhaps.” He said. He took a deep breath and stood straighter. “We need to find out how badly we have been hit and contact Revan and Rev Junior. I’ll leave finding out how they breached our security to Canderous. He’ll find out, and then heads will roll.”


Rev Junior canted his head around the corner of the corridor on his flagship and back quickly. His mind flashed with what had happen in the last few minutes and he felt his anger surge. He had been mediating in one of the training rooms, dressed only in loose fitting black pants and a tank top, when he felt the first shudders ripple through his ship. His eyes had popped open in a heartbeat and he had rolled to the side without thinking. That move had saved his life, as the lightsaber slammed into the floor where he had been only milliseconds before. 


Revan heard the stealth generators deactivate and suddenly before him were four dark Jedi of Pure Sith blood, as they made no attempts to hide their red skinned features. He was alone and unarmed and Revan did the only thing that could keep him alive.


He attacked.


He attacked viciously and savagely, giving no warning and no mercy. He leaped into a Force aided jump at the nearest Pure Sith, extending his hand in the middle of the jump and ripping the lightsaber from the Sith’s hand. His bare foot rammed into the Pure Sith’s face with enough force to cave in the side of the assassins’ head. In the follow on motion of that jump, Revan brought the crimson light saber across his body in a blinding slash that decapitated the next nearest dark Jedi as he landed cat like and faced the remaining Pure Sith assassins. Their eyes were wide in surprise, but they recovered quickly and attacked in tandem.


Revan had back pedaled quickly, parrying the blows reigning down at him from the lightsabers. The sounds of the blows were louder than he thought possible in the empty training room. As Revan backed up, he recalled the pile of durasteel weights used by many of the Republic troops in their workouts. With barely a conscious thought he sent the pile of weights hurling at the Pure Sith assassins. The two assassins had been so intent on striking down Revan they did not detect the lethal flying weights until it was almost too late. One thirty kilo weight was sliced in half as the assassin turned and brought his lightsaber around to a guard position. He was able to deflect the next two with the Force, but did not see the fifty kilo weight that came from his opposite side. The weight crashed into his skull with a sickening crunch and he dropped to the training mat instantly. The second assassin fared better, as he managed to push away all the weights racing at him. However the concentration it took for this allowed Revan to close the gap between them, and when he turned to confront him again, Revan was already driving the crimson blade of the lightsaber into his chest. The smell of burnt flesh permeated the training room as Revan raced to the com panel on the wall.


He had spoken to his bridge officer to discover that the bridge was locked down, and they had reports of stealth equipped intruders from five different locations on the ship. Revan had issued his orders, and then cut the com channel and started to make his way to Arren’s quarters. Revan had an idea they were not here to destroy his ship, no, these assassins were here to kill him and any Jedi they could find. 


Revan could just detect the sounds of battle in other areas of the ship as he moved down the corridor to the crew quarters section. He could see smoke wafting from further down the corridor and the sounds of lightsabers and blasters. He broke into a run that brought him around the corner and one look was all it took to determine what he needed to do.


Dralor was battling one Pure Sith with a huge vibrosword and holding his own, even though he was trying to maneuver to where his wife was locked in combat with three of them. Arren’s skill with her double bladed lightsaber was nearly an equal with Revan, but even so, they were beating her back slowly. She could not go on the offensive, and she was giving ground with every step back she took. Revan leaped into a Force jump that culminated with him planting his foot into the center of the back of one of the assassins and sending him smashing into the bulkhead with enough force to leave a dent and crush every bone in his upper body. His limp body left a purplish blood smear on the bulkhead as he slid to a crumbled heap on the deck. 


The Pure Sith were trained well, and one immediately turned to face Revan, his eyes going wide when he recognized who he was facing. Revan grinned as he brought the crimson lightsaber up into a guard position.


“Time to meet your Master Sith.” Revan spoke, and then he launched into a whirlwind lightsaber attack. 

The crimson blade was everywhere as it battered the Pure Sith assassin, now causing him to retreat as he deflect blow after blow. His eyes grew even wider as he sensed Revan’s power increase and his aura became a blinding white light. His arms could not maintain the speed at which he needed to parry the blows, and the tip of Revan’s lightsaber clipped his right shoulder. He let out a yelp of surprise and pain, his guard dropping for just a second. It was all the time Revan needed and he stepped into a twirling form of Ataru, the red blade whipping through the air at an unbelievable speed. The blade bit deeply into the Pure Sith’s abdomen and Revan flicked the blade up, disemboweling the assassin.

Revan whirled to see Arren finish her assassin with a vicious crouching spin kick that caught the Pure Sith on the knee. Alien species they may have been, but apparently they had the same weak points as humanoids, as Revan heard the loud pop as his knee was crushed. As he lost his balance and reached out to break his fall, Arren snapped up with one blade of her lightsaber, severing the arm he was going to use to catch himself. His face connected with the deck brutally, smashing his jaw and nose and knocking him out cold. Revan stepped in and held out his red lightsaber, deflecting Arren’s killing blow. Her face snapped up and she looked at him.

“What are you doing?” She snapped.

“I want him alive.” Revan barked right back. He lifted the lightsaber and sent it hurtling into the doorway, and Dralor ducked as the crimson blade exploded out the chest of the assassin he was fighting. He watched as the body fell, and added a powerful slash with his own sword, taking the assassin’s head off just to be sure.

Arren deactivated her blade and took a deep breath. “We should kill him.” She spat.


“No. I want to know how they bypassed our security.” Revan said. “I’ve talked to the bridge officer. Our communications is down, and it appears these attacks have happened all over the fleet. They are targeting the Jedi and our families.”


Arren looked at him quickly. “Father?”


Revan shook his head. “We don’t know.” He told her. “I need you and Dralor to secure the lower decks, while I head to the bridge.”


Arren nodded and toed the unconscious Sith. “What about ugly here?”


Revan grinned. “I would prefer you simply lock him up for the time being, but I’m sure your near nakedness might persuade him to see things our way.”


Arren blushed a deep red when she realized all she wore was one of Dralor’s shirts. It was completely unbuttoned and she wore no undergarments. She shot Revan a very nasty look as she pulled the shirt closed and Dralor stepped into the hallway with a grin.


“I’ll be sure to let Anja know you took your time gawking!” Arren snapped.


Revan winced and Dralor burst out laughing as he bent over and grabbed the unconscious Sith by the dreadlock like hair. He hauled him up none to nicely and swiftly locked a Force inhibitor collar on him, before dropping his body back to the deck with a thud.


“Go Revan!” Dralor spoke. “We will handle the lower decks. As soon as my beloved wife realizes she can not entice them with her obvious feminine wiles.”


Revan joined in the laughter as Arren whirled around and marched into their quarters muttering something about sexist men and their libidos. Revan stepped up to Dralor when Arren was out of earshot. 


“We have one prisoner. That is enough. Any others you find are to be executed immediately. We can not afford more than one of these killers on this ship. And find out how they breached our security Dralor.” Revan spoke, his voice turning hard.


Dralor met his eyes. “Rules?”


“None” Revan replied. “None at all.”


Brianna looked at the towering red assassin droid and the small astromech droid standing side by side and she shook her head with a weak smile.


“HK, I never thought I would have the opportunity to say I was glad to see you.” She said walking slowly up to the pair of droids as others within the secret Duxn base watched with stunned silence.


Surprised Statement: Glad to see me? HK’s red eye orbs pulsed.


Query: Are you not the same Handmaiden meatbag who threatened to pull out my circuits one hundred and ninety-two times? Second only to meatbag Bastila Shan’s four hundred and nineteen requests?


Brianna laughed and put her hand on the droid’s arm. “I take it all back HK.” She said. “I assume Dacen sent you?”


Statement: Master Vorsut instructed T3 and I to make contact. That is correct. We have also made contact with the Onderon resistance.


Brianna looked surprised. “The Onderon resistance. I thought the Queen was dead?”


Exasperated Statement: The meatbag known as Queen Talia is very hard to kill. Assassinating her is far outside the realm of the Sith spawn meatbags we have encountered. It would take an assassin of my superior skill to…


“Thank you HK.” Brianna spoke cutting him off. “Did you bring data for us?”


Affirmative Statement: My fellow assassin droid T3 as the encrypted messages for your viewing.


“T3 is not an assassin droid.” Brianna stated.


Corrective Statement: Astromech unit T3M4 has performed his duties with exceptional skill and has earned the title of assassin. His operational parameters were increased enough to allow him to perform at only two point three seconds under optimal assassination levels. An acceptable deficiency which can be corrected.


Brianna looked at T3. “T3 is this true?”


T3 gave an almost embarrassed series of beeps and whistles and Brianna shook her head.


“Right now T3 I need you to set aside your assassination protocols and help us get our computer back to working parameters. We need the temple’s defensive systems repaired and activated before any attempt is made to remove the Sith from Onderon.” Brianna explained.


Statement: I will see to repairing the automated defensive grid.


Brianna looked at him. “Automated defense grid? What are you talking about?”


Statement: This temple is equipped with an automated defense grid which was rendered inoperable during the bombardment. I have been instructed to repair it.


Brianna shook her head slowly. “No doubt something devised by Revan and my husband.” She spoke.


Statement: That is correct.


Query: My sensors are detecting a deterioration of your meatbag internal working components. Are you injured?


“I am fine.” Brianna spoke. “I will be better with some time in a Kolto tank, but I can still function.”


Corrective Statement: If my sensors are correct, and they usually are, your meatbag internal organs will begin shutting down in one hundred and nineteen hours and fifty four minutes.


Brianna shot HK a glare that bounced off the droid’s thick skin. “Then we will have to make sure we work quickly!” She snapped. She turned quickly. “T3 follow me!”


T3 replied with a positive series of beeps and began to roll after Brianna, as she muttered under her breath about hating that droid.


HK’s audio receptors easily picked up her words, and if a droid could smile, HK would have been beaming. Unknown to all but Bao-Dur, HK was now equipped with the most advanced programs and algorithms of any droid known to exist. For all intents and purposes HK had become a living thing. While he could still not understand the essence of physical relations and the emotions they wrought, he understood loyalty and sacrifice. It had been programmed into him. HK-47 would now gladly sacrifice himself for those he deemed worthy of such an event. Those not worthy he would let die. The meatbag Brianna Vorsut happen to be one of the people he would die for, and it was not a decision programmed into him. It was a decision he had come to all on his own after Bao-Dur had given him the ability to make up his own choices in some matters.


The most advanced assassination droid to ever be built, HK-47 was now a being capable of conscious thought. For all intents and purposes, HK had become a new species of alien in the galaxy.


Revan, Vandar and Zaalbar split into three directions on the platform high above the forest of Kashyyyk, knowing they had to split their attackers, and predictably the Pure Sith split into equal groups to pursue each one. 

It was their first mistake.


The three Pure Sith advancing on Zaalbar had never fought a Wookiee, and therefore determined their species to be clumsy and unintelligent. They chased Zaalbar almost lazily as he raced along the platform walkways of his village. One of the Pure Sith assassins made the mistake of leaping ahead of Zaalbar, almost laughing as he did. He turned to face the charging Wookiee and lifted his hand.


“I will end this quickly!” He laughed. He reached out with the Force, attempting to lock Zaalbar into a choking grip. His eyes slowly grew wide as the charging Wookiee did not even slow down. Zaalbar may have been a hundred and twenty-two years old, but he was far from over aged for a Wookiee. With a battle cry that would have shamed a platoon of Republic troops he raised the ceremonial blade of Bacca above his head and lowered his massive shoulder. 


The Pure Sith assassin was still trying to determine why his powers were not working on the oversized brute when Zaalbar’s shoulder rammed into his midsection just below his armpit. Five hundred kilos of enraged Wookiee slammed into the assassin and the air emptied from his one lung as his two inch thick breastbone shattered under the enormous impact. The assassin barely had time to register the intense pain before Bacca’s blade, reforged with a Neutronium edge, entered his skull just below his left eye and cleaved him in two.


Zaalbar let out a howl of bloodlust and whirled to face the remaining assassins before the body had stopped rolling. The two other Pure Sith assassins had come to abrupt halts at seeing the hairy monstrosity dispatch one of their comrades with ease.


(Come Sith scum! Come to your deaths!) Zaalbar howled.   


The two assassins drew apart from one another, moving to come in on both of Zaalbar’s flanks, their lightsabers up and ready. They had deduced their powers would not work against the Wookiee as he must have some sort of device that cancelled out their powers on his person. Zaalbar did not move as he stood in a defensive stance, Bacca’s blade held high, while the Ryyk blade was held lower across his mid section. Zaalbar had not reached his age by being stupid. He was in fact extremely intelligent and his years with Revan had only honed that intelligence to razor sharpness. Zaalbar knew what the Sith were trying to do, and he would not allow them that tactic. Instead of waiting for them to close on both his flanks at once, Zaalbar chose the Pure Sith on his right and attacked with quickness that something of his size should not have had. The Pure Sith assassin barely had time to bring his lightsaber up in response to the unexpected attack, and his eyes grew even larger when he realized the massive blade the Wookiee wielded was woven in Cortosis and impervious to his lightsaber. That thought was the last conscious thought he would experience before Zaalbar’s Ryyk blade buried itself into his abdomen and ripped upwards.


The last assassin screamed in rage and attacked with enraged blows, driving the turning Zaalbar back with swing after swing of his lightsaber. He grinned in satisfaction when his lightsaber slash across Zaalbar’s huge arm, severing it just below the elbow. Zaalbar’s howl of pain deafened the assassin and he made the mistake of stepping back to gloat at his supposed victory, the smell of burnt hair and flesh filling the humid hot air. Had he known anything of Wookiees, the assassin would have pressed his attack.


Zaalbar’s howl of pain was in fact a howl of rage mixed with pain. This combination put Zaalbar in a berserker mode of sorts, and he turned his dark eyes onto the assassin, who looked on arrogantly in triumph. The Sith assassin never expected the Wookiee to recover from losing its limb, let alone attack, therefore he was not expecting the huge hairy paw of Zaalbar’s other hand to close the distance between them so quickly. Zaalbar’s huge paw crushed into the Pure Sith assassin’s jaw with enough force to shatter the reinforced bone with a loud crunch. The assassin staggered under the force of the blow, his lightsaber dropping from his hand as his eyes crossed in his head. He never felt the massive paw close around his throat, and he never felt his body lift seven feet off the platform. Zaalbar lifted the assassin up into his face and let out a howl of rage that scattered spittle across the Pure Sith’s face. He was unaware of Zaalbar moving to the edge of the walkway and lifting him even further above his head. The Pure Sith assassin only realized what was about to happen when Zaalbar heaved him into the blackness of the night air above the forests of Kashyyyk and the assassin screamed the entire four hundred meters to the ground below.


Vandar was known throughout the Jedi Order as the most respected and intelligent Master on the Council. His skills at negotiation had saved countless lives and avoided dozens of needless border wars. To many he was the epitome of a Jedi, calm and sincere and thoughtful. The Pure Sith assassins had gone over the dossier on the small leader of the Jedi council, and wrongly determined he would not last long in lightsaber combat.


In his nearly eight hundred years of life Vandar Tokare had used his lightsaber only six times in defense of his person or others. The assassins had wrongly assumed that because Vandar preferred negotiation to combat, that his skills with his lightsaber would be weak. 

The first Pure Sith assassin found out just how wrong they were in the first twenty seconds of their battle.    


Vandar had leaped nearly a hundred meters to a wide expanse of platform that would give him more room to maneuver against the Sith, and in the middle of the leap had called his lightsaber into his hand. When he landed nimbly, his lightsaber was held out in front of his body, but was not activated. Vandar had mastered a singular form of lightsaber combat not known to many Jedi centuries ago. The lightsaber form Tràkata was practiced by only one Jedi in the known galaxy, and Vandar was it. This form allowed him to use his powerful mastery over the Force before igniting his blade, and while considered by some to be a dark form of fighting, Vandar found it fit his style very well.


As the assassins landed near him, their lightsabers already ignited, he positioned his small body for optimum defense and unleashed a staggering Force wave. The expanding energy slammed into the three assassins, sending them sprawling, and this is when Vandar attacked. He leaped at the nearest assassin, who was scrambling to regain his feet and swept out with his lightsaber. Vandar simply altered his body to duck underneath the swing and when he was only centimeters away from the assassin he activated his lightsaber. The shimmering green blade passed completely through the assassin’s midsection before he had fully regained his feet. Vandar spun quickly, his lightsaber deactivating as the other two assassins gathered themselves and glared at him, the body of their comrade now in two sections at Vandar’s feet.


“The dark side brings nothing but misery and death.” Vandar spoke, his voice powerful and clear. “Reject this path you are on, or it will destroy you.”


The two assassins leaped at Vandar together, their lightsabers rising above their heads for killing blows. Vandar rolled to his left with impossible speed and lifted his hand shoving the two assassins aside. They staggered, but did not fall and they whirled to face him again, their eyes ablaze with anger.


“There is still hope for you!” Vandar spoke again. “You can return to the path of peace before it is too late.”


“Never!” One screamed and again he leaped forward.


This time Vandar did not move, simply standing there and waiting. This tactic threw the assassin into confusion and he tried to half his jump before closing on the small Jedi Master.


It was too late.


Vandar pulled the assassin toward him with barely an effort, and the forward momentum of the assassin caused him to lose control of his direction. Instead of going where he wanted, he was headed directly at Vandar. His yellow eyes blazed and he tried to raise his lightsaber in defense, but to no avail. Vandar stepped to one side as his body sailed past, his green blade igniting once more and with a flick of Vandar’s wrist, the assassin’s body slammed into the platform minus his head.


Vandar regarded the last assassin, who was circling him, now very cautious as Vandar deactivated his blade. “You see… your master has sent you to die. You are alone now.”


“I will kill you and he will reward me greatly!” The Pure Sith screamed. “You do not know the power of the dark side!”


Vandar shook his head slowly, his eyes closing for a moment. “I know only too well the disease of the dark side.” He spoke sadly. “Only too well.”


The assassin lifted his hand and lightning shot from it with amazing power, and it would have burnt Vandar to a crisp if it had connected. However Vandar was not there. At the first twitch of the Pure Sith’s wrist, Vandar had propelled himself low to the ground and under the lightning directly at the Sith. He could feel the sizzling energy as it passed above him, but he allowed himself to let the Force guide him, as he slid along on his back. He saw the flash of recognition in the Pure Sith’s eyes just as he saw Vandar pass under him between his legs. He began to scream in rage but that was silenced as Vandar’s blade ignited and passed completely through his body from crotch to shoulder.


Vandar came to a halt and slowly brought himself to his feet. He did not look back at the carnage he had wrought, but simply shook his head.


“Such promise. Wasted on passion and greed.”


Vandar clipped his lightsaber to his belt and turned to see Zaalbar coming towards him, holding his arm. He leaped to the huge Wookiee as Zaalbar went to his knees, and quickly placed his hand on the wound, sending healing Force energy through his small green hand into the huge Wookiee.


(Revan!) Zaalbar spoke. (We must reach Revan.)


Vandar shook his head slowly. “You must rest my friend. Our allies are coming.” He said soothingly. “These assassins are no match for Revan.”


(He is outnumbered!) Zaalbar complained.


Vandar nodded. “He is.” He spoke. “And I fear for the assassins.”


  Revan’s first leap had taken him nearly a hundred and fifty meters across the Kashyyyk skyline to land on the platform he knew was there. He had spent so much time on Kashyyyk that he could find his way among the trees with little difficulty. His jumps were powerful and carried him with ease among the trees and the walkways. He knew where he was going and the assassins could only chase him. They were also not as gifted in the Force, and their jumps were not as refined. Revan landed with a loud thud on a platform nearly three hundred meters above where they had begun. He could just make out the outline of the moon as its rays tried to penetrate the massive forests. This walkway was rarely used by the Wookiees, and he had brought Bastila up here on several occasions for a fine meal and to be alone together.


Revan turned as the three assassins began landing on the platform with him. The first two landed cleanly, but the third had depleted his reserves of Force energy in an attempt to keep up with them. As his foot touched the edge of the platform, he slipped and spun forward, his head impacting the railing with a sickening crunch. His body flipped back and he fell silently into the darkness below.


Revan and the last two assassins watched him fall for a few seconds and then turned to face each other. Revan smiled brightly. “I guess he didn’t like my company.” He said.


“You run like the coward you are traitor!” One assassin screamed.


“Run?” Revan laughed. “I didn’t run. I brought you up here to enjoy the view. It’s beautiful isn’t it?”


“My comrades have attacked your kind all over the galaxy Jedi! Many are dead! Perhaps even members of your traitor family.”


“Doubtful.” Revan spoke, standing still. His light sabers were in his hands, but not ignited. “But you may continue to think that if it gives you confidence.”


“Our Master was wrong to take you as his apprentice when you fell.” The Pure Sith spat. “He should have killed you and let the Shi’rak feast on your innards.”


“Fall?” Revan smiled. “I didn’t fall you fool. I chose the path I took to learn how to defeat you and your Master. I never did like your company anyway.” The two assassins looked confused at Revan’s words and he chuckled. “You should not have come here assassin. You have only hastened your death.”


The assassin laughed. “You are a Jedi. You do not believe in taking life, even when it is needed.”


Revan’s smile turned feral. “If only you knew how wrong you were.”


Revan lifted his hand and unleashed a Force storm of lightning unlike any the two assassins had ever seen. And they were caught directly in it. One of them managed to deflect most of the attack, while his comrade screamed out his death as his flesh cooked on his bones. When Revan dropped his hand, there was nothing left of his comrade except charred remains. The assassin looked at Revan, who now ignited his two violet lightsabers. His face and one half of his body were covered in second degree burns and the pain raced through him, fueling his rage. He screamed, his salvia splattering all over the platform as he raised his lightsaber to attack. He rushed at Revan, speeding his death.


Revan simply dropped into a crouch and extended his hands, his lightsabers taking on a life of their own as they spun around him tightly. The assassin stopped in his tracks mesmerized by the twirling motions of the lightsabers around Revan. They seemed to move in slow motion of their own accord. He did not realize that they were extending in range away from Revan until it was too late. His eyes snapped from one blade to the next, and his eyes stayed open as they second lightsaber cleanly separated his head from his body. 


Revan called his lightsabers back to him, looking at the corpses in front of him. He walked over to one and bent down, searching the body and finding a data cube. He stood back up and reached out with the Force within his bond.


Bastila. Revan. Anja.


I am here my love. Bastila’s voice filled his head.


Here father. His son came next.


I am here as well Revan. Anja’s voice followed.


Revan took a deep breath and let his fear pass from him. Assassins have struck here on Kashyyyk.


Here as well father. His son replied.


Revan! Both Bastila and Anja spoke as one.


I am fine. His son spoke. And I have a prisoner. I have heard from Uncle Dacen. An attempt was made on Uncle Canderous and Aunt Visas as well. Every Jedi they had a location on was attacked it seems. Dustil and Mission are secure with Jolee on Coruscant.


Revan are you alright? Bastila asked.


Revan closed his eyes and reached out further into the Force. We are fine. Zaalbar appears to be wounded, but Vandar is tending to him.


Rev?


I am unhurt. Rev Junior replied. What of your location?


Nothing. Bastila answered.


We are infiltrated deeply. The senior Revan spoke again. Whoever it is must not have your location. Inform Master Sunrider of what has taken place. I fear this is the prelude to their attack Revan. You must prepare to execute your plan.


I have already begun. Rev replied.


Bastila, you and Anja remain on Rhen Var a time longer. Keep Master Sunrider informed of what is happening. She still does not trust me or my intentions. And Vima is even more skeptical.


I will advise her of everything. Bastila spoke. What will you do now?


I have a surprise for the Sith I want to deliver personally. We will gather together in two weeks time to assess our situation. We should have a better understanding of events then. Revan explained.


Where do we meet father? Rev asked.


We will decide that later for now. I want this spy among us found first. I must go and see to Zaalbar. I will speak with you all later.


Revan broke the connection and took one last look at the two corpses before him before leaping off the platform into the night.


The war was about to change in earnest, and even he could not tell which way it would go.

CHAPTER FIVE

CORUSCANT
OFFICE OF THE CHANCELLOR


“We lost thirty-six Jedi Knights and nineteen senior fleet officers. Forty-eight Senators were also killed.” Dacen’s bluish form filled the Chancellor’s holo emitter. He could also see Revan, his son, the Mandalorian Ordo, Admiral Onasi, Master Vandar, and Master Shan. They had all joined this heavily encrypted transmission from their respective locations.


Chancellor Brose Thimina shook his head slowly, his long traditional Alderaanian braids moving slightly. In his twenty years as Chancellor, he had never imagined himself in this type of situation, as the Supreme Chancellor on the edge of an abyss of war that could destroy them all.


“I understand a close friend of yours was lost Master Vorsut.” Brose spoke solemnly.


Dacen nodded, and even in the bluish transmission signal, the pain on his face was evident. “Yes Chancellor. Colonel Rand. Atton Rand. He has been with me since the destruction of Peragus.”


“Did he have a family?” Brose asked.


“A wife and three children Chancellor.” Dacen replied. “His wife was with him when he died. She is a Jedi as well.”


Brose nodded. “I fear I will be doing this often, but express my sincere condolences if you would.” He said with warmth.


“I will Chancellor.” Dacen answered.


“Very well… continue Master Vorsut.” Brose said.


“It appears they were only targeting high ranking Jedi and Republic officers. The pattern indicates they hit those they had locations on, while some of us they were not able to reach.” Dacen spoke. “In your case Chancellor they were unable to either breach your added security, or they did not have your exact location pinpointed. Instead they hit Senators they could find, or those who refused the added security. They also hit two Jedi that were staying at 500 Republica, Dustil Onasi and his wife Mission.”


Brose nodded. “Yes, I saw the reports of that on the Holonet. They caused quite a bit of destruction there. I understand Knight Onasi’s wife was a former apprentice to this Sith leader we now face?”


Dacen was silent for a long moment before answering. “That is correct.” He spoke finally.


“May I ask whose decision it was to keep that from me?” Brose asked.


“That was mine Chancellor.” Revan spoke now. “Mission has developed abilities that have aided us so far. I did not want her subjected to reprisals. I apologize.”


Brose nodded. “I have spent quite some time with Masters Vandar and Jolee since this all began Master Revan. They have provided me valuable insight into the Force and the abilities that it gives to the Jedi. While the Jedi Order does not directly fall under the direction of my office, I ask that we do not keep secrets from each other any longer. I have no intention of micromanaging this war as has been done in the past. I will leave that to you and the Republic military. What you have here Master Revan is a Chancellor that will support you in any way possible. I will not hesitate nor falter. I still have my faith in the Jedi Order, even if many do not. You have done far more good than bad over the years. I fully understand that our very existence now hangs in the balance and sacrifices must be made. I ask only that you keep me informed of everything so that I know where to direct the authority and clout of this office to assist you in any way possible.”


“Chancellor, with all due respect, Coruscant is an information sieve.” Carth spoke evenly now, answering for Revan. “To do that could quite possibly expose several operations we have already planned and put into action.”


“Admiral Onasi, I appreciate your concern. I fully understand that I am Alderaanian, and therefore I am looked at as more a mediator and not a soldier, however, I assure you I have no intention of sharing any information you provide with anyone outside my office. Thanks to Master Vandar and Canderous Ordo, my staff has been fully vetted, and I now have more security around me than any Chancellor before me. I have even taken one of Admiral Ordo’s own aides as my military liaison. This office is nearly as secure as your Jedi Temple.” Brose spoke.


“Admiral Ordo?” Revan questioned with a grin.


“It would have gotten out eventually!” Canderous snapped. “Your Chancellor has given me a temporary billet with Republic rank. So there is no dissension when our forces are mixed.”


Brose nodded. “It seemed like the right thing to do, as the remaining Mandalorian clans have been defending all of us for thirty years without our knowledge.”


“Couldn’t resist could you Candi!” Carth ribbed his friend.


“Stuff it Republic!” Canderous barked back.


“Enough!” Revan spoke, silencing them quickly. He turned to the Chancellor. “Very well Chancellor. I will arrange for Dustil to give you and your staff a full briefing on every operation we have ongoing and planned.”


“Fair enough.” Brose spoke. “I have also received a request from the major HoloNet Administrators to allow their field reporters access to our command elements. I have granted this request.”


“Chancellor that is a singularly bad idea!” Revan protested. “It…”


Brose held up his hand. “Allow me to finish.” He waited until Revan sat back in his chair on Kashyyyk. “It is a good idea in this respect; it will keep our people apprised of the situation of the war. It will inspire them when we win, and it will instill fortitude when we lose. And I imagine we will lose some battles as much as it pains me to say.”


Revan nodded slowly. “That is inevitable.” He said.


Brose nodded. “Good. What I did not tell the heads of the HoloNet broadcasters is that you may use them how you see fit.”


“Sir?” Revan asked.


“I may not be a military leader Master Revan, but I am a very good politician, and being a good politician, I know when to use the HoloNet and when not too.” Brose explained. “Having access to the HoloNet within your command units could be invaluable to you if you wish to provide misinformation and sow confusion. Am I correct?”


“Chancellor that is a dangerous line you are treading.” Vandar spoke now. “It could very well lead to your downfall.”


“We are in a war time situation, and it is my duty to see that this Republic is defended. If I have to use some reporters and in the process injure their sensibilities, I have no problem with that in the least. I will deal with the repercussions, if any.” Brose stated firmly.


The men and women in the transmission now looked at Brose Thimina in a different light, and he knew it.


Revan and the others could be seen smiling. “Understood Chancellor.”


Brose nodded. “Good. Now, you are of the mind this attempt to assassinate senior Jedi and Republic officers indicate they will make their move soon?”


Revan nodded. “Yes Chancellor.”


“And what exactly do you feel they will do?” Brose asked.

SITH COMMAND SHIP VA’KAL
HUTT SPACE

“…plan failed my Master.” Natal spoke to the figure in the holocom.


“Did you think it would succeed apprentice?” The dark figure asked.


“I thought perhaps…”


“You did not think that is why it failed.” The Master spoke, his voice angry, but not as angry as Natal had thought. “You forgot who you face apprentice. Revan is no ordinary Jedi. Nor are those who follow him. Even the Mandalorian and Republic officers who follow him are something more.”


“We did manage to kill nearly forty Jedi, and half a hundred Senators.” Natal spoke, hoping to gain some favor back.


“Yes, and now the rest have increased their security even more.” The Master answered. “Our assets on Coruscant and other worlds have been shut out of any information they might gather because of your desire to kill Revan and his son.”


“Master, surely we can gain new assets.” Natal spoke.


“We will need too now.” The Master said. “Is the Admiral’s plan ready?”


“It is my Master.”


“Initiate it now. We must strike when they least expect it.” The Master explained. “Destroy Revan’s son and the forces under his command. With him gone, we can nearly cripple Revan’s ability to act.”


“Is the son so important Master. He is merely a Jedi, a powerful one no doubt, but still just a Jedi.” Natal said contempt in his voice.


The Master chuckled. “I sense your contempt for him in your voice Natal.” He spoke. “You wish to do battle with him. Strike him down?”


“Nothing would give me greater pleasure Master.” Natal spat.


“And you think you could accomplish this alone?”


“I am more powerful than he could ever be Master. Thanks to you. He could not stand against me in single combat. He does not know the power of the dark side.”


Natal heard his Master laugh out loud and shake his head. “The son of the traitor is far stronger than you give him credit for apprentice. Be careful what you wish for.”


Natal bowed his head. “Yes Master.”


“Instruct the Admiral to begin his attack. We must continue to keep the traitor and his allies off balance until the time is right. Our shipyards?”


“Ten new ships every week join our fleet my Master. Soon we will have enough ships to strike from every corner of the Republic and overwhelm them.” Natal answered.


“Our ships will not win this war apprentice. Nor will our soldiers. No… the Force will win this war for us, and return us to prominence once more. And once we have crushed all who stand against us, the Pure Sith will rule once more!”


“As you command my Master.”


“Go apprentice. Do my bidding. But do not fail me again.”


Natal bowed his head and went to one knee as the image of his Master faded out. Natal looked up finally and returned to his feet. He clenched his hands together tightly.


“I will destroy the son of the traitor. And I will gaze into his eyes as his life leaves his body.” He spoke softly. “And then my Master will honor me.”

RHEN VAR

Bastila looked across the table at Nomi and Vima. They had sat quietly through the transmission, out of the line of sight of the others within the transmission.


“This Chancellor seems to have more of a backbone than the last one.” Nomi said.


Bastila nodded. “Yes he does.”


“Why is it that no assassins came here?” Vima asked.


“Only four know of our presence here.” Bastila said. “We did not want to draw unwanted attention to this location. It makes for a fine outpost. We have concealed our camps within the mountain areas, using the natural reflective nature of the ice to provide cover from enemy sensors. With your permission, I would like to use this compound as our base.”


“You will draw us into this conflict when…” Vima began.


“Done.” Nomi spoke, her voice overriding her daughter.


Vima looked at her. “Mother!”


“Ulic is right.” Nomi said. “We can no longer sit by and watch the events happening in the galaxy Vima. We are Jedi.”


“You are in no condition to fight mother. You…”


Nomi looked at Bastila. “I hardly think Master Shan and her husband plan that I fight in open combat. I believe they have something else planned for me. Isn’t that right Bastila?”


Bastila smiled. “Your insight is amazing Master Sunrider.” She spoke. “You are correct.”


“Please, what would you have me do?” Nomi asked.


“At this moment there are four of us in the galaxy with the gift of Battle Mediation.” Bastila spoke. “You, myself, and my two sons Revan and Dorak. We have discovered that there are eight other individuals who possess this gift. They are outside the Jedi Order, five are teenagers, and the others are adults. Revan and Vandar would like you and Vima to travel to Rakatan where we have gathered them, and assist them in honing their skill so that we can use it.”


“You wish me to train them to be Jedi?” Nomi asked.


Bastila shook her head. “No. Only to be able to use their Battle Mediation.”


“You are far more powerful with this gift than I Bastila.” Nomi said. “Why are you not training them?”


“Vandar, Revan and I feel you would be the better choice.” Bastila replied.


“May I ask why?”


“Nomi, I have been fighting on and off for thirty years. In my time with Revan I have learned so much from him simply being his wife, many good things. One of the things I am not as proud of is the fact that Revan taught me to be ruthless in battle. When I use my Battle Mediation, it is without thought or concern for the enemy.” Bastila explained slowly. “If we are to teach these eight individuals how to control this power they have inside them, it is better they learn from someone who has not used it to kill as many as I have.”


“This fact seems to weigh heavy on you Bastila Shan.” Nomi said.


Bastila nodded. “Perhaps. But it is a burden I am willing to accept and bear due to the circumstances we find ourselves in. When they day comes that I never have to use it again, and Revan never has to take another life, then that weight will be gone.”


Nomi watched Bastila for a long moment before nodding her head. “I will do as you and Revan ask.” She said. “On one condition.”


Bastila met her eyes puzzled. “What is that?”


“I wish to meet your husband and your son in person.” Nomi said.


“May I ask why?”


“I wish to look into the eyes of the men who appear to be the last hope of this Republic.” Nomi said.


Bastila nodded slowly. “I will inform Revan and we will arrange something as soon as possible.”


Nomi got to her feet slowly. “Very well. When do we leave?”


Anja burst into the room out of breath and holding a data pad. She looked at Bastila, dread written all over her face. “We just detected movement into the Cronese Mandate! Fifteen full Sith fleets. All of them headed right at Rev.”


“It’s finally begun in earnest.” Bastila spoke softly.

THE VICTORY

6th REPUBLIC COMBINED CORP COMMAND SHIP

1.2 LIGHT YEARS FROM SNEEVE


Revan stood in the plot room off the bridge of The Victory as his crew was putting up the headings and numbers of the forces moving against him. Dralor and Arren stood beside him, Corna and Captain Monroe across from them on the other side of the holographic plot board. They didn’t turn when the junior officer entered, leading the two civilians, a camera hover remote following them. The lieutenant led them to one side of the room and motioned to them where they could stand.


“If you stay here, you will remain out of the immediate path of others.” The lieutenant told them. “Please remain here, things are beginning to happen, and you could interfere with someone trying to do their job.”


The two civilians nodded. The first was a tall young Twi’lek with ritual bands adorning his Lekku. The second was a stunning young blond female from Coruscant. Her hair fell to the middle of her back, and her tight fitting outfit left little to the imagination.


“What’s happening?” The young woman asked softly.


The lieutenant looked at her. “What is your name?” He asked.


“Lanni. Ms. Lanni Overlet.” She replied.


The lieutenant pointed to the plot board. “Well Ms. Overlet, we are tracking nearly six thousand Sith warships on our plot board moving into Republic space from two different sectors. The Sith have resumed their invasion.”


“Where are they headed?” Lanni asked.


The lieutenant looked at her. “Right where you are standing.” He replied.


Lanni’s bright blue eyes grew larger. “I… I did my research on the trip here.” She said. “The 6th Republic Combined Corp only has fourteen hundred warships?”


The lieutenant nodded. “That’s correct.”


“You… you are going to fight?” The Twi’lek male stammered.


The lieutenant smiled. “That’s the plan.” He heard his name called and he turned to move over to another station.


Twenty-four year old Lanni Overlet looked at her Twi’lek technician before turning to look at those gathered around the plot board. A native of Coruscant, she had led a sheltered life within the halls of the Senate as her father was a senior Senator from Coruscant. She had gone to all the best schools and been selected tops in her journalism class, and upon graduation had almost immediately gotten a posting with the largest of the HoloNet news organizations. Lanni had covered many stories since her graduation two years earlier, but this posting to a Republic command ship had been her finest position. With a little twisting of arms by her father, she had been chosen for this assignment.


When Lanni learned she would be posted to the son of Revan’s command ship, she had gone back and done as much research on Revan and the Jedi as she could find. She had never met a Jedi before, and was determined to not walk into this blind. She had read as many data cubes as she could, detailing the history of the Jedi going back as far as Exar Kun. She had done as much research as possible on the former Dark Lord Revan and his wife Bastila Shan. There was little information on his oldest son except for recent history within the last few months. 


Revan’s son was said to be a near identical look a like to his father, and considered by some to be as powerful a Jedi as his father. She knew he had been bestowed the Heart of the Guardian by Master Vandar, leader of the Jedi Order, though little information was known about what the significance of that title was. And there were also few pictures of the younger Revan available, but she was able to figure that out instantly when she looked at the men and women at the plot table.


Lanni took in the tall, powerful build under the grey and black Jedi robes, the added armor gauntlets, and chest protector. She also took in the semi long dark brown hair that fell to his shoulders but was tied into a pony tail. Lanni was a little surprised at his exceptional good looks, as she had always pictured Jedi as powerful as he was said to be as graying old men. She took note of the tall Mandalorian next to him, as well as the extremely beautiful white haired young woman. Across from him were a Republic Captain, and an Iridonian Jedi. She motioned to her Twi’lek tech to activate the camera remote and moved a little closer to hear what was being said.


“…father and Uncle Dacen were right. They’re coming at us from two different directions to catch us in a pincer.” Revan was speaking.


“They are almost at the LOA.” Monroe spoke, tracing one plot on the holomap with his finger. “Should I have them activate?”


Revan shook his head. “Not yet. Let them come. Have they detected us yet?”


“Affirmative General!” A technician called from his station. “They have two dozen recon corvettes providing sensor support in advance of their main fleets!”


“Destroy them!” Revan ordered quickly.


“Red Group, you are clear to engage the recon pickets!” The technician spoke into his headset. “Take them down!”


“Red Group confirms!” The reply was heard over the internal intercom.


They watched as three dozen blue dots appeared from behind a nearby moon and closed quickly on the advance red dots signifying the Sith recon corvettes. In just under a minute all twenty four of the recon pickets were erased from the board.


“Red Group confirms recon picket has been destroyed!” The pilot’s voice came over the intercom.


Revan nodded. “Have them return to their ships. We gave them a look, now let’s change that look.” He turned to his right, his eyes stopping when he saw Lanni and the Twi’lek. They lingered on her for a moment before moving to the communications station.


“Order the Third and Fifth Attack Groups to close up on our position!” Revan ordered. “The Ninth and Seventh will cover the flanks, the First, Second, Fourth and Eighth Groups will hold in reserve, out of system until ordered to move!”


The communications officer nodded and began issuing orders as Revan turned back to the plot board.


Captain Monroe nodded his head after receiving a report in his head set and he stepped to the plot board. “The Mandalorian Dreadnoughts have moved into position and are standing by.” He said, touching the panel and three dozen more blue dots appeared on the board.


Revan turned to Dralor. “Time to move to your command my friend.” He said.


Dralor nodded quickly and gave Revan the Mandalorian sign of family which was returned. He leaned over and kissed Arren deeply before exiting the plot room. Revan looked at Monroe.


“Inform the senior officer on the lead Dreadnought that Dralor will join them shortly.” Revan spoke.


Monroe nodded and spoke quietly into his headset. “Revan, DESTINY reports that the lead Sith fleet is moving through the LOA.”


Revan nodded slowly. “Time to spring our little trap. Inform DESTINY to activate and retreat at full power. No heroics. They are to activate and head directly to the rendezvous.”


Lanni turned quickly when the lieutenant appeared at her side again. “What is going on?” She asked. “What’s the LOA?”


“Line of Attack.” The lieutenant replied. “The Sith forces are coming at us from two different sectors.” He directed her to a smaller version of the plot map and motioned to the red dots on the left. “The Line of Attack is where we will stop the forces coming from here.”


“He said activate?” Lanni said. “Activate what? How are you going to stop that many ships?”


“We have had ships in this area for two weeks now. Stretching from the Maw over to Jabiiam is now one solid field.” The lieutenant said.


“Solid field of what?” Lanni asked.


“The largest minefield in the known universe.” The lieutenant replied. “Twenty light years deep, and fifty light years long. When we activate it, no ship will be able to pass through this entire area.”


“Does that include civilian ships?” Lanni asked.


The lieutenant looked at her. “Any ships.” He stated firmly. “It will be a no man’s land.”


“But that will condemn millions to die. Relief ships will have to travel weeks out of the way to circumvent the field!” Lanni protested.


The lieutenant nodded. “And so will the Sith fleet. And in doing this, we close down a corridor they could have opened up directly at the core worlds.”


“But the lives that will be lost?” Lanni spoke.


The lieutenant sighed heavily. “We will be saving billions more keeping them out of the Core worlds.”


“That doesn’t justify it!” Lanni snapped.


The lieutenant looked at her. “Doesn’t it?” He turned away and went back to his station.


“The DESTINY reports field is activating!” Captain Monroe barked.


The Sith fleets were moving in echelon, stretched out as far as the eye could see, and the Captain of the Mine Layer Command ship Destiny had incredible visual acuity. He and his bridge crew would be the only witnesses to the destruction that was about to be wrought.


“Field is activating sir!” A voice called.


The Captain got to his feet slowly, his bridge portal filled with thousands of Sith ships. His keen eyes detected the explosions begin far in the distance. Like a massive wave of bright sparks the RV19 stealth mines became active.


It began with the rear of the third Sith fleet moving through this sector. The Pure Sith Admiral got to his feet just as the medium cruiser off his port bow heeled violently towards his ship and he saw the small explosions rippling down the length of the cruiser. He detected dozens more blinks of light as the forward section of the cruiser suddenly erupted in a blinding flash of light. When the flash vanished, his eyes grew even larger, as the forward section of the cruiser was headed straight for his ship, missing the aft portion of the ship, and streaming twisted metal frames.


“Starboard! Hard to starboard!” He screamed, knowing it was far too late even as he screamed the orders.


The forward section of the destroyed cruiser plowed into the top portion of his Interdictor class warship, ripping through the superstructure as if opening a tin can. The nose of the ship carved its way thirteen decks into the ship before stopping, but by then it was already far too late. Twenty-one RV19 stealth mines had already targeted the Interdictor ship, locked their homing beacons onto the massive ship, even now erupting deep inside its bowels with internal explosions, and activated their small thrusters. Some of the mines were what the technicians called Grabbers. They attached themselves to the hull of the ship and long arms extended from housings built into the mine body. These arms were equipped with claws which were explosive fired into the skin of the ship anchoring the mines in place. Of the twenty-one mines that targeted the Interdictor ship, eighteen activated almost simultaneously causing a directed explosion that ripped entirely through the lower portion of the Interdictor ship, tearing away massive chunks of durasteel and alien technology. The Interdictor died then, its engine core unable to sustain itself from the explosions rocketing through so many of its decks at once. The core simply melted down and added its own explosive power to the destructive wave that pulsed away from the dying ship.


The explosive wave swept eight other ships into its maw, and the mines already detonating against these ships were nothing more than firecrackers. When the energy wave from the destroyed Interdictor struck them, the eight other ships were incinerated by the super hot gases.


The Captain of the DESTINY could only watch in unadulterated horror as he unleashed death on a scale not seen since the Mandalorian wars. The flashes were too numerous to count now, and he watched as ships died trying to maneuver away, only to blunder into their own comrades, or have more mines activate and target them. Some of the more skillful commanders simply stopped their ships in place, trying to survive the waves of mines originally targeted on them. In most cases, other ships desperately trying to get away rammed into them, ending what little chance they may have had.


“Captain! Field is fully on line! We caught nearly five Sith fleets in the minefield sir! The others have come to a complete halt and are maneuvering to try and work around it!”


The DESTINY’s Captain shook his head slowly, taking in a deep breath. His face became firm and his jaw tightened.


“It will take them two weeks to reach the edges of the field. Losing ships at every turn.” He said. “General Panlie was right. It worked.”


“Captain, do we stay and monitor?”


The Captain turned. “No! The General was very deliberate in his orders. Set course for the rendezvous. We will reload our stores of mines and be waiting for our next assignment. Helm, plot a course for Kashyyyk. Take us to hyperspace!”


The bulky mine layer turned its back to the dying Sith fleets and with barely a flash was gone from the killing fields behind them.


“General! The Captain of the DESTINY reports they caught at least five Sith fleets within the confines of the mine field. The others have stopped and begun probing the edges of the field!” The Com officer spoke turning to look at Revan.


Captain Monroe couldn’t hide his grim smile. “Better the bastards should have never started this war.” He growled.


Revan nodded and turned to the plot board. “It’s not over yet. All we have done is seal one corridor. Those fleets can’t hit us, but we are still outnumbered ten to one. Are they in range?”


The tech turned. “First Sith echelon coming into range now General!”


Revan nodded. “Then it’s time we gave them a proper greeting. Order all Fleet Groups in range to launch anti-ship missiles! All of them! I want the Sith to see them coming so thick they could walk on them! Fire!”


Three Republic Fleet Groups maneuvering with Revan, and the two Fleet Groups on the flanks suddenly became huge points of light in the stars as nearly five hundred capital ships launched every anti-ship missile they had loaded. Soon, nearly three thousand points of light could be seen streaking at the incoming Sith fleets bent on only one purpose.


Destruction.


The Pure Sith Admiral came to his feet when his sensors detected the incoming missiles.

“How many!” He asked again, stunned.


“Two thousand nine hundred eighty-four Admiral! Low profiles! Minimum signature!” The tech yelled. “Estimate they are Republic Mark Seven anti-ship missiles!”


“Intelligence told us they only had a few hundred!” The Admiral screamed. “Defensive missiles! All tubes! Fire at will!”


“Admiral, our defensive missiles will not be able to properly target and destroy the Mark Sevens! They are two fast!”


“Full power to sub light engines! Close with Revan’s attack fleets or they will pick us off like Shi’raks in a box!” The Admiral screamed. “Inform Admiral Seelok to commit flanking groups! Where are the fleets from the Kessel sector? They should have begun hitting his ships already!”


“Admiral Seelok has already confirmed he is committing flanking groups! Our advance from the Kessel sector has been halted! Somehow they were able to lay down a minefield and it activated with five of our fleet groups within its confines. Casualties are very heavy. They are maneuvering to find a way around the minefield.”


“We outnumber them ten to one!” The Admiral snapped. “Order all ships to close to cannon range!”


“Admiral, six Mark Sevens have locked onto us!”


“Come to course five three eight one mark four! Hard starboard turn! Full thrusters!”


“General they are beginning to maneuver!”


Revan nodded. “As we expected! Inform Dralor to begin his attack!”


Monroe looked at him. “You don’t want to wait until the missiles hit?” He asked.


Revan shook his head. “We need to sow as much confusion and destruction as we can before they regain control of the battle.” He replied. “We are not here to confront them, only lure them closer to us.”


“Closer!” Lanni’s excited voice almost screamed. “You’re crazy!”


Revan whirled on her. “I tolerate your presence on this bridge because the Chancellor wished it Ms. Overlet. Do not voice your misguided opinions again.”


Captain Monroe looked up as Revan turned back. “Dralor confirms General. He will commence his attack immediately.”


“The moon?”


“Our people are evacuating now! They should be clear in another thirteen minutes!”


“Tell them we can not provide them another thirteen minutes. They have eight minutes or we all die!” Revan barked.


“…we all die!”


Lanni turned to her tech when she heard that, and regained control of her emotions. She nodded to him, and the hover remote turned to face her as she began to speak.


“This is Lanni Overlet, on board the bridge of THE VICTORY, the command ship for the 6th Republic Combined Corp. Commanding this ship and the battle we are now engaged in is Jedi Knight Revan Panlie, son of the former Dark Lord Darth Revan. We are standing in the plot room here, off the actual bridge with command and control of nearly fourteen hundred warships. The Sith fleets began appearing over thirty minutes ago, hundreds upon hundreds of ships. I was told they were continuing their invasion along two different corridors of advance, but was informed only a few moments ago that the second corridor the Sith were using as been shut down permanently. If my understanding is correct, the son of Revan authorized an enormous minefield to be put in place that will effectively cut off all advancing Sith forces. Unfortunately it also leaves dozens of captured or secluded worlds to fend for themselves, as the minefield will allow no passage of any kind. Relief forces will need to detour weeks to get around this minefield in order to provide any help to the Republic planets hurting most from this war.


“We’ve heard reports here that nearly five Sith Fleet Groups were caught in the minefield when the son of Revan ordered it activated. It seems there were no survivors. The 6th Combined Corp has just launched a massive attack against the approaching Sith fleets with anti-ship missiles. Standing here, in what they call the Command Hub, I see Mandalorians, Republic soldiers, Bothans and even some Gand Findsmen who no doubt escaped the destruction of their world. We initiated the attack even before the Sith fleets were in a position to communicate their intentions to us. It is unknown to me, and anyone outside this military command center if the Sith forces were even given a chance to communicate. Was war really the answer to this new Sith threat? Or is it a massive cover up, and a continuation of the war that Darth Revan started so long ago. I do know that our position here is tenuous at best, and quite possibly we will not be able to hold. I will remain here live with instant updates as I am able to broadcast them. My hover remote will now give you an idea of just what is happening right now. This is Lanni Overlet on board THE VICTORY.”


Lanni turned to her tech. “You keep that remote centered on him. Wherever he goes.”


“Got it Lanni!” The tech replied.

SITH COMMAND SHIP VA’KAL

“Admiral, first wave of Republic missiles are impacting our ships!” A tech yelled out. “Losses are heavy!”


Seelok turned to Natal. “Find out why our intelligence was so wrong on the number of Mark Sevens they had!” He barked viciously. “It is the only missile capable of penetrating our defensive screens and doing damage.”


Natal nodded calmly. “I will find out.” He said.


Seelok turned back to the massive star chart and plot board in front of him. “We were wrong on the number of ships in his command as well. He has easily three times the number we estimated.”


“Admiral that could be due in part to the regiment of the hyperspace jumps his ships were executing. So we could not get an accurate count.” A senior intelligence officer spoke.


“We have agents throughout the Republic!” Seelok hissed. “We should know this!” He turned to the intelligence officer. “What are the reports from the Kessel Fleets?”


“Not good Admiral. Early estimates place our losses at nearly four hundred capital ships and hundreds more fighters and smaller ships.” The Pure Sith Colonel replied. “This minefield seems to stretch for light years all around. The Kessel commander is reporting his ships are hitting the minefield even two light years from his location.”


“Our shipyards can replace the losses in a month.” Natal spoke. “They are of no matter.”


“They are of matter!” Seelok spoke. “The plan called for them to come in on the traitor’s son’s flank. With the Kessel fleets out of this, we will have to detach a dozen fleet groups from our reserves to conduct this maneuver.” Seelok looked at the intelligence officer. “Give the orders immediately. We must regain the upper hand!”


“As you order Admiral!”

Natal looked at him. “Our losses are irrelevant Admiral. Order the fleets to close on Revan’s son.”


Seelok glared at him for a moment. “You may be our Master’s apprentice Natal, but I am commander of his armies. I will give the orders. You have no military training whatsoever. Do not presume to tell me how to do my job!”


“Our Master…”


“Admiral! Mandalorian Dreadnoughts are dropping from hyperspace within our ranks!”


Seelok’s head snapped around at this news.


“For Mandalore! FIRE!” Dralor screamed on the bridge of the front Mandalorian LICTOR-Class Dreadnought.


In a dazzling display of coordination and engine power, the thirty-three Mandalorian Dreadnoughts had dropped from hyperspace only half a million kilometers from the maneuvering Sith warships. The move caught the Sith commanders totally unprepared and off guard, and only half a dozen were able to launch defensive missiles as all thirty-three dreadnoughts unleashed a full load of anti-ship missiles into the Sith fleets sowing more confusion and destruction. While not as sophisticated as the Republic Mark Seven anti-ship missiles, the Mandalorian ship buster packed a much bigger punch as was evidence in the three blinding explosions that peeled open a Sith Interdictor as if it was made from paper. In all just over three thousand ship busters were fired into the Sith fleets from short range.


And just as suddenly as they had appeared, all thirty-three dreadnoughts vanished into hyperspace once more.


Dralor turned in his chair on the bridge of the dreadnought he commanded. “Reload all tubes! We have enough for one more run! Maximum charge on all warheads! Get me Revan!”


Revan’s form appeared in the holocom almost instantly.


“Well done Dralor!” Revan spoke.


“We are reloading Revan! Do we have time for another attack?”


“Stand by.”


Revan turned to Monroe. “Captain?”


“Our people are clear of the moon General!” Monroe replied looking up. “They are retreating as fast as Jasper can take them! For Force’s sake, he took them right through the core of the moon and out the other side!”


Revan grinned. “I witnessed his skills on Duxn some time ago. It appears he has only gotten better with age! Time?”


“Three minutes and twenty-four seconds!” Monroe replied.


“That is enough.” Revan spoke.


“Enough? Enough for what?” Lanni spoke from behind him. “What are you planning General?”


“A party! And the Sith are the guests of honor! Care to come!” Revan turned back to Dralor’s figure. “Dralor, hit them again!”


“General, their forces are in disarray!” Lanni snapped. “You could very well be killing injured men and women!”


Revan nodded as he turned to look at her. “Yes, I probably am.” He said. “It will be less we have to kill later! They started this war! Not us! Dralor,” Revan turned to face his friend once more. “Hit them again!”


Dralor could be seen smiling even in the holo image. “On our way!”


“Master Corna? Arren?” Revan spoke.


Corna and Arren nodded and moved to two consoles that had been vacant since Lanni had come into the plot room. She watched them as they warmed up the consoles.


“Reading all green here!” Arren spoke.


Corna nodded. “Signal is clear and strong!”


“Start the countdown!” Revan spoke. “Order all Fleet groups to begin to pull back! We will be the last to leave the sector!”


“…turning away?” Seelok asked with genuine surprise.


“Affirmative Admiral! The Republic Fleet Groups on the flanks are turning away! The two in support of the traitor’s son are also turning to run!”


“Attack!” Seelok barked. “Order all units forward at full power!”


“Admiral! The Mandalorian dreadnoughts are appearing again! They’re firing!”


“Ignore them! Go after the traitor’s son!” Seelok screamed. “Eleventh and fourteenth Fleet groups to execute a wide flanking turn to port! Ninth and Tenth Groups to starboard! Send the remaining groups directly at him! Now!”


The Sith fleet responded to the orders transmitted to them with precision and skill. Even as Dralor’s Mandalorian dreadnoughts unleashed another massive volley of the deadly ship busters into their ranks, the ships turned and headed right for Revan’s Group at full power as sister ships exploded all around them.


“Sith missiles inbound!” Monroe screamed. “Force there must be thousands of them!”


“Time?” Revan spoke calmly, though inside, his guts were churning away threatening to cause him to lose the small breakfast he had eaten this morning.


“Fifty-three seconds!” Corna called.


“Time to missile impact?”


Forty-nine seconds!” Monroe answered immediately.


Revan stepped up to the internal com and brought his hand down on the panel. “This is General Panlie! Fleet Group One, full power turn to starboard… mark! Split and run! Go! We will see you at the rendezvous!”


Monroe looked up, as THE VICTORY heeled to starboard in a gut wrenching turn that should have not been possible for a ship its size. “General! Vectors have changed! We have seven missiles inbound! Impact in twelve seconds!”


“Defensive lasers fire!” Revan barked. “Helm, turn us back! Full power to all port thrusters!”


“Too late!” Monroe yelled, reaching down and gripping the durasteel rail next to his station.


THE VICTORY lurched savagely to port, throwing bodies and equipment through the air as five of the seven anti-ship missiles impacted the shields and brought them down, enabling the trailing two missiles to plow into the aft quarter of the ship, eight decks above the engine room.


Lanni Overlet had only one second to turn and see Revan’s airborne figure flying directly at her before his two hundred plus pounds collided with her and everything went black.


“Captain! General Panlie’s ship has been hit!” The executive officer of the cruiser just in front of THE VICTORY yelled from his station.


There was no hesitation in the man’s next orders. “Helm! Bring us about! Defensive cannons open fire! Bring us alongside THE VICTORY!”


“Captain! The RECLAIMOR is turning with us! Her commander reports he will engage his tractor beam!”


“Stand by the tractor! Damage to THE VICTORY?”


“Extensive sir! Engine power appears gone, and she has no active shields! Her defensive cannons are in automated mode, and it appears she has lost lateral thrusters.”


“Engage the tractor beam! Have RECLAIMOR do the same! We must clear the system!”


“…get off me!” Lanni howled, trying to shove Revan’s body from the top of her.


Revan lifted his head quickly and suddenly the wreckage that adorned his back was tossed aside, and he slowly pulled his arms up to his sides, lifting his upper body from her inert form so that he did not smother her. He looked into her blue eyes with something akin to disgust before pushing himself to his feet and looking down at her.


“Are you hurt?” He asked.


“Now that you copped your quick feel and are off me I am fine!” Lanni shot back.


Revan chuckled. “You hold yourself in higher esteem than you truly have Ms. Overlet. I would not waste my time.”


Revan turned from her reddening face. “Corna?”


Corna pulled himself to his knees moving back to the station he occupied. “I am unhurt! The signal is still strong! Thirteen seconds!”


Revan stepped over and pulled Monroe to his feet, the Republic officer holding a nasty cut on his neck. “Captain?”


Monroe waved him off. “ I should have zigged instead of zagged. I’m fine.” He turned and he and Revan rushed over to where Arren was slowly pulling herself to her feet, holding her obviously broken arm. Her face was clenched in pain, and Revan immediately took her arm in his hands and sent the Force through her, watching as her face relaxed somewhat.


“Revan!” Corna called. “RECLAIMOR and CORUSCANT GRACE are taking us under tractor! Detonation in three… two… now!”


Revan turned to the only undamaged portal in the plot room as a massive flash of light grew and then expanded from the small moon of Sneeve. 


“It is done.” Revan said softly. “May the Force forgive me.”


The third moon of Sneeve was a barren landscape of rock and mountains. The atmosphere was made up almost entirely of hydrogen and therefore uninhabitable, yet the small moon of Sneeve was now going to buy the Republic weeks and possibly months of reprieve from the losses they had suffered so far in this war. 


The moon ruptured from within, with the help of several thousand metric tons of high explosives. As the explosion gathered strength and expanded outward, whole mountain ranges fractured across the surface of the moon, cracking open like the egg of newborn Dewback. Fissures appeared all across the planet, and enormous amounts of hydrogen gas began to vent into the atmosphere. Though small, the moon had an extremely powerful gravity well, and as this began to collapsed, the nearly three thousand Sith warships in the area began to feel its effect.


Like the death of Malachor V, the death of the moon of Sneeve caused massive gravitational fluxes to begin pulsing throughout the area, and as the moon died its final death, billons of shards of razor sharp rock splintered and were tossed through space like the lasers that had recently dotted the sky.


Admiral Seelok stood on the bridge of his ship, eyes wide and watched the death of the moon and the death of three quarters of his attacking fleet, as the gravity combined with the chunks of rock now sizzling through space decimated his fleets. His hundreds of ships began to splinter apart or be shredded by the moons pieces as they lanced through the stars. He could hear the screams of his officers and men on the com as they died brutal slow deaths.


“Admiral, gravitational forces are shifting around us!” His intelligence officer yelled. “We must withdraw!”


Seelok felt his huge Interdictor class ship shudder as the massive fluxes of gravity reached out for him even as he looked on from three light years away.


“Signal all remaining ships to pull back! Pull them back ten light years! Do it now!” Seelok screamed.


Natal gripped the rail as the ship shuddered again. “We must follow them!” He barked.


Seelok turned to him. “Then take a shuttle and go!” He snapped. “Between the gravity wells now erupting and the flying shards of rock from the destroyed moon you will last perhaps a minute!”


“But…”


Look around you Lord Natal!” Seelok barked. “Fully three thousand of our ships were within range of that moon when the son of Revan destroyed it. They are gone! Destroyed! We must pull back before the gravity wells pull us in closer and do the same to us.”


“What are you saying?”


“I’m saying that we never expected Revan’s son to blow up a moon! The gravity wells alone will render passage through this corridor of space lethal. He has closed down our attack.” Seelok spoke.


“Impossible!” Natal stammered.


“No. Very possible. You know as well as I what they are capable of! And he has just shown it. They will sacrifice much to hold us back! Even so much as rendering anything we conquer unusable to us! We must pull back, reconstitute our forces, and devise another attack plan!”


“That could take weeks!” Natal argued.


Seelok nodded. “Yes. But we can replace what we have lost. They can not. Time is on our side!”


Seelok turned and walked off the bridge of his ship, leaving Natal to stare at the death throes of thousands of ships as they were swallowed up and crushed by the newly formed gravity wells.


His Master would not be pleased.

CHAPTER ONE
DUXN

QUEEN TALIA’S ENCAMPMENT

“…Sith Admiral in command has moved his control center to the palace majesty.” The senior Onderon Military officer spoke as they stood around the makeshift command center buried in the mountains. “It’s heavily guarded, but it will be of little matter. We can use the secret tunnels and entrances to saturate the palace with our forces within two hours. Once the order is given to move, we can retake the palace quickly.”


Talia nodded. “How many men do we have left General?”


The General met her eyes. “Twenty-six thousand your majesty.” He replied. “Spread out over five different locations, all similar to this command center. I have had them remain primarily underground to avoid Sith recon probes.”

Talia shook her head slowly. “Out of nearly one million men under arms.” She spoke softly. “I assume most of our fleet departed the area when the attack came?”


“As your last order indicated Majesty. They rendezvoused with Ordo’s fleet as per your instructions.” The General replied.


“At least we still have them.” She spoke. “We have established coded communications with the survivors on Duxn. Lady Brianna is alive and in command, but her condition is deteriorating quickly. She was severely injured in the initial attack, and is using the Force to sustain herself. Revan’s assassin droid reports he has done what he can for her, but she will be too weak to heal herself soon.” She pointed to the holo map in front of her. “What is the condition of the Medical Center?”


“Surprisingly they left it completely intact. No doubt to use it for their own purposes. It has several hundred injured Sith soldiers now occupying it, with very little security.” The General replied.


“Good. Dispatch enough men you feel will be able to secure it with minimum damage, and move them into position. Also, have the rest of our forces move into the tunnels and passages under the palace.” Talia spoke her voice excited and filled with passion.


“Have you received a message Majesty?” The General asked the hope in his voice very evident.


Talia looked at him and smiled. “I have General. Just one word. And it was a word I have waited to hear for some weeks.”


“I’m listening.” The General spoke.


“The word was Tomorrow.” She told him.


The Onderonian General could not contain the vicious smile that split his face. He had watched as his men were brutally slain in the initial invasion that caught them off guard. Several of his own aides had to nearly drag him from the fighting to keep from being killed. Now perhaps he could get his revenge.


“I will issue the orders at once!” He said.


“General… inform our men that the Sith are to be offered no mercy or quarter. They invaded our world, and now they must pay for their actions.” Talia spoke firmly.


The General nodded. “They would have it no other way Majesty.”


They entered the system undetected two weeks prior to this moment. They looked like small pieces of asteroid, no more than fifty meters big, and the surface pitted and scarred as any asteroid would appear. Using heavily shielded thrusters, they had laboriously moved to the locations they currently occupied over that two week period, sometimes moving no faster than five meters an hour. To the naked eye they appeared as any rock in space would appear, and to any ship sensors with the sensitivity to pick them up would disregard them as space rocks and nothing more. They held no life signs, no energy readings and were too small to pose any kind of threat.


They appeared just as they were built to appear. Harmless. The fact remained, these two rocks were far from harmless.


As the Sith fleet occupying Onderon would find out in the next few hours.


Inside the hollowed out center of these rocks two astromech droids powered up. They detached from their umbilical units and rolled on noiseless wheels to the three small control panels. They were preprogrammed for their mission, and simply plugged into the computer jacks with male connectors that extended from their main housings. The small interior of the rock was dimly lit, and several small computers came online. With just two simple turns of their utility arms, the two rocks began emitting a low frequency electro magnetic pulse throughout the system. The pulse was undetectable unless sensors were attuned to the exact frequency, and even then, the pulse would jump from frequency to frequency if discovered.


In approximately two minutes the pulse began filtering into the systems of the Sith Attack Fleet orbiting Onderon.


Three minutes later, the cascade failures began on the ships.


The Officer of the Deck was sitting in the small lounge off the bridge of the Sith Command ship in the Onderon system. He was a human male born and raised on Coruscant and thoroughly indoctrinated into the Sith way of thinking. He had gone with Revan after the end of the Mandalorian Wars, and had been corrupted by the teachings and promises of the Sith. He was also only one of thousands of remnant Sith officers who would love to be the one to kill their former leader after he abandoned them.


The lights in the lounge flickered heavily, causing him to look up from the data pad he was reading. He was a professional military officer, and it was because of this that he had risen so far in the New Sith Order. He was respected by those of Pure Sith blood for his ruthlessness and tactical expertise. He reached for the com panel next to the chair.


“Watch Officer this is the OOD. Is there a problem?”


“Ah… we don’t know sir.”


“The lighting in the lounge just flickered heavily for several seconds.”


“Yes sir. There was a power surge through all the ships systems. It has affected operating systems ship wide.”


“What do you mean ship wide?” The OOD asked, the data pad now forgotten.


“We have lost all communications sir, sensors are offline, and there has been a power overload in weapons systems.” The Watch Officer answered. “I have ordered repair crews to their stations.”


The OOD nodded. “How soon before our systems are repaired?”


“The Chief Engineer is estimating only two hours sir.” The Watch Officer replied. “He is starting on the weapons systems first.”


“The Admiral is due back from the surface at 1000 hours. I want all repairs completed before that time or there will be heads rolling.”  


“I will inform the Chief Engineer sir.”


The OOD nodded and removed his hand from the Com panel. He looked out the lounge’s large viewing port, taking in the dozens of majestic looking ships in the Sith Attack Fleet. A smile crossed his lips before he turned his head back to the data pad. He read for a few more minutes before rising to move to the dispenser. He entered the code for tea, with the proper amounts of cream and sugar, and then lifted the cup from the small dispenser. He turned, lifting the tea to his lips, his eyes going to the viewing port out of habit.


His hand froze in place as his keen eyes detected the hundreds of points of light entering the system and dropping from hyperspace right on the edge of his fleet. His brow furrowed in confusion, for the ships configuration looked vaguely familiar to him. His mind raced through the specs and designs of ships that he knew and suddenly it hit him.


“Mandalorian!” He gasped his tea dropping from his hands as he dashed for the Com panel.


His mind formed the words as the internal channel opened, but the words never left his mouth as nine Mandalorian Ship Busters slammed into the side of his Interdictor Class Capital ship, rupturing massive holes in the superstructure of the ship, including right above where the lounge was. His mouth was still trying to form the words as his body was smashed into the bulkhead in front of him by the nose of the Ship Buster missile, pushing in front of it several inches of durasteel and shards of plexiclear from the hull. These pieces shredded his body as it was punched through the wall of the lounge and into the bridge. His brain sent him the signals of seeing the looks on the face of the bridge crew milliseconds before the missile detonated and incinerated the entire bridge deck and the upper and lower four decks surrounding it.


The Third Battle of Onderon had begun.


The man known by a few as Canderous Ordo.


The man known by more as The Mandalore.


Leader of the remaining clans of Mandalorian warriors, remnants of a warrior race brought to near extinction during the war with Revan and the Republic. He had been a General then, directing his ships and his clan at the behest of Mandalore the Ultimate. They had invaded the Republic, thinking an easy war would follow. And in the beginning, it was pitifully easy. The Republic was weak, only a decade since the Great Sith War against Exar Kun had passed when he and his people invaded.


It was not to be however, as the Jedi Revan soon took control of the battered and demoralized Republic forces and turned them into warriors equal to the Mandalorians in nearly every way. It was Revan who beat back the Mandalorian invasion and ultimately killed Mandalore the Ultimate in single combat, and then very nearly destroyed their entire race at Malachor V.


Canderous and the survivors of the war were stripped of their weapons and released, only to wander as mercenaries and thugs. Canderous was no different until he joined forces with the young Jedi to escape the city world of Taris. Canderous had always seen something in the Jedi warrior he traveled with, something dark and something wise. His eyes had been the final give away, as they spoke of battles and wisdom no Jedi his age should have had. Canderous knew then that he traveled with someone great. It was only after discovering that he followed Revan himself that Canderous’s life changed. This was the redeemed Revan. The Jedi he and his people had fought across countless worlds and systems. This was the man that had brought his people to their knees. 


This was the friend Canderous had never had.


He had followed Revan’s instructions after their battle for the Star Forge. He had gathered the remaining clans on the moon of Duxn. He hadn’t understood why at the time, but Revan had earned his trust. 


Watching as his vast fleet of Mandalorian, Onderonian, and Republic warships dropped from hyperspace inside the Onderon system, he finally understood why Revan had made him do those things nearly thirty years ago. This was the war that the Mandalorians would be honored for. This was the war that would once more bring his people to prominence. This was the war that all Mandalorian warriors would be remembered for fighting long after their bones were ashes on some barren world. And this is the war and glory he would pass on to his son when he was born.


Canderous Ordo had never left a friend to fend for themselves. He had made many friends on the world of Onderon, and now he would return to avenge their honorable deaths.


“Report!” He barked from the bridge of the LICTOR-Class dreadnought WAR MOUNT that was his flagship.


“Sensors indicate the pulses worked Mandalore!” The tech yelped excitedly. “The entire Sith fleet is blind and helpless!”


Canderous smile was that of a Krayt Dragon about to take a large bite out of its Bantha dinner.


“Order all ships to fire! Every anti-ship missile we have! Fire them all, and then reload and fire again!” Canderous turned to the tech. “And turn loose the Basilisks!”


The fleet Canderous commanded was nearly a thousand ships strong, ranging in size from his dreadnought to the sleek corvettes. The space around Onderon became as bright as a sun as every ship under his command launched their full load of anti-ship missiles at the hapless Sith fleet. Nine of the missiles the WAR MOUNT fired found the Sith command ship, and Canderous watched from his bridge with a feral grin as the command ship shattered into millions of pieces in a blinding explosion. 


It was the first of hundreds. 


The Pure Sith Admiral stepped onto the balcony of the Royal Palace of Onderon, his yellow eyes scanning the city below. As he stepped up to the rail, his brow furrowed as he could not see one human in the streets below. Usually at this time of the evening, they crowded the square, begging for food or medical attention. Now all he could see were his soldiers, and they were all looking at the sky. His gaze followed theirs, and comprehension hit him first as he saw the blossoms of light in the space above Onderon, as well as the thin streaks of light that crisscrossed the sky. He knew immediately what was happening, and he ran from the balcony screaming orders to his officers, threatening dire consequences and death. He didn’t stop until he was in the courtyard of the palace, and once more his eyes turned skyward. He could feel his blood begin to boil as he looked around at his troops gaping into the evening sky.


“Take your defensive positions!” He screamed, waving his arms. “We are…”


The new sound reached his ears, and he looked up once more only to see hundreds of fiery dots falling through the atmosphere. They saturated the sky all around and at first he thought a ship had somehow been destroyed and was falling into the atmosphere.


That was until he saw the hundreds of fiery dots begin to maneuver in different directions, and blue and yellow streaks of light began to reach out from them as they fell. His eyes grew wider as one such streak of light slammed into the anti-air defense tower one hundred meters away and blew massive chunks of duracrete and steel in all directions killing the crew instantly.


“Basilisk War Droids!” He gasped. “Impossible!”


He discovered how wrong he was as the massive insect shaped droids began firing braking thrusters and landing all around him with violent quakes of the ground. Even more surprising was the size of these Basilisks. They dwarfed the Basilisk War Droids of the Mandalorian Wars by a factor of three, and as he watched slack jawed, he understood why.


The rear ramp on the nearest two Basilisks came down, and he saw the recognizable blue and red armor of Mandalorian Elite Shock troopers. They were the spearhead of any invasion the Mandalorians had initiated during their war with the Republic, savage and nearly unstoppable in their lust for battle. While those smaller Basilisks held two or perhaps three Mandalorian troops this newer kind disgorged nearly two full companies of these troops their weapons ablaze as they fell upon his soldiers in the streets with war cries that he could hear even under their helmeted heads.


The Admiral whirled when he heard explosions within the palace itself, and he could see flashes through the windows of Onderonian troops within the palace, engaged with his security forces inside. He turned back hearing the war cry almost upon him, and he saw the blue armor clad Mandalorian only meters away, rushing him with a wicked looking vibrosword in his hands. 


The Pure Sith Admiral snarled and lifted his hand to blast the offending Mandalorian away with his limited control of the Force. The Mandalorian soldier went sprawling to the side, but still very much alive as he struggled to his feet. The Admiral stepped up to him quickly, ripping the vibrosword from his hands with enormous strength. The Mandalorian looked up at him as he raised the vibrosword for a killing blow. Strangely, the Mandalorian did not look away as he swung the blade down with all his might.


His eyes grew even wider when his downward swing was halted by the blazing silver blade of a lightsaber. His eyes snapped up, as there were no Jedi reported to be anywhere near Onderon, and he looked into the grey eyes of the massive Mandalorian wearing only dark gray Jedi robes. The Jedi’s face twisted into a feral snarl, and with a flick of his wrist, he shoved the vibrosword aside and snapped his silver lightsaber through the Admiral’s arm just above the elbow joint.


The Admiral staggered back, pain searing through his body, as he clutched at the stump of his right arm. He did the only thing he could and he turned and ran.


The Mandalorian Jedi helped the trooper to his feet. “You forgot that Rev told us they might have Force powers.” The young man said.


“I did not forget Eli.” The Mandalorian trooper told him, reclaiming his vibrosword from the severed arm of the Sith Admiral. “I knew you were there.”


Nineteen year old Eli Shaman smiled. He was one of only two dozen Mandalorian children born Force sensitive. His father currently served Lord Dacen in his fleet, his mother a Duxn Jedi of Onderonian birth, currently serving under Lady Bastila. Eli had spent the last thirteen years of his life on Rakatan training among the Duxn Masters to control his power. He was now considered one of the finest lightsaber duelists among the Duxn Jedi, and he remembered fondly the three times he was able to spar with Lord Revan’s son when he visited Rakatan. Though he had been beaten soundly all three times, Eli had learned from each encounter, and held more respect for Lord Revan and his son then most living men and women. He had been put in command of the Mandalorian Jedi, all nineteen of them that had chosen to learn the ways of a Jedi, and they were the elite scouts of Rev Junior’s Guardian Division. They had been assigned to the retaking of Onderon due to their familiarity with the planet.


“Mandalore will be happy we caught the leader.” Eli spoke.


“We haven’t caught him yet!” The Mandalorian trooper said.


Eli Shaman leaped into the night air in a Force assisted jump, covering the distance between him and the fleeing Pure Sith Admiral in only a second. He drove the Sith Admiral into the ground with a shove of his large hand, the Pure Sith leader slamming hard into the packed earth face first, blood erupting from his smashed nose. The admiral saw only a few stars in his eyes before blackness washed over him.


Eli turned back to the Mandalorian trooper fifty meters behind him. “You were saying.” He shouted.


The Mandalorian trooper shook his head as more explosions and weapons fire filled the night in and around Iziz. Eli could see the people of Onderon pouring from their homes into the streets, now carrying weapons and looking for revenge. He also saw citizens of Iziz rushing to his fallen comrades to attempt to help them in whatever way they could.


Eli reached down and grabbed the Pure Sith Admiral by the back of his uniform none to gently. “Come Admiral… you have a meeting to attend.”
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“…tell us how many casualties have been reported Chancellor?”


Brose looked at the man who had asked the question. “Initial reports have not yet come in, however I have spoken with General Panlie on THE VICTORY. He informed me he has suffered three dead and forty-two wounded from an enemy missile attack as they were evacuating from the Sneeve system.”


“Chancellor did you sanction this action? Were you aware of what General Panlie’s plan entailed?”


“I approved this action yes.” Brose spoke. “After conferring with Admiral Onasi and other senior Republic military officers on my staff it was determined that this action was the only way to keep the Sith from opening a clear path into the Core worlds.”


“So you have no problem that this event has condemned perhaps millions of people.” Another reporter asked. “Relief ships will now have to detour weeks out of the way to reach some of these planets.”


“This event as you call it has saved billions of lives. Lives that would have been at risk and lost if the Sith were granted a clear path to the Core worlds. I believe I just said that already.” Brose replied.


“How many ships were involved? Can you provide detail on the forces used in the battle?”


The Chancellor held up his hand and motioned to his aide off to the side. “I will not reveal the constitution of forces involved, but my aide is now passing around a very general chronological sequence of events.” Brose looked around and pointed to the Twi’lek female. “Yes?”


“Chancellor, do you have any idea of enemy casualties?” She asked.


Brose shook his head. “I did not ask for any.”


“Do you care?” The Twi’lek female posed the follow up question.


Brose tilted his head to the left somewhat before returning her gaze. “Not in the least.” He answered, causing small murmurs to wash over the crowd of reporters. He turned to a Neimoidian reporter. “Yes?”


“Chancellor, is there any truth to the rumors now being passed around, that this is actually an attempt by General Revan Panlie to reclaim his title as Dark Lord?” The Neimoidian asked.


Brose shook his head. “Those rumors are lies. There is no truth in them whatsoever.”


“Are you positive Chancellor?”


Brose’s eyes narrowed and he turned to another aide behind him and spoke quietly. The aide nodded and Brose looked back at the gathered HoloNews reporters. “This is an image of what General Panlie’s son came face to face with near Sneeve.”


The room became deathly quiet as the massive image was displayed on the wall behind Brose. The moon was there, as were thousand upon thousands of Sith warships. Brose got to his feet and pointed at the image. 


“As you all can see, this is what General Panlie’s son confronted at Sneeve. The Sith had only one intent. Destroy him and his force and open a clear corridor into the Core Worlds of this Republic. And General Panlie’s son also holds the rank of General of the Republic, a title which he has earned, and I would appreciate it if everyone used this title.” Brose swept his hand in front of the picture. “Do you honestly think that if General Panlie’s father was attempting to reclaim his former title as Darth Revan that I would be standing here giving you this briefing? Those ships you see in this image would now be orbiting Coruscant, and not space junk.”


“Chancellor it could be a very elaborate scheme to…”


“Yes… yes… an elaborate scheme to seize control. I’ve been hearing those very same rumors since the day Revan confronted the Senate. They are false. Do you have a question in regards to pertinent events?” Brose asked, and his tone of voice shut the Neimoidian journalist up quickly.


“Chancellor, can you tell us what role the Jedi will play in this war?”


“I would think that is already obvious.” Brose replied. “They have been defenders of this Republic since its inception. And they are out there now, defending.”


“It’s been said that the Jedi Temple here on Coruscant is heavily fortified and under guard of Mandalorian and Wookiee forces.”


“That’s correct.” Brose said.


“Do you control the Jedi Chancellor?”


“The Jedi Order does not fall under the control of this office or the Republic Senate. I have worked with Master Vandar Tokare hand in hand since this started, and he has not refused a request of mine since the war began. My office and the Jedi Order are working side by side in this fashion.” Brose replied.


“What are you feelings toward the Jedi Chancellor?” A reporter asked from the back of the room.


“They have defended this Republic for millennia.” Brose answered. “And while some of their Order have turned bad, their sacrifices and good deeds through the centuries by far outweighed the bad.” Brose turned as an aide came up to him and whispered in his ear. Brose looked at the man surprised. “You are sure?”

“The report comes from Admiral Ordo himself Chancellor.” The aide replied.

Brose’s face split with a smile and he nodded turning back to the gather HoloNet News reporters. “I have just been informed that Onderon is in the process of being retaken by a combination of Mandalorian, Republic and Onderonian resistance forces. The initial report sent has confirmed the destruction of their fleet in the area, and the fighting in the city of Iziz and the surrounding areas is continuing. Queen Talia is alive and regaining control of her planet as we speak.”


The roar of questions from the reporters made Brose want to laugh.


“…do not know what our current location is.” Lanni spoke as she back down the corridor, the camera remote keeping pace with her. “As you can see from the smoke, THE VICTORY sustained heavy damage, and the repair crews are working feverishly to conduct the repairs. The missile attack took place as we were evacuating the Sneeve system, and claimed the lives of three crewmen and injured nearly a hundred.


“I have learned from sources that the Sith forces suffered heavy damage and were given no warning as to what would happen. Revan’s fleet open fire at long range without giving the Sith a chance to retreat or communicate with us. I can only guess at the casualties suffered by the Sith forces when the moon was destroyed. I was told I could find the son of the former Dark Lord Revan in the engine room and that is where we are heading now.”


The camera remote stayed active as they rounded another corner and went through a door into THE VICTORY’s engine room. Lanni could see men and women scurrying around the many systems doing repairs and attempting to restore main power to their engines. She noticed the short female Twi’lek by the large control console and walked over to her.


“Excuse me?”


The Twi’lek, who wore the uniform of a Lieutenant Commander, turned to look at her. “Yes?” Her dazzling yellow eyes narrowed somewhat. “Do I know you?”


“Lanni Overlet, HoloNet News Corporation.”


The Twi’lek’s eyes softened and her face lit up. “You’re the reporter!” She exclaimed.


Lanni smiled. “Yes, that would be me.” She answered. “Who are you?”


“Lieutenant Commander Ariea Bnol. Chief Engineer.” The young woman replied proudly.


Lanni looked very surprised. “Chief Engineer? You… you’re a Twi’lek. I thought…”


Ariea’s eyes took on an angry glare to them. “You thought what? That all Twi’lek females are slaves and dancing girls?”


“No… I mean… I’m sorry… I…” Lanni fumbled for the words, but the damage had already been done.


“What are you doing in my engine room?” Ariea asked, her tone now one of professional annoyance.


“I… I was told I could find the Dark Lord’s son here.” Lanni said.


Ariea crossed her arms over her ample chest and looked at the male Twi’lek tech that shadowed Lanni with utter contempt. The male Twi’lek could not meet her burning gaze, as the males of his race were usually the dominant over the females. This case was very different. Ariea had worked very hard to get to her current position, enduring the torments and taunts and lustful looks from so many males she had lost count after three thousand. When THE VICTORY became the son of Revan’s flagship, he had immediately impressed her by addressing her as an equal, and not staring at her chest when he did, though she had heard that his wife was well endowed as well.


“There is no son of a Dark Lord in my engine room.” Ariea spat. “You are mistaken.”


“Revan’s son.” Lanni spoke, Ariea’s reply to her question not really sinking in. “Revan Panlie? The former Dark Lord of the Sith? His son. I was told he was here.”


“General Panlie is currently inside the secondary plasma conduit installing a new circuit board.” Ariea replied, emphasizing the word General. “Is there something I can help you with?”


“No… I…” Lanni began, but was cut off as the tall muscular figure slid from the open end of the conduit covered in dirt and grease.


“Try it now Ariea.” Revan spoke as he stood up straight, seeing Lanni and her assistant.


Ariea turned to look at him. He was shirtless, but even under the dirt and grease, his chiseled chest and abdomen sent shivers through her. She envied his wife. What it must be like to be held in those arms. Ariea began talking, her personal thoughts put aside.


“You connected both circuits?”


“Yep.”


“And there was no power surge?”


“Nope.”


“ Then why did it short out?” Ariea wondered aloud.


“There were micro fissures in the outer casing.” Revan answered her. “When we took the missile hits, they fractured and a small sliver touched the power connector.”


“Sith spit! I hate shipyard technicians!” Ariea spat.


Revan laughed softly. “It’s fixed now. When we get to Kashyyyk, let’s get the entire relay replaced ok?”


Ariea nodded. “I’ll see to it myself General.”


“Inform Captain Monroe that main power will be back on line in a few moments and let’s set course for Kashyyyk.”


“Yes sir.”


Revan turned to look at Lanni. “Can I help you Ms. Overlet?”


Lanni tore her eyes away from his chest and looked at him, her cheeks reddening slightly. She silently thanked the dim lighting in the engine room. “Why are you crawling around a conduit with no shirt on General?”


“The plasma wears the conduit into a smooth glass like surface. My skin acts as a natural brake. If I wore clothes I would slide back down the conduit.” Revan replied, pulling his shirt back on.


“Do you normally crawl around conduits fixing things?” Lanni asked.


“Most of Ariea’s repair crews are sealing the hull breaches on deck twenty where the missiles hit. I was available.” Revan pulled on his utility belt and Lanni saw the pouches and lightsabers attached to it. “What is it you want?”


“I was wondering if I could interview you now about the attack and your destruction of the moon.” Lanni said.


“I’m rather busy Ms. Overlet.” Revan answered. “Perhaps another time.”


“Listen…!” Lanni blurted out before catching herself. She was not used to people saying no to her. “I was told I would have your full corporation General. The Chancellor has ordered that we be allowed on every command ship in the fleet.”


Revan nodded. “Yes, he did. However, that does not mean I have to include you in anything. Nor does it mean you are suddenly privy to information you should not have. And nor does it make you my new best friend, able to interview me at your whim. I have two hundred thousand lives I am responsible for Ms. Overlet. Do not presume that you take priority over them when it concerns my time.” Revan stepped up to her, making her back up slightly until her body came in contact with the bulkhead. “You do not.”


Lanni looked at him, her blue eyes blazing. “What about the millions of people you have condemned to die with your actions. Your destruction of the moon now means that any sort of relief efforts have to detour nearly a month out of the way to reach them.”


Revan nodded slowly. “Yes, a regrettable circumstance of my actions will be that many will die without the relief supplies we were providing. Another circumstance of my actions is that the Sith will now need to find another way to invade the Core Worlds, saving far more lives.” Revan tilted his head slightly. “I’ll take my decision over the alternative. Good day Ms. Overlet.”


Revan turned and walked out of the engine room. Lanni turned to her tech. “Did you get all that?” She asked.


The tech nodded. “Every bit.” He replied with a smile.
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“…was all General Panlie, son of the former Dark Lord Revan, had to say about the events that transpired today. The numbers of Sith casualties are not known, and may never be known. Republic commanders are calling today’s events a victory. Who exactly is the victor? Certainly not the millions of refugees that will perish because of the actions of one man.

“This is Lanni Overlet, reporting from THE VICTORY, command ship of the Republic 6th Combined Corp.”

Brose turned to his aide as he shook his head. “Who is this young woman?” He asked.


“Her father is the senior Senator from Metellos Jamus Overlet.” The aide replied handing over the data pad. “He sits on several over site committees. He was also one of the nine Senators that voted no to mobilizing for war. His decision, he tells anyone who will listen, is that he does not trust Master Revan. He believes this is all just an elaborate scheme for him to reclaim his title of Dark Lord and seize control of the Republic.” 


Brose shook his head slowly and turned to the two Jedi in the room with him. “This could blossom into a very large problem.” He said.


Jolee met the Chancellor’s eyes. “What is the feeling of the Senate?”


“They know it needed to be done.” Brose replied. “As distasteful as it was. Allowing the Sith a free shot at the Core Worlds was too much to risk.”


“I have known and fought with Revan for nearly thirty-five years.” Jolee spoke. “Since the Star Forge mission during the Jedi Civil War. If you could have seen the look on his face when he discovered he was Revan… it…”


Brose held up his hand. “Master Bindo… this is not something you need to convince me of. I was in the Senate the day he drove his lightsabers into my platform. I saw the passion in his eyes when he spoke of the Republic.”


“Can we transfer this young woman off Rev’s ship? To another command ship perhaps?” Jolee asked.


Brose shook his head. “That would only add more fuel to the fire. Master Revan’s son does not appear to be much of a diplomat.”


Jolee couldn’t help but smile. “No. He has too much of his father in him.”


“It is obvious this young woman shares her father’s beliefs in regards to Master Revan. And it appears she does not trust young Revan either.” Brose said rising from his chair and going to the wide expanse of window that overlooked the skyline of Coruscant. “The nine Senators who voted no to war wanted to negotiate with the Sith. They wanted to know what it was the Sith wanted from us. They are an extremely small group, yet Senator Overlet seems to have friends in many places. He and his daughter could fracture the unity we have if this war continues for an extended period.”


“What do you suggest Chancellor?” Jolee asked. “Because there is no reason to expect this will be a short war.”


Brose turned to look at him. “Yes, I agree with you on that point.” He said. “Allow me to think about this for a time. We can talk more at the official command briefing next week on Kashyyyk.”


Jolee nodded and got to his feet. “In the meantime I will talk with Rev and have him do his utmost to keep the young lady happy.”


Brose nodded. “That might be a good idea.”


Jolee bowed his head, and left the office with his assistant walking beside him. Brose turned to his aide. “I want you to gather everything we have on Senator Overlet, every scrap of information that can be obtained. I will not allow him to be a distraction with the lies he is putting out. We need to stay focused and in control. I fear this will be a long war, and I will not have scavengers nipping at my heels trying to break apart what we have built.”


The aide nodded. “Should I assign someone to watch him?”


Brose shook his head. “No not yet. We will wait until a battle is lost, and they will come. Then we will act on what he has to say.” Brose turned back to look out the window again. “I will not allow one man to bring down the only hope this Republic has. I won’t.”


CHAPTER SEVEN

THE VICTORY

2.7 LIGHT YEARS FROM KASHYYYK

“…don’t like the woman.” Revan spoke to the holo image of his father. “She’s pompous and arrogant, and does not care who knows it. She actually had the backbone to stand in front of my Chief Engineer after insinuating that Twi’lek females were nothing more then slaves and dancers. I don’t like her!”


Revan smiled within the image. “That is abundantly clear son.” He spoke, leaning forward in his chair. “However, thanks to the Chancellor, we have an opportunity to use the HoloNet as a source of Intelligence.”


“I know father, but just being in the same room as her rubs me the wrong way.” Revan said.


“The Chancellor has sent me all the information on her father that they could gather. It appears Senator Overlet has a very big grudge against the Jedi as a whole, and me in particular.” Revan senior explained. “The Chancellor’s people are working on finding out what it was that turned him against the Jedi; in the meantime you have to tolerate her.”


Revan stopped pacing and returned to the chair behind the desk and took a long sip of his caffa. His father waited patiently while his son turned things over in his head. Revan finally nodded. “As you wish father, I will tolerate her. But I will not allow her access to sensitive material, as she seems to think she is allowed.”


Revan senior nodded. “I wouldn’t expect you too.” He said. “And don’t leave her in Arren’s care! She is even more non-tolerant than you, and I don’t want the girl hurt for Force sakes.”


Rev grinned and shook his head. “You know me too well father.” He said.


“No. It’s what I would have done in your shoes.” His father answered with a chuckle. “What’s your location?”


“We should be arriving at Kashyyyk in the morning.” Revan replied. “I don’t want to push THE VICTORY too hard until our repairs are complete.”


“Well… you’ll be happy to know that Anja and your mother will join you there.” Revan senior spoke. “Your mother is escorting Nomi and Vima Sunrider to Rakatan, and they will stop off on Kashyyyk. They wish to meet with you.”


Revan looked at the image of his father. “Why would they want to meet with me?”


His father shook his head. “I have no idea. Perhaps your mother does, but she is not saying. Anja wanted to surprise you, and that is why she said nothing to you. I will be joining you at the end of the week with the Chancellor. Your Uncle Canderous has retaken Duxn, and even captured a senior Admiral of Pure Sith blood. Brianna is severely wounded, but she will live. Canderous is moving her to Kashyyyk on a medical ship. She has expended great amounts of Force power to keep her body operating. It amazes me she has survived as long as she has.”


“She is Echani, father.” Rev spoke. “And next to mother, she is the strongest willed woman I have ever known.”


His father nodded. “That she is. Dacen has reached out with some contacts he has within Hutt space, those that have not been killed. They will try to determine how badly our actions have hurt them. I’m on my way to Dubrillion to meet with Mace and your brother. They have stumbled across something that could very well lead us to the Sith shipyards.”


“You are not going to conduct your attack?” Rev asked.


His father shook his head. “I have delayed it for now. We did more damage than I thought we would and I want to see how they react. Another sneak attack behind their lines might be pushing our luck just a bit too far. And your mother would never forgive me if I got myself killed. I have my people conducting very passive patrols, trying to learn as much as they can without engaging them.”


“I left three frigates in the vicinity of Sneeve with orders to observe only, and retreat to avoid confrontation.” Rev said. “I sincerely doubt they are dumb enough to try and transit the sector now, with so many active gravity wells.”


“Good. What of the prisoner you took?” His father asked.


“I have him locked down in the brig under constant watch.” Rev answered.


“The Guardian you left in command of the trainees on Rakatan, Eli Shaman, he was with Canderous in the ground assault of Iziz and when they caught the Admiral. He reported that the Pure Sith seem to have some form of control over the Force, but it does not manifest itself outwardly. The Admiral used a weak form of Force wave to stun a Mandalorian shock trooper, but that’s all it did.”


Rev nodded. “I will have Master Corna delve into that further.”


“Do not be angry with Anja for not telling you Rev.” His father spoke. 


Revan smiled. “I could sense her excitement. I knew something was happening. I could never be angry with her.”


“When were you going to tell your mother and I that she is carrying your child?” Revan senior asked.


Rev looked at the image of his father. “You know?”


His father chuckled. “She may be a powerful Jedi, and you have taught her to mask her aura well, almost too well. But she can not hide it from me. Your child’s aura burns brighter than she knows inside her. It echoes within our place in the Force.”


“We had hoped to tell everyone at a more appropriate time.” Rev said. “Does mother know?”


“Your mother has never been able to breach that place within our minds son, you know that, as much as she has tried over the years.” Revan spoke with a smile. “I suggest you tell her soon however.”


Rev nodded. “We will tell her on Kashyyyk.” He said deciding quickly. “She will dote on Anja to no end.”


Revan laughed. “That she will.” He said. “I want to keep them together Rev.” His father spoke. “We can not keep them out of this war, as much as we would like too, however they do compliment each other well. What your mother lacks in combat skills, Anja makes up for, and what Anja lacks in mastery of the Force, your mother balances out. It is an uncanny balance really.”


Rev nodded. “I’ve noticed that.” He answered. “And as long as it is satisfactory with them I have no problems. You do realize father that once they deliver Master Sunrider and her daughter to Rakatan, they will want to become more involved in the war.”


His father nodded. “I know. We will deal with that when the time comes. For now, we must continue to build our strength and find those shipyards. Stop in and see Zaalbar when you get to Kashyyyk. He hasn’t seen you in some time, and I want to know how he is making out after that assassin took his arm.”


Rev nodded. “I will let you know. And if we get anything from the assassin or the Admiral, I will advise you as well.”


“I’ll see you soon son.” Revan spoke. “May the Force be with you.”


“And you father.”


Nomi Sunrider had never been to Kashyyyk, and standing on the landing platform now, she gazed in awe at the towering trees all around them. She could sense the mass of life flowing through the vines and plants, as well as the animals far below on the forest floor.


They had left Rhen Var and boarded the Mandalorian cruiser for the trip here, and while onboard the cruiser the Mandalorian engineers had designed and built her a hover chair, which she now sat in. It was sleek in its design, hovering only inches above the platform surface, the control panel within easy reach, with several compartments and hanging pouches that held items Nomi deemed necessary. Her single lightsaber, something she had not drawn in nearly half a century, rested in a special pouch on the armrest of the chair. If needed, she could draw it in the blink of an eye.


Bastila stood on one side of the chair, Vima on the other. Anja stood a little ways in front of them, anxiously looking into the stars above the trees for any sign of the shuttle that was bringing her husband to her. Surrounding them at a discrete distance was a combined security detail of Mandalorian and Wookiee troops, all alertly watching the area around them. After the failed assassination attempts against Zaalbar, Revan and Master Vandar, the Wookiees had cleaned house, checking and double checking their security. They had rooted out three additional spies among the traders on Kashyyyk, and those spies had never been heard from again.


Nomi looked at Bastila. “Bastila these Mandalorians soldiers and the Wookiees surprise me” She began. “They seem to hold you and your husband in very high regard. How did that come about?”


“The Wookiee Chieftain Zaalbar was part of our crew in the Battle of the Star Forge.” Bastila answered. “As was Canderous Ordo, the new Mandalore. Zaalbar had sworn a life debt to Revan after he rescued him from slavers on Taris. When we left Dantooine that first time, our first stop was here on Kashyyyk. It was under the thumb of Czerka, and the Wookiees were being sold as slave labor. Zaalbar’s brother was working with Czerka, selling his own people. Revan took it upon himself to set things right.”


“Right?” Vima asked curiously.


Bastila nodded. “Revan and I helped Zaalbar and his father take back power, and free their people from slavery.”


“But Kashyyyk was not part of the Republic then.” Vima said.


“No. But isn’t a Jedi’s first duty to help those in need?” Bastila replied. “The Wookiee people were oppressed in the most horrible of ways, and their own leader was doing it to them. Revan took offense to that and he helped Zaalbar and his father, regain the leadership of their people that was taken from them.”


“And you took part in this?” Nomi asked.


Bastila nodded. “Yes.”


“And the Mandalorians?”


“As I said, Canderous is the new Mandalore, and he was another who fought with us on the Star Forge. When Revan left for the Unknown Regions, he left Canderous orders to gather the remaining clans, bring them to Duxn and ready them for the battle that would return their people’s honor.” Bastila spoke. “The Mandalorians are a very honor bound society, and their tradition runs deeply in all of them. Because Revan had beaten the previous Mandalore in single combat, he alone had the right to appoint a new one. And he appointed one who is the most honorable man either of us knows. And Canderous did what Revan asked of him, and they have been close friends ever since.”


“Your travels and battles have taken you far and wide Bastila Shan.” Nomi spoke. “You have seen and done more in one lifetime than most Jedi could do in three. It is an honor to be working with you.”


Bastila looked at her and covered Nomi’s hand with her own. “The honor is mine Master Sunrider.” She said. “The honor is mine.”


“He’s coming!” Anja called excitedly, and both Nomi and Vima looked to the stars but saw no approaching shuttle.


“I see no shuttle.” Vima spoke. “Is she certain of…?”


Vima’s words were drowned out as the G-Wing shuttle lifted above the trees with a roar of its engines and settled over the wide expanse of landing platform. Slowly, it lowered expertly between the branches until its landing struts touched the platform and the bulk of the shuttle settled gently. The engines were immediately cut, and Anja sprinted forward even as the ramp came down, the whining of the engines fading to silence.


Nomi and Vima followed Bastila forward onto the platform as they watched the ramp lock into place on the ground. Both of them gasped and nearly staggered back when Revan walked quickly down the ramp and caught his wife in his arms as she raced up to him. Bastila smiled at this display of affection until she turned and saw the looks on Nomi and Vima’s faces. She turned to look at Nomi worriedly.


“Master Sunrider… are you…?”


Nomi looked at her quickly and then back to where Revan and Anja were sharing a deeply passionate kiss, Anja suspended in his arms several inches off the platform, and her arms locked around his broad shoulders. Revan’s Force aura staggered Nomi with its power and brilliance. She had never before experienced anything like it, and when added to that of his young wife, the two of them combined was nearly blinding.


“Bastila… Bastila this is your son?” Nomi gasped.


Bastila smiled gently, unsure of Nomi’s reaction. “Yes.”


Nomi looked at her. “Bastila, his aura dwarfs even yours!” She said. “He has such power within the Force radiating from him!”


Bastila looked almost embarrassed. “It does take some getting used too.” She said. “His father’s aura is just as staggering. They do try to diminish their auras when around other Force sensitive individuals.”


“His father… his father has such an aura?” Vima asked astonished.


Bastila nodded. “Yes.”


Nomi reached out and took her hand. “By the Force child, I can not begin to imagine the power he must have commanded as Dark Lord. And you faced him and brought him back to the light?” Nomi looked at her, a new glint of respect in her eyes. “You continue to impress me more and more Bastila Shan.”


Bastila smiled proudly and took her hand. “Come Master Sunrider let me introduce you to my son.”


Anja and Revan broke their kiss, Anja bringing her hands to his face and caressing his cheeks. “By the Force I have missed you so much my love.” She said her heart still racing and her lips seductively moist.


Revan kissed her again, unable to restrain himself. He hugged her to him even tighter if that was possible, and finally broke their kiss once more. “No more than I have missed you.” He spoke softly into her ear.


Anja closed her eyes reveling in his words as he held her to him, his face buried in her long hair. 


“Ahem.” The voice spoke from behind them.


Revan opened his eyes and looked beyond his wife and saw his mother standing with two older women. He slowly set Anja down, and she turned as well. “Mother.” Revan said softly, stepping up to her and embracing her. “You look well.”


Bastila touched his face with a smile. “You should have seen me after three days on Rhen Var. It was bitter.”


Revan laughed and brought her hands to his lips kissing them gently. “It did not dull your personality mother.” He said. “That is what matters.”


Bastila looked him up and down as if checking for injuries and he chuckled. “I am fine mother. Nothing more than some bumps and bruises.” He said.


“We heard of the damage to your ship.” Anja said, coming up next to him and taking his hand tightly.


Revan nodded. “We caught two missiles as we were retreating. They did extensive damage, and I lost three crewmen. Repairs are almost complete though. Dralor and Arren landed on the east platform near the repair bays. They will join us for dinner.”


Bastila nodded, sensing now was not a good time to discuss the event. She took Revan’s other hand and motioned to Nomi and Vima. “Revan, may I present Master Nomi Sunrider and her daughter Vima.”


Nomi tried to lift herself from the chair, but Revan stepped up to her quicker than she could follow and his hand on her shoulder stopped her efforts. She watched as he dropped to one knee and bowed his head. 


“It is truly an honor to meet you Master Sunrider. I always imagined one day I would meet you, though I had hoped it would be under better circumstances.” Revan spoke.


Nomi was a little taken aback by his actions. That he was considerably more powerful a Jedi than she was, his humble words touched her like no others. This was the young man who Vandar had bestowed the Heart of the Guardian. She now understood why.


“Your words warm me young Revan.” Nomi replied, touching his face. “I see your manners have not suffered in your upbringing.”


Revan met her smile. “Not possible Master Sunrider. When you have a mother and grandmother who both hail from Talravin, it’s not possible to be ill-mannered.” He said. “My grandmother had a Borbasa tree switch with my name on it if I stepped out of line.”


Nomi’s smile widened. “And how often was that?” She asked.


Revan chuckled. “More times than I care to remember actually.”


Vima looked at her mother and could not help but smile as for the first time in nearly thirty years Nomi Sunrider laughed from deep within her belly. Her eyes went to Bastila and then to Anja, both of whom had broad smiles on their faces.


Nomi took Revan’s hands in hers and squeezed them to her cheek. “Thank you Revan. I had forgotten what it was like to laugh. Thank you.” 


Revan smiled and nodded. “Well, I’m sure we can continue with that. Join us for dinner? Both of you please?” He said looking at Vima.


Nomi nodded. “I would like that.”


Revan stood and smiled. “Good. Shall we say 1900 hours?”


“That would be fine.”


“If you’ll excuse me, I have to check in with Zaalbar at my father’s request.” Revan spoke, his eyes going to the large browned hair Wookiee walking up to them. He was missing one of his arms, and gray was just touching his hair, but he was unmistakably Zaalbar. 


“Of course. I look forward to it.”


Revan stepped to the side and walked up to where Zaalbar stood. He bowed his head slightly. (Zaalbar, my father sends his greetings and inquires of your health.)


Zaalbar let out an enormous howl and took Revan in his one arm for a rib cracking hug. (I fight better with one arm!) He roared with a laugh. (You have grown son of Revan.)


Revan groaned under the Wookiee assault on his ribs, but smiled anyway and pounded Zaalbar on the shoulder. Zaalbar lowered him back to the platform, and his eyes became serious. (You have won a great victory Revan’s son. Already my people sing in our language about how you have saved Kashyyyk.)


(I did what was needed Zaalbar.) Revan spoke. (I must bear that.)


Zaalbar nodded his shaggy head. (Yes. And I will tell you what your father told me many years ago on this very platform, the day we freed my people from Czerka.) Zaalbar stepped closer to him, towering over even Revan’s six foot two inch frame. (The loss of so many will stay with you forever, but the lives that have been saved will calm the restless spirits and bring them peace.)


Revan squeezed Zaalbar’s remaining arm and nodded. (I hope so.) He said.


Zaalbar nodded. (Come I have reports from the Mandalorian you call uncle, and from the Jedi Dacen Vorsut. I was told to give them to you immediately when you arrived. They will arrive in the morning.)


Revan nodded and turned to Anja, taking her hand as Zaalbar motioned them down the platform. Nomi looked at Bastila as they walked away from them, and others filed by them from the transport.


“He speaks the Wookiee language?” Nomi asked.


Bastila nodded. “He has his father’s gift with languages.” Bastila told her. “It is amazing really, how easily the languages come to them.”


Nomi took her hand. “I would like to know more of your son Bastila Shan.” Nomi spoke. “Tell me of his childhood.”


Bastila looked at her. “We can do that at dinner.” She said.


Nomi nodded. “We can. But I want to know about what you have not shared with me, the events that have made your son who he is. I want to know about his trials.”


Bastila paused for only a second while mulling this over in his head. She finally nodded. “He did not have a normal childhood…” Bastila began as they started walking, both Nomi and Vima enthralled within the first seconds.


Lanni Overlet stepped off the transport into the oppressive heat on Kashyyyk and immediately began to sweat. She had been allowed to come down to the surface, even though her transmission equipment had been taken away from her. She was told she would be allowed to transmit at a later time under supervision. She wore a white jumpsuit, her long blond hair spilling past her shoulders. She immediately regretted putting any makeup on her face, as it was quickly streaking in the humidity. Swearing softly, she wiped her face off with a towel from her bag before she got twenty meters from the transport. She stopped to look around the landing platform, moving over to the side and glancing down. Her stomach knotted up tight and she gripped the railing even tighter. She turned quickly to one of the techs from the transport before he walked out of ear shot.


“How… how high up are we?” She asked.


The tech looked at her. “This is one of the lower landing pads on the western edge of the forest. It’s only five hundred meters to the ground.” He replied.


“Five… five hundred meters! You must be joking?” Lanni spat in disbelief. “That’s low?”


The tech smiled. “The higher ones are on the eastern perimeter. Some of them are a thousand meters up!”


Lanni turned to her tech and shook her head. She stopped to get a good look around, seeing nothing but massive trees and a wall of green. The stars poked through directly above their heads and above the platform, but even a few meters away, the ceiling of green closed in, blocking out the stars.


“Better stay with us Ms. Overlet.” The voice spoke from behind them.


Lanni turned and saw several Republic troops and Captain Monroe walk up. “I can find my way Captain.” Lanni said indignantly.


Monroe smiled. “Have you ever been to Kashyyyk Ms. Overlet?”


“Ah… no.”


“Can you speak their language?”


“No!” Lanni nearly snapped.


“Then I suggest you stay with us. There are areas of the village that outsiders are not welcome Ms. Overlet, and the Wookiees are not real fond of outsiders.” Monroe told her.


“I thought General Panlie was welcome here?” She said.


Monroe nodded. “He is. And he’s one of the few who is allowed to go where he pleases. Everyone else is asked to stay on the marked paths. The Kinrath do manage to climb up to the lower platforms at times, and they are some nasty critters. And the Kashyyyk slash spider is a vicious little bugger as well.”


Lanni looked at her tech, then at the surrounding area before moving to join Monroe and his group as they headed into the village.

DUBRILLION

JEDI SCOUT BASE CAMP

“…monitoring them for the last few weeks.” Mace was speaking, as Revan senior listened quietly, the macro binoculars in his hands tracking the three men as Mace talked.


Revan had arrived unseen, leaving his fleet in the care of his second in command and taking the Corellian frigate to Dubrillion to not raise suspicion. The frigate had launched their shuttle on the far side of the planet and they landed several kilometers from the base Mace had established. Revan had been impressed with the location and defenses Mace had put in place, as well as the schedule of patrols. He had ordered them to continue to monitor the three Sith officers that had landed when they first reported it, and Mace had done just that. They had even shadowed them back to their base, which turned out to be exactly where Zhar had said the unknown asteroid belt would be. Now the Sith officers had returned, thinking they had found safe refuge and entertainment in the little known Dubrillion spaceport. 

“They come in every three days,” Mace continued. “They drink themselves into stupors and entertain themselves with the dancing girls in the cantina. If they are on to our surveillance, they are making no outward signs of it.”


“You charted them back to this asteroid field?” Revan asked.


“Yes. We remained on the perimeter of the field, using only passive sensors, but we have a general idea of the main base they are coming and going from, as well as the size of the asteroid.” Mace replied.


Revan looked at him. “Big enough for a shipyard?”


Mace nodded slowly. “Possibly.”


“When are they due to leave again?” He asked.


“If they follow their routine, they will leave this evening, and take a straight line course right back to the asteroid field.” Mace answered.


“Has anyone tired to crack their computer on the shuttle?” Revan asked.


“They usually have at least four guards inside the shuttle.” Zhar spoke, stepping up to his father’s side. “They never leave it.”


Revan looked at him. “Interesting.”


Zhar nodded. “I thought so too.”


“Their routine?” Revan asked.


“They’ll drink and remain in the cantina until nearly 2300 hours, and then make their way back to the shuttle. They lift off at 2315 precisely.” Mace said.


“Has anyone seen these guards?” Revan asked.


“A glimpse here and there.” Zhar spoke. “Nothing more.”


“How do we know there are four?”


“The color of the armor is different. We only catch glimpses of a chest or shoulder or arm, but there are four distinct individuals stationed there.” Zhar spoke. “Father, I believe them to be Pure Sith.”


“Why?” Revan asked looking at his son.


“They don’t act like normal soldiers. When the officers return, it’s almost as if they report to those still on the ship.” Zhar explained.


Revan studied his son for a long moment before turning back and watching the officers enter the cantina again through the binos. He nodded slowly.


“If they are Pure Sith, then they are not here for the purpose of entertainment. It is simply their cover.” Revan spoke. “Mace, send a message to my frigate. Have them send down the team I brought with me.”


Mace nodded and turned to leave the roof of the building. Zhar looked at his father for a time, than shuffled his feet in nervousness. Revan smiled. “What is it you want to tell me Zhar?” 


“Is it that obvious father?” Zhar asked.


Revan turned to him. Zhar looked like Bastila, but had his eyes. He had always carried himself with a near regal persona. “To me it is yes.”


“Father, why did you send me with Master Caylor?”


“To learn from Mace.” Revan replied. “To learn what it was to be a true Jedi.”


“You are not a true Jedi?” Zhar asked slightly surprised.


Revan turned and moved away from the edge, settling onto the vent shaft. “I stopped being a true Jedi the day I decided to go and fight in the Mandalorian War Zhar.” He answered. He looked at him. “Sit down son.” He waited until Zhar had joined him sitting on the vent shaft. “You think I have always been hard on you? That I did not love you as much as I love your brother? That I wasn’t as proud of you as I am of Rev?”


Zhar couldn’t meet his eyes and nodded slowly. “Yes.”


Revan smiled. “Zhar I could not be more proud of you than I am now. You have grown into one of the finest men I know. And you will be a great Jedi. You are so much like your mother you know.”


“Is that why you never trained me? Rev was always the stronger, in the Force and without it.” Zhar said slowly. “I’ve heard others talk of him; and you father, in whispers, at night in the camp, and even on the ship. Heroes of the Republic; how you can’t be defeated. You and he have won great battles, defeated countless foes in lightsaber combat, and still you keep going.”


“And you feel overwhelmed, even overlooked.” Revan told him.


Zhar nodded slowly again. “I know it isn’t right, but I can’t seem to help it.”


“Zhar, do you know who it was that chose you to defend the Temple on Coruscant?” Revan asked.


“You did?”


“Your brother chose you.” Revan said. “He loves you Zhar, more than you will ever realize. He chose you because he trusted no one else with the vow he had sworn. Son, your brother, and I may share a bond, but you, you are who we look up too.”


Zhar looked at him stunned. “Look up to me?”


Revan nodded. “Yes we do.”


“But why would you look up to me?” Zhar said. “I am mediocre with my lightsaber skills, mediocre with the Force. I am not a tactician, I’m not a soldier.”


Revan nodded. “And that is why we look up to you. We both know that you will one day be what neither of us can ever be. The definition of what a true Jedi is.”


“But… but you are a Master! And Rev holds the Heart of the Guardian!” Zhar said. “You are Jedi!”


Revan nodded. “Yes we are. But we are different, as you are different. You are not like us, and that is what we admire most about you. You are calm, always in control. You have the innate ability to see things from every view, every possible recourse. And then you make your decisions. And…” Revan sighed heavily. “Both of us have chosen to take on the roles we have, so that others we love will not have too.”


Zhar looked at his father for a long moment. He could almost see the pain on his face and the agony in his deep brown eyes. He reached out and put his hand on his father’s shoulder. “I have chosen this, just as you and Rev have father.” He told him. “And I intend to see it through.”


Revan nodded. “I know you will.”


“What are you planning father?” Zhar asked.


Revan smiled. “I brought two of Bao-Dur’s best trained techs with me, and a squad of your Uncle Canderous’s meanest Mandalorian Guard. I thought we might go and have a friendly talk with the crew of this shuttle.”


Zhar couldn’t help but shake his head. “It’s a wonder mother doesn’t have gray hair father.”


Revan chuckled. “As she so often tells me.”

KASHYYYK

There were a dozen Wookiee and humans sitting at the long table in the large cabin like structure. Half a dozen low burning flame torches stood in the corner of the room combining with the more modern light structures above the table. There were at least twelve of these massive tables in the room spread out in different areas, and all of them were filled with Wookiees and the assorted crew members from the ships now in orbit.


The Wookiees had turned many of the Czerka built structures into eating halls so that large families of Wookiees and others could sit together. One part of the hall was taken up with the Republic cooks and where they had set up their massive kitchen. After only a week on Kashyyyk, they were well versed in preparing meals for the many different kinds of species that now saw Kashyyyk as the forward staging base for the Republic. Unlike Czerka however, the Republic had set strict rules and guidelines as to what the Republic and civilians could do and where they could go. Very few were allowed in the actual villages of the Wookiees scattered all over the planet in the trees and on the ground. And at almost every turn, were Republic Public Affairs Officers that facilitated the communication between the many races. Zaalbar had been cautious in opening his world, but after nearly three months, he was becoming more at ease as he and his people discovered the different species now covering Kashyyyk were not Czerka.


Anja and Bastila sat at this particular table with Nomi, Vima, Corna and Arren and Dralor. The scent of Mon Calamari eggs and seasoned Bantha steaks filled the hall, as did the smell of pure fresh caffa. Dralor and Arren were conversing with two Wookiees, as they were quite fluent in the Wookiee language.


Lanni and her tech entered the hall to the sight of dozens of species sitting together talking and eating. She had had a sleepless night, the humidity keeping her awake, as well as the sounds of the forest trees. She had forgone any makeup this morning, instead pulling her long blond hair back into a single pony tail, and she wore a loose fitting white shirt with tight black pants and designer shoes. She and her tech retrieved trays from the start of the buffet set up and got in line with the others. Her tech was overjoyed to see the several different types of Twi’lek food, while Lanni simply chose several fruits and warm brown bread. She looked around the large room and spotted the open chairs near the woman she recognized as Bastila Shan. The wife of the former Dark Lord sat next to a stunning young woman with shiny black hair that fell to the middle of her back, and an equally attractive young woman with white hair who sat next to the large Mandalorian and Wookiees. Also at their table were two older women, one of which occupied a hover chair. Lanni cursed herself for not bringing the camera remote, but she still had her small video recorder tucked into her shirt pocket. She walked casually over to the table ignoring the many looks she received from the males of several races, as well as some of the women. Lanni knew she was considered one of the most beautiful people on Coruscant if the popularity polls were accurate, and she had used her beauty and sexual appeal on several occasions to get what she wanted.


Lanni stopped by the edge of the table and leaned over slightly. “May I join you?” She asked.


Bastila and Anja turned at her voice, their faces warm and relaxed. Bastila waved them to the table across from them. “Please, join us Ms. Overlet.” Bastila spoke.


Lanni looked surprised. “You know me?” She asked as she settled at the table.


Bastila nodded. “You are the most popular HoloNet News reporter out there. Who wouldn’t know you?”


Lanni’s smile was very bright and extremely arrogant. “Thank you.” She said. She looked at Bastila Shan closely and had to admit, for a woman in her late fifties, she was still incredibly beautiful. And the young woman sitting next to her was even more stunning as Lanni looked at her more closely.


“Ms. Overlet, allow me to introduce Jedi Masters Nomi and Vima Sunrider.” Bastila said.


Lanni looked at the two women, keeping the surprise out of her face. She had heard those names before, when she had read up on the history of the Jedi. They were legendary figures in Jedi lore, long thought to be dead and gone. Yet sitting here in front of her they were. Lanni turned back to Bastila.


“Have you come to Kashyyyk to see your son?” She asked.


Bastila shook her head. “Anja and I are on a different mission.” She answered with a smile. “Kashyyyk is merely a stop along the way. Though Anja did get to spend the evening with her husband after being separated for nearly seven weeks!” Bastila said with a grin and a gentle nudge of Anja’s shoulder, emphasizing the seven.


Anja smiled as she sipped her caffa, her eyes becoming dreamy. “Oh it was worth it.” She said. “It was so very worth it! I didn’t realize my husband was so inventive.”


Arren and the others laughed as Bastila glared at her in mock anger. “Rub it in why don’t you!” Bastila snapped.


“Would you mind if I asked you some questions?” Lanni asked.


Bastila lowered her caffa and nodded. “Certainly, but I won’t comment on our mission or any operations.”


Lanni smiled. “Actually these were more related to you and your life.” She said.


“Very well, ask away.” Bastila spoke.


“I was curious as to why you made the decision to save the life of your husband when he was Dark Lord. As Darth Revan he was responsible for the murder of millions of men, women, and children. Why would you save his life as a Jedi, when the Jedi’s first rule is the survival of the Republic?” Lanni asked with a straight face. 


Bastila met the young woman’s eyes for a long moment. “Why would you like to know Ms. Overlet?” She asked finally.


“The people of the Republic have a right to know.” Lanni spoke.


“The Jedi do not kill their prisoners Ms. Overlet.” Bastila replied calmly. “The moment Revan was injured and unable to defend himself, he became a prisoner.”


“But hadn’t he just butchered nearly all the Jedi that assaulted his ship with you?” Lanni pressed. 


“He was holding back.” Bastila spoke softly. “I knew there was good in him, I could feel it. And I was no match for him in lightsaber combat. He could have removed my head from my shoulders moments after we entered his bridge. He didn’t.”


“It just seems strange that he did not kill you like the others.” Lanni said, her food forgotten.


“Love is not strange Ms. Overlet.” Bastila said.


“So he didn’t kill you out of love?” Lanni continued.


“I would hazard a guess and say that was part of it, yes.”


“So you disregarded a Republic directive to kill him on sight, and instead you saved his life.” Lanni said.


“As I recall Ms. Overlet, if Bastila had not done what she did, Malak would have laid waste to the Republic. It was Bastila’s love that returned Revan to the light. And he is the one that destroyed Malak and the Star Forge.” Nomi spoke, her voice stronger and clearer than Vima had heard in years.


Lanni nodded. “Yes, that is true. Yet during that time you yourself became apprentice to Darth Malak didn’t you?” She pressed. “During the Battle of the Star Forge, your Battle Mediation killed thousands of Republic soldiers.”


Bastila nodded. “Yes, that is true. And Revan’s love for me saved me.” She spoke. “And together we turned the tide of the battle in favor of the Republic. I live with those deaths every day Ms. Overlet, and I still carry the guilt because of my actions. But I also believe my actions over the last thirty years have more than made up for the mistakes of my past. And my husband’s his. I fail to see where your questions are leading.” Bastila had taken an immediate dislike to the young woman, but she had always been better at controlling her emotions, and now was no different.


“I’m just trying to determine why the people of the Republic should trust you and your husband considering your history.” Lanni told her, not blind to the number of people at the table who were now glaring at her with open hostility.


“And you have set yourself up as the conscious of the people of the Republic? Is that it?” Anja asked quietly.


Lanni shook her head. “Not at all. I just report the news to them and allow them to make their own decisions.”


“But if you do not report the news fairly, how are people supposed to make an informed decision?” Vima asked now.


“Am I being unfair?” Lanni asked. “Nothing I have said is false. It’s all part of history.”


“It’s not what you ask…” Vima said. “It’s how you ask it.”


“They are simple questions.” Lanni replied.


“Nothing in life is simple young lady.” Nomi spoke again. “The Force guides all of us in what we do.”


“I’m sorry, I don’t believe in your Force.” Lanni said matter-of-factly. “Most of what Jedi can do is easily accomplished by the magicians on Coruscant.”


Nomi looked at her now. “Are you so certain? You seemed to believe in it only moments ago when discussing Bastila’s Battle Mediation and the lives she was responsible for taking. Yet now you speak differently.”


“I admit I had never had occasion to meet a Jedi before all this began.” Lanni said. “What I’ve seen so far is nothing more than parlor tricks really. Master Bindo on Coruscant is an aging man who should not hold the position he does, and your son did not impress me either. He sacrificed the lives of millions for a military victory against an enemy that we know nothing about, and one which we have not even tried to communicate with. I found him to be abrasive, ignorant, full of himself, and completely disrespectful towards women.”


“I doubt his wife holds the same feelings as you.” Anja spoke, looking at her.


Lanni looked at her. “Then she is just as ignorant as he is. And quite frankly, probably more so, which is amazing because she is supposed to be a Jedi.” 


“What may I ask, leads you to the conclusions you have made?” Anja asked no hint of anger or malice in her voice as she sipped her caffa.


No one at the table spoke a word, as this had now come down to Anja and Ms. Overlet. Arren simply looked at Dralor and grinned, shaking her head. Bastila kept her face emotionless as she continued eating her breakfast. Nomi and Vima watched Anja carefully, and what they saw surprised even them. That Anja adored young Revan was obvious to anyone who saw them together. That he adored her in returned was equally obvious. Nomi had the opportunity to have dinner with them the night before, and could not help but sit in awe of the love they shared and how the fingers of the Force seemed to entwine around them when they were together.


Lanni looked at Bastila cautiously. Bastila simply smiled. “Please continue. Everyone is entitled to their opinion.”


Lanni turned back to Anja. “I’ve seen men like him all my life.” Lanni said. “As I’m sure you have. You are exceptionally beautiful and obviously very intelligent. Revan’s wife can’t be any of these things. Or she simply turns a blind eye to his actions.”


“What actions would you be speaking of?” Anja asked her still completely in control and revealing nothing.


“Without even knowing who I was…” Lanni spoke. “He… he attempted to get me into bed. On his ship, after the battle, he propositioned me. And he did so again last night.”


“Last night you say.” Anja said, one of her eyebrows rising. “Interesting. I was under the impression he spent last night with his wife.”


“We crossed paths as he was returning to his quarters.” Lanni spoke, the lie coming so easily. She shook her head. “It amazes me that his wife is not aware of his actions due to her being a Jedi and all. I thought they were smarter than that.”


“Perhaps you should bring these concerns up to his wife.” Bastila spoke now. “Instead of at a breakfast table with men and women who know Revan, but don’t know you.”


“I would truly, if I knew who his wife is.” Lanni said. “She has a right to know.”


“Indeed she does.” Bastila spoke.


Lanni looked at her. “What I have said doesn’t seem to bother you Master Shan. Why is that?”


Bastila leaned forward. “It doesn’t bother me because it’s not true.” Bastila spoke evenly. “I have known my son far longer than you Ms. Overlet, and the person you have just described probably exists somewhere, but it is not my son.”


“How can you be so sure?” Lanni asked.


“During our dinner last night my son and his wife revealed to me that she is carrying their first child.” Bastila said proudly. “I know my son, and I have come to know his wife quite well over the past few months. What you are saying is not only not true, it’s an outright lie.”


“I understand that point of view as a mother.” Lanni spoke. “Mothers always wish to protect their children and keep their faults hidden.”


“Ms. Overlet, I happen to know Revan’s wife.” Anja said, putting down her caffa. “Quite well in fact, as I spoke with her this morning. She and Revan shared a most enjoyable evening together with family and friends, and then an extremely pleasurable evening together in their quarters, in their bed, just the two of them. Making up for lost time you see.”


“Then I feel very sorry for her.” Lanni spoke, her words filled with false sincerity that even the Wookiees at the table could tell was false. Lanni looked down the table at Arren who had spit her fruit from her mouth in a fit of trying to hold in her laughter at Anja’s words. “I fail to find humor in all this.” She spat.


Arren looked at her, still chuckling. “Oh I don’t know. I think Revan’s wife finds you quite humorous.” She said pointing.


Lanni turned back and her eyes flew open. She had not heard him approach and now kneeling not three feet across from her and locked in a very passionate kiss with the young woman Anja, was Revan.


“Ms. Overlet, I’m sure you know my son Revan.” Bastila spoke from her seat, a wide smile on her face.


Revan and Anja broke their kiss and he set his tray down on the table and took the seat next to Anja, her eyes watching him with love. After he got situated, he looked at her.


“Good morning Ms. Overlet.” Revan spoke. “I see you are getting to know everyone.” He lifted his caffa to his mouth for a sip while Anja reached across the table, extending her hand to Lanni.


“It’s a pleasure to meet you Ms. Overlet. I’m Anja Panlie, Revan’s wife.”


Revan looked at everyone at the table as many of them, to include Nomi and Vima burst into laughter. He looked at his mother, then at his clothes. “What’s wrong? Do I smell bad or something?”


This caused everyone to laugh harder, as Lanni’s face got redder in embarrassment. Anja turned Revan’s face to hers with a seductive gleam in her eye. “I think you look delicious.” She said.


Lanni grabbed her tray as they exchanged another kiss. “Excuse me. I have some details to attend to.”


Lanni moved away from the table as quickly as she could, bumping into two different people as she beat a hasty retreat. Revan looked at Anja.


“What was that all about?” He asked as he lifted some eggs to his mouth.


Anja looked at Bastila and smiled as she sipped her caffa, her fingers absently stroking Revan’s long hair. “Nothing my love. Nothing at all.” She said.

2nd REPUBLIC COMBINED CORP

COMMAND SHIP SPIRIT OF TELOS
EDGE OF THE APARO SECTOR

.8 LIGHT YEARS FROM TELOS



Admiral Carth Onasi sat in the comfortable chair in his personal quarters on his ship the SPIRIT OF TELOS, studying the reports from the previous night’s shift while drinking the large mug of strong caffa. Carth lowered the data pad and looked over to his bed, seeing the mass of bright red hair on his pillow, and the long silky leg that wasn’t covered by the white sheet. Carth shook his head and got to his feet, moving to the large transparisteel window in his quarters and looked at the massive fleet spread out all around his command ship.


Four months ago, if someone had approached Carth and told him he would have command of one of the largest Republic fleets in history to ever take to the stars; that he would have his long lost friends back; that they would once more be all that stood between the Republic and pure evil, and that a certain, much younger red haired Mandalorian woman was sharing his bed as well as his life, Carth would have laughed and asked the man to give him some of the alcohol that he was drinking.


This was what Carth Onasi was born for. Not to toil in the endless halls of the Senate, but to lead men and women in defense of something he loved.


And the SPIRIT OF TELOS was built for exactly that purpose.


The most advanced Republic warship to ever be fielded, the SPIRIT OF TELOS would rival even the Interdictor Class ships of decades ago. She was nearly twelve hundred meters long, and though based on the old Hammerhead design, that is where all similarity ended. The SPIRIT practically bristled with missile and gun turrets, and held a crew of nearly eight thousand men and women. Her complement of six G-wing Assault Craft Squadrons and four of the new V-wing Fighter Squadrons, the SPIRIT could stand toe to toe with any ship in the galaxy. 

And she was all Carth’s.


And the one thing that took credit for his transformation back to a Hero of the Republic now occupied his bed as well as his heart. Carth turned back to look at the bed, leaning up against the credenza that was pushed against the wall. Vlaina, daughter of Kelborne of Clan Ordo, Commander of the Crimson Guard of Mandalore and full blooded Mandalorian. Twenty-five years old, and as beautiful a woman as he had ever seen. Vlaina had been the one to purge his heart of a love he could never have, but a love he nearly let destroy a friendship forged in the crucible of war. Looking back, Carth knew he had been a fool from the beginning. Vlaina had changed all that. He now drank caffa in the same copious amounts he did as when he was a young Lieutenant Commander. He had been working out with her, honing his nearly seventy year old body back nearly to the shape he was in as a young man. While he would never be able to do some of the things he did then, Carth was still superbly conditioned. His reflexes returned to him when he left the alcohol behind, and his deadliness with his custom twin heavy blasters had returned. He was still an extremely handsome man, gray sprinkled throughout his brown hair, giving him an air of wisdom.


After what she had given him, it was only natural that he reciprocated the same love when word came of the death of her father. In very un-Mandalorian fashion, she had cried for two days straight, and only a conversation with Bastila had shaken him from his feelings of helplessness. He had gone to her then, taken her in his arms, and sealed the love they now shared forever. He had honored her father’s memory by contacting her mother on Rakatan and asking her blessing to take her daughter as his wife without Vlaina knowing it. His actions had brought her to tears again when a traditional Mandalorian bridal entourage arrived at the SPIRIT a week later, Vlaina’s mother saddened by the lost of the man she loved, but filled with joy at her daughter’s new found love. And Carth’s age had never been an issue, and in fact, was the final reason why Vlaina’s mother had given her blessing. She deemed that any children born to Carth and her daughter would have the wisdom that sixty plus years had given Carth. They had decided not to postpone the marriage until after the war they now fought, knowing one or both of them could die at any time. The ceremony had been very small, with only Revan and Bastila attending with Dustil and Mission, themselves newlyweds, and Dralor and Arren with Vlaina’s mother.


Carth Onasi was a newlywed at sixty-nine years old.


Carth chuckled when he thought about that, but he would have it no other way. The com in his office chimed breaking him from his thoughts and he walked into the office that adjoined the bedroom and settled into the chair behind the desk. He touched the panel on the desk and the OOD’s face appeared on the screen.


“Admiral we are receiving a transmission from one of our patrol craft in the Dalonbian Sector.” The Lieutenant spoke. “Admiral… I think… I think we have found one of their shipyards!”


Carth’s eyes lit up. “I’ll be there in a few minutes. Bring the fleet to full alert status and have all senior commanders standing by.”


“Yes sir!”


Carth turned as the screen went dark and Vlaina entered his office, the sheet wrapped around her curvy form, her hair wild, and eyes still sleepy.


“What is it Carth?” She asked.


He got to his feet and walked up to her, looking down into her gorgeous eyes. She was nearly a head shorter than him, which allowed her to fold comfortably into his arms, which she did now with practiced ease.


“We may have found one of the Sith shipyards.” Carth told her.


Vlaina pulled back and looked at him, now fully awake. “Where?”


“The Dalonbian Sector if you can believe it.” Carth replied.


“I will join you on the bridge.” She said quickly.


Carth smiled and leaned over to kiss her. “While the thought of you coming onto the bridge wrapped only in a sheet is a personal fantasy of mine, I would prefer not to share your exceedingly luscious body with anyone else’s eyes.”


Vlaina scowled at him in jest. “I meant after I dressed.”


“I want you to eat first, and take a long shower to relax your muscles. We were kind of active last night, and you are pregnant if I recall.” Carth said.


Vlaina smiled at the memories of last night and kissed him softly. “You are correct.” She said turning to walk back into their bedroom.


Carth reached out and slapped her shapely bottom, chasing her into the room. “And make sure you eat!” He called reaching for his uniform.


“What do we have?” Carth called as he strode onto the bridge, the ever present mug of caffa in his hand, and now fully dressed in his fleet uniform.


The Officer of the Deck turned from the plot board he was standing at as the Admiral walked up. “The VALOROUS made the report Admiral. She is here, near Ord Janon.”


Carth looked at the board. “Ord Janon? There’s nothing there but a small mining colony.”


The OOD nodded. “Yes sir. The planet isn’t even fit for habitable life yet. The colonists have been filtering the toxic bi-products out of the atmosphere. You need rebreathers to remain on the surface for more than a few hours. However, the third moon is where the VALOROUS has targeted her sweeps. Her captain sent back initial data.”


“Show me.” Carth said.


The Lieutenant worked the panel and the holo image changed to that of a small moon, brownish in color. “They detected a small shuttle departing the moon two days ago. The VALOROUS’s captain sent out a small probe like those we used on Duxn. The data from the probe indicated recent hyperspace signatures in and around the moon. When he received that he moved the probe in as close as he dared and the droid on board scanned this.”


Carth leaned forward when the surface scans of the moon came up and he detected the carefully hidden, but massive twin doors. “Someone tried to blend these in with the surface.” He commented.


The Lieutenant nodded. “Yes sir, and it’s unlikely the droid would have picked it up except for the three fighters that exited from those doors.” He touched the panel once more and Carth saw the grainy image of the three ships. 


His eyes grew bigger. “Those are the same configuration of Sith fighters that were at the Battle of Gand.” He said, remembering the intelligence gathered by Dacen during that fight.


“Yes sir. The dimensions match perfectly.” The Lieutenant spoke. “We may have found where they are building their fighters.”


Carth nodded. “Possibly, but I don’t want to jump to conclusions.” Carth turned and looked across his bridge as he sipped his caffa, the options running through his mind. The Lieutenant waited patiently, knowing this is how the Admiral made his decisions. He was a careful man in his decisions, but once he made up his mind, he was a stubborn as a bull Katarn. 

Carth nodded slowly and turned back around. “Has there been any contact from the colony on the planet?”


The Lieutenant shook his head. “No Admiral. I ran a computer check to find out the overseer of the colony, and it turns out it is a subsidiary of Rendili StarDrive Corporation, UniTek Planetary Systems. I spoke with the President of UniTek, a very helpful woman actually, and she informed me that they have had no contact with the colony in nearly three months. They have nearly two hundred planetary colorization contracts, and according to hear they communicate via data reports every two months. She knows the commander of this colony personally, and in her words, it’s not damn likely he forgot to report in.”


Carth grinned. “I like this woman.” He said. “Get her on the com.”


The OOD nodded. “I thought you might want to talk with her Admiral, so I had her stand by in her office on Bimmiel.” He moved to another panel and suddenly the image of an older woman appeared in a bluish haze. She was very smartly dressed, her dark hair tied into a bun. “Her name is Administrator Colar.”


“Admiral Onasi I presume.” The woman spoke, her accent sounded like she was from the northern hemisphere of Coruscant.


“Administrator Colar, a pleasure to make your acquaintance.” Carth said.


“Admiral, have you been able to contact my people?” She asked.


“At this time we have not madam. However that does not mean there is something wrong.” Carth spoke.


“Sith’s spit!” The woman snapped. “Don’t sugarcoat anything for me Admiral. I have a team standing by to deploy to Ord Janon as we speak. Those are my people!”


“Administrator, I have been told you know the commander of your colony?” Carth asked.


“I do. I know him very well. He’s my blasted husband. He never misses his reports. Never! What is going on Admiral?”


Carth thought quietly to himself for a quick moment, turning only when Vlaina walked onto the bridge. Many heads turned to watch her as she strode right up next to Carth, and smiles were exchanged among the crew. 


“Administrator, I want you to load your team and yourself on your fastest ship. Meet me at coordinates 618903 mark two. How soon can you get there?” Carth asked, turning back to the image of the woman.


“We have the fastest Mark Three transport this side of the Rim Worlds. I can be there in…” She looked at the image of the coordinates on her desk. “Nine hours and thirteen minutes if I leave right now.”


Carth nodded. “Leave right now Administrator. I’ll have Republic Command cut your ship priority routing. Stop for nothing and no one.”


“It’s the Sith isn’t it?” Tsarina Colar asked. “They have done something to my colony.”


“All we have now is speculation madam.” Carth said. “Please speak with no one before you leave. When you are underway, please transmit all specs on the colony, to include population. I’ll see you in just over nine hours.”


“Done.” The Administrator spoke, rising from her chair in the image and leaving as the image faded out.


Carth turned to the OOD. “I want our pilots reviewing all data on these fighters that was collected at Gand and I mean everything. Inform the Second and Fourth Attack Groups and the Bothan Attack Group to maintain position here. Begin using the same jump tactics that Revan used at Sneeve. Advise the commanders of Third and Fifth group to prepare to move out. Have the commander of the Mandalorian Group put out his flanking frigates and lead the way.”


The Lieutenant nodded. “Yes sir.”


Carth looked at Vlaina. “We’re going to check out the colony first.” He said. “You are the most experienced ground commander we have right now and I want you to lead the ground team that takes this Administrator Colar and her people down to the surface, as much as I hate sending you.”


Vlaina nodded. “Carth we agreed.”


“I know.” Carth replied. “Doesn’t mean I like sending my wife into a potentially lethal area.”


Vlaina smiled warmly and touched his hand. “We both want the same things. And we both have our duty.”


Carth kissed her hand and nodded. “Ok! Listen up people!” Carth barked to his bridge crew. “We could very well be heading into a Shi’rak’s nest. Check all defensive systems and turbo batteries, and if you aren’t on duty, I want you to hit the rack. I want my first team ready to go.” Carth didn’t see the swells of pride from many on his bridge as he turned to the OOD. “I didn’t appoint a First Officer when we left Coruscant, so guess what? You just got jumped two grades Commander. You are now First Officer of the SPIRIT.”


The Lieutenant stood looking at him mouth agape. “Yes… yes sir.” Were the only words he managed to squeak out.


Carth grinned. “Contact General Revan, the senior one, and patch it through to my Ready Room.”


The newly promoted Commander Wilcox nodded, still dumbfounded. “Yes sir, right away.”


Vlaina watched with a smile on her face and love in her eyes as Carth headed for his Ready Room. The old Carth Onasi she had heard so much about was definitely back.


“… is getting harder and harder father.” Lanni spoke to the figure in the holocom.


Senator Jamus Overlet looked at his daughter through the com and nodded. “I know Lanni. I know it’s difficult for you to be away from Coruscant, but this is very important. I saw your last report by the way. Excellent work Lanni, I was very impressed.”


“Being away from Coruscant has nothing…” Lanni started.


“I pressed hard to get you assigned to his ship Lanni.” Her father continued, cutting off her words. “I had to call in several favors to do so. It appears there were several dozen HoloNet reporters begging for a posting on Revan or his son’s ship.”


“I realize that father.” Lanni said. “But so far I’ve done nothing but make myself appear foolish. What exactly am I suppose to be looking for?”


“Anything that proves that Revan’s motives are not what he is feeding the Chancellor and everyone else.” Jamus replied. “Anything at all, no matter how insignificant you think it might be. I am also trying to get a bill passed that would allow you access to military intelligence, and their so called command meetings.”


“Father, I have no knowledge of military operations. I wouldn’t know the first thing about what they are speaking of.” Lanni said.


“That’s why I gave you the small toys I did before you left. With those, all you need do is be present in the room, and my military advisors can take it from there. We need to be aware of everything they are doing. The Chancellor has seen fit to shut out the Senate from everything he classifies as sensitive, and that includes all Intelligence gathered. The Senate needs to know what is going on. We know nothing of these Sith. Nothing at all. Who is their leader? What form of government do they have? What is their purpose for invading the Republic? What can we do that will end this war before more lives are lost? This is what you are working towards Lanni.”


“I understand father.” Lanni spoke.


“I can get this bill passed within the Senate, and get you the type of access we will need.” Jamus spoke. “You just need to continue to do what you are doing. Ask questions. Make people think about whom we have leading this war. Your efforts could very well save millions of lives.”


Lanni nodded. “I will father. I’ll contact you again soon.”


“Stay safe Lanni. I love you.”


Lanni let out a large sigh as the image of her father faded. She turned her china blue eyes on her Twi’lek tech who had heard the entire conversation. “What?”


“What if your father is wrong Lanni?” He asked. “He doesn’t seem to care about the consequences. All he seems intent on doing is proving some theory that General Panlie is actually trying to take over the Republic. Not save it. Anything that doesn’t advance that agenda he doesn’t want to hear about it.”


“Are you questioning him Larl?” Lanni asked. “He did get you this job you know?”


The Twi’lek’s face furrowed in contained emotion and he nodded his head. “Yes he did.” He said.


“Then I suggest you do as I tell you and keep your opinions to yourself!” Lanni snapped. She got to her feet and went to the door. “I heard some of the others talking about some temple they were going to tomorrow. And apparently the Jedi General Vorsut is arriving sometime today with his Jedi wife. She was injured during the attack on Duxn. See if you can’t find out more. I’m particularly interested in what was so important about Duxn and Onderon that these Sith saw fit to launch an ill-fated attempt to take and hold the planet. I’m going to try and poke around the Wookiee villages.”


Larl looked at her, concern on his face. “The villages are off limits to outsiders.” He protested. “The Wookiees won’t let you through.”


“Then I’ll have to find some way around the front door won’t I?” Lanni spoke. “All of their meetings are happening within the villages. We need to get in there.”


Larl nodded. “I’ll find out what I can.”


Lanni nodded. “Good.”


On Coruscant, Jamus Overlet turned from the holocom and looked at the other four Senators in his office.


“Can we count on her Jamus?” The Senator from Neimoidia asked. He had been elected to take the place of the Sith imposter, mainly with Jamus’s back room help, due to their history together.


“She’s never failed me before.” He said. “Can we get the bill passed?”


“It’s buried so deeply in the wording of the Military Appropriations Bill, it will never be noticed.” The Bothan Senator replied. “The Chancellor will be signing it without even knowing it.”


“And we are sure he won’t read the entire bill. Or one of his staffers?” Jamus asked.


“The demands on his time are huge now.” The Corellian Senator spoke now. “He won’t have the time to read that deeply, and his aides will never ask him too. And I sincerely doubt any of them are smart enough to detect the passage, not the way we have it worded, at least not on the first pass through.”


Jamus nodded. “Excellent.” He said getting to his feet. “What about our efforts to make contact with whoever is in charge of these Sith?”


“That is proving more difficult.” The Senator from Duro replied. “We have to be very careful you know. Attempting to make contact with enemy spies is considered treason. And after the attempts on the Jedi Temple here on Coruscant, and the subsequent invasion by the Sith, the Chancellor has either captured and killed any alleged known Sith agents. Jedi Intelligence is responsible for the information that led to the arrests of nearly a hundred men and women. None have been heard from since. The rest they have driven so deeply underground in fear that it is very difficult to find them. And we also have to be aware of the attempts by the Senate Security organizations and the Jedi themselves to ferret out any they have not already dealt with.”


“Do we any idea where these men and women were taken?” Jamus asked.


“They have simply vanished.” The Duros Senator replied. “I have people trying to determine what happen, but so far it’s slow going.”


Jamus nodded. “Very well. Keep at it. When the Appropriations Bill passes we will be in a better position to obtain information, and that might help us further. We must be ready to act gentlemen.”


The others nodded their heads in agreement.

2.2 LIGHTYEARS COREWARD OF SERNPIDAL

Carth took measure of Tsarina Colar as she stood next to the plot board reciting the layout of their colony from memory. A woman in her sixties, but apparently accustom to being outdoors, as her skin was weathered and tanned, but very well kept. She looked and acted very fit, and was issuing orders to her team of experts even as she left the Mark Three transport in the SPIRIT’s landing bay.


Carth had spoken with Revan and Canderous and all of them decided that Carth’s idea to check out the colony first was the best approach. If it was determined that this was indeed one of the Sith shipyards, Carth would attack without any preamble or warning. If needed, Revan could send him some Jedi to assist in the attack as his location was near Dubrillion, but Carth already had laid out his plan, and both Revan and Canderous approved of it quite easily.


“… come in from the eastern mountains. It’s where we have established the travel corridors to and from the spaceport.” Tsarina finished, turning to look at Carth.


Carth shook his head. “It’s better that we avoid the travel corridors, at least for now.” He said. “Which way provides the least chance of detection?”


Tsarina looked at him oddly. “Through the northern hills here.” She pointed to the dense forest on the terrain north of the colony. It stretched all the way to the massive river nearly fifty kilometers away.


“Vlaina?” Carth asked.


“The probes we sent out have detected no outward signs of activity on the surface.” Vlaina answered. She had changed into a flexible black Echani Fiber armor, and looked very much the part of a deadly soldier about to undertake a dangerous mission. “No emissions of any kind to or from the colony. That means that everyone there is either dead or incapacitated. We can be dropped from a high altitude pass into this small clearing six kilometers from the colony. Are any of your people drop qualified Administrator?”


“All of them including me. We have to sometimes drop in to establish colonies or supply them.” Tsarina replied. “I have sixteen personnel with me. All of us are drop qualified.”


“We won’t need sixteen. Three or four of your people is enough to lead us to the colony.” Vlaina said. “We can take it from there.”


“Take it from there? What does that mean?” Tsarina asked turning to Carth. “Admiral, you promised me some answers when I got here. I brought everything we have on the colony to include the favorite foods of the colonists. You have given me no answers so far. I’d like a direct answer. What is going on here?”


Carth took a deep breath. “Administrator, what I’m about to share with you is not known outside military personnel, and once I bring you into our circle, there will be no going back.”


“This is about the Sith isn’t it. Those Sith dogs have destroyed my colony haven’t they?” Tsarina snapped.


“The Sith have established shipyards outside the normal travel corridors, seven of them to be exact. They are unique shipyards that are powered by dark Force users tapping into the power of young stars in developing systems.” Carth saw the look on her face. “I know what you are thinking, but I have seen first hand a much larger version of this type of shipyard, and if we can not find them and destroy them, then all our efforts in this war will be for naught. The Sith will eventually win by attrition.”


“The Star Forge?” Tsarina asked.


Carth nodded. “The technology the Sith are using in these shipyards is very similar in makeup and function. It can turn out ships ten times faster than we can. The one we may have found here appears to be one that builds fighters.” He explained. “They would not have been able to establish it near Ord Janon unless they first removed any way it could be found. That means your colony. This star system still has a relatively young sun, and that is what feeds its power.”


“So my colony could very well be destroyed and everyone dead?” Tsarina spoke.


“That’s what we are going to find out.” Carth spoke. “I need you to pick your four best people to go with my team and determine what the status is of your colony and your people. I would like you to remain here with me and coordinate.”


Tsarina looked at the image of the colony on the planet. “We have been married for forty-three years Admiral, my husband and I.” Tsarina said, looking back to him. “Are you married? Do you have children?”


Carth nodded and looked at Vlaina. “My wife is leading the team.” He replied. “My oldest son is a Jedi Knight, and Vlaina and I just recently discovered she is pregnant.”


Tsarina looked at the flame haired young woman with burning blue eyes. She turned back to Carth. “For a man to risk his wife and unborn son on this type of mission says a lot Admiral.”


“The war we are involved in is all or nothing Mrs. Colar. If we lose, we all die.” Carth replied.


Tsarina nodded. “Make me one promise Admiral?”


“What’s that?”


“If my people… my husband… if they are dead, I want you to blow these Sith right straight to Hades.”


Carth smiled. “That’s the plan.”


“Then let’s do it.”


CHAPTER EIGHT
KASHYYYK

Dacen stroked his sleeping wife’s cheek, brushing some of the silky white hair from her face. They had arrived on Kashyyyk several hours before, and the Republic doctors had told him she no longer needed to be contained within the Kolto tank as she had been when she arrived. Her physical injuries now only needed rest to fully heal, and she had been ordered to remain in bed for at least three days before attempting anything. As a doctor herself, Brianna had argued with them, until Bastila and Arren had verbally threatened to secure her in the bed if she didn’t adhere to the doctor’s wishes. She had looked to her husband and Rev for support, but found them both standing by the door, their arms crossed over their chests, looking like big door stops. Brianna had been beaten, and finally succumb to the doctor’s wishes. Dacen had remained with her until her fatigue had caught up with her and she had drifted off to sleep.


They had lost the baby however, the initial injuries Brianna had sustained were enough to rupture her developing womb and deprive the baby of life. Her efforts at sustaining the baby with the Force were unable to save the child in the end. They would have another, Dacen swore to himself and to Brianna. She had come to terms with it weeks ago, and with that soft spoken voice and dazzling smile, she told him she was already planning on it.


Now Dacen got to his feet and left her to rest. The Republic had turned this old Czerka station into a state of the art medical facility, and as he left through the front, he turned back to look at the very modern building and how it seemed to grow out of nothing among the massive trees. Though it had only a hundred beds, the trauma facility was top notch, and once treatment was done, patients would be moved to the many clinics across Kashyyyk set up either among the trees or the several on the ground outside the forests near the oceans.


Dacen turned when he felt the disturbance within the Force, knowing only two certain individuals in the galaxy could radiate such an aura.


“How long have you been waiting Rev?” He asked without turning fully.


Revan stepped from the shadows on the platform near the entrance into this village. “Not long.” He answered walking up to one of the three men he called Uncle. “Father wanted me to check on you. Make sure you were ok.”


Dacen nodded and looked at the son of his most dearest of friend. “I’m ok.” He replied. 


“I’m truly sorry about the baby Uncle Dacen.” Revan spoke.


Dacen reached into his dark brown Jedi Robes and pulled out two long cigars. “I am too.” He said softly. “We can have another. Brianna has already said as much.” He held out the cigar. “It’s Naboo Royal.” He said with a smile. 


Revan took the cigar with a grin. “I thought they didn’t export these things.”


Dacen grinned. “They don’t. Canderous gave them to me and told me to light one when I knew Brianna was going to be fine.” Dacen turned to the low burning torch on the edge of the platform and fired up the sweet smelling cigar, a cloud of white smoke surrounding his head as Revan did the same.


“Anja will kill me.” He spoke, drawing deeply on the cigar.


Dacen chuckled. “Some things are better left unsaid to the ladies.” He spoke. “If your Aunt knew I smoked these, she would feed me to the Mynocks.”


“Did they say when she can leave?” Revan asked.


“Three days. No less. You were there. She wasn’t able to convince the Republic doctor to let her go any sooner.” Dacen said. “Crusty old bastard is what he was.”


“Thank Uncle Carth’s friend Matais for that. He ordered the head of the Republic Medical Academy to Kashyyyk to set up the forward hospital.” Revan said. “It appears that Kashyyyk will remain our most forward and well defended base.”


Dacen nodded. “Good choice.” He said. “The planet itself is nearly as dangerous as the men and machines on it. No one will take Kashyyyk.”


“My father wanted you to stop by the Command Center. The Military Appropriations Bill is going before the Senate today, and he wanted you to monitor the vote.” Revan said. 


Dacen looked at him. “Why?”


“There appears to be a small number of Senators that have voiced objections to the war. All of them believe my father is attempting to reclaim his title as Dark Lord.” Revan spoke. “He wanted someone with knowledge of the Senate to watch the proceedings and get a feel for how things on Coruscant are going.”


Dacen nodded. “I can do that.” He replied. “I…” Dacen stopped talking when they heard the distinctly angry roar of a Wookiee and the distinctly feminine wail of distress. They turned to see the dark haired Wookiee walking towards them, Lanni Overlet hanging from one of his massive paws a good eight inches off the ground. The Wookiee had the back of her shirt, and she was kicking and barking at him with a vengeance.


Revan shook his head. “Why me?” He asked.


Dacen smiled and softly punched his adopted nephew in the arm. “I’ll let you handle this big boy.” He said.


“Coward.” Revan hissed.


Revan turned to watch as the Wookiee brought the hissing Lanni Overlet over to him while his uncle ducked down the platform path. Revan thought he could hear his Uncle laughing.


(Son of Revan. We caught this human female attempting to enter the village through a crack in the wall.) The Wookiee barked at him.


“Ms. Overlet.” Revan said.


“Tell this walking fur bag to put me down!” Lanni nearly screamed.


“They apprehended you trying to enter the village proper Ms. Overlet.” Revan said. “That is a violation of the rules put in place by the Wookiees. Their inner villages are off limits to unauthorized personnel. What exactly were you trying to do?”


Lanni glared at him, her eyes burning lasers at his chest, which promptly bounced off him. “I don’t have to tell you anything. I am a reporter with the HoloNet News Agency. I go where I wish.”


Revan nodded. “Fair enough. I trust you can get out of this situation on your own then. He wants to toss you over the edge, and we are six hundred meters from the surface of the forest. I hope you can persuade him otherwise. Good day Ms. Overlet.”


Lanni’s eyes bugged out of her head when he turned and started to walk away. “Wait! You can’t leave me with this hairy brute!”


Revan looked at her. “Why not? You violated their laws Ms. Overlet. What makes you think I can do anything?”


Lanni glared daggers at Revan as he stood there with his arms across his chest. “All right!” She snapped. “You have almost all your military intelligence meetings within the villages!” Lanni spat. “No one can monitor them! The people have a right to know what is going on!”


“So you were attempting to spy on military intelligence meetings?” Revan asked.

“Yes damn you!” Lanni barked. “Are you deaf?”


Revan smiled. “Ms. Overlet, it is you who are in the hands of a rather large Wookiee who would like nothing better than to toss you off this platform for attempting to enter one of their inner villages. My suggestion to you would be to try and be a little nicer.”


“Fine! I’m sorry! Ok! Now tell this walking rug to put me down!” Lanni snapped.


Revan was in front of her in half a blink, so fast it took her breath away. And his face registered his displeasure, in the glaring sapphire eyes and the snarl of his mouth. “Ms. Overlet, you are not on Coruscant!” He spoke evenly. “And we are at war. And you have just openly admitted to trying to spy on Intelligence meetings. That by itself warrants an investigation.”


Lanni’s eyes grew wider. “You can’t be serious! I am a reporter!”


Revan nodded. “Who has just openly admitted to attempting to spy on Military meetings which you have no business knowing about.” Revan grinned. “Enjoy your evening in the lock up Ms. Overlet. It will take that long to run an investigator down from my ship.”


“You… you bastard!” Lanni hissed at him. “You are going to lock me up?”


“Until Republic Intelligence determines you are not a threat.” Revan said. “Have a nice day Ms. Overlet.”


Revan smiled to himself as the Wookiee turned and carried Lanni, kicking and struggling to get out of his iron grasp, toward the Republic lock down facility.


The pilot brought the shuttle throttles to quarter power as he stayed within the turbulent atmosphere of Ord Janon. His helmet protected his face, the visor down over his eyes, his co-pilot’s helmeted head glued to the screens in front of him.


“Low detection array thirteen degrees off starboard.” The co-pilot spoke.


“Adjusting.” The pilot spoke, caressing the control stick in his hands. He flipped a switch on his side panel. “Commander?”


“Go ahead.” Vlaina’s voice filled his helmet.


“We’re picking up a low detection array near the colony. It looks like there is some activity after all.” He spoke.


“Have they detected us?” Vlaina asked.


“Negative. We came in too low for any known sensor array to pick us up. And the mass of the planet would have blocked our approach. We are two minutes out from the drop point. Do you still want to go in from this high up? I can drop another ten thousand kilometers safely without leaving a trail in the atmosphere.” The pilot said.


“If you can do it without revealing our location, it’s fine by me.” Vlaina said. “Once you have dropped us, proceed to the holding point, and wait for extraction.”


“Understood. Standby.”


Vlaina was secure in the back of the transport, her drop pod lined up with the other sixteen in two rows of eight. The drop pods were cylindrical in shape, packed with controls and small thrusters. Upon reaching the drop point, the bottom of the transport would open and small explosive bolts would go off, propelling the pods toward the planet below at near terminal velocity. To Vlaina it was similar to the Basilisk War droids she trained on as a child on Duxn. Her hands glided effortlessly over the three control panels as she monitored their approach to the drop point, and the conditions of the rest of her team. There were sixteen of them going in, with four of Tsarina Colar’s planetary techs. Those four men and women were in dual capsules with either a Republic Marine or Mandalorian trooper at the controls. Pregnant though she was, Vlaina could not suppress the thrill that was coursing through her veins at the thought of dropping from the transport eighty kilometers from the surface in a thin skinned drop pod. Unlike the Basilisks she was used too, these pods were Republic in manufacture and had no weapons or shields.  


The sensors on her panel sounded when they determined the internal beacon on the pod had locked onto the drop zone. She adjusted her controls slightly and nodded as her instruments told her all the pods were acknowledging the beacon.


“We have a good lock.” She spoke into her helmet mic. 


“Affirmative.” The pilot’s voice sounded. “Opening drop doors.”


Vlaina could not see the doors on the bottom of the transport extend and retreat into the belly of the ship, but she could just make out the near hurricane force winds that were now raging outside her pod.


“Thirty seconds!” The pilot’s voice was calm, and Vlaina silently whispered a pray of thanks that Carth was her husband. The men and women he had surrounded himself with may have been a touch older than she was used to, but when it came to doing their jobs and doing them well, Vlaina had been impressed. The pilot of the transport was a veteran of the Mandalorian Wars, and had conducted missions like this countless times. He had promised her a smooth ride going in, and that was what they had. He had also made her a promise to come in guns blazing if she needed him too. That she was Mandalorian had not mattered to him. He was loyal to Carth Onasi, and if she was his wife, then she was worth the effort.


“Commander?” His voice said.


“Yes?” Vlaina’s eyes came up.


“Kill some bad guys!” He spoke. “Drop in five… four… three… two… one… mark!”


Vlaina felt the explosive bolts fire, and the bottom dropped out from under her as her pod was shot into the atmosphere. Fifteen other pods joined hers in the dizzying descent at nearly two thousand kilometers per hour. Vlaina adjusted her attitude thrusters only slightly, the beacons of her other pods coming in loud and clear on her screen. The computer was reciting to her the outside temperature as well as their altitude and course. They would look like no more than shooting stars if seen from the surface.


“Clearing lower atmosphere!” Vlaina spoke into her helmet. “Prepare to jettison outer shells. Three… two… one… mark!”


Vlaina heard the fifteen other calls within her helmet as each drop pod jettisoned the protective outer shell and they raced on, leaving the metal shielding to fall into the ocean which they were currently over.


“Braking foils! Extend!”


Vlaina felt the pod lurch suddenly as two sets of powerful wing like apertures extended from the pods and began slowing the terminal velocity they were traveling at. “Pod nine, close up.” Vlaina spoke evenly. “You are drifting three degrees east.”


“Roger.” Came the reply, and Vlaina watched as the wayward pod returned to perfect formation.


The beeping from her control panel told her they had arrived over land now, and the external cameras in the bottom of the pod deployed, giving her a view of the surrounding area ten miles below her, as well as pointing out their landing zone.


“All pods execute twenty degree turn to southeast and engage flight controls.” Vlaina spoke.


In a smooth motion all sixteen of the drop pods made turns to the southeast and the braking foils retracted, while specially designed short wings extended, and the pods came into level flight. They were gliding now, with no engines, and dropping at nearly a thousand meters a second. Vlaina kept her eyes glued to her instruments and when her altimeter told her they were only ten thousand meters from the surface she keyed her mic.


“Formation disengage flight controls and deploy fan thrusters!”


Once more the pods transformed and returned to the cylindrical shapes they were to start and began dropping once more. This time, extremely powerful turbine fans activated at the bottom of each pod and an additional set of short wings deployed to provide control as the fans provided near silent lift capacity. Each pod went to full power on the turbines, and small stake like objects extended from the bottoms of the pods a hundred feet from the surface. The four stakes ensured the pods would be anchored in the earth and not roll over or down a mountainside when they landed. In this instance however, Vlaina had guided them into a very flat meadow surrounded by heavy trees, and all the pods came in standing up.


Once her pod was on the ground Vlaina slammed her hand over the hatch release and the section of pod in front of her with her controls fell away exposing her to the night sky. She snatched her Mandalorian Assault Rifle from its latches, her helmet visor showing her that the others were acting quickly as well, and jumped the three feet to the soft earth catlike. The sixteen soldiers and four planetary techs came together in a well rehearsed plan on the edge of the clearing. Vlaina checked her heading and looked at the others. The senior planetary tech looked up from his wrist which held a small computer.


“Six kilometers.” He said impressed. “Just as we planned.”


“Is there any indigenous life?” Vlaina asked.


The tech shook his head. “Nothing larger that a Womp Rat. The forest in this area is not as dense either. We can make really good time.”


Vlaina nodded and pointed to two of her team. “Take point. Moderate pace. No sound.”

She turned to two more. “Cover our backs one hundred meters behind. Let’s move!”

CORUSCANT

CHANCELLOR’S OFFICE


“They can’t be serious?” Brose spoke, looking at his most senior aide.


“I must apologize Chancellor, I didn’t review the Bill as thoroughly as I should have, and many of our staff are too inexperienced to know better.” His aide replied.


Brose got to his feet and went to the window in his office. “What exactly is the wording of the amendment?”


“It was an amendment Chancellor. It was written into the Bill itself. Page 287, paragraph 12, sub paragraph C states that person(s) assigned by the Senate must be granted full access to all Republic Intelligence briefings.” The aide spoke, reading from the data pad. 


Brose looked at him. “Then it appears this small group of Senators has become more powerful than we thought. Find out how they got that written into the Bill.”


“Senator Overlet and three others are waiting outside Chancellor. They are demanding that they be apprised of all Intelligence regarding the Sith and Republic Fleet movements and operations.” The aide spoke, cringing at what he knew Brose would say.


“Bantha Spit!” Brose swore. “I will not allow some pacifist Senators to undermine everything our military does! If we left it up to them, the Sith would already be in charge. Can’t we do an amendment?”


“If we did Chancellor it would only add credence to what Senator Overlet and the others are already saying. They would use that as an opportunity to advance their idea that General Revan is trying to subvert the Republic.” The aide replied. He held up the other data pad. “These are the lists of personnel that were subsequently assigned by the Senate. They are either HoloNet reporters or Senatorial aides for those supporting Senator Overlet.”


Brose nodded. “Which is a fancy way of saying that anything that comes out in the Intelligence meetings will be immediately announced on the HoloNet or twisted into something it is not.” He looked at his aide. “Have we discovered why Overlet seems to have such a large issue with Master Revan?”


The aide shook his head. “Not as of yet Chancellor. I have people looking into his background and history, but it takes time.”


Brose’s internal com panel buzzed and he touched the controls. “Yes?”


“Chancellor, Master Vandar of the Jedi Order is returning your earlier transmission.” The female voice spoke.


Brose’s face lit up. “Put him through quickly.”


Vandar’s small image appeared in the holocom, and he bowed his head. “Chancellor, I am returning your earlier transmission. Forgive my absence; I was in the middle of a session with some of our younger students.”


Brose waved that off. “Not to worry Master Vandar. I had contacted in regards to something else, but now that I have you on the line I have a question for you.”


“I will attempt to answer Chancellor. What is it you request?”


“Master Vandar, does the Jedi Order have its own Intelligence Service?” Brose asked.


Vandar’s ears twitched slightly at this. “May I inquire as to why you need this particular information Chancellor?”


Brose smiled. “Master Vandar, would you join me in my office immediately. Something has come up that requires our combined attention.”


Vandar nodded. “Certainly Chancellor, I will take a Jedi hover car over and be there in eight minutes.”


“Excellent.” Brose said. He turned to his aide with a grin as Vandar’s image faded. “Two can play this game.” He said. “I just happen to play it better than Senator Overlet. I need you to find out exactly how many Senators agree with Jamus Overlet’s pacifist ideals. It’s time I did some further shaking up.”


The aide nodded. “I will do my best Chancellor.”


Vlaina lay atop the small ridge viewing the colony through her macro binoculars. They had covered the distance rather quickly, the planetary techs surprisingly not slowing them down at all and all of them at least knowledgeable of how to conduct combat movement.


The colony below had a population of two hundred nineteen at full strength. The dozens of domed buildings below them looked deserted with no signs of life. Vlaina knew this was not the case, as someone had a passive tracking sensor set up nearby. The senior planetary tech lay between her and Vlaina’s senior noncom, the burly Republic Master Chief. His eyes were also glued to his binos.


“The Central Control Station is the third domed structure on the right.” He spoke in a low whisper. “It controls all the atmospheric processors and regulates the ambient pressure gradients for each unit.”


“Is that where all power is routed too?” Vlaina asked.


The man nodded. “Yes.”


“I don’t see any bodies lying about.” The Master Chief spoke softly. “Whoever is here either cleaned up really well, or everyone was killed in their quarters.”


The Planetary tech lowered his glasses. “There is a chance they could still be alive right?” He asked.


Vlaina looked at him and nodded slowly in the dim light. “A small one, but yes some could still be alive.”


“Commander, take a look.” The Chief spoke.


Vlaina looked back through her binos and saw the three figures moving across the small wind blown street. They were dressed in armor that looked worn and degraded by time in the elements, but there was no mistaking their blaster rifles, or the fact that the figure leading them was of Pure Sith blood, as the tentacle like appendages protruding from his chin announced him to be.


“No questions now.” Vlaina said. “They’re Sith all right.”


“It’s odd though Commander.” The Chief spoke. “They had to know that sooner or later someone would come asking questions about why the colony hasn’t reported in yet.”


Vlaina looked at him. “That is odd.” She said thoughtfully. She turned to the tech. “Where do the normal status reports from your colonies get channeled?”


The man looked at her. “Everything is routed through the main communications array on Bimmiel.” He replied. “Why?”


“Can they be directed somewhere else?” Vlaina asked.


“Sure. It’s an unsecured network.” He answered. “Anyone with the right tools and the access to the mainframe could do it. Why would they want too?”


“From the looks of things so far, these Sith have been here a lot longer than three months.” Vlaina spoke. “Which means you have someone in your office working for the Sith. That is why no one took notice when the colony didn’t report in right away.”


“And?”


“That means that the shipyard we found on the moon is very real, and it could very well mean that someone knows we are coming.” Vlaina spoke, rolling onto her back and looking at the stars. 


“A trap?” The Chief asked.


“Possibly.” Vlaina answered. “We need to find out who it was the normal Coms were getting transmitted too.” 


“That could take some time Commander. The Admiral is standing by just outside of the system with three Attack Groups waiting to hit this place.” The Master Chief spoke. “If we risk a transmission back to him, we could compromise everything.”


Vlaina nodded. “I know.” 


“The atmospheric processors.” The tech said.


Vlaina looked at him. “What?”


“The processors are still running.” The man said. “They are delicate and very specialized pieces of equipment. If one were to go down, a main alarm would sound on Bimmiel, until it was repaired.”


“And why is this significant?” 


“Last month. One of them went down. I just remembered it right now. It was back up in less than an hour. Only someone familiar with one of these monsters could fix it that fast.” The tech explained.


Vlaina nodded. “Ok, that means they kept prisoners.” She said, turning back to the colony. “If they kept prisoners they would want them centrally located for easy access and easy guarding. What’s the biggest building down there that allows them to put everyone in the same room and has only one or two exits?”


The tech didn’t even need to look at the data. “That’s easy, the colony mess area. It’s nothing more than a big hall designed to seat everyone for meetings and such.” He motioned with his head. “It’s the largest dome, in the center of the colony.”


Vlaina shifted her binos to the building, marking the front and back entrances. The back entrance was shrouded in shadows, as it emptied into an alley of sorts, while the front was well lit due to it facing the main street. 


“Any other entrances?” She asked.


The tech shook his head, while looking at the data pad. “Nothing but the ventilation system. It runs up from underneath the structure, and has four grates throughout the hall.”


“Chief?” Vlaina asked.


“We can do it.” He said. “Three teams come in from the ventilation system; one goes in the back door. As long as we aren’t heavily outnumbered, we can secure it and be gone before they know what hit them.”


“Problem is we don’t know how many bad guys there are?” Vlaina said.


“The lack of outdoor activity tells me not too many.” The Chief spoke. “Or else we would have seen more. And they wouldn’t want to have too big a force cause then they do run the chance of being noticed. They would want to keep it very low key.”


Vlaina nodded. “I concur.” She said. She looked at the sky. “We have about three hours before the sun comes up. Chief you got the back door, and I’ll take the others into the ventilation system. Remember the briefing on these Pure Sith, they are tougher and stronger than us. Strike the vital areas quick and brutal. We hit them in exactly 120 minutes.”


“What do we do?” The tech asked.


Vlaina looked at him. “Stay up here, watch the fireworks and pray they don’t have more troops then we think they do.”


“Great!” The man hissed softly.


The ventilation hatch was easy enough to find outside the edge of the colony, though it ended up being a very long crawl through the dusty metal shaft. Vlaina split her group into threes when they reached the intersection under the building, and it was another ten minutes before she saw the light from inside the room ahead of her. She crawled up to the grating over the shaft slowly, making no sound, and letting her eyes adjust to the dim light in the large hall. The shaft, it appeared, was on the floor, and she could make out the bodies nearly right in front of the entrance, but didn’t know if they were dead or not. Moving as slow as she ever had, her heart beating so hard she thought it would surely give her away, Vlaina put her face right up to the grate and looked out.


She could see the splash of light at one end of the hall, and hear the muted voices of at least four guards. It seemed as if the prisoners or bodies were spread out over the interior floor, the metal benches and tables piled in front of the rear entrance, effectively blocking an escape.


“Chief?” She whispered as low as her voice would allow.


“Go.”


“The rear entrance appears blocked by furniture.” Vlaina said.


“We’re there.” He replied. “Not stacked real well, but we can bypass over the wall.”


Vlaina’s head turned and she found herself staring into the open eyes of an older woman lying on the floor near the grate. She snapped up her hand, her finger over her lips beckoning her to remain silent. The woman nodded slowly.


“Commander?” The Chief’s voice whispered in her head.


“Stand by.” Vlaina spoke, pulling up her data pad and quickly typing something onto it. She slowly pushed it through the grate onto the floor. The woman saw this and slowly reached out to take it, drawing it back to her slowly. She pulled it close to her face to read.


WE ARE REPUBLIC COMMANDOS. WE HAVE THE FACILITY SUROUNDED. HOW MANY OF YOU SURVIVED? HOW MANY SITH TROOPS? 

Vlaina could have sworn she saw the woman let out a deep sigh as she typed quickly and pushed the data pad back to the grate and halfway through the slit. Vlaina picked up the pad.


THANK THE GODS! THERE ARE 89 OF US! THEY’VE KEPT US PRISONER FOR NEARLY FOUR MONTHS. SO MANY HAVED DIED. THEY ARE BUTCHERS! FOUR…FOUR HERE GUARDING US. TWO IN THE CONTROL ROOM. FIVE OTHERS. THEY TOOK OVER THE COMMANDER’S QUARTERS CLOSEST TO THE CONTROL ROOM.

“Chief, change of plans. Two Sith are in the control room. Five in the Commander’s quarters. Take your group and Team three and deal with them. I’ll handle this. Acknowledge.”


“Affirmative. Moving now.”


“Team Two do you have your grate off?” Vlaina asked.


“We are on the ground near the front entrance.” The young voice came back in a whisper.


Vlaina nodded as she slowly popped out the grating cover in front of her, and slid it to the side. “Stand by.”


Moving slowly and deliberately, Vlaina inched her body from the shaft, her rifle trained on the glass enclosed room where she could see the Sith troopers.


“What is going on!” The voice barked out in the dim darkness of the room. “Who are you?”


Vlaina neither hesitated nor questioned her action. She whirled in one smooth motion, her rifle dropping from her hands to dangle by its dual sling as her hand filled with seven inches of gleaming black blade. Vlaina came to her full height of five and a half feet, and using all her strength and weight drove the tip of her knife straight up even as she shouted into her mic.


“Go!”


The hall erupted into pandemonium as sleeping colonists came awake with the shattering sounds of heavy blasters and the shouts of Vlaina’s team yelling for them to stay down. There were two flashes and then massive bangs as her other team threw improved flash grenades. The shattering of glass and duracrete sounded in her head. None of these noises however, drew her attention away from the immediate threat in front of her.


Vlaina heard the thud and rush of air as her blade penetrated armor and drove up into the guard’s side, under his armpit. Had it been a normal human, the move would have sliced through the heart and ended the fight. Standing before Vlaina however, was the Pure Sith soldier they had seen in the street, and the knife imbedded in his side did not drop him. If anything it made him extremely angry. 


Vlaina watched as he wrenched the knife out of his side, splashing purplish blood across his armor and the floor, his face a snarl of pain and anger.


Everything slowed for Vlaina as the Pure Sith before her flash an evil grin as he lifted his hand for the vibrosword strapped to his back. Time became a crawl, as Vlaina lunged to the right, her rifle coming up just as his sword came around. Her rifle fell in two pieces and she had time to glance up before the blade started to come back up in a wicked diagonal slash. Everything her father had ever taught her, everything Mandalore had ever hammered into her head, her matches with both Revan and Arren, all of it came to her in one simple moment and she dropped straight to the floor, her eyes watching as the blade missed disemboweling her by mere millimeters. She rolled, executing a back flip and coming to her feet, her specially designed vibrosword appearing in her hand as if it had flown there of its own accord from the scabbard on her back.


While the Pure Sith was reeling and trying to catch his balance from the missed swing, Vlaina struck with every ounce of power in her body. Her vibrosword was specially designed for her, nearly three inches shorter than standard, to augment her natural strength and training levels. Her swings were shorter than most people, yet carried more controlled power behind them, the kinetic energy she generated nearly double that of a longer vibrosword. Added to the fact that her blade was forged from pure Quadranium and honed to razor sharpness, it was also equipped with an enhanced energy cell, which caused more damage to be inflicted in a strike. 


Vlaina’s blade struck the Pure Sith just behind his exposed shoulder and bit deeply into his flesh, the vibrosword doing massive damage as the blade passed through his body. The blade slammed into something very strong and stopped, but not before the blow had nearly severed his entire shoulder from his body. Roaring in agony, his sword arm now useless, the Pure Sith staggered to stand up. This was something Vlaina did not allow as she snapped out with a vicious kick to his closest leg, and feeling satisfaction at the sound of his bones snapping. As he dropped to his shatter knee, Vlaina brought her same leg up again, the knee joint ramming into his jaw as he fell. His body went limp as a Corellian noodle as his neck broke, and it came to rest with sightless eyes staring up at her.


Vlaina snatched her heavy blaster from her thigh holster as distant blaster fire filled the air. It was coming from outside, and her eyes took in the surroundings of the hall. Both her teams were securing the dead bodies of the Sith soldiers here in the hall, while keeping the screaming colonists under close watch.


“Chief!” She snapped into her mic.


“We’re secure!” Came the reply almost immediately. “Your fracas roused our friends here and they kind of walk into the business end of my blaster.”


Vlaina grinned. “Control room is secure then?”


“Affirmative. We got six dead Sith scum, and no injuries.”


“Secure the area. Stand by to contact Admiral Onasi.” Vlaina spoke as one of her team came up.


“We’re secure Commander. Nice job with ugly here.” He said toeing the body of the red skinned Sith.


Vlaina shook her head. “I got very lucky.” She spoke, her hands just now starting to shake at the realization of how close she had come to dying. “Very lucky. Let’s get these people calmed down.”

SITH SHIPYARD 721A
THIRD MOON OF ORD JANON 

The Pure Sith commander reflected on the reports before him. His shipyard was the main yard responsible for producing his Master’s fighter craft that supplied their ships. His shipyard was producing a hundred a day and he had nearly two thousand waiting in the holding bays of the moon. The command center for his shipyard was quiet as his techs went about their duties without question. They had been operating at peak efficiency for nearly six months now, undetected far out here past even the Outer Rim. He was unconcerned about Republic ships in this area, as the majority of their fleets were tied down with the numerous invasion corridors the Sith fleet had opened up, and there was nothing out here in this sector of space.


To this effect, he was unprepared when his sensor technician sprang up in his seat, and even more unprepared for what he loudly announced.


“Commander! Hyperspace reversion points appearing in system! Hundreds of them!”


The shipyard commander nearly dropped the data pad he was reading as he rushed over to the tech. “That’s not possible! Our fleet isn’t due here for another three days!”


“Commander they aren’t ours! They’re Republic!”


“Impossible! How could they have found us? Contact the colony!”


The tech turned to another panel, his hands working the controls. “Negative! Our transmissions are being jammed!”


“Jammed? From where?”


The tech looked at him, his eyes wide. “The colony!”


“Commander the Republic ships are launching fighters!” The tech barked. “I count three--no—four hundred! They are forming into attack formations!”


The Pure Sith commander stood up. “Launch our ready fighters! All base defensive systems to automatic!”


The Pure Sith Commander was also very unprepared to die on this day. 

SPIRIT OF TELOS

“Our fighters are away! Forming into attack echelons!” Wilcox reported, looking over to Carth. “Enemy is launching fighters Admiral!”


“Numbers?” Carth asked.


“At least six hundred Admiral!”


“I didn’t expect them to just welcome us with open arms.” Carth said with a grin. “We need to destroy the shipyard so they can not launch anymore! Third Attack Group is to execute Plan Beta! Fifth Attack Group executes Plan Gamma! Tell the Mandalorian Attack Group commander to lead us straight in! Let’s see if they invite us in for tea.”


With that order the Third Attack Group broke sharply left towards Ord Janon, while the Fifth Attack Group seemed to heel sharply and head away from the third moon. The entire Mandalorian Attack Group leaped forward, with Carth’s First Attack Group boring right after them in their wake.


And the Battle of Ord Janon was joined.


“Picking up nearly six hundred fighters!” The voice screamed into the headset of the Republic Wing Commander.


“Steady people!” The Colonel retorted. “All leaders report in!”


“Alpha ready!”


“Beta here!”


He listened as his wing leaders chimed in and they closed with the enemy fighters. He looked down at his small plot board between his legs waiting for the right moment. The console started to beep insistently and his head snapped up.


“Now! All Wings break!”


As if choreographed by a Master planner, four hundred Republic fighters peeled up and away, down and away, and to the sides, to reveal the nose of the Mandalorian Heavy Cruiser right behind them traveling at near terminal velocity itself. They had been flying in such a tight formation that the Sith fighters could not see behind the wall of fighters they had put up. As the Republic fighters cleared away, the Mandalorian cruiser unleashed a massive barrage of anti-aircraft missiles in an orange and red blaze of flame as missiles left their launchers.


The Colonel grinned to himself as he brought his V-wing fighter around and saw the dozens of explosions as missiles found their targets, and the Sith fighters began to split in all directions.


“Let’s go to it people!” He barked, bringing his nose up and centering the turning Sith fighter in the reticule on his HUD. His fingers mashed back on his control stick trigger and green lasers lanced away from his wing cannons to rip into the Sith fighter, splitting it open like an overripe Dantooine Balo fruit.


The Sith fighters were smaller and faster when running straight, however the V-wing fighters had a tighter turning radius, and were better armored. They used this to their full advantage as many fighters became groups, and groups became pairs, all the while their turbo lasers burning red, green, and yellow fire across the stars to explode Sith fighters. 


It was, as one Wing Commander would later remark, a turkey shoot.


The Sith pilots were not experienced fighters, and tentative in their actions. This led to many of them turning into a burst from turbo lasers rather than away from them. Their maneuvering skills were no where near on a par with the Republic and Mandalorian pilots, as many of the Wing Commanders were veterans of the Mandalorian and Jedi Civil War and had passed on their tactics to the younger pilots, who then practiced daily. Carth’s forces had the added benefit of not having any action in their sectors, and could train heavily. That training was now paying off.


The SPIRIT barreled through the Sith fighters with destruction on her commander’s mind. Her automated defensive cannons were ablaze on each side, as the swarming knots of Sith fighters attacked. Several of these fighters got off missiles which rocked into the SPIRIT’s shields and armor, but she bore on.


Carth gripped the railing where he stood and turned to his newly promoted executive officer. “Defensive missiles! All tubes! Now!” He barked.


Wilcox relayed the order, and soon the space around the SPIRIT became the most lethal place in the galaxy to be. Dozens of defensive anti-aircraft missiles erupted from tubes on her sides and top, filling the stars with their deadly missiles. Many tracked immediately on the Sith fighters swarming the ship, blasting them into atoms. Others lost their locks when lucky Sith pilots were able to pull tight maneuvers to throw off the missile seeker heads. Their luck did not last long however, as more missiles filled the space around the SPIRIT as one of her Fighter Wings came roaring in, enraged that they were attacking their mother ship.


“Admiral, we’ve broken through the fighter ranks!” Wilcox called. “The shipyard is preparing to launch another wave of fighters!”


Carth turned. “Are we in range?”


“Affirmative Admiral!”


“Open fire! All main batteries! Target the launch doors and fuel pods! Relay the order to all ships in range!” Carth snapped. “Order the G-wings in for close bombardment!”


And the sky above the third moon of Ord Janon became red.


“Commander we’re picking up four Republic Capital ships and two Mandalorian Heavy Cruisers breaking through our fighters. They are turning to begin bombardment!” The tech yelled.


“Launch the next wave of fighters!” The Commander screamed.


“We don’t have enough pilots Commander!”


“Engage with base cannons!”


The tech looked at him. “Commander, our base cannons will not scratch their shields! Our defenses are designed to repel boarding craft, not Capital ships!” He shouted. “They do not intend to occupy the base sir! They are preparing to destroy it!”


The Pure Sith commander looked at the man, confusion etched onto his face. “Why would they not want to occupy the base?” He asked.


It would be the last question he ever asked, as a massive explosion directly above the control center dropped nearly a hundred metric tons of rock and dirt on them. The initial barrage from the SPIRIT’s guns had struck home, the moon’s surface crumbling under the impact of the batteries designed to crack planetary crusts. The moon’s surface was like shattering glass in comparison as four capital ships and two heavy cruisers unleashed their full fury.


The shipyard had four launch bays built into the surface of the moon. These were hit simultaneously by four different G-wing assault craft modified to carry heavy ordnance. The missiles they carried slammed not into the launch bay itself, but into the surrounding rock and mountains, burrowing in for several dozen meters before unleashing their hellish blasts. The metal of the launch bays and hangers buckled and began to scream in protest as interior pipes carrying fuel to the hundreds of fighters in the bays ignited and joined in the massive wave of destruction. The crushing rock and superheated fuel incinerated or crushed every fighter or personnel in the four hanger bays, the openings to all four launching points coming apart as the screeching metal could not stand the searing heat and began to buckle.


And still the bombardment continued.


“Admiral our sensors are picking up seismic activity under the base!” Wilcox reported. “The bombardment is causing a massive earthquake!”


Carth nodded from where he stood watching the SPIRIT’s guns shatter the enemy below. “Very well. Continue the bombardment.” He ordered. “We don’t stop until nothing is left alive.”


“Yes sir! The ground team on Ord Janon was able to replicate a diagram of the shipyard from computer logs sir.” Wilcox spoke.


“Put it up!” Carth said, stepping closer to the holo image as it sprang to life.


Wilcox came over to stand next to him. He pointed to several spots. “Our G-wings report all four of the launch bays have caved in. Several of our delayed impact warheads ruptured the fuel lines moving between the bays.” His fingers traced the image. “The resulting fires began to cook off the fighters standing by. Judging by the size and estimates of the explosions, our pilots are saying there had to be nearly two thousand fighters in the bays.”


“And what does that tell you Wilcox?” Carth spoke thoughtfully.


“That perhaps our Sith friends were going to be making a delivery soon Admiral.” Wilcox replied.


Carth nodded. “Indeed. And in order to deliver that many fighters, they would need pilots?” Carth adjusted the star chart. “The only real way into this system without being detected is through the Mintar Nebula. It spans this corner of the system, and comes out twelve light years from here on the edge of known space.”


“Ambush them Admiral?” Wilcox asked looking at him.


Carth nodded. “We can put a serious dent in their fighter forces if we can take out the pilots they were bringing to take the fighters that were ready.” He said. “The Mintar Nebula degrades all sensors while traveling through it. It would take them nearly thirty seconds to regain full sensors when they exited the Nebula, which means they would be blind and dumb.”


“And unable to scan that we have obliterated their shipyard.” Wilcox said with a wicked grin.


Carth looked at him. “I do so like the way your mind works Commander.” He said. He pointed to a spot on the edge of the Nebula. “Have Captain Tranor move the Third AG to this position here. Put his capital ships in a single line orienting his main gun batteries towards the nebula. Send Captain Piotr and his Fifth AG here, with the same orders. We’ll take up a position here, putting them in a box as they exit the nebula.”


“What about General Tagren? We won’t be able to keep the Mandalorians out of this ambush no matter how hard we try.” Wilcox said with a smile.


Carth chuckled. “Tell General Tagren to move his AG half a light year into the nebula and switch all sensors to their motion trackers. Their normal sensors will be down, but their motion sensors will pick up any movement, and still allow him to coordinate closing the box after the Sith have passed.”


Wilcox nodded. “I’ll get the orders out right away sir.”


“Have our G-wings return and rearm and go back out. I want nothing left of that shipyard bigger than a meter across.” Carth growled.


“No prisoners, sir?”


Carth shook his head. “Would the Sith take prisoners?”


“If they did it would be only to torture them for information Admiral.”


Carth nodded. “I’m not in a very charitable mood Commander. They started this war now let’s see how they like having their own tactics used against them.”


“Yes sir!”


“And send a transport to the planet to pick up the ground team and any survivors!”


“Already on the way Admiral!”

Carth nodded, the fires below seeming to burn in his eyes as he stood impassive, gazing at the destruction below on the surface. They could not stop. They had to be sure no one was able to ever use this shipyard or station again. Nothing could survive. If that made him a mad man, so be it.


Carth Onasi could live with that if it saved lives. The lives of his people.

DUBRILLION

Revan and Zhar stood on one side of the door into the landing bay where the Sith transport was, and Mace and four Mandalorian scouts stood on the other side. The only other entrance was being watched by half a dozen Jedi under Mace’s command.

Revan put his finger to his ear as the soft voice of the Jedi tracking the three Sith officers interrupted his thoughts of his wife.


“…are settling in.” The voice said. “Well on their way to Juma land.”


Revan smiled slightly and looked at Mace, who also grinned and nodded. “Hard and fast!” Revan said. “If they are Pure Sith, they will either be dark Jedi or force sensitive senior troops. We want one or two alive, but if it can’t happen, no one is to be a hero.”


The eyes focused on him nodded along with the heads of those who would assault the transport. Revan palmed one of his dual violet lightsabers, and looked at Mace.


“Go!”


Mace’s green lightsaber flashed up with a snap hiss as it activated, and the locking mechanism of the landing bay door fell away. Revan pulled it open with the Force and rushed into the landing bay, the others spreading out behind them. His eyes detected their other assault unit breaching the second door as well as the four Pure Sith that were standing near the ramp entrance. Their faces showed their surprise as they realized they were under attack. The surprise vanished quickly as all four of them produced crimson red lightsabers from their clothes. Two turned to face Revan and his team, while the other two leaped into an attack on their second assault force.


While in the middle of the Force assisted leap, one of the Pure Sith Jedi sent forth a raging storm of sizzling lightning that caught two of the Mandalorian scouts off guard. Their armor absorbed most of the charge of the lightning, but they crumpled to the ground out of the fight, their armor smoking in several places. Zhar saw them go down, and rushed to their aide as Mace and his father engaged the two Sith. 


Mace immediately knew he could never match his opponent strength for strength, as he was just too large, so he moved quickly into Form III, or the Soresu defensive style. He stood completely still, his green blade parrying the Pure Sith’s crimson lightsaber near effortlessly, never moving more than a few millimeters, causing the Pure Sith Jedi to expend enormous amounts of physical energy. His rage grew as he battered the simple Jedi in front of him, but could not penetrate the man’s defense. Mace opened himself to the Force further, knowing his mastery of the more subtle energies of the Force was his edge. He had seen the many containers lining the landing bay as they entered and he now lifted one several meters behind the Sith directing it at his back. He was so intent on using his lightsaber to batter Mace into submission he never sensed the container racing toward him. Mace quickly stepped aside as the container, easily two hundred kilos in weight slammed into the Pure Sith’s back. Mace heard the man’s back crunch as he was carried nearly fifteen meters across the landing bay. He was alive, but crippled and no longer a threat.


Mace turned to see Revan and the second Sith exchanging lightsaber parries, and knowing what he knew of Revan’s skill, he knew the Pure Sith was being set up. Revan was using a combination of Ataro and Form V, called Djem-So, to channel his attacks and parries into further attacks. The Pure Sith Jedi, while quite adequate with the lightsaber, was no match for Master Revan as he quickly found out when Revan executed a leap straight up and using the Force, he shoved the Pure Sith forward underneath him. The Sith Jedi was unprepared for the move and staggered forward, directly toward where Zhar was attempting to treat the fallen Mandalorian scouts. Revan’s eyes widened when he realized the Sith Jedi had used his momentum to move toward an easier target.


Or so the Pure Sith thought.


Zhar turned from treating the two wounded scouts, his lightsaber igniting with a snap hiss and coming up to block the downward slash of the Sith Jedi. The blades clashed together with crackle of raw energy, and Zhar brought his other hand up. The Sith Jedi’s eyes grew wide as he felt the massive Force wave engulf him, tossing him across the landing bay, and slamming his body against the outer hull of his transport with enough power to crush nearly every bone in his body. Revan watched his son turn back to treat the wounded scouts with nothing more than a simple glance and he turned to Mace who had also witnessed the event.


The combination of Jedi and scouts had easily overwhelmed the other Pure Sith, one now lying sprawled on the duracrete, his body missing both legs. The second was lying on the ground clutching the missing stump of his right arm, his lightsaber in the hands of one of the Jedi.


Revan lifted his wrist, activating his com unit. “Take down the officers.” He ordered the Jedi tracking the Sith officers in the cantina.


“Understood General!” Came the reply.


Revan turned to Mace. “Get those techs up here! I want them to tear the transport’s computer apart for any information they can find.”


Mace nodded lifting his own wrist com to his lips. Revan walked slowly over to his son, who got to his feet as his father came up to him.


“They will live.” Zhar said.


“That was quite a surge of power son.” Revan said.


“He would have attacked wounded men. I could not allow that.” Zhar replied. “I’m sorry.”


“Sorry for what? Protecting the innocent?” Revan smiled and put his hand on Zhar’s shoulder, squeezing hard and realizing for the first time that Zhar had grown into a man. “That is why you will one day make a finer Jedi than your brother or I Zhar?”


Zhar met his eyes and felt the warm smile cross his face.

KASHYYYK


Dacen walked slowly up behind the woman with the flame red hair leaning against the railing high in the trees of Kashyyyk. She wore simple brown and white Jedi robes, her boots scuffed and worn, but he could sense the darkness gathering around her as surely as if it was a palpable thing.


“Mira?” He asked softly.


Mira turned to face him slowly, her green eyes devoid of any emotion, her face drawn and tight. She looked like she hadn’t slept in days, and the bags under her normally bright eyes were the obvious indication.


“Dacen.” She replied.


Dacen stepped up to her and Mira’s tough exterior finally came crashing down as she nearly fell into his arms, pulling him to the platform, as the tears once more erupted from her eyes. Dacen pulled her tightly to him, her sobs wracking her body.


“I loved him too Mira.” Dacen spoke, his own eyes moist.


“I miss him Dacen!” Mira nearly cried. “I miss his crooked smile and the way he made me laugh. I miss how he held me. I miss him so much!”


“I’m here for you Mira.” Dacen spoke. “Don’t shut us out. We have been through far too much together. Everyone is worried about you. Let us help you cope with what you feel.”


Arren had come to him earlier about Mira. She had avoided everyone upon coming to Kashyyyk with Atton’s body, refusing to be anywhere close to her friends. Arren and many of the other Jedi could sense dark emotions coursing through Mira, at the point of consuming her. Arren knew her father was the only one who could keep them from losing a friend.


“I… I feel so alone!” Mira said.


“You aren’t alone!” Dacen told her. “You are never alone! And Atton would not want you to do this. He loved you Mira. You taught him how to love, how to open up, how to forgive himself. Don’t keep what you are feeling inside. It will destroy you. Your children need you. They have lost their father, and you can not allow them to have their mother taken from them. The path you are walking now will surely lead to that. All of us can sense the dark emotions boiling under the surface. The need for revenge. The hate. Do not embrace them my former Padawan. My friend. Stay here with us.”


Mira looked at him through tear stained eyes. “What… what do I do?”


“You remember him the way he would have wanted you too; that crooked smile, with a glass of Juma in his hand, telling your youngest how best to win a hand of Pazaak.” Dacen said.


Mira couldn’t help the smile that split her face. It had been a running argument between them for years. Atton had always been trying to teach them how to play Pazaak, and Mira would always catch him and scold him for teaching their children how to gamble.


Dacen nodded. “Remember the smiles Mira. And the love he had for you. He’s one with the Force now, as he was always meant to be.”


Mira looked up into his face, his usually scraggly beard neatly trimmed now. She took a deep breath and Dacen could almost feel the gathering darkness slip away into nothing. The emptiness would remain there was no doubt of that, but the hatred and anger that once permeated her being was drifting away.


“I…I need to tell the children.” She said finally.


“I’ll have a transport waiting for you in the morning to take you to the Sanctuary. You can stay with them as long as you feel they need you.” Dacen spoke.


“They are stronger than me.” Mira said, squeezing his arms. “They are like their father in that regard.”


Dacen helped her to her feet slowly. “There is no rush Mira.”


“I know.” She replied. “But he… Atton would have wanted me to help in this war. Not hide away with the children. We had talked of these things before. We both knew it was the only way we would ever truly know peace in our time.”


“I will always be here for you.” He said.


Mira nodded. “I know.” Her eyes widened. “Brianna? I never thought to ask Dacen! I’m so sorry!”


Dacen smiled. “It’s alright. She will be fine. A few days rest.”


“The baby?”


Dacen shook his head slowly. “There will be others.” He said.


Mira touched his face with her hand and leaned up to kiss him softly on the cheek. “I want you to have his things.” She said. “He would have wanted that. Atton considered you to be the father figure he never had.”


Dacen nodded slowly. “Come. I’ll walk you back to your lodging.”

CORUSCANT

CHANCELLOR’S OFFICE


Brose looked at the four men who sat across from him in his office. They were all senior, if little known, Senators. He had postponed the meeting with Jamus Overlet and his fellow Senators until the next morning, noting how the men had left his office the previous day without a hint of anger. They felt they were in an unbeatable position, and Brose knew they were coming to see him in regards to the measure they had been able to sneak by the Senate in the Military Appropriations Bill. Brose Thimina however was no light weight when it came to politics and getting things done, and while his reputation for being soft spoken and extremely intelligent got him elected to the Chancellor’s position, he was not the pushover many thought him to be. Brose had great respect and favor towards the Jedi Order, unlike many of the politicians today, and that was why he had always maintained pleasant relations with them. Even after so many of their Order had done so many horrible things that caused the Republic to suffer. He always said you can not judge so many by the actions of so few, and so far, his faith in the Jedi Order had not wavered in the least. That was why Master Vandar and the Mirialan Master Arda Knal were now sitting in his office as well.


Master Knal had light brown skin with small tattoos dotting her smooth face across the bridge of her nose and decorating her darkly colored bottom lip. She was a tall woman, nearly two meters in height, and her dark blue robes and hood covered her long black hair. Her facial features were flawless, and her eyes were the color of shimmering Jade. Arda Knal was the leader of the very small, but very effective Jedi Intelligence Division, which in the last twelve hours had grown disproportionately. She had recently been promoted to the rank of Master and was one of the most renowned diplomats within the ranks of the Jedi. She was also an extremely skilled warrior, earning a reputation as impulsive at times, and measured at other times. She was not timid in the least, and at times preferred to use her lightsaber before her diplomatic skills. It was this reason that her promotion to Master had been delayed, but once the Jedi had committed to this war, Vandar had instantly summoned her and promoted her to Master with the blessing of the other Council members.  


Brose returned to his seat after offering refreshments to the gathered Senators and let his gaze turn to them. “I must apologize for delaying our meeting yesterday, however something came up that needed my immediate attention.”


“That is perfectly understandable Chancellor, given the demands on your time now.” Jamus spoke, holding the glass of Alderaanian wine.


“What can I do for you and your esteemed colleagues?” Brose asked sipping his own glass.


“I’m sure you are aware of the clause in the Military Appropriations Bill that was passed yesterday.” Jamus spoke. “The clause that allows the Senate to appoint advisors to Republic Intelligence, and be made aware of all information obtained in regards to ongoing operations and Intelligence gathering assignments?”


Brose nodded as if the news was not anything new to him at all. “Yes of course. I received your list of advisors yesterday.”


“We are here to discuss their roles.” Jamus spoke.


“Of course.”


“As representatives of the Senate, we expect they will be granted access to any and all Intelligence gathered by our forces.” Jamus continued. “They will report to a committee that has been established for this, headed by myself and those gathered here.”


Brose set his wine down on his desk. “I understand.” He spoke softly. “You are using men and women with no military experience, and some who are even reporters for the HoloNet as your agents. Aren’t you concerned that your information will not be accurate or explained properly?”


Jamus smiled. “I have several military liaisons on my staff Chancellor. Any questions I might have I can certainly ask them.”


Brose nodded. “Ah yes… a junior lieutenant only three years out of the academy, and your wife’s brother.”


“Who is a retired Republic Colonel with an impeccable record!” Jamus shot back.


“Indeed. However, his expertise resides in training protocols. Not combat. You don’t feel the need to add say… some combat experienced officers to your staff. I have a list of officers who would do a fine job in interpreting the Intelligence we obtain.” Brose told him.


“I trust my staff.” Jamus said testily.


Brose nodded. “I’m sure you do. However… I do not!” He motioned to where Vandar and Arda had sat quietly up until this point. “I’m sure you know Jedi Master Vandar. And to his left is Jedi Master Arda Knal.”


“Why are two Jedi here?” Jamus asked. “This meeting was supposed to be in regards to Republic Intelligence. The Jedi have nothing to do with Republic Intelligence!”


“They are here at my request.” Brose answered. “And this meeting is in regards to Intelligence just as you say. However, I will not play they game you thought to include me in.”


“What are you saying Chancellor?” Jamus asked, his carefully laid plans coming apart before his eyes.


“Master Knal is head of Intelligence for the Jedi.” Brose said. “As of 0600 hours this morning, I have invoked Amendment Nineteen under the Constitution. This allows me, under the Constitution, to announce a State of War Act against the Sith threat. Under this Act I am granted certain powers to create and appoint temporary positions, or direct outside organizations to address the needs of the Republic. I felt the need to have our Intelligence more centralized and under more direct control. To do that, I have chopped Republic Intelligence to the Operational Command of the Jedi Order since our forces are working so closely with the Jedi, and many of the senior Jedi have been given temporary status in rank and position.” Brose hide his feeling of satisfaction at seeing the looks on the faces of Jamus and the other Senators.


“You can not do that!” Jamus snapped.


“You are incorrect Senator. I am perfectly within my rights as Chancellor to do this. And it is already done. As of 0600 this morning, all Republic Intelligence is routed through Jedi Intelligence. All agents report to Jedi Intelligence, and Master Knal reports directly to me.” Brose spoke evenly. “I will not allow our forces and those of the Jedi to be put at risk by individuals that have neither the experience nor the fortitude to have access to our most sensitive information.”


“The Military Appropriations Bill specifically states that the Senate’s appointed advisors have the right to view all Intelligence gather by Republic forces!” One of the other Senators spoke now.


“Yes it does.” Brose replied. “And you will have access to information that is deemed appropriate by Master Knal, as she now is in command of Republic Intelligence.”


Knal leaned forward in her chair. “Gentlemen, I will provide you any information you require as long as it does not compromise the security of ongoing or future operations in this war.”


“The Jedi Order is not part of the governing body of the Republic!” Jamus barked.


“Neither are the men and women you have appointed to be your advisors to the Senate.” Brose told him. “And since I have every right under the State of War Act as dictated by the Nineteenth Amendment of our Constitution, this is how events will proceed.”


“Chancellor have you even tried to contact the leaders of these Sith forces?” Jamus asked. “Has anyone in your office so much as even tried to find out why they are attacking us?”


Brose looked at him. “After invading the Republic from six different locations and conquering nearly twenty-two worlds, I did not see the need to contact them to find out what their intent was.”


“It’s obvious they are after the Jedi!” Jamus nearly yelled. “This is obviously another Jedi Civil War that we have been dragged into. The attacks on the Jedi Temple here and on Dantooine are all the examples I need to make me see that.”


“I don’t recall a Jedi enclave being on Gand Jamus. Or Ryloth. Or Eriadu. Or any other worlds these Sith have conquered. So you are telling me they have slaughtered billions of our people because they are after only the Jedi? Are you so much of a fool as to believe that?”


“How do we know the Jedi don’t have bases on those worlds?” Jamus retorted. “Their entire Order is based on secrecy and deception! They knew all along where Revan was, even after knowing that the Senate was debating whether to bring him and his wife up on charges! And now he is leading many of our soldiers in this so called war!”


Vandar’s ears laid a little further back along his hairless head. “The Senate wished to convene hearings in regards to the actions of Revan and Bastila. Hearings that would have in no way been fair or impartial.”


“And how do you know that?” Jamus snapped at Vandar. “Do you have spies among the Senate, just as the Sith did?”


“The Jedi Order protects the Republic Senator Overlet.” Vandar spoke.


“Are you protecting us now? Or just better positioning yourselves to take over the Republic and turn the Republic into a fanatical religious state?” Jamus countered.


“That will be enough Senator.” Brose spoke getting to his feet. “My decision has been made and acted on.”


Jamus also got to his feet. “I will take this to the Senate! I’ll fight this!”


Brose nodded. “That is your right Jamus.”


“You haven’t heard the last of this!” Jamus spat, spinning around and exiting the office with the others in tow. 


Vandar turned to Brose when the door closed behind them. “A dangerous game you are playing Chancellor.” He said.


Brose nodded. “Perhaps. But I won’t allow these men to compromise the integrity of our military and put at risk those that defend our existence. I won’t Vandar! I won’t.”


“Will your directives stand?” Vandar asked, gliding out of the chair with grace, his arms going behind his back as he headed for the door. Arda got to her feet as well, and followed, remaining silent until she and Vandar were alone.


“Until their next attempt at seizing some semblance of control.” Brose spoke.


“Can you not bring this before the entire Senate?” Vandar asked.


Brose shook his head. “To do that would expose a weakness to the Sith. If they know we are politically at odds about this war, I fear it would only drive them to be more active and vicious.”


Vandar nodded. “I concur.” He spoke.


“Master Arda, I expect you will brief General Panlie and the others?” Brose said as they came to the door.


Arda nodded. “We have a meeting on Kashyyyk scheduled in three days.” She replied. “I will return and report to you directly.”


“I need our military and the Jedi focused on keeping the Republic protected. Let me worry about the political games of state.” Brose spoke. “I want to thank you both for coming.” As he spoke, the door to his office opened.


“We are at your service Chancellor.” Vandar spoke, bowing his head slightly to him. Arda did the same and followed Vandar out.


They were in the outer lobby of the 500 Republica mingling with the hundreds of species moving in and out of the building before either of them spoke.


“What are you thinking Master Vandar?” Arda asked.


Vandar looked at her. “We must hold a meeting of the council Arda. We will need you in attendance as well.”


Arda nodded. “I will contact the council members when we return to the Temple. Can I relate to them the focus of the meeting?”


Vandar looked at her, his eyes narrowing. “The survival and continued existence of the Jedi Order.” He answered quietly.

CHAPTER NINE

ARKANIS SECTOR

OCCUPIED RYLOTH


Natal walked down the corridor of the former government building, his black cape sweeping along the floor behind him. Sith troopers stood at attention as he passed, their armored faces revealing nothing to him. Natal had returned to Ryloth after their defeat at Sneeve to establish their command post and strengthen their grip on their conquered planets. He barely noticed the half dozen young Twi’lek women as they scuttled about doing tasks for their new Sith masters.


Natal entered the small room that held only a massive holo imager, and he activated the console, the black cloaked figure of his master appearing.


“My Master.” Natal spoke, bowing his head and dropping to one knee.


“Darth Natal. What have you to report?”


“Admiral Seelok is currently reforming our forces and replacing losses suffered at Sneeve. He would not pursue the traitor’s son my lord.”


“With good reason.” The Pure Sith replied. “Who am I apprentice?”


Natal looked confused. “Master?”


“Who am I?” The figure asked more forcefully.


“You… you are Lord Amaurth, the true Dark Lord of the Sith. My Master.” Natal replied.


“Then do not question my word.” Amaurth spoke. “Admiral Seelok is commander of our conventional forces apprentice. He has been bred for just this thing. His priority is to see that we are victorious militarily, nothing more. He will see to the battles that come.”


“The traitor and the others who serve him are experienced my lord.” Natal said, keeping his voice low and submissive.


“Yes they are. Admiral Seelok will not win all the battles Natal, no victor ever does. But he will prevail. Your job apprentice is to guide him with what I desire to be done. Not direct how he is to use his forces. If I wish a planet destroyed, do not question how he does it; simply tell him which planet to destroy.” Amaurth explained. “Do I make myself clear?” 


“Do you not trust me Master?” Natal asked.


“It is not a matter of trust apprentice.” Amaurth replied. “It is a matter of direction. We will speak no more of this. Now what of the reports from our agents on Coruscant? There is dissension among the Republic Senators is there not?”


Natal nodded. “There is my lord. A small group of Senators feel that the traitor is attempting to subvert them and re-establish himself as Dark Lord. They have clumsily attempted to find or contact our agents that are still on Coruscant. I received the information from a bounty hunter who frequents the lower levels of the capital.”


Amaurth nodded. “Pacifists!” He spat with distaste. “They think we would seek a negotiated settlement to the war. They are fools!”


“One Senator in particular has an intense distaste for the Jedi my Lord.” Natal continued. “He is the one leading this small group.”


“We must cultivate this train of thought among them apprentice. Make them distrust the Jedi more. Make them turn from the Jedi.” Amaurth said. “It will weaken the resolve of the others.”


“What would you have me do Master?” Natal asked.


“If they wish a meeting, perhaps we should give them one.” Amaurth replied with a smile.

JEDI COUNCIL CHAMBERS
CORUSCANT


“…are serious points of concern Vandar.” Revan spoke, his bluish holo figure sitting in a chair in the lounge of the frigate he had borrowed and was now headed for Kashyyyk with.


Vandar nodded slowly from his chair on Coruscant. Jolee was the only other Master present on Coruscant, but the communication channel was full, the bluish figures of all the Masters occupying their chairs. 


“I agree. That is why I called this emergency session.” Vandar spoke.


“Was it a wise move by the Chancellor to give command of Republic Intelligence to the Jedi?” Bastila asked from her chair on Kashyyyk. “It seems that would only infuriate Senator Overlet and the others that support him further; make him press for other things as well.”


“I agreed with the Chancellor on this move.” Vandar replied. “If he had done nothing, our entire Intelligence network would have been crippled overnight. Senator Overlet and his associates are using subtle political moves to advance what they feel is truly happening.”


“That I am attempting to regain my title as Dark Lord?” Revan spoke.


Vandar nodded. “Yes. Their methods remain political so far. They feel a negotiated settlement with the Sith will end this war. I fear that handing you over to the Sith will be part of their offer.”


“Negotiated Settlement?” Atris spoke from her location on Naboo. “These Sith are nothing like those in the past! I should know! All they desire is the death of the Jedi and the Republic.”


“Vandar, Atris is right.” Revan spoke again. “These Sith are not like those I once led. Or those that followed Malak. Destroying the Republic is paramount in their designs. As well as slaughtering every Jedi out there. From the little intelligence we have been able to get from the few Pure Sith prisoners we have, they want a return to Sith rule yes. But they want it from the foundation up. They intend to purge everything of the Jedi and the Republic from existence. No matter the cost.”


“The Chancellor will not allow Senator Overlet and the others to gain any consent in the Senate.” Vandar said. “Their faction is small, only a dozen or so from all reports. My concerns lie with the fact that this will not be a short war. The longer it is maintained the more support we will lose. Already he has people working on exposing the Jedi for who he thinks we really are? There are continued stories of our history that focus on the former Jedi who turned to the dark side. The information he is getting is far too accurate to be coincidence. There was a program on just last evening detailing the rise and fall of Ulic Qel Dromma. Details that were not meant for public knowledge are being exposed. Nothing serious as yet, but the quality of the information is troubling.”


“So we still have spies among us?” Dacen spoke from next to Bastila on Kashyyyk. 


“It would appear so.” Vandar replied. “I have directed Master Knal to begin an investigation into any access into the Jedi Archives here on Coruscant. It is the only place where this information is stored.”

“The Jedi Order has always defended the Republic! And thousands of us have died in that defense!” Master Tena Kar spoke now.

Tena Kar was a recently promoted Master to the Council. She was a Lethan Twi’lek with the rare red skin color. She wore dark tan robes, her Lekku wrapped protectively around her neck. She currently commanded Republic and Jedi forces in and around Cato Neimodia. 

“That is a fact Senator Overlet conveniently omits from every one of his speeches and broadcasts on the HoloNet.” Jolee spoke from next to Vandar.  


Ki Van Tar stirred in his chair aboard his command ship on the outskirts of Iridonia. “Is it possible this Senator Overlet will make a political move against the Chancellor?”


Vandar shook his head. “It is hard to see the future. This war brings with it a cloud of darkness unlike any before.” He said.


“What if one of us talked to the Senator? Perhaps that would help ease his misgivings.” Corna spoke from Rev junior’s ship in orbit of Kashyyyk. 


“I fear he would dismiss any attempt as a ploy to try and control him. But I will request a meeting.” Vandar answered.


“Should we have him watched? Republic Intelligence is not set up for such an operation, but Canderous could provide some discrete surveillance I’m sure.” Bastila asked the question everyone seemed to be avoiding.


“Vandar, I have not fought for the last thirty years to have some simple politicians think negotiations will work with these Sith.” Revan began.


“If it is discovered that the Jedi are spying on him, it will make matters worse.” Jolee spoke again. “We still have not discovered why he has this intense hatred for the Jedi.”


“Could he be a Sith spy that we missed?” Dacen asked.


“Sense nothing of darkness or the Sith around him.” Vandar spoke quietly.


“With all due respect Master Vandar, no one detected the Sith apprentices on our own council.” Atris said. 


“We must move very carefully. Master Knal will join you and the others in three days on Kashyyyk Revan. I have appointed her to head the new Intelligence unit. She will have a more detailed briefing, as well as some additional Intelligence that you and the other commanders will need to see.” Vandar spoke.


Revan nodded. “I look forward to it. You can advise the Chancellor that Admiral Onasi has succeeded in taking out one of the Sith shipyards. It was hidden on the third moon of Ord Janon. A snub fighter shipyard. He is preparing an ambush that he thinks will severely hamper their fighter strength. It appears this shipyard had full bays of fighters waiting for delivery; nearly three thousand of them. The base is now wreckage, and he has moved his fleet just outside the Mintar Nebula based on the thinking that they were coming to get these fighters soon.”


“I will forward the information to the Chancellor immediately.” Vandar said. “What about the locations of the others?”


“I have some of Bao-Dur’s techs tearing apart the computer system we liberated from the shuttle here on Dubrillion. It is heavily encrypted, but with time, they should be able to crack the code.” Revan replied. “Hopefully it will provide us with insight as to the location of the other shipyards.”


“I will allow Master Knal to fully brief you in more depth, but we have dispatched agents to nearly all the Outer Rim planets to attempt to find these other shipyards.” Vandar spoke. “We did this with the recommendation of the Mandalorian and Wookiee detachments here.”


Revan couldn’t help but smile within the holo Com. “You are falling into your role as General rather easily Vandar.”


Vandar’s ears laid back against his head for a single second, but all the Masters in the communication saw this and smiled. Vandar nodded his head slowly. “Very good Master Revan. Very good.” They all saw him sigh heavily, and tension left his small frame. “We must remain strong, and humor allows us this.” Vandar looked up. “Jolee and I will coordinate from here. Keep us apprised of the situation.”


Revan nodded. “We will.”


Heads nodded all around the circle, and soon all but Vandar and Revan were gone from the communication.


“What is it Vandar?” Revan asked.


“I have told you of my vision Revan. It is the reason why I did not allow the Jedi to enter the Mandalorian War.” Vandar said.


Revan nodded. “I remember.”


“The dark side clouds everything we do Revan. We must be careful in our actions.” Vandar spoke.


Revan leaned forward in his chair on Dubrillion. “What have you seen Vandar?”


“Their leader,” Vandar spoke softly. “He calls himself…”


“Amaurth.” Revan finished.


Vandar looked up. “Never have I felt such malice and hatred.” He continued. “This is the one behind the Mandalorian Wars?”


Revan nodded. “He is Pure Sith. He has kept his body alive for centuries using cloning technology; a direct descendant of Naga Sadow.”


“And he has been directing all that has happen?”


“Since before even the Mandalorian Wars. I believe he had a hand in the fall of Kun and Ulic as well.” Revan replied. “An item I have revealed to no one until now. And a reason that Nomi and Vima Sunrider can never discover what I believe.”


“They will be safe on Rakatan?” Vandar asked.


Revan nodded. “I moved the Star Forge from the original location that Malak and I discovered it. Amaurth knew only that I was using the star in that system as a power source. He knew nothing of the Rakatan people on the planet. He believes them to be extinct. And with the disrupter field active, no ship will be able to maneuver within the system unless it has our codes.”


“Revan… I must ask.” Vandar looked at the image of the most powerful Jedi he had ever known. “The communication you initiated when you first returned to known space as Darth Revan and contacted the council asking for our help. You said you would surrender yourself to us after we defeated the evil that we now face.”


Revan nodded. “I remember.”


“Would you have done so if we had taken your side then?” Vandar asked.


“The reason for becoming Darth Revan would have been no more Vandar.” Revan replied. “I did not allow the dark side to consume me as Malak did. To answer your question… yes I would have surrendered to you.”


“Why?”


“Everything that I held dear to me would have been safe once more.” Revan explained. “And while the Order would have been weak, the strongest of the Jedi would have survived, able to build the Order again into what it once was.”


“Revan… do you believe in the Prophecy?” Vandar asked. “The Prophecy of the Chosen One?”


Revan nodded. “With all that I am.” He answered. “I don’t believe the Chosen One will come soon, perhaps in several millennia, but it is up to us to assist in the coming. Ajunta was part of it; his return to the light. My son is another.”


“You were also a part of it Revan.” Vandar spoke softly. “The shift in the Force when Darth Revan died and you became your true self again was felt by all of us.”


“Vrook didn’t think so.” He said with a smile.


“Vrook believed in it more than any of us.” Vandar replied, seeing the look of surprise on Revan’s face. “He was Bastila’s Master. You did not know this, but he had a daughter once, long before he was ever selected to the Council. He knew of this child, but made no attempts to be a part of her life, and that is why he treated you the way he did. Bastila took the place of that daughter, and when you became the Dark Lord and he saw how she reacted, he held anger in his heart for you. He did not believe as Bastila told him, that her love for you could save you. Even when you returned to the light, he did not believe. And when you returned to the light, and Vrook and I felt the shift within the Force, he knew he would never be able to keep you and Bastila apart  And when you left for the Unknown Regions those years ago, leaving her behind, it angered him even more. We could all sense it, but only I knew the real reasons.”


“Vandar I don’t understand why exactly are you telling me this now?” Revan asked.


“We have reached a crossroads Revan, the Jedi Order has.” Vandar replied. “This darkness around us clouds everything, and I can not see if the Order will survive. It troubles me.”


“Then it will be up to us to insure that the Jedi Order does not die Vandar. It will be up to us to insure that the Order will go on.” Revan spoke slowly. He looked at the small Jedi Master in the holo Com. “Would you like to hear my plan?”


Vandar nodded. “It is something you and I have denied too long.” He spoke looking at the ghostly blue image of Revan in the holocom. “It is up to us to see that does not happen. I have known this for many years, yet never believed it would come to pass. I will do what we must to insure the Order survives Revan. Just as your son will.”

ORD JANON
OUTSIDE THE MINTAR NEBULA


Carth sat on the bridge of the SPIRIT OF TELOS looking through the casualty list given to him the night before. He had the majority of his Combined Corp just sitting outside the nebula, waiting for an enemy that he was guessing would come. This morning marked the third day of their wait, and looking around at his bridge crew, he could just detect that they were losing the edge that the Battle of Ord Janon had given them. He knew he could not keep them here for very much longer, or they would lose that edge.


Carth lowered the pad and sipped his ever present mug of caffa slowly. They had lost eighty-nine men and women in the battle, almost all of them fighter pilots. Seven had been killed when a Sith missile had collided with the aft missile launcher of a frigate as it was reloading. They had destroyed nearly five hundred Sith fighters, even though they had been outnumbered, and Carth knew it was a testament to their training, yet they could not take those kinds of losses and expect to win this war. That was the reason that Carth had remained and established this ambush position. It appeared however that they were not going to get their wish as Carth had hoped.


At least until Carth turned and saw his XO walk up to him.


“Admiral, we have just received a low beam transmission from General Tagren’s cruiser. They have detected numerous contacts moving through the nebula at sub-light velocity. He estimates five cruisers and what appears to be seven Calico Class transports based on size and configuration.”


Carth did the math quickly in his head. “A Calico Class transport was the mainstay of the Sith fleet under Malak. It carried seven hundred passengers with ease.”


Wilcox looked at him. “You find that odd sir?”


Carth met the man’s eyes. “I haven’t seen a Calico Class transport since the Jedi Civil War.” He answered. “They were state of the art back then, and only the Sith had them. Up to now we haven’t seen them. Only the normal medium transports, like the ones that crashed on Dantooine.”


“Why is that odd, sir?” Wilcox asked.


Carth shook his head. “Not now. Bring the fleet to full readiness. It will take thirty seconds for their sensors to clear after they leave the nebula. When the timer reaches twenty-nine, we fire.”


Wilcox nodded and turned to issue the orders, leaving Carth to ponder something that was creeping into his gut.


The closing shots of the Battle of Ord Janon were anti-climatic, as seven large transports and five medium cruisers were obliterated without the men and women on those ships ever knowing they were under attack.


The Fleet Attack Groups under Admiral Carth Onasi turned and as one, executed the hyperspace jump that would take them back to Telos.

KASHYYYK

COSTAL CITY OF KACHIRHO 
 

Lanni Overlet stood high up on one of the platforms overlooking the light blue lagoon waters of Kachirho. One of only two costal cities on Kashyyyk, even she had to admit it was a beautiful place with towering platforms extending out into the lagoon harbor. The water was crystal clear and very warm, as she had spent the better part of the morning swimming in the small inlet under the curious gaze of several young Wookiees. The platforms overlooked white sandy beaches, and two long primitive docks that stretched out into the lagoon several hundred meters. All along these docks were very modern docking facilities as well as Republic skimmers that were shuttling passengers back and forth from the enormous Republic cruiser that had settled to the ground on the massive patch of grass and dirt that rose up from the lagoon five hundred meters from the beach.



“Lanni!” The voice of her father brought her back to the present, and she turned to look at the bluish image of her father projected by the camera remote.


“I’m sorry father. Master Revan has just come ashore.” She replied.


“As I was saying… we are working on several bills to bring in front of the Senate that will give us control of the Jedi.” Jamus spoke from Coruscant. “If we are able to get them passed, we can dictate that the Jedi Order disbands.”


Lanni looked at her father. “That will not be easy father. The Jedi Order and the Republic have been synonymous with each other for twenty thousand years.”


Jamus nodded. “Yes, and every time one of their damn Jedi falls to their so called dark side, the Republic pays the price! In blood and planets! It needs to come to an end.”


“What do you want me to do father?” Lanni asked.


“Revan is there for a high level intelligence briefing. I need you to find a way into that briefing.” Jamus spoke.


Lanni looked dumbstruck as she gazed at her father. “You must be joking.” She said. “I have been trying for days to get close to the building they hold the briefings in, and I get within two hundred meters and I’m surrounded by Republic and Jedi security. How do you expect me to gain entry to this briefing?”


“I don’t care how you do it.” Jamus snapped. “Just find a way to get into that briefing. We have to know what is going on! The Chancellor has departed Coruscant for some meeting with the Core World planetary leaders, and we need to make use of the time he is gone. The briefing he gave the Senate before he left indicated nothing unusual happening with the Jedi.”


“Perhaps there is nothing unusual happening father.” Lanni said.


“Then why is it that the Jedi have all been given major commands?” Jamus spoke. “Not only are they now in control of Republic Intelligence, they also have control of some of the largest military units we have. I suspect that Revan is doing what he did after the Mandalorian Wars, and is coercing them over to his side.”


“Do you have any information to support that father?” Lanni asked her brow creasing. “We could take that to the Senate.”


Jamus shook his head. “The Chancellor controls the Senate. He plays them like a fine musical. Unless we have solid proof, they’ll never believe anything I try to tell them.” He leaned forward in his chair. “My sources tell me that Revan’s middle son is traveling with him. I understand he is single.”


Lanni’s eyes widened. “You want me to seduce him?” She gasped.


“I didn’t say that!” Jamus snapped. “Get close to him. Become friends with him. I understand he is somewhat of a fan of yours if my information is correct.”


Lanni glared at the image of her father. “I will do what I can father! I’ll contact you when I have something to tell you.”


Lanni cut the image before her father could respond, and turned to the railing again. She lifted the small binoculars to her eyes and centered them on the small group at the end of the dock. She could see Revan holding Bastila in his arms, while Rev and Anja stood to one side with Master Sunrider and her daughter. Her focus turned to the young man standing next to Rev. Zhar Panlie was shorter by a couple inches, but his dark gray Jedi robes outlined a muscular physique and his wavy brown hair fell to his shoulders. He was a very unassuming young man, someone who would not make you turn to look at twice in a crowd, and if not for the Jedi robes, he could have been any Republic soldier out there. She watched Rev turn to him, and his arm went over the younger man’s shoulder. His smile was infectious and wide, and she watched as he playfully punched his older brother in the abdomen. She lowered the binoculars as they began to make their way down the dock toward the village.


Lanni turned as her tech came up behind her. “Did you find anything out Larl?” She asked.


The Twi’lek held up the data pad. “I found out the history of Revan and the Wookiees, and why he is considered an honored member of the Wookiee leader’s family.”


Lanni suddenly was very interested. “Really?”


Larl nodded and took a seat on the bench. “It starts during the Jedi Civil War. Their connection to the Wookiee race is documented right up until now. Revan and his family, the Mandalorian, Admiral Onasi, they are all welcome here on Kashyyyk, and have been since the Jedi Civil War. Also included among those names is Jolee Bindo.”


“Master Bindo of the Jedi Council?”


Larl nodded. “He apparently was here on Kashyyyk before even Revan. In some self imposed exile. There are a few others, but outside of them, the Wookiees are very distrustful of humans.”


“How did you get this information?” Lanni asked.


“My father was a hunter. He hunted big game all over the galaxy. I talked with him yesterday because he is sick. When I told him I was on Kashyyyk he started into a litany of how he had met Revan here when his memories were still coming back. And then he started in on how Revan had helped him on Tatooine to kill a Krayt Dragon.”


Lanni sat down on the bench. “Your father knew Revan back then?” She asked.


Larl nodded. “I did some checking of my own, cause the disease he has sometimes causes him to rant, but everything he said checked out.” He handed the data pad to her. “You can read it if you like.”


“I will.” 


“General Panlie, the younger General Panlie, also wanted me to pass on an invitation to have dinner with them in the hall tonight.” Larl spoke.


Lanni looked stunned. “You’re kidding?”


Larl shook his head. “No.”


Lanni shook her head. “He’s setting me up for something.” She said.


“Lanni, maybe he is inviting you to let you see that the Jedi do not have anything other than honorable intentions.” Larl said. “I truly believe your father could do more damage than good if he continues this crusade he is on.”


“Larl you…” Lanni started.


“Please don’t threaten me again Lanni. Yes, your father got me this job. That does not mean I have to subscribe to his ideas. And I’m quite sure I could get a job with Republic Military Affairs if you saw fit to have your father dismiss me, so that will not work anymore. I think you need to sit back and perhaps take a look at what is happening before you decide to continue helping your father bring down the Jedi Order in the middle of a war they did not start.” Larl got to his feet and walked away, leaving Lanni alone and very confused. She lifted the data pad and began to read.

The Republic Communications Officer looked up when Lanni Overlet marched up to his desk. 


“I need a communications port?” She asked.


“Ms. Overlet, this is a military communications center.” He explained. “May I suggest you try the civilian center?”


“All their ports are full!” Lanni exclaimed.


The officer motioned with his hand. “As you can see ma’am, all of ours are being used as well, for military purposes. I can’t authorize you access to a port without permission from an officer above me.”


“I have HoloNet credentials!” Lanni spoke, holding them out.


The officer looked at her blankly. “I’m sorry but your HoloNet credentials mean nothing in here.” He told her with some satisfaction.


Lanni spun around frustrated and slammed into the bulk of a very solid man behind her. She lost her balance and started to fall, but her momentum stopped suddenly as her butt was about to hit the floor. She looked around wide eyed, not comprehending why she was suddenly suspended in mid air, only inches from the floor. She looked up at the figure she had bumped into, about to snap at the person for being clumsy, and found herself looking into the deepest pair of brown eyes she had ever seen.


Zhar held out his hand to her with a warm smile. “Can I help you up?”


Lanni took the offered hand and Zhar released the Force hold he had on her as he helped her to her feet. Lanni brushed her clothes off and turned to look at him, but found she was looking at his neck. He may have been shorter than his brother, but Zhar still towered over her.


“I’m sorry.” Zhar spoke. “I was rather caught up in what I was reading and was not paying attention.”


Lanni looked at him, then at the floor and then back to him. “You did that?” She asked.


“It seemed like the right thing to do since I was the cause of your mishap, yes.” He answered, holding out his hand. “Zhar Panlie.”


Lanni shook the offered hand, his skin intensely warm to her. “Lanni…”


“I know who you are Ms. Overlet.” Zhar answered. “There are few who do not.”


“You are General Revan’s son?” Lanni asked, regaining her composure.


Zhar nodded. “Yes.”


“I wasn’t aware his other children were involved in the war.” Lanni lied.


Zhar gave her a soft smile with no malice in it. “Ms. Overlet, you know exactly who I am. And you also know that all of my brother’s and sisters are involved in this war.”


Lanni’s face turned the color of the setting sun. “I’m sorry.”


“No apology needed.” Zhar spoke, stepping up to the Republic officer. “Make sure this goes out in the next slot.”


The Republic officer nodded. “Yes sir Major.” He answered.


Zhar turned back to Lanni and found her watching him closely. He smiled. “Do I have crumbs stuck to my face?”


Lanni shook her head. “You knew I lied to you.” She said. “How?”


“Why do you want to know?” Zhar answered her question with one of his own.


“I’ve lied to politicians and corporate leaders who had no clue.” Lanni answered him honestly. “Yet you knew right away. How?”


“Part of my abilities is the sensitivity to emotions.” Zhar answered. “When people do not tell the truth, their emotions spike a certain way. Yours did.”


Lanni looked at him closely. He wore robes very similar to Rev, with the added layer of ArmorPly blended into the fabric, as well as his own gauntlets. Standing in front of him, he was not as heavily muscled as his older brother and his father, but he was by no means skinny. He filled his robes with the lean musculature of an athlete. She looked back to his face, and the square jaw of his father, but the skin coloring of his mother. He wasn’t pale, but his skin was much lighter than either his father or brother. Lanni had never thought of anyone younger than her as being attractive. She considered anyone younger than her still a child, yet looking at Zhar, he radiated confidence and maturity. He spoke like someone who was very well educated, and someone who was sure of himself. At first glance, Lanni found him to be very attractive.


“Ms. Overlet?” Zhar asked.


“Uhu? Oh… I’m sorry.” Lanni blushed again because of her thoughts. “I kind of drifted there for a moment.”


“It must have been important thoughts.” Zhar said. “I understand Rev has invited you to have dinner with us tonight. Will you be joining us?”


Lanni blushed again for the third time, and she realized that the Panlie family had made her blush more in the last few months than she had her entire life. “I don’t think your brother actually intended for me to come.” Lanni said.


Zhar tilted his head slightly. “What leads you to that conclusion?”


“Well… I… I said some things that were not entirely true about him to his wife.” Lanni replied uncomfortably.


Zhar smiled. “Ah yes… I heard about that.” He said. “Rev thought it to be rather funny actually.”


“Funny?” Lanni asked surprised. “I would think he’d be furious and hate me for doing something like that.”


Zhar shook his head. “You don’t know my brother very well do you Ms. Overlet?”


“No…no… not really.”


“My brother and his wife have a bond. It’s a Force bond. It’s very hard to explain to someone outside the Jedi circle, but in layman’s terms, they feel what the other feels, and they can communicate within the Force over great distances. And my brother has loved his wife since he was fourteen.” Zhar explained to her.


Lanni looked very surprised. “Fourteen?” She asked, genuinely surprised.


“It’s a long story.” Zhar told her. “But back to my brother. Revan would not invite you unless he wanted too. I would imagine he has invited you to allow you to see that the Jedi as a whole and our father in particular are not the evil incarnations that many have made us out to be.” Zhar looked at her. “Something that you yourself are wrestling with.”


“Reading my emotions again?” She asked.


Zhar shook his head. “Your body language actually.” He answered. “The way that the muscles in your cheek twitched when I said what I did.”


Lanni reached up and touched her face. Her eyes narrowed and she looked at him. “Stop that.” She told him


Zhar nodded. “My apologies.” He said. “I was only attempting to get you to see that you are welcome. He would not have invited you if you were not.”


Lanni dropped her reporter face on. “I’m not sure that I want to associate with someone who allows millions to die for a simple victory to add to his growing fame!” She popped.


Zhar continued to stare at her for several moments before nodding his head. “Very well. I’ll let Rev know you won’t be attending.” Zhar turned and moved to the doorway before stopping and turning back to her. “Arrogance does not become you Lanni. It’s not who you are. It’s too bad your father has molded you into someone so distrustful. That is not your true nature. Have a nice day.”


Lanni opened her mouth to say something, but found she could not form the words. And Zhar was already gone by the time her brain was able to come up with a response. Lanni’s eyes widened as she recalled something Zhar had said… or rather not said. She looked at the data pad again, thumbing through the information until she found what she was looking for. Her eyes narrowed and she looked up. She stepped over to the officer again.


“Excuse me?”


“Ms. Overlet, I’m sorry, but I told you already you do not have the access to a military com port. I…”


“No! Not that!” Lanni told him firmly. “Am I allowed to access Republic ship deployments?”


The officer looked at her. “All non-classified deployments are in the database.” He replied.


Lanni nodded. “Thanks.”

CORUSCANT
SENATOR OVERLET’S OFFICE

“Do you think she’ll have any luck?” The Senator from Neimodia asked.


Jamus got up from his chair and went to the small bar against the wall where he poured himself a short glass of Corellian Spiced Ale, which was an illegal beverage to possess off of Corellia. He turned back to the Neimodian Senator.


“She will do as I ask her.” He stated simply. “If it requires that she seduce Revan’s son, she will. She knows how important this is.”


The Neimodian looked at Jamus, hiding his distaste for the man. He had four daughters of his own, and ordering them to sleep with someone to gain information was not a level he would stoop to no matter how dire the circumstances.


“How much support do we have for the Reorganization Bill?” Jamus asked as he settled back into his chair.


“No where near enough for it to pass.” The Neimodian Senator replied. “Many of the Outer and Mid Rim Senators refused to even see me. They have no desire to discuss the matter.”


Jamus nodded. “Their worlds are the most directly threatened by this war. They are hedging their bets on the Chancellor’s support of the Jedi, and having Revan in command.” He sipped his ale. “What about the Inner Rim and Core worlds?”


“I have appointments with seventy-nine of them over the next four days.” The Neimodian replied. “They are willing to listen, but will not commit their support without solid proof of the intent of the Jedi.”


“Solid proof?” Jamus snapped. “Are they fools? What more proof do we need than the Chancellor seceding control of Republic Intelligence over to the Jedi Order?”


“The Chancellor made a very strong case for his actions. A case we were not prepared to cross examine.” Nog Corak replied.


“Even if all seventy-nine were to support us, we would still be far short of the needed votes to pass the Bill.” Jamus spoke. “The Chancellor has far too many friends in the Senate, and he would have them bury the bill in debate for years if he asked them too.”


“The initial surge of support we garnered is fading quickly.” Nog told him. “With Onasi winning the Battle of Ord Janon and destroying one of the Sith shipyards Revan is so intent on finding, our case grows weaker by the day.”


“We need to find something on Onasi? Something dirty. And we need more of these history holocrons as well.” Jamus said. 


“We were only able to obtain three of them because they were in private hands.” Nog said. “To my knowledge, the remainder of actual Jedi Holocrons is locked securely in the vaults at the Jedi Temple.”


“Then we need to find a way into the Temple.” Jamus said.


This comment did not surprise Nog, as it was something he had already considered. “I know of people who could do this.” He said slowly. “However, with the increased security and the state of war we are in, they would want triple their normal fee.”


Jamus looked at him. “See to it.” He answered. His face twisted angrily when the com panel on his desk buzzed. “I asked not to be disturbed!”


“Senator, there is someone here who claims she has business with you,” The man’s voice echoed in the office. “…in regards to some of your recent inquiries in the lower city? Do you know what she means Senator?”


Jamus’s head snapped up to look at Nog his eyes wide. “Send her up!” Jamus said.


“Yes sir!”


“It seems our attempts to contact someone from the Sith leadership may have paid off.” Jamus spoke getting to his feet and moving towards his office door. He opened it, only to step back quickly at the presence of the shorter cloaked figure in his doorway. 


“May… may I help you?” Jamus asked.


The cloaked figure, hood covering its head merely walked past him into the office with measured steps. Nog got to his feet quickly and backed up slowly, as Jamus followed the cloaked figure into the office.


“I’m sorry I’m in the middle of a meeting right now.” Jamus spoke. “Is there something I can help you with?”


The cloaked figure turned to him. “You requested an audience with a representative of my father’s empire.” The definitely female voice spoke.


Jamus’s eyes grew a little larger. “Your father’s empire? My security chief just contacted me. How did you… how did you get up here so quickly. It’s nearly three hundred floors?”


“How is not important Senator.” The figure replied again. “I am here now. Do you wish to discuss something, or have I made this trip for nothing.”


“Who are you?”


The cloaked figure reached up and drew back the cowl covering her face. Long black hair the color of darkness spilled out to cascade down past her shoulders to the middle of her back. Her skin was the color of the red sunsets on Hypori, flawless in its contours. Her lips were delicately colored in a glossy light black, the same color makeup highlighting her piercing yellow eyes. She casually removed her cloak, folding it over one arm, the tight fitting black jumpsuit conforming to her quite obviously female proportions. Jamus stepped back when he saw the utility belt around her waist, and the unmistakable cylindrical tube of a lightsaber. The woman’s lips curved into a small smile at his reaction.


“My name is Shneia.” She replied, her words spoken clearly and with a seductive tone to them. “I am here at great personal risk to myself. You have been clumsily trying to contact someone within my father’s Empire.”


“Your father?” Nog asked.


“Lord Amaurth of the Sith Empire.” Shneia spoke, her lips curving into a smile. “He has sent me here to discover what it is you want Senator.”


CHAPTER TEN

KASHYYYK

Lanni banged on the thick wood door again, almost leaving splinters in her balled up fist. She looked around quickly as night fell on Kashyyyk. She didn’t like this planet at night. It frightened her. There had been two instances in the last three weeks where Viper Kinrath had somehow managed to make it up to the higher levels. They had seriously injured three technicians before several Wookiees had beaten them back. She had also seen one of the vicious and extremely venomous Kashyyyk Slash spiders. Though they left the humans and Wookiees alone for the most part and remained in the lower portions of the trees, they were still quite lethal if you happen to corner one and it felt threatened. They were easily half a meter across in size and their mandibles looked like something from a particularly horrifying terror holo.


Lanni turned back to the door as it opened. “Can I help you Ms. Overlet?” Rev asked.


“You lied to me!” Lanni snapped, barging into the home Rev and Anja were using while on Kashyyyk without thinking. She wanted off the platform and out of the night air. She turned back to Rev as he closed the door once she was several feet into the room.


“What exactly did I lie to you about?” Rev asked as he finished pushing the door closed.


“You led me to believe you left those people to die on the Outer Rim when you laid that minefield!” Lanni spat. “You made me look like a fool?”


Rev crossed his arms over his broad chest and looked at her. “Ms. Overlet that is what you chose to report. You assumed that was the effect of laying the minefield. You did not ask, and I would not have told you anyway.”


“So you lied to me?” Lanni said again.


“No. You never asked me. You took it upon yourself to assume that was the case?” Rev said. “And perhaps you could explain exactly what it is you are talking about?”


Lanni held up the data pad. “I’ve been doing some research. I’ve discovered that you are using civilian and small military transports to shuttle supplies and arms to the planets that were cut off when you destroyed that hyperspace corridor. You allowed everyone to think you had sacrificed them, when that is not the case.”


“May I ask how you were able to come to this grand conclusion?” Rev asked.


“Don’t try and deny it!” Lanni spoke. “I’ve checked and rechecked all my facts. I’ve cross referenced with non-classified Republic shipping traffic, as well as unclassified Republic military fleet movements. You have it buried very deep I’ll grant you that. It took me five hours of serious work to discover it, but it’s there. You have established an underground support channel to every planet affected by your actions.”


“And just what do you intend to do with that information Ms. Overlet?” Rev asked. “Assuming of course that it is true?”


“Well… I… I hadn’t given… it much thought.” She answered honestly. “Report it.”


“And condemn millions of innocent men, women, and children to their deaths?” The new male voice spoke from behind her. “Essentially doing the same thing you accused my son of doing?”


Lanni froze in her spot and turned slowly to see Revan Panlie standing behind her. Glancing over his shoulder, she could see quite a few other people as well, to include Anja, Bastila, Zhar, the Wookiee leader Zaalbar, a younger brown skinned Wookiee, General Vorsut and his wife Brianna, Arren and her husband, and three others she did not recognize. Her eyes grew very large as she realized they were all staring at her.


“General… General Panlie?” She was able to gasp.


“Ms. Overlet.” Revan spoke. “Won’t you come in?” He motioned with his hand into the large room which held a large table and was set with some delicious smelling food, as her nose was telling her. “We were just about to sit down to dinner.”


“I…” Lanni was at a lost for words.


Revan smiled and stepped up to her, taking her arm gently. “It’s quite alright. This is just a gathering of friends and family. No one here will attempt to kill you or turn you against your father.” Lanni allowed the senior Revan to lead her into the large room as Anja stepped up to her husband. “Allow me to introduce everyone you have not already met. That handsome young Wookiee standing next to that disgusting gray beast is Zaalbar’s son Chorwn…”


Lanni heard the younger Wookiee chortled something in their native Shyriiwook to his father and nearly everyone in the room couldn’t help but laugh as Zaalbar replied and rolled his eyes. She looked at the senior Revan. “You all understand Shyriiwook?” She asked surprised.


Revan nodded. “It’s not a difficult language to understand if you devote some time to learning the syllables and meaning of certain words. Our vocal cords are incapable of uttering the sounds needed to speak their language, but it’s easy to understand really.” 


“What did he say?” Lanni asked.


Zhar smiled as he brought his mug of hot Corellian tea to his lips. “He said that father was the vilest smelling human he had ever had the displeasure of meeting.”


 The senior Revan smiled and shook his head. He motioned to the three people Lanni did not know in the room. “The stern looking Twi’lek you see is Master Tena Kar, the Chief of Intelligence, the man to her left is a friend of Admiral Onasi, Senator Matais, and last but not least the esteemed Senator from Cato Neimodia. Master Kar, gentlemen, allow me to introduce Lanni Overlet, Senator Overlet’s daughter.”


The two Senator’s regarded her with smiles, while the Jedi Master eyed her with something that resembled suspicion. She glanced at the senior Revan as everyone started to move to the large table to eat. She leaned close to the senior Revan.


“I… I thought the Neimoidian Council hadn’t chosen their replacement in the Senate.” She said softly.


“They conducted their vote two days ago, and Senator Gunra was chosen.” Revan whispered back to her with a smile. “It hasn’t been officially announced yet. The Neimoidian Council thought it would be a gesture of honesty having him come here and introduce himself to the senior leadership.”


“Senior leadership? But you and the others are only…”


“Good evening Ms. Overlet!” The firm voice spoke from to her left. “It’s a pleasure to see you again.”


Lanni turned quickly and saw the Supreme Chancellor standing just inside the door with Rev Junior, as Anja assisted him in removing the bulky cape and cowl that had hid his identity as he traveled here. Lanni looked taken aback, and her face mirrored her shock.


“Chancellor!” She gasped. “I… we… I wasn’t aware you were coming to Kashyyyk.” She finally managed to spit out as she regained her composure.


Brose smiled and stepped up to her, taking her hand and kissing the back of her fingers softly. “It wouldn’t be a secret meeting if you knew now would it.” He said with a smile.


“Perhaps… perhaps I should leave.” Lanni said smart enough to know when she was in way over her head. She turned and saw Rev speaking softly with a Wookiee guard and what looked like one of the Supreme Chancellor’s Senate Guard. They both nodded and he closed the door behind them as they left. She turned back to Revan and the Chancellor who looked at her. “This… this was all planned wasn’t it?” She asked.


Brose took her arm with a disarming smile and directed her towards the table. “My idea actually, Master Revan had nothing to do with it, but he did find it worth the effort.”


“What effort?” Lanni asked.


Brose motioned to a chair at the table, which happen to be right next to Zhar. “It is my effort to show you that Master Revan and the Jedi have nothing but honorable intentions in this war. If I can’t get your father to listen to me, perhaps you might.” His smile was very disarming she decided. “Lanni, we are going to include you in some very sensitive information at this gathering; information that can not leave this room. I have given you a seat at this table and taken a huge risk in doing so. Don’t make me regret that decision.”


Lanni was speechless as Brose kissed her hand again and turned to move to his chair next to Senator Matais and the new Senator from Cato Neimoidia. She turned slowly to find Zhar looking at her.


“Welcome to the family.” He said.


Lanni would discover what he meant very shortly.

CORUSCANT

SENATE OFFICES OF JAMUS OVERLET

Jamus looked closely at the red skinned humanoid woman as he handed her the glass of Corellian brandy. She had come into his office only moments before and with an almost alarming confidence had made herself right at home.


“Thank you Senator.” The young woman said brushing a stray strand of raven black hair from her face.


Jamus joined Nog in the matching chair directly across from the couch the young woman occupied. Despite her Alizarin Crimson color skin, which reminded Jamus of the color of some of the undersea coral on his home world of Metellos, she was an exceptionally beautiful young woman, the black jumpsuit hugging her figure.


“So perhaps you could explain why you have come here?” Jamus asked.


Shneia sipped the expensive brandy slowly, savoring the taste. This was her first trip outside her father’s realm, and she intended to make it count for something.


“You have had some rather surly individuals asking questions about how to contact someone within my father’s Empire Senator.” Shneia spoke slowly. “You should not trust such a task to cut throats and murderers.”


“You are a representative of the Sith Empire then?” Nog asked.


“I am the daughter of Lord Amaurth, Supreme leader of the Sith Empire.” Shneia replied. “Does this meet your criteria for representation?”


“Of course!” Jamus spoke quickly.


“Excellent.” Shneia said. “Now how can I help you?”


“I… I would like to meet with your father.” Jamus spoke quickly.


Shneia looked at him and laughed softly. “Senator, surely you are joking. You sit on the body of government that voted to support the Revan Panlie in this war. Do you expect my father to just allow you to meet with him?”


“I— we— voted against the war!” Jamus nearly barked out. “I do not support Panlie or anything that has to do with the Jedi! That is why I reached out to you.”


Shneia looked at him. “You say the word Jedi with such vile hatred in your voice Senator. Why is that?”


“It should be enough for you to know that I am doing everything in my power to expose Revan Panlie for the traitor he is.” Jamus replied. “I will not rest until he is in chains or dead!”


Shneia gazed at Jamus for a long moment before taking something from the pouch on her belt. She held it out to him. “This data cube has information which you might find useful.” She said. “My father does not wish this war to continue any longer than necessary.”


Jamus took the data cube from her slender fingers, his brown eyes never leaving her pale yellow ones. He felt a stirring inside him staring at this very attractive alien woman, something he hadn’t felt in many years. “Perhaps I could entice you to remain here as my guest.” He found himself saying.


Shneia met his frank gaze with her own, smiling inside as she realized this human male was attracted to her, just as her father said he would be. “I believe that can be arranged.” She said seductively.


“Excellent.” Jamus spoke, tucking the data cube into his pocket. “I have access to several apartments here in the complex, I can arrange for you to have one for as long as you deem necessary.”


Shneia nodded. “That is acceptable. You are aware however that my presence here must be kept secret. Should the Jedi discover I am here on Coruscant, they would do everything within their power to see me captured.”


Jamus nodded getting to his feet. “I can assure you the Jedi will never know you are here.” He spoke, holding out his hand for her to take. Shneia did so and allowed him to help her to her feet. “I do have one question for you if I may.”


“Of course.”


“Why did your father’s Empire start this war if the Republic is not what you seek?” Jamus asked.


“Senator… we did not start this war.” Shneia replied calmly. “The Jedi Order began this war.”

KASHYYYK

Zhar’s words to her just before they began dinner now rang in her mind as Lanni looked around the table. Even with the Supreme Chancellor present, there was nothing at all formal about this gathering. Food and drinks were passed, jokes were made, laughter sounding from all around the table. There was a deep sense of family emanating from everyone at the table, men, and women who she knew had fought together, and in some cases been raised together. She was content to simply observe who did what, who said what, and how everyone reacted. She was somewhat taken aback at the level of affection that the senior Revan and Master Shan showed for each other, even with the Chancellor present. They simply did not act as she had come to know Jedi to act, and nor did General Vorsut and his wife, also both Jedi. She was surprised at the level of conversation between the senior Revan and the new Senator from Neimoidia. Zhar explained to her that his father had saved the Senator’s life many years ago on Taris. Lanni also found herself, quite unknowing, watching Zhar every chance she was able, and trying not to make it too obvious. He had spoken to her a few times, seemingly content to exchange banter with the white haired female and large Mandalorian officer on his left. He was obviously taking her desire to leave her alone quite seriously, and she regretted reacting the way she had earlier in the day.


Lanni was also very surprised at how everyone seemed to accept her presence without so much as an afterthought, even after her attempts to come between Rev and Anja, and her negative reporting of the war so far. They treated her with respect, and even joked with her on several occasions.


Lanni almost didn’t see the young Republic officer come into the room and move to Rev’s shoulder. He whispered something into Rev’s ear, and the younger Revan nodded. He looked across the table at his father.


“They’re all set.” He spoke.


The senior Revan nodded and turned to Brose. “Chancellor?”


Brose nodded quickly. “Let’s do it Master Revan.”


Lanni watched as the senior and junior Revan got to their feet along with General Vorsut. Each of them took up positions around the table, forming a triangle. Lanni looked quickly to Zhar as they closed their eyes.


“What’s happening?” She asked.


Zhar looked at her. “We’re moving.” He said. “Just keep your feet on the floor and you’ll be fine.”


“Moving? Moving where?” Lanni asked.


Zhar lifted a finger to his lips silencing her as his eyes closed. She looked around the table and saw the other Jedi also closing their eyes. Lanni felt the floor lurch beneath her and she started, nearly coming out of her chair. Her wide eyes turned to where Brose sat with an almost childlike grin on his face.


“Chancellor?” She asked, fear in her voice.


“This was designed by the Jedi.” He spoke. “Any Jedi can make it work, but the more there is the faster the transition. And what we have here in this room are four of the five most powerful Jedi in the galaxy. This should be fun!”


“What should be fun?” Lanni asked.


And then the floor dropped out from underneath her and she screamed.


Lanni felt the hand close around her and she pried her eyes open to see Zhar looking at her. His face was relaxed. “It’s ok.” He said. “Look around you.”


Lanni forced her head to move and all around her she could see metal walls zipping past her. The table was obviously built on some sort of lift, with plenty of clearance all around, and powered by the Force. She could see father and son and General Vorsut deep in concentration as the Force powered lift carried them down at an incredible speed. She glanced at the others at the table, and all the non-Jedi were sitting talking amongst themselves, obviously enjoying the ride. Brose even managed to take a sip of his wine as they dropped. They fell for what seemed to Lanni like forever, but in reality was only about twenty seconds. The lift slowed to a stop and then as she looked around darted in another direction. This caused her to grab onto Zhar’s hand with her other hand, squeezing his large hand tightly. She saw him smile, but not open his eyes. Lanni turned somewhat in her chair to look behind her and saw what appeared to be a large wall they were fast approaching. Her eyes grew wide.


“Zhar!” She gasped.


“Have faith in the Force Lanni.” He told her calmly.


“But… the… the wall!” Lanni inhaled sharply and squeezed her eyes shut as she saw her impending death splattered against some underground wall on the planet Kashyyyk. She inhaled deeply, waiting for the impact and hoping there would not be too much pain.


“Open your eyes Lanni.” She heard Zhar’s voice several moments later.


Cringing in fear, she heard the reassurance in Zhar’s voice and slowly opened her eyes. She heard Brose laughing distantly, and looked around, seeing him walking through a doorway to her right, the others trailing behind him. Her head snapped back around and she looked at Zhar.


“We’re here.” He said holding out his hand.


Lanni uncoiled her legs from where she had pulled them close to her chest, her mind still not registering that they had stopped. She reached out and took Zhar’s hand, allowing him to help pull her to her feet. Her eyes took in the smoothness of the wall all around the table and the single door that led away.


“Where… where exactly is here?” She asked.


“The bottom of the lagoon.” Zhar replied pulling her toward the door.


“The bottom of the lagoon!” Lanni gasped as they entered the long tunnel and she looked up. The clear transparisteel tunnel was sitting on the muddy bottom of the lagoon, and she could clearly make out the hundreds of species of fish and other creatures that occupied the lagoon as they swam around the tunnel. The dim lighting in the tunnel drew the smaller fish to the tunnel’s structure, and the larger fish followed their prey. “How… how deep are we?”


“The lagoon is nearly a thousand meters deep at its center. We are only down about two hundred meters.” Zhar replied almost casually. “We are actually only a kilometer from the beach.”


“What is down here that you…” Lanni began her question but stopped when her eyes gave her the answer directly in front of her. Not a hundred meters in front of her she could see the massive hull of what appeared to be one of the new Executor-Class Heavy cruisers sitting on massive landing struts. She stopped and gazed at the ship for a moment before looking at Zhar. “You brought a ship down here?”


Zhar chuckled. “It was my father’s idea.” He answered. “There are three others like it at different lagoons on Kashyyyk. They are the central command and control points for all the Republic Forces.”


Lanni stopped in the middle of the tunnel and looked at him. “Why am I here Zhar?” She asked. “I’m a reporter. You can’t expect me to believe that you are showing this to every reporter in the fleet?”


Zhar shook his head. “Just you.” He confirmed.


“Why? There is something else going on. What is it?” She asked.


“Your father is leading a group of Senators who want to dismantle the Jedi Order and the Republic military.” Zhar replied. “The Chancellor wants you to see that the Jedi have no ulterior motives in fighting this war, only the preservation of the Republic. He thought if you saw for yourself what is happening, if he could convince you, perhaps you might be able to sway your father.”


“So he is using me?” Lanni spoke with more contempt in her words than she intended.


Zhar’s expression did not change and he continued to gaze at her. “Much like you are using others to get what you want.” He said finally, causing her jaw to tighten. She opened her mouth to snap off a reply, but found his first two fingers pressed gently to her lips. She looked at him, most of her anger filtering away as she gazed into his dark eyes. She felt a small tug in her stomach looking at him. “Look at what he has to show you first Lanni.” Zhar told her, leaving a near burning sensation on her lips as he drew his hand away. “See what we are doing. Then make a decision for yourself.”


Lanni nodded slowly. “Very well.” She said. “Because you asked me.”


Zhar nodded. “Good.” He took her arm and led her through the hatch that would take them into the ship.


The Executor-Class Heavy Cruiser was the Republic’s new frontline warship, and was already in mass production stage in four different shipyards across the Republic. Nearly a thousand meters long, and blistering with turbo laser turrets, and missile bays, the Executor Heavy cruiser could hold three thousand crew and nearly six full squadrons of starfighters. Forty-nine had been built so far, with four rolling off the assembly lines every two weeks. Since the declaration of war, the shipyards had gone into full production mode, hiring thousands more citizens to augment the yard crews.


Lanni had never been aboard an Executor-Class cruiser, but had no time to explore as they were led to a massive room one deck below the bridge of the cruiser. This room had three rows of seats in a half moon shape around a large podium, with holo emitters on either side. As she followed Zhar into the room, she could make out the blue ghost images of Admiral Onasi, the Mandalorian Admiral Ordo, and half a dozen other senior Republic officers and Jedi. She heard the Mandalorian speak as they all settled into the chairs.


“Bout time you showed up Revan.” The gruff voice spoke. “I ain’t getting any younger!”


This brought chuckles from many in the room as they settled into the chairs.


“You aren’t getting any prettier either Canderous.” The senior Revan spoke as he sat down in the first row of chairs.


Lanni could make out the bluish forms of Master Vandar on Coruscant seated next to the next oldest Jedi in the Order that she knew of, Master Jolee Bindo. In another image was Master Atris, standing with a Republic Colonel, while three other Admirals completed the gathering of real and ghost images.


“Least I ain’t losing my hair like Republic!” Canderous shot back.


“It makes me look more distinguished!” Carth retorted.


“Makes you look more like the weathered skin of an Aiwha.” Canderous snickered.


Brose could not help but laugh with the gathered men and women at the banter they shared. He got to his feet slowly as the laughter faded.


“I want to thank you all for attending.” Brose began. “There is much we must cover, so I suggest we get started.” He turned to the short Sullustan of the Republic Navy. “General Nien, you may begin whenever you are ready. 


Lanni could only sit in unabashed awe for the next three hours as she became privy to the most guarded secrets of the war effort. A Republic officer settled into the chair next to her, his arms full of data pads, which he began to share with her. This was the information she was going to be allowed to report on. Lanni could see that much of it was in no way harmful to actual troop or fleet movements, but that she was sitting here in this room and listening to the most sensitive secrets of the Republic had caused her to immediately become much more respectful of Brose Thimina. In addition, as the briefing progressed, Lanni realized what the role of the Jedi in this war was to be, and how much they had already sacrificed to this point. While the information she was being given was not vital to the war effort, it was information no other HoloNet reporter would have access too, and would instantly make Lanni the most sought after correspondent of the conflict.


All her thoughts took an immediate backseat when General Nien began to discuss casualties.


“… have been engaging the Sith forces on nearly a daily basis. We have lost nearly sixty-nine heavy cruisers since the war began, and twice that number in frigates and destroyers. Many of the crew on these ships were able to escape, but losses have been heavy. Since General Panlie’s actions in the Kastolar Sector, the Sith have slowed their advances while they redistribute their forces. We have been able to locate and destroy four of the shipyards built from salvaged Star Forge material, and put a large crimp in Sith production of medium and light cruisers, as well as fighters, but with the exception of Admiral Onasi’s encounter, we’ve taken heavy losses in accomplishing the destruction of the other three shipyards. Upwards of two full fleet groups have been destroyed in these actions, as well as three divisions of Republic Marines rendered combat ineffective due to losses in these campaigns. The Jedi losses have been extreme as well.”


Lanni looked at Zhar as those words came out, and she could see the pain on the faces of all the Jedi in the room.


“… two dozen are listed as missing in action, but we have confirmed the deaths of seventy-three Jedi. The Sith forces seem to target the Jedi when they discover them leading soldiers or missions. Those who have died have saved thousands, but it appears that any Jedi who is discovered on the battlefield will most assuredly be targeted with extreme prejudice.”


Brose turned to Revan at this bit of information. “I was unaware of this Revan.” He spoke, his words solemn and heartfelt. “Perhaps we can shift the Jedi to more of an advisory role.”


Revan turned to the bluish form of Vandar, who shook his small alien head. “Revan and I have discussed this already. The Jedi must remain be visible. The presence of even one Jedi can alter the course of a battle, and our presence instills confidence in the soldiers and what they can accomplish.”


Brose nodded slowly. “Very well.” He answered.


“We’ve hurt them.” Revan spoke, getting to his feet. “My son’s actions near Sneeve seemed to have caught them flat footed. The destruction of the Star Forge shipyards is hurting them. It has taken them longer to reorganize than we had first thought. That could be because they are preparing another massive attack along the front, or they lost more than we know at Sneeve.”


“I have small patrols covering the entire Hydian Way as far out as Exocron and Zonju Five” Canderous spoke. “We can extend that further, but we risk losing ships in the Unknown Regions if we do. I have pilots willing to take the risk, but it’s up to the Chancellor.”


Brose looked at Nien. “General?”


“The shipyards we have destroyed thus far have hurt them as Master Revan said, but the large yards capable of building their capital ships are what we need to find, before their numbers simply overwhelm us. If we can stop production of the Star Forge shipyards, they would have to rely on normal production methods, and in that I believe, we have a significant advantage. All of our main shipyards are operational and online. The Corellian Engineering Corporation has already begun bringing online their new facility near Sarapin, six months ahead of schedule. They will begin construction on the first Corellian Heavy Corvette in two days. Time to completion is three weeks. Rendili StarDrive has commissioned its first medium cruiser at their new facility. They anticipate eight ships per month. They have also just established the groundwork for a capital class facility, which their droid crews have begun construction on, and from which we can expect to begin receiving Excursion-Class Heavy cruisers. They estimate five months before the first group of twelve are complete and delivered to us.” Nien appeared to be proud of this information, and Lanni had to remind herself that he was a military officer. “If we can find where those three capital ship facilities are, and destroy them, we could turn the tide of this war. We are not losing Chancellor, but we are not winning either. The longer those shipyards remain operational, the less our chances of winning this war. They will simply overwhelm us with numbers.”


Brose nodded. “Then do it.” He spoke firmly. “Admiral Ordo, turn your pilots loose.”


Canderous nodded. “I’ll give the order immediately.”


“Can we expect more ships from Concord Dawn Admiral?” Brose asked.


Canderous nodded. “My people are sending every ship that comes off the line directly to Onasi near Telos. He will direct them to where they are needed. Mandel Motors has opened two of their old facilities within Mandalorian space, and they will begin producing light and medium cruisers within the month. Our Lictor-Class dreadnoughts are built more slowly, as we don’t have the droid capabilities of the larger corporations.”


“We can fix that.” Brose spoke. “I know a company that would be more than happy to provide you with all the construction droids you need.”


“It will definitely help.” Canderous said.


“Excellent.” Brose said. “Now, I must bring up the last item on our agenda. Three days ago, a representative of the planet Honoghr visited me. It appears the Noghri have been enslaved by the Sith forces. They are used as forced labor, among the milder things. According to this representative, nearly four million of their people have been butchered in the occupation of their planet to this point. Most of their cities are in ruins, and the survivors who were not rounded up by the Sith have fled to the mountainous areas across the planet. I have extended the hand of friendship to this representative of the Noghri, and offered our aid. They have accepted, under one condition. A Jedi must lead the expedition back to Honoghr.”


Vandar’s pointy ears perked up. “The Order is stretch nearly to the breaking point now.” He said. “We have no Jedi to spare for a diplomatic mission.”


Zaalbar spoke now for the first time. <I have heard of these Noghri. They are similar to my people in many ways. I offer an emissary to accompany whoever leads the mission.>


Brose nodded. “Thank you Chieftain Zaalbar.” He spoke after the translation came through the vocabulator.


“The Noghri have hunted Jedi in the past.” Revan spoke now. “During the war with Exar Kun, he used Noghri as Jedi assassins. Why would they request a Jedi?”


“It could be a trap.” Dacen spoke now. 


“I’ll go.” Rev spoke up, causing Anja’s head to snap around and glare at him.


“You will not!” She barked.


“Rev, it has to be a trap.” Bastila spoke. “If the Sith control the planet, why else would they request a Jedi?”


“The Sith control the planet yes. But if this is not a legitimate request for aide, why not ask for more than one Jedi.” Rev concluded. “These people are a warrior species, much like the Wookiee, as Zaalbar said. They are bound by honor and traditions. Exar Kun abused them nearly as badly as he did the Massassi. Perhaps this is how they feel they can regain their honor.”


“You are a fleet commander.” The senior Revan said. “Your ships need you.”


“My ships are all being sent back for refit or to be replaced. My crews and commanders are superbly trained, and they can do that without me. I’ll lead this mission.” Rev answered.


“I’ll go with him.” Arren said, speaking up. “Someone has to look out for you.”


Rev smiled. “Why thank you.” He said.


Dralor leaned over. “And I will accompany you to watch out for both of you.” He said.


“I will go too.” Zhar spoke up.


“No!” Bastila popped. “You are still a Padawan! You don’t have enough experience!”


Zhar blushed slightly at his mother’s words. “I can take care of myself mother.”


“Indeed he can.” The voice carried to them as Mace Caylor entered the briefing room. “And since I will be going as well, we’ll have it all covered.”


Zhar smiled and rose to greet Mace. “Master Caylor.” He said.


Mace gripped his shoulder and smiled. “I hope my Padawan has not caused anyone any trouble.” He said aloud.


Brose suppressed his smile and turned back to the image of Vandar. “Master Vandar… I ask for one and four have volunteered.” He said.


Vandar shook his small head. “All of them reckless and headstrong.” He said softly. “But all of them fine Jedi.”


“It’s settled then.” Brose said. “I’ll arrange for a company of soldiers to accompany you.”


“Chancellor, I’d prefer to take a squad from my command.” Rev said. “And perhaps two or three of Mace’s scouts. No more than that. The smaller the force we go in with the easier it will be to remain undetected.”


Brose nodded. “Very well. I’ll send word to Coruscant and have the representative leave immediately. He can be here in two days. That should give you enough time to assemble your forces and put together a plan.” Brose got to his feet. “I want to thank everyone for attending. We will be having these sessions at least once a week, and I’m sure we’ll become quite well acquainted over that time. I suggest we all return to our quarters and get some rest.”


Rev, Arren and Zhar missed the looks they got from those that cared for them as they gathered with Mace and Dralor near a plot board.


Bastila looked at her husband. “Tell me again who our sons take after?” She asked him before punching him in the shoulder.

 CHAPTER ELEVEN
KASHYYYK

Revan stood on the small platform off the back door of the quarters he and Anja had. He was shirtless in the rising sun; a loose fitting pair of black pants his only garments. His hands were clasped behind his back, his eyes closed in a deep meditative pose. He allowed the Force to flow openly through every pore within his body, feeling it pass through every gene, every DNA strand. It was moments such as this that made Revan realize just how blessed he was to have the connection to the Force that he did. He flowed with the Force, to every plant on Kashyyyk, every animal, every being on the planet itself. The Force touched them all, and Revan in turn touched them as well. The sensations coursing through him made him feel alive and pure, and he basked in the radiance he felt.


Revan smiled as he felt the warm embrace of Anja’s mind as she woke from her slumber and reached for him within their bond. It was times like this when he could almost perceive the awakening thoughts of so many individuals as deeply immersed in the Force as he was. These were the moments when he felt the most peace, the utmost radiance of being carried to every corner of the universe, wherever the Force touched life, and experiencing the essence of being.


Anja stepped out onto the platform a few moments later holding a steaming mug of caffa, clad only in Revan’s oversized shirt. She stared at the tanned muscled back and shoulders of her husband, her long black hair tussled and unkempt. She could feel his peace and calm within the Force and began to turn to go back into their quarters.


No. Revan said softly through their bond. Stay with me.

I don’t want to disturb you my love. Anja replied.


How could your presence disturb me? It is the one thing that I relish more than anything. He answered her.


Anja padded slowly around in front of him, turning her back to his chest as his arms pulled her into his embrace. She closed her eyes as his lips nuzzled her neck and he breathed deeply of her scent.


You have an important mission my love. He told her. Never doubt that.

I know. That does not mean I can not worry about the man I love. Anja answered. I have heard things of Honoghr, dark things. It is not a nice world.


No. Revan agreed. I am not going alone however, and the Noghri could make powerful allies.


It’s also further behind enemy lines then any other mission has gone. Anja told him. I know that, as a Jedi, I should trust in the Force. But as a woman and a wife, I worry for my husband.


No more than I worry for you every day. Revan spoke. It has become obvious that the Jedi are being targeted; and you and my mother traveling with Nomi and Vima? You are four of the Order’s strongest Jedi, and two of you possess the gift of Battle Meditation. In my eyes that is a very tempting target.


Anja nodded reluctantly. I see your point.

My father is by default the leader of our forces, and Uncle Dacen his right hand. If they led this mission, it would immediately send up flags to every low life in the universe. I can still sneak about somewhat and slip in and out of sight and no one will miss me. 


I will miss you. Anja told him. Terribly.

And I will miss you. Revan told her, his arms pulling her even closer to him. We have a few hours until you depart. Perhaps I should show you again how much I will miss you.


Anja dropped the mug from her hand, using the Force to settle it gently to the ground as she turned in Revan’s arms, slipping her arms around his waist. Do you still have the strength after last night? She asked innocently, but with a seductive gleam in her eyes.


Revan kissed her softly. I will make the strength. After all, I must keep up with my brother.


Anja looked at him. Zhar? What do you mean—he—Lanni? You are joking?


A bond with my brother was not necessary. Their screams were quite sufficient to explain what was happening. Revan replied with a grin.


Then I suggest you get to work my love. Anja told him.


Twenty-four year old Lanni Overlet had had three lovers in her young life, one while she was in school, the other two after she had taken her job with the Republic’s leading HoloNet News agency. None of those relationships had been very serious, and the physical portions of them completely forgettable. Now, Lanni lay face down on the bed, her long blond hair tossed across her shoulders and upper back wildly. Her arms were folded along her sides, the soft sheets pressing against her naked flesh. Her breath was coming in long, deep gasps, her eyes fluttering dreamily as the fingers traced up the outside of her naked thigh, and the lips teasingly caressed the sweat slick skin at the small of her back. Lanni could barely remember the events from the previous day and night, as her mind was still awash in the most exquisite memories of the last few hours with Zhar Panlie. 

Zhar had escorted her back to her quarters after they returned from the secret briefing. She had been intent on going right to work and making several reports, but Zhar pointed out that she had not eaten much at dinner, and he insisted she eat before continuing to work. He had fixed her a delicious smelling Onderonian meal, and waited while she had attacked the food ravenously. She had consumed two helpings, and couldn’t help but blush when she finally stopped to look at him sheepishly. He cleared the dishes as she watched, and when everything was clean and put away he made his way to the door. Lanni couldn’t remember what possessed her to invite him to stay; he was six years younger than she was, the Jedi son of the Master Jedi her father hated with a passion. He was the young man her father wanted her to seduce, to get to know, so that she could provide him with information to hurt the Jedi, yet none of this had entered her mind when she asked him to stay. 


The only thing that had entered her mind was the way his dark eyes shyly regarded her with passion and desire. Lanni had been ogled by hundreds of men and knew what their lustful stares looked like, but that is not what she saw in Zhar’s eyes. It was Lanni who had to make the first overtures, to move Zhar in the direction he obviously wanted to go but was unable to make clear. Once her lips had come in contact with his, his hands gently holding her face, Lanni had surrendered herself to him completely.


What Zhar Panlie lacked in experience, he made up for ten fold in enthusiasm and creativity and his attention to her desires. 


The early morning hours with Zhar blurred together for Lanni in one long intense experience of pleasures she had no idea could even exist. It was unlike anything she had ever thought to imagine, and even now, both of them utterly exhausted and spent, the echoes of what she had experienced caused her to shudder in delight as she felt his now familiar hands caress her skin, and his soft lips and warm tongue trace the contours of her lower back. Lanni knew right then and there that she would desire no other hands on her body ever again. No other man’s touch could cause her to sing as Zhar’s had, and no other man’s passion could fill her so completely.


Zhar traced the lines of the small intricate tattoo just above Lanni’s hip with his tongue, lavishing attention on her silky smooth skin as a child would lavish attention on a new toy. Zhar was no longer the highly trained and logical Jedi; at this moment he was a young man who had experienced the pleasures of a woman for the first time, and he was continuing to enjoy every soft smooth inch he could touch. Her scent filled his nostrils, and he could feel her shiver under his touch, hoping that it was for a good reason. Zhar had no experience with women before these past few hours with Lanni, but he learned fast, and hoped that the cries she released were ones of pleasure. Revan had once told him that the taste, smell, and contours of a beautiful woman would occupy him for hours, and his brother had been right.


Zhar pulled the long blond hair from the back of her shoulders and softly kissed the smooth skin there. He needn’t have worried about the thoughts that were racing through his mind as Lanni rolled over slowly to look at him with those lustrous china blue eyes, her body exposed to his hungry eyes. Her arms snaked around his waist and pulled him to her, his lean muscular chest pressed to her naked form, one of her long legs moving up along his hip to curl around his thigh. His weight on top of her made Lanni feel safer and wanted more than any time in her life up until this point.


“It’s getting late.” She spoke softly, her finger running along the line of his jaw. She saw a flicker of sadness in his eyes.


“Do you want me to leave?” He asked.


“Not really.” Lanni replied honestly, relishing the feelings coursing through her from the contact of his skin on hers. “I just don’t want you to get into trouble.”


Zhar smiled. “I will not get into trouble.”


“You… you are a Jedi. Won’t you… won’t you get into trouble for being here with me? For… for doing the things we have done?” 


“Why would I get into trouble for that?” Zhar asked with a smile on his face.


“I… I thought Jedi were not allowed to have attachments.” Lanni said.


“Is that what we have? An attachment?” Zhar asked.


“Well… after last night I kind of hoped we could have an attachment.” Lanni told him with her own beaming smile.


“Is that all you want Lanni, just an attachment, nothing else?”


“No. That’s not all I want.” She answered immediately. “But I thought it might be appropriate for starters. We hardly know each other.”


“I thought we got to know each other quite well the last few hours.” Zhar said with a grin.


Lanni pinched the skin on his neck, but did so with a smile. “You know what I mean Zhar Panlie.” She told him.


Zhar smiled and traced her lips with a finger. “You are so incredibly beautiful you know that.” He told her. He brushed some of her blond hair from her face. “You should wear your hair down more often. It makes you more relaxed.”


“You are unlike any man I have ever known.” She said reaching up to touch his face. His skin was deeply tanned and even somewhat weathered from a life led outside, but looking at him, Lanni had to admit he was exceptionally handsome. “You are definitely not like any Jedi I have known. I am six years older than you, yet you speak and act so much older, like you have decades of wisdom. Why is that?”


“I would hazard a guess and say that my parents played a huge factor in it.” He replied with a grin. “Growing up on Dxun with Revan Panlie and Bastila Shan as your parents’ kind of puts you ahead of the game somewhat. It is one of the reasons the Jedi discourage marriage among their Order. They have a fear that if two Jedi were to have children, their offspring would be much more powerful.”


“Is it a just fear?” Lanni asked curiously.


Zhar looked at her. “In Revan and Arren’s case I would have to say they are considerably more powerful than anyone expected, but my parents and Arren’s parents have an unnaturally powerful connection to the Force. In me, Dorak, Hanna and our younger brothers and sisters, it is not as profound. We are stronger than others our age would be, but I attribute much of that to the training we received while growing up. We have a much clearer connection to the Force because we did not try to suppress our natural human emotions as the Jedi Order has done for thousands of years. We allowed our emotions to make our connection stronger. That is what our parents taught us.”


Lanni scrunched up her face. “You didn’t answer my question Zhar. Is it a just fear the Jedi Order has?”


Zhar lowered his head into his hand, his elbow on the bed. He let Lanni hold his other hand tightly to her chest as she looked at him, her fingers absently caressing his forearm. “Have you seen anything that would make you fear Revan?”


Lanni was silent for a long moment before answering. “If he was my enemy, I would be terrified of him.” She replied. “But no, other than that, nothing I have seen or heard from others would make me fear him. He’s a bit severe at times though.”


Zhar laughed. “You should have known him before he met Anja.” He told her.


“So you think the Jedi Order’s fear is groundless?”


Zhar looked at her, searching her china blue eyes. “That is why we don’t follow that particular rule of the Jedi Order.” Zhar said. “It only hinders our abilities and makes us weak. And it distances us from those we are sworn to protect.”


“Isn’t that something someone associated with the Sith would say?” Lanni asked.


“And what would you know of the Sith Lanni Overlet?” Zhar asked with a smile.


Lanni smiled at the look on his face and rolled over to the edge of the bed and took a data pad from the floor. She rolled back and held it out to him. “I downloaded this from the Jedi archives with Master Bindo’s permission.”


“The History of the Jedi?” Zhar said, looking at the title.


“I felt since I was going to be spending so much time around Jedi, I should try to better understand them.” Lanni said. “There’s a section in their regarding the Sith and what they believe. It says that the Sith believe embracing their emotions makes them stronger as well.”


“The difference between us is paramount to looking across the oceans on Mannan Lanni. The Sith embrace emotion because it makes them stronger, yes, but with that power they conquer and enslave.” Zhar said. “My parents, Revan, the Jedi who follow us, we believe embracing emotion makes us stronger, but we don’t allow the emotions to control us. The Jedi Order believes attachments weaken a Jedi, making them susceptible to the dark side. We believe that repressing emotions is the path to the dark side, that is why we embrace our emotions, but we also control them and don’t let them rule our actions.” 


Lanni stared at Zhar for a long moment. He spoke with the eloquence and commitment of someone twice his age. Lanni took his free hand from where it rested on her chest and brought it to her lips where she kissed his fingertips gently. “Do you realize how easily I could fall in love with you Zhar Panlie?”


“Is that a bad thing?” Zhar asked with a smile.


“After some of the things I have done I don’t think your mother would approve of you having a relationship with me.” Lanni said.


Zhar’s eyes shot open. “My mother!” He snapped, rising up. “She leaves today!” He scrambled from the bed looking for his clothes and grabbing his timepiece. Lanni watched him, a smile of humor on her face and desire in her eyes. “Her transport leaves in thirty-three minutes!” He snapped.


Lanni held out her hand pointing. “Refresher! You can’t say goodbye to her smelling of sweat and my perfume!”


Zhar scooped up his clothes and leaned over to kiss her deeply before he bolted for the refresher. Lanni rolled over onto her back, a smile of contentment on her face. She got up slowly, wrapping the sheet around her body and sat on the edge of the bed. She looked down and saw Zhar’s robes still on the floor and reached for them. She spread them out neatly on the bed and turned again, the hilt of his lightsaber catching her eye. She lifted it slowly in her small hand, turning it this way and that to gaze at the intricate design of the hilt. Her thumb depressed the power button and with a snap hiss the burning emerald green blade sprang forth. Lanni stared at the blade, holding the lightsaber with more confidence than she should have had.
 The ringing of her com unit broke the near trance like state she experienced holding the lightsaber and she deactivated the blade, but held on to it as she moved to the small desk in her bedroom. She touched the panel as she settled into the chair and watched as the blue image of her father shimmered to life.


“Lanni!” Jamus Overlet spoke. “I’ve been trying to reach you for hours! Where have you been?”


“Father!” Lanni spoke clearly surprised.


Jamus’s eyes narrowed as he saw what she was garbed in. “It’s nearly ten in the morning on Kashyyyk Lanni, do you normally answer Com signals wrapped in only a sheet?” He father asked.


Lanni dropped the hand holding Zhar’s lightsaber out of sight behind her back. “I just woke up father. I had a very long night.” She told him. “What is it you need?”


“I need to know if you have any information to pass onto me.” Jamus asked. “There are some new developments here on Coruscant and any information you are able to give to me can only help our cause.”


“What new developments?” Lanni asked.


“We can discuss them another time. I need to know if you have made any progress with the younger Panlie?” Jamus asked.


Lanni looked at the image of her father silently, her mind racing.


Revan stood next to Anja watching as his father embraced his mother, and said goodbye to Nomi and Vima Sunrider. He looked at his timepiece and then to Anja.


“If Zhar doesn’t show in the next few minutes, I will have his head.” Revan growled.


Anja smiled and squeezed his hand. “He will be here my love. Have faith.”


Zhar pulled on his robes, Lanni watching from her chair with a smile. He bent down to look for his lightsaber, and she got up holding the sheet around her with one hand and his lightsaber to her chest with the other.


“Looking for this?” She asked.


Zhar looked up and saw her holding his lightsaber. He smiled and stepped up to her as she held it out to him. He took the lightsaber and her hand in his and pulled her close.


“Thank you.” He said, kissing her softly.


“Will you come by this evening when you are finished Zhar?” She asked him.


“Is that what you want Lanni?”


Lanni nodded quickly with a gleam in her eye and a bright smile. “Yes. Very much so.” She told him.


Zhar kissed her again, more passionately this time. “Then I will see you this evening.” He said.


“Go!” Lanni told him. “Before your mother leaves!”


Lanni smiled as she watched him scramble out the door and into the jumble of Republic soldiers and Wookiees now beginning to crowd the village. She closed her door and turned to face the inside of her quarters, her heart racing with excitement, and his smell still filling her nostrils. Lanni had work of her own to do, and with a new lift in her movements, she headed for the refresher.


“… as you can see, the members of the 6th Combined Corp are here on Kashyyyk, undergoing extensive refit.” Lanni reported, Larl directing the floating camera to cover all the angles. Lanni wore a dark grey jumpsuit, her long blond hair, usually worn up, now cascaded past her shoulders, framing her face. Zhar had told her she looked much better with her hair down, and she had taken his advice, hoping he would see the broadcast. 


“From all reports, the 6th Corps’ action near Sneeve has, for the time being, caused the Sith forces to pull back to reconstitute. The 6th Corp sustained heavier damage than first thought and will be assigned to Kashyyyk until repair and refit is complete. This is Lanni Overlet reporting from Kashyyyk.”


Lanni motioned to Larl, who cut the live feed to the HoloNet. “How was that?” She asked him.


Larl looked a little surprised as she had never asked him his opinion before. “Clear and to the point.” He told her, unable to come up with anything else so quickly. “But the 6th Corp was not heavily damaged at Sneeve.”


Lanni nodded. “I know. I was asked to report that and make it as believable as possible.”


Larl made sure his com gear was turned off and he looked directly at her. “Lanni what is going on?”

“What do you mean?”


“What do I mean? You disappear for nearly twelve hours, and when I find you again, you are in the food court reading a history cube on the Jedi Order. You say you’ve been asked to report things that are not true, and you are doing it without so much as batting an eye. And you also seem much more relaxed today.” Larl said.


Lanni smiled at him. “A lot has happen in the last twelve hours.”


“So I gathered. Would you care to fill me in?”


“Let’s just say I have seen some things that have changed my views on many different issues.” Lanni replied. “I can’t tell you anything else until I get permission.”


“Does your father know about this change of views?” Larl asked.


Lanni looked horrified. “No!” She said quickly. “And let’s keep it that way until I have the chance to tell him.”


Inwardly Larl was smiling to himself, but outwardly he nodded. “Works for me.” He answered. “Where to next?”


“We have an appointment with Admiral Kento in thirty minutes.” Lanni said. “We need to set up in the Wookiee library.”


“Let’s go.” Larl said.

CORUSCANT

Jamus turned from the screen in his office that always had the HoloNet news circulating. He looked at the four other senators in his office.


“Jamus I thought you said your daughter was going to be doing a piece on the Jedi and Exar Kun. The information you sent her from the data cube?” The Selkath senator spoke.


“I transmitted it to her this morning.” Jamus spoke. “Perhaps she just has not put it together yet. We’ll see tonight. Where do we stand with the additional motions?”


“The addendum to the Military Appropriations Bill won’t even get out of committee.” The Senator from Caamas replied. “We don’t have even a tenth of the votes needed to bring it back before the full Senate. No one is going to touch this with Republic forces in harms way.”


“The Prime Minister of Mannan will have nothing to do with any type of Bill to come before the Senate that disbands or reforms the Jedi Order in any way.” The Selkath senator spoke again getting to his feet. “Revan Panlie is far too popular on my world for his actions in saving the Progenitor all those years ago. I came here out of respect for the family of my predecessor, nothing more. I will not be party to your attempts to bring down the Jedi Order after they have suffered and died to protect this Republic for so long.”


“The Jedi are responsible for this war starting!” Jamus barked.


“So you have said. Yet you provide nothing whatsoever in the way of proof to sustain your accusations.” The Selkath Senator replied.


“I… I can not reveal my source at this time.” Jamus said.


“Perhaps when you are able, and when you have evidence I can take to my planet’s ruler, perhaps then you may count on our support. Until that time, I bid you farewell.” The Selkath told him before turning and leaving the office.


Jamus sat there, his face a dark shade of red due to his anger. “Damn!” He finally cursed.


“Jamus we are running into this all over.” The man from Caamas told him. “We are trying to bring down an organization that has had twenty-five thousand years to worm its way into the fabric of our society. We are not going to turn the people against the Jedi in a few months with no proof of any wrong doing. It’s just not going to happen.”


“I will get the proof!” Jamus popped. “And I’m going to broadcast it all over the HoloNet!”  He stabbed the console on his desk.


“Yes Senator?”


“Ready my transport for a trip to Kashyyyk!” He spoke. “I’m going to go visit the troops.”


“As you wish Senator.”


Jamus looked at the men remaining in his office. “I’m going to go to this forward command base and see things for myself.” He told them. “And Lanni will broadcast the story of the Jedi and Kun while I am there! Then we’ll see how things start to turn.”

KASHYYYK

1 DAY UNTIL DEPARTURE FOR HONOGHR


Revan, Zhar and Dralor stood in the cargo hold of the large unmarked Marauder-Class Corvette that they would be using to transport to Honoghr. The ship was a much modified version of the standard corvette, with advanced sensors and navigation equipment. The ship was built by Republic Sienar Systems, but in the last decade the corvette class of ships had not been very popular, and many had found their way into the hands of criminal organizations. At 195 meters long, it was not as large as the standard corvette, but that was where all similarities to standard corvettes ended. Bao-Dur had spent nearly a year modifying this ship and all its systems, and five more like it had been built at the Onderon shipyards. It had a Class 3 hyperdrive which made it almost as fast as the Ebon Hawk, and the 8 double turbolasers and two proton torpedo launchers made it more than a match for most capital ships smaller than heavy cruisers. Several Republic techs were stowing more crates of weapons and supplies in the hold as the three of them looked over the star chart of the system. Six W-wing light fighters and one Pursuer Enforcement ship also occupied the bay.


“Reports from the Kessel sector are spotty at best.” Revan was saying. “We will need to loop around Sneeve, and I figured we would come in behind Kegan and Kubindi, and skirt along the edge of the Centrality.”


Dralor nodded. “It adds several days to the journey, but it takes us through Sith space in less patrolled areas.” He said.


“Do you think we’ll get all the way there without being challenged?” Zhar asked.


Revan shook his head. “No. That is why we are carrying black market goods on top of our equipment. We can try and pass ourselves off as smugglers.”


“And if that doesn’t work?” Zhar asked.


Dralor grinned. “Hope the ship that stops us isn’t bigger than a medium cruiser.”


Zhar rolled his eyes. “That’s not very inspiring.”


“It wasn’t meant to be.” Dralor replied. “We would have the advantage in speed and maneuverability, as well as firepower going up against even a medium cruiser. Anything larger than that and we’ll be outgunned. And this piece of junk won’t be able to outrun a capital cruiser or dreadnought.”


Zhar looked around. “I haven’t seen Master Caylor all morning. Where is he?”


“He is gathering some items I requested.” Revan answered. “They might come in handy.”


“What items?” Zhar asked.


“You’ll see little brother.” Revan replied. “How was your evening with Ms. Overlet?”


Zhar looked at him, trying to maintain a straight face. “What do you mean?”


Revan and Dralor laughed loudly, and Revan settled onto the plasteel cylinder next to the plot board. “Zhar you don’t actually think that you spending the last two nights in Ms. Overlet’s quarters hasn’t made the rounds do you?”


“You can’t tell mother!” Zhar snapped.


Revan held up his hands. “That’s not my place little brother.” He said. “You’ll tell her when you are ready.”


“Perhaps when she’s on the other side of the galaxy maybe.” Zhar spoke.


Dralor motioned with his head to Revan that he would leave them alone, and he quietly drifted out of the cargo hold.


“You care for her quite a bit don’t you Zhar?” Revan asked.


Zhar met his older brother’s eyes. “I can honestly say that I have never felt this way towards anyone.”


“And it’s not just… not just the… you know… it’s not just the physical part?” Revan asked.


Zhar shook his head. “No, though that part is more than excellent.” He said with a smile. “She’s different Revan. She’s not the same person we thought her to be.”


“I questioned the Chancellor’s decision to bring her into the inner circle.” Revan said. “Mother and Anja opposed it outright, but I’ve seen her last few transmissions and they been thought out and well done, especially the one in regards to the Exar Kun war.”


“She is proud of that one. She put a lot of work into it.” Zhar said.


Revan stood and put his hand on his brother’s shoulder. “Zhar you are your own man.” He said. “If she makes you happy, I for one will not stand in your way. I’m happy for you.” Zhar looked at his brother and smiled. “Now why don’t you take off and go see her once more before we leave.”


Zhar got to his feet. “Are you sure?” 


Revan nodded. “There is nothing you can help with. Most of the preparations are already complete. I’m going to sleep here on the ship tonight.”


Zhar’s eyes were bright. “I won’t argue with you.” He said, turning and heading for the rear ramp of the ship.


Lanni finished putting the candles on the small table in her quarters and stepped back to admire her work. She had set the table for two and for the first time in her life had actually cooked a meal. She could not remember being so relaxed and happy in her life. And she knew it was all due to Zhar. The last two nights with him had been like a gift from the Force itself, even though she did not believe in it. She had waited expectantly after their first hours together when he had rushed to say goodbye to his mother. He had returned as he promised, and they shared their first full meal together. Zhar had been content that night to simply sit on the couch with her stretched out in his arms as they talked of their lives up until this point. They had actually fallen asleep that way, and waking up snuggled close to him was something Lanni had already grown quite fond of. Their lovemaking had lost none of its passion, and if anything, had become more intense as Zhar gained more confidence in the pleasures he gave her. That he was a Jedi, and six years younger than her no longer even registered in her mind. He did things to her that made her body scream, and it came as naturally as breathing to him.


The knock on her door startled her out of her thoughts and with a smile she went to the panel and unlocked the latch. She swung the door wide, her smile bright and infectious.


“You are late!” She said with a smile. “Where have you…” Lanni’s eyes flew open when she saw the figure standing in the doorway. 


“Father.” Lanni managed to stammer.


“Expecting company?” Jamus asked, pushing his way into the quarters past her.


Lanni looked around quickly to make certain Zhar was not coming, and she closed the door quickly. She turned back to her father. “Father, what are you doing here?” 


Jamus tossed off his heavy cloak, his eyes on the table set for two. “I was going to ask you the same thing.” He said, turning to look at her. “I ask again, are you expecting company?”


Lanni nodded slowly. “Someone for dinner. She’ll be here soon.”


“She?” Jamus asked, going to the table and pouring a glass of wine from the small bottle there.


“She’s a Republic technician.” Lanni said. “We… we have become friends of sorts.”


“You don’t make friends Lanni. I don’t recall you ever making friends.” Jamus spoke, his voice grim. “Is she a source?”


Lanni crossed her arms over her chest and nodded slowly. “Yes.”


Jamus settled into one of the chairs at the table and looked at his daughter. “You seem nervous Lanni, what is troubling you?”


Lanni shook her head. “Nothing… nothing really. I’m just very surprised you are here.”


“I’m here because there is a problem.” Jamus said putting the wine glass on the table and folding his hands in his lap to look at her. “My daughter is not doing what I asked of her. She is supposed to be using the information I am sending her on the Jedi to put together stories that expose their corruption and ulterior motives. What I’ve seen now in two days of HoloNet broadcasting is five stories that are making the Jedi look good. Why is that?”


“The information… the information you are giving me is not accurate father.” Lanni said. “Most of it is not even true.”


“I instructed you to report it Lanni, not analyze it.” Jamus said.


“My job is to report the truth.” Lanni said.


Jamus came to his feet quickly. “Your job is to report what I tell you to report!” He snapped. “And do what I tell you to do! I got you the position you now have! Do you actually think that you got your job on your own merits? It was my doing! My connections! Now I know you’ve let that Jedi scum Zhar Panlie into your bed! It’s all over the village! Why didn’t you tell me you had succeeded? What information have you got from him?”


Lanni’s face was red with embarrassment and shock and she was on the verge of tears as she stared at her father. “Nothing… nothing yet.” She said softly.


“Nothing?” Jamus popped. He shook his head. “You are worse than your mother!” He turned away from her taking a deep breath. “All you had to do was sleep with him! Let him slobber on you a few times and pump him for information. Is that so hard? Is it?”


Jamus whirled around to face her and froze his eyes on the doorway. Lanni hadn’t shut the door tightly, and it was now open, and filling the doorway stood Zhar, his face impassive and unreadable. Lanni turned to see what had caused her father to stop talking and her eyes grew wide as she saw Zhar.


“Zhar…” She said softly stepping towards him.


Zhar held up his hand. “No.” He said. “I have heard enough. Don’t bother.”


“Zhar wait!” Lanni nearly screamed as he turned and walked out of the doorway and into the darkness. Lanni ran out after him, catching up to him, and grabbing his arm. “Zhar please wait!” She pleaded.


Zhar stopped and looked at her and she could see the hurt and anger in them. “I’m glad I found out about what you were doing before I allowed myself to feel more than I already do.” He told her.


“Zhar… I didn’t… I didn’t start this because of my father!” Lanni explained quickly. 


“No. You started this to gain access to sensitive information so that you could use it against the Jedi.” Zhar snapped. “So it was all an act then?”


“What? No Zhar!” Lanni asked.


“You. Us. It was all an act. The last three days have been nothing more than an attempt by your father acting through you to gain intelligence to advance his agenda. That’s what this was all about?” Zhar spoke.


Lanni’s eyes were filled with tears. “No Zhar!” She said, reaching for his hand. 


Zhar pulled his hand away from her. “I will inform the Chancellor’s office to revoke your clearance.” He said. “You will no longer have access to the material you have been provided.”


“Zhar listen to me!” Lanni pleaded.


“This conversation is done.” Zhar said. “I truly hope you find peace in your life Ms. Overlet.”


“Zhar no!” Lanni tried to pull him back, but he was too strong and pulled away from her. Lanni slid slowly to her knees, tears covering her cheeks as Zhar’s form faded into the darkness. Lanni sobbed openly, her heart and stomach threatening to erupt from her chest at the grief she was experiencing. The future she had envisioned after the war was quickly falling into the abyss, and there was nothing she could do to stop it.

ABLAJECK SECTOR

2.2 LIGHTYEARS FROM DOSUUN

REPUBLIC RECON PATROL 27A

The Mandalorian Pursuer was on automatic pilot; its engines spooled down to their lowest setting. This variant of the Pursuer was referred to as the Pursuer Mark Nine. While it maintained the exceptionally fast sub light engines and maneuvering abilities, the Mark Nine was packed with the most powerful sensors known to exist. A single Mark Nine could effectively scan an entire sector in only a few days. The Mark Nine was also equipped with a powerful cloaking shield which, when combined with the Mark Nine’s low profile, made the recon ship nearly invisible to all known sensors. Most of the standard Pursuer weaponry had been removed to make room for the powerful sensors, but the Mark Nine had one forward firing turbolaser and a rear mounted Proton torpedo launcher. Because the Mark Nines were so lightly armed, only the best Mandalorian and Republic pilots were assigned to them in an effort to keep them alive and in service.


The Mark Nine carried a crew of seven; all of them trained pilots and sensor experts. Canderous had mingled the crews of his recon ships to better extend their capabilities, for he knew that the Republic sensor techs were far more skilled than his own. This Mark Nine crew had been out for nine days now, and had been working together since the war began.


The Republic sensor tech was watching the HoloNet broadcast on one of his screens, and munching on a dried Alderaanian beef stick. He held the rank of Commander, having served with the Republic fleet as an Ensign during the Mandalorian War. His dark hair was graying at the edges, but aside from that he kept himself fit in the gym. He listened to the end of Lanni Overlet’s broadcast from earlier in the day and shook his head. 


“They sure make them better today than they did thirty years ago.” He spoke, looking towards the cockpit. “I’d like to take her for a spin around the galaxy.”


The grizzled Mandalorian pilot turned in his chair and glanced at the screen. He grunted and smiled before turning back. “She would not survive in the bed of a Mandalorian.” He said. 


The Republic commander smiled. “Maybe not Jaster, but you have to admit, it would be very nice to give it your best shot. She is one good looking woman.”


“On that I will agree with you Rickart.” Jaster replied with a grin, turning his gaze back to the stars out his cockpit window.


They had once been bitter enemies, as both men were old enough to have fought in the war between their peoples, unlike the rest of their crew. Yet both men were realist enough to know that their war was long over, and holding grudges would only destroy you in the end. They developed a fast and solid friendship due to their age and experience, and both found they made an excellent team. They had picked their crew carefully, and over the weeks had melded them into a finely tuned working machine. 


Rickart’s attention was pulled from the HoloNet broadcast at the soft beeping on his main sensor array. He immediately shut off the HoloNet and concentrated on his controls.


“Jaster I have a contact at long range.” Rickart said.


“Out here?” Jaster asked with surprise.


“Contact is very faint, bearing six nine one. Can’t make out what it is, but it’s definitely not natural. Range is 1.8 light years.”


“That puts it close to Dosuun.” Jaster spoke from his seat. “Dosuun is not habited.”


“Our younger crew members would say we are being paranoid my friend.” Rickart said.


Jaster nodded. “Yes, but they have not seen war as we have. I’m adjusting course and initiating a micro-jump.”


Rickart nodded. “Let’s be safe. Not too close.”


Jaster worked his controls and nodded. “Agreed.” He said. “Hold on.”


The Pursuer turned slightly and its jump engines flared briefly. Rickart was bringing some other sensors online when they came out of the jump, and immediately alarms began to sound.


“Mandalore the Ultimate’s ghost.” Jaster muttered from his seat. 


Rickart’s eyes grew to three times their size it seemed, and his face turned an ashen color. “Sith’s blood!” He declared. “Jaster are you seeing this?”


“In color my friend!” Jaster’s hands flew over the controls and the Pursuer heeled hard to starboard.


“I’m detecting nearly fifty capital ships and another equal number of heavy cruisers and frigates!” Rickart popped. “They’re orbiting Dosuun! Range point nine light years!”


“Have they seen us? Have they seen us?” Jaster nearly screamed.


“Negative! Negative! No hits on us!” Rickart said a silent prayer and thanked the criminal mind that designed the cloak shield their Pursuer was equipped with. “Cloak shield is operating within normal parameters! They can’t see us!”


Jaster could hear the rest of the crew waking up, hearing their leaders talking in excited voices. “A staging area perhaps?” He said.


Rickart’s hands flew over his own controls. “No. I’m picking up something in low polar orbit, something huge. Bring us about ten degrees so I can train the port array on that area.” He looked at the two other Republic techs. “Get on your stations!” He snapped. “I want this all recorded and double checked!”


“Sith fighters!” The younger tech called out as he settled quickly into the chair. “Bearing seven two four! Phalanx of them!”


“Cutting power to one quarter!” Jaster called.


“They can’t see us!” The tech announced. “They are continuing on course!”


“Rickart is it a Forge shipyard?” Jaster asked.


“Getting interference from the atmosphere.” Rickart said calmly, having dropped into his sensor tech mode. “Can you take us closer?”


Jaster nodded. “Taking us closer.” He spoke, his manner also now one of calm workmanship.


“Closer!” The third Republic tech nearly yelled. “They’ll detect us!”


“Quiet!” Rickart snapped.


Jaster turned in his seat and looked at one of the secondary Mandalorian pilots. “Deploy the bubble! Warm up the batteries and stand by!”


The Mandalorian soldier nodded quickly and moved to the rear of the Pursuer where he opened a small hatch to expose another of the Mark Nine’s add-on improvements. A twin turbolaser battery. He moved down into the bubble and secured himself in the seat, donning a headset as he strapped in. He closed the hatch and hit several switches, feeling the bubble lower into firing position under the Pursuer. He powered up the twin lasers and tested the systems, spinning the bubble 360 degrees around and pointing it straight down.


“Bubble is up!” He spoke into his headset.


Jaster’s keen eyes could just begin to make out the silhouettes of the large ships in orbit around the green colored planet. “Rickart?”


“I’m clearing up the scans.” He replied.


“I’m detecting sixty-one Sith Battle Cruisers, forty-nine Heavy Cruisers, fifty-seven Heavy Frigates, and three… three…” The second Republic tech’s eyes narrowed.


“Three what?” Jaster asked.


“I don’t know, but whatever they are each of them is over two thousand meters long!” The tech replied.


“A new class ship?” Jaster spoke aloud, not directing the statement at anyone.


“That’s it!” Rickart nearly yelled. “It’s a Forge shipyard! The power emissions match up perfectly! And it’s nearly the same size as the RSS shipyard near Coruscant!”


“That many capital ships nearby makes it a priority target!” Jaster said. “It has to be one of the Capital class shipyards!”


“Fighters! Fighters! Behind us!” The voice on the ship’s internal com screamed.


Jaster’s head snapped around just as the twin beams of laser fire erupted from under the Pursuer in a sustained burst, reaching out to a point in the stars.


The flight of eight Sith fighters had just dropped from hyperspace, and thanks to the Pursuer’s cloaking shield, never detected it. The volley of laserfire intersected with the flight paths of the first two fighters in the formation and they blossomed into expanding fireballs, throwing shards of shattered metal into the paths of the next two fighters, causing one to shudder briefly and then pinwheel into its wingman. Both fighters came apart in the ensuing explosion as the other four fighters broke in different directions.


“Jam their communications!” Rickart yelled; his hands flying over the controls as Jaster threw the Pursuer into a gut wrenching turn toward one pair of fighters. “Jaster! You have to kill them before they alert those ships!”


Jaster dropped the combat display over the cockpit window and unlocked his nose turbolaser, the small turret tracking the Sith fighters. He jammed his finger down on the firing button and watched as his burst of laser fire skim across the wings of one of the fighters, punching massive holes in the skin of the craft. The Sith pilot, or droid pilot, Jaster didn’t care, lost control of his ship and plowed into his wingman, erasing another two fighters from existence.


“Port! Turn to port!” Rickart yelled.


Jaster didn’t hesitate and yanked the Pursuer around, feeling his morning caffa nearly come up through his throat. Jaster felt more than heard the bubble turret erupt again as the gunner attempted to destroy the last two fighters.


“They’re running!” The second tech yelled, adjusting his scope.


“Rickart?” Jaster questioned, knowing he was undoubtedly thinking the same thing. 


“Two of those cruisers are reacting!” Rickart spoke. “We’re still invisible to them, but they can see the fighters maneuvering for sure. We need to let Admiral Ordo know!”


“Agreed!” Jaster echoed, changing course again and heading the Pursuer away from Dosuun. “Prepare a tight beam transmission! He has to attack soon!”


“Sending it now!” Rickart spoke stabbing the button on his console.


“What is the max range of our arrays?” Jaster asked.


“One point five.” Rickart replied.


“I’m pulling us back to a point at that range. We can continue to monitor them and still have time to react.” Jaster said punching in new coordinates.


“Enemy cruiser! Port side!” The gunner in the bubble screamed.


Jaster’s head came around and the massive ship filled his cockpit. Instantly he threw the Pursuer into a roll, praying to his gods that they didn’t collide. 


“One of the cruisers must have conducted a micro jump!” Rickart screamed.


Jaster rolled the Pursuer back up in time to see the belly of the cruiser passing overhead. His finger was poised to plunge down on the trigger of his turbolasers when he saw dozens of laser turrets swing towards his position. Jaster had no fear of dying and they had accomplished their mission, getting their information off to Mandalore before they died.


“They can see us now!” The tech yelled.


Jaster turned in his chair and looked at the man he now called friend. Rickart had sat back in his chair and was in the process of lighting one of the foul smelling cigars he enjoyed. Rickart turned and met his eyes. He nodded.


“Mission accomplished.” He said with a smile. “It’s been an honor Jaster.”


Jaster smiled in return and nodded his head. “For me as well Rickart!”


Jaster turned back in time to see the dozens of turbolaser batteries tracking him. He let a smile split his face and he took a deep breath.


“For Mandalore!” He screamed. “For the Republic!”


The nose of the Pursuer erupted in a blaze of fire, and the Mandalorian soldier in the bubble turret echoed his commanders scream and mashed down on his firing stick just as three dozen batteries on the belly of the cruiser opened up on their ship and blew them into the yet as unwritten history.

The Pure Sith commander turned to his subordinate.


“The ship has been destroyed sir.”


“Did we detect any transmissions or calls for help?”


“Not that we could detect sir. That does not mean they were unable to send a report of our position. We are still attempting to break the secure codes of many of the Republics’ transmissions.”


The Commander nodded. “Assume they were able to get a message off. How quickly could they have a force here?”


“The nearest forces they have with anything close to the strength needed to stage an attack are based around Cerea. It would take them two days minimum to gather enough force and arrive here.” The subordinate officer spoke.


“The Mandalorian commands the forces around Cerea does he not?” The Admiral said.


“Yes sir.”


“They are an inferior species, the Mandalorians. Barbarians, all of them. He will be no match for me. I have studied him. He is a brute, nothing more. He is predictable in his deployments and the use of his forces.” The Admiral said. “Even still, send a transmission to Admiral Seelok and inform him we will need additional forces. At least another Battle Group.”


The subordinate bowed his head. “I will send the transmission immediately.”


Revan looked up from the data pad he was reading when he sensed Zhar board the corvette. He stood and went to the small table to pour a mug of caffa as his younger brother made his way down to the living quarters. Revan had just added some sweetener and stirred the mug when Zhar knocked on his door. He could sense the anger and sadness in his brother, and opened the door immediately.


“Zhar? What is wrong?”” He asked.


Zhar came into the quarters and went directly to the small cupboard and pulled out a bottle of Mandalorian Wine. He popped the top off the curved bottle and took a long pull as Revan stared at him. Revan could tell he had already been drinking.


“What happen?” Revan asked.


“I… I went to Lanni’s quarters for dinner.” Zhar said softly, holding the bottle tight as the liquid burned his throat as it went down. He gritted his teeth. “She has been playing me for a fool all this time Revan.”


“What do you mean?”


“She had a visitor.” Zhar said. “Her father was there. And they were discussing when she was going to finally get some good intelligence from me. He was using her to get to me. To us! The Jedi!”


“Senator Overlet is here on Kashyyyk?” Revan asked.


Zhar nodded and took another long drink of the wine. “Big as day and just as ignorant!”


Revan looked at him. “Are you saying she was sleeping with you just to get classified intelligence?”


Zhar dropped his frame into one of the chairs and nodded again. “He kept asking her when she was going to give him some good intelligence. He knew we were sleeping together. I should have known Revan. I should have known.”


“Zhar are you positive?”


“They were discussing it when I walked in on them!” Zhar snapped. He never drank, and the strength of the wine and the fact his body was unaccustomed to alcohol was causing the wine to work very quickly. “I should have listened to you Rev. I should have listened.”


“Zhar… we all make mistakes.” Revan said. “And she is a very beautiful young woman.”


“I’m a Jedi! I should have seen it coming!” Zhar spoke, taking another drink. “She was using me all along! Everything… everything we did meant nothing to her!” Revan didn’t blink as Zhar threw the near empty bottle against the bulkhead and got to his feet unsteadily. “I love her Rev!”


Revan caught his brother with the Force before he could hit the deck as he passed out. He directed him over to the bed and gently laid him down on the bottom bunk. He had to smile to himself at seeing his younger brother drunker than an Aqualish merchant chasing a Twi’lek dancing girl. He turned from where he put Zhar and went directly to the com panel on his desk, sipping the caffa slowly. He activated the com unit and keyed in the person he wanted to contact. He waited several seconds before the image of the human male came into the holo projection wearing sleeping clothes.


“Admiral Kento.” 


“I’m awake General.” The man said, rubbing his eyes.


“Admiral, I apologize for disturbing you, but I have been made aware that Senator Jamus Overlet is currently on Kashyyyk.” Revan told him.


“Senator Overlet?” Admiral Kento came awake immediately. “Here on Kashyyyk?”


Revan nodded. “The information is accurate Admiral. The Senator will undoubtedly attempt to gain access to some sensitive areas. On his first attempt please have him arrested.”


Kento nodded, reaching for a shirt from the back of a chair. “I will certainly inform my personnel. I’m sure they will have no qualms about arresting his sorry backside.” Kento looked at Revan as he buttoned the shirt. “How long should I hold him Revan?”


“Until after we depart at 0900 tomorrow.” Revan replied.


“I think that can be arranged.” Kento said. “I assume you got the report from your father that Admiral Ordo is enroute as we speak to what appears to be a Forge capital shipyard?”


Revan nodded. “Yes. Keep them in your thoughts Admiral.”


Kento nodded. “I always do. I have taken a liking to the gruff Mandalorian.”


“I’ll contact you in the morning as we are leaving. Sorry to have woken you up.”


“It’s for a good cause. I think I just might go arrest him personally.” Kento spoke as Revan smiled. “May the Force be with you General.”


“And with you.”


Larl banged his shin on the chair as he stumbled to the door of his room. Someone was pounding on it, and had been for several minutes. He was cursing under his breath as he yanked open the door, but the sight before him caused him to inhale sharply.


Lanni stood in his doorway a small duffel bag over her shoulder, tears streaking her face, and a large bruise on the side of her face.


“Lanni?” He said softly.


“Can I come in?” She asked in a quiet voice.


Larl didn’t hesitate and pulled her into his room, closing the door behind her. He ushered her to the table and had her sit in one of the chairs while he went to get a Kolto bandage. He came back to and knelt in front of her, holding out the bandage.


“Lanni what happen? Did… did Zhar Panlie do this?” He asked.


Lanni shook her head quickly. “My… my father did this.”


“Your father? He’s here?”


Lanni nodded. “He arrived this afternoon it seems.” She answered, pressing the bandage gingerly to the wound.


“Lanni, By the Force, why would he hit you like this?” Larl asked.


Lanni drew in a haggard breath, tears still on her face. She never thought anyone could cry as much as she had in the last few hours. She also never imagined she could feel as much pain and sadness as she did right now. In three short days Zhar Panlie had changed her life and her view of so many things. He had opened her to a whole different world; a world she found she liked very much.

“He…he was angry with me.” She said finally, looking at Larl.


“Angry? Is this how he shows his anger, by hitting his daughter?” Larl demanded. “Has Zhar seen you yet?”


Lanni whimpered slightly and shook her head. “Zhar… Zhar is the reason he hit me.”


“Zhar? Lanni… maybe you should tell me what is going on?”


“…is utterly preposterous!” Jamus nearly screamed as the two burly Republic security officers held his arms tightly.


Admiral Kento merely gave him a tight smile. “Senator, you were apprehended trying to enter a secure facility without authorization, and attempting to initiate a secure communication. Kashyyyk is a forward military base sir, and we take our security very seriously. There are no unauthorized secure transmissions allowed without approval by a senior officer.”


“I am a member of the Republic Senate Admiral!” Jamus snapped. “I can go where I wish, when I wish!”


“That may be the case on Coruscant Senator, but it is most certainly not the case here. You will be detained until I have been given instructions from the Chancellor’s office.” Kento replied, barely able to contain the demented glee he felt at this moment. 


“You can not detain me!”


“Yes Senator, we can. If you wish for my men to subdue you, I can arrange for that. Or you can be a gentleman and come to the security center without fuss.” Kento spoke. “I will leave the choice up to you.”


“I’ll have your rank for this!” Jamus growled.


“You may believe that all you wish Senator. Shall we go?” Kento asked, motioning with his hand out of the communications center.


Larl answered the pounding on his door for the second time in as many hours and stepped back shocked. Zhar stood in the doorway, his face drawn, and his normally neatly groomed hair disheveled. He leaned against the door frame, dark rings under his eyes.


“Z-Zhar?” He spoke.


“She’s here.” Zhar said.


“How… how did you… Zhar, I just got her to sleep. She’s had a rough night.” Larl said.


“I want to see her.” Zhar said his voice indicating he would not be put off.


Larl stepped aside and allowed him into the room. He closed the door quickly and turned back to him. “None of what her father said is true Zhar.”


Zhar turned to him. “What makes you say that?”


“She loves you Zhar.” Larl said. “I’ve known her for nearly four years, and I’ve never seen her as happy and free spirited as I have these last few days. The cold hearted young woman she used to be is gone. She loves you, and her father beat her for not following his directions concerning you.”


“Where is she?”


“Zhar… listen… maybe…”


“Where is she?” Zhar barked loudly.


Larl looked taken aback at the tone of his voice but pointed to the small bedroom. Zhar marched over and walked right through the door to see Lanni’s small frame stretched out on the bed. He walked slowly over to the side and knelt down next to the bed, staring at her face. He could see the bruise on her cheek, the Kolto still working under the first layers of skin to fight the bruising. He reached out and softly caressed her cheek, causing her eyes to flutter and her hand to come up. Lanni’s eyes flew open when she touched his hand, and Zhar could see the redness from her tears saturating the white of her eyes.


“Zhar!” She said quickly. “Please… please listen to me. I didn’t… I would never…” Her hand had come to his face, and fresh tears moistened her eyes as she tried to sit up.


Zhar held her down gently and touched the bruise on her cheek. “Just answer one question for me. That’s all.” He said. “Tell me that what… tell me that what we shared was real and not fake. Tell me it was not something your father ordered you to do.”


Lanni blinked her eyes once and stretched her head up to kiss him hungrily. She took his face in her hands and stared into the eyes that had claimed her the first time she had looked into them. “I love you Zhar Panlie.” She stated with no hesitation or doubt in her words. “What we shared was because I wanted too. No other reason. I swear to you.”


Zhar nodded his head slowly. “Thank you.” He said. Lanni was surprised when he lifted her from the bed into his arms, but she laced her arms around his shoulders and neck. Zhar turned to Larl, holding Lanni in his arms.


“Gather your things.” He said. “You’re coming with us.”


Larl eyes grew wide. “With you?”


“I have no intention of leaving Lanni here to face the wraith of her father. You are her friend; do you want to face him?”


Larl rolled his eyes. “Give me three minutes.” He said quickly.


“Zhar you will get in a lot of trouble.” Lanni said softly.


Zhar nodded, looking at her. “Perhaps. I’ll take that chance.”


Lanni buried her face in his shoulder and squeezed him tightly, as Zhar leaned his head against her hair and closed his eyes, inhaling the smell of her hair.


The Force could not be wrong.


“… you sure Canderous?” Revan asked him from the bridge of his Vainglorious-Class Battlecruiser.


Canderous nodded from his on bridge seat on the WAR MOUNT. “We’ve reviewed their data three times Revan. It’s one of the Forge shipyards, and it’s churning out capital ships. We need to destroy it. I’m mobilizing my entire force and going after it. We haven’t heard from Alpha 27A since that transmission so I am assuming they have been discovered and destroyed. We have to move quickly.”


Revan nodded. “I’ll move Dacen in behind you with his force to take up your positions. May the Force be with you my friend.”


Canderous nodded. “And with you.”

That conversation had taken place nearly three hours ago, and Canderous Ordo still had not left the bridge of the WAR MOUNT. He had his entire Mandalorian 3rd Attack Group, comprised of nearly two hundred Lictor-Class and Interdictor-Class Battlecruisers, as well as another six hundred heavy and medium cruisers and frigates. All of these ships were moving toward Dosuun from two different corridors. Supplementing the 3rd Attack Group was an Onderonian Battle Group built around thirty-five Interdictor-Class Battlecruisers, with another sixty-one medium cruisers and forty-three frigates. Within thirty minutes of receiving the report from Alpha 27A Canderous had his forces moving.


Canderous was one of only four senior commanders who had actually seen the Star Forge churning out ships and fighters, and he knew what a similar shipyard, even a much smaller one, could do to their war efforts. No matter how many ships they destroyed, more would take their place within days. It would be a glorious battle, of that he was sure. He would direct his forces to achieve victory and nothing else. It would be like it was forty years ago when he was leading Clan Ordo’s forces, yet this time they would face a different enemy, and Canderous Ordo was a different man.


Different.


But yet the same.


Canderous turned to his senior bridge officer as he came up to the chair. The man nodded his head sharply. “I have issued your orders Admiral, however I am puzzled.”


“Why is that?”


“The disposition of our forces is odd Admiral.” The young officer said.


“How so?”


“We are deployed in such a way as to divide our firepower and… and I’m not sure why.”


Canderous grinned, the smile taking years off his face. “Watch and learn Lieutenant. It is a trick that Revan taught me. It will be just as puzzling to the enemy.”

 
Revan and Arren walked down the corridor of the corvette heading towards Zhar’s quarters. They had launched nearly three hours before, and were well on their way to Honoghr.

Arren had a large smile on her face as Revan filled her in on Zhar.


“…drunk?” She asked disbelieving. “Zhar?”


Revan nodded his head with a grin. “I couldn’t believe it myself.” He said. “I’ve never seen him drink before.”


“Lanni Overlet must have really got to him.” Arren said. “I just find it hard to believe she was acting under directions from her father. I saw them together briefly Rev, and believe me when I say, the look on her face was not the look of someone being forced to do something.”


“Well it doesn’t matter now.” Revan said coming up to the door to Zhar’s quarters. “He can figure it out when we get back.” Revan touched the panel and the door slid open and they walked in. “Rise and shine little brother! It’s time to go to…” Revan and Arren froze in the doorway and Arren cocked her head to look at Revan.


“You were saying.” She spoke with a grin.


Zhar’s bunk was occupied at the moment, by two very surprised young people, both in various states of undress.


“Revan!” Zhar snapped pulling the blanket over Lanni’s near naked body. “Don’t you ever knock?”


“The… the door was unlocked.” Revan replied. “What is she doing on my ship?”


“Rev I can explain.” Zhar said scrambling out of the bed, almost pulling the blanket from Lanni. She clutched it tightly and pulled it back quickly, but not before Revan’s eyes saw the small tattoo just above the elastic of her low cut undergarments. 


Revan turned to his brother. “An explanation would be good for starters.” He said. “I thought…”


“It was a misunderstanding.” Zhar told him, pulling on his Jedi robes.


“Ok… I can buy that.” Revan said. “But how does a misunderstanding lead to an unauthorized civilian on my ship, enroute to a classified operation? Make me understand that.” 


Arren was the only one who noticed the extremely embarrassed look on Lanni’s face as she watched the two brothers argue. She smiled and stepped between them and her. “Argue outside in the corridor!” She barked. “Let the girl get dressed.”


She waited until Revan and Zhar had left the room, still in the heat of their discussion before turning and looking at Lanni. “It’s safe now.” She said.


“He’s going to get into serious trouble isn’t he?” Lanni asked.


Arren made a show of looking at the ceiling and thinking before nodding her head. “Yeah. They may be brothers, but Rev kind of takes security issues very seriously.”


“This is my fault Arren.” Lanni said, sliding off the bed and dropping the blanket to reach for her shirt.


Arren saw the tattoo as well then, and her face grew impassive as she looked at Lanni pulling her shirt on. “And why would it be your fault?” She asked calmly.


“This… it has to do with my father.” Lanni said. “Something that Zhar overheard and misunderstood. After my father… after my father hit me I went to…”


“Hit you?” Arren asked, looking at her.


Lanni nodded slowly, her face growing redder. “My… my father was upset with me for not doing what he asked.”


“What did he ask you?”


Lanni met her eyes. “He wanted me to seduce Zhar and then steal classified intelligence from him.” She spoke, finally admitting to herself and someone else that which her father was making her do.


“But… you two…” Arren said.


“I fell in love with him Arren.” Lanni said. “Before my father asked me to do that.” She looked at the floor. “I know it’s probably very hard to believe, but it’s the truth.”


Arren smiled. “Lanni, after some of the things I’ve seen and done, not much surprises me anymore. We have a meeting to go to. That’s why we came to get Zhar. Why don’t you head down two decks to the mess lounge and get something to eat.”


Lanni looked at her and nodded. “I am kind of hungry.” She said.


“I’m sure Zhar will join you later.” Arren said. “And don’t worry we’ll get this worked out.”


“Thank you!” Lanni said.


Arren smiled and left the room, her smile leaving her face immediately upon hitting the corridor. She walked directly up to Revan and Zhar, who were still having words. “We need to talk.” She said. “Now.”


Revan nodded. “I agree.” He said. “You saw it?”


Arren nodded. “Yes.”


“Saw what?” Zhar asked. “What’s going on?”


“C’mon little brother, we have other problems to deal with now.” Revan said.


The officer’s lounge was empty except for Revan, Zhar, and Arren with Dralor and Mace taking two of the six remaining seats at the large table. The image of Revan senior filled the center of the table from where he was in the ready room of his ship. The communication was totally secure, with only the six of them involved.


“What’s going on son?” Revan asked. “You weren’t suppose to contact us until you were about to enter Sith controlled territory.”


“Something has come up.” Rev spoke. “I’m sending you an enhanced image of a symbol that I have drawn. Can you identify it for me?”


“If I can.” The senior Revan spoke.


Zhar leaned over to look at what Revan was sending and his eyes grew large. “Revan what is this?” He snapped. “That’s…”


Revan looked at his brother. “I know.” He spoke.


“What kind of game is this?” Zhar demanded. “What’s going on?”


“Transmitting now father.” Rev said.


The senior Revan looked at something out of the view of the image emitters, and even in the bluish haze of the ghostly projection, everyone saw his face register when he saw the tattoo. He turned back to his son.


“Where did you get this?” He asked quickly.


“What is it father?” Rev asked.


“It’s a Sith tattoo.” Revan replied instantly. “A very old one. I haven’t seen one like this is decades.”


“Sith tattoo?” Zhar exclaimed. “That’s not possible!”


The senior Revan nodded his head. “It’s very possible. It’s the symbol of the Sith Assassination unit I created just before the Jedi Civil War. We discovered a planet in the Unknown Regions inhabited by eugenists. This species passed on the basic knowledge of cloning to us. My scientists were attempting to use this technology to make clone assassins. This symbol was the mark of their department. Where did you get this Revan?”


“What happen to this department?” Mace asked, now leaning forward in his chair.


“After the first few attempts failed, I ordered it halted.” The senior Revan replied. “It was a large drain on resources for the facilities and scientists. I thought about moving it to the Star Forge, but the assault your mother led against my flagship happen before I could see that done. Revan I’ll ask again, where did you get this.”


“So what you are saying is that if they have this symbol on their person they are a clone?” Dralor asked.


The senior Revan nodded. “It’s how we marked them. Yes.” He answered. “Damn it Revan, where did you get this?”


“Father where is Senator Overlet right now?” 


“He’s on his way back to Coruscant, screaming that Zhar kidnapped his daughter!” The senior Revan said with a grin. His grin faded when he saw that neither Zhar nor Rev shared his laughter. “Oh tell me you didn’t do that Zhar.”


“He was abusing her physically father!” Zhar said. “If I hadn’t taken her with me, he could have seriously hurt her.”


They watched the senior Revan rise out of his chair in exasperation. “Zhar, this is exactly what that fool needed to damage the Jedi in the eyes of the Senate!”


“Father, this symbol is a small tattoo on Lanni’s lower back.” Rev stepped in before Zhar put his foot in his mouth. “Zhar told me what was happening and I told him to bring her on board.”


Revan returned to his seat. “Lanni Overlet has this mark?” He asked. “How did you discover this?”


Zhar blushed slightly. “We… we are involved.” He replied.


“Involved how?” Revan asked cautiously.


Zhar looked at the image of his father. “We are in love! Ok!” He snapped.


The senior Revan looked at his oldest son. “Rev, this could potentially be a very large problem.”


Rev nodded. “Yes, so I gathered.”

CHAPTER TWELVE
THE WAR MOUNT

ADMIRAL ORDO’S COMMAND SHIP


The bridge of the WAR MOUNT was silent as the crew conducted their duties very much aware they were about to drop out of hyperspace into a battle of epic proportions. Word had passed quickly through the ships of the 3rd Mandalorian Attack Group that they had found one of the main Star Forge like shipyard, and it was their mission to destroy it. No one expected the Sith to just hand over this shipyard and let them destroy it, so everyone knew they would have to pay for it in blood. 

How much blood was the only question?

Canderous looked up from the data pad he was studying when the small buzzing noise began to sound. An officer turned from his Nav console.

“Twenty seconds!”

Canderous nodded. “The second we establish reversion, order all squadrons to deploy into pre-arranged formations! Bring all weapons on line, and stand by all missile launchers!”

The seconds ticked by slowly, and then the stars changed from their streaking lines to normal bright points in the blackness of space. 

And immediately, alarms began to sound all over the bridge as three separate groups of enemy ships appeared on their sensors. Three large groups, each directly in their path to the Sith shipyard, all of them centered around one massive ship. Each one of these massive ships was the equal to four of Canderous’s INTERDICTOR-Class cruisers, in size and firepower.

There were five Battle Groups in the 3rd Attack Corp, with four squadrons per Battle Group. Also attached to the 3rd, were nine Republic ILLUSTRIOUS-Class Assault Carriers, with nearly six hundred W-wing fighters and G-Wing assault bombers, and two hundred L-Wing long range missile bombers, all of which were now pouring from their mother ships and taking up positions in and around their fleets.

“Battle Group Duxn is to form on us!” Canderous barked. “Battle Groups Concord Dawn and Gargon break now! Battle Group Togoria will remain in reserve! All commanders execute your assigned duties!”


The Pure Sith Admiral and overall commander of Dosuun sat on the bridge of his ship watching the enemy maneuver as his subordinates got their reports.


“A single enemy Attack Corp Admiral!” His subordinate called. “And nine Republic Assault Carriers. They are launching their fighters now! Two of the Attack Corps’ Groups have formed together; two more are breaking to attack our flanks. One is holding in reserve it appears!”


The Sith Admiral shook his head. “They can not hope to defeat us with only one Attack Corp of ships! We have them outnumbered three to one.” He spoke.


“Admiral we have fighters inbound! Directly behind them are heavy interceptors!”


“Launch every fighter we have!” The Admiral barked. “Have our flanking groups move to engage each section as they come into range. We will move to engage their main group! We have three capital ships to their one. It should not be hard to destroy them. Execute!”


“Admiral Ordo, the enemy is maneuvering!”


Canderous grinned. “Did you expect them to sit there and let us blast them into atoms?” He chuckled as other senior officers on the bridge joined him. The young officer was embarrassed at his statement, but the Admiral had replied to his comment without contempt and harshness in his voice.


“They are splitting as planned.” Canderous spoke. “Missile ships?”


“In position Admiral!”


“Tell them to welcome our guests.”


The orders were transmitted and Canderous smiled the smile of a predator about to strike.


The Duxn Battle Group had moved smoothly into position with Canderous’s own Mandalore Battle Group, forming an arrow shaped wedge, with the massive capital ships of both groups on leading edges of the formation. Rising from within the center of the formation were eight medium cruiser sized ships. It was an idea Dacen and he had implemented within their fleets, and an idea that Revan had quickly adopted into the rest of the Republic fleets across the galaxy. These eight ships had been refitted for a single purpose, and that purpose now locked into place as six different box shaped launcher arms extended out from the sides of the cruisers, three on each side. Each of these launchers had a magazine of thirty-two missiles. Once these launchers locked into place, four ships aligned themselves toward the main Sith force closing on them, while the other four ships aligned toward the two fleets moving to intercept the Battle Groups of Concord Dawn and Gargon. The order had already been given, and once all eight ships were correctly situated, the signal was sent.


The area around the missile ships lit brilliantly with the launch of over 1500 Republic Mark Seven anti-ship missiles in the time it took to blink.


“Admiral! Republic Mark Seven missiles inbound!”


The Sith Admiral nodded. “Order all ships to increase power to anti-missile batteries! This is expected. They are using their long range missiles first to try and thin out our numbers. How many ships are targeted?” The was no reply from his officer and he turned his head to look at his subordinate. “How many ships are targeted?” He snapped.


The subordinate turned to meet his eyes. “Only three sir! Only the NAGA-Class command ships! Only us.”


The Admiral’s eyes grew a little larger. “Just us?”


“Yes Admiral.”


“How is that possible? They can’t have recorded our transponder signals so soon after dropping from hyperspace.” The Admiral turned quickly and got to his feet. “That surveillance ship must have gotten a message back to its headquarters!” 




“We detected no transmissions sir!”


“All those missiles are targeted on only three ships!” The Admiral snapped. “That is not coincidence!” His finger slammed down on the panel built into the arm of his command chair. “All anti-missiles batteries to full readiness! Missiles are inbound! All ships, target the missiles!”


“All the ships Admiral?” The aide asked surprised.


“Yes! All the ships!”


Canderous watched with great satisfaction as his missile ships made hyperspace jumps out of the system to reload, and the full payload they had launched curving toward the three massive Sith command ships. It was an amazing sight really; watching five hundred missiles each targeted on the command ships. Overkill perhaps, but they had no intelligence on the capabilities of these new ships and it was better to safe than sorry. The scene out his transparisteel view window was poetic as the missiles began slamming into the huge ships, bright points of light blossoming all across the superstructures of the ships. Many were from the ships anti-missile batteries blowing the Mark Seven missiles up close abroad of the command ships, and he could see that the other cruisers and frigates were also targeting the missiles. Canderous smiled and could only shake his head. This was why his people had lost to Revan Panlie and Dacen Vorsut. They were masterful tacticians.


“Admiral! We are within range!”


Canderous sat back down in his chair. “Enemy suppression barrage! All Battle Groups! Fire!”


There were seventy-three INTERDICTOR and LICTOR class capital ships in each of Canderous’s Battle Groups, as well as fifty-three heavy cruisers, forty-seven medium cruisers and twenty-nine frigates. Each of the attacking Battle Groups had formed into an arrow shaped wedge, and now each of these wedges ran head long into an enemy formation with every single turbo laser battery, missiles launch tube and anti-fighter battery opening up in the same breath. Instantly the space between the fleets was lit with explosions and brightly colored laser blasts ripping into the hulls of the Sith ships. Three frigates and a heavy cruiser practically came apart instantly under the combined fire of the wedge shape Republic fleet. The Sith ships had been so intent on protecting the massive command ships, they almost forgot about the attacking Republic fleets, and this allowed Canderous’s forces to close to point blank range and unleash a hellish barrage of fire directly into their unprepared ranks.


It took only seconds for the Sith to recover, and then return fire began, almost randomly at first, and then more intently as each ship commander began to react on his own. Soon the space between the moving fleets was filled with enough combined turbo laser fire and anti-ship missiles to destroy a planet. As the fighters from both sides wove between the massive fleets exchanging fire, they had to make sure they weren’t instantly vaporized by the massive exchanges between the capital ships. As one Mandalorian pilot would later speak in an interview, it was as if the very heavens had opened up and angry gods had descended to do battle.


The WAR MOUNT shudder as it received another barrage from the Sith fleet as they broke through the lines. Though the wedge shape of Canderous’s fleet was still intact, dozens of his ships were trailing smoke from internal blazes, the smoke lasting only seconds in the airless expanse of space.


“Admiral we have lost thirteen heavy cruisers and eight frigates!” The officer reported from his station. 


Canderous nodded. “Helm bring us around! They will expect us to go right for the shipyard! Time for another surprise! Order all ships who can’t make the turn at full power to fall back and regroup! Move together! Defend each other!”


“Battle Group Concord Dawn inflicted heavy casualties on the Sith Admiral! The command ship is adrift, and most of their capital class vessels are crippled!”


“Their losses?” Canderous asked as he felt the WAR MOUNT begin to turn.


“Only six ships total Admiral!”


Canderous nodded. “Inform Colonel Zuka he is hereby promoted to Admiral, and have him alter course to sweep across the enemy from their right flank! Status of Battle Group Gargon?”


“They have taken heavy casualties, but gave better than they received. Captain Shaman has taken command of the lead cruiser!” The officer looked up. “The enemy tried to board his ship Admiral. He repelled them and requests permission to use the enemy craft to return to the Sith warship and take it!” The man sounded incredulous, listening to the headset he wore. 


Canderous looked at him and laughed. “Leave it to a Mandalorian Jedi trained by Revan’s son to do something totally by the seat of his robes! Permission granted! Have him secure the Sith warship and then head for the shipyard as if he is coming in for repairs. He can assist the team that will be landing shortly.”


“Commander Davrel will assume command of Battle Group Gargon.” The officer spoke, listening to the headset again. “He is reforming his ships and preparing to come about and attack again!”


Canderous felt pride swell in his chest. These were his men, his people. He had trained many of them himself, and now they were repaying that training with this glorious battle. He had thought his people ended after Revan defeated them all those years ago. They were shattered and broken, many turning into common thugs. It was Revan who had instructed him before leaving to gather the clans again. Gather them and prepare them for battle, for they would be needed. And it would be a battle that they could weave into their long and honorable history. Canderous hadn’t really believed him at that point, but he did as Revan asked because he had become a friend to Canderous Ordo. And friends were not something Canderous had many of. And then Dacen had ventured to Duxn while Canderous was rebuilding the clans, and once more he fought alongside an honorable and powerful Jedi, and they defeated a superior enemy.


Now he had built his people up again. They were not as large as a century ago, but those that fought this day were far better trained and lead. Canderous nodded to no one but himself as he felt the pride in his chest at Davrel’s request. The Mandalorians were not fighting for conquest now; they were fighting for their very lives, defending those who had once been bitter enemies. Defending those they now called family and friends. 


“Acknowledge Colonel Davrel’s transmission!” Canderous spoke. “We caught them flat footed the first time! We will not be so lucky again! Damage crews to stand by! All automated batteries commence fire! Let’s do it one more time!”


The commander of the missile ship PILLAR OF IZIZ paced his command bridge restlessly. He was born on Onderon forty years ago, and his lean frame belied enormous strength. His entire crew was made up of Onderonian men and women, as was the entire Missile Ship Wing. Many of them had been raised among the Mandalorians, burying decades old hate from the Mandalorian War to build friendships and families. His own wife was the daughter of a Mandalorian General fighting under Lord Revan. He had fought in the battle to liberate Onderon from the Sith, and now followed Canderous Ordo’s banner with pride. And that pride carried over to his crew and those crews on the other missile ships as they raced to reload their batteries. Their design had been a whirlwind idea by Admiral Ordo and General Vorsut, but one the Onderonian medium cruisers were perfectly suited for. The ships were fast and well armored, and had an enormous payload for ships their size. This worked well when the six launchers had been incorporated into their design at the Corellian Shipyards. The launchers fit exactly into the proportion of the cruiser, and while it cut his crew by nearly a third, the reload of the launchers was mostly done by droid.


“How much longer?” He barked for the third time in as many minutes.


“Two minutes Commander!” His executive officer echoed, knowing his command was not a patient man.


“Status of the reload for the rest of the wing?”


“Six ships are complete. The FLAME OF ONDERON is just loading their last launcher.”


The Commander nodded. “As per the Admiral’s orders, when we jump back in, target only those ships that have no damage. Are we still receiving the battle transmission link?”


“Yes sir! One of the Sith command ships has been destroyed. Another is adrift. The third is still maneuvering, but the Battle Group Togoria has now engaged. Admiral Ordo’s task force has just completed another pass on the main Sith force.”


“Casualties?”


The XO looked at him. “Heavy sir!”


“Tell them to hurry!”


“Sir, you can’t yell at droids!”


“That’s why I’m yelling at you!” He snapped. “Those are our friends back there! Make them reload faster!”


The panel by the Xo lit up with green dots. “Commander, reload is now complete!”


The Commander turned quickly. “Prepare to jump back into the battle! I want every missile targeted to get a hit! Is that understood?”


“Aye sir!”


The commander sat back in his chair. “Let’s give the Sith something else to chew on!”


The Sith Admiral climbed back into his chair, a large slash across his hairless face that oozed purplish blood.


“Report!” He snapped out.


“Shields are holding Admiral! Barely! We have lost all port side weapons, and the hyperdrive is offline!”


“Lay our starboard weapons on the enemy!” The Admiral barked, settling into the chair. “Losses?”


“The Mandalorian Battle Groups have inflicted heavy losses Admiral! The wedge formation they used allowed them to bring all their weapons from every ship to bear. They were able to pass right through our Battle Legion before many of our commanders could retarget their weapons!”


“Yet they allowed them to do it again!” The Admiral hissed in rage. “What are our losses?”


“Reports are still coming in Admiral, but it appears nearly two hundred and fifty ships have been destroyed or disabled. Many of our fighters were caught within the cone of their weapons when they opened fire and were shredded.”


“And the Mandalorians?”


“Their losses are heavy as well sir! Nearly half their force is destroyed or crippled, but their fighters are still attacking even as they regroup!”


“Send the Ninth Battle Legion after those carriers! Destroy them! Without a base to rearm and refuel, they will be useless! Have all damaged ships unable to meet speed fall back. The rest are to reform on their command ships and attack!”


“Admiral, we are the only NAGA-Class command ship left! One has been destroyed, the other is adrift. It… it seems like…”


“What? Spit it out!”


“It’s almost like our crews’ reflexes were slowed, their reaction time hindered. It allowed the Mandalorians to make two passes almost uncontested.”


The Admiral’s eyes grew large as he wiped the blood from his face. “One of the offspring of the witch is here!” He snapped. “It must be that! If it was her or the oldest son we would be dust by now. The youngest son does not have the control his mother and brother possess! He is on one of those capital ships! Have all remaining ships form on us! Target only the capital class vessels! Contact the enemy commander also.”


“Admiral?”


The Sith Admiral smiled. “I will give him a chance to surrender before we destroy him.”


Canderous helped one of his technicians to his feet, waving the smoke from his face. The WAR MOUNT’s bridge was a mass of confusion. Twisted steel on one side, blown out glass on the other. Medics were attending the half dozen wounded, as Canderous walked into the clear air of the forward section of his bridge.


“Where are they?” He asked.


“They have reformed and are coming right for us Mandalore!” His Xo spoke.


Canderous saw the man’s arm was twisted at a funny angle and he was bleeding from a deep tear to his shoulder. He stepped up to him and took the arm, quickly yanking it straight out, popping the bone back into place. The man did not utter a sound, the painful grimace on his face the only indication he felt anything. Canderous ignored his own electrical burns and slapped a Kolto bandage on the bleeding wound.


“What do we have left?”


“We’ve lost auxiliary engines. Hyperdrive is gone, but the sublights are at full power. The targeting computers for many of the turbo laser batteries are disabled. The power conduit on that deck was destroyed. Crews are targeting manually while the damage control teams repair the conduit. We have hull breaches on four decks, but the particle fields are holding. We’ve lost almost all missile batteries and a third of the ion turrets. Structural integrity is intact, and the additional plates of Neutronium armor are holding. We are still in the fight Admiral!”


“The fleet?”


“Losses are heavy sir. Battle Group Duxn is gone. Only scattered ships remain. Concord Dawn is still nearly intact, as is Togoria and Gargon. Our group is down half our original numbers either destroyed or out of action.”


“And the Sith?”


“We gave more than we got Admiral.”


Canderous nodded. “Yes, but we can less afford to do that.”


“They have one section moving to engage our carriers! The remaining ships are forming on the surviving command ship! Our numbers are comparable!”


Canderous looked out the transparisteel window, watching the Sith ships maneuver far off in the distance.


“Admiral! The commander of the PILLAR OF IZIZ sends his regards!”


Canderous’s eyes were drawn to the streaks of missiles that raced by the WAR MOUNT. He turned and saw his missile ships back in the system and launching another load of missiles. It would be their last, and then they would be down to turbolaser batteries. He smiled and nodded. “Everyone form on the WAR MOUNT! Follow the missiles in! Direct all fighters to engage that section targeting the carriers! And have them spring our last surprise!”


“Aye sir!”


“Has Shaman reached the station?”


His XO looked at him and nodded. “He boarded seven minutes ago. His last transmission was that they were meeting heavy resistance. The Sith had troops on the station.”


“Next time he transmits, tell him he has to destroy that station. No matter the cost.”


“Aye sir.”


Canderous turned back to the view window. “The Sith want to do battle? Then let we Mandalorians show them how to properly give a battle!”


“Uncle Canderous!” Dorak’s voice carried through the smoke.


Canderous turned as Dorak came forward, drenched in sweat from using his Battle Meditation. He looked drawn and weak. “You should remain in the shielded office Dorak.” Canderous spoke.


“I came to see if I could help.” Dorak replied, seeing the injuries Canderous had, and those of the XO. He went immediately to the man, and sent a soothing pulse of Force through the man, repairing damaged tissue and partially cracked bones.


“Mandalore! The Sith Admiral wishes to speak with you!”


Canderous looked at him. “Let’s hear it?”


The ghostly image of the Pure Sith Admiral appeared on the ship-to-ship hologenerator. “Ah… Canderous Ordo, Mandalore himself. I am Admiral Kapok. I offer you one chance Ordo. Stand down your ships, and I will spare the lives of your crews.”


Canderous gripped the edge of the console as the WAR MOUNT came under fire from Sith fighters. “We are on even terms now Sith.” Canderous spoke. “I think not.”


“Surely Ordo, you don’t think you can defeat me. We still have you outnumbered, and the forces you sent to the station will shortly be destroyed.” Kapok spoke. “You have lost this battle. Surrender… and you can remain a prisoner in relative safety for the duration of this war.”


“Look out!” The XO screamed. The flash of the fighter in front of the view window, lasers blasting made everyone duck. The laser blast struck the edge of the armored view window, causing a microfracture in the thick glass. The crack grew quickly until in three blinks it erupted outward and the bridge of the WAR MOUNT was exposed to the vacuum of space. Men and women alike grabbed for whatever they could, but not before two technicians nearest the exposed view window were sucked out to their deaths. The blast doors slammed into place then, and gravity was restored. Canderous struggled to his feet, gripping the console as the Sith Admiral laughed.


“Your situation is hopeless Ordo. Surrender now!”


“Mandalore!” The XO shouted, causing Canderous to turn, his eyes going wide.


Dorak was stretched out on the floor of the bridge, a jagged metal pipe protruding from his chest, blood soaking the front of his jedi robes. Canderous rushed to his side, as the XO frantically waved a medic over.


“Dorak!” Canderous screamed, grabbing the teenagers face.


Dorak’s eyes fluttered open. He nodded slowly. “Must… must defeat… not fail.”


Canderous could hear the Sith Admiral chuckling in the background. In a rage he got to his feet.


“I see one of the sons of the traitor has been injured. Hopefully he will die.” Kapok laughed. “Now… shall you accept my terms?”


Canderous, his eyes burning with rage, stepped close to the hologenerator. “You want a war Sith scum! You want a war!” Canderous gripped the edges of the hologenerator. “You have no idea what war is! Lucky for you I am here. Allow me to show you what war is you son of a Sith spawn! I’ll give you a war!”


Canderous ripped the hologenerator from the mount and the transmission ended.


And the Battle of Dosuun was now fully engaged. 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

MARUADER CLASS CORVETTE CORELLIAN SPRING
2.7 LIGHT YEARS FROM KEGAN
“His name was General Banak Derred.” Revan spoke from the small office on his command ship. In the holoimager in front of him on his desk were Rev and Zhar, along with Arren and Lanni Overlet. 

“Is this a joke?” Lanni asked, looking around the table in the small conference room on the corvette.

“Just listen to him Lanni.” Zhar spoke softly, placing his hand over the top of hers on the table.

The senior Revan watched this exchange in the holo transmission and knew immediately that Zhar was very much in love with this young woman. “General Derred came over to my side right after the end of the Mandalorian wars. As I told you earlier, we discovered a planet of eugenists while we were out in the Unknown Regions. It was a water planet, only one city above the surface that we could detect. From them, we obtained a basic knowledge of cloning. Derred took over the Assassination Unit that I formed before the Civil War. He oversaw the entire cloning operation. He was completely and totally loyal to me. Like I said, after the first few attempts failed, I ordered the program halted until I could have it transferred to the Star Forge. The attack led by your mother stopped that transfer. Or so I thought.”

“I am not a clone!” Lanni lashed out.

“Lanni, the mark on your hip says otherwise.” Revan spoke, trying to be sympathetic in his tone. “The clones were being designed to hunt and exterminate those Jedi that did not willingly defect to me. They were bred to be resistant to Force powers, have increased physical attributes, and be extremely intelligent. I pulled some records while Zhar was getting you Lanni. Your intelligence bars are off the charts, both from your early childhood education through your higher education at Coruscant University.”

“So what! So were a lot of others!” Lanni spoke.

Revan shook his head. “No. Not like this. Lanni… your overall Intelligence Score is 354. The normal score, even for Jedi, is between 190 and 230.”

“So I’m smart! That doesn’t prove anything!” Lanni snapped. “You expect me to believe all this? I’ve seen pictures of the day I was born. My father recorded all of it! I remember my childhood! My mother! I remember growing up! How could I be a clone?”


Revan nodded. “What do you remember of your mother?”


“She was beautiful!” Lanni replied. “Long red hair, I have her eyes and skin.”


“She was killed when you were only four correct?” Revan asked.


Lanni nodded. “A shuttle accident on Cato Neimoidia. That’s when my father and I moved to Coruscant and he got started in politics.”


“Do you remember where you lived before that?” Revan asked.


Lanni shook her head. “I know we moved around a lot.” She replied. “Why?”


“There are no records of General Derred being captured or killed in the year following the destruction of the Star Forge.” Revan explained. “It’s as if he simply vanished.”


“Are you saying my father is this General Derred person?” Lanni asked her eyes wide. Even through the holo imager Revan could see that she was not taking this well at all.


“It’s… it’s possible.” Revan told her.


He watched Lanni get to her feet in the transmission, clutching her arms to her chest tightly. Zhar stood up and moved to her, pulling her into an embrace.


“Father, is there any way to be sure?” Rev junior asked.


Revan nodded. “We implanted micro transmitters in the clones that were developed.” He replied as the door to the corvette’s lounge opened. “It would stand to reason that if Senator Overlet is General Derred, he would have continued that protocol.” He watched the medical officer enter in the transmission. “Lanni, I need you to let this med tech examine you. He’s only going to pass a passive receiver over your body.”


Lanni nodded from where she stood holding Zhar closely. Revan looked at the med tech in the transmission. “Set your detector for all low band frequencies and pulse emitters.”


The Republic med tech nodded, not having a clue as to why he was doing this. He adjusted the bulky box shaped instrument and starting at Lanni’s head, began to slowly move it lower. He reached her lower back and the detector began to chirp quietly. He moved it directly over where her tattoo would be under her clothes and the noise became constant. Lanni burst into tears, and Revan sat back in his chair with a deep sigh, cursing himself for ever being Darth Revan.


“It appears to be a low band directional transmitter General.” The tech said. “It wouldn’t be detected by any security devices unless the device was tuned to the correct frequency. It also appears to act as a suppressor of some sort.”


“Suppressor?” Zhar asked.


“It’s sending out micro pulses of neural suppressant, directly into her spinal column. The suppressant is…” The med tech looked more closely at his readouts then turned to Revan in the transmission. “General, the suppressant is Nuerin Nine.”


The senior Revan nodded. “That will be all.” He spoke in the transmission. He waited until the tech had left before looking at his oldest son. “Rev, adjust your navigational shields to disrupt the signal. It’s how the Senator knew Lanni was with Zhar. He’s been tracking her since day one.”  


“Consider it done.” Rev spoke. 

“Lanni?” He said softly. He could still see her in Zhar’s arms, her face buried in his chest, her body shuddering in sobs. “Lanni!” He called more forcefully. He saw her pull her face from Zhar’s robes, tears streaking her cheeks. “Listen to me carefully.”


“I can’t… I can’t believe this is happening to me.” She stammered. “I’m not… I’m not even a real person!”


“NO!” The senior Revan roared, coming to his feet. He looked at her in the bluish transmission. He could see the startled faces on everyone in the room at his outburst. “You listen to me! You are just as real as anyone in that room! If what you tell me is true, then you were surgically implanted in your mother’s womb as an embryo. You grew just as any child would, everything you remember, everything you have done, and it is all very real. You developed into your own person! Nothing about you is made up or false! Don’t even think that! Do you hear me?”


Even Lanni was surprised at the forceful way Revan was speaking to her. She wiped her eyes quickly with one hand, holding Zhar’s robes with the other. She looked at him and nodded.


“Y—yes.” She answered.


“Everything you have done in your life to this point has been because of the person you are!” Revan spoke. “It is a lot to absorb, I know that. But no more than when I discovered I had once been the Dark Lord of the Sith. You have friends who care about you. And… and you have my son. Hold on to that and we will get through this.”


“But…”


Revan shook his head. “No! There is no but. You are Lanni Overlet. And you will always be Lanni Overlet. Never forget that.”


“And… and my… my father?” She asked.


“Let me deal with that.” Revan spoke. “We have to remove the transmitter from your body. It is how your father is tracking you. Once it is removed, you may experience some… some changes. Be strong and never doubt what you have now. Never!”


Lanni looked up into Zhar’s face slowly as he watched. Revan could see some of the tension ease from her body even within the transmission. He nodded. “Rev… we need to talk. Zhar, take Lanni to the med center on the corvette and help her get ready. Arren… go with them if you would.”


Arren looked at Rev quickly and saw him nod almost imperceptibly. “Of course.” She said, getting to her feet.


Rev waited until they had left before turning back to look at his father. “Ok… what now?” He asked. “What’s Nuerin Nine father?”


“Nuerin Nine is a very powerful neural suppressor. If used if microscopic doses, it can effectively suppress basic instincts.” Revan explained. “My scientists designed it during the Mandalorian Wars. We were going to use it on the Mandalorians; to dig them out of Duxn without the loss of life. It wasn’t finished in enough quantity to use by the time the battle started.”


“And if it’s used in large doses?” Rev asked.


“In large doses it drives those infected insane in a matter of minutes.” Revan replied looking at his son. “And they resort to their basic needs. In Lanni’s case, because she’s a clone, her basic need will be to kill Jedi. It was incorporated into her DNA Rev. You need to be very careful.”


“But all this time has passed.” Rev asked. “Couldn’t… couldn’t that…”


“Anything is possible. Derred was one brutal man, it’s one of the reasons I entrusted the project to him. If the Senator is General Derred, it’s possible he could have altered her DNA. I don’t know how he could have done it, but it is possible. You need to scrub the mission.” Revan told him.


Rev shook his head. “No. It’s too important. We aren’t far enough along in transit for Derred to figure out where we are going, and once we remove the transmitter, I’ll put it in a probe and blast it toward Sneeve. We can change Lanni’s appearance; her hair color and such. Arren can help.”


“Rev… this mission is important. You are taking a big risk.” 


“I’m willing to take it.” Rev replied. “I haven’t seen Zhar so relaxed and calm in his entire life. Even Mace has commented on it. We can get through this, and like you said, the mission is too important to abandon now.”


Revan nodded. “Very well, but keep me up to date on your progress, and how she comes out of the surgery.”


“I will.” Rev replied. 


Revan saw one of his aides enter the office motioning to him. “I’ll talk with you soon.” Revan touched the panel and the transmission faded. He looked at the aide.


“The Supreme Chancellor General. He’s standing by.”


Revan nodded and pressed a few more buttons. The smaller projection of Brose Thimina appeared. “Chancellor.”


“Ah Master Revan.” Brose spoke with a smile. “I must say, do all your sons take after you? Do you all kidnap the woman you love and spirit them away.”


“Chancellor I…”


Brose chuckled. “Not to worry Revan. It is the story of the hour, and even Senator Overlet’s attempt to use it against the Jedi is backfiring. It seems this is just what people needed to see, that Jedi do love, and that they are just like us non-Jedi in many ways.”


“We have a bigger problem Chancellor.” Revan told him.


“Oh… what is that?” Brose was immediately alert and serious from the tone in Revan’s voice.


“I have discovered that General Banak Derred may still be alive.” Revan said.


Brose Thimina’s eyes grew dark and he came forward in his seat. He knew that name, and it did nothing but send chills through him upon hearing it again. “Tell me.” He ordered.


Revan stood next to Arren in the surgical room as the med tech applied the small Kolto bandage to the tiny incision made by the laser scalpel. Lanni lay face down on the table, clad only in her undergarments. Zhar sat in front of her, holding her hands and talking with her during the entire procedure, which took only thirteen minutes. Zhar had refused to allow his older brother in the room at first, more for personal reasons than anything else. He did not want his brother to see Lanni nearly exposed for all to see. It only took him a moment to realize that Anja claimed every ounce of his brother’s heart, and he would never consider looking at another woman in any but professional means. Having Arren in the room helped Lanni more than him, as the two of them had formed a bond of some sort in only a few hours.


The med tech turned and moved to where Revan stood, his hand resting lightly on the hilt of one of his lightsabers, a stance that did not go unnoticed by anyone in the room. He held up the small glass vial.


“There it is.” The med tech spoke. “Amazing isn’t it?”


Revan looked at the small spider shaped transmitter. “It’s still active?” He asked.


The med tech nodded. “It was actually simpler than I thought. I severed the connections to her spinal column and left the micro filaments in her body. They will dissolve in a few months.”


Revan nodded. “Simple and neat.” He said taking the vial and holding it up to study. He returned it to the med tech. “Make sure Dralor puts this in a Class Two probe and launches it towards Sneeve.”


The med tech nodded and tucked the vial into a small case before heading out of the room. Revan turned and watched Lanni sit up on the bed, holding the medical sheet over her chest and around her body. Zhar stood next to her, holding her hand. She looked up and met Revan’s eyes as he stepped up to the table.


“How do you feel?” He asked.


“It’s… it’s amazing.” She answered. “I feel different. Like I have more energy, like my senses have expanded.”


Revan looked at Arren. “No… no unexplained urges?”


Lanni looked at him and shook her head slowly. “I… I see differently. It’s almost as if I can see things in a different spectrum. I… I can see the power radiating from you and the others. But yours is… it’s nearly overpowering.”


“You can see the Force auras around us?” Zhar asked surprised.


“I think so.” Lanni spoke. “It’s very unnerving.”


“You’re telling us.” Arren said.


Lanni looked at Revan. “Revan… I am not a danger to you; to anyone. I’m sorry… I’m sorry this has all happened. I’ll… I’ll stay in secure quarters if you want me too.”


“Lanni… no… that’s not necessary.” Zhar spoke.


Lanni looked at him. “Everything I’ve ever been told by… by my father; it’s all been lies. I thought your father was lying all these years, and he is the only one who has ever been truthful with me, aside from you Zhar. He said the clones were constructed to hunt Jedi. I…”


“No.” Revan spoke, folding his arms across his chest. “I will not have you whipping yourself about this. You are now part of this team Lanni, for good or bad. I expect you will notify someone the instant you feel anything strange happening to you?”


Lanni nodded. “Of course.” She said.


Revan nodded and looked at his brother. “This mission is too important to pass off or postpone. She is now your responsibility Zhar, to go along with your other duties. You have three days to prepare her before we get to Honoghr. I will not have anyone watching you Lanni, waiting to see if you snap. I trust my brother, and he trusts you. I…”


Revan’s face grimaced slightly and he suddenly went pale. He staggered back, causing Arren to reach for him. As her hands gripped him under his arms, Zhar suddenly staggered and went pale as well. Lanni had to reach out and practically jump from the bed to keep him from falling.


“Revan! Zhar! What is it? What’s wrong?” Arren barked.


Revan looked up at her slowly. “Dorak… Dorak.”

BATTLE OF DOSUUN

WAR MOUNT

The Mandalorian 3rd Attack Corp maneuvered as one entity as it rammed headlong into the Sith formation with proper Mandalorian straightforwardness. This was no longer a battle of fighters against fighters, and long range missile attacks. This battle had become very personal. The 3rd Attack Corp was made up almost entirely of the remainder of Clan Ordo, and word had spread quickly that one of their own was gravely wounded. And not just a regular soldier within their clan, as all Mandalorians lived to fight. No… this was the son of Lord Revan, the one man who had bested them on the battlefield, single-handedly wresting victory from their grasp. This was the one man who had stood beside the current Mandalore and rebuilt the clans into an honorable race after so many had thought they were lost.


This was his son, and the enemy out there had injured him and then mocked his near death state. That was not something the Mandalorians would allow. Or let go unpunished.


So now, while their fighters remain far away and watched with awe, the Mandalorian 3rd Attack Corp showed the Sith why they had come within three weeks of conquering the Republic so many years ago.


It was like watching great behemoths do battle as the two fleets lay alongside each other and unleashed everything in their arsenals. The turbolaser and missile fire was so thick, a man could have walked from ship to ship, and with each impact great chunks of starships were blown into oblivion. The fighter pilots watched as dozens of Sith warships came apart in blinding explosions, pieces of red hot debris spiraling off into the stars. The Sith gave as good as they got, but these were Mandalorian ships, designed and built to go toe to toe with the enemy and come out on top. They had much heavier armor plating, and heavier weapons, and even though many of the remaining ships were damaged in some way, they still oriented every weapon they had on the Sith fleet and continued to fire. 


And then in the backdrop of the planet Dosuun, a flare as large as a sun erupted, signifying the death of the Sith shipyard. The expanding shockwave reached out for the combatants, passing through the ranks of dying ships with barely a ripple. This event brought about an even more intense barrage of fire from the Mandalorians, as seeing that their mission was now successful; they could vent their anger and hatred. And where the Sith ranks began to fracture and crack, the Mandalorians became even more rigid, feeling a wave of inspiration course through them, and they attacked again.


Canderous witnessed none of this, as he knelt next to Dorak’s inert body on the deck of his bridge. His crew was fighting two small fires, while his senior officers directed the fire from the Mandalorian fleet. He watched as two medics worked feverishly to save Dorak, Kolto bandages spread out all over the deck.


“Mandalore!” His executive officer cried. “The Sith ranks are crumbling! Their ships are turning to run! It’s like… it’s like they have lost the will to fight!”


Canderous turned back to where Dorak laid, blood staining his lips and beginning to leak from his nose. He looked at the medic.


The Republic medic shook his head, tears nearly coming from his eyes. “He’s still using his Battle Meditation! He’s not trying to heal himself! The Kolto isn’t enough!”


Canderous took Dorak’s hand. “Dorak! Enough! We have won! Dorak you need to heal yourself!” Canderous looked at the section of metal that still protruded from Dorak’s chest. “Can’t you get this out?”


The medic shook his head quickly. “Not without killing him instantly!”


“Sith’s blood he is dying!” Canderous screamed.


“No, he will not die this day.” The voice spoke.


Canderous and the others on his bridge whirled around to see the three ghost like images appear out of thin air and take shape. Canderous came to his feet quickly as two of his men raised hand weapons. “Hold!” He barked at them. “Are you going to shoot the hull?”


The balding man, older than the other two ghosts, one being a Twi’lek, stepped forward. “Our appearance does not seem to startle you Canderous Ordo of the Mandalorian Clan Ordo. Why is that?”


“I’ve spent the better part of half my life around Jedi.” Canderous replied as calmly as he could. “Nothing surprises me about them anymore.”


“Indeed.” The balding man spoke. He wore Jedi Master Robes, that much Canderous was sure. And he seemed oddly familiar. “There will come a day when Dorak Panlie will pass from this life and become one with the Force. It will not be this day however. He still has a role to play in the distant future.”


Canderous watched as the other two ghosts moved over to where Dorak lay and stood above him. One of them turned and looked back at Canderous.


“You have shielded him as best you are able Canderous Ordo, but he is too much like his father.” The Twi’lek ghost spoke, his voice warm and comforting. “And like his father he would willingly die here today to defeat a greater evil. That is not something we can not allow.” He leaned over Dorak, waving his hand over his chest area. Everyone on the bridge except for Canderous gasped when the jagged metal rod still imbedded in his chest simply vanished. There was a brief moment of pulsing white light where the metal had been, and then Dorak’s chest was healed completely.


The Jedi Master turned from watching his companions and looked at Canderous. “You will survive this war Canderous Ordo, but you will suffer, for many who you have come to care for will not. Your clan shall persevere Ordo; your descendants will rise after millennia to once more lead the clans to prominence and honor; and something far greater. The outcome of this war we can not see, as the darkness clouds everything, but know this… what you do now shapes the future. Your history and the history you write this day with Revan Panlie will remain shrouded in mystery and hidden by your own hand, until the day two Jedi come together, one of them bearing the standard of Clan Ordo. It is they who will write the final chapters of this war. Of what you do now.” The Jedi Master stepped closer to Canderous. “Never in the history of our Order has one such as yourself seen into the deeper mysteries of the Force and understood. I suspect it is due to your close association with Revan. You were once a bitter enemy, but you have stood beside the Jedi now for more years than any non-Jedi before you, and for that you have our thanks. Some… some have said that the Force favors the bold and the foolish, a theory I do not subscribe too of course, but you Canderous Ordo are no fool. And neither is the one you follow. As he is the anchor to his wife, it is you Ordo who are his anchor.”


The Jedi stepped back next to where his two companions stood. “Know this Canderous Ordo, you have stood with Revan Panlie once before and saved not only the Republic but the Jedi Order as well. And now you do so again, to what end no one knows, but I suspect there is more to it than your desire for battle. But the Jedi Order will never forget your actions in the past and in the days to come.”


Canderous moved to where Dorak was stirring on the deck and he knelt next to him. “Dorak?”


Dorak’s eyes fluttered open. “Uncle…uncle Canderous? I heard voices.”


Canderous nodded. “I’m sure you did boy.”


“I have a request Ordo, before we must depart.” The Jedi Master spoke.


Canderous looked at the ghostly figure, Dorak’s eyes going wide when he turned and saw them as well. Canderous got to his feet and faced him. “A request I will honor Master Jedi.”


“When you speak to Revan again. Tell him… tell him Vrook says he was right. We should have listened to him then. And thank him for me. For giving… for giving to Bastila the life she so richly deserved.”


“Consider it done.” Canderous spoke.


“Farewell Canderous Ordo of Clan Ordo. Strength and Honor to you and your Clan.”


Canderous watched the three images fade from sight and he looked around slowly. His crew was all looking at him strangely. “What? You never talked to ghosts before?” He boomed with a grin. “Hop to it! We have a battle to finish! Status on the ground team that destroyed the station?”


His XO looked at him slowly and Canderous could see the pain in his eyes. “Not good Admiral.” He said finally.


Canderous took a deep breath, a heavy weight upon his chest suddenly. “How many live?” He asked.


“Captain Shaman led a force of nearly two hundred onto the station. He left a skeleton crew on the damaged Sith warship. He… was only able to bring back nineteen.” The XO spoke. “They fought savagely for the station Mandalore. But we prevailed.”


Canderous nodded feeling the weight of command once more on his shoulders. Only now he felt it as Mandalore, and not simply leading Clan Ordo. “What else?”


“The warship they commandeered was badly damaged. They barely were able to undock themselves before the station blew. His ship, THE SERENITY, is too badly damaged to be of any use. He is requesting permission to come aboard the WAR MOUNT temporarily.”


Canderous nodded. “Granted.” He spoke with no hesitation. “How many of the Jedi with him survived?”


“He was the only Jedi that survived Mandalore. None of the others within his command made it.” The XO answered.


“Once he comes aboard, have him escorted to my command room. I will meet with him.” Canderous said. “Order Battle Group Concord Dawn to begin rescue operations. Gather as many of our dead and wounded as we can! We leave no one behind if at all possible. Any ship not able to jump to hyperspace is to be scuttled and all computer cores put to the torch! We must move quickly! As soon as the Sith find out they have lost here, they will be looking for blood! And we have given enough this day!”


Canderous Ordo would not share all that was spoken to him this day. Instead he would carry it with him in the years ahead, and relate the story only in the last days of his life.


Relate it to the daughter that had yet to be born.


Arren pulled Revan to his feet, steadying him. “Revan… what happen? You and Zhar were out of it for a couple minutes there. Something about Dorak.”


Revan looked at her, then to his brother, who Lanni was helping to support. “He was… he was injured.” Revan said. “Injured badly.”


Arren’s face went ashen. “Revan… he isn’t…”


“No.” Zhar spoke. “Something happen. He’s fine now.”


Arren looked at him, then back to Revan. “Would you mind explaining that?”


“I don’t think I can.” Revan replied.


Revan and Zhar sat in the small conference room looking at the holo image of their father and the Supreme Chancellor.


“… sure this is a good idea young Revan?” Brose asked.


“It’s been nearly a full day Chancellor.” Revan replied. “My father told me that if these assassin instincts were to manifest themselves they would do so quickly due to their aggressive nature. They haven’t. She appears to be very much the same person albeit with some minor differences.”


“Differences? What do you mean son?” Revan asked.


Rev looked at his brother, before turning back to the image of his father and the Chancellor. “I had my doctor to an entire medical work up on her after the transmitter was removed.” He said. “He says the Nuerin Nine has been purged completely from her system. The acuity of her senses has increased nearly twenty times, as well as her physical agility and strength. Her mind is as sharp as ever, I watched her compute the variables for light speed transition in her head. She’s accepting it rather well.”


Revan nodded. “That is how they were programmed. And with the inhibitor gone, I imagine she is losing her connection to being Lanni Overlet?”


“Just the opposite father. She grabbed on to that and is using it as her anchor. It’s almost like she has willed herself to forget the past and move on from here.” Revan said. “She’s become very…”Rev looked at Zhar with a grin. “Protective of Zhar.”


Zhar blushed considerably and looked at his father’s image. “She is fine father, really.” He said.


“I will take your word for it Zhar Panlie.” Brose spoke now. “And I agree with you young Revan. This mission is far too important to postpone or delay. As long as you feel comfortable, it will continue.”


“Has there been any reaction from her father?” Zhar asked.


“Nothing outward.” Revan shook his head. “But I’m sure by now he realizes that her signal is moving toward Sneeve, and he must be having fits. The Chancellor has put some special people on the case, and we should have some answers in regards to Senator Overlet shortly.”


“Dorak?” Revan asked.


“Alive. He was injured badly, but is now stable. I won’t go into the details, suffice to say some very strange things happened in and around Dosuun.” Revan replied. “The shipyard was destroyed, but Canderous’s casualties were very heavy. He and his group are now enroute to Coruscant. I have moved Dacen’s forces in to cover the area, and split your 6th Corp to balance out the differences. Once Canderous has refit and returned, your forces will rejoin and make for Honoghr.”


“Eli?” Revan asked, thinking of the young Mandalorian Jedi he had trained.


“He was the only Jedi to survive the assault on the shipyard.” Revan replied. “The Chancellor has requested that every surviving member of the assault, as well as those that died, be awarded the Cross of Glory. Canderous promoted him, and talked with him, but he can’t seem to get the boy to open up. He…”


“Have him meet me on Honoghr father.” Rev said quietly.


“Rev he needs to relax and stand down. He…”


“He needs to be with those like himself father. He is a Mandalorian Jedi. The last of his kind if what you say is correct and the others were killed. He is torn between the love of battle, and the morals of a Jedi.” Rev answered. “Send him here. He will be with Arren and myself. Ask him if you wish, but send him here. He will not be able to move quickly enough.”


Revan looked at Brose within the transmission and nodded. “Very well son, you win. I’ll have him divert to the location of your rendezvous with the Noghri representative.”


“We should be meeting with the Noghri representative in about nine hours.” Rev spoke. “From there another eleven hours to the planet itself. Once we pick him up, we will be unable to communicate with you directly.”


“He will have the latest intelligence on what we have for that sector as well as the surrounding sectors.” Revan said. 


Rev looked at Brose in the holo image. “Chancellor I have a question.”


“Please.”


“Depending on what we find sir, how far do we go with this?” Rev asked.


Brose knew immediately what Rev was asking and leaned forward in his chair. “You have my direct authorization to use whatever means you deem appropriate young Revan. Is that clear?”


Rev nodded. “Crystal clear sir. Thank you.”


“May the Force be with you my sons.” Revan told them.


“And with you father.” Zhar and Revan replied as one voice.

RAKATA PRIME
TEMPLE OF THE ANCIENTS

Anja stood alongside the interior Temple wall staring out at the rising sun and blue sky. In the distance, deep blue oceans stretched as far as the eye could reach. She had risen a short time ago, and with caffa in hand had stepped out of her room to enjoy the sunrise. Revan had told her of the beauty of the Rakata Prime sunrises, and he had not been exaggerating in the least. She wore only a simple white shirt that belonged to her husband and was four times too big for her. It fell to her knees, but did not hide the fact that she was a stunningly beautiful physical specimen of a woman. Her long black hair hung loose about her shoulders, down nearly to the small of her back now. She could feel their child growing within her, feel its life and aura within the Force, and though she showed no outward signs of her pregnancy in the least, she had already begun a regimented diet given to her by Bastila which allowed her to maintain her own still seductive figure even well into her fifties. It would also provide the child growing within her the highest concentrations of vitamins and natural stimulants to insure its healthy growth.


“Well my day has started off just right.” The male voice spoke from her right.


Anja turned slowly, lifting her mug to her lips to sip her caffa as he eyes settled on the young blond man leaning casually up against the wall. He was of medium height with a lean muscular build and long blond hair. He was shirtless, and his dark eyes were obviously sizing her up.


“I didn’t realize beautiful women were part of the package when they asked me to come here.” He said, moving closer to her as he spoke. It was all Anja could do to keep from spitting her caffa out as she watched him casually flex his muscles as he approached. “I haven’t seen you around before.”


“No. I arrived last evening.” Anja replied, turning to look back at the glittering ocean.


“I’ve been here nearly two weeks and haven’t spoken to anyone as drop dead gorgeous as you.” He said. “The name is Tyler. Dante Tyler.” He told her holding out his hand.


Anja glanced at the outstretched hand he offered, and then let her eyes drift back to his face as she sipped her caffa again. “Is there something I can help you with Mister Tyler?” 


“Just thought I’d make conversation.” He spoke with a dashing smile. “This place can be pretty boring after a day or so. There’s a bunch of us here… Jedi mostly. We are doing some special training.”


Anja looked at him. “Really? So you are a Jedi?”


“Through and through.” He spoke proudly. “Just made Jedi Master last year.”


“Ah… you are a Jedi Master?” Anja said, smiling. “Then you know Master Revan.”


Dante nodded. “I know him very well.” He replied. “He’s the one who sent us here for training. We are going to lead a counter offensive in the near future. We have special abilities that the Republic needs.”


Anja turned to face him, dropping her mug of caffa ever so slightly in front of her. She smiled when his eyes darted to her chest quickly and then out over the temple wall.


“You seem very worldly.” Anja spoke sweetly. “I’ve never met a Jedi like you before.”


Dante grinned and nodded his head. “I’m one in a million.” He replied. 


“Yes… so it would seem.” Anja said. 


Dante looked at her, sensing that his charm with women was winning over this hot looking young lady. “So… would you like to have dinner tonight? Maybe some wine and some dance?”


“I’m not that easy Mister Tyler.” Anja said calmly.


“I never said you were.” He replied almost casually. “I was just asking for the pleasure of the company of an exceptionally beautiful young woman for dinner.”


Anja allowed her most seductive smile to cross her face. “You don’t know anything about me.” She told him. 


“Well maybe you could fill me in over dinner.” Dante said stepping closer to her.


“Do you repeat these same lines to every woman you meet?” Anja asked.


Dante didn’t blink. “Just the most beautiful ones.” He answered.


Anja laughed. “Why don’t we wait until the day is over with?” She said. “You might have a change of heart by then.”


“That won’t happen.” He said. “You are going to fill my thoughts all day.”


Dante didn’t pick up on the twinkle in her eyes. “Oh… we’ll see about that now won’t we?” She answered. “If you’ll excuse me?”


“I live right down the hall. Stop in any time.” Dante said with his best boyish smile. He watched Anja turn and head into her quarters just as another young man came around the corner carrying two mugs of caffa. He walked up and caught a silhouette of Anja just before the door closed.


“Who’s that Dante?” He asked, holding out the mug of caffa.


“That my friend is one of the finest specimens of female flesh that I have ever seen.” Dante said. “And she will be mine.”


“Who is she?”


Dante shook his head. “I don’t know. And I don’t really care either.”


“Last time you said that, the lady’s husband nearly blew our ship out of the stars.” His companion spoke.


“Not this one friend. This one is wild. I can see it in her eyes.” Dante replied. “This one will be fun.”


“Yeah! I’ve heard that before too.”


“You’ll see. You’ll see.”

CHAPTER FOURTEEN
MARUADER CLASS CORVETTE CORELLIAN SPRING
0.7 LIGHT YEARS FROM KUBINDI


Revan looked at the Noghri representative as he walked slowly out of the airlock. His dark eyes darted back and forth as if looking for an invisible enemy. He stood only 1.4 meters tall, with steely gray skin, fangs protruding from his lower jaw. He wore simple clothes, a tunic and pants, with nothing on his clawed feet.


Revan stepped away from Arren and went up to the Noghri. He bowed his head deeply. “Representative Sahkis, it is an honor to meet you.”


The Noghri looked stunned at this greeting, his eyes widening as he took a step back. “You… you are the son of Revan?”


Rev nodded with a warm smile. “I bear by father’s name.” He replied. “Welcome to the CORELLIAN SPRING. I hope your transit from Coruscant went smoothly.”


Sahkis stared at Revan for a long moment then shook his head. “You… you must forgive me. I am not used to such acceptance.”


Revan nodded. “I do not judge by appearance sir, only by actions. And from what the Chancellor has told me about you, how you escaped Honoghr to come here and request our aid? That tells me all I need to know.”


“Your words honor me, son of Revan.” Sahkis spoke. “Perhaps all of your species are not as I saw them on Coruscant.”


“We aren’t sir; at least those of us who travel outside the protected field of Coruscant. You will find many among this very crew who are just as different as you.” Revan said. “I understand the Chancellor provided you with some additional intelligence to give to me?”


Sahkis nodded, removing the data pad from his small pack. “He gave me this.”


Revan nodded as he took it. “We are setting course for Honoghr immediately sir. If you would like to rest for a few hours before we meet, I would understand.”


“That would be acceptable.” Sahkis said.


Revan nodded. “We’ll meet in the lounge in four hours sir.” He motioned to Arren. “This is Arren; she will escort you to your quarters and provide you with anything you need, if we have it onboard of course.”


Sahkis nodded. “Thank you.”


“I look forward to talking with you soon.” Revan said.


Arren motioned down the corridor with her hand. “Right this way Representative Sahkis.”


Revan watched as Arren led him down the corridor, and turned only after they were out of sight around the corner. He had felt the presence of the Jedi come in behind him, and now looked at the drawn face of Eli Shaman, the last surviving Mandalorian Jedi in their midst.

“Eli.” Revan said stepping up to him.


Eli bowed his head slightly. “Sir.”


“You can lose the sir Eli.” Revan spoke. “I understand Uncle Canderous promoted you to Colonel?”


Eli nodded. “They gave me the Cross of Glory too! For leading my men to their deaths!” He spat.


“You won a great battle Eli. If you hadn’t destroyed the shipyard we would still be dealing with the ships that yard put out.” Revan said. “And I need you to stop being such child.”


Eli looked at him, his eyes burning, and without thinking he launched the punch at Revan’s face. Revan dodged it easily, causing Eli to lose his balance and pitch forward into the bulkhead.


“I see you remember nothing I taught you. It’s a wonder you didn’t get gutted on that mission.” Revan goaded him.


Eli whirled around, blood in his eyes now and launched himself at Revan. Revan dodged easily again, but Eli had planned for that and caught him with a glancing blow to the ribs. Revan looked at him.


“That all you got?” Revan taunted. “My baby sister hits harder than that.”


Eli was in a maddened rage now, and called his lightsaber to his hand. He ignited it and swept it down in a powerful overhand chop all in less than a second. His eyes widened when Revan’s dark orange Guardian blade intersected Eli’s silver blade only inches from Revan’s face. Realization struck him at what he was doing, and he stepped back, eyes wide. He shook his head violently. “I let them down! I should have brought them all back!” He yelled.


The altercation had brought several of Revan’s commando team running, their weapons out. Revan held up his hand as Eli staggered against the wall, his lightsaber deactivating and falling from his hand.


“I… I failed them!” Eli screamed.


Revan bent down and picked up Eli’s lightsaber. “You did not fail them.” He said softly.


“I failed them!” Eli screamed, looking at him. “I should have brought them all back!”


“I should have too.” Revan spoke, squatting in front of him. Eli looked at him confused.


“You weren’t there.” Eli said.


Revan shook his head. “You’re wrong. I was there; at Sneeve; at Kessel; on Ord Mantell. I was at all those places. I should have brought them all home.” He looked at Eli. “I have lost nearly three hundred and thirty men and women under my command, dating back six years Eli. I remember them all, their smiles, and their laughter. I should have brought them all home. I didn’t. They died… and I still see their faces sometimes in my dreams. At first… at first I wouldn’t sleep because I didn’t want to face them. I couldn’t face them. I was ashamed of what had happen.”


“My… my best friend Revan. I watched him die in front of me.” Eli muttered, his voice now soft and without malice.


“When it is our time my friend, we can’t fight it. We can’t evade it. Even the Force can’t stop it.” Revan said. “I’ve read the reports. Your plan was flawless. Your men executed it to perfection. You could not have known they had as many men defending the station as they did. You were outnumbered four to one… and still you completed the mission and brought the survivors of your team home. I still feel the pain Eli… I still see their faces in my dreams. You can not be in command and not mourn those you have lost. If you can… you have no business being in command, and you are nothing more than a butcher.”


“Do… do they… do they ever go away?” Eli asked. “The faces?”


Revan looked at him and shook his head. “No.” He said. “But over time… I have come to make friends with the faces and the dreams. They have helped me. The men you lost followed you because they believed in you and what you were doing. And if they were here today… right now… they would not allow you to do this to yourself.”


“What… what do I do?”


“You go on.” Revan told him. “You lead men. That is your purpose, and you are good at it. You mourn for those you have lost… pray for them… think about them often… but you go on.”


“I… I don’t know if I can.” Eli said.


Revan held out his hand. “Then come. I will help you.”


Eli looked at the hand Revan held out, took a deep breath, and slapped his own hand into Revan’s as he pulled him to his feet. He met Rev’s eyes.


“Motir Tome Darasuum.” Rev spoke in Mando’a.


Eli nodded and squeezed his hand. “Cuy’val Dar.”

RAKATA PRIME

TEMPLE OF THE ANCIENTS


Anja sat with Bastila and Nomi in the large room that had been transformed into a galley of sorts. Republic technicians had sent up portable rows of warming boxes, and from here the men and women that were assigned to Rakata or filtering through served themselves the breakfast food laid out by the cooks. Anja sipped her caffa and looked across the table at Bastila and Nomi.


“Have you seen the ones you are to train?” She asked.


Nomi almost snorted. “I have seen them.” She answered. “There are two mercenaries, three smugglers and three farmers. And I am supposed to train them to use the gift they each have? The Republic must be desperate.”


Bastila smiled. “We are.” She spoke. “They have all used this skill before, in some way and form. We need you to focus it Nomi. Teach them how to control it so that if needed we can use it.”


“It will not be easy.” Nomi said. “They have no discipline, no direction. All of them were just scrapping by in their own lives. Do we have the right to thrust them into what they could encounter?”


Bastila looked at Anja and took a deep breath. “As much as it pains me to say Nomi… it is necessary.” Bastila told her.


Nomi met her eyes and after a long moment nodded her head. “I agree.” She said. She waved her hand in the air dismissively. “Standard Jedi training regimes will be of no use here. They have the gift of Battle Meditation, and have used it to some degree already. I have devised a way to allow them to bring it forth upon command. What I will need to teach them is focus, and direction in how to use it.” She looked at Bastila. “You understand it will in no way be as powerful as what you or your son or I can bring to bear?”


Bastila nodded. “If we need to use their skills, and I sincerely hope we don’t have to, we should pair them up and have them train together. And you Nomi Sunrider; Revan does not want to involve you any further than he already has.”


“Your husband may be the most powerful Jedi alive right now Bastila, but he will not make decisions for me.” Nomi said without any malice in her voice. “I appreciate his concern, but when the time comes, I too will fight for the Republic and the Order.”


Bastila smiled. “He will be honored to hear that.”


Nomi nodded. “Now, as for pairing them up, I think that will work out well. They already seem to have formed into pairs. Vima is setting up several rooms in the lower portion of the Temple. They will allow better focus and block out outside interference.”


“The disruptor field is always active.” Bastila spoke. “In the last thirty years we have tried everything we know to bring it down, but have been unsuccessful. Unless a ship transmits the proper codes, the field will shut down its engines and shields and it will crash. The odds of finding this particular island are slim as well. There are nearly ten thousand islands like this dotting the surface of the planet. Without the exact location, it would take years to search the entire planet without a ship. You will be safe here.”


“I will need at least a month.” Nomi said. “In a month I believe I can give them enough focus to be useful in a battle.”


Bastila nodded. “Anja and I have to return to Coruscant tomorrow, but you have our personal codes, and you can contact us directly for anything you need.”


Nomi looked at her. “Do not contact the Temple?” She asked.


Bastila shook her head. “Revan and Vandar do not believe it is safe to contact the Temple directly. There are very likely still Sith agents on Coruscant, and they will be monitoring all transmissions into and out of the Temple. Besides, contacting one of us will insure you get whatever it is you need much more quickly.” Bastila blushed somewhat. “There are some advantages to being the wives of my husband and son and bearing the name Panlie.”


Nomi smiled at the looks on both Bastila and Anja’s face. “Yes I suppose there is.” She said. “Will you assist me in greeting them after we have finished eating?”


Bastila smiled. “I would be honored.”

CORUSCANT

OFFICE OF THE SUPREME CHANCELLOR


Brose sat in his chair looking across his desk at Jamus Overlet as he continued the twenty minute rant he had begun when he entered his office. Brose was looking at him, but his mind was elsewhere, going over the reports from Master Revan and Master Vandar, the reports from Admiral Ordo and Onasi. He would grunt and nod occasionally at something Jamus had said, and then the man continued. He was screaming for the head of Zhar Panlie for kidnapping his daughter, for corrupting her and turning her against him. He was spouting new and improved anti-Jedi rhetoric, speaking of events many years in the past as if they had just happen.


Brose finally had enough and held up his hand. “Jamus… what exactly do you want?”


Jamus looked at him. “I want to know where my daughter is!” Jamus snapped. “I want Zhar Panlie arrested and charged with kidnapping, and I want a full investigation begun on the Jedi and how they allowed this to happen.”


Brose smiled and lifted his clear saucer of Corellian tea. “It is my understanding that your daughter went with Zhar Panlie quite willingly Jamus.” He said smoothly. “Perhaps you don’t know her as well as you think.”


“My daughter did not go with him of her own free will!” Jamus practically roared. “She would never willingly submit herself to a Jedi. And especially not the son of…” Jamus caught himself quickly, his anger filled eyes losing a tiny fraction of the hate in them.


“The son of Revan you mean?” Brose finished for him. “I must say… this intense hatred you have for Master Revan is disturbing Jamus. Where does it come from?”


“He was a butcher who killed millions!” Jamus spat. “That you can sit there and entrust the survival of this Republic to a man who very nearly conquered it stuns me!”


“Master Revan has spent the last thirty years of his life atoning from whatever crimes he may have committed.” Brose replied. “A clear majority of the Senate agreed with me and saw fit to pardon Revan for his past. Like me… they know he is the only hope we have of winning this war.”


“A war we didn’t start!” Jamus barked before he could control his temper.


Brose looked at him. “Are you saying the Sith did not attack and conquer several dozen member worlds of this great Republic? Did we start this war some how?”


Jamus had to pick his words carefully. He settled into the chair across from Brose and looked at the man. “Has anyone from this office tried to contact the leaders of the Sith? Has anyone from this Republic attempted to discover why the Sith invaded?”


“I would think that it is painfully obvious.” Brose replied. “Their goal is the complete annihilation of the Jedi and the destruction of the Republic. What more proof do you need?”


“What if their attack was in response to something done to them?” Jamus spoke.


“What could possibly provoke them into entering Republic space, decimating entire worlds and killing billions?” Brose asked.


“What if… what if I told you I could obtain proof that this entire war was started by Revan and the Jedi.” Jamus told him. 


Brose leaned forward in his chair. “I’m listening.”


“If I could provide this proof to you, would you disband the Jedi Order and arrest Revan Panlie?” Jamus asked.


“If this proof you provide can indict Revan and the Jedi in this war, I would sign the execution order myself.” Brose told him. “What do you have?”


“Not yet.” Jamus said. “But I’m close! I can give you solid proof of what I say, I swear it.”


“And what do you want in return?” Brose asked.


“The location of my daughter so I can see that she is fine. That’s all.”


Brose sat back in his chair, his eyes lingering on Jamus for a long moment. He reached out to the control panel on the desk and touched several buttons. The holo image of his senior aide appeared on his desk.


“Chancellor? What can I do for you sir?”


“The mission that Revan’s son is leading?” Brose asked. “What is their current location again?”


“They are holding just outside of the Kastolar Sector near Sneeve Chancellor, as per the operations plan. Once they receive the mission go order from Master Revan, they will proceed to Nar Kreeta and use the experimental weapon on The Maw.” The aide replied.


Brose nodded. “Thank you.” He said. The image faded and Brose looked at Jamus. “They are going to introduce a super proton bomb into the Maw. In theory it will destabilize all gravitational forces in the area for years and not allow the Sith to gain access to the Perlemian Trade Route.”


“And… and they are there?” Jamus asked.


Brose nodded. “Their orders are to hold for another eleven hours and then proceed once Revan has given them the go ahead.” He leaned forward in his chair again. “I have given you the location of your daughter. I assume there is some way you can contact her. Now I want this proof you say you can get. Bring it to me, and then we can talk.”


Jamus got to his feet with a new excitement. “A matter of days Chancellor. I know it. I will have it in a matter of days.”


“I hope so.” Brose said. “I’m taking a huge risk going this far. You’d better not be wrong. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have other appointments.”


Jamus nodded and bowed slightly. “I’ll contact you in a few days.” He said.


Brose watched him walk out of the office and pass through the double doors where his aide was just entering the office. Once the doors closed and his aide approached he turned to see Master Vandar and Master Bindo exit the small anti room off his main office.


“A masterful performance Chancellor.” Vandar spoke.


Brose smiled. “I should have cultivated a career in theater and not politics.” He said. “So you think he bought it?”


“I’d say the chances are excellent.” Jolee spoke. “Did you happen to notice the gleam in his eyes when he thought he had won you over?”


Brose nodded. “Yes. It made me want to reach across and throttle him myself.” Brose got to his feet, going to refresh his tea. “The question is will it work?”


“The men you brought in should be already in position.” Jolee said. 


Brose nodded. “Yes. And then we’ll see how much a traitor General Derred really is.”

RAKATA PRIME

TEMPLE OF THE ANCIENTS


Dante walked around the corner of the corridor in the lower level of the Temple, trailing along behind the others as they followed Vima Sunrider. They moved into the medium sized room and saw the chairs arranged in a semi circle. The older woman sat in the hover chair facing the row of chairs. Vima motioned them forward. 


“Please, everyone take a seat.” She spoke.


Dante’s partner leaned over to him as they settled into the chairs. “Looks like you lose again Dante.” He whispered.


“What do you mean?”


His friend motioned to the second door in the room, and Dante saw the stunning young woman from this morning standing in the doorway with an equally beautiful older woman. They both wore Jedi robes, but of a sort that Dante had never seen before. They were darker in color than the Jedi robes of others he had seen in his travels, and layered with a type of armor he had never seen before.


“It looks like your lady friend is a Jedi.” Dante’s partner spoke. “I guess that means you won’t be fulfilling your wish.”


“She may be a Jedi, but she is still a woman. And I made quite a bit of progress with her this morning.” Dante said confidently.


His partner laughed. “Careful Dante, if she is a Jedi, she might not take kindly to your advances.”


Dante smiled. “No woman can resist my charm. I haven’t met one yet who doesn’t end up being putty in my hands.”


“We’ll see my friend. All I’m saying is be careful.”


They turned when Nomi cleared her throat, and all eyes went to her. 


“Good morning. My name is Jedi Master Nomi Sunrider. I would like to now inform you why all of you have been brought her. As you no doubt are all aware, you have been identified as being Force sensitive. You have been asked to travel here to Rakata due to the nature of your connection to the Force. All of you have a power called Battle Meditation. With this power you are able to influence others through the Force, directing their will. At the Supreme Chancellor’s request, I have been asked to provide you with training that will allow you to focus this skill so that it may be used in the war effort.” Nomi looked at each of them her eyes boring into the souls of everyone present. Nomi saw the hand of the young woman come up slowly. Nomi nodded to her.


“Yes?”


“Pardon me,” She spoke. “I don’t know if I speak for the others or not, but I have nothing to do with your war. It does not involve me in the least. Why should I care who wins or loses?”


Nomi turned to where Bastila stood next to Anja. “Perhaps I will allow someone with more familiarity to explain.” Nomi spoke.


Bastila looked at Anja and nodded. Anja reached under her robes to her utility belt and withdrew the small datacube while she walked to the holoimager. She inserted the cube and stepped back as a holographic image of a planetary system appeared.


“This is the planet Gand.” Anja spoke pointing to the small dot. “Some of you used to do business here. Gand was destroyed with poison missiles delivered by Sith warships in orbit. I’m sure you have all been to Nar Shaddaa before? It is now a wasteland. Nal Hutta has been conquered, every planet in Hutt space is either under direct control of the Sith, or is nothing more than a dead planet. In the Arkanis Sector, Ryloth is a conquered world. Tatooine is under Sith control, Geonosis, Siskeen and Hypori, all under Sith control. Everything in the Elrood Sector and the Seswenna Sector is under Sith control. Everything beyond the Cronese Mandate and Tion Hegemony has been cut off from Republic assistance, and all trade routes. The only thing keeping those planets alive is a very secretive and small supply route. The total loss of life as it stands right now is roughly three hundred billion, many of them slaughtered from orbit as their worlds were burned. Regardless of what you may think, this war touches all of us, including you. Your usual trading partners, well… many are dead, more are scattered to refugee camps and others are simply hiding. For all intents and purposes, all of you are out of work.”  


The eight men and women could only gawk at her as she spoke. “You’re… you are joking right?” The young woman asked.


Anja looked her directly in the eye. “I truly wish I was.” She replied.


“What Jedi Knight Panlie is telling you…?” Bastila spoke as she walked forward. “We are all in this together. All of you have a skill… a special skill. And that skill could well determine the outcome of a strategic battle. All we want to do is help you to learn to focus this skill, help us to win this war, and then you can return to your lives.”


“We could all end up dead.” Dante spoke now.


Bastila looked at him and nodded. “Yes… yes you could. Which would you prefer… dying while fighting to preserve your way of life? Or having the Sith rip it from you before they kill you without hesitation or mercy.”


“Point taken.” Dante told her. “What do we have to do?”


“Allow Master Sunrider to teach you to focus the power in you. Your skills could very well tip the balance of battles in favor of the Republic.” Bastila replied.


“No fighting?” The young woman asked.


“You would be on board a Republic or Mandalorian capital ship at all times.” Bastila told them. “If, even with your skill, the battle does not go our way, the ship will depart the battle. We believe you can aide us in our fight, and we are not about to let you die in a losing battle.”


“Will we get paid?” Another asked. “I don’t want to think I’m doing this for nothing.”


Bastila nodded slowly. “I have been authorized by the Supreme Chancellor to offer each of you a payment of five million Republic Dataries for you service.”


All of them looked stunned. “Five million Dataries?” Dante spoke.


Bastila nodded. “That is the sum he offered. He will not negotiate on that figure I’m sorry.”


Dante shook his head in awe. Five million Dataries was a small fortune to someone in his line of work. He could even buy that small moon he always wanted.


“You will have the remainder of the day to think things through. The Republic officers here have been instructed to allow you access to any unclassified information you wish. We do need your answers by tomorrow morning.” Bastila spoke. “Feel free to wander the compound and think about everything.”


Dante watched Bastila turn and speak quietly with Anja and Nomi, his eyes wandering once more over Anja’s assets. He got up as Bastila and Anja turned and headed for the door. He dodged a few extra chairs and met them just as they reached the door out of the room.


Anja looked at him, a small smirk on her face. “Ah… Master Tyler?”


Dante smiled at her and shrugged. “It worked for a little while didn’t it?”


Anja shook her head. “No… it did not.” She replied. “Can I help you?”


“I was wondering if maybe you would be interested in dinner tonight?” Dante spoke. “Maybe you could give me some more details in regards to what you want us to do.”


Anja stepped up to him, her hands behind her back. He wasn’t as tall as Revan, but nearly everyone was taller than her five foot two frame. Anja’s green eyes flashed brightly. “I’m sorry… that isn’t possible.” She said.


“Why not?” Dante asked.


Anja looked at him. “Mister Tyler, do I strike you as some dewy eyed female who is swept away by your flashing eyes and false charm?”


“I was hoping.” Dante said confidently.


Bastila couldn’t hold in the laugh and brought her hand to her mouth to stop herself from speaking. “Young man… you are persistent, I’ll give you that. Very short on brains but very persistent.”


“I have it where it counts.” Dante said with a sneer at Bastila, suddenly not liking the older woman.


“Doubtful.” Bastila told him with a sarcastic smile.


Anja casually waved her hand in front of Dante and Bastila felt the ripples in the Force. “You are inadequate and couldn’t possibly please me.”


Dante looked at her, his eyes suddenly almost glazed off. “I’m inadequate and couldn’t please you.” He repeated.


 “You wish to apologize to every woman you see.” Anja said, again passing her hand casually in front of him.


“I want to apologize to every woman I see.” Dante repeated.


Anja grinned and looked at him. “You wish to never come on to another woman unless you have feelings for her don’t you?”


“I don’t want to come on to any woman unless I have feelings for her.” Dante repeated.


“We never talked did we?”


“We never talked. No.”


Anja smiled and looked at Bastila. “Good enough?” She asked.


“Such a frivolous use of the Force.” Bastila spoke with a smile. “But nicely done.”


Anja looked back at Dante. “Have a nice day.” She said.


Dante nodded. “You as well Master Jedi.” Dante replied before turning and heading back to where his partner had watched the whole exchange with a large smile on his face.


Bastila curled her arm into Anja’s and laughed as they left the room.

CORELLIAN SPRING
SIX HOURS FROM HONOGHR

Revan sat between Arren and Zhar as they listened to Sahkis outline the Sith forces on Honoghr. Lanni sat against the far wall quietly, a hand held data recorder in her hand. She no longer looked like she did several hours ago. Arren had helped her to change her appearance quite ingeniously. Her once long blond hair was now a shiny blood red, two braids on either side of her face in the Mandalorian fashion of a lifemate, similar to the way Arren wore her hair. She wore a dark blue tunic and black pants with lightweight combat boots. 


“…appears to be three different garrisons on my world, each with complete divisions of soldiers and heavy weapons, as well as repulser tanks and small ground support gunships. Our resistance estimates their numbers at twenty thousand per garrison.” Sahkis touched the small control panel on the table and the holo image changed to a higher view of the planet. “As you can see, the five most modern cities we had are now under Sith control. They were bombarded from orbit, destroying what little defenses we had in several hours. Many thousands of my people lost their lives, and many more were forced to flee into the mountains and jungles to escape the ground forces that landed.” Sahkis took a deep breath. “They butchered even the small children without mercy.”


“Why weren’t you able to get a message out before now?” Zhar asked.


“My people only had three long range communications relays. All of them were utterly destroyed in the first barrage from orbit. They were specifically and methodically targeted.” Sahkis answered. “Most of my people still lived in small villages dotting the continents of Honoghr. Only those with influence and power were allowed to live in the cities.”


“The reports given to us spoke of a possible shipyard?” Revan asked.


Sahkis nodded, manipulating the holo display until it zoomed on a small dot. “Here on the eastern continent. We have never been able to get very close to it because it is heavily guarded. The resistance estimates at least two complete divisions are stationed here. They are the 9th and 11th Sith Shock Cadre, the most dangerous of their ground troops. Most of the activity is centered on this facility.”


Revan leaned forward studying the display. “It definitely has the power signature to be a shipyard.” He spoke. “And look at the four tiered defense layer. Looks like trenches, backed up with a minefield, then another row of trenches and heavy weapons placements.”


“A minefield?” Sahkis asked.


Revan nodded. “See how this area between the trenches is exactly the same all around the perimeter? That’s a minefield if I ever saw one, a big one too, at least half a kilometer deep.”


Zhar nodded. “If they get past the first line of trenches, they get caught in the minefield.” He said.


Revan nodded. “Very nasty.” He said. “We’d have to blow an entire grid of this mine field before launching any kind of assault.”


“Can your people get us in closer?” Arren asked.


Sahkis nodded. “With the equipment you have aboard, the stealth generators, we can move right up to the perimeter. How will you assault something this large?”


Revan looked at him. “We’d have to do our own reconnaissance before coming up with a plan.”


“Surely you must have some idea.” Sahkis asked. “Many of my people have died to allow me to get off my planet and come to you with this information. When will your ships come to begin an assault?”


Revan nodded. “I assure you, my forces will arrive soon.” He said. “Excuse me for a moment.” He pressed the control panel. “Dralor?”


“We are just under four hours away Revan.” Dralor’s voice came over the com.


“Excellent. Is Master Caylor near you?”


Mace was sitting in the seat next to Dralor on the small bridge of the corvette. “I’m here Revan.”


“Master… I just remembered that we need to fine tune the additional lightsabers and make sure they are clear of any obstructions before we land on Honoghr.” Revan spoke.


Mace looked at Dralor on the small bridge. “I understand.”


“I’m sure Eli would be of considerable help.”


“I’ll see to it.” Mace’s voice replied.


“Thank you.” Revan spoke. He turned back to Sahkis. “My apologies, some of our equipment is temperamental in humid conditions. I don’t want any mistakes.”


Sahkis nodded. “Of course. What about your ships though? And troops? When will they come?” He asked.


“We have four days to conduct our own survey of the target before my forces arrive in the system. By then, we’ll have a clear battle plan.” Revan replied.


Sahkis nodded. “We’ve have held out this long. Four more days will not be long.” He said.


“Is it possible to get any intelligence from inside this base?” Arren asked. “They are using the Noghri for slave labor from what the initial reports indicate.”


Sahkis shook his head. “None of the slaves are allowed into areas that might be deemed as important. My people are used mainly for physical labor.” He looked at Revan. “Will you have enough troops and ships? My people are suffering, and nothing short of a full scale invasion will set them free.”


Revan nodded. “We will have adequate forces to accomplish our mission.” Revan answered. “Ambassador… there is a Petty Officer just outside who will take you to the weapons locker. Feel free to help yourself to whatever weapons you are comfortable with using. I do not doubt we will need to defend ourselves once we make planet fall.”


Sahkis nodded. “Our landing zone is thirty kilometers from the main resistance base. The terrain is rugged between the locations, but we needed to safeguard the location. My people by now have already arranged for a clearing that will accommodate a ship this size.”


Revan got to his feet. “We will do everything within our power to see that your people are indeed set free Ambassador. You have my word.”


Sahkis smiled. “It will be a sight to see you using your Battle Meditation against the Sith. I welcome the day.”


No one saw Lanni’s head come up from the pad she was reading.


Revan nodded and motioned to the door as it opened and then Petty Officer came in. “We will be within range of Honoghr in just over four hours.” He said. “I suggest we begin to make final preparations.”


Sahkis nodded, moving for the door. “Thank you again. For all my people.”


Revan nodded. “Of course.” He said, watching as the Petty Officer led him out of the small conference room.


Zhar looked at Arren. “We should double check the integrity of the repulser kits.” He said. “Once we connect them to the turrets, we have to make sure they don’t shut down due to the humidity of the planet.”


Arren nodded. “I’ll verify our medical supplies and make sure we have enough of the working drugs to treat the Noghri. Their systems are highly resistant to most of the medications that work on others.”


They both turned to look at Revan who simply watched them. 


“What?” Zhar asked.


“And what was that about fine tuning additional lightsabers?” Arren asked.


Lanni had risen from her chair and moved up next to them, tucking the recorder into the pouch on the small utility belt she wore. She looked directly at Revan.


“It’s a trap.” She stated flatly.



Zhar and Arren looked at her surprised. “Lanni, this operation has been put together by the best intelligence people in the Republic.” He said. “The Ambassador left his world at great personal risk to bring us this information.”


Lanni nodded. “I’m sure he did.” She said evenly. “That doesn’t change the fact it’s a trap.”


“What was your first clue Lanni?” Revan asked.


Arren looked at him. “Rev… you can’t be serious?”


Revan met Arren’s eyes. “She’s right.” He said looking back to Lanni. “What gave him away?”


Lanni shrugged. “His comment on your Battle Meditation,” She replied. “I find it unlikely either he or any of his people would be in an area of the base where they would be openly talking about your Battle Meditation abilities. That makes him one of two things. A liar… or a Sith agent.”


Revan nodded. “It could also mean he is being coerced.” He said. “But the result is still the same. We are walking into a trap.”


“What brought you to that conclusion?” Lanni asked.


“His description of the Sith units at this base.” Revan answered. “How would he know what the units were there without being either an agent, or working with the Sith.”


“Rev… we have to abort!” Arren said. “We don’t know what we are walking into down there.”


“And that’s precisely why we need to continue.” Revan replied.


“Excuse me?” Zhar asked.


“We need to determine what is going on down there.” Revan said. “Before the 6th Corp arrives in system.” Revan answered.


“But they know we are coming.” Arren said.


Revan nodded. “Yes they do. They don’t know from which direction though do they? We are going to spring their trap on them.”


Arren’s eyes filled with understanding now and she smiled. “The first part of avoiding a trap is…”


“Knowing it is there.” Revan finished.


Zhar looked at them. “Care to let me in on the secret.” He spoke.


“Something that Kelborne and Uncle Canderous taught us on our first hunt.” Revan said. “We were looking for a very old and very deadly Maalraas. He was ambushing people on the trails around the compound, and no one had been able to kill him. Kelborne and Uncle Canderous told us the first step in avoiding a trap… is knowing that the trap exists. It’s how we caught the Maalraas. He laid a trap for us, but we had already discovered him, therefore his trap did not work.”


“So what do we do?” Zhar asked.


Revan looked at him with a smile. “We spring the trap.”

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

CORUSCANT

JEDI TEMPLE

BRIEFING ROOM THREE

Vandar and Jolee sat in two of the front row chairs surrounding the huge holo image of the galaxy, Brose Thimina occupying a third. Dustil and Mission sat behind Jolee, the bluish images of Revan, Dacen and Canderous to Vandar’s right, and the images of Carth and three other Fleet Admirals to Brose’s left. The bluish images of Bastila and Anja made up the remainder of the first row of seats. There were another two dozen senior Jedi and Republic officers in attendance, all of them sitting quietly and listening to the briefing officer as he spoke, and taking notes.


The briefing officer was a Brigadier General and a member of the Kiffar species. The distinct yellow markings across his nose and cheeks distinguished him from normal humans. He was a career officer in the Republic Fleet, and a veteran of the three major battles in the opening weeks of the war. He had been on Coruscant for several weeks, recovering from serious injuries sustained in the last battle, and had volunteered to give the briefing. He still moved with a distinct limp, but he held his head up and grimaced through the dull pain.


“… Ordo’s fleet will arrive within Coruscanti space in the next twelve hours. Admiral… all planetary stations as well as orbiting pens are ready to take your damaged ships. I will be launching one hundred G-Wing transports when you arrive, and they will begin shuttling your wounded down to Coruscant. Four hospitals are already on standby waiting to receive your people.” The General pressed two buttons on the display control panel, and the holoimager changed slightly. “Republic Sienar Systems has completed construction on twenty-three new INTERDICTOR A2-Class ships. They will be awaiting you here on Coruscant. They also have pulled everyone off all non-ship building projects and sent them here to aide in getting your command back up and fully operational again.”


“How long?” Canderous asked.


“With respect Admiral, you are a combat officer. Since being injured I have found I have a distinct ability with logistics. If you stay out of my way sir, I’ll have your command back at full strength in one standard week.” The General replied.


Canderous chuckled at the officer’s brash response, and despite Brose’s surprised look Canderous nodded. “You get me out again in one week, and I’ll give you a medal.”


“Yes, so will I.” Brose commented with a smile. “Please continue General.”


The man turned back to the holoimager. “As you all can see, Admiral Onasi has spread his forces in such a way as to occupy both the Hydian Way and the Perlemian Trade Route. Our forward sensor units on Rhen Var continuously monitor all traffic in the Auril Sector extending into the Cronese Mandate. Admiral Onasi’s forces are in constant action, but it appears at least for now, the Sith are not willing to commit more than reinforced squadrons into this area.”


“I’m in constant touch with the Telosian Parliament,” Carth spoke now. “They are nearly overwhelmed with volunteers, and within the next three weeks will be able to commit a full two divisions of ground troops. Many of the instructors are Mandalorian, and they have turned them into a damn fine group of soldiers.”


“Ah… what did you expect Republic? Toy soldiers?” Canderous chimed, clenching the cigar in his teeth.


Everyone hid their smiles waiting for the comeback from Carth, and they weren’t disappointed.


“Here it comes.” Bastila said softly, but with a large smile.


“You never can tell Candy, they have such pretty armor.” Carth retorted.


Carth’s comment caused Revan, Bastila and Mission to burst out in laughter, while Jolee simply shook his head. Revan’s bluish figure looked at the briefing officer, as he tried to contain his laughter. “You’ll have to excuse them General. They’ve been doing this for what… going on thirty years now?”


The General forced a grin and nodded. “Of course General Panlie.” He said.


“Quiet! The both of you!” Jolee hissed from his chair. “Let the lad continue.”


This brought a groan from the others as both Carth and Canderous turned to Jolee. “Who’s talking to you old man?” Canderous snapped. 


“Stay out of this Jolee!” Carth barked.


“Enough!” The voice sounded like it came from a giant, yet everyone looked at Vandar. “We have much to discuss. Your attempt at levity is appreciated by all of us, but we have more pressing matters.”


Canderous nodded as did Carth. Neither of them wanted to get on the bad side of the small green alien, not since he was now solidly in Revan’s corner, and becoming almost militant in his desire to end the war. They all knew that he and Revan were sharing very secret talks weekly, and no one wanted to guess what they were concerning.


“General Vorsut’s forces have completed the move into the area between The Corellian Trade Spine and the Rimma Trade Route.” The General continued again. “We are still outnumbered six to one, but the Sith have become much more cautious since Admiral Ordo destroyed the shipyard near Dosuun. All signs point to the fact that we hurt them badly at Dosuun, and coupled with their defeat at Sneeve and the loss of men and material there, it would appear they are having to draw from more conventional means now.”


“Why would they need to do that?” Brose asked. “They still have two of these shipyards left don’t they?”


The briefing officer nodded. “We are assuming that General Panlie’s operation on Honoghr will reveal the location on one of the remaining yards. All the information provided to us by the Noghri representative indicates that such a shipyard exists there.”


“The information from the Noghri can not be trusted anymore.” Revan spoke, causing everyone to turn and look at him except for Brose and Vandar.


“What are you saying Revan?” Canderous asked.


“Rev contacted me just before this meeting. He reports that the Noghri representative is a plant, and the entire mission to Honoghr is a trap.” Revan explained. “His intentions are to insert onto the planet regardless. He believes the Noghri initiated the contact, but the Sith discovered it and switched out the representatives.”


“He knows it’s a trap and he’s still going?” Bastila nearly yelled.


Revan nodded. “He indicated that the intelligence presented to him was factual, but the Noghri representative knew far too much about him personally, and about the Sith units on the surface.”


“They know he’s coming and he’s still going?” Bastila said again.


“He has changed the plan somewhat, and will make contact with the Noghri resistance once he is on the surface.” Revan continued. “I trust him and those with him. And as much as I hate to admit it, he’s turning out to be a far better tactician than I am. The Chancellor and Master Vandar agree with me on this. Revan will not be captured, nor will any of those with him, at least not… at least not alive.”


Bastila’s eyes burned at her husband, and everyone could see Anja grip her hand in the holoimager.


“Will he contact you soon General?” 


Revan nodded. “As soon as they make planet fall and contact the real resistance.” He told the briefing officer. “I’ll give you all the details once we are finished here, but from the intelligence he has seen, the shipyard on Honoghr is the real deal. He also indicates that it is very likely the largest one we have seen yet, and would be able to build the mammoth ships that Canderous encountered near Dosuun. We can not pass this opportunity up.”


“Revan he is your son!” Bastila snapped.


Revan looked at the image of his wife, and everyone could see his jaw twitch even in the image of him from his flagship. “I know who he is!” Revan snapped right back. “He is also a Jedi! He knows the risks, and he accepts them just as we all do!”


Brose chose this time to intervene before the situation got worst. He leaned forward in his chair. “Revan… I understand and appreciate your son’s dedication, but he is far too valuable to our war efforts too lose. If he senses in any way that things are getting out of hand, inform him he is to extract from the planet in any way he can. And he may consider that a direct order from the Supreme Chancellor of the Republic.”


Revan looked at him and nodded slowly. “I’ll let him know.”


Brose then turned to Jolee and nodded. Jolee stood and looked around. “Thank you everyone, you can return to your tasks and we’ll see you here again tomorrow morning.” Jolee waited for a moment while those present in the room began to file out. He gently reached out and motioned for Dustil and Mission to remain.


Brose waited until everyone had exited the briefing room, and he heard the door seal once more before getting to his feet. He looked at those still present in the room, and the images of his most senior commanders.


“I have been keeping Master Vandar and Master Bindo advised of an operation my office is conducting.” Brose told them. “I briefed General Panlie fully two days ago, and he agreed that we needed to include more individuals in the loop. We agreed that only those in this room would know what is happening. You are the most senior commanders and Jedi we have, but this information does not leave this room. Are we very clear on that?” Brose saw everyone nod his or her head. “Excellent. Most of you don’t know General Akman, however I have known him for quite some time. He has been in my employ since entering the Republic military academy nearly thirty-three years ago. As of right now, he is the assistant to Master Knal in charge of Intelligence. He is also someone I go to when I need special work done.”


Everyone present in the room came a little more alert with the way Brose used the word special in his sentence.


“Chancellor, would you care to define ‘special’ for those who are not yet aware of our actions.” Revan spoke.


“Actually, I’ll have General Akman explain everything.” Brose replied turning to the man. “Go ahead Tion.” 


The Kiffar stepped forward now, the limp in his leg completely gone, as he stood a little taller. They all noticed this but said nothing.


“I have worked with the Chancellor since he came into politics. I have worked my way through the Republic military the same as everyone else, so I have earned my rank.” Tion told them. “However, I do occasionally respond to calls from the Chancellor for items that need ‘special’ treatment. In laymen’s terms I and the people who work for me are the Chancellor’s information getters.”


“You’re spies then?” Dustil said.


Tion smiled. “That is a very general term.” He said. “Our role is… much more compartmentalized. Only three people know of our existence. That number now includes all of you in this room. If that number increases by even one without the expressed orders of the Chancellor, you will find I am not a very forgiving man.”


“So then why are Mission and I here?” Dustil asked. “We have nothing to do with the Intelligence side of the war.”


“You and Knight Vao have been chosen for a selective mission Knight Onasi. I will get to it if you allow me to continue.” Tion said.


Dustil grimaced. “Sorry.”


“What General Akman is saying is that he assumes missions that no one else can accomplish, and that can not be in any documented record.” Brose spoke, looking at all of them. “For all intents and purposes, he and his team do not exist outside of their normal military and civilian duties. I will not go in to detail as to how our relationship came to be. I have filled in much of it talking with General Panlie and Master Vandar, but that is the extent of what I am willing to share. I gave General Akman a special mission three days ago, and he is now going to report his initial findings on that mission.” He turned back to Tion. “My apologies Tion… continue.”


“Due to the nature of this war we are involved in, the Chancellor asked me to ascertain, if you will, the loyalty of a certain Senator.” Tion explained. “Two of my people began the surveillance on Senator Overlet three days ago, as he was leaving the Chancellor’s office. I’d appreciate if none of you asked me how they were able to obtain what you are about to see, as it could well lead to you being brought up on criminal charges.” Tion turned to the holoimager and adjusted the control panel. The image of Jamus Overlet appeared as he was exiting the Chancellor’s office. The picture was crystal clear and almost as if they were directly in front of him filming it themselves.


“The good Senator was picked up and tagged from the moment he left the Chancellor’s office. His air speeder was then tracked to the Uscru Entertainment District, where he was seen entering the Vos Gesal Hotel. He remained here for twenty-eight minutes and then left, followed three minutes later by this woman.” He pointed to the cloaked figure that exited the hotel from the same entrance. She blended into the crowd immediately in her dark cloak and cowl. “My team split at this time, two remaining with the Senator, the other two trailing this woman.”


“Playing Sith advocate here, how do you know it is a woman?” Dacen asked, now leaning forward in the chair of his desk on his ship. The others were already quite taken with what they were seeing. “And how do you know he even met with her inside?”


“I’ll get to the female part in a moment General Vorsut. As to whether he met her or not, let’s just say, it’s one of those things you don’t need to know.” Tion replied, nodding to Dacen before turning back to the holoimager. 


Dacen nodded back. “Fair enough.”


“Senator Overlet was followed back to his office in the Senate building where he met with a variety of other Senators. His conversations ranged from discrediting the Jedi and the Chancellor, to outright rebellion. He also kept referring to information he was going to obtain which would prove the Jedi Order is in fact the organization that started this war.” Tion turned to face everyone.


“That’s preposterous!” Bastila barked from her place on the cruiser that was returning her and Anja to Coruscant. “We’ve been fighting them for nearly thirty years in every back alley and dark planet you can think of! Every hostile move has been initiated by them!”


Tion looked at her image. “I was not implying anything Master Shan, simply stating what Senator Overlet seems to believe, as well as many of those he is meeting with.” He told her. “I am in fact on your side Master Shan. Senator Overlet has an intense and unique hatred for the Jedi Order in particular, and it is very disturbing to see.”


“What conclusions have you drawn so far Tion?” Brose asked.


“I would rather not speculate Chancellor, but it would appear from information my people have gathered so far, there is far more to Senator Overlet than we know.” Tion replied. “What we have learned so far is incomplete, but by itself very suspicious. We have discovered that the good Senator did not exist prior to Master Revan returning from the Outer Rim thirty-five years ago. We were able to trace documents and data back to a Jamus Overlet, born on Metellos, however after a careful search it was discovered that Jamus Overlet died at the age of seven.” Tion looked at Revan. “This lends quite a bit of support to your theory General Panlie.”


Revan nodded. “That it does.”


“What theory is that Revan?” Canderous asked the question in everyone’s eyes.


Revan leaned forward. “A few hours after leaving Kashyyyk, it was discovered that Lanni Overlet, the good Senator’s daughter, is a clone.” He stated. “She has a small tattoo on her body that indicates she is part of a project I started during the first months of the Jedi Civil War. This project was commanded by a man call Banak Derred.”


“Derred!” Carth exclaimed, obviously knowing whom Revan was speaking of. “I thought he was killed right after the battle of the Star Forge.”


“Who is this man?” Bastila asked.


“He was one of the Republic commanders that followed me after the Mandalorian War ended. I placed him in charge of a cloning project we began. The clones were being bred to hunt Jedi.” Revan explained, his words coming out with no small amount of shame. “Just before Bastila led the mission that changed everything, I had ordered Derred placed in charge of the project and everything moved to the Star Forge. Apparently after my feigned death, Derred took all the materials pertaining to the clone project and fled. He went into hiding and later married, and it appears he implanted a clone embryo inside his wife. That embryo was Lanni.”


“Does Rev know this?” Carth asked.


Revan nodded. “He’s the one who discovered it. He recognized the tattoo as one from my memories and contacted me.”


“What is Lanni Overlet doing on his ship to begin with?” Dacen asked. “She’s definitely not any friend of the Jedi or the military.”


“Jamus arrived on Kashyyyk just prior to Rev’s mission. He had sent Lanni there too, in effect, be his spy. Her purpose was to get close to Zhar and obtain any information she could to send back to him so he could use it against the Jedi. Fortunately for us, she actually fell in love with Zhar. Unfortunately for us however, when Jamus found this out he wasn’t happy and beat her senseless. Zhar found her hiding in an associates’ quarters and brought her onto their ship before it departed. They discovered the tattoo shortly after leaving. To make a long story short, she is now part of Rev’s mission to Honoghr, and Jamus is livid because he can no longer control her or track her whereabouts.”


“And she is aware of the fact she is a clone?” Dacen asked.


Revan nodded. “She took it rather well actually.”


“But you said these clones were designed to hunt Jedi.” Carth spoke. “How do we know these inbred traits won’t come out?”


“They would have presented themselves by now.” Revan explained. “Lanni is suffering from none of the symptoms that indicate the true nature of what the clones were designed for. I believe it is due in large part to her feelings for Zhar, and the fact that up until a few hours ago, her entire gene make up was being suppressed by continual doses of Nuerin Nine. And I trust my son to advise me if anything changes in her actions.” Revan purposely avoided looking at his wife and daughter-in-law, but he could feel the anger coming from both of them at this information. “That is another point of discussion all together. We need to concentrate on Derred.”


“Quite right.” Brose spoke. “We will deal with Lanni Overlet if the need should arise, but for now let’s concentrate on the real threat.” He looked at Akman. “Continue Tion.”


“I have people digging very deeply into Senator Overlet’s past, and I would imagine we’ll have some more information within a day or so. There isn’t a computer or security system that my people can’t crack, but for the moment I suggest we go on the assumption that Senator Overlet is indeed General Derred.” Tion told them. “As I told you earlier, my team split up and one half followed the woman that Derred met with. They tracked her back to another hotel within the CoCo District, a hotel that caters to those that do not want to be discovered. As you can see from these images, she is using the elevator to a suite she leased on the eighty-third floor. As she exits the elevator, we get a very nice picture of her as she looks up. There!” Tion froze the frame in the holoimager and he heard the intakes of breath from everyone in the room. 


The picture frozen in the holoimager was that of a red skinned Pure Sith with glittering yellow eyes. Revan got to his feet slowly, knowing what Tion was going to report to them, but not having seen the picture. He stepped closer to the imager, tilting his head slightly as his memories flashed back almost four decades.  


“General?” Tion asked. “Is something wrong?”


Revan turned to him. “When was this taken?” He asked.


“Yesterday afternoon. Twenty minutes after entering the room she rented under a false name, a Lieutenant Colonel from Republic Logistical Support Group Nine visited her room and did not leave until later in the evening.” Tion told him. 


Revan looked at him. “A Republic officer?” He asked.


Tion nodded. “Yes sir. A man with an impeccable record if I might say. We are still trying to determine if he is involved with her in some way. You… you seem as if you know her General.”


Revan nodded his head slowly. “I do.” He answered, causing Brose to come to his feet.


“Revan you know this Sith woman?” Brose asked.


Revan met his eyes. “Her name is Shneia. It’s Amaurth’s daughter.” He looked at Brose again. 

“His daughter!” Brose almost yelled, his eyes open wide in surprise.

Revan nodded. “Derred is meeting with the daughter of the Sith Lord who started this blasted war!”

CORELLIAN SPRING

HONOGHR

Revan gripped the edges of his chair as another barrage of turbolaser fire slammed into the shields. There were seven of them on the bridge of the ship when they reverted back to normal space, directly in the line of fire of three Sith light cruisers. Dralor had immediately thrown them into a gut wrenching roll, dodging under one of the cruisers as the SPRING’S sublight engines screamed at full power. The shadows of five heavy cruisers blotted out many of the clusters of stars around Honoghr, and Dralor was taking them away from the heavies just as fast as the SPRING’S engines could propel them, even as the heavy cruisers were turning to pursue.


“They’re coming about!” Mace yelled from his tactical station behind and to Revan’s right. 


“Dralor head for the moon!” Revan snapped, his hands flying over the controls in front of him.


“More power!” Dralor demanded as the CORELLIAN SPRING rocketed into a tight turn to port.


Arren turned from the engineering console. “Core is at a hundred and two percent output! It won’t give anymore!”


“Reroute life support and all non essential power to the core!” Dralor barked as the SPRING bounced violently from another volley of turbolaser fire.


Zhar staggered onto the bridge, gripping the railing near the wall. “We’re secure in the back!” He yelled. 


“Take Lanni and secure yourselves!” Revan barked, glancing back at his brother.


“I want to help!” Zhar spoke.


“Get out and push!” Dralor growled, executing a brain mashing turn to starboard to avoid a barrage of fire. Zhar saw the massive thick lances of red flash by the cockpit view window, and he paled. If even one of those Wroshyr tree thick lances of energy connected where they had no shields, the SPRING would become nothing more that vaporized atoms. 


“Secure yourselves now!” Revan screamed. “Arren, open the induct vents to the plasma array! Route it to the core!”


“Rev that will overload the core!” Arren replied.


“It will give us the time we need!” Rev growled back at her. “Do it!”


“This is why I hate to fly!” Mace echoed from his console. “They are hailing us Revan; demanding that we heave too and prepare to be boarded!”


“Yes… I’m sure they are!” Revan spoke through gritted teeth. “Dralor?”


“Engine output just went up to a hundred and thirty-seven percent! We have about forty seconds before it melts the conduits and we’re dead in space. Whatever you are going to do Rev, you better do it fast!” Dralor commented.


“Do you trust me?” Revan asked.


Dralor looked at him. “This is a fine time to ask me that shabla question!”


“Hold her as steady as you can, directly for the moon!” Revan said.


“Directly for the…” Dralor’s eyes were wide. “Rev… you can’t be serious! That’s crazy!”


“I’m open to suggestions!”


“Of all the di’kutla things to volunteer for.” He barked in exasperation. “I must be crazy! Changing course now!”


The CORELLIAN SPRING rolled over in a looping, brain rattling turn that pointed them straight at the dark gray moon. No one mentioned that they had less than a minute before they smashed into the surface of the moon and became nothing more than bright splotches of red on the gray surface.


They did however notice that Revan had closed his eyes and reached into the Force with all of his being.


The commander of the nearest Sith heavy cruiser watched as the heavily modified freighter/corvette banked sharply and plunged for the one of the moons of Honoghr. His yellow eyes gleamed with concentration as he barked orders to bring his ship closer.


“Weapons range in twenty-eight seconds!”


The commander turned as the door to the bridge opened and the tall, muscular human walked onto the bridge. He got to his feet.


“Lord Natal.” He spoke. “We will be in firing range in less than thirty seconds. We will target only their engines so that we can cripple the ship and take prisoners.”


Natal nodded his head. “The traitor’s son is on that ship, as well as three other powerful Force users. I do not want any of them injured Commander. Is that understood?”


“Perfectly Lord Natal. My gunners have strict orders.”


“Excellent.” Natal smiled a vicious smile. “I so look forward to killing the traitor’s son with my lightsaber. I wish to show our master, he is not as powerful as he is said to be.” Natal’s snarl was something the commander had seen before. Just before Natal had dismembered a Jedi he had killed near Ryloth.


He was within the Force now moving along the currents of life, weaving through the lances of energy that were herding the ship bearing his friends and family. He could see every mind on the closest Sith cruiser as it turned for his ship. He could sense the confidence in their actions, the darkness of their souls. He ignored them, reaching for one thing that would aide his plan. His actions were reckless, and others would say insane, but he knew it would work if he found the right mind.


There.


Revan smiled in his chair on the CORELLIAN SPRING as he reached into the mind of the primary gunner on the flagship. The Pure Sith’s mind was a jumble of angry thoughts and hatred for those he did not know, and fraught with barriers that would block most Jedi from influencing his mind. 


Revan however, was not most Jedi.

 
With the same ease as a Ronto crushing a body under its massive hoof, Revan ripped the barriers of the Sith’s mind asunder, and allowed the tendrils of his Battle Meditation to seize upon the Sith gunner’s will. 


Arren watched from behind her husband as his hands flew across the controls with blinding speed. She leaned as far forward as she could and noticed that Dralor was sitting there, his eyes closed. She started to unlock her restraining belt and move to help him.


“No Arren.” Dralor’s voice stopped her, his eyes opening. “It’s Rev. He’s directing my actions on the controls. He has a plan.”


Arren ignored him and unlocked her belt moving to stand beside him, looking at the controls. Her pale blue eyes grew wide. “We’re venting plasma.” She gasped, realization coming to her about what Revan was doing, and she turned to those on the bridge with her. “Everyone strap in! Now!” She hissed.


No one questioned her words as she jumped back to her chair.


“Ten seconds!” The Sith Commander called out.


Natal smiled to himself. Soon he would have the traitor’s son in his grasp, and he would show his Master that he, Natal, was far more powerful and worthy. Natal turned as he felt a powerful presence within the Force. A presence of staggering power. 


“My Lord?” The Commander questioned looking at him. “Is something wrong?”


Natal turned as he followed the tendrils of that power, opening himself even further. It was centered here on the bridge. He stepped forward slowly, allowing the Force to guide him. The presence was nearly overwhelming, and it was emanating from the…


Weapons Gunner!


“No!” Natal screamed lunging for the Gunnery officer as the man’s hand came down on his panel.


It was far too late.


The massive starfighter thick bolt of energy erupted from the forward turbolaser of the Sith heavy cruiser. It reached across the stars at the speed of light, searching out the much smaller ship to obliterate it from existence. It was targeted exactly where Revan wanted it targeted, and as the cackling bolt of energy sizzled through the field of superheated plasma the CORELLIAN SPRING had been venting, it set off a chain reaction that blossomed into a massive fireball.


The explosive wave caught the two nearest light cruisers unprepared, smashing against their shields with the force of a collapsing moon. Both ships erupted into superheated balls of white light as the energy from the turbolaser and vented plasma combined to create a maelstrom of violent explosions. The third light cruiser was able to turn away from the conflagration, but was buffeted with massive energy waves that caused small explosions to erupt all over the ship as its shields failed in several locations. The darkness of the surface of Honoghr’s moon was intensely lit; as if a small sun had been born, displaying the massive craters in the moon from cosmic dust strikes and meteor landings that had occurred over the thousands of years of the moon’s existence. The spectrum of colors that flared briefly over the moon could even be seen from the surface of the neighboring planet, as it appeared to be a display from the gods themselves.


Then there was only darkness.


The Gunnery Officer’s body slammed into the bulkhead of the cruiser with a sickening crunch, as everyone on the bridge could hear the bones in his body snapping like sticks. His head rolled to the side, his already dead eyes frozen open from the thumb sized hole burned completely through his skull above his right eye. The smell of burnt and cauterized flesh filled the bridge, a small trickle of smoke rising from the hole in his forehead.


Natal whirled on the Sith Commander, his face a twisted mass of rage and power. “YOU!” He screamed, reaching out with his right hand, his left hand tightly clutching the shimmering red lightsaber that had run clean through the Gunnery Officer not seconds before.


The Sith Commander grabbed at his throat as he felt the veil of death close around him. His clawed fingers ripped at his exposed skin, purplish blood spilling out between his fingers, his yellow eyes nearly bulging out of his skull. He vaguely felt his body lift into the air as if supported by some invisible means, and this served only to cause the grip on his neck to tighten and choke more air from him. Even the thick muscles on his neck could not protect him from Natal’s grip of death. Natal stepped up to him, his dark eyes aflame with rage.


“I wanted them alive!” He snarled, his words coming from his mouth like painful daggers. “Alive do you hear me!”


Natal’s lightsaber snapped out and the Sith Commander felt a moment of brief unimaginable pain before his brain told him that he no longer had a lower half to his body. With a frustrated heave of anger and hatred, Natal tossed the upper body of the former Sith Commander into the same corner of the bulkhead as the Gunnery Officer. The Commander lived long enough to comprehend that his lower body was now some feet from where he lay. It was the last conscious thought of a dying brain until there was nothing.


Natal turned to the Second Officer. “You are now in command!” He stated between clenched teeth.


“As… as you…as you order… My Lord.” The stunned Sith officer exclaimed.


“If you fail me, your fate will be far worse!” Natal growled. He reached out within the Force, searching for that presence again, the one that had been on this very bridge. He could detect nothing now, only the emptiness of space and the mindless animals on the planet called…


Noghri.


“Set a course for Zonju V!” Natal barked. “And do not disturb me until we arrive! My Master will not be pleased.”


“As you order My Lord.” The new Commander of the cruiser spoke.

HONOGHR
NORTHERN CONTINENT


Revan and Dralor lay along either side of the hyperspace engine core. They could see each other through the mass of wiring and conduits as they slowly removed the outer plate covering that surrounded the core itself. It had shut down during their descent into the atmosphere of Honoghr, and now they saw why.


The entire outer casing of the core material chamber was fused with the surrounding power conduits. The ship’s computer had automatically shut down the hyperspace engine when it detected this. 


Dralor lowered his side of the casing and Revan followed suit as they gazed at the damage. 


“Ok… this is not good.” Dralor spoke.


“Sith’s blood!” Revan swore. “The entire casing is fused. All the alternate conduits are melted directly through the circuits!”


“Yeah well… that ain’t the half of it.” Dralor spoke, motioning with his finger. “The main core chamber has melted through in three spots. This heap will never go to hyperspace again.”


“Can we replace the chamber?” Revan asked.


Dralor shrugged. “I don’t know if we’ll be able to find the parts we need. And there is no guarantee that the Sith shipyard will have the necessary core matrix values, not to mention the exact diameter and power output designed for this class ship.”


Revan looked at him. “So we can’t use one of theirs?”


“Sure we could.” Dralor spoke. “And if the inertia dampeners fail, or the core flux mix is off by even point two five we’ll end up becoming a very small but very bright star in the night sky. Permanently.”


Revan grinned. “So the answer is no.”


Dralor smiled as well. “Depends on whether you have an early death wish.”


“We’ve been in worse spots.” Revan said.


“Really? We’re on a Sith occupied planet, with a Sith agent in our group. Our engine core is toast, and we are forty-nine kilometers from the nearest Noghri resistance base that we know of.” Dralor spoke. “Nothing is coming to mind as being this bad. Though I have to admit, it was a masterful display of flying skill on my part.”


Revan chuckled and began to pull himself from under the core, Dralor following his lead. “I did help a little.” He said.


Dralor snickered. “Pushing us into the lower atmosphere of an unknown planet in a microjump is not exactly my idea of helping us Rev.”


“Spoilsport.” Revan countered. They turned as Zhar and Mace came into the engine room.


“What’s the verdict?” Zhar asked. 


“You don’t want to know.” Dralor replied quickly.


“How exactly did you plot the coordinates for a microjump in such a short time?” Mace asked. “We only had seconds.”


Revan looked at him. “Lanni.” He answered.


They both looked at him puzzled. “Lanni? She was strapped into the back. How did she help you?” Zhar asked.


“When I reached out to the Sith gunner, I also reached out to Lanni and asked her to give me the variables.” Revan answered.


Mace shook his head slowly. “I’ve heard stories from some of the Mandalorians under your command that you do like to live dangerously at times.”


“Me? Live dangerously? I’ll have you know I am a pillar of the community!” Revan started. “I…”


“Better shut up before more Bantha poo doo comes pouring out.” Arren spoke walking into the engine room, carrying two small packs. “Eli is keeping an eye on our ‘guide’ outside. We’ve got all the equipment off loaded, and the team has moved most of it into the tree line. It does appear that the sun is going down and it will be dark soon.”


Revan wiped his hands on the rag Dralor tossed to him. “Honoghr is not the most hospitable planet in the galaxy, so we should probably find a spot to settle in for the night. I want to be at least three klicks from here by full dark.”


“What about our problem?” Arren asked, as Revan pulled on his utility belt.


“Let’s deal with him right now.” Revan spoke heading for the rear ramp of the ship.


The rainforest around the ship teemed with life, the howling of some unknown creature beckoning from within the trees. Eli stood in the shade under the nose of the CORELLIAN SPRING, dressed in the same black tunic and pants and advanced body armor as the others. He wore a Mandalorian heavy blaster strapped to his right leg, his lightsaber clipped to his belt. The team of twelve commandos was spread out, watching the surrounding terrain with alert eyes and ready trigger fingers, leaning on their packs in a fashion that would allow quick movement out of the area. They had unloaded the equipment they had brought, and moved it to the nearest treeline, disguising it with the thick layers of foliage that spread out above them. It had taken them only thirty minutes to deploy the massive camouflage net over the top of their ship, and now it was secure in the rainforest earth with meter long steel spikes.


Eli turned as he saw Revan and the others file down the ramp. He knew what was coming and stepped behind where Sahkis sat looking at the data pad. The senior Commando Lieutenant also moved casually towards Sahkis at the imperceptible nod from Eli.


Sahkis looked up from his pad in time to see Revan’s very large fist coming at him with near terminal velocity. The blow snapped his head back and lifted his body off the soft earth flipping him over once before gravity brought him crashing down to land with heavy thump. His eyes turned dark, and using the speed of his species he sprang back to his feet, only to see the tip of the burning hot orange lightsaber at his throat. He heard the snick of the commando lieutenant’s assault rifle as it came off safe and leveled at his head, and the snap hiss of Eli’s silver bladed lightsaber activating behind him. His eyes darted back to where Revan stood.


“What… what is going on? Why… why are you doing this?” He stammered.


“What did it take to sell out your people Sahkis? Or is that even your real name?” Revan asked him, his voice a low growl.


“What… what do you mean?”


“One thing you should learn before we go any further in our relationship.” Revan told him. “I abhor traitors. To me they are no higher on my list than Rodian mercenary scum. I will give you exactly ten seconds to tell me what you know, how you know it, and what your instructions were. If you don’t talk, I’m going to remove a piece of you at a time until you do.”


“You… you are a Jedi!” Sahkis proclaimed. “You… you wouldn’t!”


“Do you think anyone here will stop me?” Revan asked. “You darn near sold us out. If you hadn’t slipped up, we’d all be prisoners of the Sith. Why should they care what happens to you?”


“Just gut the fool Revan.” Dralor spoke, walking up. “Let the animals feed on his intestines.”


“They are holding my clan!” Sahkis erupted. “I had no choice!”


“Keep going!” Revan spoke, his lightsaber getting closer to Sahkis’s chin.


“The resistance discovered a way to get someone off the planet to contact the Republic!” He explained quickly. “As we were finalizing the plan, the Sith launched an attack and captured nearly all of us. My… my brother broke under their torture and told them of our plans. They came to me and offered me a way to save my clan. Go forward with our plan, but lead you back here to be captured. They knew you would be the one coming.”


“How?” Revan said.


“I don’t know!” Sahkis exclaimed. “They told me to provide you all the intelligence we had gathered up until that time, but to give you the wrong coordinates for our return. They said they would release my clan if I delivered you to them.”


“How did they know it would be me coming?” Revan asked.


“Their leader… he said the Republic would only send a senior Jedi because of our actions during the war long ago. He said you were the likely one to come because of your deeper connection to Mandalorian culture, and their honor based society. He is a twisted man, human like you, but evil.” Sahkis spoke. “My people are not animals! We are not advanced as you, but we are not animals! The Sith use us as beasts. When we don’t work fast enough they starve us or beat us. They use our children for target practice! Our clans are all that we have. I had to do something.”


Lanni stepped away from where she stood next to Zhar. She also wore the black uniform and additional body armor, a smaller Mandalorian blaster strapped to her thigh. Her now red hair was tied into a tight pony tail and tucked into the top of the tunic in the same fashion as Arren.


“Revan… the Noghri do respect honor above all else.” She told him. “After honor, the only thing they have is their clans. They are a clan based society, and would do anything for their clans. He could very well be telling the truth.”


Revan nodded. “He could be. And he could be pulling our force pikes. Buying himself time.”


“Then kill me!” Sahkis demanded his confidence returning at what he saw as his impending death. “With your escape, my clan will be executed! I have no reason to live. Kill me now and get it over with! Allow me that much honor!”


Revan’s eyes stared at the Noghri for a long moment, and for a fleeting instant he toyed with the idea of killing Sahkis. It was something he quickly swept aside, and he deactivated his lightsaber. “I’m not going to kill you.” He said.


“Then give me a weapon and allow me to kill myself!” Sahkis retorted. “I will not be the last of my clan! I will not dishonor them in that way.”


“As far as any of the egg heads up there know,” Revan spoke pointing at the emerging stars. “We are all dead. We escaped in such a way that the Sith will think our ship was destroyed. The Jedi among us are masking our Force auras to the point where only someone very powerful and very close could detect us. The Sith are not going to kill your clan. I would imagine only the senior officers knew of the plan to draw me here, and since it failed, the last thing on their minds would be executing your clan members. They are too valuable as slaves.” Revan drew the blaster he carried form the holster and held it out to the Noghri. “Help us to help your people, and I swear to you on my honor, as a Mandalorian and a Jedi, we will save your people.”


Sahkis dropped to one knee, bowing his head deeply. “I will serve you Lord Revan, if it allows me to free my people. I pledge myself to your will.”


“Not to my will Sahkis.” Revan said, touching his shoulder. “The will of your people. Pledge yourself to them. And to freedom. And I am no Lord.”


Sahkis lifted his head and stared at Revan for a long moment. “For my people.” He said softly.


“Good.” Revan told him. “Now how bout we find someplace to hold up until morning.”


Sahkis got back to his feet, still a good half a meter shorter than Revan. “I have been in this area two or three times over the years. This continent has many resistance fighters, but they remain in the mountains. There is a small temple of ruins three kilometers east from the river, here.” He pointed to the datapad forgotten in his hand until now. “If we leave now, we can get there before full dark is upon us.”


Revan nodded. “Works for me. Eli… take Sahkis and two others and move three hundred meters ahead of the rest of us. Two clicks on the com when you have the ruins in sight.”


Eli nodded, pointed to two commandos, and looked at Sahkis. “Lead out sir.” He said.


Sahkis nodded with a toothy grin and headed for the tree line.


Revan looked at Dralor as he stepped up to him. “Do you trust him Rev?”


“I think so.” Revan replied. “But just in case… have one of the team monitor him all the time. If he blows us in… make sure he goes down first.”


Dralor nodded. “Consider it done.”

CORUSCANT

JEDI TEMPLE


Bastila Shan-Panlie was nearly as well known as her husband, and since being chosen to sit on the Jedi High Council, she had become an even better known figure. Her transport from the Mandalorian cruiser that had brought her and Anja back from the Outer Rim had deftly avoided the dozens of HoloNet News speeders that were now perpetually parked outside the Jedi docks waiting for some major event to happen. Once her craft had set down, a quick glance from the Mandalorian pilot to the approaching ground crew had directed them away from Bastila as she descended the ramp. The pilot knew she was in no mood for interruption, and his glance told the ground crew as much.


Bastila wore Jedi robes nearly identical to her husband. An ivory colored inner tunic with dark gray neck scarf that was sewed to the inner tunic fabric. The outer tunic was a lighter color of gray the obi around her waist the same color as the neck scarf. The pants were identical in color to the neck scarf as well. Every part of the cloth was woven with enhanced cortosis armor even the dark gray floor length robe had cortosis woven into it. The additional Mandalorian steel armor gauntlets were matt black in color, and forged to conform perfectly around her forearms. The robes were designed with the additional flexi armor already woven into special seams, providing nearly as much protection as medium Echani armor. Even with all these enhancements, the armor provided the most freedom of movement allowed. 


Bastila was a legend of unmistakable proportions within the Jedi Order and didn’t even realize it. 


Her love story with the former Dark Lord of the Sith and redeemed Jedi had sprouted dozens of HoloNet novels and underground videos telling their story of love and devotion to one another. She was famous for her Battle Meditation, and her skills in both diplomacy and combat, but the one thing Bastila was not aware of, was the fame surrounding her eye stopping beauty. It had been the ultimate love story, the addicting beauty of a powerful Jedi, and how it had brought a Dark Lord to his knees, and how he had fought impossible odds to free the beauty that had saved him. Bastila was unaware of this side of the stories and holovids, not that she paid much attention to them anyway. If anyone had cared to ask her, they would have found a much different side to the story than what was told. A side that told the story of a brash and reckless Jedi of dashing handsomeness and how he had swept her feet from her with barely a glance.


At this moment however, Bastila was of a single mind, and her very aura suggested that she not be deterred from her task. She had seen Revan’s flagship above Coruscant when her own cruiser had arrived, and she had but a single purpose right now, and that was finding her husband. Jedi Knights and Padawans alike scrambled from her path, as she moved through the corridors of the Jedi Temple with practiced ease, as if smoothly gliding on air. She was focusing on the one aura that mattered to her at this time, and presently he was in the Room of a Thousand Fountains waiting for her. She could sense the others scrambling from her path, and two powerful Force auras near Revan beating a hasty retreat as she approached. Everyone around her could sense the seething anger within Bastila, its undercurrents translating into her gait as she walked, yet they marveled at the way she kept it tightly controlled and focused, and how no hint of the dark side flowed from her.


Bastila strode into the Room of a Thousand Fountains and quickly found her husband. He stood tall, his hands clasped behind his back as he gazed at one of the myriad of fountains in the room name for them. He didn’t attempt to leave or look at her, and Bastila felt some of her anger ease as she gazed at the man she loved more than her own life. Even after all these years of marriage and being together, he could still stir her blood in a way no man ever could.


“Good morning my love.” Revan spoke without turning. “I understand your cruiser commander made incredible time here to Coruscant.”


Bastila moved up slowly behind him. “Why Revan?” she asked softly.


Revan turned to look at his wife. “Why what?”


“Why didn’t you order him out when he told you?” Bastila asked. “He would have listened to you. You’re the only one he listens too anymore.”


“The mission was…”


“The mission!” Bastila snapped, stepping closer to him. “He is my son! Zhar is my son!”


Revan’s eyes darkened. “I know exactly who they are!” He barked right back at her. “They are my sons as well Bastila!” He spun around and walked away from her, breathing deeply, keeping his anger under control.


Bastila, however, did not let up. “Revan… you could have ordered them out! Our two oldest children and you didn’t even attempt to order them out! Why?”


“The mission is important!” Revan replied.


“More important than our son’s lives?” Bastila nearly shouted.


Revan whirled on her. “By the Force yes!” He screamed right back.


Jolee stood next to Vandar outside the entrance into the Room of a Thousand Fountains, and Vandar gave him a disapproving glance as Jolee fired up the thick cigar. They could listen to everything that was going on, and both of them had small smiles on their faces.


“This is why attachments are not allowed.” Vandar spoke quietly.


Jolee chuckled. “Oh come on Vandar, this is what happens when you are married. You have disagreements! Revan and Bastila know the stakes. Sometimes there just has to be a clearing of the air.”


They turned as the young Republic officer walked up carrying several dispatches. “I’m looking for General Revan Master Jolee.” He said.


“Now is not a good time to disturb him lad.” Jolee replied.


“One of these dispatches is marked urgent.”


Jolee grinned. “You want to go in there and give it too him? Why do you think Master Vandar and I are out here where it’s safe.”


The young officer listened to the yelling voices and looked back to the senior Jedi on Coruscant. “Yes… I see your point sir.” He said. “Would you deliver them when it is appropriate?”


Jolee took the data pads with a smile. “Just as soon as the battle is over, you bet.”


“…knew the risks when he volunteered for the mission!” Revan was speaking. “He knew exactly what he was getting into, and so did Zhar! This is a war! We have sworn, as Jedi, to defend this Republic and our way of life, with our lives if necessary! Our sons know this, perhaps even better than we do!”


Bastila’s bitter response to this did not come out of her mouth as Revan’s words struck home. She watched her husband turn and look around the room.


“All this… this Temple… the Jedi enclaves… it means nothing! What is important, are the ideals of the Jedi, what our Order was founded on! We were never meant to be soldiers, but circumstances have forced us to become just that in defense of our ideals!” Revan spoke quickly. “You and I Bastila… we are recognized as the most powerful Jedi alive today,” Revan waved off her words before she could speak. “It is not something either of us aspires too my love, but it is true. Jolee knows this… Vandar as well. They also know our son will surpass us both. Since he has found Anja, his power grows by the day. Do you know why people follow him? It is not because of me or you, or even his name. They follow him because he asks no more of them than he would not do himself. He slogs through the same slime invested swamps as they do; he eats the same disgusting rations as they do; he laughs with them, cries with them. I offered to Revan’s executive officer his own fleet, and he turned me down to stay with him. And Canderous… do you know what Canderous has done?” Revan stepped back up to her, his hands taking hers. “Canderous has signed an edit that should anything happen to him in this war; leadership of the Mandalorian clans will fall to Revan, until such time as a new Mandalore can be chosen. Not to me; not to Dacen… but to our son.


“Revan has surpassed us both in so many ways. He knows the importance of the mission he is on; Honoghr is going to be a turning point, I can feel it. Whatever transpires on Honoghr will have far ranging effects, not just for this war, but for the future. Revan knows this, and even if I ordered him to abort he would have ignored me. I wanted to order him to return Bastila. I wanted my sons back with me. I want nothing more than to slip into retirement on Rakata with you at my side and watch as our children and grandchildren grow. The Force has other plans for us my love. Revan can no more dismiss the will of the Force anymore than I can, regardless of what I personally want. We have to trust in him, in his abilities, in those with him, and in the Force.”


Bastila could do nothing but stare into the eyes of her husband, eyes that she had looked into for comfort and love as long as she could remember. She felt the tears in her own eyes come and slip down her cheeks. Revan reached up and wiped them away gently.


“Vandar granted him the one thing in this galaxy he coveted even more than Anja’s love Bastila. The title of Jedi Knight.” Revan said. “And our son will do what he must do to insure that the Jedi and the Republic do not pass into history. And we also must do what we have to do.”


Bastila nodded slowly, dropping her gaze quickly. “I… I guess I make a pretty pathetic Jedi Master don’t I?” She asked with a smile, her arms slipping around her husband’s waist as his arms engulfed her in an embrace of love.


“I would disagree.” The voice said.


Revan and Bastila turned and saw Vandar and Jolee standing a few meters away. “How long have you two been standing there?” Revan asked.


“Long enough to know that my greatest decision in the nearly eight hundred years of my life, was to appoint you both as Masters to the High Council.” Vandar told them.


“Are you two done screaming at each other?” Jolee asked. “You’ve frightened half the younglings, and the Padawans will be talking of this for days, neglecting their own training.”


Revan and Bastila chuckled. “It’s nice to see that age has not purged your overwhelming sense of comfort to others Jolee.” Bastila spoke, wiping tears from her cheek.


“Bah… comfort is overrated.” He said, but with a soothing smile. “Come on… we need to….”


Jolee’s words were drowned out by the massive concussive force of energy as the walls of the Temple shook violently. All of them were blown off their feet, as a vacuum of air whipped through the halls of the Temple, the sounds of rupturing metal and glass reaching out to them. As they struggled to regain their footing, they could hear alarms beginning to sound all over the Temple.


A Padawan Learned sprinted into the Room of a Thousand Fountains, his robes ripped in two places, and his face cut by small pieces of flying glass.


“Masters… Masters forgive me! Someone has fired missiles at the Temple!”


Revan helped Bastila to her feet, where he had fallen on her in protection. “From a ship?” He asked.


“No Master Revan! From a repulser lift speeder! Two missiles struck in the dormitories! The younglings’ rooms!”


Bastila’s eyes widened in horror. “No!”

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

CORUSCANT

JEDI TEMPLE

Revan stepped gingerly over the wreckage and shattered glass as he entered one of the dormitory rooms where a missile had struck. It was totally destroyed, the metal of the twenty odd bunks twisted and shredded. The force of the explosion had ripped through the wall into the adjoining dormitory, crushing the six bunks that had been directly opposite the wall. The gaping hole in the side of the Temple was easily six meters across and two meters high. Coruscant security forces, as well as two Mandalorian gunships hovered just outside the massive hole, keeping the casual onlookers away, and directing the speeding repulser craft around a safe zone. They also served to keep the HoloNet News crews at a distance. There had been a confrontation between a HoloNet News crew and a Mandalorian patrol outside the main entrance to the Temple. The two newsmen had ended up in the infirmary for several days, and now the HoloNet crews kept a respectable distance.


Revan and Bastila had rushed to where their two younger children still at the Temple were training. They had been caught on the fringes of the blast, and suffered only minor scratches and bruises and after insuring they were safe, Revan had left them with their mother and come here.


Revan turned as two Jedi Knights entered the room behind him, their faces grim and drawn tight with anger and sadness. “Casualties?” Revan asked.


“The majority of the younglings from this dormitory were in training Master Revan, thank the Force.” One Jedi replied. “The others were not so lucky. They were just returning from lightsaber training when the missile hit. Thirty of them were protected from the blunt of the explosion by the corridor shielding. Nineteen were already inside the dorm and were seriously injured. They are being moved to the medical facilities now.”


“How many?” Revan asked again softly.


“Twenty-three were killed Master Revan. An additional six are unaccounted for right now. The second blast also seriously injured seven Jedi Knights who were escorting the younglings back.” The Jedi replied, gulping back the anguish he felt.


Revan shook his head. “I don’t understand this. Why target the younglings? The Sith would want to convert them at this age, not kill them.” 


“The Chancellor has ordered a complete lockdown of the Temple Precinct Master Revan.” The second Jedi reported. “We have forces moving out into the Precinct to secure a perimeter.”


Revan looked at him. “I want a list of everyone allowed access to the Temple for the last three weeks!” Revan barked. “This is no random act. Whoever did this knew when to hit the Temple and where.”


“I will see to it at once!” The first Jedi replied, bowing his head slightly before exiting the blown out room quickly.


Revan moved to the still smoking hole in the duracrete and Neutronium wall and peered out into the lanes of repulser lift traffic, and the towering buildings in the distance. He could make out 500 Republica, and the Senate building off in the distance, as well as many smaller structures between those buildings and the Temple itself. Revan turned as the second Jedi stepped up next to him.


“Give me your macrobinoculars.” Revan asked.


The Jedi dug the small set of powerful binoculars from his utility belt and handed them over. Revan brought them to his eyes and began sweeping the lanes of Repulser lift traffic searching for anything.


“Witnesses report the smoke trail of the missile came from the eastern Repulser lane Master Revan.” The Jedi told him. “We have agents moving there now, but it’s unlikely the attackers would have remained behind to see their work.”


“That depends.” Revan spoke calmly, centering the binos and adjusting the focus.


“On what Master Revan?”


Revan handed him the glasses. “On whether they intend to hit us again when the rescue crews are all in the area. Point three four one nine, a Class five SKATE-Class skimmer. It’s sitting on the other side of the lane, trying to stay hidden among the traffic.”


The Jedi brought the binoculars up and directed them on the spot Revan had told him, and when he focused through the milling traffic of the lane, he saw it; a slim open backed skimmer with three individuals on it. “I see it.” He said. “Three individuals. It appears to be… they are…” He dropped the binoculars. “They are preparing another missile!” He turned to look at Revan, but all he saw was his Jedi cloak for a brief instant before his eyes tracked him as he made the thirty meter leap to the open side hatch of the nearest Mandalorian gunship hovering nearby.


He lifted his comlink as the gunship banked hard to the right and rocketed away. “Attention! Priority Beta Alert! Enemy is preparing to launch more missiles! Lock down the Temple! Activate all automated defensive turrets! Master Revan has boarded one of the gunships and gone after them!”


“Boarded one of the gunships?” Jolee’s voice came over the com. “How in the blazes did he do that?”


“He… he jumped to the nearest gunship from our location in the dormitory Master Bindo.” The Jedi answered as if it was the most natural thing in the universe to have a Jedi Master conduct a Force jump of incredible distance and go off to chase the enemy. “Launch the ready force from the Temple docks! Lock onto the IFF signal of our gunship and pursue Master Revan He may need assistance!”


“Temple docks confirms! Ready Force is lifting off!” The voice replied. 


The young Jedi could hear several Wookiee howls of glee in the background as he turned to make his way to the nearest control room to monitor the chase. “Contact Coruscant Security Forces and have them stand down! They are not to interfere with Master Revan! Clear this order through the Chancellor’s office if you have too! He will approve it!” The young Jedi stopped for a moment, his mind racing. He then made a decision that would either get him expelled from the Order, or make him a hero, neither of which appealed to him in any way.


“This is Jedi Knight Raman ObiWan! Master Revan believes whoever attacked the Temple had assistance from inside! I want the Temple swept from top to bottom! Full array of active and passive scans! And double check the clearances of all civilians that entered today! And activate the Mandalorian and Wookiee sweep teams! Assign them a Jedi Guardian, and turn them loose in the lower levels as well!”


“Knight ObiWan there is nothing in the lower levels!” The voice came back.


“Whoever helped the enemy attack the Temple is going to need a way out! All the entrances have been locked down! The lower levels of the Temple are the only way out!” Raman answered. “I’ll take full responsibility! Now activate them!”


“There!” Revan screamed against the loud whipping wind tearing at his robes as he hung out the door of the gunship, his right hand anchoring him inside by clutching the roof hand bar. He was pointing at the SKATE-Class skimmer.


Got him!” The pilot said from under his helmet. The gunship dipped lower, forcing Revan to brace himself against the side door, as they swept under the hundreds of repulser vehicles racing by.


The pilot had followed a patrol corridor as they sped away form the Temple, his sensors locking on to the skimmer. He had waited until he was sure they did not consider him a threat before punching his engines to maximum and dipping below the horizon into the canyons of steel and duracrete. They weaved in and out of the repulser traffic for a harrowing thirty seconds before popping back up just on the other side of the main lane.


“Sith’s spit! He’s seen us!” The co-pilot screamed. “He’s bringing his launcher around to fire on his!”


“Activate countermeasures!” The pilot snapped, his voice calm and in control. 


“Close on them!” Revan yelled. “The missile can’t arm if we are on top of the skimmer!”


“Hold on!” The pilot warned, wrenching his controls into a stomach flattening climb. “He’s running!”


“Follow him!” Revan screamed. “Don’t lose him!”


The Mandalorian gunship easily matched the maneuverability of the smaller skimmer, and the pilot was a veteran of countless battles and training missions. He could out fly any pilot on Coruscant. When the skimmer broke for the canyons of steel and glass below them, he didn’t hesitate and nosed his gunship over in a screaming dive to follow.


Anja walked smoothly onto the bridge of the Mandalorian cruiser in orbit high above Coruscant. The Mandalorian Commander turned to look at her.


“There was an attack on the Jedi Temple!” He explained. “Lord Revan is currently chasing the perpetrators in a gunship.”


“Casualties?” Anja asked.


The Commander’s eyes appeared saddened. “Twenty-three dead as of right now. All children. About twice that wounded.”


Anja felt her chest clench tighter. “Bastila’s children?” She asked.


The Commander nodded. “She is with them now. They sustained very minor injuries. The Ready Force from the Temple has scrambled, but they won’t get to Lord Revan’s position quickly enough. If we send two gunships down from our position here in orbit, we can arrive several minutes earlier than the Ready Force to assist him.”


Anja didn’t hesitate. “I’ll lead them.” She replied. “Full squads on both gunships! And inform the Coruscant Security Forces we are inbound!”


“Lady Anja… you are… you are carrying a child!” The Commander spoke.


Anja grinned. “I’m pregnant Commander… not crippled.” She answered. “And I can still fight if need be.”


The Commander smiled and nodded his head. “I’ll have the gunships ready when you get to the bay.”


Anja turned quickly and walked out of the bridge. The Commander turned as his executive officer came up.


“Are we sure she isn’t part Mandalorian?” The man asked.


The Commander matched his smile.


“… No!” Brose snapped at the man on the communication screen. “The Jedi are far better equipped to handle this than the CSF! Have them fall back to support positions only! Two other gunships are coming from orbit to assist Master Revan!”


“Understood Chancellor.” The Commander of the Coruscant Security Forces spoke, though he was not happy about it.


Brose softened his tone. “They’ve killed children Piotr. Jedi children. On our planet; under our watch. I find that terribly offensive! Let the Jedi handle the apprehension of those who conducted the act. I understand that one of the Jedi Knights in charge of Temple security has ordered the lower levels be locked down. I would much appreciate if you directed most of your forces to the lower levels and apprehend the butchers who assisted in this act.”


The CSF Commander leaned forward in his chair, his face tightening. “An inside job sir?”


Brose nodded. “It would appear so yes. Which means we still have one or more active Sith terrorist cells operating on Coruscant. Do me a favor and find them. Then feed them to the Kath Hounds.”


“Rules Chancellor?”


Brose paused. “They have killed children Piotr. You have no rules. Find them… and destroy them.” He answered coldly.


The CSF Commander nodded his head confidently. This type of mission was more suited to his people anyway. They could go places the Jedi could not.


“I’ll see to it Chancellor.”


Anja held the handle by the open door of the gunship as it rocketed through the right angle canyons of steel and duracrete. The wind whipped her hair back, tossing her robes to and fro. She could smell the decay and waste of the lower portions of Coruscant, feel the lives of thousands of beings within the Force, it was exhilarating.


“Lady Anja!” The pilot did not turn his head as he directed their gunship around corners, deftly avoiding collision with repulser lifts and commercial lifts. “They are slowing, within the Uscru Entertainment District!”


“How close are we?” Anja asked.


“Twenty seconds! No more!”


“They are landing!” The co-pilot yelled.


Anja turned her head and reached out within the Force.


Revan! We are coming!

Revan grinned as he felt Anja reach out to him. He stepped lightly from where the pilot of his gunship had landed, scattering hundreds of civilians in the process. His lightsaber found his hand as he dashed for where he had seen the assassin’s skimmer land. His pilot had kept them nearly on top of the skimmer, not allowing the assassin with the missile launcher to fire his weapon. This was not the case now as Revan watched the man raise the weapon to his shoulder and fire. 


The smoke and flame from the backwash of the weapon engulfed three civilians not fast enough to escape the deadly kill zone. Revan stopped and reached out with the Force, nudging the missile speeding at him into a screaming path straight up. His brow furrowed as he heard the assassin swear in a language he had not heard in decades. Revan covered the remaining sixty meters of distance to the skimmer in one Force assisted leap. His violet blade ignited, and deflected three heavy blaster bolts fired by the Trandoshan opposite the skimmer. The bolts ricocheted back at the mercenary, punching through his body and tossing him several meters back. With catlike quickness, Revan leaped aboard the skimmer, his blade spinning faster than the eye could follow. The Rodian still sitting in the skimmer had tried to rise when Revan landed on his craft, but suddenly found his upper body was no longer attached to his lower body. His head and shoulders tumbled from the craft to the ground below. 


Revan turned quickly, facing the lone remaining assassin. He watched as the figure dropped the missile launcher, his lightweight fiber armor sparkling in black polish from the lights of Vos Gesal Street. Revan jumped nimbly to the ground, his eyes never leaving the assassin as he reached up and removed the helmet he wore, exposing his Vurk warrior features. Revan watched him toss aside the helmet and pull the lightsaber from his belt, igniting the crimson blade.


Revan circled the Vurk slowly and carefully, his lightsaber held in the Soresu position of high guard. He had not drawn his second lightsaber just yet, waiting to see what this Vurk warrior would do.


“I will offer surrender to you only once.” Revan spoke confidently.


The Vurk warrior swept his lightsaber around in the sweeping path of the Makashi lightsaber style. Revan quickly deduced that this over two meter tall Vurk assassin was a Master of Makashi, based on his grip on the hilt of his lightsaber, and the elegant motions that his blade cut through the air until he brought it into a defensive posture, held away from his body with the blade pointing straight up, his other hand extended for balanced.


The Vurk spat on the duracrete in contempt. “You will not defeat me traitor.” The Vurk spoke, his words laced with unconcealed hatred and rage. “I will strike you down and gain favor with my Master.”


“You will die here today if you do not surrender. And Amaurth will have one less arrogant apprentice. ” Revan spoke. “I have no desire to kill you. Stand down… and you will be treated as a Prisoner of War.”


“It is time for you to die traitor!” The Vurk assassin snarled, moving in to attack with speed and precision.


Revan remained rooted in his spot, allowing the Force to guide his movements within Soresu until his violet blade was only a blur, deflecting every attack of the Vurk assassin with small stabs and strikes in a defensive stance that was as blindingly fast as if was effective. Revan could also detect the power of this Dark Assassin, and he was astonished at the powerful aura of this Vurk. Using Force powers here would be not only useless, but also exceedingly dangerous. Revan remained on the defensive, Soresu flowing easily through his body. He knew immediately he did not have the physical power to match this Vurk one on one, and to attempt any type of Force attack would render him completely vulnerable. All this was flashing through his mind, until the Vurk stepped away with a huff, sweeping his blade to the low guard position.

Revan was not even breathing heavily, but a small sheen of sweat had developed on the Vurk’s reptilian skin.


“I ask you to reconsider my offer.” Revan spoke calmly.


“I will kill you!” The Vurk screamed, his hand shooting up and lightning lancing across the distance between him and Revan.


Revan caught the barrage of Force lightning with his lightsaber deflecting it harmlessly into the atmosphere. “You can not win this fight.” Revan spoke, still circling the Vurk. He could see his beady yellow eyes searching for something to attack. Anything that would grant him the advantage he sought. Revan’s eyes narrowed when the Vurk smiled viciously.


“I know your weakness traitor!” He barked reaching out with the Force again, only this time Revan saw him snatch the small child up in a Force choke.


“No!” Revan’s eyes grew wide as he watched the Vurk send the child flying through the air, the small girl’s mother screaming from where they had been huddling in terror.


Revan watched as the girl’s body plummeted off the walkway into the dark abyss of Coruscant’s lower levels. She would fall for miles before finally striking the ground far below, perhaps already dead. Revan leaped for the edge of the walkway, reaching out with the Force to snag her small body. Her fall came to an abrupt halt as he caught her within his Force grip, but his eyes turned just as the Vurk landed next to him, crimson blade descending for the kill at his head.


And Revan smiled.


The Vurk saw this in the motion of his downward swing and his brain could not register why the traitor was smiling at his impending doom. His vicious snarl increased as his blade fell…


And then stopped as if striking a cortosis shielded wall. 


The Vurk’s eyes grew wide as his brain slowly began to comprehend and his vision filled with the shimmering color of the Viridian lightsaber, now poised under his crimson blade only millimeters from the traitor’s face. His head snapped around and he was looking into equally shimmering Jade green eyes, with billowing black hair surrounding the elegant facial features of the much smaller human female.


Anja’s face broke into a smile. “I’m sorry… I can not allow you to do that.” She spoke, her voice calm and controlled. “My husband would be very upset.”

THE BRIANNA

9TH REPUBLIC COMBINED CORP

5.2 LIGHT YEARS BEYOND NKLLON

Dacen stood in the Command and Control Center for his LICTOR-Class cruiser BRIANNA, listening as his senior Intelligence advisor reported on the ongoing operations under his control. The 9th Combined Corp was stretched very thin since Canderous had withdrawn the remainder of his Corp back to Coruscant for repairs and refit after The Battle of Dosuun. He turned when the door to the C&C opened and Brianna, Hanna and Atris walked in together, their faces drawn and grim from what they had felt within the Force. Dacen had called them to the bridge to inform them of what had happen on Coruscant, but as he watched them approach, he had to smile to himself.


Dacen was thrown back over a month in time as he remembered when Atris had arrived on Kashyyyk with his daughter while Brianna was recovering from her injuries. It had been Hanna who insisted on Atris accompanying her to Kashyyyk, and finally making peace with her one time Handmaiden. Atris had been more fearful at that one time than any time in her life. She had entered Brianna’s room, her face a mask of fear and sorrow and a multitude of other emotions she had never before allowed herself to experience. Atris had not known what to expect; surely hatred and anger at her actions so many years ago. What she discovered was something that had set her heart and mind free, and for the first time in her life allowed her to actually feel the wonders of the Force flowing through her.


Dacen had never before seen Atris cry, yet as Brianna held her in her arms, tears streaking down her own face, Atris wept for what seemed like hours. And once more Dacen saw the reason he loved Brianna from the very first moment he had met her in the secret Jedi academy buried in the North Pole of Telos. Brianna’s compassion knew no bounds, and it was this compassion that cemented Atris’s complete return to the light side of the Force, and her acceptance for her past sins, and her duty hence forth.


The three of them had been nearly inseparable since Kashyyyk, and Dacen could only smile at the debates they had had since then. And in the weeks that followed, Atris and Hanna, though separated by decades in age, had become incredible warriors when they worked as a team. It was something that had surprised Dacen at first, but he came to understand it was the expert instruction by Brianna and Hanna that allowed Atris to channel and focus the emotions she had buried for so long. She had become much more powerful, and her aura within the Force had grown and become strong and clear. 


Dacen’s smile faded as the reason he had sent for his wife and the others returned. He held the datapad in his hand, the initial details of the new attack on the Jedi Temple, displayed on the screen. Brianna was the first to notice his face and she stepped up to him.


“Dacen? What’s wrong?” She asked. “We have felt a powerful flux in the Force. What has happen?”


Atris and Hanna now took note of his expression, and their faces also showed their concern and they became attentive to him.


“Dad?” Hanna asked.


Dacen held out the datapad to Brianna. “The Temple was attacked again.” He said softly. “A terrorist attack.”


Atris’s face became like stone. “Terrorist attack?” She asked. “How… how did they breach the defenses?”


“They didn’t.” Dacen answered. “They sat in one of the repulser lift corridors and fired two modified anti-armor missiles into the north wall. They struck by the dormitories for the younglings.”


“Dacen… no! Please tell me…”


“Twenty-three are confirmed dead. Another thirty-seven wounded and nine unaccounted for.” Dacen told Atris, seeing her face look back at him in horror.


Hanna stepped forward, taking Atris’s hand tightly. “Did they… did they catch them?” She asked.


“Your Uncle Revan is in the process of doing that as we speak. Bastila is helping to transport the wounded to more advanced medical facilities than what the Temple has. The Chancellor has locked down Coruscant. He…”


“General! We’re getting a live feed from the HoloNet relay station!” His COM officer spoke. “It’s the Chancellor!”


Dacen nodded and motioned to the screen. “Patch it through.”


They all turned to the screen as Brose’s face appeared. The lines around his lips were deeper than Dacen remembered, but his eyes told the story in full.


“Approximately thirty-nine minutes ago, terrorists struck the Jedi Temple with modified anti-tank missiles.” Brose was speaking. “Two missiles were able to breach the Temple defenses and they impacted on the North wall of the Temple, as many of you no doubt have seen. What many of you have not seen is the overwhelming response by civilians in the surrounding area. Men and women, no different than many of you watching, employees of the Temple’s dock areas and many beautiful gardens, these men and women were responding to this dastardly attack within minutes. Many of them have saved lives. These attacks were beyond barbaric, for they targeted an area of the Temple that housed the Jedi younglings. Twenty-three of them have passed on into the Force, and another forty are severely wounded.” The picture of Brose was clear enough to detect the tears forming in his eyes now. “Many of you out there have questioned the intentions of the Jedi in this ongoing war. I ask you now, after this attack has taken place, are your feelings or misgivings warranted? This monstrous attack was specifically targeted at the Jedi children, not adult Jedi that could properly defend themselves; children which the Jedi Order could have evacuated at any time off Coruscant, but yet remained here to train and show their support for this Republic. This is not something I will abide. I enacted Executive Order 21056 only a few moments ago. This order specifically states that any individual or company or party that assisted in these attacks and might assist in any future attacks, will be immediately labeled an enemy of the Republic and a traitor. All property will be seized, all assets frozen, and all associates taken into custody. I have taken this action without consulting the Masters of the Jedi High Council, and this order will remain in effect until I am dead, or the war ends.


“I will tolerate no attacks on innocent children. I have instructed the Commander of the Coruscant Security Forces to commence a full investigation into this attack. I will grant a one hour amnesty period from the end of this transmission for anyone to come forward with information on these terrorists, or any that may be planning future attacks. One hour only. When that hour passes, anyone found to have aided, provided shelter or material supplies to any organization with intentions of harm will be placed under arrest, provided a very short trial, and then executed. There will be no appeals. The targeting of legitimate military assets is one thing, the wanton slaughter of children, even Jedi children, is something akin to genocide. To those of you out there with these intentions in mind… we will find you! No matter how long it takes! No matter the resources we have to expend. We will hunt you down and destroy you just as you have destroyed lives here today.” Brose could be seen taking a deep breath and getting his emotions under control again. “Thank you all for your time. I apologize for interrupting the normal broadcasting programs.”


Dacen turned to his executive officer as the monitor went dark. “I want immediate sweeps of all ships! Even the barges! Lets’ make sure we are clean.”


The man nodded. “Done!” He echoed, moving to another console.


Atris stood up straight, small tears rolling down her cheeks. “May you all rest within the Force younglings,” She spoke softly. “You have earned it.”


“Revan and Bastila’s younger children are safe.” Dacen spoke. “Some minor cuts and bruises, nothing more.” 


“You said Revan was after the attackers?” Brianna asked.


Dacen nodded. “The last report was from a CSF transport. Revan had forced the attacker down in the Uscru Entertainment District. Anja was moving toward his location with additional gunship support.”


Atris looked at him. “She was at the Temple?” She asked curiously.


Dacen nodded. “She returned to Coruscant with Bastila.” He answered. “Why?”


“It is something we must discuss in private.” Atris spoke. “I don’t understand it, but I have a feeling of foreboding when it concerns Anja.”


Dacen nodded slowly. “Very well.” He replied. “We can not provide assistance to those at the Temple from here, and since Canderous is already on Coruscant, we’ll leave it to him and the others. Hanna, I need you and Atris to take a regiment and reinforce your brother Yusanis on Vandelhelm. The Sith are becoming bolder in trying to take the planet, and his resistance force could use some additional support.”


Hanna nodded. “I’ll have Colonel Tale stand to his regiment. We can depart in three hours.”


Dacen nodded. “Brianna, I need you to take a detachment to Cerea. One of Vandar’s scout teams has detected a sizeable Sith force forming near Riflor, in what could be a move to take Cerea.”


Brianna nodded. “I’ll depart within the hour.” She said.


“T-3 and Bao-Dur have been modifying a CEC RT-1100 freighter for the past week.” Dacen explained. “It’s ready for use, and they’ll be accompanying you as well.” Dacen told his wife.


“What will you do?” Hanna asked her father.


Dacen pointed to a spot on the star chart. “I’m leading an assault on this Sith Fleet here around Haruun Kal. Our numbers are about even, and the local governor has been screaming for aide for weeks.”


“Watch yourself father. The Korunnai are all Force sensitive, and exceptionally violent.” Hanna spoke.


Dacen nodded. “The tribes have been warring for centuries over something or other, but the request came through the Korunnai ambassador on Coruscant; and according to the Ambassador, it came from all the tribes together. The Sith have established a forward base on the planet with the intent to capture and corrupt as many of the Korunnai people as possible. That is not something we can allow.”


Brianna stepped forward and kissed her husband softly. “I will stay in touch my love. May the Force protect you.”


Dacen smiled and squeezed Brianna’s hand tightly, returning her kiss. “And you Brianna.”


Atris watched as he said goodbye to Hanna as well, and then he turned to her as Hanna left the bridge. Dacen took her hand and pulled her to a less traveled portion of the bridge. “What is it you need to tell me?” He asked.


“There are two items really. I have spoken with Master Vandar and Master Bindo.” Atris told him. “They inquired of the other Master’s on the council and all have voted in favor.”


“In favor of what?” Dacen asked.


“There is still one vacant seat on the High Council. We want Brianna to fill that seat.” Atris said. She lifted her hand before Dacen could speak. “I did not do this out of some sense of atonement Dacen. I ignored for many years what you saw when you first met Brianna. Her connection to the Force was very strong, due in no small part because of her mother Arren Kae. I neglected that where you did not. At the time I would only have corrupted her. She is one of the most powerful Healer Jedi I have ever seen, and she deserves a seat on the Council for this. Her compassion knows no bounds, and if she sat on the Council, Vandar, Revan and I feel more Jedi would turn to the Healing Arts. It is a wise decision, and one I hope you will encourage. It will be the first complete High Council in nearly two hundred years and it will go a long way to restoring faith in our Order, and all Jedi.”


Dacen nodded and smiled. “I will support it, of course.” He told her.


Atris nodded. “Good. Now… as for Anja… I can’t put a finger on the foreboding I sense for her, but it is centered on Coruscant, and I believe it may mean she is in danger.”


“What do you feel?”


Atris shook her head slowly. “It’s strange really. It’s known to her and us… but it carries danger as well. I believe it is centered around a person, but I am no where near as attuned to the Force in a way as to sense it completely. Warn her, that is all I ask.”


Dacen nodded again. “I will do so immediately.” He said. “Hanna… Hanna has come to rely on you. I…”

Atris smiled and shook her head. “I have come to rely on her more than she on me. Do not worry. I will watch out for her. You and Brianna have given me another chance to become what I was meant to be. I do not intend to ruin it again. We will be fine.”


Dacen nodded. “Thank you.”


“No Dacen. Thank you.” Atris spoke. She squeezed his hand and then turned to follow Hanna.


Dacen took a deep breath and then turned to his executive officer. “Prepare my Attack Group for departure! As soon as the others have left, set a course for Haruun Kal!”


“Yes sir!”


The Vurk Dark Jedi could not stop his momentum as Anja’s Force push struck him with enormous power, tossing him twenty meters down the massive walkway, scattering those civilians who had gathered to watch the epic duel. He grunted heavily as his body slammed into the stationary repulser car, and pain wracked through his limbs. He had no time to recover, as Anja covered the distance to him in one easy leap, her viridian blade flashing out. His own crimson blade snapped up, deflecting her blow at the last instant and he let loose a Force shove of his own, which only managed to drive her back a few meters and she executed a back flip with the grace of a Twi’lek dancer. This action however bought him enough time to scramble to his feet, bringing his lightsaber up in a low guard position. Out of the corner of his eye he could see Revan pulling the small human child to safety, and handing her to the child’s mother. His attention turned back to Anja, who stood calmly, her blazing light saber held in the defensive position of a Master of Djem-So. 


The Vurk stared at Anja, amazed that someone so small in stature could wield the power she obviously did. He had never faced a Master of Djem-So, and he knew that there were very few Dark Jedi, let alone normal Jedi who practiced this form of lightsaber combat. A smile split his face. He was recognized as one of the premier lightsaber duelists within the Sith ranks, and now he would have a chance to prove it against this small woman. After he defeated her, he would deal with the traitor.


“You are the woman of the traitor’s son!” The Vurk spoke finally. “I am honored. I will destroy two of my Master’s most hated enemies in one day.”


Anja returned his smile with one of her own. “Your arrogance is your weakness Sith!” She snapped.


“And your compassion is yours Jedi! You should have let the traitor die! You could have killed me easily then!” The Vurk told her.


Anja grinned. “It’s more fun this way!” She spoke, and leaped at the Vurk with the speed of a striking Arkanian Palm Viper.


The Vurk Dark Jedi barely brought his blade up in time to parry her quick thrust, and he stepped back two steps to recover himself, but Anja gave him no respite. Her attack was relentless, her Viridian blade a whirl of silvery green, never stopping. Her strikes drove him back slowly, explicitly, her speed and strength never dimming. He was using all his skill to simply keep her from cleaving him in two. The first tendrils of dread began to fill him, fueling his dark powers in desperation. His mind began to imagine ways to defeat her, ways to escape, anything that would mean victory for him, and survival.


Anja had opened herself entirely to the Force as Revan had shown her, immersing her being into the waves of energy. She allowed the Force to direct her, control her, and flow through her as a conduit of sorts, enhancing her already considerable lightsaber skills to near perfection. The Force infused her with its power, focusing her Force assisted strikes and directing her mind numbingly fast parries. She could feel the Vurk weakening, and becoming desperate, his rage and anger now turning to fear and thoughts of escape. Anja was also no fool, and she knew drawing so heavily upon the Force would weaken her much quicker. She could sense his desperation fueled parries of her attacks, yet she could also feel her blows weakening ever so slightly. She had never pushed herself this far, and it was going to start becoming more apparent very quickly.


Anja executed a leaping front kick in an attempt to end the fight quickly, but her massive use of the Force had drained her physical reserves to near empty, and her kick only succeeded in smashing into the bone hard sweeping head crest. Anja cried out as the Vurk staggered back from the force of the blow, and she slammed to the hard ground, her foot and shin broken in three places. Anja ignored the pain lancing through her leg and began to scramble away from the stunned Vurk as fast as she could drag herself.


The Vurk Dark Jedi shook his head to clear his thoughts, and his face twisted into a cruel snarl when he saw Anja’s condition. He lifted his lightsaber and sprang for her, landing above her, his legs to either side of her body. Anja’s eyes widened and she swung her lightsaber around toward his exposed legs. The Vurk laughed as he batted aside her attack.


“I will kill you now!” He screamed, raising his lightsaber above his head for a killing blow.


Anja spit at him. “Not likely Sith scum!” She barked.


Ignoring the pain shooting through her leg and lower body, Anja rolled back slightly, bringing her other leg forward, bending it at the knee and launching the front kick directly into the Vurk’s undefended mid-section. The blow sent him reeling back several meters, two of his ribs crushed from the impact. He regained his footing in time to see the traitor appear in front of him, his twin violet colored lightsabers spinning so fast in an intricate dance of death that it mesmerized him for an instant. 


Revan’s face was a mask of tightly controlled anger, and his lightsabers moved with a speed born of that anger. All he had taught his children came flooding to him in an instant, and he attacked with neither mercy or defeat anywhere in his head.


Many had called Revan Panlie the finest lightsaber duelist in the history of the Jedi Order, even before he had left for the Mandalorian War. During the war, he had retrained himself in the use of two lightsabers, and the stories about him only increased, even at the Jedi Temple on Coruscant. His actions during the war were followed by hundreds of Jedi who longed to emulate him, and they marveled at his skill. Revan had refined the art of lightsaber dueling even during his time as Lord of the Sith. Only Malak had ever shown an ability to come close to matching him in dueling, and upon his return to the light, his skills only increased. It was these skills the Vurk Dark Jedi had only heard stories about, and he knew that without question it was these skills that would end his life now.


The Vurk Dark Jedi raised his lightsaber in defense, as the spinning blades of Revan reached out to him. He managed to parry the first three strikes, mainly by luck, but he also knew his luck had run out. Natal had told him to never face either father or son in lightsaber combat alone. Either of them was at a level of Mastery that no Sith, save Natal or Amaurth themselves, could achieve. The Vurk had let the power of the Dark Side cloud his reason, and now he would pay the price. The battle was already over, the theatrics that followed only extending the story a mere few seconds.


Using the lightsaber form Jar’kai, of which only he and his son had mastered, Revan stepped into the lightsaber range of the Vurk and began to batter him endlessly. He could see the light of fear and panic in the Vurk’s yellow eyes and this only drove him further. His violet blades were moving so fast they seemed to form one continuous whirling band of light, and the surrounding civilians were watching with jaw dropping awe as they watched Revan in battle. It was a sight that would live on in the stories they told their children, how they were there the day Revan fought the Vurk Dark Jedi and destroyed him.


Revan’s shorter blade finally breached the battered defenses of the Vurk Dark Jedi and clipped the Vurk’s left shoulder. The Vurk cried out as the smell of seared flesh filled the air. There was little time to realize what was happening, as Revan’s main blade stabbed forward, driving clean through the Vurk’s chest, the violet blade exploding out the Dark Jedi’s back. The shorter blade was already in motion for an inward sweep, and this blade separated the Vurk’s head from his shoulders with barely any decrease in speed.


Revan stepped back, allowing the Vurk to fall forward as he pulled his main lightsaber blade from the corpse. He paused only a second before turning and leaping to where Anja sat, cradling her broken leg and foot.


“Anja…” He started.


“It’s broken.” She spoke with a grimace, using the Force to heal the main break, and ease the pain somewhat. “I’m… I’m ok.”


Revan touched her face. “That was a singularly stupid thing to do.” He told her.


Anja chuckled until it hurt too much to laugh. “Now you tell me.” She said. “The child?”


Revan nodded. “She is safe.” He replied. Revan whirled, his violet blade igniting as he faced the crowd of men and women closing in around them.


“Master Revan!” The closest woman called, holding out her hands to show them they were empty. “I have training as a nurse! We wish to help!”


Revan took a deep breath, his anger and hate dissipating all around him and he nodded. “Forgive me.” He spoke.


“You have saved so many of us this day Master Revan,” A man spoke now. “Allow us to help you.” He turned to two other men and they came forward with a repulser bed they had snatched from a nearby medical transport.


Revan turned back to Anja with a smile. “What say we keep this between you and me? That way we won’t have to explain to Bastila and Rev what happen.”


Anja returned his smile. “I think that is probably a good idea.” She answered.


Revan watched as the two men brought the repulser bed next to her, as dozens of other civilians pressed closer to the two Jedi that had saved countless lives today. Many of them were armed and facing outward toward any sign of danger that might have threatened their saviors, and three more men were directing the incoming Mandalorian gunship to a clear area to land. Revan took all this in with a practiced eye, and he smiled to himself. 


It was a good day to be a Jedi.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

HONOGHR 

Revan had taken the first watch after they had arrived at the ruins. Eli had reported a brief but ultimately deadly encounter with a small Sith patrol in the jungle. They had hid the bodies before moving to secure the site of the ruins. The ruins were a mix of stone walls and pillars built almost directly in concert with four very large trees that had bases of nearly twenty meters in diameter. A small stream of fresh water ran through the jungle only a hundred meters away and the thick tree canopy above provided adequate protection from any Sith satellites that might be sweeping the planet. The humidity went a long way to blending their heat signatures into the background, and their biosignatures were distorted enough by the static charge in the lower atmosphere to be indistinguishable from the indigenous lifeforms on the planet.


Revan sat quietly on top of the wall, his senses attuned to the night through the Force. He could sense every living thing within four hundred meters of their location, and none of them provided anything more than a cursory look at the newcomers to the jungle. Revan could feel Anja’s anxiousness earlier in the day, and now his thoughts drifted to his beautiful young wife and the child she carried, their child.  Revan had been raised by his parents with the expressed understanding that this war was coming, and they would have to fight it. They were all Jedi now, and it was their duty to safeguard the Republic. It still stirred Revan’s soul when he replayed the events of that night four months ago when Vandar bestowed upon him the title of Jedi Knight. 

His father had been the Champion of the Jedi Order before leaving to fight the Mandalorians. The strongest and most capable Jedi in the Order’s history, he had taken to heart the oath of the Jedi in defending the Republic, even when the Masters on the High Council would not. If only they had listened to him then, it might not have come to this right now.


Revan turned his head when he felt Lanni approaching. She came up to the wall and saw him sitting there. Revan knew she was still growing accustom to what she now knew she was, and the skills she possessed that had laid dormant all these years. However, without the continued use of Nuerin Nine and the espousing of anti-Jedi dialogue, Lanni was not like the Jedi killing assassins she was designed to be. She was exceptionally intelligent and equally beautiful. Revan also discovered she was extremely compassionate, but also very realistic when needed.


“You should be sleeping.” He said softly. “Tomorrow will be a full day.”


Lanni effortlessly pulled herself onto the stone wall, slightly lower then Revan, and pulled her knees up to her chest. “Why aren’t you sleeping?” She asked.


“The Force allows me to go into a meditative state and rest, but still be fully aware of my surroundings.” Revan explained. He held out the canteen to her. “It allows me to go longer periods without actual sleep.”


Lanni finished sipping the water. “But you do need to sleep?” She asked.


Revan smiled. “Yes. I do need to sleep.”


“And Zhar has this ability?”


“Every Jedi does. Some just don’t use it as much.” Revan replied. He looked at her. “How do you feel?”


Lanni nodded. “I’m fine. I guess my ‘designer’ genes are such that I can do very physical things and not get as tired as some.” She answered with a smile.


Revan chuckled softly. “I will be honest with you Lanni.” He told her. “I did not hold out much hope for you when we first met.”


“And now?”


“Now I think that perhaps you will be one of our strongest assets.” Revan answered. “You love my brother. That much is written all over your face and with every action you take when you are around Zhar. I think you might surprise us in many aspects as this mission continues.”


“Will I ever truly fit in Revan?” Lanni asked him.


Revan looked at her. “What do you mean?”


Lanni took a deep breath. “I mean… I am a clone. I am part of a group that was strictly designed to hunt down and kill Jedi. I can feel the strength coursing through my veins, my mind measuring and calculating outcomes for encounters we might have. It’s frightening.”


Revan nodded. “I’m sure it is.” He told her. “However… you are not the same as the clones. You have never been exposed, except on a cursory level, to what the clones were originally designed for. You have never been indoctrinated as they were supposed to be. There is a very large difference.”


“Is there?” Lanni asked him.


“Do you feel the need to slaughter me? Do you feel the need to murder Zhar when you are in his arms?” Revan asked calmly.


Lanni shook her head. “No. But how do I know those feelings will never come out?”


Revan cocked his head slightly before answering her. “There is always that possibility.” He replied softly. “However, worrying about something that may never happen is a waste of energy and time. Your continued association with Zhar and the rest of my family, as well as the many Jedi you will no doubt come to know will go a long way to ensuring those tendencies never find their way to the surface of your personality.”


“Are you so sure?” Lanni asked.


Revan met her eyes. “Lanni… if I wasn’t sure… do you think I would have allowed you to remain on my ship?”


Lanni shook her head with a small smile. “No.”


“There you have it.” Revan said. “Do not dwell on what might have happened, or might happen in the future. Remain in the here and now; you are a member of my family now, and we look after our own.”


“What do you mean a member of your family?” Lanni asked.


“I have it on good authority that once this war is all over, you will be Zhar’s wife.” Revan said.


Lanni’s eyes grew a little bigger. “He’s going to ask me to marry him?”


Revan shrugged. “I don’t know. That is for Zhar to determine. However, it is something that I feel will be a rather large event. A party on Coruscant… lots of guests, lots of Tarisian Ale, and a few good cigars! That’s just my opinion mind you.”


“Are Jedi always so cryptic in the way they talk?” She asked.


Revan looked at her. “You think I’m cryptic?” Revan laughed softly. “Lanni… I’m a straight shooter when it comes to expressing my thoughts. If you want cryptic… wait until you have a lengthy discussion with Master Vandar or Master Bindo. Cryptic is their middle name.”


Lanni’s head turned out into the jungle quickly and she sniffed the air quite without realizing it. “Revan…”


Revan nodded. “Yes I know. They’ve been out there for a few minutes now. They moved into position as you were sitting down.”


“Are they Sith?” She asked.


Revan shook his head. “No. I believe we are about to meet the local resistance fighters for this area.” He didn’t move, and simply looked at her as he talked, as if he had not a care in the world.


“Should I… should I wake the others?” She asked.


“Certainly.” He told her. “The Noghri ambassador is already awake and has sensed his people. Please have him come over here if you would.”


“I’m here Revan.” The voice spoke from the darkness. The short figure of the Noghri Ambassador came into focus as he stepped up to Revan.


“Anything we should know about our guests Sahkis?” Revan asked as Lanni scrambled off the wall and went to wake the others.


The Noghri came up next to the wall as Revan slowly lowered himself to the ground. “If they were hostile they would have attacked already.” Sahkis replied. “I believe they are fighters of the resistance, but I have no knowledge of groups on this continent.”


“So they are scouting us?”


Sahkis nodded. “Trying to determine if we are supporters of the Sith or not.”


“I can detect four of them.” Revan spoke. “I assume there are probably more.”


“That is a safe bet.” Sahkis replied.


Revan looked at him. “None of us speak your language Sahkis. At this moment, we are completely helpless to you. You can claim what you want with regards to our status. Now is the opportunity to prove to the others that you are not to be suspect.”


Sahkis nodded. He leaped nimbly onto the wall and looked out into the darkness. (Come forward!) He barked. (I bring agents of the Republic to our aide! We are not supporters of the Sith!)


(The bodies we found nearby? You did this?) The male voice echoed from the darkness as the rest of Revan’s team began to slowly move into defensive positions.


(We did! I have Jedi with me! The son of Revan is among them!)


(Name your tribe!)


(I am Sahkis, son of Shakier! I hail from the Southern continent! We have crashed on this continent and need to reach the tribe of Wakeke!)


(How many in your party?)


Sahkis turned to where Revan stood next to the wall. “They want to know how many we are.” He spoke.


Revan looked at him. “They know how many we have here. They have others that have moved into position all around us.”


(You ask a question you already have the answer to!) Sahkis barked out. (Others have moved all around us! The Jedi can sense them! If it is a fight you wish, then come and die! You will find we are not so easily overcome!) Sahkis barked out.


(May we approach under truce?)


(Slowly! Those with me are warriors, and they will not hesitate to destroy you!)   


Revan and Sahkis watched as half a dozen Noghri appeared as if by magic from the darkness. All of them were armed with blaster rifles and swords, but none of the weapons were pointed at them, which was a good sign. Revan had gotten into a crouch on top of the wall in case he had to move quickly, and he gazed at the Noghri, his hand resting on the hilt of his lightsaber. The apparent leader of the group was slightly taller than the average Noghri at nearly 1.6 meters Revan estimated. All of them wore loose fitting clothing over their steely gray skin, with small packs on their backs.


“There are nine more of them out there.” Revan spoke to Sahkis. “Tell him to bring them in, or I will order my men to destroy them.”


Sahkis translated Revan’s words, and the leader looked at Revan, his deep brown eyes measuring up the tall human. He spoke something to Sahkis.


“He is wavering Revan. He doesn’t know if he can trust us.” Sahkis told him. “And he doesn’t believe you know where all of his men are.”


Revan smiled. “He doesn’t uhu?” Revan reached out with his hand and found the nearest Noghri still in the trees around them. He closed his fist and yanked his hand forward. There was a tearing sound of leaves and branches and a small male scream before the body of the Noghri slammed into the ground unceremoniously at the feet of the leader. The Noghri leader and those with him jumped back as their brethren impacted the ground in front of them and curled up in a ball moaning in pain from the broken arm and ribs his flight and impact with the ground had caused.


The Noghri leader gazed at Revan with wide eyes and slowly dropped to one knee, followed by the others in his group. He barked out orders in his language and eight more figures appeared quickly form the darkness to fall in behind him. He looked at Sahkis and spoke quickly.


“He is pledging himself to you Revan.” Sahkis spoke. 


Revan jumped nimbly to the ground in front of the wall and walked slowly up to the kneeling Noghri. “I don’t want his pledge Sahkis. Tell him to pledge himself to the freedom of his people and his planet.”


“Revan… this is a matter of honor.” Sahkis told him. “You have shown yourself to be superior to him.”


Revan looked at Sahkis. “I am not superior to him Sahkis. I am here… we are here to help them fight the Sith and retake their planet for themselves. If he is still alive and leading those with him against the Sith, then he has proven to be a great warrior all by himself. Ask him to pledge himself to the freedom of his people.” 


Sahkis turned to the Noghri leader and translated what Revan had said. The Noghri’s eyes grew a little wider and he turned to Revan. “You… son of Great Lord Revan.” Revan kept his face emotionless as the Noghri spoke in halting basic. “My… people have heard of you. They… they say you are a warrior unequaled… like your fa—ther. Yet you ask me to ple—dge my honor to my people? You will… you will not rule my planet?”


Revan shook his head. “This is your world. We have come to give it back to you. That is what I ask you to pledge your honor to.” Revan knelt next to the injured Noghri and placed his hands on his chest. He sent a soothing and healing pulse of the Force through the Noghri, knitting the bones back together and healing the massive bruises caused by the injuries. The Noghri looked up at Revan, his eyes wide, and he scrambled to his knees, bowing his head. Revan turned back to the leader. “I have more men and ships coming. We will fight the Sith beside you and return your world to you. Or… we will die in the process.”


The leader’s eyes grew even larger and he turned to his group barking out words in his language. Revan watched as the others turned and looked at Revan with something akin to reverence and they all got to their feet. Revan followed suit as the Noghri leader stepped up to him.


“I am… I am Rukin, of the Tribe of Rukainini. As leader of my tribe, I pledge myself and our honor to our world and we will fight for you.” Rukin told him.


Revan nodded. “Then join us. We have food and water.” He said, motioning with his hand to the inner perimeter.

CORUSCANT

JEDI TEMPLE


“…should feed you both to a Sarlacc for acting so rashly!” Bastila raged at her husband and Anja.


Revan and Anja had returned to the Jedi Temple on the gunship and went immediately to the infirmary where the medics finished healing Anja’s broken leg. She walked with a slight limp and would for a few days due to the soreness, but all three breaks were clean and the broken bones would heal easily. Bastila caught up with them as they were leaving the infirmary and immediately began ranting at them for acting as they did.


“A Vurk Dark Jedi! Anja you carry my grandchild for Force’s sake! If anything happens to you, what do we tell our son? He will…” Revan pulled his wife to him and kissed her deeply, silencing her words. She clutched at his robes tightly.


“We are fine.” Revan told her softly after he had broken the kiss.


Bastila looked at him with her sapphire eyes, still clutching his arm and nodded. “You… you Bantha farmer!”


Revan grinned. “The little ones?” He asked.


“They are fine.” Bastila told him. “They’ve already returned to their studies with the other younglings. We’ve transferred all of the seriously wounded to the Chancellor’s personal surgeons for care. He provided an entire company of recently graduated Republic Commandos to watch over them while they are there.”


“The CSF is sweeping the lower tunnels?” Revan asked.


Bastila nodded. “Four teams of them, each with two Jedi. The Wookiee and Mandalorian sweeper teams have run through the entire Temple once and are doing it again to be safe.”


Revan nodded. “Someone gave them the position of the dormitories.” He said. “The blueprints for the Temple aren’t exactly public knowledge.”


“Someone from within the Temple helped them?” Anja asked stunned.


“It’s the only explanation.” Revan answered.


“The Chancellor has enacted an Executive Order that specifies anyone caught for assisting them will be subject to summary execution.” Bastila told them. “He was quite upset when Vandar talked with him. He has promised us any medical attention we need, and told the Commander of the CSF to find out who did this at any cost.”


“There is something about this attack that isn’t right.” Revan spoke, stopping and turning from the path they had been walking toward the Council chambers. He went to the railing that overlooked the courtyard below and his eyes scanned the numerous Mandalorian and Wookiee troops moving about freely with the older Jedi Padawans.


“What do you mean Revan?” Bastila asked coming up beside her husband.


“Amaurth is a savage beast, but this attack does not fit his profile.” Revan spoke. “This type of attack only emboldens us to continue and fight harder. If he were going to attack the Temple, he would do it in a way that would bring down this entire structure and kill everyone here. This attack was meant only to kill Jedi younglings. It was an act of hatred beyond military reason.”


“Revan… if Amaurth is as savage as you say why would this attack be outside the realm of something he would do?” Bastila asked.


“It does not serve his ultimate purpose.” Revan told her. “He would not do anything that would make the Jedi fight harder. He would do the exact opposite. This attack was an act of simple hatred and rage.”


“Whoever is responsible,” Anja said. “They would have to have support and money. And that Vurk dark Jedi we fought spoke of his Master. Who else could it be?”


“Could it be this Natal you and Rev have spoken of?” Bastila asked.


Revan shook his head. “Natal is a puppet.” He replied. “He would not have the capacity to put together this type of operation.”


“The prisoners we have captured seem to regard him highly.” Bastila spoke. “They say he is almost as good as Amaurth with a lightsaber.”


Revan looked at her. “Natal is all talk and no punch.” He told her. “He has always been that way. He would rather work in the shadows and curry favor by subversive means. He wishes to confront Rev in a lightsaber fight… fine… let him. Our son would clean his clock. No… this type of attack, the emotions behind it… it smacks of… it’s almost similar in a way to… that’s not possible though.”


“What?” Bastila asked.


“The only person I have ever known that harbors this type of rage and hatred of the Jedi.” Revan said. 


Bastila’s eyes went wide. “Revan you can’t be serious? He’s dead! You killed him!”


“Did I?” Revan asked quietly. “During our fight he told me how he had used the Star Forge to keep Jedi from joining the Force. So he could suck their energy from them. Perhaps there were other things that he discovered.”


“Who are we talking about?” Anja asked.


“The Star Forge was blown into atoms Revan.” Bastila said. “You stabbed him through his chest with your lightsaber! And then it was destroyed by the Republic fleet! Even if he did not die in front of you, the explosion would have killed him!”


Revan nodded. “I would tend to agree.” He said. “But this act was very similar to when he ordered the bombardment of Telos against my expressed orders. He had Saul Karath slaughtered millions of people on a whim, knowing there was no military value in it. And he did it to challenge me. To see what I would do.”


“Revan… you are beginning to frighten me.” Bastila said. “There’s no way!” She gripped his arm tightly. “Is there?”


“Who in the bloody Force are you talking about?” Anja snapped finally.


Revan looked at her and grinned. “Our daughter-in-law is spending too much time around you Bas.” He said. “She’s picking up your euphuisms.”


“Revan we need to talk with Vandar and Jolee about this!” Bastila spoke quickly. “You have to be wrong! You have to be!”


“Will someone please tell me what you are talking about?” Anja pleaded.


Revan looked at her again, no sign of amusement on his face at all. “We are talking about my former apprentice.” He said. “The man I thought I killed on the Star Forge thirty years ago. We are speaking of Darth Malak.”

HONOGHR

Rev sat next to Arren and Dralor as Rukin was pointing out Sith installations currently occupying the continent they were on. The other Noghri were scattered about rapidly eating the field rations given to them by Eli and the other troopers. They watched with amused grins, as all of them hated the foul tasting rations even though they were packed with energy and protein. 


“…contact with many of the other resistance groups.” Rukin was explaining in basic. Rev had requested permission from him to use the Force to draw their language out of his mind and help him to learn basic as well. Rukin readily agreed and soon found himself speaking fluently in basic, and Rev speaking fluently to him in Honoghran. “They are scattered across all the continents, and we use small low band transmitters to communicate. The tribe of Wakeke is the largest, here on the northern continent.”


“How do we get to them?” Rev asked. “The shipyard we are here to destroy is on the northern continent.”


Rukin nodded and pointed to the holo image of the continent they were currently occupying. “This is an old smugglers base, twelve hours journey from here. The Sith use it for re-supply. The garrison there is not large, and there are several transports on the ground at all times.”


Dralor nodded. “That stands to reason. They would want to be able to pull their forces off the continent quickly if something were to happen elsewhere.” He said. “I don’t suppose you know what type of transport?”


Rukin shook his head. “My people are not knowledgeable of the flying craft. It is large and has a large ramp in the back. Two doors on the side.”


Dralor looked at Rev. “Probably a Mark II Sith transport.” He said. “Each of them has a load out of about four hundred personnel. If we could steal one of them, we’d be in good shape.”


Rev nodded. “If they keep three of them on hand, it stands to reason they have at least that many troops on the ground.”


“We have killed many Sith in the past months.” Rukin spoke up. “Easily ten times our number.”


“That’s only a hundred troops.” Arren said.


Rukin looked at her with a toothy grin. “You think what I have here is our entire force? I have nearly a hundred warriors spread out among the dark places of the jungle.”


Revan grinned. “Contact them Rukin.” He said. “The first thing we are going to do is take that smuggler facility, then we are going to load up and move to the northern continent and start taking back your planet.”


Rukin’s dark eyes lit up with bloodlust. “I will do so immediately.”


Revan turned to Zhar as Rukin darted off to contact the remainder of his people. “Zhar… you think you could fly a Mark II?”


Zhar nodded his head. “They aren’t much different in set up from a G-Wing. A little bigger and more powerful perhaps, but I can fly one. Landing will be a little tricky as their wing span is enormous, but I can do it.”


Revan nodded. “I’ll fly the third one. We hit this facility, destroy the garrison, have them recall what troops they have out, and then use the transports to move to the Northern continent. Sahkis… you can contact the Wakeke tribe leader correct?”


“When we are close enough to the shore yes. We dare not risk a long range transmission to their base from one of the transports until we are within a few kilometers of the shore.” Sahkis told them. “Their main camp is only a few kilometers inland from the shore, and we do not want to compromise their location.” 


Rev nodded. “We won’t need to. We’ll be flying very low across the water, and won’t need their direction until we are almost on top of them. If we stay a hundred meters off the surface of the water, the Sith satellites won’t be able to discern us from the reflection of the water.”


“Won’t they detect the Ion trails of our engines?” Zhar asked.


Revan shook his head. “The charged static electricity in the atmosphere keeps sensors from operating at peak efficiency, and I’m guessing the techs watching the feeds from the satellites have been here watching the same thing for so long they won’t bat an eye when they detect the disrupted Ion wakes across the ocean.”


“We should make radical course changes the whole way across the ocean Revan.” Dralor spoke. “So we don’t leave a discernable pattern.”


Rev nodded and looked over to Eli. He motioned with his hand and Eli rose from his crouch to come over next to him. “How many spare rifles did we have in the stores we buried?”


“We buried a hundred and twelve M9 Assault rifles.” Eli replied. “Full power packs as well.”


“What about armor?”


“We were a little light on the armor General.” Eli answered. “Most of what we buried was Echani light armor, enough to outfit a full company.”


Revan nodded. “Take half our group and half the Noghri and get those supplies back here. The Echani light armor will be perfect for the Noghri; they will put it to better use than us, especially with their natural speed and agility.”


Eli nodded, his military mind seeing where Revan was going before anyone but Dralor. “Yes. Even a full company of Echani equipped Noghri would decimate any Sith Force we encounter of equal size.”


Revan nodded. “And our follow on forces will be here in less than a week. We need to make contact with the main resistance group and prepare to receive them.”


“Follow on forces?” Arren asked, turning to look at him. “What follow on forces? I thought it was just us Rev? I thought we were only going to see what it is the Noghri desired, get them to help us destroy the shipyard and then supply them before we left.”


Revan shook his head, looking at Sahkis as he answered. “The Chancellor, my father and I had a private talk before we departed Kashyyyk. The 6th Corp is currently enroute here by a very long meandering path. When they arrive in system, they are going to hit the orbiting Sith Fleet with everything they have, and using newly equipped Republic RVR19 Transports, they are going to drop two divisions of troops where we tell them.” Revan took in the shocked looks of Arren, Zhar and Lanni and the knowing soldier looks of Dralor and Eli. “When we have those troops on the ground, we are going to kick the Sith off this planet and right out of the system if all goes according to plan.”

CORUSCANT

JEDI HIGH COUNCIL CHAMBERS

“…this is almost too impossible to believe Revan.” Jolee spoke.


The Council chamber was silent as those in actual attendance, and those joining by way of holo transmission were stunned into quiet reflection. All twelve chairs of the High Council were now occupied, as Dacen had informed Brianna of what the Jedi Council had decided, and she now occupied the remaining seat as the lone Jedi Healer on the Council. For the first time in nearly three hundred years the Jedi Order had a complete High Council.


Revan nodded from his chair, Bastila to one side of him, Vandar on the other. Only two of the other Masters were present in the chambers, Tena Kar having returned to Coruscant from Kashyyyk only two days ago, and Master Ki-Van Tar who had only returned from Corellia just yesterday.


“I know it sounds outrageous.” Revan said. “But it is a possibility we have to consider. Malak had somehow twisted the use of the Star Forge to keep these mortally wounded Jedi from Dantooine alive in some sort of suspended animation. He could then draw on their power within the Force to heal himself and increase his own power. I did not realize what he had been able to do at the time. I’ve replayed the events in my mind over and over again, and I’ve come to the conclusion that if he was able to do this, then it’s quite possible that he was somehow able to sustain his own life even after I struck him down and the station was destroyed.”


“What you suggest seems so…” Atris began from her seat on the cruiser taking her and Hanna to Vandelhelm. 


“Crazy?” Revan finished her sentence for her.


“I’m… I’m sorry… but yes.” Atris said.


“There is no need to apologize Atris.” Revan told her. “When it first came to me I thought I was losing my mind as well. However, over the last few hours, the more I think it through, the more it seems very feasible. Of the two of us, Malak, once he had tasted the power of the Dark Side, he came to hate the Jedi more than anything. Even the Mandalorians paled when it came to his hatred of the Jedi. He became nothing more than a vicious monster bent on destruction.”


“We saw this in his actions on Telos.” Vandar spoke. “While you were somehow able to harness the power of the dark side, Malak’s will was never strong enough to resist the dark power and he succumbed to its control completely.”


Revan nodded sadly. “I tried to keep him on a path of what I considered righteous in our endeavors, but I failed. I tried to… I tried to turn him back at the end, but even he admitted he was too far gone.” Bastila noted the surprised looks of some of the Masters. That was a bit of information that only she and Carth had known until this day, and she could see the admiration and respect for her husband in those ten other pairs of eyes. It warmed Bastila as she realized that their redemption had come full circle, and all of their dreams were within their grasp.


“This attack…” Revan continued. “Amaurth would not approve of this type of attack. He would never allow something that would strengthen the resolve of all Jedi as this attack has done. It is not in his character. With the recent knowledge that General Derred is alive and well, I would not disregard anything. This is exactly the type of attack Malak would use to announce his return or to kill as many Jedi as possible. The interior of the Temple has not changed in nearly a hundred years, and Malak and I trained here for a year prior to leaving for the Mandalorian War. He would have exactly the knowledge needed to pass on and conduct this mission. And there is one more thing…


“Amaurth would never allow a Vurk dark Jedi to gain the power of the one Knight Tamari and I fought earlier today.” Revan explained. “The Vurk was fueled only by hatred for me and Anja. His command of the Force and his lightsaber skills were beyond anything that Amaurth or Natal would have allowed.”


“This makes sense.” Vandar spoke again. “None of the dark Jedi we have faced until now have had advanced skills, with the exception of the Dashade warrior young Revan faced, and the Pure Sith Jedi you and others have fought.”


“But how do we find out if this could even be true?” Dacen spoke from the BRIANNA.


“The ship logs.” Tena Kar replied. “We find every ship that took part in the Battle of the Star Forge and find their logs. We go over them with a fine toothed comb and see if anything unusual happened after Revan and the others left this Command deck as they have described.”


Bastila nodded. “It took us nearly ten minutes to return to the EBON HAWK after we left the Command deck of the Star Forge.” She said. 


“We need to recall Admiral Forn Dodanna.” Revan spoke. “She was in overall command at The Battle of the Star Forge, and her ship was closest to the Star Forge when its destruction began.”


“Admiral Dodanna has been retired for some time Revan.” Jolee said. “I do remember hearing however, that she was offered a temporary billet by the Chancellor in return for her tactical insight.”


Revan nodded. “I will arrange a meeting and speak with her.”


“Do we advise the Chancellor?” Ki-Van Tar asked.


“We must.” Brianna spoke for the first time from her ship. “He has supported the Jedi since his first days in office, and has given us unquestioned aide and support in the last few months. We must maintain this relationship. We can not fall into the same trap that others before us have and begin to work behind the backs of the elected leaders, especially one that has shown us unrelenting support and trust. This is a threat directed at the Jedi yes, but one that threatens the Republic as a whole.”


Vandar smiled, as did Atris and Bastila. They had been the three most vocal proponents to Brianna joining the Council. “Our newest Master speaks with wisdom and strength.” Vandar said. “I will inform the Chancellor of these new developments, while Master Revan speaks with Admiral Dodanna.”


“I suggest we meet again in two days to discuss this again and see where we stand.” Jolee spoke.


All twelve members of the Council nodded their agreement, and the first official Jedi High Council meeting with twelve Masters came to an end.

HONOGHR


Revan let his eyes linger on the makeshift spaceport below him as he scanned the perimeter and the buildings through the macrobinoculars. The entire area around the old smugglers base had been cleared of trees and vegetation for three hundred meters around the base. Revan and his band, now numbering nearly a hundred and fifty were spread out in three locations all around the base. Rukin’s other Noghri resistance groups had joined with them as they traveled the twelve hours to this position. Rukin and thirty-eight of his warriors were now outfit in light Echani armor that provided them maximum freedom of movement, and still allowed them to use their fearsome speed, agility and strength. Almost all the Noghri resistance warriors were now equipped with the awesome Mandalorian M9 Assault rifles and extra power packs. All of them were very pleased that the republic had sent them aide, and after Rukin had told them of the events leading up to the moment they joined, all of them now looked at Revan with something akin to reverence. 


The sun was finishing its drop on the horizon, and night was rapidly spreading its fingers across the jungle. Revan passed the binos to Rukin, who laid next to him on one side, with Dralor and Eli on the other.


“It appears the short battle above has not caused them to increase their security.” Revan spoke softly. “I count only five guard posts, and three of them are considerably lax in their attention to the surrounding jungle.”


Dralor nodded, handing his set of binos to Eli. “The transports are Mark IIIs.” He said. “The newest transport that we know they have. They are similar in payload and flying abilities, but they have increased range and heavier shields. And their navicomputers might have a windfall of new intelligence we could use.”


“Their patrol routines have not changed Revan.” Rukin told him, his eyes glued to the binos with glee. He was amazed at what Revan had provided to him and his fighters, yet his mind was now focused on the battle he knew was coming.


“Have a team of two break off from the other groups Rukin, your best and most stealthy warriors. Have them move into striking range of the three furthest guard posts. When we give the signal have them eliminate the guards. We’ll take out the other two from our location here. Once the guards are down, all three groups will converge from their positions. Our group will head straight for the barracks and eliminate any troops that are inside. The second group will hit the Spaceport control center and hangers. The third group I want to move into a support position near the underground bunker and set up the two heavy turrets we have Eli. You will be our reserve force and support force. Get as high as you can to cover all approaches, and divide your forces accordingly.” Revan turned to Rukin. “I know the Sith have enslaved and brutalized your people Rukin, but now is not the time for vengeance. We must act with swiftness and precision in this attack. Kill anything in our path, ensure wounded are incapacitated, but make it clear wanton slaughter will not be tolerated. This is the first step toward freeing your planet, and we must remain focused on that goal.”


Rukin nodded slowly. “I will so advise them Revan.” He said. “They will follow your directions.”


“I don’t do this out of some sense of honor to the Sith Rukin,” Revan explained. “I have no qualms about killing them, but we must not become like them, or it defeats everything we fight for.”


Rukin’s eyes showed new understanding in them, and Revan knew the Noghri were not the mindless animals many in the universe thought them to be. He nodded again. “I will tell them what you have said. Your words ring very true and they will see the wisdom behind it.”


Revan nodded and turned to Eli. “Eli… you take command of the south group.”


Eli looked at him surprised. “Revan…”


“You have come a long way in a short time my friend.” Rev told him. “You are meant to lead men, and you have been bloodied in the most horrific way. Now is the time to use what you have learned and lead once more.”


Eli took a deep breath and nodded his head. “It will be done.” He spoke quietly before slipping off into the closing darkness around them.


Revan looked at Dralor. “What do you say my friend?”


“I say let’s get to the fighting before I grow roots in this place.” Dralor responded in typical Mandalorian fashion.


Revan chuckled softly. “And so we shall.” He said.

CARIDA
OFFICE OF MINISTRY OF SECURITY AND INTELLIGENCE 
ACADEMY OF CARIDA


Revan ignored the looks of shock and awe from the gathered students of the Academy of Carida. The Republic’s main officer academy had increased its training regime due to the war and had accepted thirty percent more students per class than they normally would have. These students now lined the hallways to catch a glimpse of the legendary Jedi Knight Revan Panlie. All of them knew the history of Revan, and with the recent holocrons of information released by Admiral Onasi several months back, all knew the reasons for Revan’s actions, and while some agreed with them, all of the students acknowledged that Revan Panlie himself had admitted his actions had done more damage than good.


The students and officer hopefuls watched from above as Revan crossed the open courtyard of the main Academy parade ground, followed closely by half a dozen Mandalorian Crimson Guard and Wookiee security. Striding next to him was a senior Republic Admiral who had fought with Revan during the Mandalorian wars, and now served beside him again. They watched as the revered Admiral Form Dodanna stepped into the courtyard and she and Revan embraced as brother and sister. Nearly ninety years old, and loved by anyone in uniform for her tactical genius as well as her compassion for her troops, Forn Dodanna was the epitome of a soldiers Admiral. 


Revan smiled at Forn, holding her at arms length. “You don’t know how good it makes me feel seeing you.” Revan told her.


Forn nodded and matched his smile. “I can say the same thing Revan.” Forn spoke. “It’s been a long time, and I never once doubted that you were out there somewhere continuing the fight.”


“Did Master Vandar contact you and let you know I was coming?” Revan asked, taking her arm as they turned.


Forn nodded and held his arm tightly. “Yes, but he was vague for the reasons behind this visit.” She answered. “I’m far too old to take command of a fleet Revan, and you know this, so what is so important that it would bring you here? I’m already working with the Ministry of Security and Intelligence and the Chancellor has even given me full time status again.”


“Admiral we…”


“Revan… we have been through far too much together to stand on formality.” Forn told him.


Revan smiled. “I know all Republic ships keep sensor logs in archives.” Revan explained to her. “I need you and I to review the sensor logs from every ship present at The Battle of the Star Forge.”


Forn looked at him as if he had gone crazy. “Revan that fleet was nearly four hundred ships!” She exclaimed. “Why in Hapes moon would you need to see the sensor logs for each ship?”


Revan met her eyes. “Something has recently happen that leaves open the possibility that Malak survived that battle.”


Forn’s mouth snapped shut quickly and her eyes darkened. “You are serious?” She asked finally.


Revan nodded. “Unfortunately I am.” He told her.


“How is that possible Revan? You said yourself you ran him through with your own lightsaber. How could he have survived that, let alone the Star Forge blowing up?” Forn asked.


Revan shook his head. “He showed me some things on the Star Forge. Things that are an abomination to the Force and everything we stand for as Jedi. One of the things he showed me was how he kept dead Jedi alive, essentially to drain their life force if he was ever injured. I was able to destroy the chambers with the Jedi in them that were on the observation deck where we fought. That does not mean he did not have more somewhere else on the Star Forge that he was able to tap into after I left him for dead.”


“What would we be looking for?” Forn asked. “How would we know if he was able to escape the station before it was destroyed?”


“That is where the sensor logs come in.” Revan told her. “We need to review them and try to detect if a small ship or escape pod made it off the station before it exploded. It was nearly ten minutes before Carth and Bastila and I made it back to the HAWK and got off. If we did it, Malak could have as well. Even if he did not have any help.”


“If… if what you say is true,” Forn spoke. “What doe sit mean?”


“My son’s wife and I were attacked by a Vurk dark Jedi of incredible power, power that Amaurth would not have allowed an apprentice to obtain. He had to have learned it from somewhere, and after the destruction of the Star Forge there were no Sith Masters capable of teaching what this Vurk knew. Only Malak or myself could have taught him. And I know it wasn’t me.”


“If he is still alive then…” Forn looked at Revan with fear in her eyes.


Revan nodded. “Then he has been hiding and hoarding his power somewhere, and he is about to open a second front in this war. A second front that could very well mean the end of us all.”


Forn turned to an aide. “I want the second level conference room cleared immediately! Have every cadet with above average eyesight and at least Cadet Lieutenant in rank report there as well. Then contact the Military Data Archives Center in the Judicial Department on Coruscant and have them transmit to us every sensor log from every ship in the Battle of the Star Forge.”


“Yes Admiral.” The aide said before turning and tearing off at a dead run.


Forn turned back to Revan. “I truly hope you are wrong Revan.” She said softly.


Revan nodded. “So do I Admiral. So do I.”

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
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The Aqualish Sith looked down at the protruding steel shaft now imbedded in his chest and he couldn’t comprehend what it was. He felt no pain, only a cold sensation seeping rapidly through his body. He dropped to his knees, his eyes turning to where his partner was supposed to be and saw him sprawled across the low wall of their guard shack, a gaping new opening just below his chin, which was leaking his yellowish Trandoshan blood at an explosive rate. The Aqualish Sith felt his throat constrict, no sound able to escape his now swollen glands. He glanced once more at the steel spike sticking out from his armor and briefly wondered how the small innocuous looking steel shaft had penetrated his armor, and why his blood was now rushing out from the open wound. He felt his limbs go limp, no longer responding to his commands as the Noghri poison raced through his blood stream shutting down his nervous system and all motor controls. 


The steel spike had been fired from a Noghri crossbow, and laced with a bio-toxin that killed within seconds. The crossbow was the Noghri’s weapon of choice for silent kills, and the short stockiness of the weapon allowed the powerful Noghri to fine tune the weapons to the point where the eight inch steel spikes they used were fired at nearly five hundred feet a second, and capable of punching through even the most modern personal armor.


The Aqualish’s last thought before the poison reached his heart was that he had made a mistake joining the Sith. The poison invaded his five chambered heart and proceeded to destroy the muscles and tissue with blinding speed, his blood carrying more of the poison to every portion of his thick body. His dead eyes didn’t recognize the two Noghri assassins as they moved like phantoms up to the guard post and stared without regard at him. 


The Noghri carrying the crossbow cradled in his arms simply shoved his body aside as they made their way like ghosts towards the next guard post. They would not take trophies this night, as was their usual ritual. This night was the beginning of the freedom for their planet, and the Noghri had become methodical killing machines. The two Noghri moved like shadows in the darkness of the jungle, just inside the treeline. Their next target was the last of the three posts closest to the jungle, fifty meters of open ground separating them from the wall of the old smugglers compound. They covered the three hundred meters to the next post in less than five minutes and soon were resting just inside the treeline, their keen night eyes watching the three men seated at the post and talking as if they had not a care in the universe.


There were two Trandoshans and a Rodian at this post, part of the Sith mercenary force that initially conquered their planet with no mercy shown. They waited for several more minutes until the night became black as a void and they started out toward the guard post across the fifty meter wide open area. They cast no shadows and moved only a meter at a time so as not to attract attention. They were skilled hunters, and their movements were practiced and smooth. Within four minutes they were only ten meters away, close enough to allow their uniquely adapted eyes to see their targets as if they were next to them. They froze when the metal door on the wall behind the post opened and the Pure Sith Officer stepped out. They were well trained enough to avoid the brightness of the light silhouetting the Pure Sith, and they noticed the three guards become more alert as the door shut behind the officer. They obviously feared this man, and the first Noghri shifted his cross bow aim to the Pure Sith. They knew the red skinned aliens were tough, and the assassin centered his aim on the forehead of the officer.


The Pure Sith Guard commander walked casually and covered the five meters to the post in three strides. His eyes readjusted to the night around them and suddenly went wide.


“Fools!” He hissed. “They are—rig…!” 


His words came to an abrupt end as the eight inch steel shaft pierced his left eye with enough force to lift him up and drop him to the soft jungle floor. The three mercenaries panicked, their heads whipping around as they brought up their rifles. It did not save them as another crossbow bolt from the second assassin punched into the chest of the Rodian mercenary. His body slammed backwards into the post’s pillar and remained there. The steel bolt had pierced his armor and continued through his chest cavity before coming to a halt in the wood pillar. The poison had already killed him by the time his two comrades realized he was dead and turned outward. They managed to prolong their lives only three seconds. The Noghri had dropped their crossbows and let them dangle on leather straps around their shoulders. Both of them had pulled wicked looking curved and jagged bladed knives and leaped forward on powerful legs.


One Trandoshan cursed quietly as the Noghri blade plunged into his thick throat and ripped sideways as the Noghri used his blade to stop his forward momentum and pivot around behind the Trandoshan. The razor sharp blade had already nearly decapitated him, but the assassin wrenched his blade out and plunged it into the mercenaries’ chest to be sure. He died without ever really seeing who killed him.


The second mercenary glimpsed the savage teeth and fangs of the Noghri assassin milliseconds before the blade he was wielding slammed into his chest, plunging through his armor and slicing through the Trandoshan’s heart. The mercenary died without ever knowing why he had been killed.


The two assassins looked at each other silently, nodding their heads at the professional job they had just conducted. One lifted the small transmitter from his belt and whispered three words.


“It is done.”


Rev nodded his head at the words that echoed quietly in his earpiece and turned to look at Dralor who lay three meters away. Dralor’s keen eyes saw Revan’s closed fist hand signal, and then the flash of five fingers followed by one. Dralor nodded, understanding that their Noghri allies had succeeded in eliminating the outer guard posts. He turned to the Mandalorian senior Sergeant who lay next to him and nodded his head.


The Mandalorian sergeant brought the long barreled rifle from the jungle floor and tucked it snug into his shoulder and chin. In three other locations around the perimeter, additional shooters were already in position and viewing their targets through thermal scopes. The rifle they all carried and were lethal shots with had been designed by the late Commander

Kelborne and they would honor his memory with precision this night. The weapons were essentially modified Mandalorian sniper rifles, but reworked to fire high tensile durasteel flechette rounds under immense CO2 pressure. Each cartridge held four two centimeter long durasteel darts honed by a high frequency laser into razor sharpness. When fired, it was akin to hearing someone close by spit on the ground, and the flechettes were designed to penetrate almost any known personal armor, which they did this night with relative ease.


The four Mandalorian snipers all fired within milliseconds of each other, and the four guards occupying the guard towers were struck by the deadly darts, their flesh shredded and torn as the razor darts sliced arteries and muscles in their necks and chests. Revan watched them fall in the macrobinoculars that he held to his eyes, and he turned to the sniper with an approving nod. He lifted the small wrist transmitter on his left forearm.


“Eli, are you in position?”


“We are ready General.” Eli replied.


“Then let’s start this party.” Revan spoke. “Six rounds initially Eli, all explosive tipped. Target the barracks and communications building. Rukin?”


“I am here Revan.”


“As soon as the last round drops, begin your assault from the east. We will attack from the north, while our support forces lay down suppressive fire to our west on the command center. Make your way directly to the command center. If it gets in your way, kill it, but do not slaughter injured or weaponless troops.” Revan directed.


“As you order General.” Rukin replied.


Revan nodded. “Let them know we are coming Eli.” 


The Pure Sith Colonel stepped from the command center into the humid night air and grimaced. He did not like this planet; the weather was horrible, there were insects large enough to carry off a small child, and his troops had to fight their own boredom and carelessness as well as the savage Noghri ambushes of his patrols. He looked up at the stars, the only place in this entire region where the canopy was open enough to see the night sky and allow transports to come and go. The Colonel saw a flash of light from the small ridge to the south of the compound and his eyes narrowed. He heard the accompanying heavy thump and his eyes grew wide as he looked down at his chest. Centered on his broad armored chest was a small green light that did not waver so much as a millimeter. 


The Pure Sith Colonel had time to open his mouth and lift his arm before his body was shredded by the hard target plasma penetration mortar round that rammed into his chest exactly where the dot had been centered. He did not see or feel the additional six rounds drop all around him, punching through the duracrete walls of the Command Center and exploding. Chunks of fist sized duracrete were tossed through the air at incredible velocity, ripping a group of three Sith soldiers nearby to pieces. The Plasma Penetration Mortar Round was an invention of an Onderonian fleet officer. It was designed as a plasma mortar with a combined durasteel and Neutronium metal core that would explode upon impact and send shrapnel flying out for thirty meters in all directions. The PPMR had been field tested against a mercenary compound that had been set up on Ord Mantel twenty years ago. The round had worked so well, Canderous had ordered mass production by his Mandalorian troopers with oversight by the Onderonian engineers. At this time, they still worked to exact specifications, and when the dust had settled, nothing remained of the Sith Command Center.


The Sith barracks was the next building targeted, and six PPMR rounds landed within ten meters of each other directly on top of the building. Nearly a hundred Sith soldiers were inside sleeping at the time, and they died without ever knowing they were under attack.


Sith soldiers were beginning to panic, firing their weapons off into the jungle without any thought for finding targets, and officers were screaming for them to hold their fire. A young Pure Sith officer scrambled towards the main gate of the compound, dodging the heavy weapons fire from an unseen enemy, as well as his own troops. He could see the muzzle blasts from the three heavy laser turrets in the dark jungle as they poured a murderous fire onto the compound. Their lanes of fire converge in three locations, and he knew right away that this was no random attack. The level and direction of fire was too precise and accurate to be Noghri savages. Whoever was behind those man portable turrets were expert shots. He dove behind a low duracrete wall just as one of the turrets swept across his path, and he could hear feel the heavy laser blasts blasting chunks out of the wall. He had never been under any kind of sustained attack before, spending most of the first months of the war aboard ship, and he felt fear creeping into his mind now. They were told this was a safe zone, and aside from indigenous Noghri rebels, there was no way the Republic could insert and sustain a force of troops on Honoghr. As six soldiers were mowed down only forty meters away from him, he began to doubt his superior officers.


His eyes opened wide when the firing stopped. He stayed on the ground behind the wall, but could hear the screaming of the wounded and dying. The firestorm that used to be the Command Center raged in the night sky, and the barracks had crumbled in on itself, burying any inside alive. His eyes found the landing pads and strangely enough, the transports were not damaged in any way, causing him to glance over to the pad operations center. He could see flashes inside the structure from weapons fire, and he knew immediately what was going on. This was no raid. This was a full blown attack to seize the port and the transports. He scrambled to his feet, intending to run for one of the transports, but froze at what he saw.


His eyes grew wide and he raised his arm in helplessness as the lightsaber wielding Jedi hurtled toward him at the tail end of a Force assisted jump. The Pure Sith officer, on his only ground duty to date in this war, died without ever knowing how badly his fellow soldiers had been routed.


Revan spun his guardian lightsaber into a defensive stance as the pieces of the Pure Sith officer fell to the ground next to him. He whirled, his eyes taking in the entire battlefield, and his mind factoring and disregarding actions to take. He saw Dralor and half their Noghri force closing on where he stood, and he could see Rukin in the distance, directing the other half of the assault force from high up on the compound wall, firing the Mandalorian assault rifle in glee as he led his comrades.


Revan lifted his wrist mic. “Eli!”


“Here General!”


“Shift fire to the rear warehouse! They are trying to form a barrier there! Leave your second in charge and join me on the roof!” Revan snapped.


“Understood!”


Revan looked at Dralor as he ran up, his Echani vibrosword already coated in Sith blood. “Secure the outer pads Dralor! Split your team and sweep the entire facility! Flanking positions, and overwatch bounds! Nothing stupid!”


Dralor looked insulted. “Me! Do something stupid!” He asked with a large grin.


The twelve Sith troopers had formed a small perimeter near the now burning warehouse. They had mowed down dozens of Noghri who had attempted to rush their position. They had shoved crates and boxes in front of them and had settled in for a prolonged fight. They were prepared for any attack from any direction.


Except from above.


The senior Sith sergeant turned when he caught movement to his right and his eyes nearly blew out of his head when he saw two very large Jedi descending directly into their perimeter from the roof of the burning warehouse. It all happened in slow motion for him, as two Noghri leaped from the backs of the Jedi and sprang at his men with vicious snarls. He didn’t even have time to issue any kind of verbal warning as Eli’s booted foot rammed into his throat and drove him into the duracrete crushing any life from him. Eli’s silver blade sprang to life instantly, the curved pommel of his lightsaber glistening in the light from the flames. Revan’s dark orange Guardian blade joined his, and together with the two Noghri wielding wicked looking short swords, the fight was over quickly as body parts and screams came from the small Sith perimeter. The Noghri and Mandalorian troops that had moved into position all around them would tell a tale of battle to their children at what they saw that night. Silver and orange lightsabers, combined with glistening steel, and the lives of twelve Sith troopers came to very painful and abrupt ends.
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Revan ran his hand through his slightly graying hair and brought the mug of caffa up to his lips. He grimaced when the cold liquid touched his mouth and he set the datapad down and sat back in the chair across from Admiral Dodonna.


“Force’s sake, how many logs have we been through?” He asked aloud.


Forn looked at him and smiled softly, sipping the Corellian tea she had imported once a week. She had looked at nearly as many datapads as Revan had and her eyes were somewhat more rested.


“We have forty-nine cadets looking through the logs of eight hundred ships Revan.” Forn said. “It will take time.”


Revan nodded and reached across the table to grab the warmer of caffa, and he refilled his cup. “I know.”


“Revan… what will… what will Malak do?” Forn asked.


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


“If he is alive… why wait until now?” Forn asked. “Why come after you now? Where has he been all these years? What kind of shape is he in? It is well known that of the two of you, Malak simply did not grasp tactics and strategy. He was a brute, plain and simple.”


“Do not sell him short Forn.” Revan said. “A brute he may have been, but Malak was a competent field General during the Mandalorian War, second only to Dacen.”


Forn nodded. “Yes, but Dacen led by example. Malak led by fear. There’s a difference. He may have been a competent General, but he was not you. He got the mission accomplished, there’s no doubt of that, but he didn’t care how he did it in the process. His junior officers found him to be arrogant and belligerent to non-Jedi, and they hated him for it.”


“I had heard rumors in the ranks to that effect, but never followed up on them.” Revan said. “I’m sorry.”


“Going based on the assumption that Malak is alive,” Forn spoke. “That might explain some of the more senior officers in the Sith Fleet never surfacing after the destruction of the Star Forge.”


“Except Derred.” Revan said.


Forn nodded. “Excuse me, except that scum!” She spat with a great deal of contempt in her voice. Forn’s face took on a look of concern. She looked at Revan. “How close were Derred and Malak?”


Revan shrugged. “To my knowledge, not close at all. Why?”


“We are assuming that Derred is either working for himself or for this new Sith spawn Amaurth right?” Forn spoke evenly.


Revan nodded. “Yes.” 


“What if he is working for Malak?” She asked.


Revan was silent for a long moment. “But we don’t know if Malak is even alive Forn.”


Forn nodded. “True. But after listening to what you have told me he was able to accomplish on the Star Forge during your last battle… your idea that perhaps he may have been able to sustain his life when you left him for dead becomes more and more plausible.”


“I… I felt him die! Within the Force.” Revan said.


“Did you? Or did you feel another Jedi die. One that he had done the same thing too as those you saw.” Forn spoke.


Revan was again silent, not able to speak as he absorbed what Forn was saying. His attention turned as the door to the small conference room opened and the excited young Kiffar cadet stepped in.


“Master Revan! Admiral Dodonna! I think I’ve found something!”
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Revan looked over the thoroughly broken and disheartened Sith troopers left alive. They had been rounded up and now were kneeling near the building that used to be where they slept at night. The barracks building was an utter loss, and anyone inside when the building came down was surely dead, crushed beneath tons of duracrete and durasteel. There were several Pure Sith officers left alive, though one of them was seriously injured. They had been stripped of their armor and given loose fitting clothes to wear. Among the prisoners were a dozen Sith troops as well as a mixture of Trandoshan, Rodian and other mercenary species. They had thirty-three prisoners in all, and none of them looked at all happy about their situation.


Dralor came over to where Revan leaned against the shattered duracrete wall, Zhar and Lanni walking with him.


“Transports are secure and we are loading any supplies we can find into the holds.” Dralor reported to him.


“What were our casualties?” Revan asked him, pulling his eyes away from the prisoners.


“A total of fourteen Noghri and two of our unit dead; nine wounded, though none seriously.” Dralor answered. 


Revan turned slightly as Rukin walked up next to them. “Your dead…”


“My people have already taken the bodies to conduct a burial ceremony General Revan. They will be honored in our history as the first to give their lives for our planet’s freedom.” Rukin replied.


“Dralor, see to it our dead are laid to rest with the Noghri. They fought and died together, they should lay together as brothers.” Revan spoke. “With your permission Rukin.”


Rukin bowed his head. “We would be honored General. In all our history to date, no one has fought beside us as you and your soldiers have. They will be spoken of in the same breath as those of my people that fell here today.”


“What about the prisoners Revan?” Zhar asked.


“That will be up to Rukin and his people.” Revan replied.


Zhar’s eyes grew wide. “Rev, you can’t do that!” He spoke stepping closer to his brother. “The Noghri will kill them!”


Revan met his eyes and nodded. “Probably,” He stated. “But that is a matter for the Noghri, not us.”


“You’re sentencing them to death!” Zhar almost shouted. The tone of his voice made heads turn toward them. Arren took notice from where she was standing with Sahkis, and they began to walk over to them.


Revan faced his brother with firm eyes and an impassionate face. “The Sith conquered this planet brutally, killing thousands, hundreds of thousand of these people. We have started them back on the path to freedom, and what gives us the right to tell them how to do things?”


“We… we are Jedi!” Zhar snapped. “The Jedi don’t kill their prisoners!”


Revan nodded in agreement. “No we don’t. But these Sith are not our prisoners. They are the prisoners of the Noghri resistance. I have no intention of telling them what to do with them.”


“As Jedi our authority…” Zhar began.


“…does not give us the right to tell others how to run their lives!” Revan snapped stepping closer to Zhar. “The Jedi have no right to force our values and moral upbringing on sentient beings that do not abide our code! That is the biggest reason the Jedi became so distrusted and disliked throughout the galaxy Zhar! They wanted others to hold the same values, and when they did not, they were considered barbarians and savages. That same mentality led to the Jedi Civil War! It’s the same mentality our father and mother have cautioned us against since we were children! It appears you have not learned that lesson yet!” Revan turned to where Rukin stood. “The prisoners are yours Rukin, all except the officers. Do with them whatever your customs and laws dictate.”


Revan turned and cast a final angry glance at his younger brother before heading for where the transports were being prepped for launch.


Zhar turned and looked at Arren. “Arren… are you going to let this happen?”


“Do not let the title of Jedi Knight go to your head Zhar.” Arren stated before turning and following Revan.


Zhar looked at Dralor. “Dralor?”


“Zhar Panlie I have fought and served beside your brother for nearly a decade.” Dralor spoke evenly. “In that decade I have learned many things about him. He holds honor and what is right above all else. What he has done here today was the right thing to do. The Noghri have become our brothers in arms, and because they may do things differently than the rest of us does not mean they are wrong in what they practice. As you grow older, you will come to realize that everything is not how you would like it to be, no matter how hard you try.”


Zhar turned and saw Mace Caylor approaching as Dralor made his way toward the transports. “Master Caylor… are you going to allow this to happen?”


Mace had heard everything Revan had said, and since being assigned to him on Kashyyyk, Mace had come to understand a little of how the oldest son of the most powerful Jedi alive thought. “He’s right Zhar.” Mace said softly. “Your father would have done the same thing you know. The two of them are so similar it’s almost scary.”


“It’s wrong!” Zhar said.


“It is wrong by whose standards?” Lanni spoke softly now, taking Zhar’s hand. “Come Zhar… we have to prep the transport.”


Zhar allowed Lanni to pull him toward the transport he would fly as Rukin and Sahkis stepped closer to each other. They had heard the entire exchange between the older Revan and his younger brother, as well as the comments of the others.


“You wish to say something son of Shakier?” Rukin spoke softly.


“I believe it may be wise to invoke our most sacred ritual Rukin clan Rakari.” Sahkis spoke. “We have found one who honors us like no other.”


Rukin nodded solemnly. “I will make arrangements immediately.” He spoke.
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“…What are we looking at son?” Revan asked the excited young cadet.


He and Forn had followed the young cadet to a large holo monitor and had watched a scene of the Star Forge blowing apart. The memories came rushing back to Revan and all that he had felt in those moments. He smiled when he felt Bastila reach out to him through their bond, and he immediately sent back feelings of love and peace to her, telling her he was fine.


“Master Revan… I was reviewing the logs of the Republic Cruiser WIND RIDER. She had taken heavy damage during the Star Forge battle and had pulled back out of range of the station’s turbo lasers.” The cadet explained. “Her captain positioned her just inside the upper atmosphere of Rakata Prime to try and shield her from enemy sensors.”


Revan nodded. “So she was below the station, in an ecliptic orbit?”


“Yes sir!”


“Then how did her sensors pick anything up son?” Revan asked. “The ionization in the upper atmosphere would have distorted her onboard sensors the same as the Sith ships.”


The cadet nodded. “Yes sir, that’s what I thought as well. The WIND RIDER is not listed as an active ship in Admiral Dodonna’s fleet at the Battle of the Star Forge.”


Revan looked at the cadet puzzled and Forn let out a heavy sigh. “Cadet… is there a purpose to this. You said you had something. Do you or don’t you?”


“Yes… yes Admiral!” The cadet answered. “The WIND RIDER joined with your fleet three light years away from the Star Forge, just as you were entering the Rakatan System. That is why it’s not listed in the logs for the battle. The only reasons I detected it, is because I ran a general search of ship logs with any reference to the Star Forge that were not designated as part of your initial fleet.”


“Ok… I’m with you so far.” Revan said.


“The WIND RIDER’S captain extended a sensor pod out of the atmosphere on one of his Catcher Cables sir. Apparently he wanted to still get readings from the battle while his crew repaired the ship as best they could. He was going to head back in according to the logs.” The cadet explained.


Revan’s eyes were now getting brighter. “He extended his Catcher Cables with a sensor pod out of the upper atmosphere to monitor the battle.” He repeated. “The man knew what he was doing. I don’t think ten people in the fleet would think to do that. Myself included.”


“What do the logs show Cadet?” Forn asked.


“Time stamp 24:86 Admiral. It indicates the final barrage that destroyed the Star Forge’s gravity generator, and the beginnings of the station’s break up.” The cadet’s hands moved over the controls. “Time stamp 24:97 and the EBON HAWK is seen exiting one of the starboard launch bays just as it explodes.”


“Cadet… this is not information that is new to us.” Revan said. 


The cadet nodded. “Yes Master Revan… but this is.” His hands once more worked the console. “Time Stamp 25:03, just as the lower pylons begin to implode, the WIND RIDER’S sensors picked up this.” He pointed to the screen and the shiny small object just clearing the lower pylon launch bay.


Revan squinted and looked closer at the screen. “What is that?” He asked.


“I ran spectral analysis on it Master Revan… compared it to all known metal composites, and it doesn’t match anything in our databanks. The symmetry of the object is inconsistent with wreckage that was also scanned as the Star Forge exploded. No jagged tears or damage to the object whatsoever.”


“Can you clean up the image?” Forn asked.


The cadet again allowed his hands to move over the console and the picture became less fuzzy. The object had a circular appearance, and looked roughly ten meters across and thirty meters in diameter. “I extrapolated the size and mass and it is possible it is a small escape shuttle.” He said.


“Son… there were many things on the Star Forge with similar dimensions.” Revan spoke, his voice not sounding convincing at all.


“Yes sir. I’ve read your reports on the interior. However, nothing you described had the capacity to dodge wreckage.” The cadet motioned to the screen as he moved the picture forward in slow motion. “As you can see here, the pod slips to the side of a large chunk of the station that was directly in its path. It then proceeded on a straight line course towards Rakata Prime until it passed out of the sensor’s envelope. No piece of station wreckage that I’m aware of is capable of doing that.”


“Can you pinpoint where it would have come down?” Revan asked.


“Based on its course and speed Master Revan, I was able to narrow it down to this small island here in the western ocean. Assuming this was some sort of escape pod, it would have nothing but directional thrusters to guide it, and major maneuvering would have been impossible.” The cadet answered.


Revan reached forward to the console and activated the communications panel. He typed in a secure code and the face of a young man appeared, quite surprised.


“Master Revan?”


“Vima Sunrider is at your location. Patch me through to a portable comlink to her now!” Revan barked.


“Immediately Master Revan.”


The screen changed quickly, and the small holodisk on top of the console came to life with the figure of Vima Sunrider on Rakata Prime. Even in the bluish image of the holo transmission, her face showed confusion.


“Revan?” She gasped.


“Vima… I need you to take a squad of Mandalorian troops and several Jedi and head to the coordinates I am sending you via encrypted link. This stays between us, and do not raise any sort of suspicion.” Revan spoke.


“Revan… it will interrupt the training of the students we have. What is wrong?” Vima spoke.


“You are looking for an escape pod roughly thirty meters in diameter.” Revan continued.


“Revan, I must insist you tell me what is going on?” Vima spoke more firmly.


Revan took a deep breath, knowing that Vima Sunrider was one of the most stubborn Jedi and woman he had ever met. “Vima… we have a reason to suspect that this escape pod was launched from the Star Forge as it was breaking apart.”


Vima’s eyes grew wide. “The Star Forge?”


Revan nodded. “Events have taken place here on Coruscant that lead me to believe that Malak may have survived and somehow gotten off the Star Forge. I need you to go to these coordinates and see if there is an escape pod there.”


“Malak!” Vima hissed. “How is that possible?”


“I will explain later after you have investigated the site Vima. Do not bring your mother! She may be powerful, but she is still weak physically. The Mandalorian troops there are part of an elite scout unit trained by Canderous and myself. They will be all the support you need. Do this quickly and contact me back on this channel.”


Vima nodded her head. “I will leave within a half hour.” She spoke. “Where will you be?”


“Heading back to Coruscant by then, but the transmission will be routed directly to me.” Revan answered.


“Revan… is this something we need to be concerned about here? Should I order tighter security?” Vima asked.


Revan paused for only a moment before nodding. “Yes. I will dispatch as many Jedi as we are able to spare to Rakata Prime. You and your mother will be in charge. Hurry Vima… our actions may avert the opening of another front in this war.”


Vima nodded. “I will see to it.”


The transmission ended and Revan looked at Forn. “Will you return to Coruscant with me? We need to brief Master Vandar and the Chancellor.”


Forn nodded. “Of course.”


Revan turned to the cadet. “Pack your bags son, you’re coming with us.”


The cadet’s eyes grew large. “Master Revan… I’m… I’m only a cadet.”


Revan looked at the young man, no more than twenty, with short black hair and a medium build, the traditional Kiffar band of paint running across his cheeks and under his eyes.

“What’s your name son?”


“I am Cadet Orton Vos, at your service Master Revan.” He answered coming to his feet quickly.


Revan smiled. “You just graduated and got a promotion Cadet Vos. You just became my new Intelligence analyst Lieutenant Vos. Go pack your bags, we leave in fifteen.”


Orton Vos looked stunned, but practically ran out of the room to comply with his orders. Revan turned to Forn with a grin. 


“He still had a year of training to complete Revan.” Forn told him.


Revan nodded. “On the job training will have to suffice.” He replied. “He’s force sensitive too. That will help him.”


Forn nodded. “I’ll pack a bag and meet you by the landing pad.”


Revan nodded and turned back to the screen, gazing at the frozen picture of the escape pod as it left the Star Forge. “So you still live my old apprentice and friend.” Revan spoke softly, his words heard only by him. “Where are you Malak? What do you have planned?”

ZIOST

OUTER RIM TERRITORIES

The ancient dark forest was now nothing but a frozen wasteland. Towering frozen mountains reached into the air, almost no known indigenous life remained on Ziost, those Sith not exterminated by the Republic and the Jedi at the end of the Great Hyperspace War having fled the planet. All that remained now were the crumbling structures of a race of people long since extinct. Several duracrete castles reached into the sky, worn and unused for centuries. Once surrounded by teeming forests, now all that remained was ancient ruins.


Or so it appeared from the outside.


The man wore a dark gray uniform as he took measured steps down the long corridor that echoed all around him. The corridor he walked, and everything all around him was buried four hundred meters beneath the surface of Ziost, and completely undetectable from orbit or the surface. He did not fear as he walked calmly to report to his commander that preparations were almost complete. He stopped by the large door and waved his hand in front of the small sensor panel to the side. The panel came to life and a green light engulfed his body as he was scanned. He waited patiently, and when the light vanished, the door cracked open with a rumble. He paused at it opened wide enough for him to enter and he continued into the dimly lit room. The room was large, with comfortable furniture all around. He stepped onto the circular pattern on the floor in front of him.


“I am reporting as ordered.” He spoke the words as if to an empty room. 


The rasping sound came from the shadows, yet he continued to stare straight ahead. “I assume all is prepared?” The metallic voice came from the darkness.


“Our forces stand ready. The last of our fleets are arriving in their staging areas.” The man reported to the shadows.


“Excellent work Admiral.” The voice answered. “You have done well.”


“I serve you Lord.” The man replied.


“What of my second apprentice?”


The man paused, suddenly unsure of how to respond. “My Lord… I…”


“You need not fear Admiral Pikon.” The raspy voice spoke again. “I have learned much in these last three decades, foremost among them is to not murder the messenger. My apprentice is dead, is he not?”


“Yes… yes my Lord.” The Admiral replied. “He conducted the attack just as you ordered him too, but he allowed himself to be discovered. He engaged Revan and another female Jedi and was killed.” The man saw movement in the shadows coming closer. He did not bat an eye when the imposing and disfigured man stepped into the dim light. He had grown accustom to the sight of his leader over the years. The man’s metallic machinery where his jaw should have been, and the new mechanical apparatus that was attached to his chest which was grafted directly into his skin and allowed him to draw in breath to his lungs; lungs that had been fused together by the mortal plunge of a lightsaber into his broad chest.


The man before him easily stood half a meter taller than his own two meters, the muscles in his arms and shoulders very defined and formed. The small metal component grafted onto his chest did not hide the flat muscular abdomen that tapered up into the powerful upper body. He was shirtless, as he often was since his recovery, and the Admiral could see the lightsaber burn scars all over his body. The bald head was tattooed, yet the yellow eyes were bright against the pale gray of his skin. Portions of his left shoulder had metal plating also grafted into his skin. As the man turned, the Admiral could see where the metal plating extended around his shoulder and stopped at his spine yet extended halfway up the back of his head. There were several small lights on the plating that blinked continuously indicating their status, but he paid them no mind. He had grown accustom to it.


“This female Jedi; was it Bastila?”


“No My Lord. All reports indicate it was the wife of Revan’s son.”


“Ah yes… Anja Tamari. My apprentice was a fool to think he could stand against them alone.” The man spoke as he bent over to pick up the dark robe, which he pulled on. “What of their other children?”


“We have been unable to determine the location of the twins. They have been taken to a place known only as the Sanctuary. Their son Dorak is recovering from an injury on Coruscant, and the location of their oldest two brothers is unknown at this time.” The Admiral replied. “Since the initial attack on the Jedi Temple by Amaurth’s forces, it has become exceedingly difficult to breach the Temple defenses.”


“He finally convinced them he was right.” The man said. “They are backing him fully.”


“It would appear so My Lord.”


“The status of their war with Amaurth?”


“The initial invasion advance has halted. As you know, Revan’s son rendered an entire hyperspace corridor unusable for centuries with his destruction of the Sneeve moon. While they did gain quite a lot in the first months, it now appears to be a standoff. They have destroyed all but two of the shipyards built from star forge material, and our agents indicate they are very close to finding the last two. Once those are destroyed, they will be on even footing from a military standpoint.” The Admiral answered.


“Amaurth did not expect him to ignore everything else and go after the shipyards.” The man said, pouring a glass of Corellian wine and motioning the Admiral forward. He handed him the wine. “Our old Master was foolish.”


“He still has the advantage in numbers My Lord. Even without the shipyards, they have had years to build up their forces, much like us.” The Admiral spoke.


“Yes, but do not forget that the Mandalorians also had numbers on their side, and we slaughtered them like animals.”


“Of course My Lord.”


“I want him to suffer Admiral.” The man spoke. “I want him to suffer as I have suffered.” He turned to look at the man who had been beside him since the beginning. “I have reviewed your plan Admiral.”


“My Lord?”


“I have already sent word to my true apprentice. He will time his deception with your opening attack.”


“Your… your true apprentice My Lord?”


“Yes, my true apprentice. Do you think that Vurk savage was my apprentice? You should know me better than that by now Admiral Pikon.”


“My Lord, I never sought to question your decisions regarding the Force.” The Admiral said.


“Yes… I know. You believe, and that is why I have given you more command and control than any who have held your post in the past. I have discovered in these lingering years that you crave power, and that craving binds you to me loyally.” The man turned. “As it does my true apprentice. One day he will assume the title of Dark Lord of the Sith with my death at his hand, but not until I have my revenge.”


“You could stop him My Lord?” The Admiral spoke.


“Perhaps I could. But where would be the fun in that?”


“Then my plan meets with your approval My Lord?”


“Indeed Admiral. I have only one small change to it.” He held out the data pad to the man. “I want this planet destroyed. Every living thing on it I want exterminated, right down to the microbes.”


The Admiral looked at the pad, keeping his face emotionless. “I will detach several fleets to conduct your orders My Lord.” He replied.


“Excellent.”


“Is there anything else My Lord?”


“Bastila Admiral?”


“Yes My Lord?”


He turned his yellow glittering eyes on the Admiral. “I want her alive, and the wife of his son. I want them both alive. I intend to exact my revenge on Revan through them.”


The Admiral nodded his head and bowed. “As your order Lord Malak.” He spun on his heels and headed out of the room.


“I have returned Revan. The one true Lord of the Sith! I have returned! And I will have my revenge!”

CHAPTER NINETEEN

RAKATA PRIME

Vima stood beside the large rock watching as the ocean waves crashed onto the shore only a hundred meters away. She had responded as Revan had asked her, the squad of elite Mandalorians now digging out the wreckage of something they had found buried in the sand. They had almost missed it on their first pass, until the instruments in their transport began to chirp loudly at deposits of metal. They had landed and moved to the location and discovered what appeared to be the top of some sort of metal casing. At Vima’s instruction, they began to uncover the object.


Vima stood quietly, waiting for them to give her some sort of information. These Mandalorians were very well trained, she had to admit, and they followed her orders without question. She had to admire the loyalty that Revan Panlie inspired in everyone around him. These men and women would die at his order with no questions, and she had learned that his son and the former Jedi Exile Dacen Vorsut commanded the same loyalty among the Mandalorians, and now among the Republic forces aligned with them.


Vima turned when she felt the Mandalorian soldier approaching from the side. “We have uncovered the object Master Sunrider.” The man reported. “It appears to be some type of three person escape shuttle.”


Vima’s heart sank. She had been hoping they would find nothing but pulverized metal from the Star Forge that had crashed here, but as she hurried after the soldier her hopes were quickly dashed.


Vima stopped as she looked at the escape pod. Exactly how Revan had described, it was circular in shape, its glossy black finish wasted away from years in the sun and desert sand. There were several large dents in the casing of the vessel, but aside from that, it was completely intact. Vima reached out and laid her hand on the exterior of the pod, drawing it away quickly as she felt the faintest of dark energies still emboldened on the pod. She turned to the senior Mandalorian trooper.


“Open it!” She ordered.


The hatch was already ajar from some great impact, probably a very hard landing, and three Mandalorian troops simply grasp the edges they could grab and began yanking as hard as they could. The hatch gave way easily to reveal a cramped interior, now flooded with sunlight. Many of the instrument panels either were destroyed or had been taken apart. The smell was foul, and Vima knew it to be the stench of human blood left to ferment. She waved her hand, trying to push aside the dust that crowded the inside of the pod. She could see the three seats, all of them stained with blood, as were many of the instrument panels. One seat in particular looked to have held a seriously wounded individual, as the seat itself and the back of the chair were coated in blood streaks, and there was a small puddle beneath the seat. She could also see the rotted remains of a skeleton in the center seat, and knew immediately that this was the major source of the stench. The skeleton had been picked clean by Rakata Blood Ants, many of which still scurried over the remains. Blood Ants were the scourge of this world, and while they had been purged from the Temple and surrounding areas, they were still a vicious problem on other islands such as this one. A bite from one Blood Ant would bring thousands of the tiny insects from every nook and crevice that existed, and even the bite of one Blood Ant was highly toxic and could make a full grown adult very ill for several days. To be attacked by thousands meant certain death.


Vima looked at her senior trooper. “Do we have scanning equipment?” She asked.


The Mandalorian scout nodded his head. “Our transport is equipped with a fully functional bank of medical equipment Master Vima.”


“Contact the compound.” Vima spoke. “I want the most senior physician there to stand by to be picked up. Have whatever transport we have on stand by deliver him to this location within the hour. I want blood scans of the interior of the pod to include every square millimeter of the exterior. Make sure the pod is fumigated before anyone enters. I don’t want anyone bitten by Blood Ants! Secure this crash site, and deploy whatever means you need to defend it from hostiles.”


“Master Vima… there are no hostiles on Rakata Prime. We cleared the planet many years ago.” The Mandalorian said.


Vima nodded. “Master Sergeant there weren’t supposed to be any Sith escape pods on this planet either, and we just found one. And from the looks of it, it had three people in it, at least one of them seriously injured. Do you want to take chances?”


The Mandalorian grinned. “I will issue the orders Master Vima.”


Vima lifted her comlink to contact Revan.

THE BASTILA
VAINGLORIOUS-CLASS HEAVY STAR CRUISER

ON COURSE FOR CORUSCANT

Revan sat in the large officer’s lounge with Forn Dodonna and his executive officer. The holo images of Vandar, Dacen and Bastila occupied the table at one end, while the images of Brose, Canderous and Carth along with Jolee and General Akman at the other end of the table. Vima’s image was in the center of the table as she reported what she had found on Rakata Prime.


“… right where your young officer said it would be Revan.” Vima spoke.


“Vima… for everyone’s benefit, please repeat what you reported to me an hour ago.” Revan spoke.


“We found a life pod buried in the sand near the beach head.” Vima spoke. “It matches perfectly with the scans that were provided by Lieutenant Vos. It is undoubtedly a pod of Sith manufacture, and the carbon scoring on the outer surface indicates it came from the Star Forge as it was breaking apart above the planet.” Vima’s image fluttered out for a second and then became clearer than before. “I ordered a medical team to our location while my Mandalorian troops secured the site. We had to fumigate the interior of the pod for Rakata Blood Ants. They were all over the interior because of the skeletal remains we found inside. Once that was complete we were able to enter the pod and confirm its origins with a data dump. Not much remained in the computer core, but the techs here were able to retrieve the last few seconds of data before the pod landed.”


The image changed to the scene of a set of hands furiously working the controls of the pod. And then they heard the voice. “Make… Lord Malak… secured… seat! We’re… hit…hard.”


The image ended and Vima returned to the imager. “The doctor here with the team ran DNA and genome scans of the interior, and compared them with known Jedi and Republic records. Much of the blood in the craft was Malak’s. Since lightsabers do not leave open wounds, we can only assume he was further injured as whoever pulled him off the observation deck got him to this pod. The remains are of a child, roughly nine to ten years of age. DNA evidence suggests that the child was a relative of Malak, perhaps a brother? Did Malak have any family? The third individual, the one seen piloting the pod, left no DNA evidence, but according to the doctor here, there is evidence that the interior of the pod was scrubbed before it was abandoned.” Vima paused. “We also discovered that much of the emergency compartment contents were emptied and DNA scans suggest that a fourth individual was most likely in the emergency compartment. We have only been able to obtain a tiny portion of skins cells from within the emergency pod, and until we can get the samples back to the Temple, we can’t determine if they are even human. This is also what caused of the uncontrolled entry and hard landing, as the difference in weight was not accounted for as the pod reentered the atmosphere. As I said, we won’t be able to obtain more firm information until we can bring the pod back to the Temple and conduct extensive scans.”


“How long Vima?” Revan asked.


“I already have a heavy transport enroute to our location Revan. We can lift it from its location and have it back to the Temple within the next two hours. The doctor has already arranged for his medical team to be on standby. I estimate at least twelve hours before we can get any real hard proof.” Vima replied. “But this discovery does prove you are correct Revan. It appears Malak did survive your fight on the Star Forge. And it appears he, at the very least, made it down to the surface of Rakata. The lack of any remains in the area around the crash indicates if he did die… it wasn’t on this island.”


Revan nodded. “Thank you Vima. Contact either myself or Chancellor Thimina with your results.”


Vima nodded in the transmission and her image faded. The room was silent for a long moment as the magnitude of what they had been told sank in. Brose was the first to speak, and he cleared his throat.


“Master Revan… what do you suggest as our next move?” Brose asked.


“I must apologize to everyone.” Revan spoke.


“Apologize for what?” Brose asked. “You had no idea this turn of events could have happened, let alone predict it.”


“I should have made sure he was dead.” Revan spoke softly.


“The Star Forge was breaking up around you Revan.” Vandar’s voice echoed in the room. “Never apologize for not taking a life. You did what you thought was necessary to preserve the lives of those that traveled with you. No blame is there to assume.”


“I agree.” Brose said. “Now that Master Sunrider has confirmed what we all feared, we need to be prepared. Master Revan… again, how should we proceed?”


“Chancellor, I believe we need to operate on the assumption that Malak is alive, and that he will attack somewhere very soon. The Vurk dark Jedi is a signal that he is preparing his forces.” Revan replied.


“This has got to be why we have encountered almost no Sith over the years.” Canderous spoke from the bridge of the WAR MOUNT. “Between metal jaw and this Amaurth pig, the Sith have joined one of the two groups.”


“Revan we are stretched to the breaking point now.” Dacen spoke now. “Atris and Hanna are locked in a vicious battle with Sith forces on Vandelhelm. Brianna has taken command of the entire Cerean Militia at their Prime Minister’s request and is directing the front there. I’ve wiped out the Sith forces here around Haruun Kal, but we are still in the process of sweeping the planet. Half my ground force is still planetside, and I lost nearly a third of my ships in the battle. And I have to try and keep the Korunnai from butchering any Sith troops they do find.”


“I’m back at full strength Revan.” Canderous offered. “I was heading to Cerea to hit the Sith from the backside and then loop over to Vandelhelm. I can take some pressure off Dacen and Brianna, and then help Yusanis and Hanna mop up on Vandelhelm.”


Revan nodded. “Continue that.” He spoke. “The Pure Sith forces seem to be concentrated in that part of the galaxy. There have only been sparse sightings of them anywhere else. I’ll split my Fleet Corp and send half to reinforce you Dacen. I’ll keep half near Coruscant to react to anything that Malak might launch.”


“I can send my Bothan Assault Division to you Revan.” Carth chimed in now. “My Corp is at full strength, and they could use the exercise.”


“What about your son’s Fleet Corp Revan?” Forn asked. “I see them on the board, but no mission is listed.”


Revan looked to the image of Brose at the end of the table. The Chancellor nodded and Revan shook his head. He touched the panel next to his hand and a holo image of Honoghr appeared on the star chart. “Rev’s Fleet Corp is about to hit Honoghr in force. They are going to drop two divisions of Republic and Mandalorian troops onto the planet using the new Republic RVR19 transports. Rev has made contact with the Noghri resistance, and they’ve eliminated four major garrisons already, and have had the shipyard under constant surveillance for the last twelve hours. For all intents and purposes the Sith are fat dumb and happy. His Fleet Corp hits Honoghr in just under eight hours, and with any luck we can destroy the shipyard and push the Sith right out of this system before they even realize what is going on.”


“And if something goes wrong?” Forn asked.


Revan looked at her. “Then we are going to be in a world of hurt.”


“He hasn’t communicated with any Republic or Jedi Intelligence unit.” General Akman spoke now. “How is it that you know this?”


Revan tapped his head. “I know exactly what my son is doing, and for the moment, let’s just leave it at that.”


“I have approved this.” Brose said, more for Akman’s benefit than anything else.


“Revan do you think Malak is truly capable of doing something?” Jolee asked now. “You defeated him, even if he is alive, how was he able to rally supporters to his cause? Where could he have gotten the forces necessary to even confront the Republic?”


“Malak does not receive the credit he should.” Revan spoke. “He was head strong and reckless, and took far too many chances, and he was very weak on the tactical side of things, but he was a tremendous leader. And he was very powerful in the Force. If he did survive, the only way he could have retained power was by showing just how strong he was.”


“But where would he go?” Bastila asked, speaking for the first time. “He isn’t exactly average in looks my love. With his bald head and metal jaw, everyone knew who he was. You had the benefit of a mask Revan, and people would not recognize you right away. Malak did not. Nor did he care to.”


“Then he had to go somewhere where no one would look for him.” Revan said. “He must have gone to Korriban or somewhere along the Outer Rim, someplace very remote. Has anyone been to Korriban since you were there Dacen?”


Dacen shook his head. “Not to my knowledge. It was a graveyard Revan, barely livable, even for a Sith.”


Revan turned to Carth. “Carth, have one of your recon ships investigate Korriban immediately. They are not to land, only take high orbit scans. Compare them with scans we have of Korriban over the years since Dacen was there.”


“I’ll get them off within the hour.” Carth replied.


Revan paused for a long moment. “Carth? Have them scan Ziost as well.”


Carth and everyone looked surprised at this. Vandar leaned forward. “Ziost is a wasteland Revan. The Republic and Jedi turned it into cinders after the Great Hyperspace War.”


Revan nodded. “Yes I know. And it would make the perfect hiding place for just that very reason. The Jedi would never go near the planet, and the Republic would have no need to. Malak would run there.”


“Are you sure?” Vandar asked.


“It has to be.” Revan snapped. “Ziost was the home world of the original Sith species. And it was the ruling planet of the First Sith Empire. The surface may have been destroyed, but I’m guessing there was much left buried deep underground. The dark side is enormously strong on Ziost, and if Malak needed to heal and do it quickly, that would be the place to go.”


“But Revan, I must ask the same question Master Bindo asked, could he have mustered any kind of force after all these years and remained undetected?” Brose asked.


Revan looked at the Chancellor with a lopsided grin. “I did.” He said.


Brose smiled in return. “So you did. So you did.”


“I recommend we initiate a stage two alert for all commands until we know something more on Malak’s status.” Revan spoke. “We can’t be jumping fleets from one end of the Republic to the other without knowing what we are doing. We have no choice but to wait and see if he will attack.”


“And you are sure he will?” Dacen asked.


Revan nodded slowly. “If he’s alive, he’ll attack. His hatred for the Jedi and the Republic was far greater than anything I have ever seen before. There were times when I was hard pressed to control him. He was completely twisted by the dark side that Amaurth exposed us too. It consumed him.”


“Do you have any idea where he might strike?” Carth asked. “Any idea at all?”


Revan shook his head. “I do know what thing though. I will be at the top of his hit list, along with any member of my family he can get his hands on.”


That brought everyone to silence as Revan’s words sank in.

HONOGHR
H-HOUR PLUS SIX

Rev rested on the soft jungle dirt, his eyes glued to the macrobinoculars as he scanned the Sith shipyard for the fourth time in the last hour. Four days of continuous fighting had taken their toll even on him. His hair was unkempt and dirty; a four day growth of whiskers around his new goatee that he had acquired after the jungle heat had forced him to shave off most of his beard. His robes were dirty and stank of sweat, the knees beginning to tear. They had joined with the main force of Honoghr resistance fighters with little problem, meeting the leader of the largest tribe on the planet. Over the course of the last four days they had attacked and destroyed the four closest Sith garrisons to their primary target. The Sith were running all over the planet, thinking they were dealing with simple resistance fighters, not knowing that Revan and his small band had been leading all of the operations. It had been a vicious four days, and the most brutal fighting that Revan had ever experienced to this point. There were times when he could compare it to the battles for the Onderon moon of Duxn that his father had fought in, and whose memories he could recall. The Sith troops had not just handed over the garrisons, killing hundreds of Noghri and three of the team they had brought before finally being defeated. All of them were stretched and tired, but they all knew they could not let up. 


The shipyard in Revan’s sights would be the hardest nut to crack. Since the garrisons had fallen, Sith troops from orbit had taken up station at the yard, swelling the troop numbers to well over a hundred thousand. Revan would have preferred to just destroy the shipyard from orbit, but the number of Sith warships in the vicinity of Honoghr prevented getting enough capital ships in close enough to be sure they destroyed it completely. And an orbital bombardment would literally destroy all life on one continent, a price the Chancellor and his father deemed far too costly if they were to win the support of the Noghri in this war.


Revan rolled over onto his back and looked at Dralor and Eli who lay slightly below the crest of the ridge they were occupying. He slid slowly down the incline until he was even with them. Seven Noghri scouts were spread out in their small perimeter, protecting their flanks.


“Their routine hasn’t changed.” Revan spoke, pulling the protein bar from the small pouch on his belt.


Dralor nodded at this information. He sported a two inch long scar on his right cheek from a Sith blade that had gotten too close at the last garrison. Arren had patched him up, and then nearly killed him herself for doing something stupid as she called it. Dralor grinned, thinking of his Jedi wife fighting beside him like a woman possessed.


“The commander of this base is not very intelligent Revan.” Dralor spoke. “We have taken out his four closest means of support, and still he does not change guard patrols or rotations. And the security has not increased at all either.”


Revan nodded as he handed the small canteen of water back to Eli. “That will work in our favor.” He replied.


“Revan… why do we not simply destroy the shipyard from orbit?” Eli asked softly. “This battle is going to cost us much in blood and material. We can’t use our artillery because of the jungle canopy, so all we will have are the few Basilisk gunships that the transports can bring down. This battle will be hand to hand for most of the fight.”


“I know.” Rev answered. “I questioned my father and the Chancellor on this before we left. We would have to commit nearly a third of our entire fleet to break the Sith lines just to get close enough to bombard the yard from orbit. The bombardment would annihilate anything within twenty kilometers of this base, and render this continent practically unlivable. The majority of the Noghri population lives on this continent, and a massive bombardment would trigger seismic eruptions across the entire breath of territory. An eruption or earthquake like what was predicted would kill far more than we could live with.”


“There is seismic activity?” Eli asked.


Revan nodded. “This continent sits on the two largest vault lines of the planet. An orbital bombardment would trigger a cataclysmic seismic event and alter the planet entirely. That’s why the Sith built the yard here. They knew what they were doing.”


Dralor blew foliage from his assault rifle. “But they also built it close to some very well concealed tunnels that will give us the advantage we need.”


Revan nodded with a smile. “That they did.” He took another bite of the protein bar. “We will have two divisions of troops plus nearly twenty thousand Noghri, and most importantly, the element of surprise.”


Eli looked at him. “How do you figure that?”


Revan only grinned even wider.

REPUBLIC 6TH COMBINED CORP

3.2 LIGHTYEARS FROM HONOGHR

The Republic RVR19 Transport was the newest transport in the Republic military. It was a hyperspace capable transport, able to carry nearly a thousand troops and their equipment. Outfitted with the finest navigation equipment in known space, as well as heavily armed and extremely well armored, the RVR19 was commonly called the BUB, or Big Ugly Bantha, by Republic troops. The newest addition to the transport’s capabilities was something designed by Bao-Dur and the last three months had been spent equipping all the BUBs with this new equipment.


On each BUB was a small rectangular box like device attached directly to the navigation console. This box, when activated, brought the sensor cross section of the BUB to that of nothing larger than a piece of floating space junk. At first glance, no sensor operator would even think to give the transports a second look, and that was all they would need.


There were fifty-nine BUBs currently holding station within the ranks of the massive fleet of 6th Corp ships, fully two divisions of Republic and Mandalorian troops, as well as nine BUBs carrying fifteen Basilisk gunships. The commanding officers of both divisions now stood on the bridge of the VICTORY with Captain Monroe. They were going over the last minute details of their mission on the flat chart table, a blown up image of Honoghr displayed on it.


“…jump into the system at this point on the far side of the planet and draw the Sith fleet away.” Monroe was speaking. “The BUBs will jump in here to this point, as close to the planet as navigational computers will allow. From there, it will be up to the pilots to get as low into the atmosphere as possible as soon as possible.”


“So we’re talking some rough reentry flying.” The Mandalorian General asked.


Monroe nodded. “I’m sorry… it’s the best we could do.”


The grizzled Mandalorian grinned. “We have trained these troops for nearly four months together.” He spoke nodding to the Republic General. “A little rough flying will not keep them from performing their duties with honor.”


Monroe looked at the Republic officer who met his eyes and only smiled. “My Mandalorian counterpart here is much better with words than I am.” He said in agreement. 


Monroe nodded. “Once in the atmosphere General Revan will contact you and direct you to a site he and the Noghri have cleared out. The LZ is five kilometers square, and it should fit all the BUBs without a problem. It’s only four kilometers from the main target, so make sure you have your men get into the jungle as quickly as possible in case things don’t go well up here. Noghri guides will be meeting you once you are all on the ground.”


“We are ready.” The Mandalorian spoke.


Monroe nodded. “That’s it then.” He spoke. “I wish you both the best of luck.”


The two ground soldiers nodded and headed for the repulser lift. They traveled in silence until they got to the launch bay that held each of their BUBs side by side. They stood there silently staring at the transports for a long moment.


“I fought on Duxn.” The Mandalorian General spoke softly. “The Third Protector Brigade.”


The Republic General nodded at his comrades words. “I was in the Republic 29th Heavy Corp.” He spoke.


“Your men fought like savages my friend.” The Mandalorian spoke.


“So did yours.”


“The terrain is much the same on this forsaken planet.”


The Republic officer nodded, stabbing an illegal Corellian cigar between his teeth. “That it is. I’d say that gives us a leg up on the shabla Sith spawn we’re going to roast.”


The Mandalorian couldn’t contain his laughter and grinned widely at his comrade. “Indeed it does my friend. Indeed it does.” He held out his hand to the Republic general. They had trained for four months together, enduring the same hardships, the same food and the same accommodations. They had forged a bond that only warriors could form. “Haat Ijaa Haa’it Ner vod.” He spoke. (truth, honor, vision, my brother)


The Republic General clasped the hand firmly and nodded. “Ganar Parjai.” (The equivalent to ‘To Victory’)


The two men divided and headed for their separate transports that would take them fully into the war.

NATAL’S COMMAND SHIP

1.1 LIGHT YEARS FROM GAMORR

ENROUTE TO ZONJU V


Natal looked at the image of his Master as it shimmered into life. “My Master.” He spoke solemnly, bowing his head. “How may I serve you?”


“Do you regularly dismiss unexplained and destructive events on our occupied worlds apprentice!” Amaurth hissed.


Natal looked at the image, confusion spreading over his face. Amaurth was angry, this he could tell. “My Master, what has happen?”


“You left Honoghr four days ago Apprentice. Where are you now?”


“My Lord, we are only a few hours from Gamorr.” Natal answered. “I have angered you My Lord. What have I done?”


“Fool! You left Republic troops on Honoghr! Even now they are attacking and destroying our garrisons there against all odds!”


Natal looked stunned. “My Lord… the ship was destroyed! I witnessed it myself! Revan’s son and his followers were blasted from the stars! I could detect his presence within the Force up until his ship was destroyed! After that… nothing!”


“Natal you are a fool! It is a Jedi trick that few have mastered, but those on that ship have done so! You forget whom we do battle with apprentice! These men and women are the most powerful Jedi that live. Reducing their auras so that they are undetectable is a child’s trick! And you played right into it! At this very moment, Revan’s son is forming and leading the resistance on Honoghr! The attacks have been surgical in precision. Four garrisons have been utterly wiped out!”


“Surely they are not foolish enough to attack the shipyard My Lord.” Natal spoke. “It would mean their deaths. There is no way to put troops on the ground in enough numbers to successfully attack the shipyard.”


“You inherited your brother’s lack of tactical advantage Natal. A pity! I had higher hopes for you.” Amaurth spoke.


“My Lord, please forgive me! I only assumed….”


“You must never assume where Revan Panlie and his offspring are concerned!” Amaurth roared. “You think they will do one thing, and they will do another! Return to Honoghr apprentice. Search out Revan’s son, and you will be able to test yourself as you have wished for so long.”


Natal looked up at Amaurth, his eyes narrowing into cruel slits. “I may kill him My Lord?”


Amaurth nodded. “And any with him.”


“I will not fail you My Lord.” Natal spoke.


“When you have finished that task I have another for you.” Amaurth told him. “It seems your brother is still alive Natal. He lives, and at this very moment, he is preparing to attack the Republic.”


Natal’s eyes grew wide. “Malak lives My Lord?”


Amaurth nodded. “My agents tell me he has amassed a huge fleet, and he intends to attack the Republic with it. Once you have finished on Honoghr, go to him. We can arrange a meeting, and pool our forces.”


Natal bowed his head. “My Lord… is that wise?”


Amaurth chuckled. “He may still call himself the Dark Lord of the Sith, but I will make sure that he sees the true Dark Lord in person before I kill him. Does this bother you apprentice?”


“I have nothing but loathing for my brother My Lord, you know this.” Natal replied.


“Yes I know, but because you saved his life that is why he will agree to a meeting.” Amaurth stated. “And at that meeting you will kill him.”


“As you order My Lord.”


“Do not fail me again Natal, or you will suffer the same fate as your brother!” Amaurth snapped. His hand flashed forward and Natal’s eyes bugged out of his head as he felt the vice like grip close around his throat. It was but the briefest of touches, but in that moment, Natal knew Amaurth could have killed him without a second thought.

ZONJU V

AMAURTH’S HEADQUARTERS

Amaurth turned to the only other occupant of the room he stood in, the commander of all his military forces. Admiral Seelok eyed his Lord and Master with some confusion and Amaurth smiled.


“Speak your mind Admiral.” He said. “I do not require mindless obedience from my most senior officers.”


“My Lord…the Republic is in no condition to mount any sort of real assault against Honoghr.” Seelok spoke. 


“I know that Admiral.”


“Yet you send Natal to Honoghr.” Seelok spoke. “If the traitor’s son is truly there, you yourself have said he could not defeat him. And we could possible lose one of the last two Star Forge shipyards.”


Amaurth nodded. “He can’t. Natal is too much like his brother, fueled by hatred and anger of something he neither understands nor cares about.” Amaurth turned and moved to the far side of the spacious room and looked out the window over the desert landscape of Zonju V. “And Malak is a fool for revealing the fact that he still lives. And if the traitor’s son attacks the shipyard on Honoghr, he will fail.”


“Shall I dispatch assassins to remove Malak my Lord?” Seelok asked.


Amaurth looked at him. “There is no need. He may gain a victory or two, cause troubles for the Republic, but they will crush him. And it will allow us to cement our hold on what we have, and then expand.”


“And Natal?” Seelok asked.


Amaurth lifted the clear glass of red liquid to his fanged mouth. “Natal will be dead soon.” Amaurth spoke softly. “A shame really. He had such promise.”

HONOGHR

Revan and his small detachment entered the caves carved into the base of the mountain, passing the alert Noghri guards. The caves were a welcome respite from the oppressive heat and humidity, and Revan relaxed slightly as they made their way deeper into the caverns. In several minutes they entered the cavernous chamber to see hundreds of Noghri preparing for battle. Some cleaned weapons stolen form the Sith, others sharpened already razor like blades; others still checked their primitive form of armor.


Revan moved to where Arren and the others sat. All of them looked dirty and their faces were drawn, but they were all ready to fight. Lanni leaned against Zhar’s chest, both of them sleeping soundly. Revan smiled and silently moved passed his younger brother. Zhar had grown up quite a bit in the last four days, and while it was not the way Revan would have preferred to see him grow, it had the desired effect of causing him to look at things differently. Through it all, Lanni had been beside him, even in the heaviest of fighting, she hadn’t left his side. Amazingly, Lanni had fashion a floating camera of sorts, telling everyone that she was a journalist, and that she needed a camera to record everything that was happening. Using scrap from the first Sith garrison they had hit, Lanni had fashioned a hovering camera similar to the remote droid that followed Bao-Dur wherever he went. It hovered above them, silently waiting for the next mission they would conduct.


Arren didn’t get to her feet as they walked up, but she smiled brightly for her husband as he settled to the hard ground next to her. “Still the same?” She asked.


Revan nodded. “They haven’t changed any patrol times or routines.” He replied, reaching for his pack and pulling out the larger version of the datapad. He saw Rukin and Sahkis approaching and he turned to where Zhar lay. He had opened one eye, but hadn’t moved so as not to disturb Lanni. Revan motioned him over, and slowly he slid out from under Lanni, causing her to also wake up. She noticed Zhar going to where Revan knelt, as well as dozens of Noghri also beginning to crowd around him. These Noghri had been with Revan’s group since they had started this mission, and none of them had any intention of leaving unless they were dead.


When everyone was gathered around, Revan nodded. “Ok… the 6th Corp is going to be jumping into the system in just over two hours with four of its six Battle Groups.” He spoke, looking around at everyone to make sure all were paying attention. All of them watched him with professional intent. “They are going to initiate a Duxn Rumble attack profile with anti-ship missiles and coordinated squadron attacks. They are going to draw the Sith fleet in orbit as far away from Honoghr as they can, fighting as they go. Three minutes after their attack begins, another fifty-nine ships are going to jump into the system on the far side of the planet. Those will be Republic RVR19 transports.”


Zhar looked at him wide eyed. “The RVR19 are our newest transport!” He spoke.


Revan nodded. “And that should show you how important this little mission is.” He said. “The second they enter the atmosphere they will activate homing beacons and we will direct them to the site that Noghri have been clearing the last four days. That puts them four kilometers from the shipyard. Dralor… you will meet the 3rd Mandalorian Protector Division and with your Noghri guides you will escort them to the east side of the base. Eli… you and your Noghri guides will link up with the Republic 9th Heavy Infantry Division.” Revan made a smirk. “Minus their heavy stuff of course.” This brought a chuckle from everyone gathered around and eased many tensions regarding the upcoming battle. “You will take them to the north side of the base. At this time, the 6th should have drawn them far enough away that we can begin our attack. Once that attack begins, the 3rd will deploy its Basilisk gunships and begin hammering the base. The 9th will begin using its direct fire mortars on the garrison building and the command center. First priority is their communications. The longer we keep them in the dark the better.” Revan flipped through the datapad. “As soon as the Sith fleet turns back to Honoghr, the last two Battle Groups of the 6th Corp will jump into the system and hit them with a full missile attack, while Captain Monroe loops back around and hits them from the rear. The attack is timed for just when the majority of the troops within the base should be sitting down to eat.”


“My people General Revan?” Sahkis asked.


Revan nodded. “Sahkis, you’ll get the tunnels. Bring your force in through the tunnels to this point here. Just outside the detention wall. When the attacks begin, blow the wall, and get as many of the prisoners as you can out of there, especially the women and children; and if the men choose to stay and fight, blast your way into the armory here and take the Sith weapons.”


Sahkis’s smile was that of a predator about to strike. “I will do as you order.”


“Zhar, Arren and Lanni will be moving with me.” Revan said tucking the datapad back into his pack.


Arren looked at him with disgust in her eyes. “And where is that?” She asked.


Revan grinned. “We’re going in the front door.” He spoke. “With about nine thousand highly irate Noghri right behind us.”


Arren shook her head. “Man I hate the front door.” She muttered.


Her words brought forth laughter to everyone in the gathered circle. Warriors all of them, they did not speak of the deaths that would surely ensue. That was something that just was not done.
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HONOGHR

“Fire!” Captain Monroe screamed unnecessarily as he came to his feet on the bridge of THE VICTORY.


The four Republic Battle Groups had dropped from hyperspace completely in formation in an amazing feat of coordination and skill. As soon as they had completed the reversion to normal space, the nine INFERNO-Class Missile ships per Battle Group, as they had become known since the Battle of Dosuun, locked their missile launchers into firing position, and the space around Honoghr became every ship captain’s most vivid nightmare. Six magazines filled with thirty-two missiles each multiplied by thirty-six, and within the space of only nine seconds, nearly two thousand anti-ship missiles were streaking for the nearly four hundred capital ships in orbit in and around Honoghr.


“All Battle Groups execute Duxn Rumble Attack Profile!” Monroe barked the orders. “Take your assigned sectors and let it rip!”


It wasn’t exactly the most military thing to say at the moment, but Captain Monroe had been hanging around Rev Junior far too much, and picked up some of his more colorful euphuisms. 


The four Battle Groups were nearly identical in their make up, with five Squadrons per Battle Group, with eight INTERDICTOR-Class Heavy Cruisers, thirteen ENDAR SPIRE-Class star cruisers, and twenty-one CALO-Class Heavy Frigates in each Squadron; two hundred and ten warships per Battle Group, making the Republic 6th Combined Corp the third most powerful fleet in the Republic military. 


The Duxn Rumble Attack Profile was something Revan had thought up as a teenager, and once given command of the 6th Corp, he had instituted it into their attack profile. It called for the Battle groups to split into their separate Squadrons and work almost as a fighter squadron would, using speed and maneuverability to inflict as much damage as possible without actually exposing their ships to the pummeling fire of other capital ships. While the star cruisers and heavy frigates used their smaller size and quickness to duck in and out, the INTERDICTOR-Class heavy cruisers remained on the edge of the battle envelope and poured massive barrage after massive barrage into the stationary enemy ships. 


The twenty squadrons of capital ships followed the wave of missiles in on the Sith warships, and as one officer would later say in an interview with the HoloNet News team, really let them have it on the chin.

FAR SIDE OF HONOGHR


They appeared like ghosts from the fog. Fifty nine BUB transports all dropping from hyperspace at the exact time and place they needed too, thanks to incredible piloting skills by the men who directed them.


The Republic and Mandalorian Generals moved to the cockpits of their respective transports immediately after dropping into real space.


The senior pilot in the group turned as the Republic General came forward. “We are right where we are supposed to be General Krieger!”


“Scan for the signal!” He ordered.


The co-pilot flipped several switches and nodded “Got it! Bearing three one three!”


“That’s General Revan! Take us in! Quickly!”


The senior pilot of the BUB nodded and turned back to his controls. “Hang on back there boys and girls! This is going to leave your stomachs in your throats!”


The man paused for only three seconds before tipping the transport over on its nose into a gut dropping full power fall directly for the surface of the planet.

SITH COMMAND BATTLE CRUISER

The ship shuddered with another barrage of turbolaser fire and two missiles strikes. Alarms were wailing in the background, smoke filling the interior of the bridge and the Sith sensor operator glanced quickly at his screen, seeing the fifty odd blips appear on his screen and then disappear nine seconds later as he went to adjust the sensors for better clarity. Another vicious barrage captured his attention, and all memory of the fifty-nine strange blips vanished thirty seconds after they had disappeared.

CORUSCANT

OFFICE OF THE CHANCELLOR

The aide burst into Brose’s office without announcement, his hand filled with datapad, and a look of excitement on his face. Brose looked up from his desk, Revan and Forn standing to one side pointing out something on the chart they were discussing. Revan and Forn looked up as well, surprised at the interruption.


“Chancellor!”


“What is it Patin?” Brose snapped. “I asked not to be disturbed.”


“Chancellor, we are receiving reports that a major invasion on Honoghr is underway!” Patin exclaimed. “It’s all over the HoloNet!”


Brose looked at Revan and Forn. “What?”


The aide plugged the datapad into the slot on the Chancellor’s desk. “The operations chief at Ms. Overlet’s station began receiving this encoded transmission thirty minutes ago. They have been broadcasting it for the last fifteen on the air.”


The aide activated the screen on the Chancellor’s wall and a picture of the Honoghr jungle leaped out to them. They could make out hundreds of Noghri moving stealthy through the dense foliage, and they could also see the backs of two non-Noghri humans, both of them carrying lightsabers. Huge explosions could be heard in the background, and as the camera oriented forward, all could see the massive duracrete wall that surrounded the Sith base. There were also huge pillars of smoke billowing above the Sith base.


“Turn it up!” Brose snapped.


“…moving to our jump off point.” Lanni’s voice came through clearly, with some exertion as she moved behind the rapidly advancing Jedi and Noghri. “To repeat… this is Lanni Overlet reporting from the planet Honoghr. When this video is finally received and viewed, this will be my attempt to document the events surrounding the Republic’s mission to destroy the Sith shipyard here on the planet and rid this sector of space of any Sith presence, thereby freeing the Noghri people.”


“By the Force…” Revan gasped. “She doesn’t know she’s transmitting live.”


Joining the cascading sounds of explosions in the transmission were the shouts of voices and the unmistakable sounds of small arms fire. The camera jolted once as Lanni dove for cover on the ground with the others in front of her doing the same, just as a heavy turret opened up, sending blistering laser fire through the air around them.


“With the Republic 6th Combined Corp in the skies above us, we have begun our attack on the Sith shipyard here on Honoghr!” Lanni’s voice could be heard nearly shouting above the din of weapons fire and the shouts of others. “All reports received by General Panlie so far indicate that the 6th Corp was able to draw the Sith fleet in orbit above us away from the planet. As that was happening, General Panlie’s plan called for the insertion of two divisions of Republic forces onto Honoghr. The Mandalorian 3rd Protector Division and the Republic 9th Heavy Infantry Division were inserted onto the far side of the planet using the Republic’s new transports. They quickly dispersed to their appointed launch points, and the explosions you hear in the background are actually direct fire mortars from the 9th Infantry Division as they breach the north side of the Sith base. Mandalorian Basilisk gunships, and their direct fire rockets destroyed the Sith communications center and most of the barracks in the first moments of the attack. We are facing heavy resistance though, as reports indicated the Sith had nearly a hundred thousand troops inside the perimeter of the base!”


Another barrage of heavy weapons fire sent Lanni and the others in the screen scurrying, but not before four Noghri could be seen being mowed down, their bodies shredded by the Sith weapons. The camera was apparently keyed to what Lanni was looking at, and it focused suddenly on the figure of Zhar Panlie. Revan knew his sons without question. They looked worn and filthy, but they knelt next to each other, exposed to enemy fire in the thick of the assault. As his heart jumped in fear and worry, Revan felt a wave of pride sweep over him that he had never experienced before.


“Chancellor… we should intercept and block the transmission.” Forn spoke.


Brose looked quickly at her and then turned to Revan. “Master Revan?” He asked.


Revan looked at the aide. “How many people are watching this?” He asked.


The aide shook his head. “It’s all over the HoloNet Master Revan. Reports say it’s being turned on even in the lower city. Any holo monitor that is being used.”


Revan shook his head. “She doesn’t know she is transmitting live.” Revan spoke. “She must have built the thing from scrap, as her original cameraman is still on Kashyyyk. He…” Revan stopped. “That’s it! She’s transmitting to him from Honoghr so that this can be seen at a later date. They were close friends if I recall correctly. Her cameraman must be transmitting it to the HoloNews feeds live!”


“This could be a colossal failure Chancellor.” Forn spoke. “The attack is just beginning. If it goes wrong, then it will be seen by every citizen in the Republic with a two credit holo receiver.”


Brose looked at her. “But if it succeeds, think of the surge of support and pride. All the people have seen in these last months are reports of Republic Forces pulling back, fighting a defensive war. This is our chance to show them we are actually fighting this war, and not simply running away.”


Forn looked at Revan. “Revan… we…”


“My son will not lose.” Revan spoke softly, staring at the transmission. “My sons will not lose. He’s better than me… better than I ever was.” Revan turned to the Chancellor. “Leave it on Chancellor. Revan and Zhar will win this fight. Let’s show the people of the Republic that we are kicking some serious Sith backside!”


Brose grinned and came to his feet. “I agree completely.” He looked at is aide. “Patin, prepare a statement. It’s time the people of the Republic saw their defenders in action.”

HONOGHR


“Thermal Detonators!” Revan screamed.


As if on cue, twenty of the most powerful hand grenades know to exist were activated and tossed up, but not at the enemy. They were tossed straight into the air. 


Revan, Arren and Zhar each extended a hand and caught the detonators within the grip of the Force. And sent them hurtling with amazing speed directly at the main entrance of the Sith base, as well as the heavy turrets protecting it. 


The reverberation of the twenty grenades striking their targets caused the entire jungle around them to shake. Revan looked up as debris and pieces of dirt and small pieces of stone continued to fall. The entire section of wall had caved in, the jagged remains of three heavy weapons turrets buried among the tons of rubble. He turned back to Arren and Zhar and Lanni’s camera caught the flashing of his teeth in the broad smile. 


“Who needs direct fire mortars!” He screamed, and ignited his lightsaber and let out a war whoop that caused Arren to cringe.


She clamored to her feet igniting one end of her lightsaber. “You need to stop hanging out with my husband!” She screamed after Revan and with Zhar moving beside her shaking his head in befuddlement, they once more followed Revan into battle. This time however, nearly six hundred Noghri in the immediate area joined in Revan’s war scream and followed them, and thousands more added to the sounds of the jungle as they headed directly for the breach in the wall Revan had just made.


And unbeknownst to Lanni, her camera followed her along dutifully, transmitting the battle to the entire galaxy. In real time.


Ok, before I get too much further into this story, I wanted to give credit where credit is due. I wasn’t real big on Malak making a come back in this story, but after speaking with a fan of the story in a couple emails I gave it some further thought. I washed it around some, tossed out a bunch of ideas, and finally decided on the approach you see happening in the book. I sincerely hope it is a believable return, because this is my biggest project since getting my original science fiction story published. So the real credit for the idea of Darth Malak returns lies with one Logan Visavati, also known as Revan Clay on this site and others.

Well… enjoy!

CHAPTER TWENTY

HONOGHR

H-HOUR PLUS ONE


Revan and his group of Noghri, including Arren, Zhar and Lanni crouched low inside the shattered remains of the one story building on the edge of the shipyard. It looked to be some sort of command and control center, and while many of the instruments and consoles were shattered and smoking, the building still had power, and the alternate holo imager was still operating. On the imager now, Revan stared at the layout of the shipyard compound. The shipyard itself was still nearly a kilometer away, as many of the buildings between their location and the actual shipyard were housing for the nearly hundred thousand Sith personnel inside the base. It was essentially a small city in and of itself.


The Noghri who accompanied Revan and his command group were stationed all along the walls, covering every entrance into the small building with heavy weapons and dozens of small arms. They had already repelled two suicide charges by Sith troops and inflicted heavy losses. All of them were covered with soot and dirt, and some blood. After their initial breach of the compound wall they had to fight the entire way to this building. Even Lanni now held a Sith assault rifle taken from a trooper that she had killed, and a Sith Tremor Sword was strapped across her back.


Revan was speaking to Captain Monroe, having to shout at times to be heard over the many explosions across the base.


“…inflicted heavy damage on the orbiting Sith fleet General! We’ve knocked out a third of their fleet! We caught them completely by surprise and were able to get in three missile volleys before they could coordinate their response!” Monroe could be seen grabbing his command chair as the VICTORY rocked under enemy fire. “It’s degenerated into a free for all up here now! We leaped to the outer edges of the system, drawing the Sith fleet away, but many of them are now turning back! It appears your attack on the base has finally gotten their full attention! I’m preparing to initiate the second phase of our operation!”


“What are your losses?” Revan questioned.


“Surprisingly light so far General, only seven ships lost and some others with minor damage. They haven’t been able to find an effective counter to the Duxn Rumble! That will change as soon as we initiate the second portion!” Monroe reported.


“We’re advancing here, but the movement is slow!” Revan told him. “The 3rd has gained the most ground, advancing to half a kilometer from the actual shipyard. The 9th was stopped and pinned almost immediately after breaching their section of the wall!”


 “We’ll try to keep their attention up here focused on us General!” Monroe snapped. “But they still outnumber us three to one!”


Revan nodded. “Inflict as much damage as you can! If you can keep their ships from trying to assist the troops here for a while longer, we can take the shipyard! Once the shipyard is gone they’ll have to retreat! There will be no way for them to repair their ships!”


Monroe nodded. “Understood! VICTORY out!”


Monroe’s image faded to nothing and Revan went back to reviewing the compound schematic as Zhar stepped up to him. Arren was going along the defensive perimeter, touching each Noghri and giving words of reassurance and healing whatever minor wounds they might have had. Rukin and three Noghri came began climbing down from the gaping four meter hole in the ceiling of the building.


Revan and Zhar turned to him. “Tell me the barracks are gone.” Revan spoke.


Rukin nodded. “Nothing left but rubble. Anything inside those buildings was crushed when the Basilisks knocked them down.”


“That should have taken out most of the garrison.” Revan said. “Why are we getting so much resistance?”


Rukin pointed to several locations on the schematic. “It appears they set up temporary billets here and here. They turned this warehouse into a huge barracks, and the majority of the force was here. We snatched a Sith spawn soldier and asked him some rather pointed questions.”


Revan looked at Rukin. “Did you get pointed answers?”


Rukin grinned, the flash of his teeth against the dark soot and dirt that covered his exposed skin giving him a vicious predatory look. “Yes we did.”


“What happen to the prisoner?” Zhar asked.


Rukin looked at him. “He decided he had wings and attempted to fly.”


Zhar couldn’t help himself and chuckled. He looked at his brother, who was watching him closely. “Why do they always think they can fly?” Zhar asked.


Revan met his brother’s smile and motioned to the schematic. “The 3rd is spread along this line of axis.” He said tracing a line with his finger along the east portion of the base. I’m going to have General Tiian send Dralor and three companies to take out this warehouse. Once that is done, it should ease the pressure on the 9th enough for them to bust out of their location and push for the shipyard.”


“We aren’t going to just sit here are we?” Zhar asked.


Revan grinned. “I thought we might.” He said. “We’re going to set up a line between this row of buildings and set up cook stoves and wait for the wave of Sith troops that will come pouring from this second position to reinforce the warehouse when Dralor and his people hit it.”


“Then what?” Rukin asked.


“Why… then we’re going to invite them to dinner of course.” Revan replied.


Lanni had heard Revan’s words just as Arren came to her side and she looked at her. “I thought Jedi were supposed to be all peace loving and non-violent?” She asked half jokingly.


Arren chuckled and turned back to look at Revan junior. She looked back to Lanni. “Yeah, well, our parents sort of forgot that class as we were growing up.” She answered. “Insuring the safety of the Republic and our friends didn’t go well with peace loving.” Arren saw Lanni holding the rifle tightly. “I saw how you came about that.”


Lanni glanced at the rifle then back to Arren. “He tried to get personal with me.” Lanni replied. “Only Zhar gets personal with me.”


Arren chuckled and nodded her head. “Lanni… you sound like you grew up with us.” She said.


“I can feel the militaristic tendencies of the clone training coming out more Arren.” She spoke. “It has to be the proximity of the fighting. My only thoughts are of defending my friends and those I care about.” Lanni wiped a hand across her cheek. “I guess the more violent tendencies were suppressed for so long, it allowed me to gain control over them.”


Arren nodded. “We’d be able to detect it if the original purpose of the clone training was resurfacing.” She spoke. “You’ve mastered it Lanni, and now you control your life, as it should be.”


“You have children don’t you Arren?” Lanni asked.


Arren nodded. “Twin boys.” She answered. “And when this war ends, my husband and I will have more.”


Lanni smiled. “I want six children.” She said. “Three of each.”


“What about Zhar?” Arren asked. “Does he want that many?”


Lanni grinned slyly. “I think I can convince him!”


Arren smiled in a womanly fashion, ducking her head instinctively as another explosion hit close by. “The second best part of children, besides seeing them grow into adults, is making them!” She shouted.


Even in the dimly lit room and with her dirt and soot encrusted face, Lanni’s smile was brilliant. “I know!” 


“Ok!” Revan’s voice sounded in the room. “Let’s get into position!”


Lanni and Arren, still smiling got to their feet together. Neither of them was aware that Lanni’s mini remote camera had just recorded their entire conversation and broadcast it to the entire universe.


And the camera followed Lanni, doing just as she had programmed it. Follow her wherever she went and film everything. Bao-Dur would have been very proud of her.

CORUSCANT

OFFICE OF THE CHANCELLOR  

The Chancellor’s office had been practically turned into a viewing room. Since Revan and Forn had already been there, they set up a small military schematic of the battle to the side, and had patched into the feed from the 6th Corp fighting in orbit above Honoghr. Bastila, Vandar, Jolee and half a dozen senior Senators that had been waiting to see Brose were now sitting in his office viewing the large wall monitor and watching the feed from Lanni’s mini remote camera.


Brose’s aide came back into the office without announcing himself and went directly to where Brose sat. “Republic security on Kashyyyk has determined the feed is coming from Ms. Overlet’s former assistant. He tapped into the civilian channel, and is keeping the feed active.”


Brose nodded and looked at Revan. “You were right Master Revan.” He said. He looked at his aide. “How many people are watching the transmission?”


“Reports indicate that nearly two thirds of Coruscant is tuned into that channel Chancellor. Reports are coming in from almost every Core World as well. It seems as more time passes, more monitors and receivers are being tuned to this station.” The aide replied. “The Channel Chief Executive is asking for more power from the main grid to boast the signal.”


Brose nodded immediately. “Granted.” He said. “Tell the man he is not to lose the feed for any reason. And have Republic Security pull back from the man’s quarters on Kashyyyk. They are to keep a discrete distance, and insure he is left undisturbed.”


The aide nodded. “As you order Chancellor.”


One of the senators in the office, a staunch supporter of Brose and the war, turned in his chair to look at Revan. “Do they have a chance Master Revan?” He asked.


All eyes in the room turned to Revan including those of his wife. He looked into Bastila’s sapphire orbs for the trillionth time in his lifetime and saw the love and support pouring from them. He looked back to the Senator. 


“Senator… I firmly believe that the only person in the universe who could pull this off is my son.” Revan said firmly. “The men and women fighting alongside him and in the stars above would willingly dive into a star going supernova if he asked them to, for the simple reason that they know he would do everything in his power to bring them all out. My son has managed for the first time in known history to unite every Noghri tribe and clan on Honoghr behind a single purpose. And that purpose right now is to run the Sith clear out of the system.” Revan allowed a small smile to play across his face. “He’ll do it Senator. He has too.”


“Revan is there anything we can send to him that could alter the battle more in his favor?” Brose asked. “Do we have nothing in the area that could assist?”


Revan was silent, unsure about whether to announce the surprise his son had in store for the Sith fleet. He looked at Bastila quickly, and then shook his head slowly. “Chancellor, for the moment I’d rather not say.”


Brose looked at him oddly, but nodded his head. “Very well.”


Bastila met her husband’s eyes and reached out within their bond. Revan?

Revan smiled at her. I told you our son was better than I was my love. He answered her. 

CALARON SECTOR

1.1 LIGHT YEARS FROM HONOGHR

They waited patiently for the word to come. Nearly three hundred ships, from small smuggler corvettes to the single massive INTERDICTOR-Class cruiser. They waited and watched the battle on Honoghr play out. They had a mission, and when their number was called, they would execute that mission with all the skill they had obtained the last three months training for it.


And then they would show the Sith who the real powers were in this galaxy.

HONOGHR

DRALOR’S ASSAULT FORCE

H-HOUR PLUS TWO

Dralor moved up beside the Mandalorian scout as he stopped and motioned everyone to ground. The scout pointed to the line of Sith troops taking up positions along the outer wall of the warehouse they had been sent to destroy. Hundreds of Sith troops, to include heavy weapons and what appeared to be at least two multiple rocket launchers. Dralor lifted his comlink.


“General Tiian, this is Colonel Dralor.” He spoke in a hushed voice.


Tiian’s voice came back immediately in the ear piece he wore, and Dralor could hear the sounds of weapons fire in the background. “Report!”


“We are a hundred meters shy of the warehouse General.” Dralor reported. “Revan was right, they are forming here, and it appears they are looking to bust out fairly soon. We count at least ten heavy laser turrets, and at least two multiple rocket launchers.”


“Sith troops?” Tiian asked.


“From my position alone, I estimate at least a thousand.” Dralor answered. “The interior of the warehouse is blacked out, but there is quite a bit of movement in and out of the building, and if I had to guess, I’d say the bulk of their force is inside. The warehouse looks like it could hold upwards of three or four thousand troops easily. This would be a perfect target to assign to the Basilisks General. Their standoff missiles would make short work of the heavy weapons.”


There was a pause before Tiian answered. “I’ll have them orbiting two kilometers from your location in three minutes.” Tiian answered. “Is it clear enough to use my division’s heavy mortars? They have demolished the Sith strongholds in their OA, and are screaming for more targets.”


“Stand by.” Dralor spoke. He withdrew something from his utility pack and handed it to the scout. The Mandalorian scout eased the small device above the wall they were behind and ran a very fast scan. He pulled it back down and returned it to Dralor, who grinned. He keyed his comlink. “The deflection is slightly higher than normal, but we can assist their targeting with directional beams. Have them prepare a hundred rounds of anti-personnel P12s, mixed in with the standard plasma penetration round. That should make short work of the troops in and around the area.”


“Stand by.” Tiian’s voice replied. Dralor turned to the soldiers behind him, and began making hand signals to them. They in turn, looked back to those behind them and made the same signals, which were passed down the row of three hundred Mandalorian troops that had accompanied Dralor. As Dralor watched, the Mandalorian troops began to disappear into the fog of smoke and night sky as they headed for the positions Dralor had just directed them to take. Tiian’s voice came again. “My mortar officer says give him ninety seconds, and he will be ready to fire!”


Dralor looked at the scout, who grinned in anticipation of the battle. “Standing by.” Dralor told the General. He moved up between the scout and another three troopers who had come up to the wall. “Use your directional beams.” Dralor whispered. “We will target the launchers and the heavy weapons for the Basilisks, and let the others target the troops.”

Tiian’s voice came again. “General Cord is preparing to launch a full attack when you have destroyed the warehouse. He will send two brigades directly up the main concourse in confiscated Sith vehicles!”


Dralor grinned. “Where did he get Sith vehicles?”


Tiian could be heard chuckling. “Never let it be said that Mandalorians are the only resourceful soldiers in the galaxy Dralor. I imagine Cord asked for permission from the Sith and when they refused, he persuaded them. Hold on… the Basilisks are in position!”


“Mortars?” Dralor asked.


“They are also ready! And their officer has informed me that for every round that does not score a direct hit, he will purchase a mug of Corellian Ale.”


Dralor smiled in the darkness. “We are ready General. You may begin.”


They hovered over the remains of the Mandalorian breach of the east section of the Sith base; fourteen of the hulking and destructive Basilisk gunships. Their stubby wings were fully loaded with missiles, after they had landed and reloaded only an hour before. They had been orbiting the base, taking shots at targets of opportunity and avoiding the few anti-air missiles the Sith had been able to fire up into the sky at them. Two of those missiles had claimed gunships, and the pilots and crews of the remaining ships were chomping at the bit for revenge. 


Now they would have it.


The pilot of the command gunship saw his display light up between his legs with a multitude of targets and he smiled a savage grin.


“All ships! Targets abound my brothers! Lock on and fire at will!”


The commander of the Basilisk gunship squadron could not contain his joy as he locked onto three heavy weapons turrets and two anti-air batteries and triggered off five missiles. He watched with satisfaction as all the missiles cleared the rails and dipped low to the ground heading for their targets. All around him, thirteen other gunships unleashed missiles as well, and the flash and smoke lit up the surrounding area for a quarter of a kilometer. The Mandalorian troops on the ground below them had established a trauma center and command post of sorts near where they had breached the base wall. Their heads turned to the sky as the missiles left their ships, and each troop said a short prayer that the missiles would kill their enemies.


Dralor and the men with him had to wait only twenty seconds before the first missiles struck, and even then it caught them by surprise. Almost simultaneously, every heavy weapons turret and the anti-air batteries flared in brief moments of light and then erupted into massive explosions, shredding Sith troops all around them. Dralor and the others watched as bodies were launched into the air, many missing limbs and tossed dozens of meters. The screams began as well, as wounded Sith howled out their agony. 


Agony that did not last long.


With only a few seconds pause, one hundred P12 anti-personnel mortar rounds began landing right where the men of Dralor’s companies were directing them. The P12 was the little brother to the larger plasma penetration round. Inside its hard target center were fifty-three Mandalorian Steel shards three inches in length. When the P12 struck its target, not only did the plasma outer coating burn and destroy anything it touched, the hard target center blew outwards, sending the steel shards in every direction for a range of ten meters. 


Dralor and his men watched in awe as waves of Sith troops were cut down like an enormous harvester machine collecting the wheat on Ordo. The steel shards ripped out and into the bodies of any exposed Sith trooper, punching through armor and flesh alike, tossing bodies aside like a wave of Force power. Adding insult to injury, many of Dralor’s unit had directed their rounds on top of the warehouse, and the resulting explosions obliterated the duracrete ceiling, sending tons of duracrete and steel shards raining down on the hundreds of Sith troops inside the warehouse preparing for their own assault.


An assault that would never take shape as hundreds of the nearly three thousand troops inside the warehouse, as well as the thousand that were outside protecting the warehouse were ripped apart and crushed beneath the very building they were using for cover. Dralor lifted his comlink once more.


“We’ve broken them! Cease fire! We are beginning our attack!”


Dralor came to his feet and screamed. “Charge!”


As if on cue, all three hundred of the men with Dralor let loose with similar howls of war and charged forward, taking the fight to the Sith.

CORUSCANT

JEDI TEMPLE

Anja and a dozen other Jedi and senior Padawans were crowded around the small monitor in one of the study lounges watching the action unfold right before their eyes. Many of them kept looking back at her whenever the camera flashed on Revan, but they could see nothing but calm on Anja’s face. She was hiding very well the racing of her heart, and had tucked her hands under her legs to hide her quivering hands. Ever since the feed of the battle had become public knowledge, all training classes in the Temple had ground to a halt, as the students rushed to find monitors they could watch. 


Anja and the others could see Revan directing Noghri into positions as they established their ambush site. All of them knew something was happening in another part of the base because the sky had suddenly become as bright as day, and explosions had started coming one after the other.


Anja felt the hand on her shoulder and turned to see Master Bindo and Mission behind her. She got to her feet. “Master Bindo.” She spoke quickly.


Jolee smiled warmly. “Calm down Anja, you are no longer a Padawan.” He spoke. “You know Mission?”


Anja smiled and embraced the Twi’lek. “How are you Mission?”


Mission grinned. “So much better thanks to you and Rev junior.”


“I did nothing.” Anja answered. “Revan went after you against his own orders. He was not about to leave you there.”


Mission squeezed her hand. “I know. How are you holding up? I mean since all this started?”


Anja glanced at the monitor then turned back to them. “I don’t know.” She said. “It’s so scary. I know what he is capable of, and that if anyone can do this, he can, but it still doesn’t stop the fear.”


Jolee nodded. “Well… that’s why we are here.” He said. “And since every student within these Temple walls has abandoned their instructors,” He spoke loudly. “There will be double training sessions when this is resolved.” 


All of the Padawans present groaned loudly, but said nothing as they turned back to the monitor with smiles on their faces.


“I do believe someone else would like to join us, but he was too damn stubborn to ask you himself.” Jolee spoke. He turned to where Master Corna and Knight Paal stood off to one side. Anja smiled and went to where Corna stood, and embraced her former Master, much to his surprise. She looked at Victor and nodded her head.


“Thank you.” She told Corna.


Corna smiled and squeezed her shoulder. “I will always stand by you Anja Tamari.” He spoke.


“Look!” One of the Padawans yelled, pointing to the screen.

HONOGHR

REVAN’S AMBUSH POSITION
H-HOUR PLUS THREE HOURS


“…here they come!” Arren rasped out to Revan in as low a voice as she could and still be heard.


Revan looked over the wall he was behind on top of the one story building. He had spread his Noghri force out along the most likely avenue that the Sith would come to try and reinforce the warehouse. His eyes grew wide when he saw the sheer number of Sith soldiers crowding the street below him closing on their location.


“Sith’s blood!” Zhar cursed. “There must be a thousand of them! Two thousand!”


Revan ducked back behind the wall, his mind racing. The advancing Sith troopers were only seven hundred meters away from their location, and he had only four hundred Noghri left. They were in perfect ambush position, but the sheer number of Sith troops all but guaranteed they would not stop the reinforcements from reaching the warehouse.


“Rukin!” Revan hissed. “Shift three of the heavy weapons to the ground level! We need to keep them out of this building!”


The Noghri leader nodded. “It will be done!”


“Zhar go with him!” Revan said. “Take your detachment and cover every door, every window! Target their rocket troops first!”


Zhar nodded quickly and motioned to his company of Noghri. They scampered after him as he headed down the metal stairs on the back of the building. Revan glanced over the wall again, just high enough to get his eyes over the wall. “Far eyes please tell me you are in position and seeing this.” Revan spoke softly into his comlink.


“We have your position marked General Revan.” Came the reply. “I have four teams up; six in each team. We are tracking a whole lot of uglies heading in your direction.”


“Can you mark any Pure Sith?” Revan asked.


“Affirmative. They seem to be hanging back and prodding the others forward.”


“Far eyes, on my mark you will target any Pure Sith and you will not stop shooting until they are all down. Is that clear?”


“Confirmed General. Standing by.”


“Eli?” Revan questioned next.


Eli’s voice filled his ear piece and Revan could hear the sounds of vehicles and firing in the background. “Go General!”


“What is your location?”


“We liberated some Sith vehicles and are two minutes from General Tiian’s advance force at the warehouse!” Eli replied. “The 9th has broken through and is proceeding to their primary positions. General Tiian’s attack on the warehouse hurt them more than we thought Revan, we have Sith troopers surrendering in groups!”


“They’re not surrendering Eli! They’re buying time for their follow on forces. I’m staring at close to two brigades of Sith heavy troopers moving on my position!” Revan switched his comlink channel. “This is General Revan! Pass the orders! No prisoners until I give the order! I don’t care if they come forward unarmed and begging for mercy, shoot the Sith spawns!” Revan snapped. 


“Tiian confirms! Relaying order!”


“General Cord confirms. Relaying order now!”


Revan switched back to Eli’s channel. “Eli what is your strength?”


“We crammed a full battalion into these vehicles Revan!”


“We have about three minutes before these Sith run right into the ambush I have set for them, but all I have are Noghri and only a few heavy weapons.” Revan told him. “Swing your force wide of the warehouse! There is a route between two ten story buildings that will bring you up directly behind us! Can you see them?”


“Got them!”


“Dismount before you come to the buildings, and then come up from my rear! And Eli?”


“Yes General!”


“Come right up my backside firing my friend! We’re going to need it by the time you arrive.”


Eli turned to the Republic Master Chief who was behind the controls of the Sith repulser barge. “Chief you ever save a General’s backside?” Eli barked.


“There’s a first time for everything Colonel!” The Master Chief shouted over the roar of the barge’s engine.


Eli smiled. “You want to explain to the General’s wife why we let him die at the hands of some sorry Sith.”


“I’d rather tangle with a Krayt Dragon Colonel!” He yelled back.


“Then step on it Master Chief!” Eli shouted.


The Master Chief reached forward and shoved the barge’s throttles to maximum, as he yanked the barge to the right away from the warehouse. Eli hung onto the front windshield and palmed his lightsaber. “Not this day!” He spoke to himself. “Not this day!”


Sahkis was ushering the prisoners from the cells and directing them back out the tunnels the way they had come in. Since the attack started, the number of guards had been reduced to almost nothing, and the six teams of fifty Noghri warriors each had dispatched the Sith guards with little problem. It was in the last cell that Sahkis had found his family. His mate had flown into his arms and crushed him in an embrace that she had not given him since the day they were joined, his eight children rushing to him as well. His entire clan was within the cell, and while they looked malnourished to an extent, and some were wounded from beatings given to them at the tip of Sith whips, they were all alive. The senior males of his clan looked at him in another light, seeing the Republic weapons and armor he and his teams wore.


“What is happening Sahkis?” One of the older males asked. “We heard explosions! Many of them, and the Sith guards ran out as if the gods themselves had descended upon us.”


“Not gods wise one.” Sahkis replied. “Republic and Mandalorian troops! They are attacking this base as we speak. My mission was to rescue our people, while they conducted the main assault. There are Jedi with them wise one. Lord Revan’s son himself.”


This brought many heads around and they looked at him. “Lord Revan’s son leads this assault? But… the Sith told us the Jedi would never help us; that the Jedi thought us to be beneath them. They said the entire Republic felt this way.”


Sahkis shook his head quickly. “They lied to us wise one. In the stars above us, a Republic fleet battles the Sith. An entire division of Mandalorians and one of Republic soldiers landed only hours ago, and it is they who attack this base. Lord Revan’s son leads our Noghri brethren himself. He leads us so that we can be free again.”


“So the Republic can rule us?” The elder spoke.


Sahkis shook his head quickly. “No Wise One. Once we have destroyed the monsters that have enslaved us, Lord Revan’s son promised we would be free. I have the word of the Chancellor himself.”


“You… you have spoken to the Chancellor?”


Sahkis nodded again. “He has promised us membership in the Republic. Voting rights. Trade agreements. These are different times Wise One. We must take up arms and fight beside those who have come to aide us. You will see for yourself.”


Sahkis turned as one of his team leaders came up and spoke to him quickly. Sahkis’s eyes went wide. “Where?” He barked.


“They move above us this very minute Sahkis.” The team leader spoke. “Thousands of them. They are heading directly at General Revan’s position. He intends to ambush them, but he is badly outnumbered.”


“He attacks them to keep them away from those who will destroy the ship building facilities.” Sahkis spoke, his mind racing. “Quickly… send one team back with those we have rescued. We need to find our way to the surface! We can come up behind them as they pass.”


“Weapons Sahkis!” The wise elder spoke. “We need weapons! We have been slaves long enough, and now we will fight!”


Sahkis smiled. “The Sith armory above us will be lightly defended. We will find all we need there.”


“Then let us hurry.” The Elder spoke.

THE VICTORY
BATTLE GROUP SHUKUR

“Status report!” Monroe screamed as he climbed back into his command chair. That last volley had thrown him to the deck but the shields on THE VICTORY had held.


“Sith capital ship has lost shields sir! Sensors are detecting massive power fluctuations in their main power grid!”


“Hit it again!” Monroe screamed. “Full barrage, all batteries!”


THE VICTORY had laid alongside the Sith capital ship and her main batteries flared once more, sending massive starfighter thick bolts of energy pulsing from her main batteries along her port side. The resulting hits to the Sith capital ship caused it to flare briefly, massive explosions billowing from numerous spaces along the hull as the shell of the ship itself cracked in two. The Sith capital ship ripped itself apart, separating into three sections almost instantly. The forward section fell away from the remainder of the ship and flared brilliantly before exploding into a million pieces. The middle section of the ship, having come to a complete halt, smashed into the rear portion of the ship, which was still moving forward. The resulting collision doomed any still alive on the two sections, as durasteel shells and support beams collapsed upon themselves from the stress of the collision. The Sith ship’s engine core chose that time to go critical and the explosion smashed into THE VICTORY’S shields as she turned away quickly.


“What’s the Sith fleet doing?” Monroe asked.


“Battle Groups Adenn and Hettyc maneuvered between Honoghr and the Sith fleet! They are taking a pounding sir, but the Sith fleet can’t maneuver around them without exposing their flanks to us.” The officer yelled.


“Then we force them to maneuver!” Monroe popped. “The longer we keep them busy… the more time General Revan has to destroy the damn shipyard! Order the Battle Groups of Atinirr and Cuyir to jump into the system and spread along the Polar axis as planned. I think it’s time we sprang our surprise on them as well. Order the Battle Group of Pirate’s Revenge to jump into the system and initiate their attack! If we can wipe out their fleet here, we can buy ourselves a whole lot of breathing room!”

CALARON SECTOR

1.1 LIGHT YEARS FROM HONOGHR

Ragnar stormed onto the bridge of his personal INTERDICTOR-Class cruiser THE PIRATE’S NEST.  “What’s the bloody problem?” He bellowed.


The woman by the communications station turned to face him. “Captain Monroe sent the signal Ragnar.” She spoke excitedly. 


Ragnar’s smile became almost as wide as his face. “It’s about damn time! Prepare the fleet to jump! It’s time to get some payback on the Sith!”


“We’re already prepared!” The woman answered. “Let’s do this!”


Ragnar settled into the command chair and looked at the stars all around the bridge windows of the cruiser he had salvaged from a Sith scrap yard twenty years earlier. He smiled again. “Here we come Rev old boy!” He turned to his helmsmen. “Initiate jump!”

HONOGHR

REVAN’S AMBUSH POSITION  


“…is Lanni Overlet reporting from Honoghr. I hope you are getting all this Larl.” Lanni was huddled on top of the roof with Arren nearby, and the Noghri all around her preparing to do battle. “We are set up in an ambush position somewhere within the Sith base. It appears that the Mandalorian division just conducted a successful mission against a staging area where the Sith troops were preparing to launch a counter attack. We are in position to ambush the Sith forces that General Panlie believed would move out to relieve this force. The Sith forces are only about four hundred meters away, and moving closer, that is why I am whispering.” Lanni shifted the rifle she carried to a better position and looked directly at the remote camera. “It’s almost surreal what has been happening all around us. I’ve watched Noghri troops cut down by the hundreds, yet they still charged Sith positions. I don’t know the number of casualties from the Mandalorian and Republic divisions, but they are involved with heavy fighting, and have to be taking heavy casualties. I’ve watched General Panlie stand up in the middle of a battle, blaster shots passing within centimeters of him, to issue orders to the force we have now. We assaulted the base with nearly two thousand Noghri in our attack force alone. We are down to just over four hundred now. As I speak there are at least three thousand Sith troops advancing on our position. General Panlie has shifted some heavy weapons teams to the ground floor of our building to try and keep them from getting below us.


“I never imagined the Jedi as warriors. I’ve always seen them as peace makers and political pawns used by the Chancellor to enforce his will. Perhaps that is what they used to be until Master Revan Panlie returned, but now they lead without question, and die alongside those they lead. The Jedi have become soldiers, as they fight for the Republic they are devoted too. They have returned to their most important edict, and that is the preservation of the Republic. And we have now a Chancellor who has turned the Republic around. He purges corruption from the Senate, and will stop at nothing to ensure we all have what we need to fulfill our dreams and the dreams of our children. I have to thank Chancellor Thimina, for without his action of assigning me to General Panlie’s command ship during the Battle of Sneeve, I would never have discovered who and what I am. And I would never have met and fallen in love with Jedi Knight Zhar Panlie, another son of Master Revan. If none of us survive this day, this battle, let this recorded history show that we fought to the last man and women. That we fought beside the Jedi and the Noghri, and all the Mandalorians and Republic troops now involved in this battle. And that leading us in this fight is perhaps the bravest man I have ever had the privilege of knowing. Let it be known that we never gave up and let this recorded history stand as a rallying cry for the billions who will continue this fight if we die here. I will leave this remote active during the coming battle. Let it stand as our history, victory or defeat. This is Lanni Overlet reporting from Honoghr.”

CORUSCANT

OFFICE OF THE CHANCELLOR   

Brose slammed his hand down on his desk, activating his com panel as he tried to keep tears from his eyes. Bastila was openly weeping in her chair, leaning against her husband. The Senators present in the room were silent as what they had just seen took away their ability to speak.


“Piotr?” Brose spoke.


“I’m here Chancellor.” The CSF commander spoke from his office.


“Piotr… I want you to send a team over to Senator Overlet’s office and arrest his sorry backside! Bring him to my office!” Brose spoke. “He’s working with these Pure Sith spawns or he’s working for Malak, and either way, I want him off my charts.”


“Understood Chancellor.”


“I will send a team of Jedi to arrest the daughter of Amaurth.” Vandar spoke firmly.


Brose nodded and sat back in his chair and looked to where Revan held his wife. “He’ll succeed.” Brose spoke. “He’ll succeed because I don’t think he knows how to fail.”

HONOGHR

REPUBLIC 6TH COMBINED CORP


The Battle group of Pirate’s Revenge conducted their reversion from hyperspace inside the planetary well of Honoghr and caught the Sith Fleet completely and utterly by surprise, just as the two Battle Groups of Atinirr and Cuyir joined the battle. The missile ships of these two Battle Groups were fresh and fully loaded and the space around Honoghr became a death trap for the Sith fleet as they maneuvered to avoid the new Battle Groups and the deadly missiles they launched. Ragnar had let out an uncharacteristic howl of war as his cruiser unloaded its full fury broadside into a Sith Frigate. The Sith ship didn’t stand a chance and the massive barrage obliterated the Frigate from existence. The smaller pirate ships were darting in and out between the massive Sith ships, unleashing death and destruction of their own, and causing the Sith gunners to fire at them. This only led to the Sith gunners unleashing volley after volley that could not connect with the smaller ships, and more times than not, the volleys they fired ended up blasting their own ships into oblivion. 


This was also the time that Captain Monroe ordered his fighters in. Twelve squadrons of Republic and Mandalorian fighters had been holding just outside the system, and upon receiving the order from Monroe, the small but deadly ships dove headlong into the battle, followed by nearly four squadrons of Mandalorian Pursuers modified for ship bombardment. Both of these forces were the catalyst that sent the Sith fleet into full panic mode. And panic they did.


And then they died.

HONOGHR

REVAN’S AMBUSH POSITION

“A hundred and fifty meters Rev!” Arren hissed. “They’re almost upon us!”


Revan poked his eyes above the wall and nodded. “Then it’s time to start this dance.” He said lifting his comlink. “Far eyes this is General Revan, you have a green light. Commence firing.” 


Twenty-four modified Mandalorian sniper rifles erupted at the same time. The dull sounds of explosions could be heard in the background, and Revan watched as twenty four Pure Sith leaders were lifted from their feet and tossed like rag dolls, gaping wounds in their bodies. 


“Fire!” Revan screamed.


On cue, all of the nearly four hundred remaining members of Revan’s assault force opened up with whatever weapon they had. The first seconds gave them hope as Sith soldiers dropped like they had been swept over by a wave of laser fire, smoking holes in their armor. These were not normal Sith troops however, they were elite heavy troopers, and they were well trained. Return fire came at them almost instantaneously, six of the Noghri on the wall near Revan blown backwards by the return fire, their steely gray skin blistered and tore apart by the weapons fire.


Revan watched as another half dozen Noghri tossed plasma grenades into the Sith ranks, and the powerful grenades spread fire among the scurrying troops, setting many of them on fire. Still the Sith troops came, crawling over the bodies of their dead.


“Rockets!” Revan screamed to his rear.


There were four rocket teams squatting just behind him, and now they stood up and each gunner let loose with an anti-personnel rocket. Revan watched the trail of smoke from the rockets as they reached the Sith ranks and exploded, spreading shrapnel at nearly the speed of light, piercing armor and flesh and shredding almost a hundred Sith troops instantly.


Still they came.


More Noghri died along the wall, Arren and Lanni pouring fire through the small slots in the wall they were crouching behind for protection. Revan could just make out Zhar’s voice yelling to shift fire below him, and the heavy weapons opened up on the Sith ranks, mowing dozens more down like so many leaves in a storm.


Still they came.


Arren turned her head just at that moment and saw the flash of a body behind Revan. “Dark Jedi!” She screamed.


In the instant the words had left her mouth, Revan had spun around, his orange and bronze hued lightsaber igniting and traversing in a swift arc. The dark Jedi that had landed behind them lived for only three seconds after his Force jump carried him to the roof of the building as Revan’s blade passed completely through his mid-section. With a savage snarl locked on his face Revan stepped toward the second of the Dark Jedi that had landed on the roof, while lifting his hand at the third. The bronze lightning ripped from Revan’s fingertips and struck the Dark Jedi full in the chest, lifting him up and off the roof, his robes igniting in white flame. He screamed as he fell, before disappearing into the darkness. In the same motion, Revan brought his lightsaber down in a vicious cross body cut that sliced completely through the Dark Jedi’s lightsaber handle and arm. The man had little time to scream in pain as Revan’s blade snapped up and across, sending his head over the wall of the building while his body crashed to the floor of the roof. 


Revan turned to look at the battle raging below him, heedless of the blaster shots that were whizzing past his head and body.


“Eli! Now would be a good time!” Revan barked into his com link.


“We’re almost there!” Eli’s voice filled the ear piece. “Thirty seconds!”


Revan ducked as another three of his Noghri warriors were cut down, and he stood back up, fire in his eyes.


“Ah you Shabla Chakaar!” Revan screamed. (The Mandalorian equivalent of ‘you f***ing Bas*****’) “CHARGE!”


Revan leaped from the roof of the building, Arren drawing her lightsaber and following without a second thought. The Noghri all around followed the man they had come to love, while Lanni came to an upright position and began firing into the mass of Sith troops with precision and speed that only her clone genes would have allowed, a very unladylike snarl on her face.


Eli rounded the corner of the buildings in time to see Revan leap from the roof of the building in front of him and he ignited his lightsaber. “Now this is what I’ve been waiting for!” He screamed. He turned to the men piling around the corner with him. “Charge!”


Sahkis and his Noghri warriors, as well as the freed and newly armed former slaves appeared on the streets behind the Sith force just as Revan leaped into the middle of the ranks of armored Sith. He turned to his fellow fighters. 


“For honor! For General Revan! For Honoghr!”


Sahkis led his swelled ranks of Noghri into the rear of the Sith force, and mayhem ensued as the battle became not a battle of machines and blasters, but a battle of men and lightsaber, swords and claws.

CORUSCANT

OFFICE OF THE CHANCELLOR

Revan stood there watching the screen, his memories throwing him back nearly forty years into the jungles of Duxn. Bastila could no longer watch, and had turned to avert her eyes, tears streaming from her sapphire orbs. Brose and the senators watched in unimaginable horror, frozen in their chairs as the battle reverted to survival of the fittest and most brutal. Tears flowed from Brose’s eyes openly and he could no longer watch. He turned to gaze out his office view only to notice for the first time that all repulser lift corridors around the planet had ground to a halt. He could almost see every citizen of Coruscant, of every planet in the Republic standing in front of some monitor gazing in fascinated horror at the battle unfolding in front of them in real time. This was no HoloNet news report they were watching. They were watching their friends and fellow sentient beings fight and die in droves. This was the brutality of war, the savagery that beings inflicted upon each other.


And it was there, on some backwater world where the future and direction of this war for survival would be decided.

HONOGHR
INSIDE THE SITH SHIPYARD FACILITIES


“…finish planting the damn charges!” General Cord screamed at his men from inside the Sith shipyard. He lifted his comlink. “Tiian do you copy?”


“I am scrambling to get my mortars realigned!” Tiian’s voice filled his comlink.


“Revan is engaged hand to hand! Mortars will do no good!” Cord yelled. “Do you have anyone close to him!”


“Dralor is already leading a company towards him, but they are a kilometer away!” Tiian replied.


“I’m fixing to blow this shipyard straight to hell!” Cord yelled. “Then I’m taking the first Sith transport I can hotwire and as many men as I can fit onto it, and I’m going to kick some serious Sith butt!”


Cord could hear Tiian chuckle in spite of the situation. “I’m ahead of you my friend. I’m half a kilometer from your location. I will pick you up! My men have… liberated some Sith transports! Their owners were quite generous.”


Cord nodded. “Just come to where you see the most flames and smoke!” He shouted. “I’m seriously pissed off and I’m going to send this damn shipyard back to the Sith in pieces!”


“I’m on my way!”


Lanni screamed as she brought the Sith Tremor Sword down on the Sith trooper in front of her. The blade plunged through his armored shoulder and blood splashed wetly across her uniform as he fell. She yanked the blade free and turned. She had abandoned her position on the roof upon seeing Zhar wade into the battle below her, her green lightsaber like a beacon in the night. She watched in awe as he reached the side of his brother and Arren, and the three of them fought back to back, their lightsabers twirling weapons of death that you could barely follow with the naked eye. All of them were using the Force, crushing limbs with powerful Force waves and in the case of Revan and Arren, orange and white lightning ripping into scores of Sith troopers, cooking their bodies inside their armor, leaving only smoking shapes. Lanni had seen Eli flash by under her, his silver lightsaber flashing in the night as he screamed and began chopping his way to where his friends were. And behind him were hundreds of Republic troops, all of them carrying blasters and swords. They too waded into the battle to reach the man they followed without question. It was at that point that Lanni dropped her rifle and drew her sword, bounding down the stairs at the rear of the building and joining the fray. Using the strength and speed of her clone enhanced genes, she was able to chop her way forward toward the man she loved. By now there were only random blaster shots as the battle had deteriorated into a bloody free for all. 


The Sith troopers had never faced this type of combat before, and even the remaining Pure Sith leaders were fighting for their very lives. This was not the type of combat they had trained for, and the heavy armor they wore, while it protected them somewhat, limited their mobility. This was the deciding factor, as it allowed the less armored Noghri and Republic troops to move faster and with less restriction. 


The hand to hand fighting had spread out to nearly a half kilometer square, and they found themselves in a huge open courtyard with two towering pillars of duracrete and steel on either side. And it was here that Dralor rounded the corner of a building with two hundred highly irate Mandalorians on his tail, all of them wielding Echani vibroswords. They slammed into the flank of the Sith forces with unabashed Mandalorian glee and began hacking away.


It was also here that the ground shook violently and a new sun was born over the horizon as the command facilities and actual ship building yards were blown to atomized pieces as hundreds of thermal detonator satchel charges exploded.


Lanni paused to turn and look at the massive explosion which allowed a Sith soldier to step in and slash down with his sword. Only Lanni’s clone reflexes saved her from having the Sith disembowel her. She screamed and twisted as the sword slash across her abdomen. Zhar’s head snapped around and he saw her falling to the ground.


“No! Lanni!” He screamed, his green lightsaber flashing down to decapitate the Sith soldier. He bent next to her, her hands clasped to her abdomen, blood seeping through her fingers. “Lanni! Don’t leave me!”


Zhar extended his hand to her abdomen and sent a healing pulse of Force energy through her as she withered on the ground in agony. Revan turned and saw his brother leaning over Lanni, his attention diverted form the battle. He saw the Sith soldier step up behind Zhar and raise his sword to strike. Revan reached out with the Force and caught the Sith, flinging his body away violently to crash into several of his comrades. It was then that Revan noticed that the Sith were falling back. Their numbers were still superior, but they were falling back nonetheless. He turned and saw several more Sith vehicles screeching to halts and more Republic and Mandalorian troops leaping form the vehicles. He grinned, only to see them flying backwards from some unseen force. Revan turned quickly and his blood boiled when he saw the source of the attack.


“Natal!” He screamed.


Natal walked from around the edge of the destroyed vehicle, his lightsaber ignited and clutched in his hand. Revan noticed the Sith troopers scrambling backwards away from him. Natal’s face was a mask of rage and hate.


“The traitor’s son!” Natal yelled. “I have waited a long time for this!” He stopped walking towards Revan and twirled his lightsaber almost carelessly. “When I kill you, my Master will be very pleased. Then I will destroy your friends and desecrate their corpses. And finally, when I take your woman and turn her into my slave so that I may use her for my pleasure, then you will know defeat!”


Revan grinned savagely. “My father always said you spoke too much!” He growled.


Natal reached out with the force, but not at Revan. He reached out to the massive pillar to Revan’s right and he heard and watched the base of the pillar crack and crumble. The massive tower, nearly a hundred meters tall began to teeter. Arren had moved next to Zhar to assist with Lanni, and several Noghri had formed a protective ring around them.


“Say goodbye son of Revan!” Natal screamed, closing his fist.


The internal supports on the pillar crumbled and the pillar began to fall.


It began to fall directly where Revan was standing along with a wounded Lanni, and an unaware Zhar and Arren.


“No!” Revan screamed.


Arren’s head turned at the last moment to see the massive chunk of rock descending upon them. Zhar dove to cover Lanni with his body and Arren closed her eyes saying a silent goodbye to her husband.


And Lanni’s remote was recording it all.

CORUSCANT
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“No!” Bastila’s wail filled the room with such force it caused the others to cringe. 
Brose’s eyes were frozen wide, Vandar hanging his head in sorrow, and Revan clenching his fists in waves of uncontrollable rage, his eyes wide. He could feel his daughter-in-law screaming out her agony through the bond, feel his wife’s control finally reach its limits and break. He could feel Dacen’s sorrow, Canderous’s anger and hate surging through him. He could feel the stunned shock of every living being on Coruscant as they watched the massive pillar plunge downward and crush those who had been under it. He could feel the shocked loss of Revan’s brothers and sisters, of every Jedi now watching at the Temple. A wave of despair was rapidly spreading outward from the planet, as trillions of sentient beings that had been watching were stunned into silence. Wave after wave of despair smashed against Revan Panlie’s control, the sobs wracking his wife and Anja, near physical blows to his inner self and his aura. The picture had become clouded now, the dropping of the massive pillar onto the hard packed dirt throwing up a wall of impenetrable dust.


Revan hung his head, unable to watch anymore, and turned away. He reached out and put his hand on Bastila’s shoulder, and she grasped his hands tightly, shaking her head. “No Revan. Not both of them! Not both of them!” She sobbed, her body shaking badly now. “It wasn’t supposed to be this way.”


“May the Force preserve them.” Vandar spoke softly. “There is no death, there is only the Force.”


It started as a low hum, barely noticeable within the confines of Brose’s office, yet it continued to rise in volume and echo. Revan’s head twitched as he picked it up, and he saw the Chancellor turn toward his window.


“What… what is that noise.” He asked turning to the window fully.


The noise grew louder, and the building itself began to vibrate as the volume grew. The Senators were coming to their feet now, going to the window to gaze out.


“It sounds like voices screaming.” One senator spoke.


“Impossible. It would take every being on Coruscant all yelling at the same time for that sound to reach us here.” Another spoke.


“Listen!” Brose spoke. “What are they saying?”


The sound grew louder still, and the vibrations from the building itself caused the liquid in the Chancellor’s mug to resonate and ripple. Brose turned to his desk and withdrew the small hold out blaster from the hidden compartment. He leveled it at the window and fired one shot. The window shattered outward, the massive gust of wind causing the men in the room to grab each other for support.


“Chancellor!” One of them exclaimed.


“Quiet! Listen!” Brose barked.


The sound was louder now, and even over the roar of the gusting wind the word could be heard. And it was only a single word.


“REVAN! REVAN! REVAN!”

The chant was rising louder now, as across the planet, any sentient life form that was able to speak stood before a holo monitor somewhere and chanted the name.


“They… they are chanting his name!” A stunned Senator spoke.


Revan closed his eyes and allowed the tears to come now, Bastila holding his shaking hand tightly.


“IS THAT THE BEST YOU GOT?” The voice sprang loudly and quite clearly from the monitor in Brose’s office.


The roar that followed was unlike anything the men and women in the room had ever experienced. All heads snapped back to the monitor that had become silent, and all of them gasped at the same time, as the roar became that of a starship launching into space beside their heads.


“May the Force preserve me.” Vandar’s awestruck voice filled their ears, his eyes as wide as Revan had ever seen them. Bastila’s head snapped up, and Revan whirled around. What they all saw left an impression on them that would remain with them for the rest of their lives.


The dust had cleared enough that they could see the fallen pieces of the pillar on either side of Revan Panlie Junior. The pieces looked as if they had been sheared off by force of will alone, and the third section… that section was now suspended above Revan’s head by at least four feet, suspended in mid air and unmoving. Beneath that suspended piece of duracrete and steel were the completely unhurt Arren and Zhar, Lanni and half a dozen Noghri warriors. All of them staring at the two ton piece of crushing pillar Revan now held above them all, his two hands extended as if he was actually touching the piece of steel and rock. And next to them all was the small remote, unemotionally transmitting the images across the galaxy to trillions upon trillions of sentient life forms now cheering louder than they had ever cheered before.

HONOGHR

General Cord and General Tiian stood in unabashed awe at what they saw before them. As did the several hundred Mandalorian and Republic troops, as well as the remaining Sith soldiers.


Natal stood facing Revan, his eyes wide in disbelief. “It can’t be!” He screamed.


Revan actually smiled at him. He didn’t look as if he was exerting himself in the least by holding the massive slab above his head.


“It can be!” Revan yelled. “I will not allow you to harm another being Natal! You will take no more lives this day or any other!”


Revan turned and reared back with his arms, the section from the pillar following the motion. With a heave Revan released his hold on the piece of pillar and four hundred pairs of eyes watched as it sailed gracefully through the air to smash into a building a hundred meters away. Natal turned his head back to where Revan now stood.


“You are Amaurth’s apprentice?” Revan barked. “I can’t say that I’m impressed in the least! You will harm no one else while I live! You will kill no more Mandalorians, no more Republic citizens, no more Noghri. And most certainly you will harm no more Jedi! I am Revan Panlie… I am my father’s son! And I am the Guardian of the Jedi Order and the Republic! You want them Natal…” Revan withdrew his lightsabers and activated the blades. His Guardian blade shone a brilliant bronze color, brighter than anyone had ever seen it before. And his secondary blade shone with a brilliant cyan color, and pulsed with power. “If you want them Natal… you come through me!”
CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

HONOGHR

The crash of two lightsabers coming together was lost in the symphony of blaster rifles echoing loudly across the courtyard as the Republic and Mandalorian troops joined the Noghri as the first to recover from what they had just witnessed. The newly arrived Mandalorian and Republic troops waded into the hand to hand battle next to their comrades with little regard for their own safety. They had just watched their leader display a kind of courage and strength that none of them had ever witnessed before, and they were not about to let him down. Though still heavily outnumbered by Sith troops, Revan’s forces pressed forward, taking the battle to the Sith. They attacked without regard for themselves; without mercy toward the Sith; and they would not stop even when seriously wounded. Up until this point, the Sith soldiers had fought only small resistance forces made up of planetary militias. This was the first time they had ever come in contact with fully trained and armed regular soldiers of the Republic. The savagery and total lack of regard for themselves they were told to expect from the Mandalorian troops; but fighting beside them, the Republic soldiers were acting the exact same way. And the Noghri warriors darting in and out of the mass of bodies, slashing and tearing with their claws as they moved combined to completely strip the Sith soldiers of any resolve they had.


The hand to hand fight dissolved into a melee, Sith soldiers turning to run, and not even defending themselves against the control anger and rage directed at them.


Tiian and Cord skidded to stops on their knees as Arren and Zhar were treating Lanni. The Noghri that had formed a protective ring around them were laying down a withering field of precise fire with their assault rifles, any Sith to even turn toward them was almost immediately shot dead.


“We have to get out of the open!” Tiian screamed at Zhar and Arren.


Arren looked at him. “Get me a medic!”


Lanni was holding Zhar’s hands tightly to her abdomen, her face in a painful grimace as he continued to use the Force to send healing pulses through her wounds.


“Lady Dralor we have to…”


“Damn it! Get me a medic!” Arren screamed. “If we move her, the wounds will reopen and she’ll bleed out! It was a Tremor sword General! We have to close the wound entirely before we move her!”


Tiian looked at where Zhar’s hands were stained with Lanni’s blood on her abdomen. He didn’t question what he had to do, and his eyes began darting to the battles taking place all around him. He turned to Cord as the Republic General was issuing orders to their two command elements that had accompanied them. “Cord… cover me!” He barked above the clash of swords and sounds of random blaster fire.


Cord directed five soldiers to cover his Mandalorian counterpart as the General darted across the mass of fighting men and women, directly to where a Mandalorian troop was kneeling beside a wounded comrade. Tiian lifted his heavy blaster and ripped off four successive shots at a Sith trooper who turned and thought the medic to be an easy target. The older man turned as Tiian skidded to a stop next to him.


“He’s dead!” The medic snapped tossing aside the blood soaked Kolto bandage.


Tiian wasted no time and grabbed the man’s arm. “This way!” He barked yanking the medic to his feet and pulling him back toward where the two command elements had taken up residence. A Mandalorian chief had pulled one of the damaged Sith vehicles in front of the command group to absorb any random blaster fire directed at them, and the Noghri and command group had quickly established covered firing areas.


The medic saw Lanni immediately upon entering the small perimeter and without having to be told he tore his medical pack from his shoulders and pushed Arren aside. 


“Tremor sword?” He asked Zhar.


“Six inches long!” Zhar spoke, describing the wound. It was something he had done often these last days on Honoghr yet he never thought he would be discussing the woman he loved. The medic detected the hint of franticness in Zhar’s voice. “Roughly a centimeter deep! No major arteries were cut, but I can’t stop the bleeding!”


The medic nodded his head and began ripping open a Kolto bandage to apply to the wound as he inched closer to Lanni. “Remove your hands! We can do this, you and I. Stay with me!”


Zhar did as the medic told him, and the older man slapped the bandage onto the wound in one blink of an eye. “Hold it!” He told Zhar, reaching into his pack for a bio-stabilizer implant. He removed the plastic covering from the implant and leaned over Lanni’s upper body, attaching it to the side of her head. She winced as the implant’s anchoring legs dug into her flesh, her blue eyes growing larger, but they quickly relaxed as the implant began working its magic. Pain killing compounds were released into her blood stream through the implant, and the intricate algorithms in the implant’s computer brain detected foreign substances introduced into her system from the Tremor sword strike. The implant’s computer brain adjusted what it was releasing into her system, and the anti-coagulant began to be quickly destroyed, allowing Zhar’s healing pulses and the Kolto pack to finally begin to work knitting her skin back together.


The medic nodded as he read the small readout screen on the implant. “Her system is responding!” He spoke, his eyes widening. “Wait a minute…” He looked up at Zhar, then to Lanni, and finally back to Zhar. “She’s a clo…”


“Chief!” Tiian yelled. “You will keep what you have seen to yourself! Is that clearly understood?”


The medic simply shrugged. “She is a patient to me sir; a patient that will live, which is more than I can say for many of our comrades today! Any that I save today can survive to fight again!”


Tiian nodded. “Good work Chief!”


Lanni’s clone genes began to recover from the Tremor sword substance as the implant removed them and her color had returned. She lifted her head, trying to sit up. Zhar held her down gently. “No! Don’t move!” He said to her, leaning over.


Lanni reached for her utility belt and pulled the small transmitter from the pouch. “My remote?”


“Recording everything.” Zhar answered. “Just as you designed it.”


“Where… where is Revan?”


Zhar’s eyes grew wider as he realized he had forgotten completely about his brother. His head whipped around and he could make out the clash of lightsabers in the dust and dirt that was being kicked up.


Cord sensed Zhar’s desire to go to his brother and grabbed his arm. “No!” He screamed.


“He’s my brother!” Zhar yelled.


“You saw what he did Zhar!” Cord yelled. “He’s drawing that fool away from us so that we can win this battle! We can win this here and now!”


“He might need my help!”


“He needs you to act as you are considered young Zhar Panlie! You are second in the chain of command after your brother!” Cord told him, seeing Zhar’s eyes go wide. “He can take care of that Sith spawn! After seeing what we all witnessed…” Cord simply shook his head. “We must win this battle while he keeps that Sith away from us!”


Zhar looked at Lanni who nodded as she sat up a little higher. “He’s right Zhar! Go!”


Zhar leaned over and kissed her hard on the lips. “I love you!” He screamed.


Lanni smiled. “I know!”


Zhar picked up his lightsaber and looked at Cord. “General what do you say to another all out charge!”


Cord smiled. “Not exactly the most military of tactics.” He spoke. “But right now it would be very effective!”


“Then let’s take the battle to the Sith!”


Lanni smiled as she watched Zhar race off into the battle leading several dozen of the command team that had set up. She turned her body to gaze over to where Revan had drawn Natal away from the main battle, and using her transmitter, she directed the camera remote closer to that obviously stunning battle taking place.


Revan leaped away from Natal as he swept his crimson lightsaber around in a defensive arc. He deactivated his shorter blade and secured it to his belt, bringing his hand to curl around the pommel of his main lightsaber in a Djem So defensive stance, while Natal rested in the typical Makashi ready stance. Their battle had carried them away from the main fighting, and while Natal had no care as to the ongoing battle, Revan could feel within his comrades and friends that they were slowly driving the Sith back and winning the fight. He needed to keep Natal busy while they did that. Revan circled Natal slowly, his eyes taking in every measure of the man before him, as Natal did the same.


“You will die here this day son of Revan!” Natal barked, spittle flying form his lips as he spoke. “I will cut out your heart and feast upon your Force energy!”


“Has this war brought you peace Natal?” Revan asked.


“This war has brought me power!” Natal yelled. “Power enough to one day take my place as Dark Lord of the Sith!”


“Amaurth will never allow that to take place Natal.” Revan spoke. “He will slaughter you as he has slaughter millions before you.”


“It is the way of the Sith!” Natal screamed.


“It is not Amaurth’s way! Do you think he cares for the Jedi or the Sith? Can you not see what he is doing?” Revan urged. “His only plan… his only goal is to see the rise once more of the Pure Sith. He seeks nothing else! He wants revenge for the near extinction of his people! Any who are not like him will be ground beneath his boot!”


“You lie!” Natal screamed and leaped at Revan. 


The crimson and orange blades crashed together as Revan easily met the mindless charge. Natal was a master of Makashi, and as fine a Master as Revan had ever seen. He was able to channel his hate and anger into the normally elegant and deadly form, while using his strength to batter a foe. Natal and Revan were physically very similar, both heavily muscled and in superb physical condition. He was strong with the dark side, his aura bathed in blackness and tinged with red, but he was also so consumed by his hatred and anger that he forged forward into battle with no regard except the crushing defeat of his opponent. He had never faced anyone as strong in the Force as Revan before, and his simple mind told him the quickest way to victory was to simply pound Revan into submission with his strength. With a speed born of hatred and skill, he attacked Revan with small precision cuts and thrusts, his crimson blade moving at a speed no human eye could follow. Added to that speed was his strength, which normal Makashi practitioners did not have. He pushed Revan back, watching him give ground as Natal attacked.


Neither of them noticed the small camera remote floating above them, its camera eye trained directly at the two of them.


Natal lifted his hand and sent out a huge Force wave, which caught Revan and tossed him back several meters. Revan allowed the wave to carry him along, and in mid air twisted his body to land on his feet with little effort. Natal pressed towards him, unaware that he was moving away from the battle raging in the distance.


“You are weak son of Revan!” Natal taunted. “I can feel your exhaustion, your indecisiveness. You know I will win this battle and take your head. And then I will crush your family before I claim your woman as my prize! I will turn her to the dark side and make her my wench, and then your defeat will be final.”


Revan grinned in the smoke filled air. “Anja would crush you in the time it takes her to drink her caffa Natal. You could never hope to match her power! You are a fool!”


Natal’s face grew darker and he screamed, leaping forward again to meet Revan blade to blade. And again Revan retreated as he parried Natal’s blows, taking him further from the battle taking place. They had moved out of the courtyard now and into an adjoining portion of the base that must have been used for training and sparring as Revan could detect smashed equipment and training tools scattered all around the smaller area.


Natal continued to batter at Revan with thrusts and cuts, his blade almost connecting only to be deflected aside at the last possible instance. As each blow missed, his rage grew, and he expended more Force power to continue the assault, yet still he pressed forward oblivious to the fact Revan was pulling him away from the main battle going on.

THE VICTORY


“We have them trapped in the gravity well of Honoghr!” Monroe’s Operations officer yelled.


“Full barrage! Give them every port side battery we have left!” Monroe barked.


THE VICTORY’S left side flared as every heavy turbo laser battery still in operation erupted at the same time. Five of the eight batteries on the port side were still operating, and they unleashed their deadly volley into the Sith INTERDICTOR-Class cruiser that was listing heavily to starboard, smoke pouring from and disappearing from the entire section at the rear of the ship. The cruiser had arrived in the system twenty minutes before and made a run directly into Honoghr’s lower orbit before Monroe could alter THE VICTORY’S course. The Sith cruiser had taken a pounding by THE VICTORY, and at this point it’s captain was unable to maneuver away from the attacking ship due to his proximity to Honoghr. His tactical blunder spelled certain death to his ship and crew.


The barrage slammed into the Sith cruiser, physically causing it to roll over to its starboard side as the heavy turbo laser batteries gouged great chunks from its superstructure, causing flames to vent into space at the new breaches in its hull. The barrage sent shockwaves through the entire ship, and the weakened durasteel and Neutronium frame buckled and gave way in a final shriek of death. The upper and lower portions of the INTERDICTOR came apart where they were joined in the rear, ripping the ship asunder.


Monroe turned to his officer. “Bring us around 180! Take us back into high orbit! We need to regain control of the fleet! And get me a status report!”


THE VICTORY had been fighting on her own for nearly half an hour now, and Monroe needed to reclaim the reins and direct his forces.


“Captain… Battle Groups of Atinirr and Cuyir are nearly intact! They have positioned themselves in a defensive formation in an ecliptic orbit over the Sith base just inside the upper atmosphere as ordered!” The man called. “Battle Group Adenn has lost a third of her strength, but is finishing a run around Honoghr’s third moon to regroup! Battle Group Hettyc is down to half strength but is holding the corridor between the moons sir. Her commander reports they can hold against all but a full attack. Battle Group A’den is down to only three ships Captain. The ranking officer has formed them with our group. Our Group Shukur is hard hit as well sir. We’ve lost eighty-four cruisers and frigates, and only four of our INTERDICTOR-Class heavies remain.  Nearly all of our remaining ships have some damage, but we can still fight! Battle Group Pirate’s Revenge has arrived in their overwatch position on the far side of Honoghr, and they are pounding the Sith fleet from high orbit!”


“The Sith? What about the Sith?”


“It’s hard to tell sir!” The man replied. “There is so much wreckage!”


“Give me an estimate damn it!” Monroe snapped.


“I’m only detecting two Sith groups maneuvering sir, both of them at less than half strength! They are attempting to leave the system, but our interdiction domes are keeping them from jumping out of the system.” The officer replied. “I’m getting faint power surges from hundreds Sith ships, but none of them appear in a condition to fight!”


Monroe thought quickly. “They are trying to escape since their shipyard has been destroyed! General Panlie suspected that’s what would happen! We need to hurt them more so order Group Atinirr to engage them with her missiles ships! Hit them as hard as they can without fully engaging them! Have Group Hettyc begin rescue missions as soon as the Sith ships leave her missile envelope. Pull Adenn from the third moon and have her commander begin moving supplies and medical personnel to the surface! All they can spare!”


“Captain we’re receiving a transmission from General Tiian!”


“Put it here!” Monroe spoke, turning to the remaining holo emitter on the bridge just as Tiian’s image came into view. “General… the Sith fleet is running sir! I’m positioning our fleet into a protective circle around Honoghr as we speak. A Sith INTERDICTOR-Class cruiser entered the system twenty minutes ago and dove straight into a low orbit, before we could react. We have destroyed it, but were unable to see if they were able to put reinforcements on the ground.”


The Mandalorian General nodded his head. Monroe could hear grenades and random blaster fire within the transmission, and see literally piles of bodies in the background. “It’s only passenger was Amaurth’s apprentice Natal. General Panlie engaged him and drew him away from the main battle so that we could take the fight to the remaining Sith.”


“The General…”


Tiian shook his head. “We must concentrate on our duties Captain.” Tiian told him. “General Panlie can handle himself. General Cord has taken the lead with Zhar Panlie and they are pushing the Sith back at every turn. I’m sending my senior Brigade commander back to the exterior landing pads to secure them. Most of the last two hours has been close in battles, and we have many wounded, some of them critical.”


“Your losses sir?”


“Very heavy.” Tiian answered. “I have medics forming the wounded into groups for transport back to the pads. I need every medical team you can spare.”


Monroe nodded. “I have our most intact Battle Group maneuvering now to begin sending medical personnel and supplies down to your location.”


“The Noghri have suffered much this day Captain. They have fought like devils, and any severely wounded Noghri is to be treated with the same urgency as one of our own.” Tiian ordered. 


Monroe nodded. “I’ll pass the word General.”


“I have ordered the pilots of our BUBs into the air to begin shuttling the most severely wounded to your ships above.” Tiian told him. “Any troops you have aboard your ships that are experienced, have them equipped and standing by to return with them.”


“General… have we won?” Monroe asked.


Tiian stood up a little straighter now. “The battle is not yet over, but yes Captain. Honoghr will be free before this day ends, and the Sith will regret they ever began this crusade of theirs.”


Monroe smiled. “I’ll pass that word too General.”


“Send a coded message back to Coruscant Captain.” Tiian spoke. “Inform them of our situation. Honoghr will be liberated, and we have cracked the Sith fleet in this system. We have driven a wedge into the Sith lines, and now we need to hold and expand.”


Monroe nodded. “I’ll see to it sir!”


“You have done well son.” Tiian told him. “You have fought like a Mandalorian.”


“Coming from you sir, that means quite a bit.”


“I’ll contact you with further developments as they arise. For now, this channel will remain open to facilitate evacuation of wounded and arrival of reinforcements.” Tiian ordered. “General Tiian out!”


Monroe turned to his officers who had been watching the exchange. “You heard the man, lets get the medical support they need down to them ASAP! And send out a fleet wide broadcast for any experienced ground pounders out there to suit up and get ready to hit the ground.”


The Operations officer grinned. “Yes sir!”


“And open me a channel to Admiral Revan! We need to report what is going on!”

HONOGHR


The clang of lightsabers echoed in the smaller courtyard, Revan and Natal separated by only centimeters. They stared into each other’s eyes, Natal trying to use brute strength to shove his lightsaber forward and sever Revan’s head. His crimson blade stopped against the bronze orange Guardian blade, and no matter how he pushed and shoved, Revan matched him. Sweat was pouring from his brow now, the humidity of Honoghr quite different then the climate control spaces on his flagship. Natal was used to seeing fear in the eyes of his victims just before he killed them, yet looking into the blazing sapphire orbs of the traitor’s son, he saw no fear.


He saw only resolve.


It was at this time that Revan’s ear piece came alive with General Cord’s voice. “Revan! I don’t know if you can hear me! I’m sending an open transmission! We’ve broken them! There is sporadic fighting all over, but we’ve broken them! They are turning to run! Revan come in!”


Natal saw the smile form on Revan’s face and his eyes became even brighter. “It’s time to end this Natal!” Revan spoke. “Surrender and I give you my word you will not be harmed!”


“Surrender when I am winning?” Natal laughed. He twisted his lightsaber to the side and drove his head forward, smashing the crown of his head into Revan’s face. He grinned savagely when blood blossomed from Revan’s now broken nose, and he staggered back quickly. Revan had the presence of mind, even through the haze of pain to shove Natal away with a push of the Force, and he dropped to one knee, his lightsaber deactivating. Revan could hear Natal laughing as he regained his footing, and he pushed the pain from his mind, wiping the fresh blood off his face with the tattered sleeve of his robe.


Natal glared at Revan, his lightsaber deactivated as well. “You are weak son of Revan!” He yelled. “I have not even been trying, and you can barely stand! Where is the vaunted Revan Panlie now? Your father will not save you boy! I have beaten you! You are nothing compared to the power of the Dark Side! And now I will finish you!”


Revan smiled, blood from his broken nose leaking into his mouth, as he made no attempt to heal himself. He lifted his hand, the pommel of his lightsaber gleaming in the light of the dozens of fires surrounding them. “You would not know power if it stepped up and slapped you in the face!” Revan growled. “Allow me to show you what power is Natal, neither light side nor dark side, but the power of the living FORCE!”


Natal’s crooked grin vanished from his face as he watched Revan slowly stand. His eyes grew wide when Revan’s aura changed from its façade of weakness to one of clear, strong and pure power. Natal had never felt such power before, not even from his Master, and for the first time since he had come to this forsaken world Natal felt real fear. It burned in his mouth and caused his stomach to clench, his muscles reacting to what his eyes were seeing.


Natal was no fool, arrogant and over confident though he was, he was no fool. His lightsaber snapped up to deflect the first fist size chunk of rock as it raced at him. He deflected another, and then another, his eyes going even wider as Revan began walking towards him, dozens of rocks lifting from the ground all around him and being propelled at Natal with a speed unlike anything he had ever seen. Sweat cascaded down his face as it took all of his energy and power to maintain an effective guard against the onslaught of rocks as they raced at him. His lightsaber was a crimson blur as pieces of rock fell all around him, or flipped off into the surrounding area. And still Revan came, and dozens more pieces of duracrete lifted from the ground and whipped at him. Natal was back peddling as quickly as he could without dropping his guard. He could feel the power radiating from the traitor’s son, staggering and pure power. His aura burned with the intensity of Honoghr’s sun, its clarity almost beyond measure.


“Can you feel it Natal?” Revan hissed at him, pieces of duracrete whizzing by his head as he walked slowly towards where Natal was desperately deflecting the attack away. “Honoghr no longer belongs to the Sith. It is free once more!”

CORUSCANT

OFFICE OF THE CHANCELLOR


Revan stood transfixed looking at the large monitor in Brose’s office. Bastila had stepped up to him, her tear streaked face conveying her awe at what she was witnessing as she gripped the arm of her husband of nearly thirty years. Vandar’s eyes were even larger than normal as well, as all of them could feel the new power pulsing within the Force. This sensation was unlike anything any of them had ever felt before, and it nearly staggered them. They could feel the aura’s of every Jedi on Coruscant as they were also experiencing what they were. And among those auras, burning almost as bright as their son was his wife within the walls of the Temple.


Vandar turned to look at Revan. “Revan… never have I felt such refined and pure Force energy!” He gasped.


“Revan?” Bastila pleaded, looking at her husband. “What… what is happening?”


Revan met her eyes and a small smile crossed his face. “Our son is fulfilling his destiny.” He told her softly.

HONOGHR


Natal glared up at Revan standing ten meters away. The arm sized chunk of duracrete had pierced his defenses and slammed with painful force into his abdomen, tossing him back nearly twenty meters into a pile of duracrete and jagged steel crossbeams. He had twisted his body at the last possible second, avoiding the deadly points and landing with incredible impact on the solid ground, the air rushing from his lungs. 


“My forces are crushing the Sith as we speak Natal!” Revan spoke loudly. “Your fleet is destroyed! The shipyard is gone, and your troops scattered and running! You need not die here this day Natal!”


“You will not win!” Natal screamed.


“I have already won you fool!” Revan screamed. “You are just too blinded by hatred to see it! Do not throw your life away here! Surrender and you can find redemption!”


“Never!” Natal screamed back, gathering dark power around him and springing off the ground, directly at Revan.

CORUSCANT

OFFICE OF THE CHANCELLOR


They came together like two giant titans in a battle to the death. The sound of two lightsabers slamming together caused even those in the Chancellor’s office to jump at the noise. The men in the room had all witnessed the very brief lightsaber duel in the Senate chambers involving Revan and Bastila, but even that experience did nothing to prepare them for the speed and ferociousness of the battle playing out on the monitor in front of them in real time.


That Natal was completely and utterly outclassed was evident almost immediately. Revan’s orange hued Guardian blade moved with a practiced speed and skill that even Vandar had only seen in holovids. He looked at Revan carefully; Revan turning to meet his eyes slowly.


“He hides his true skills well Revan.” Vandar spoke softly. “We will have to speak of this.”

HONOGHR


“This way!” Arren barked, waving her arm to the nearly sixty Mandalorian and Republic troops that ran behind her, Eli, General Tiian and Zhar as they made their way towards Revan. Using their speed and natural agility, an almost equal number of Noghri were racing in and out of the ranks of Republic and Mandalorian troops keeping pace with the taller humans.


They rounded the corner of the building into the much smaller courtyard and were brought up short by the battle that was taking place.


“By the Force!” Arren hissed between her teeth at what she saw.


Arren had trained with Revan since she was fourteen years of age. He had been the one to encourage their fathers to teach them all they knew. It was Revan who had stolen her away on so many occasions, taking her deep into the Duxn jungle to train. What Arren saw in front of her now, was a Revan she had never seen before.


The overwhelming power of Revan’s Force aura caused her, Zhar and Eli to come to halts as if they had struck solid walls, as his aura enveloped them within its embrace. It was at that exact moment that all three of them had the same thought. Thank the Force he is on our side.


Revan’s Guardian blade moved as if it had a will of its own. He had opened himself entirely to the Force, allowing it to flow through his being as never before. Revan knew the power he could command, yet he had never wanted to unleash it before because it frightened him. Now on this battlefield he lowered all his barriers and allowed himself to be a conduit for the Force. He could feel Natal opening himself to the dark side of the Force as much as he could, and it allowed him to counter Revan’s attack for the first few moments. But as Natal’s hate and anger turned to fear, he was losing his edge.


Revan shifted his lightsaber into his left hand in the blink of an eye and drove his free hand forward. Natal grunted as the heel of Revan’s palm impacted with his breastbone and the Force assisted punch sent him hurtling into the smashed half wall twenty meters across the small courtyard. Natal cried out as he heard and felt several of his ribs break before he settled to the ground on one knee, clutching his chest, his breath coming in painful gasps.


“I will not allow you to win Natal! From the ashes of all that you have burned these last months a fire will awake! From the darkness there will come light! And in that light the Republic and the Jedi will live on! As long as one free man lives, the darkness will never win.” Revan shouted, spittle mixed with blood flying from his mouth. “Don’t make me kill you!”


Natal got to his feet, his face twisted into a mask of hatred and rage. “You can not beat me!” He screamed. “We will be victorious!”


Natal unleashed a storm of Force lightning as he got to his feet. With renewed anger and hatred, he poured it all into the attack, watching as Revan’s Guardian blade snapped up to absorb the lightning. Natal advanced on Revan without regard for the pain lancing through his chest. Ignoring the stabbing tears of agony ripping through his side and chest he brought his other hand smashing forward into Revan’s face as his lightning attack ended. Ignoring all his training with the Dark Side, and the howls of pain in his body he hit Revan again and again, driving him down under the powerful assault.


“You are nothing! Nothing!” Natal screamed, raising his hand again and sending it crashing down into the back of Revan’s head. “You can not beat me! I am apprentice to the Dark Lord of the Sith! We can not be beaten! We are all powerful!” He raised his fist again, plunging it downward. “We are all powerful! We have…”


Natal’s eyes grew large as something caught his fist in mid strike. He looked at Revan’s upper body beneath him, his fist caught in Revan’s large hand. His face was cut, his bottom lip split open, but there was no denying the power that burned in Revan’s eyes. Revan twisted Natal’s arm viciously as he rose to his feet.


“You have already lost!” Revan growled. He brought his other hand forward and directed the powerful Force wave directly into Natal’s chest. The power of the push sent Natal sailing through the air, flailing madly until he slammed into the shattered and smoking Sith transport forty meters away. The remaining ribs in Natal’s chest splintered and broke like dry timber, causing him to wail in agony as his body fell to the ground.


Natal rolled on the ground, hugging his arms to the shattered remains of his chest, pain lancing through every portion of his battered body.


“Surrender Natal! Surrender now!”


Natal looked up, his eyes a burning yellow and red color. “Never!” He screamed. “My Master said we would be victorious! He has foreseen this!”


Revan shook his head, pulling his shorter cyan colored lightsaber from his belt. “Yes… and I’m sure he foresaw this as well.”


Revan leaped.


Drawing upon the power of the darkness within him, and ignoring the lances of pain throughout his body, Natal leaped as well.


They leaped directly at each other.


They met almost where this duel had begun, and in the first five seconds Natal knew he would die at the end of this exchange. 


Revan’s blades moved with a speed Natal had never witnessed in his life, even from his Master. It all happened in slow motion for him. His crimson lightsaber skipped down Revan’s shorter cyan colored blade, singing the sleeve of Revan’s cortosis enhanced robes as he deflected the first attack. His instincts and a speed born of desperation allowed him to parry the next four blows, each one causing him to stagger back at the ravaging power of the blows. The look on Revan’s face was one he would never forget. Revan’s jaw was set in stone, no feature on his face so much as twitching with effort as each blow rained down on him. Revan’s sapphire eyes burned with the intensity of a Bull Katarn moving in for the kill. The shorter lightsaber blade snapped forward with incredible speed again, the tip of the lightsaber biting into his left shoulder. He screamed and winced in pain, folding his blade back to try and defend against the Guardian blade he knew Revan would be bringing across in a lightning quick slash. That blow never came, and Natal’s eyes grew wide. 


Revan’s Guardian blade bit into Natal’s right arm just above his elbow. There was a moment of intense pain, and Natal saw his arm fall away, his lightsaber skittering across the ground. In a last ditch effort to keep his life, Natal leaped away with what little strength he had left. He landed several meters away, expecting the killing blow to come almost instantly as he whirled around to face Revan. His eyes grew wide, the pain from his arm and the fact that Revan was still standing where he had struck him causing him to pause. He pulled his severed arm closer to his side, trying to will away the pain, his eyes never leaving Revan.


Revan squatted down and retrieved Natal’s lightsaber from the ground where it had fallen. He examined the cylinder with great care and an expert eye before raising his head to look at Natal.


“It is over Natal.” Revan spoke. “Surrender and you will live. I have no desire to kill you.”


“Never!” Natal screamed again, blood and saliva spraying from his mouth.


Revan looked at him before tossing his lightsaber to him. It landed at Natal’s feet, stopping by his boot. “Then so be it.”


Natal let out an inhuman snarl, calling his lightsaber into his hand and leaping at Revan again, the crimson blade igniting. Natal imagined he saw the opening he needed to strike Revan down. The fool had not moved, nor had he ignited his lightsaber. He simply stood there as Natal descended towards him, his face locked in a savage grin. His eyes were wide with the new possibility of victory and he raised his good hand, his crimson blade poised to strike.


Arren’s eyes burst wide when Natal leaped toward Revan, his lightsaber coming alive. Revan did not move, simply standing there as if to allow Natal to strike him down.


“NO!” Arren screamed.


Natal’s eyes changed in the blink of an eye when the opening he imagined he had seen disappeared in a single instant. He heard the snap hiss of Revan’s blade, saw the flash of the orange hued lightsaber, and then he was falling toward the earth beneath him, agonizing pain screeching through his body.


Revan had waited until the last possible second before stepping to the side and igniting his lightsaber. He felt the heat of Natal’s blade pass by his head, but ignored it, so intent on the motions the Force was directing him. His Guardian blade snapped to the right, flicking Natal’s weak attack to the side. As he brought his blade back, it sliced through Natal’s leg just below the knee, his shin and boot tumbling to the hard packed dirt. Revan spun his Guardian blade a blur of twirling bronze motion as he allowed the Force to guide his lightsaber back around his waist. He brought the blade up and across then, the crackling bar of energy cleanly severing Natal’s left arm above the wrist. The crimson lightsaber again deactivated and followed the hand that had held it to the ground below. 


Natal could neither stop his momentum nor brace against his fall and with a grunt of complete and utter agony, his upper body slammed into the ground, his face crushing into the hard packed dirt as he slid to a disgraceful end unmoving.


Revan turned slowly, his lightsaber coming up in front of him in a defensive stance, bathing his bloody face in an almost unnatural glow. He blinked twice, his eyes never leaving Natal’s motionless form. Slowly, events returned to normal, and Revan lowered his lightsaber.


“It is done.” He said softly.


Revan had spoken the words softly, not intending them to be heard by anyone. He did not notice the small hovering camera remote following his every move and broadcasting it live to trillions of sentient life forms across the galaxy. His eyes finally turned and caught the small motions of the remote an instant before Arren and Zhar led the Noghri and their fellow soldiers down upon him.

CORUSCANT
OFFICE OF THE CHANCELLOR

The roar that entered through the shattered window in Brose’s office drowned out the shouts of victory and joy from the men and women gathered with him. Brose sat back in his chair and allowed himself to bask in the cheers of the population of Coruscant for only a few moments as all life on the planet relished in the victory they had just witnessed live and in color.
He needed to build on this victory. He glanced at where Revan held his wife in his arms, his face betraying the relief and pride he felt at this moment. It was a complete victory, Brose knew, but a hugely costly one as well, of that he had no doubts. His eyes caught one of his aides moving into the office quickly. The aide spoke briefly to him and Brose nodded, getting to his feet.


“Revan… there is a transmission from Captain Monroe coming in.” Brose spoke moving towards the communication panel.


Revan kissed Bastila’s head before moving over to stand next to the Chancellor as Monroe’s face appeared on the screen.


“Admiral Revan. Chancellor.” Monroe spoke from the bridge of THE VICTORY. 


“You have performed far beyond expectations Captain.” Brose told him.


“Thank you Chancellor, but the credit goes to General Panlie. It was his plan sir.” Monroe answered.


“What’s your status Captain?” Revan asked, falling back into role of military leader.


“I have one Fleet Group transporting medical teams and supplies to the surface. General Tiian has secured the two main landing ports, and we have begun to shuttle the most seriously wounded to orbiting medical ships that are coming into the system now.” Monroe told them. “I’ve consolidated our forces here into different Fleet Groups Admiral, four in all and I’m using the pirate Fleet Group as early warning right now.”


“Losses?” Revan asked.


Monroe shook his head slowly. “Heavy sir. The Sith fought like devils, but our missile ships are what eventually turned the tide. With the damaged ships that are still flying, I have only the four Groups, and they are not at full strength. Reports are still coming in, but preliminary numbers indicate we have lost nearly two complete Battle Groups. Almost five hundred ships total. The wreckage is so thick up here that we have to use tractor beams to navigate around the destroyed and too heavily damaged ships. General Tiian told me that their losses were heavy as well, but the last time I spoke to him was nearly an hour ago. I don’t yet have a clear picture of what is happening on the ground.”


“Natal is dead.” Revan spoke. “You should be receiving orders soon. Continue to operate as you are and I will see what we have that we can direct to your location in the next few hours. We’ll leave this channel clear for any further reports or communication.”


Monroe nodded. “Yes sir. General Panlie sir?”


Revan smiled. “As soon as things become clearer on the surface he will contact you. It has been an interesting several hours Captain.”


Monroe looked confused. “Sir? I don’t follow… this is my first communication.”


“Yes I know.” Revan spoke. “However… due to some ingenuity and luck, we have been watching the ground battle unfold here in the Chancellor’s office.”


“How… how is that possible sir?”


“It’s a long story Captain. One which I’m sure will become common knowledge very soon.” Revan answered. “Contact us with any further developments that come up.”


“Yes sir! VICTORY out.”


Revan looked at Brose as Monroe’s image faded. “We’ve divided Amaurth’s forces sir.” He spoke pulling up the star map on the adjoining monitor. He pointed to Honoghr on the map. “We’ve driven a wedge directly into his two main invasion corridors. We need to hold it.”


Brose nodded. “What do you suggest?”


Revan looked at the map. “Use Honoghr as a forward base. Fortify it so it will cost him far more than it did us to take it back. Pull as much strength as we can from the Core World fleets, and send them to Honoghr. If we can hold Honoghr, we can use the new fleets coming out of the yards to begin to take back all these sectors we lost in the initial invasion.”


Brose studied the map thoughtfully. “I like it.” He said looking at Revan. “We…” Brose stopped when he saw the look on Revan’s face. It was a look of horror and pain. “Revan… what is it!”


“Chancellor!” The voice barked.


Brose turned to see his aide rushing into the room. “What?”


“Chancellor! Malak… he… his forces…”


“Damn it man spit it out!” Brose snapped.


Revan gripped Brose’s arm, causing him to turn to him. “Malak has struck!” He said.


“Struck? Struck where?” Brose demanded.


“We’ve got reports of attacks on Dubrillion, Bastion, Bimmiel and Serenno.” The aide spoke. “And…” His eyes flicked to Revan.


“And what?” Brose demanded again.


“The forward base on Dantooine has been destroyed Chancellor.” The aide spoke softly. “The last report by the commanding officer reported that a heavy ground bombardment was underway. He was pulling his remaining forces out of the system. The… the Jedi enclave was the first thing targeted. It’s… it’s gone.”


“Revan!” Bastila screamed, causing heads to turn towards her in the room. “Do you feel it!”


Revan reached out into the Force without even questioning his wife, and quickly found the cause for her concern. Vandar as well had opened himself and discovered the malevolence that permeated something nearby. The evil and malice he hadn’t felt since being close to the Star Forge and sensing Darth Malak inside.


“The Temple!” Revan exclaimed. “It’s coming from the Temple!”


Brose could only watch in confusion as the three Jedi sprinted from his office, Vandar scampering up Revan’s arm to alight on his back as Revan passed him, barely pausing in the least. 

CORUSCANT

JEDI TEMPLE


“…most amazing thing I have ever seen.” Corna spoke, as he held a beaming Anja in his arms. The eruption of cheering that followed Revan’s defeat of Natal shook the very Temple itself, as every Mandalorian, Wookiee and Jedi that was still in the temple roared their approval at the same time.


Anja had nearly collapsed in joy, utterly exhausted from the stress of having to watch the man she loved more than her own life fight a savage battle half way across the galaxy. Jolee and Mission had hugged her initially right after Natal’s defeat, and Anja had finally found herself hugging her old Master, taking some comfort from his large frame.


“The child you carry within you Anja.” Corna whispered somewhat in awe. “I can feel her presence within the Force.”


Anja looked at him and smiled brightly. “She will be very strong.” She said.


“It is a courageous thing what you and Revan do,” Corna spoke. “Bringing a child into this life in the midst of this vile war is very brave indeed.”


“We fight so our children do not have too Master Corna.” Anja told him.


“I can feel some of Revan’s power within you Anja.” Corna spoke. “You have grown much since he came into your life. Beyond what even I had hoped for you. You will be one of the Order’s finest Jedi, of that I have no doubt.”


“Master I…”


“DIE JEDI SCUM!” The voice resounded loudly in the room, causing heads to snap around to the source of the voice.


Victor Paal lifted his hand and let loose with a massive surge of Force lightning, tearing into the unsuspecting and unprepared Jedi and Padawans in the room. Their screams filled the corridors, heads coming up at the sound from all over the Temple in nearby rooms. Mandalorians and Wookiees, as well as other Jedi began sprinting towards the source of the symphony of tortured screams. 


Laughing hysterically, Victor sent another surge of Force lightning into the tightly packed room of Jedi, his eyes suddenly becoming yellowish red, his face turning a mask of twisted gray evil. Corna had thrown himself in front of Anja without hesitation, the lightning ripping into his body, and absorbing the full force of the dark power. His Jedi robes began to burn and blacken as his flesh was cooked where he stood, his eyes wide with pain, he looked into Anja’s shocked face. 


Corna dropped to the floor as Victor ended his lightning attack and turned to her. Anja could not tear her eyes from Corna’s body, his skin nearly blackened beyond recognition. She heard Victor laughing, and looked up at him slowly.


“Victor… Victor… what have you done?” Anja gasped, her head turning to take in the forms of the dead or dying Jedi all around her.


“What have I done?” Victor laughed. “Allow me to introduce myself Anja Tamari! I am Darth Paal, First apprentice to Darth Malak!”


“Malak?” Anja gasped. “But… Malak… Malak is dead!”


Victor laughed again as he came closer to her, his hand closing around the hilt of his lightsaber. “I was sent here to announce his glorious return.”


“You are a Jedi!” Anja snapped.


“I have never been a Jedi!” Victor told her. “I was only nine when I escaped the Star Forge with my Master! I helped heal him over the next years, absorbing all he taught me, until he gave me my first mission. Infiltrate your precious Order. And I found my way to that Cathar dog Juhani! She was easy to fool, touched by the dark side as she had been! It was pitifully easy after that!”


Anja’s face darkened and she pulled her lightsaber from her belt. “You will pay for what you have done this day!”


Victor laughed as he watched her ignite her Viridian green lightsaber, and he ignited his own blue blade. “It was unfortunate that I never was able to reveal to you who I really was. We could have been so good together!”


“I would have rather kissed a Dewback!” Anja popped.


“I can arrange that if you like.” Victor chuckled. “Leave now with me, and I will spare you.”


Anja gripped her lightsaber tighter and dropped into a Soresu defensive stance, her eyes glaring at him. “I would rather die first!” She growled.


Victor’s face changed then to one of hatred and anger. “Very well, I will accommodate you in that as well.”


“No! I don’t think you will.” The deep voice spoke from behind Victor and to his left. Victor heard the familiar snap hiss of a lightsaber igniting and he turned only his head and looked at the wounded Jolee Bindo, his green blade out and pointing at him.


Jolee was seriously burned across more than half his body from what Anja could tell, his robes melted into his skin, and she could see the pain etched in his face as he willed himself to stand.


Victor laughed as he looked at Jolee. “I have already killed you old man!” He spoke calmly. “You just do not know it yet!”


“Typical Sith.” Jolee spat contemptuously. “All of you talk too damn much, especially that fool who calls himself Malak!”


Victor snarled at Jolee. “I will make you scream in pain before I let you die old man!” He roared.


“Jolee… you can’t stand against him!” Anja barked, moving to the side to regain Victor’s attention. “You are wounded! Go for help!”


“Help’s already here child.” Jolee replied with a smirk.


Victor’s face changed again as the auras of three extremely powerful Force users closed on his position. His eyes darted quickly around the room as he looked for the best exit. He turned back to where Jolee stood just as the enormously powerful Force push sent him rocketing across the room to impact with the far wall with enough force to dislodge his lightsaber and momentarily stun him as he slumped to the floor.


Anja turned back just as Bastila and Revan caught Jolee as he fell, and Vandar burst into the room. Anja deactivated her lightsaber and immediately fell next to where Corna lay. Anja used as much care as she could, rolling the Jedi Master over into her arms. He was dead, she knew that instantly, and her tears came rushing forth.


Bastila poured healing pulses of the Force into Jolee, her face wracked with despair and tears. “Stay with me Jolee!” She gasped. She glanced at Revan who knelt opposite her, Jolee in between them.


Jolee forced a smile and slowly shook his head. “No.” He said softly. “My time here… my time here is done.”


“No!” Bastila cried. “You can’t die Jolee! Not like this!” Bastila squeezed Jolee’s hand as if that very action itself would save him.


Jolee turned his charred face to Revan seeing the small tears in the younger man’s face. He held out his hand slowly and Revan took it without question, ignoring the blood and charred skin. “You… you did good son.” He spoke the words. “He’s stubborn… stubborn as a Ronto, but next to you he’s the finest Jedi I’ve ever known.” Jolee coughed softly, blood spilling from his lips. Bastila quickly used the sleeve of her robe to wipe it away gently. “You… you make sure he stays alive… stays alive long enough to be a Master you hear me. The Order… the Order needs fresh faces on it. Get rid of us old coots.”


Revan chuckled softly, the tears coming freely now. His mind flashed back to that day on Kashyyyk when he’d first met the man he had called friend for over thirty years. “I… I will old friend.”


“You… you be careful Revan.” Jolee spoke. “Protect Bastila. Malak— Malak will come after her. He’s—he’s as predictable as a Kinrath in… in his actions. You… you have to finish him this time son.”


“I will Jolee.” Revan spoke.


“Anja—Anja carries the future of the Order Revan. Keep her safe.” Jolee turned his head to the side, growing weaker by the second. “Corna?” He asked.


Revan looked over to where Anja held the limp body of the Zabrak Master in her arms, tears rolling down her cheeks. She shook her head slowly. “He saved Anja Jolee.” Revan said. 


Jolee smiled at that and made an attempt to nod his head. “Mission?”


Vandar turned and walked over to them. “She is injured, but alive. You saved her old friend.” He spoke, placing his small green hand on Jolee’s chest.


“Train her Revan. Train her to use her skills.” Jolee exclaimed. “She—she could be a powerful Master one day.”


“I give you my word Jolee.” Revan spoke. “I will train her.”




“I… I can see Nayama son.” Jolee spoke, looking at the ceiling of the room now. “She’s waving to me, calling me to her.” Jolee snorted somewhat. “She’ll probably call me an old coot too.”


“Go to her Jolee.” Bastila whispered into his ear. “Take her in your arms again. Hold her and never let her go. Love her for all eternity Jolee Bindo.”


Jolee’s face became peaceful as he nodded one last time. “I think… I think I will.” His last words were soft and gentle.


And then Jolee Bindo allowed the Force to take him into its embrace.


Sobbing softly Bastila lowered her head to Jolee’s ravaged chest, uncaring of the damage to his body and the blood that stained her alabaster skin. The scratching noise caused Revan’s head to snap up, and he saw Victor staggering to his feet looking for something. Revan lifted his hand just as Victor reached for his fallen lightsaber. His eyes grew wide as his lightsaber leaped out of his reach and settled into Revan’s palm as he rose to his feet.


Bastila felt it first through their bond, and then it spread to Anja. Neither of them made a move to try and stop the rage that was building within him. Vandar looked quickly to Revan as he felt it spread to him, saturating the Force all around him. In a move of complete and total faith in the Force, Vandar simply turned to Bastila.


“We must move him Bastila.” Vandar spoke clearly. “We do not want to be here now!”


“Revan…” Bastila began turning to go to her husband. Vandar’s small hand on her arm stopped her.


“Have faith in the Force Bastila.” Vandar spoke. 


Bastila met his eyes for several more seconds before nodding her head and turning to Anja. Quickly Anja! Any who still live we must take from this room. She spoke to her within their bond.

Anja looked at her, then to Revan, and slowly she lowered Corna’s body to the duracrete floor. I will gather Mission. 
 


Bastila, Vandar and Anja, using the Force as their tool, quickly lifted the four survivors in the room from the floor as Revan advanced on Victor. Vandar was the last to leave the room as Jedi and Mandalorian security was just arriving. His outstretched hand stopped them in their tracks.


“In there you do not wish to go.” Vandar spoke calmly. “We must see to the injured.”


“You think you are powerful!” Revan screamed as he walked towards Victor. “Does taking the lives of innocents who called you comrade fill you with power?”


Victor was retreating quickly, his eyes now filled with nothing but fear as he felt the incredible aura of unadulterated power emanating from Revan. He tried to send out a Force wave at Revan, intending to knock him back and make his escape. Revan simply flicked his hand and the wave turned in on itself and reversed back at Victor, smashing him into the wall hard.


“You have taken the lives of two of my most treasured friends Victor Paal!” Revan growled still walking forward with measured paces.


Victor ripped out a surge of Force lightning, his face twisted in hatred. His eyes grew wide and his jaw sank when the lightning struck Revan’s hand as he walked, the incredible power of the lightning seemingly folding in on itself creating a ball of energy. Victor’s eyes grew even wider when Revan lifted his hand, showing Victor the swirling ball of energy in his palm. Fear wrenched in Victor’s gut now. He had never faced someone of Revan’s power before, and he knew without trying that no Force power he commanded would work against him.


“You… you are Jedi!” Victor stuttered. “You will… you will not kill me!”


Victor’s eyes grew even larger when Revan looked at him. Revan’s normally dark brown eyes had changed into blazing red orbs.


“Are you so sure?” Revan growled; his voice filled with nothing but malice. He thrust his hand forward, releasing the energy from Victor’s Force lightning directly back at him.


And Victor began to scream.

