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.”

