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Through the Shadow and the Flame is an idea that I had after rewriting some dialogue for JonBerry's Star Wars AU fanfic A New Jedi in an Old Republic. A rewrite led to questions, the questions led to a small story, and that small story — the idea of Kyle Katarn, Anakin Skywalker and Obi-Wan Kenobi having a little adventure in the dark depths of Coruscant and discover something hidden about the world they live in... well, i thought it was too good a story not to write. Also, I love Shadowrun, so there we are.





Through the Shadow and the Flame is also the first story (that's not MEHR) that has been voted for by my Patrons on Patreon (a big thank you to them all). That's right, I've decided to add fanfics to my Patreon votes. If you'd like to contribute or spread the word, feel free to check  out my patreon: 
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�STAR WARS: Through the Shadow and the Flame��A Star Wars/Shadowrun Crossover fanfic��By IgnusDei





The voice cast (because you know I love those ):





 Anakin Skywalker: Kit Harrington  


Zann Blackhouse: Robert Carlyle


 Kyle Katarn: Kiefer Sutherland


 Padmé Amidala: Alicia Vikander


Jan Ors: Debi Mae West


Obi-Wan Kenobi: Ewan McGregor


The voice in the darkness: Emilia Clarke


Manuel Suncutter: Richard Madden


BlastJack: Iwan Rheon


RamFist: Rory McCann


Lady Mi-Go: Natalia Tena
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�"I am the revealing fire of light.�I am the mystery of darkness�I am the heart of the Force."








�-Fragment of the original Je'daii Code, translated by Jedi Archivist Alazlam Durai.





[JK]�


That night, Anakin dreamt of flames... but as such dreams usually went — permeated with sheer terror — he was strangely calm. He had, after all, come a long, long way to get to this place... this nexus of heat and power. The journey had turned him into the fusion of fire, spirit and breath encased in black steel that he was now. In his left hand he carried a shard of pulsating red sunlight. His right hand, made of gold and obsidian, had a hurricane resting in its palm. ��Even with all those mighty gifts, Anakin paled in comparison to the creature that was now rousing itself from its ancient slumber. It's golden eyes opened, their slitted irises widened, and saw Anakin in all his glory... and was unimpressed. Its fanged maw opened, and let out the roar of the world before letting loose the sunfire of the last age, furious at being extinguished for so long... 





And yet, Anakin laughed as he was engulfed in it, and breathed it in deeply, drawing strength from it... He readied himself for a great battle, and then—�








—And then he was in a garden, bathed in sunshine and surrounded by flowers. With each footstep and a wave of his hand the plants bloomed and died, an orchestra of colours of which he was the conductor. He smiled as he approached the girl sitting at the silver table, waiting patiently for him to arrive. "Padmé?" he called, but his voice was silent. But of course it was not Padmé. The girl before him was a bit younger, and paler, and her hair was silver and gold and starlight.��"Father!" she called out to him, the black flowers on the hem of her white sundress trailing behind her as she rushes to hold him in her arms. Joy turned to confusion, then sorrow, as the blade of black glass pierce her belly. "Why?" she asks, tearful, as she falls and goes limp, the pool growing beneath her. It is in that pool that Anakin saw his reflection, an old man with long white hair, and to his horror the reflection began to age and decay at an accelerated rate until nothing remained. The pool of blood enveloped all, and all became a quiet darkness.��"Wake up..." sang the painted mummer, floating above the blood sea.��And then, with the mummer's cackling becoming faint, and a mechanical wheeze growing louder and louder, Anakin woke up.
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�The Padawan did not scream, nor did he rise suddenly from his bunk. Instead his rubbed his eyes, and groaned. "Lights," he commanded, but the lights didn't come. "Right, forgot about that," he said to himself, as he got up and manually opened his window's blinds, letting the morning sunshine in.�The reason why the lights hadn't come on, was, of course, because there was no power. And the reason why the Jedi Temple had no power was quite complicated.��It began with the official declaration of war by the Galactic Republic against the Confederacy of Independent Systems. The Republic Senate demanded that the Jedi take the reigns of the Grand Army of the Republic, composed of billions of genetically engineered clones, and the Jedi had been very close to accepting.��But then, out of nowhere, a stranger by the name of Kyle Katarn appeared at the Jedi Temple and advised caution, pointing out that a Jedi Knight's training and abilities, while formidable, did not make him suitable as a commander of soldiers in a battlefield. The Jedi Council saw the wisdom in his words, and they responded to the Senate's demands that while they would assist in the war effort as best they could, they would not lead the GAR.��The Senate, of course, did not take it very well. And so, in an attempt to get the Jedi to fully comply with their demands, many senators began to apply economic pressure on the Jedi Order through the various corporations the Jedi dealt with... and they began by cutting the power to the Temple. 





Anakin thought it was petty of them. When the shower sputtered and died, he thought it was petty and cruel of them.
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To keep his mind off things, Kyle had been teaching some of the Jedi children (he refused to call them 'younglings') how to make camp fires, and torches, out of bits of wood and cloth, and the surprisingly pyrotechnic properties of Juma juice. Amusingly, some of them took to it better than their older, wiser, knighted instructors, and it wasn't long before the children were showing the adults how it was done.





As one might suspect, Kyle Katarn did not belong here. Not so much in this place — the garden atop the Jedi Temple — but here, in this time. By some quirk of Hyperspace travel, Kyle Katarn and Jan Ors had been brought some thirty years into the past. The exact reasons for this were unknown to him, and whether it was the will of the force or some other almighty entity did not concern him overlong, and he realized he had a great opportunity stop the rise of the Galactic Empire, and spare the galaxy decades of oppression and suffering. He had already made headway towards this goal: the Jedi had already allowed him to become an honorary member of the Jedi Order as a Knight Errant. Through that connection, he had turned the Jedi away from a path that would have led to their doom.





Of course, that was the opening move in a grand game against the master player himself, Sheev Palpatine. And the one who would be Emperor of the Galactic Empire would not have his plan ruined by a single moment of common sense by the Jedi.





It had only been a few hours since, as Senator Amidala and Jan Ors had predicted, some senators called in a few favours to cut the power and water off the Jedi Temple, and while the Jedi adjusted to this fairly quickly, it wasn't quite the end of their troubles. Amidala had also predicted that the Coruscant Security Force would be stopping Jedi AgriCorps superfreighters for surprise inspections that would last days, and then the CSF would escalate things by paying a few banks a visit, freezing Jedi Order accounts while they investigated them for anything 'suspicious'. Knowing good ol' Sheev, that's exactly what's going to happen, Kyle thought.





Obi-Wan had communicated these predictions to the Jedi Council, and the Masters had assured Kyle that they would be taking steps towards preventing the Jedi from becoming completely destitute and forced into a war that they were not prepared for.





Alien memories, a 'gift' granted to him when he drank deep of the power of Valley of the Jedi, came unbidden in his mind's eye. Memories, of a time when the Jedi were more than prepared for war, both individually and as a whole. Prepared in arsenal. In tactics. In strategy. 





And they had turned away from all that for a good reason, he reminded himself. 





His thoughts then turned to Anakin Skywalker... assuming he could prevent him from becoming Darth Vader, would Jedi Lord Skywalker be any better, in the long run?





He shook his head. It was a silly notion. It wasn't likely that the title would be coming back any time soon. Then again, Kyle had discovered recently that the Jedi Order was wealthier than it let on, and that there were still quite a few planets ruled by feudal systems who wouldn't mind giving a champion like Anakin a castle of his own. Would that go to his head? 





Speak of the devil, thought Kyle as he found the young Jedi in question standing at the edge of the roof, his hands behind his back in a standing meditation stance. Kyle excused himself away from the children, and approached the boy would would be Darth Vader.





"Master Kyle," said Anakin, as he sensed the Knigh-Errant come closer.





"Eh, close enough," said Kyle as he rolled himself a roll of Tabak. Anakin, it seemed, was just too respectful to just call him Kyle. He pressed his index and thumb at the tip of the roll, igniting it with a bit of Force Lightning. "What brings you up here?"





"I just finished wiring the Raven's reactor to the main ventilation units."





"Good, won't have to worry about air. And the meditation?" he meaningfully rubbed a spot on his ring finger, where a Promise ring should be. "Something troubling you?"





Anakin nodded. "...I had a bad dream last night."





"Oh? What about?"





"...Fire. And Blood."





There was a pregnant pause as Kyle just let the cigarette hang from his mouth. "Mind going into a bit more detail? Because that sounded kind of ominous."





Anakin went on to describe his dream as best he could, though the details were already starting become a bit of a blur. Kyle listened, and nodded, and only gave his opinion at Anakin's request.





"I wouldn't worry so much," said the Knight-Errant. "Everybody gets bad dreams. Although, if you keep having the same one..."





"I'll let you know."





"Right, and we'll try and figure what it means... Hello, what's this?" Kyle looked down from the edge of the roof, and saw that there was a gathering in front of the temple. Ships were landing, and cargo was being unloaded by humans wearing brown and blue.





"I... have no idea," said Anakin. Perhaps we should got and have a look, Master Kyle?"





"Right you are."
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"Anakin, Katarn!" Obi-Wan Kenobi greeted his Padawan and the Knight-Errant as soon as they were within speaking distance. They were eyeing the barrels and crates with some curiosity and apprehension, not to mention the people moving them in place.





"What's going on, Kenobi?" asked Katarn.





"Some good fortune in these dark times, for good deeds rendered," replied Obi-Wan with a smile. He beckoned two people to come over, and introduce themselves. One was a tall, muscular human male wearing a brown synth-leather jacket over a blue uniform, while the other was a fuschia-coloured Twi'lek girl wearing a long tan jacket and worn dark pants. "This is Jilam Kester of the Antarian Rangers..." the man nodded, "And this is Kaylee Vao of Rogue Moon. Jilam, Kaylee, meet Knight-Errant Kyle Katarn and Padawan Anakin Skywalker, my apprentice."





They shook hands in greeting. 





"Rogue Moon?" asked Katarn.





"We're a charity organization," said Vao, smiling. "We operate several soup kitchens and clinics in the lower levels of Coruscant. The Jedi AgriCorps contribute a great deal of their surplus food to us." She nodded at a nearby stack of Tibanna gas cannisters. "We heard someone cut your power, so we brought a few Tibanna generators to power your lights. It's only fair, you know?"





"And WE brought you some MRE's and some hardtack," said Jilam. "We figured you would need stuff to eat that would keep a long while, what with your fridges not working. Should last you a week, I figure. It's not much."





"It's plenty, trust me," said Obi-Wan, knowing that with proper meditation, a week's worth of food would be worth two months for the Jedi. "I'm surprised you came with these supplies so quickly. News must be spreading fast of our decision."





"Yeah..." Vao winced. "The Holonet isn't painting the Jedi in a pretty picture right now. Hell, the Temple's lights going out became a viral holovid within an hour, and you REALLY don't want to read the comments on those."





"But the Rangers stand by the decision of the Jedi," said Jilam. "If you think it's best for you to act in a support role in the war, then so be it."





"Support role for the time being," said Kyle. "As we've said, nearly no one in the Order has got experience being a soldier, let alone a General."





"What about Rahm Kota?" asked Jilam. 





"Yes..." Obi-Wan pinched the bridge of his nose, remembering that brash knight that had clocked him in the nose over some poorly chosen words on his part. "Him. I do believe he's raising a militia of his own." 





"Well, maybe you can arrange for him to get on Holonet News?" said Kaylee. "Dispel the notion that the Jedi are cowards." Vao shrugged. "Frankly I think it's a little strange that people that think so damned little of you are still so eager for you to go and fight a war for them."





"It's because they think we'll automatically win it," said Obi-Wan. "It's been my experience that we Jedi have a reputation as miracle workers, and that we often don't do what we're asked simply because we're capricious."





Anakin had been looking around, and has been quite impressed at the number of people, hardware and supplies that had been gathered here in such a short order. "Who arranged this?" he asked. 





"Senator Amidala gave us a call," said Vao. "We contacted the Rangers ourselves, but she called in a few favours."





"I hear the senator will be making an appearance soon," said Jilam.





"She will?" asked Anakin, barely repressing his joy. "I mean, why?"





"Well, I don't know if you noticed..." Vao pointed up, and everyone could see Speeder vans with various Holonet newscast logos printed on their side circling around like vultures. "...But we're attracting a bit of media attention. My guess is she wants to score a few points with you guys." Anakin wasn't sure if she liked the sound of her tone — it felt cynical.





"No need to 'score points'," defended Jilam. "Senator Amidala has been a supporter of the Jedi Order since the Naboo Incident ten years ago. If anything, she'll do her part to stop the media from spinning this in the Senate's favour."





"You know what I think?" asked Kyle out loud, eager to move away from the subject of politics. "I think we've got crates to move."
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Just like the job's notes said, blending in with the civvies wasn't too hard, since the front yard of these Jedi was quickly becoming a little bazaar of activity... though BlastJack had to try really hard to act casual around the Rangers. They looked like the Law, with those uniforms.





"Package for Kaylee Vao?" he told the recipient. He knew her from a holo he had been given at the drop-off, along with the mission brief. 





"That's me," confirmed the Twi'lek. "What is it?"





"No idea," said BlastJack as he handed her the datapad. "Need you to sign for it." The pad wasn't linked to any mail service in particular. Heck, it wasn't even connected to the Holonet.





"Huh. Probably a donation," said Vao, as she went through the motions. She was a bit surprised when the package let out a complaining beep when she tried to open it. 





"It's time-locked," said BlastJack. "It's going to open in about ten minutes. You won't have to wait long."





"Whatever," said Vao, as she put it on top of a Tibanna gas canister. "I'll deal with this later."





And that was that. Easiest five thousand credits BlastJack had ever made. Small change compared to other runs he had been on with Suncutter's crew, but little courier jobs like this added up. And five thousand credits was a long way towards that leg cyberware upgrade BlastJack had been pining for...





All BlastJack had to do then was call in the job, and payment would be wired direct to his account. It was then that a silvery craft landed nearby, and the speeder vans finally stopped circling around and landed alongside it, vomiting out reporters and camera droids. Despite himself, BlastJack found himself caught in events, curious to see what the big deal was about.
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"That's strange," said Obi-Wan, as he looked at the young man in the yellow hood and worn bantha leather jacket. "I... I can barely feel this man's presence in the Force."





"Is that right?" said Kyle, who gave the man a once over. "Cyborg. Hard to read, those."





"A Cyborg?" Obi-Wan was pensive. He knew that Midichlorian counts dropped significantly in people with replacement body parts, enough for them to feel a bit 'smaller' in the Force than normal. For someone to be so faint... "Just how much machinery is in that man?"





"Not quite a full-body prosthetic, that's for certain, but I'd say he's got arm and leg grafts... and maybe some internals."





"...He did this WILLINGLY?" Obi-Wan couldn't hide his own distaste at the idea of willingly grafting droid parts into one's body. 





"Some folks need an edge," shrugged Kyle. "I'm thinking he's a mercenary... or an assassin. Want me to keep an eye on him?"





"No, I'll handle it."
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When Anakin saw the unmistakable silver of a Nubian approach the temple, he knew what to do. 





He hid.





It was one thing to court Padmé in her apartment, or in the Naboo countryside. But to be so close to her at the Jedi Temple of all places... even in the gathering throng of protesters, he knew there would be no hiding. He was surrounded by others strong in the force, and their empathy would network to find that beacon of lust and love and longing that he would become, if he was but inches from her. Better to stay away. There would be another time, another moment...





He sat down on a crate of rations, near a stack of the same, and his attention became focused on another woman, of all things, with her young son following around as she barked orders at other volunteers from Rogue Moon. He caught glimpses of their story through the Force — it could not be helped, powerful as he was. 





An empty bottle.





Floating toys.





look at me, mommy!





Screaming.





Freak





The other children are scared of him





THAT IS NOT MY SON





I'll take care of everything don't you worry





Never leave my side, you hear me





Anakin took a deep breath and centered himself, and when he did he found himself staring at the woman fondly, for she reminded him so much of Shmi. He had thought that this would make him sad, and while it did make him feel melancholy, watching the golden haired Arkanian take a moment to hold her son brought him back to happier days, when his mother was alive and Watto the toydaran had bought them.





Then the arkanian woman noticed him, and she became a beacon of fear.





Hooded shadows





Hands reaching





dont take him away





Through the force Anakin sent out a thought to her, hoping to put her at ease. 





Your son is safe





He had quickly caught on to the fact that her son was special, most likely force-sensitive, and she feared every day that the Jedi would come and take him. His attempt at reassurance was quickly dashed when a sinking feeling came over him, the same kind that warned him of impending danger. Anakin quickly got on his feet, his thoughts immediately going to Padmé. He reached out to her in the force, saw her fencing through words with dozens of reporters and denouncing the Senate's pressuring of the Jedi, and knew that she was in no danger.





If not her, then who? he thought. He focused his attention away from her, towards the gathered crowd: many had come here with pre-made holo-signs, intent on protesting the Jedi's refusal to lead the Grand Army, but Padmé's gifts as a public speaker rendered them far less hostile. No, he thought. Not from them.





He looked around, wary of anything suspicious, and came across a metal box on top of a gas cannister. Visions came, forceful and fleeting, of fire and death, and he knew what he had to do.
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The blast wave that surged from above knocked down everyone, and scattered crates and and barrels of water about. Breached Tibanna tanks came next, spreading toxic, inflammable fumes everywhere. Everyone in the area was too stunned to flee, and coughed helplessly as their lungs burned.





All save BlastJack, whose augmentations has protected him, and the Jedi, who quickly recovered. 





"YOU!" bellowed the bearded Jedi with the white robes. 





"I... I didn't..." BlastJack was about to explain that he had no idea he had delivered a bomb, but that he had his suspicions, but the money was too good—





There was a blast of air that cleared the gas around them, and the Jedi's saber came on. That was when Suncutter's thorough training took over, and BlastJack lifted his left sleeve and pointed his mechanical arm at the Jedi.





A dozen darts flew out of their ports in BlastJack's forearm, like a swarm of streaking blue fireflies that left trails of blue light as they flew erratically at their target.
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Obi-Wan, prepared for some sort of hidden blaster, was surprised by the swarm of glowing lights that came at him. Years of training in Soresu and the sight of the lights had caused him to defend as if dealing against on onslaught of blaster fire, and that proved to be a weakness against a swarm of stun darts. His lightsaber managed to catch three of them, but the other nine had managed to pierce his defense, his robe, and his skin, and unleashed their electric charges within his body. 





While he was ill-prepared for that too, Jedi discipline, training, and concentration allowed him to stay conscious throughout the brief, terrible ordeal, but 'mind over matter' could only go so far when trying to withstand sixty-five thousand volts of electricity. When the charge in the darts were spent, his muscles relaxed, and refused to move any longer. Obi-Wan fell on his back, still conscious but desperately trying to make his body move.
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BlastJack didn't have time to enjoy his little victory over the one Jedi, when he saw more of the damned Robes rushing out of the temple. The panic and screaming was beginning to subside, and more and more people were starting to pay attention to him, and many of these people had blasters. With no cover to speak of, the young shadowrunner did the only thing he could do, and that was take a hostage.





And VIPs made the best hostages.





"Stop!" protested the one-eyed bodyguard, before BlastJack kneed him in the belly, relieved him of his blaster pistol, and pistol whipped him to sleep.





"Come here!" BlastJack snarled as he grabbed the senator by the arm. To her credit, the small, slender woman tried to defend herself, first by drawing a gun (which BlastJack simply slapped away), then by trying to stick him with a small stun rod hidden in her sleeve (which he broke by seizing and squeezing her wrist. He held her in a chokehold and pointed the bodyguard's gun at her temple just as he heard the whirr of a blaster pistol charge.
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"Let the girl go," Kyle growled menacingly, his aim steady at the cyborg's head. He was quickly joined by Cin Drallig and Kit Fisto, who kept their lightsabers in hand but deactivated, wary of any leftover Tibanna that Obi-Wan's Force blast hadn't caught. The other Jedi were busy securing the area and rescuing any who had fallen to either the blast or the toxic gas. The Rangers, on the other hand, gave the hostage taker all their attention, as his actions pretty much outed him as the man responsible for deaths of hundreds, possibly thousands of people.





Kyle was tempted to take the shot and put an end to the situation, but his confidence in his aim wasn't absolute, and if he missed or hit the Senator... If she died here, Anakin's vengeance would be terrible.





"FUCK YOU!" screamed the cyborg. "TELL THEM TO PUT THEIR GUNS AWAY!"





"Do as he says!" commanded Kyle.





"Sir?" said a Ranger, confused. A glare from the mercenary-turned-Jedi quickly killed any hesitation and confusion, and the Rangers obeyed.





"So now what?" said Kyle, as he put his blaster away. 





The Cyborg began to back away, towards the open ramp of the Senator's Nubian craft. "If anyone tries to follow me, SHE DIES! Is that understood?!"





"Kid, that's a SENATOR you're holding hostage!" Kyle shouted back. "The media is all over the scene and the CSF is on their way! You're surrounded by Jedi!  Do yourself a favour and surrender!"





"We promise you leniency and a fair trial!" pleaded Kit.





"Listen to them!" begged the Senator. "How do you think this will end, if you resist?!"





"It ends with me free," said BlastJack, defiant, as they stepped into the ship and the ramp closed. A moment later, the engines came online, and the silver Nubian began to lift off.





"Tracker..." Kyle turned around to see Obi-Wan stumbling towards him, hand outstretched. Obi-Wan stumbled, and Kyle caught him. "Use it!" Obi-Wan urged, as he put a small device in Kyle's hand. The Knight-Errant quickly projected the tracker through the force, and its mag clamps bonded with the Nubian's hull just as it was about to take off.





"Kyle!" Jan shouted through Kyle's communicator. "What the hell is going on out there!"





"Jan!" Kyle responded. "Unplug the Raven and prep it for launch! Senator Amidala's been kidnapped, but we got a tracker on her kidnapper and—"





It was then that Kyle felt something wash over him, and knew that he had felt it before, long ago, moments after the Arc Hammer has been destroyed. He knew now that, through the Force, he had felt Vader's rage as the Dark Trooper project went up in flames, and that feeling was now being echoed tenfold. 





The wind kicked up a cloud of gas, revealing Anakin Skywalker, his hand stretched out and an expression of cold fury on his face.





Kyle summed up the turn of events with a single thought: Oh, crap. 





The Nubian's engines choked as the craft was halted by the raw kinetic power of Anakin's Force Pull, and spat smoke as their cowling buckled under the strain of his Force Crush. When the hull gave way, the engines finally died, and there was no stopping the Nubian from crashing down on the Jedi Temple's steps.





Kyle reacted quickly with a force pull of his own, trying to soften the inevitable landing. He was joined by Fisto, Drallig, and Obi-Wan, but none of them fully counter Anakin's own pull. 





Such power! thought Kyle. And he's not even Vader!





The Nubian crashed loudly on the steps, and made no further attempt to fly away. The Rangers and the Jedi quickly surrounded the crash site, but before they could secure it, the cockpit burst into a million shards, and the cyborg leapt out of the hole, with Senator Amidala slung over his shoulder, her hands bound in wire cuffs. An elderly Consular reached out to the force, attempting to hold the half-man in Stasis, but the cyborg's lack of presence in the force made it impossible for the Jedi to aim it, and—
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BlastJack landed hard on some old Robe's head, crushing it under his metallic heel. As he began to sprint as fast as his augmented legs could take him, with stun bolts flying over and around him, He could feel the hairs on the back of his neck rising. He turned around, and saw a swirl of wind barrelling through Jedi and Ranger alike, sending them flying up and sideways.





"PADMÉ!" Screamed the Jedi chasing after them, dust and bits of ferrocrete whirling around him. "PADMÉÉÉÉ!" he screamed again, and Blastjack couldn't tell if he was getting louder, or closer.





"Let me go!" begged Amidala. "Don't you see?! He'll kill you and anyone in his way if you d—"





"SHUT UP!" yelled Blastjack, scared out of his mind. He readied his tow cable and launched it out of his wrist, hitching a ride on a passing hovercar, hoping to put as much distance between himself and that Jedi madman.





Anakin roared, leapt through the Force on another passing hovercar, and gave chase.
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