CHAPTER 69.0

There was, after Juna’s admission, an unnerving silence that lasted only scant seconds but to her it felt like ten years. Ten very long years that was filled with happiness and tragedy in which the tragedies may have few and far between but their impacts were enough to equal all the happy times of her life. Ten years in which her very, very best times were being able to just hang around Enothchild Sarch, ten years in which she was glad he was there either physically or mentally in her dreams during the worst of times. It was still ten years of waiting, ten years of really never being able to show her true feelings of love for him. Ten years that finally brought those three huge words – no, they were not little for love was not a small concept – out of her mouth to eliminate all that was her ten years of frustrations and inhibitions. 

Ten years of wanting him. Ten years of waiting to love him. Ten years of suffering through puberty and ten years of having to grow and ten years of not telling him. All of that a thing of the past.

Odd things happened in that time. She didn’t blush when she thought of him in such romantically provocative ways; she wanted to kiss him now, and that in the past was the most provocative thing she felt she could ever do with him. She didn’t feel childishly giddy by being so close to him, with him still holding her. And she could breathe. 

She could breathe! That was the oddest sensation in the whole scene! Breathing all her life before hand appeared to have been blocked by an upper respiratory disease. Breathing now wasn’t hard; there was no resistance in drawing another breath after telling him her real feelings for him. The air came and went out with ease. It gave her clarity, realizing as if it were the first time in her life but it wasn’t so that she was finally, finally, a grown woman. In part that gave her bravery, she was no was longer afraid of those things that held her back for all these years.

It was a miracle. Selfishly it was her miracle. Be it the Force, a God, or whoever ran the crazy machine known simply as the universe, she was saved by a miracle. Nothing bothered her anymore. Magus who? Republic what? Her parents were at peace and it was not her fault that they were dead. She knew they were now happy with her and that they only ask of her to continue on the journey she has now just admitted to wanting to undertake.

The years were gone, and the seconds had passed.

Enothchild stared at her for all that time, and towards the end of the silence he was blinking in realization. He seemed uncomfortable to her suddenly as he finally understood what she said. Unlike at her coronation, where she expressed such words of devotion before and he accepted them as a strong sign of their friendship, it was obviously clear what she meant this time when she said it, by the way she said, and based on the moment they found themselves in.

“I…well…t-that’s nice of y-you to say,” Enothchild stuttered out. He cleared his throat, and then he swallowed hard, and then he cleared his throat again as if the clearing of his throat didn’t work. “I love you too.”

Juna heard his voice and couldn’t quite understand what was wrong. He had reservations of some kind. His arm was no longer around her shoulders and it was retreating along with his body; his body language suggested he was going to give them space. Quickly she grabbed his hand and held him at bay, staring at him hard with her brown eyes. “You don’t understand. I love you, I’ve always loved you and I’ve waited so long to tell you that I…I want to love you and be more than just good friends.” 

Enothchild sat down deeper into the couch, still held by the hand, as Juna continued to speak. “I tried to tell in the way I told you now when I was a little girl, but I couldn’t because I was a little girl. I knew I had to wait, and all that time I could only think of you. It was you that kept my dreams alive, and it was you that kept me going on the Throne. Those things were the closes I was ever going to get to you in regards to a relationship, by emulating you and making you proud of me. It got me through the years thinking of this day; a day I thought would never come because of everything around us.”

“Juna, that’s nice-.”

“It was nice to me, of me, to do it,” she said to cut him off. “Like you I put my personal feelings aside to do what was best for the greater whole. At times I didn’t like it, but I knew it had to be done because you never, ever walked away from anything you started.” She moved closer to him and he seemed more uncomfortable when she did it. In response she pulled his hand closer to her and held it right over her heart. “Before Uiennar, I was planning to leave the Throne after the Gungan Treaty was signed. I was going to leave to be with you.”

Enothchild looked away and let his bewilderment dominate his face. He wasn’t just bewildered he was absolutely in shock. He said, “Juna, leaving because of me would have been foolish.”

“No,” she shook her head vehemently. “No, it would have been right. It would have been foolish and utterly wrong if I couldn’t follow at least one of my dreams and have it come true.”

“Dreams are for little girls. You said so this morning.”

“But I’m no longer a little girl. Everyone realizes that now. And unlike chasing my dream to become a Jedi I stand a better chance here than in anything else I wanted to be. I stand a better chance to be with you.”

“Becoming a Jedi for you is not over, Juna.”

“It is and I accept it. I will never be a Jedi, Enothchild.” Juna squeezed his hand as hard as she could to emphasize the fact once and for all. He was oblivious to it, of course, and not because she couldn’t cause enough pressure on his hand to hurt him a little. She could see it in his eyes that he didn’t want to give up. “What I can be is the woman that loves you dearly and deeply, and I wait no longer to be that woman.”

Enothchild stood up and tried to walk away from her, but Juna clamped her other hand on his and again held him. It forced him to turn around and face her, a brief appearance of disappointment on his face. “Then I will set you up with another Jedi to train you.”

“Enothchild-.”

“I’ll ask Nue. He may not like to but I can convince him.”

“Enothchild!”

“Plo could make time-.”

“Enothchild, I love you!” Juna’s shout carried the full weight now of how she felt for him and how she felt about becoming a Jedi. “I’m just didn’t leave the Throne because of you, you know that. And I’m not quitting becoming a Jedi because of you either. I’m a realist, and I know I can’t be any of those things. What I do know is you and I can be real.”

Enothchild looked like he wanted to get away, and Juna brought his held hand to her face and asked him, “Don’t you feel it?” She rubbed his hand against her cheek slowly and in a circle. “We’re inseparable. We’re one and the same. We care about each other so much all ready. It’s not about friendship, it’s so much more than that.”

“I must have given you the wrong impressions,” he said worriedly. She looked at him soft eyes. “Juna, I’m so sorry, I-I-I may have lead you on.”

“You did none of the sort, I can assure you. Didn’t you hear me? Don’t you feel it in the Force? I love you. You don’t have to feel uncomfortable with it, just feel me.” She could see his frustration now; he seemed to not want to accept it. Juna let go of his hand and now began to feel a little rejected. “Why won’t you love me without giving it a chance? Is it because I’m still a little girl to you? The daughter you can never have? The Padawan Learner you always wanted to train? What is it? Please tell me so I can correct the errors that makes you see me in those ways?”

Enothchild went to say something, and then he closed his mouth and turned to look out the window at the artificially lit skies of Coruscant. He wanted to sit down, but that meant sharing the couch with Juna, and Juna left him a space to sit, enough space to where they weren’t close. She waited impatiently for him to do something, and finally she got up. Walking over, she slipped her arms around his abdomen the best she could given his larger girth, which was by no means fat, and leaned her body against his. Her head fell perfectly between his shoulder blades, laying it on her right side. 

Juna asked, “Is it Nadja? Are you worried about losing her memory because I will be taking her place?” She snuggled closer to him, feeling the muscles in his back. “I will never replace her or what you two had together. She will always be with you in your heart. You will never forget her.” 

Enothchild gently pulled himself out of her embrace and walked back to the couch. “You’re not betraying her, Enothchild. If you betray her, it will be in that you let her death scare you away from love.” She fell back on the Force impressions she read from his heart, when she had experienced in her mind’s eye Nadja Moranna’s final hour with her beloved husband. “I know her enough to know that she wanted you to find love again.” 

Enothchild in response to that looked at her dumbfounded, and then buried his face into his hands, his arms using his legs to prop up the whole mass. Little did she know that her mother used those very same words only six months ago…

Juna, however, just sat down beside him and kept any part of her body from touching him. She saw her current route of having him love her not work at all. She decided to go on another track. She tapped into the Force and let her tender and amorous feelings for him expand outward with her normal Force presence, filled with the truth about all she had said about waiting for him and how her decisions recently were not at all about him. 

When her presence touched him, Enothchild affirmed its touch by lifting his face from his hands and seemingly closed his eyes to contemplate all that he was feeling. Juna pumped every erg of love from her into the field of energy to the point that the strain began to make her tear up. She just wanted him to feel the possibilities and acknowledge them and perhaps accept them. She wanted him so much.

Enothchild seemed to relax in his body tension and he looked at her. Only this time, Juna realized, he was really looking at her. Really, really looking at her, just like the males that made her feel a little uncomfortable as she grew into a woman as Queen. Only with him she didn’t feel uncomfortable. For the first time she began to feel very warm around him. The warmth charged through her and spread out within the realm of her spiritual presence and Enothchild seemed…she wasn’t quite sure because she never seen him so loose before. This was beyond anything that resembled him being comfortable; the most she seen him before was when he talked to her.

Juna moved cautiously closer, inching herself over by sliding across the leather surface of the couch without hesitation as it seemed to be designed to do when two people wanted to get closer without the hassle of fabric found in regular home furniture; perhaps that was why her mother loved leather so much. Her movements continued, none of them awkward, until she finally reached him. She reached over to grab his other shoulder and encouraged Enothchild to face her. He was blushing, but he still was loose and he seemed to be in a bit of a trance. He just looked at her and he tried to speak, but it was hard for him to find the words.

“Enothchild, may I please kiss you?” Juna asked politely to soften her direct approach. “I would like to. I want to. Please, I need to.”

He blinked his amber eyes a few times and seemed to find his voice. It was a struggle. “Juna…I don’t think…that’s a good idea.”

“We haven’t had a good idea in a long time.” Juna brought herself closer to him now, and there was this great wash of attraction for him. Her hands slipped past his shoulders, hooked her arms over his shoulders and pulled herself closer to his face, locking her eyes with his, urging him to bend down just a little so their lips were about the same height. “Perhaps we might as well go ahead and enjoy a bad idea for a change.” Her nose bumped his once, twice, thrice. Her teary eyes from straining finally produced a single teardrop that trickled down the right side of her face. 

She spoke to him in a husky, seductive whisper, “It isn’t a sin to kiss me.” 

Enothchild made no move, so Juna went ahead and pressed her lips against his. Initially there was no response from him, and suddenly his mouth began to move with hers, and the first true, romantic, love filled kiss was shared between them. The energy in the kiss seemingly grew, affecting her biologically in ways she only had experienced in adolescent dreams. Her heartbeat echoed in her ears. Her palms grew sweaty. Electricity charged through her hands and through her lips and surged through her body along with the blood flow, following all the paths she knew would get blood before hand. 

It all touched her most sensitive, most delicate, and most provocative places on her body. At that point, Juna pulled herself to where her whole body could touch him. Enothchild did not resist the kiss anymore, but she sensed a reluctance that was still there being chipped away with every passing nanosecond of contact, and so far she had only kissed him for three seconds.

It had to be her use of the Force that had to bring him around. That was the feeling she had, and so she directed her energies towards him instead of just expanding them outward, making them a fine tuned beam of linking energy. Once she did, Juna could now feel Enothchild’s new found enthusiasm for her. He was having second thoughts about his reluctance. He was a little more into it now. He did love her.

Then it happened; like Yoda only a day ago, something from Enothchild suddenly just ‘plopped’ inside of her. Scared, Juna pulled herself away and her energies did as well. She closed her eyes to get over the sensations that filled her body and dominated her mind. 

She felt different, but a good different; a pleasant area of peace and assurance filled her mind. Memories seemed to fill her own that were not her own. Of a child hood she never had but one filled with fear and so she could sympathize. A adolescent period of time that lasted three decades in which she felt picked on, ridiculed, and at times questioning why she was ever at the Jedi Temple in the first place, only to have a pretty, brown haired woman tell her over and over again that she loved her, and that as her mother she would always love her despite the fact that she was a Human and she, Juna, was a Vhinphyc. 

A familiar face flashed before her, a green eyed, very short female, asking him if she wanted to be her Padawan Learner and when she said yes she found herself suddenly putting a wedding ring on Nadja Moranna’s hand. 

She reached a point of confusion, of loss, of bleakness that had no explanation for its existence at all; she didn’t feel Nadja there, nor did she feel anything else that would have constituted such an existence of the feelings there. She touched it, opened it, and found her mother Naressa Rapier looking back at her. 

Juna understood what it was now: guilt. Enothchild felt secretly bad for her mother’s death, so bad that the power of guilt drew her in like a fast rapid current pulling her towards a waterfall. She didn’t fight it; if she had to endure the pain by living those memories in order to get back to him, then she would. She imagined that to be a lover was to understand the one she loved, and it also meant she had to be there for him to heal him. She would heal his mind and spirit, and cement herself in his heart.

After all, nothing could hurt her because whatever was on Enothchild Sarch’s mind would never do so.

Never.

CHAPTER 69.1

Enothchild felt the release of her lips and sat there in a complete mental stupor, trying to ascertain how to breathe. With his first breath he could feel his body returning to normal from the firestorm that literally burned his skin with lustful passion. With his second breath he realized who he was, where he was, and what he had been doing before enjoying what he thought in a very immature way was the best fricking kiss he ever had; simple, not overly wet, and it seemed to have a nectarine flavor to it. The third breath speed up time. The forth breath made him realize that Juna was in front of him, with her eyes close.

The fifth breath caught in his throat.

“Ah poodoo,” he said quietly, and he went to touch her. He stopped because he knew the damage had been done. There was a period in his mind that was completely blank, right in the middle of the kiss. Enothchild had known of Juna’s abilities to touch things and read them, and given there was a few times lately she was talking like Yoda after having made contact with the Jedi Master he had a bad feeling that more than reading Force impressions was not all that happened then, and now. There was no way in hell he could stop it.

“Oh Juna,” said Enothchild sorrowfully to her, knowing that she could probably hear him. He ran his hands through his hair as the seconds ticked away, trying to think what to say to her. His head started to pound from the experience; he knew it wasn’t because he was worried because the Force was augmenting the hammer that continuously struck the metaphoric durasteel anvil that was his brain.

He felt her, felt her love for him, and by the Force it was tremendously strong! He was overwhelmed by it, by the power of her feelings for him. He didn’t have his mental defenses up adequately in the first place, but he doubted he could have stopped the power of Juna Rapier’s love for him. It was a deep, passionate feeling that was not obsessive but pure held back honesty. Juna had dammed up the feelings and overtime the river of affection swelled upward to the edge. She kept building up the dam, but finally, tonight, the emotion trickled over the edge and eventually smashed the smecking thing to hell. 

It proved the fact that her attractiveness was indeed Force influenced. 

That didn’t matter. Any other time, any other place it would have. If she was so held back in her passions for him, Enothchild could only imagine quickly how she may react to a memory of him having a sexual experience with her mother. He thought he hid that fact deep in that spot where Naressa said nothing could breech it. Perhaps Naressa couldn’t access it, not even Yoda, but Juna was far stronger than those two ever were and too often, out of her control, she proved it time and time again.

For the first time in his life, and no matter how hard he told himself, Enothchild was afraid of Juna.

Very slowly, Juna opened her eyes and her flushed, tan skin on her neutral expressing face began to pale. Her partially opened mouth exposed a quivering lower lip. Her eyebrows rounded into sorrow as another teardrop dribbled down from her eyes. Only this time, undoubtedly, it wasn’t because she was straining to have him feel her love for him. 

Enothchild shook his head in regret and quietly said, “Juna?” She didn’t look at him; she didn’t even hear him, as if she was experiencing shell shock. He began to feel her emotions, the mixture blend so chaotic he couldn’t get a handle it. He ignored them for all he had to do was stare into that deeply sadden face. “Juna, please, let me explain.” Either she was too busy fighting off being overwhelmed by her emotions, or she didn’t think he was alive anymore. “Juna…I…please…if you could, look at me. Please?”

Juna didn’t as her hands worked frustratingly with her dress skirting and it seemed as if she was trying to ring the coloring out of it. When she failed she kept at it, her body now trembling with the effort.

This was the double edge sword that cut only both ways but impaled someone dead. Enothchild had seen it over and over again throughout his travels how a child or children, regardless of age, view anyone who becomes personally involved with their widowed parent. There were degrees of severity, and not all instances are bad, however there were too many times the approaches by the new parental figure turned the lukewarm situation against them. It always impacts the child or children’s emotions, and in the worse case scenario it leads to disownment of the biological, surviving parent.

The other was a complete and utter shock to Enothchild and made the first one even worse. He had absolutely no clue that Juna was so infatuated with him, and if he did he thought it was hero worship. Ever since Vhanba, when they meant for the first time, Juna established an earnest look that he had seen repeatedly over and over again over the years when they were together. He sensed nothing else from it other than friendship. This was furthered by the fact that she waited so very long to tell him; for years she kept her love for him a tight secret. She had waited for this day and felt it was right today to tell him. She was so sure he would be willing even to try a relationship. She was so certain that he would be available to explore the possibilities. 

With the memories of his time with Naressa complete etched into her brain, and that one moment that was special between him and her, Juna’s now felt she was wrong. All that she did was wrong. All of it was her fault, her blame, her ideas were nothing more than those childish dreams she had so easily rejected earlier today. And that hurt.

Enothchild wanted to tell her how sorry he was, but it was hard to say or explain anything even though he wanted to say and explain everything. He just wanted her to calm down, relax, and maybe cry. If there was one thing he vowed never to do to her it was to hurt her. He did, unexpectantly he did, and doing it hurt him. After all she had been through in her life she didn’t need anymore pain. This was a terrible pain for her, and the agony of it all was where it came from, the source, and the cause. 

He wanted to cry, and he wasn’t ashamed of crying. But he held back because he had a responsibility to her now. However she viewed him he had to keep emotionally balance so she could listen to him speak. It was extraordinarily hard to do it. Enothchild reached out to touch her at the hand, doing so slowly. His fingers made contact with her shaking hand.

“You son of a BITCH!” Juna stood up vehemently and slapped his face with the full augmentation of the dark side of the Force behind it. The blow sent him back against the couch, and his weight caused the couch to flip over with a very heavy thud. Dazed from the blow, his face on fire from where she struck, and hurt more by its significants, he looked up her and expected a face of fury. Instead he saw a face of a sadden angel, realizing that she had done something wrong, the wrong of loving him. 

He reached up towards her and said, “Juna.” She didn’t stay another second; she turned and stormed out of the room crying. “Juna!” 

As he got up, Enothchild watched Juna knock Muriel down when the red head appeared in the far doorway; obviously she heard Juna yell, and heard him and the couch hit the floor. The more built Political Guardian was amazed by the blow and hesitated to get up until she noted that Juna was not stopping. She got up and ran after her out the door of the private suite. 

Enothchild gave chase and Dizzy was now right behind him asking, “What in the hell is going on!” 

He didn’t say, and the two beings caught up with Muriel who had just missed Juna jumping into the elevator. She banged her hand on the door, turned to look at Enothchild, and asked, “What happened?” When the answer didn’t come fast enough Muriel jumped into the newly arriving elevator and left behind her two male counterparts.

A third elevator opened up and both Enothchild and Dizzy jumped in. Figuring she was heading for the ground floor, Dizzy hit the button for the lobby and asked again, “What the frak just happened?” He looked at Enothchild’s face and gawked. “Holy shit, who in the hell did that!”

“Juna did,” was all he could get out.

“Juna?!? How? Why?”

“Because we kissed.”

Dizzy’s left eye began to flutter nervously. “You kissed?” There seemed to be something resembling a ‘that’s great’ that flashed across his face. Still, he was confused and therefore it put that aside. That told Enothchild that Dizzy knew about Juna’s desires of him, and that meant Muriel knew too. And yet they didn’t tell him; he wished they did. “So how do you get bruised for doing that?”

The doors opened, and Enothchild said as he was exiting, “Because I slept with Naressa.” As he exited he noted Muriel was only a few steps into a full tilt run, and straight ahead of her was Juna heading for the exit door and ignoring the consulate guards.

Dizzy stood in the elevator for a few seconds in shock, and said, “WHAT!” He finally decided to run after Enothchild to get all the details.

Juna knocked a guard flat on his ass with a shove and pushed through the doors. Muriel was only a few feet away from catching up when her charge became a blur. In one second the large gates in the front rattled, the next half second a media news van rocked as if something was on it, and then it was all quiet. It happened so fast not only did Muriel lose sight of Juna but the media didn’t even realize what happened; they noted the rattling gate and the rocking van, but they blew it off as coincidence. She stood there in shock and revelation, gawking.

Enothchild saw it, though; she used the Force to increase her speed, leapt on top of the 15 foot high iron gates, leapt from there to the top of the media transport, and then over a large group of unsuspecting people. One of the reasons why she felt she should become a Jedi was just now used against him, and in a way he hated that.

Muriel turned around just as Dizzy caught up with them and headed for Enothchild with stomping feet. She took inventory of his bruised face and her friendship with Juna overrode her duty to Juna and her friendship with the Jedi Master. “Why is she running away? Why is she crying? Tell me!”

“He slept with Naressa,” Dizzy blurted out before Enothchild could say one word. “He told me on the elevator ride down.”

It was one of those times Enothchild was at an impasse with Dizzy; the Sullustan usually translated for him in short and direct ways. Was he grateful that he did just now, or was he mad because he did?

“You? Naressa?” Muriel stood there for a few moments trying to articulate it. “You and Naressa? Day and night?” Her eyes began to flutter like Dizzy’s as she said, “I’ll deal with you later.”

“I can help you track her,” Enothchild offered.

“YOU will stay here!” Muriel shouted with a raised finger in his face. “OR you can leave! As a matter of fact that may be the most prudent course of action you can take because she may not want to come back with you here!” She turned and ran for the gates, and once through she shoved her way through the crowd.

Dizzy stood by his friend, and then finally he slapped him hard on the chest. “Smooth move, Bantha Head. Really smooth. Probably the single biggest ass grab of a mistake you have ever made.”

Enothchild couldn’t deny that, and yet he seemed to recall the look he gave him. He turned to Dizzy with his hands firmly on his waist and said, “And you knew about Juna’s infatuation about me. Both you and Muriel and you don’t tell me, so don’t be chastising me because I didn’t know.”

“You didn’t know! SHE didn’t know! You should have told her a long time ago!” Dizzy threw his hands up in the air. “Frak, Sarch, I can’t fricking believe it! How could you do that to her!”

“I didn’t know!”

“No, you refused to believe it could ever happen!” Dizzy put his own hands on his hips. “Remember that little confab we had yesterday? About being attracted to her? You thought of her as a daughter. You blinded yourself with that you stupid sonuvabitch! You had no right to think of her that way in the first place! Maybe if you looked at her as a young woman and not your daughter-.”

The Sullustan stopped himself and held up his hands. “You know what, the bridge has been destroyed, man. I don’t need to tell you what you all ready know, or should know. Maybe Muriel and me should have told you but we didn’t think you were too blind to see it. Boy, were we so fricking wrong.”

Enothchild looked at Dizzy for a little moment to contemplate that and didn’t argue it. He shook his head and said, “I didn’t want to hurt her.”

Dizzy put a hand on his shoulder and said, “I know, man. I know.” He looked off past the gates. “The problem is she doesn’t know that.”

Enothchild wanted to say that wasn’t the case, but he wasn’t about to get into a debate with him. He just looked out those gates too and dreaded, forever, this night. Eventually he decided to do the most prudent and most right thing to do and he left the Nubian Consulate Building. 

CHAPTER 69.2

Some time passed, and eventually both Muriel came back with Juna in tow. Dizzy was waiting for them back at the private suite still trying to understand it all when he noted both females coming in. Juna went her own way, straight to her room, without saying another word. The look on Muriel’s face told that they didn’t even have a long conversation, or even a heart to heart talk. 

Sterile in her speaking, Muriel asked, “How soon can you get the Millennium Falcon up and running?”

Dizzy wasn’t going to stick up for Enothchild, but he did at first wanted to point out that perhaps they were a little to blame for what happened tonight. However his wife’s face told him he wasn’t going to make her happy if he didn’t give her the answer she wanted. He said, “All I have to do is change out the ignition coils and let the reactor build up in power for half an hour. Probably take two hours total.”

“Can you get started on that now?” she asked him politely. “Juna is packing her things and going home.”

“What about her examination with the Jedi Council?”

“Arness,” she finally said with some heart wrenching sadness in her voice. With her using his real first name, only the second time she had called him that and the first time she had said it since their wedding, it conveyed her hurt over Juna’s pain and also their good friend’s decision in wanting to leave. “Either I tell her you are working on the ship to take her home, or she finds another way back. I don’t want to leave her alone. We shouldn’t leave her alone.”

“All right, Muriel,” and he gave her a little hug before he left to go work on the ship. Dizzy had worked on the ship sporadically throughout the day before hand to give him something else to think about instead of the conspiracies that were playing all around them so it would take no time at all for them to be fixed and ready to leave if warranted. Unfortunately these warranted circumstances were never in the cards.

As her husband worked Muriel made her rounds around the consulate and beyond. First she told Juna and only got an appreciative nod for her troubles; the conversation they had when the red head caught up with her was only 5 seconds long. The red head didn’t press her afterwards, understanding clearly that there was to be no discussion, no debate. She was going home period. 

She went about, going through the proper channels to keep the Supreme Chancellor and King Veruna both happy, and at the last moment she sent a small text message to the Jedi Order to the Jedi Council. She left out the reasons why Juna was leaving; as far as she was concerned it was none of their business. However she had the decency to tell them because of Enothchild. Even with all that happened Muriel Thahada Arnes was not going to forget who saved her best friend’s life over and over again and who saved her ass a few times as well. It was a matter she hoped would work its way out, but even Muriel felt it was not going to happen here. Quite frankly she didn’t want to go home to Naboo either because of Naressa, and that was what made this matter hurt the most. Muriel hoped and prayed that Juna didn’t see her mother in a negative light because of this.

The message she sent the Council was indeed short. She thanked them on behalf of Lady Angelleia for their indulgence and time and regretfully informed them that she was returning home. No reason. None. If they wanted to make it their business, then all they had to do was go ask Enothchild.

In time their things were brought down and loaded in the Millennium Falcon, and silently Juna and Muriel made their way by unmarked vehicle to the docking center where the ship was towed for repairs. They got out along with a small contingent of security personnel that followed Juna as far as the ramp, and without another word she vanished inside.

Dizzy came from underneath the ship and to Muriel’s side at the foot of the ramp. He asked, “Has she said anything?”

“Nothing,” said Muriel heartbroken. “We ready to fly?”

Reluctantly he looked up the ramp and said, “One last check on the forward stabilizer and we’ll go.” He looked around them and he said, “No Jedi?”

Muriel knew what he meant to say and she said, “What do you think?”

He stubbornly nodded and watched her go inside. He did go check on the forward stabilizers one more time, but in all honesty he didn’t need to. Dizzy felt that maybe Enothchild would at least just show up and apologize and then from there either come back with them or leave all together. So he took his time, but he knew Juna wouldn’t be fooled by the ploy if it took longer to check the stabilizer, and really the last thing he wanted was her to feel hurt by his dragging ass. She all ready had her heart stomped on by a 400-pound Vhinphyc. No sense having a 130-pound Sullustan do the same thing. Grumpily, he got on board and closed the hatch, knowing that it wouldn’t take him very long to get out of the atmosphere since the traffic at this late hour of the night, technically early morning, was at it’s thinnest. 

 Inside the ship Juna did nothing else but climb into the hammock strung across the starboard breezeway and covered herself up in a blanket, her back turned away from the main walking aisle. Muriel figured Juna was heading for the cockpit so when she saw her friend climb into her ‘bed’ she about slipped off her feet when she came to a stop. She walked up to her and said, “Juna, I’m sorry. I mean…I’m sorry for you.” 

Juna didn’t acknowledge her at all. She curled up tighter in a ball and felt her tears dribble down her face. Muriel put a hand on her head and stroked it a few times, for whatever good it did for her. It wasn’t easing the pain in her heart nor was it erasing the fact that she could close her eyes and see, vividly in detail, her mother having sex with the man she had loved all her young life and worse view it from his stand point; not only did Juna see things but she could smell, taste, and feel it too. She experiences all, and that includes the carnal fun Enothchild enjoyed; oh did he ever enjoy her mother’s company. Her mother, the woman that knew 

So the pats on the head didn’t work at all. They were…motherly. “Please,” Juna said finally, “stop.”

Muriel did, withdrawing her hand. “Okay, Juna.”

“Please leave me be,” mumbled Juna silently. “Please just take me home.”

There was a brief moment of non-commitment, but Muriel finally did what was asked of her. By the time she got to the walkway she joined up with Dizzy on what seemed like a very long walk to the cockpit. They sat down and Dizzy started the take off cycle. With the cockpit door closed, she finally asked her husband, “Dizzy, whose side are we on here?”

It seemed like a strange question if it weren’t for the circumstances. On one hand they were taking Juna home because she, they greatly assume, she couldn’t bear to be around Enothchild Sarch. On the other hand they were giving Enothchild space to keep him from getting from major trouble with the Jedi Order. Dizzy had heard that with all honesty Jedi were not to have attachments usually in the form of marriage or relationships; of course he felt it was a dumb ass idea. If Juna wanted serious revenge against him all she had to do was tell the Jedi Order what he did. She could still do it at home, but four days in hyperspace may cool her off.

Or not, but it gave the two tremendous space.

But whose side were they on? He said, “That’s easy, Red. Our side; were just doing two good friends of ours one huge favor.” Dizzy lifted off the pad and scampered upward towards the egress lanes, finding the tail end of the line. Looking at the engine exhaust port dead ahead, he said, “We should have told him.”

“He should have told her,” said Muriel back. “Damn it, Naressa should have told her! It may not have been easy, but it would have avoided this mess. It totally affects everything.” The last part eluded to the whole galactic situation at hand; Juna’s mind was clicking so well it was going to help, if not solve, the problems they were facing.

Dizzy just mildly said back, “Yeah, in his life.” 

After that there was a mutual silence as both sides quietly agreed on one thing; this absolutely sucked.

