THE FADING LIGHT: PROLOGUE FOUR: THE UNINVITED

Just after Prologue Three: The Krayt Dragon. Nearly two years before The Fading Light.

Upon entering the Throne Room and seeing Queen Angelleia smile grandly with his appearance, Enothchild Sarch welcomed the running world leader with a hugging embrace, both forgoing the standard procedure of him bowing before her and her acknowledging his presence. Being in such a secured location they both could afford such a violation of protocol with no public around to question it. And it would be improper for them as friends to just greet each other in such a formal way.

And Enothchild actually found himself sighing in relief from the hug, apparently needing it given what has happened the last few years. In retrospect it feels like he had been away on a war front for several years and returned home to someone he cared about that waited for him all this time, and the joining just let him know that he was alive and all right. It had been a long time since he last saw her, about three or four years to be precise. Since that time young Juna Rapier had grown and matured into a wonderful and beautiful young woman. She would say he played a big part of it, but Enothchild was would never take such a credit; a Jedi only points the way and nothing more. The rest is all up to the individual, the main factors being found in their parentage and their upbringing. 

Juna had cleared the rest of her busy schedule for the rest of the day and spent time with Enothchild, Dizzy, and Muriel not as the Queen of Naboo in all her Royal mystique, but as Juna Rapier their best friend; together again in private for the first time since her Royal Coronation almost 8 years ago. They spent time talking about themselves and what they have been doing, which Juna did most of the talking; Enothchild spoke very little of what he has done over the last couple of years. He eventually explained that the Jedi Council has deemed his mission to herd up all the Vhinech over, and so they passed the burden of investigating any Vhinech-related matters to Enothchild’s one time apprentice Ros Ofcheck and Ros’ Padawan Learner Casper Knightshade to give the Jedi Master a break. 

Enothchild would have debated such a decision if it weren’t for the disturbance in the Force he felt in regards to Juna. Halfway to the rendezvous point where a unique system of pick up was established to whisk him off Sanctuary quickly and undetected, he could feel her in future turmoil. Everyday he spent trying to get to the rendezvous point and of course arriving 4 days too early he dreaded; he thought the worse possible scenarios because he wasn’t there and everyday the disturbance got worse and worse. By the time he was picked up he was ready to take on an army of Dark Vhinech, actually glaring the Republic Intel pilot into pushing the engines to their breaking point; he could feel Juna in dark trouble, and he was ready to throw the whole secret operation down the Maw by ordering Piett to plot a straight course to Naboo from their location; a 6 day trip and not the round about, 15 day shake and bake they normally do.

Before jumping for hyperspace Piett had to check a special secret signal buoy for orders and found that the Jedi Order and the Supreme Chancellor had ordered for them to return to Coruscant. Enothchild took the opportunity to send a message through the e-net for Dizzy to get a hold of him; with the buoys heavily protected by encryption he could afford such transmissions. He made Piett and crew wait until he and Dizzy had their conversation. It calmed him down to one extent, worried him in another, but the Force assured him that everything was all right now. With that he let Dizzy go and the Vhinech hunting party did their little cloak and vibroblade procedure to return to the active space lanes and returned to Coruscant. 

Sometime during the long journey he felt the danger around Juna vanish and finally relaxed for the first time in days. Enothchild was not ashamed to admit that Juna meant a great deal to him, more so than anything else in the galaxy; her welfare in his opinion ranked above the Supreme Chancellor’s welfare. That also meant that it ranked above the Vhinech, which with Ros now handling the investigation into the murders the Vhinech were in good hands. And perhaps the Jedi Council was right in their observations of him when he arrived, which were the same statements they have made to him many times; Enothchild had a tendency to try and save everyone and care about them with devotion going beyond simple acquaintance. He made things personal in one way, shape, or form and all though they admire his convictions they feared that it would lead him astray from the Jedi Code to solve such personal problems. They ordered him to take time and find peace.

He found being around Juna to be that peace and guiding her through life from time to time a joy. And his lack of verbal communication was due to the fact that her voice always soothed him; usually compounding the affect was the choice words she used. It was just as effective as her touch when they hugged, and so he could listen to her for hours and do what he was instructed by the Jedi Council; put matters behind him and move on.

After a while it was only he and Juna, alone in her living room in her private quarters with assurances from Muriel, Juna’s Royal Chief of Staff, no one will bother them with unless it was something vitally important. Enothchild didn’t want to make his presence a distraction from Juna’s Royal duties, but both women put him at ease that the Royal Cabinet, with Muriel ahead of it, was very capable of handling minor matters affecting the Throne. Guiltily deep down Enothchild found himself appreciating the privacy; he missed Juna very much, missed the girl that was like a daughter he would never have. 

After talking well into the evening she stopped long enough to have servants bring hot chocolate for them to drink. Juna sat down on the couch next to him and said what had been plaguing her mind all day; Enothchild felt it was even much longer than that. “I need your help. It’s personal and I think you are the only one that can do it.”

“I’m at your service, Juna,” he said gently, which never took effort on his part. “I heard you have had trouble lately with the dark side of the Force.”

She cringed. “I had hoped Dizzy didn’t say anything about that. But that’s not why I asked for you to come here.”

Dizzy told him about that as well. “Your mother.” She nodded quietly. “Tell me everything.”

Juna did tell him everything, from Naressa’s growing lack of interest in seeing her to her now seemingly non-existence; Naressa had all ways been a woman with a haunting disposition, only seen by a select few who have managed to enter Rapier Manor or have met her by luck or by her design outside it’s monolithic walls. Juna’s feeling on it was that she took it further than that now, going so far as not even acknowledging Juna’s birthday at all; she didn’t show up to the party, or sent word why as well as not sending her anything in well wishing.

In conclusion and successfully keeping the tears back, Juna said, “I know it isn’t the dark side consuming her and making her so evil that she does not care about me like it would with those Sith Lords of old you told me about. But I have this feeling that it does factor in me and for the light of me I don’t know why. I thought maybe it was my krayt dragon tattoo, but meditating recently I find that it goes back about a year before. There was this one night back then when she had this outburst of dark side energy so immense it woke me from a deep sleep. I tried contacting her and feared the worse when she didn’t respond right away. Finally she did and told me that she had a bad dream. I believed her at the time.” She griped her cup tightly. “In retrospect I think she was lying.”

Enothchild could sense a feeling of failure from Juna and said, “Don’t let this be your fault, Juna. Any child can take a parent’s word on anything at any time.”

“Even a Force sensitive child like me, who should be able to sense any falsehood?”

“Even the both of us,” he assured her. “Even now. Remember the Force is just there. It is not a know-it-all answerer, or a reliable truth detector, or a do-it-all solution specialist. It is another reason why as a Jedi why I live by the Jedi Code; it’s just not a way to use the Force in proper context, but a mindset in general in order to help solve the most troubling aspects of life without having to rely on the Force all the time. A Jedi uses the Force only as needed as part of a solution, a variable, not all ways an important variable, in a equation.” He tapped his finger to her head. “Here,” he then tapped her chest, right over her heart, “and here combined together is where the true solution comes from. In short, the Force doesn’t really provide the answers directly. It doesn’t lead us. It doesn’t necessarily reveal the truth. We make that determination based on our knowledge, thoughts, and experiences. So when Naressa told you everything was all right, naturally as her daughter you accepted it.”

“But I can’t get rid of this feeling that I did something terribly wrong to her…or that she did something wrong and it involves me directly.” Juna sat her cup of hot chocolate down and gripped herself by her arms. “It’s in the Force…but I feel it in my heart as well and I can’t find any assurance within myself to make it go away. If anything it has to do with more of us being mother and daughter than anything else. Does that make any sense at all?”

“I believe so.”

“Can you still go see her,” asked Juna nicely, hopefully that he would and feeling a bit shameful for asking as if it might take him away from something deemed important in matters involving the whole Republic. Being a Queen, a leader of billions, has taught Juna about priorities and how they sometimes override one’s personal problems. “Find out what’s wrong and help her? Please?”

Enothchild didn’t need to think about it for very long. After all he had nothing else to do. “Of course. I will go see her and talk with her.” He put a meaning well, careful hand on her tiny right shoulder and gave it a very light squeeze. “Naressa’s well being is just as important to me as yours. Given your relationship what affects her so easily affects you and I can see that. In essence I will be helping the both of you.”

He watched the relief on Juna’s face grow brightly and she reached over and gave him another hug. She said, “Thank you, Enothchild. I knew I could count on you.”

Enothchild smiled and returned the hug, again enjoying the feelings he felt from her and in the embrace, all the while giving him strength that he needed to get the task done.

The memory from last night helped him regain some focus so he could develop approaches in handling this problem that was growing with each passing moment in time as he got closer and closer to his destination as he drove Dizzy’s StormHorse repulsorlift vehicle to Rapier Manor. Enothchild hadn’t thought of it before, but on the Millennium Falcon as it approached Naboo he couldn’t feel Naressa Rapier’s very dominating dark side presence that had usually stood out from the planet below. He had surmised that perhaps Naressa had learned to keep her presence in check so not to alert other Jedi Knights to her existence. 

Now, like with his arrival on Naboo before hand, with him just outside the large iron gates of Rapier Manor, Enothchild could barely feel Naressa’s presence. He truly expected to feel her great power at least this close to the extraordinarily large mansion. There was nothing of the sort; it was like a hint of what was Naressa Rapier, Sith Maiden of the dark side. Going further in observation it was like it was before 8 years ago, a feeling that Sith Maidens were nothing more than theory than fact to him.

At the same time there was something very familiar feeling about this whole situation that without warning froze his heart. Enothchild actually had to take a few moments to meditate to relieve him of what he presumed to be phantom stress from dreadful memories long forgotten and determined by him not to remember. Something in the past…

Clearing his mind, Enothchild announced his presence through the intercom outside the gate and was immediately let in. He pulled up to the front doors and recognized a very familiar face waiting there for his arrival. He got out of the Horse and said with a smile, “Greta Culla, it’s been a while.”

An elderly woman who had gray hair and rosy, plump cheeks, Greta had been the only servant that stayed to work for the Rapiers after the initial destruction of Rapier Manor, a constant presence of the family for more than 50 years and a natural leader who could have been a Republic general in Enothchild’s opinion. Given the circumstances it was no surprise that she was there to meet him. 

What he didn’t expect was Greta grabbing his hand and saying, “Thank the Force you are here. Whether she will admit it or not, Lady Naressa needs Jedi intervention. Please come in.”

“Sure,” he said and followed her in, taking residence off to her left side and matching pace with her stride. Purposely after a few moments he slowed his walk to force Greta to slow down as well, in essence a way to instinctively make her calm down. They slowed to a more relaxing speed and he asked, “Were you expecting me? I noticed the other help not coming to claim my belongings. Not that I had anything except on my person but I thought my presence would be unannounced.”

“If you mean Queen Angelleia called ahead…well, she did. However I was expecting someone, anyone, to come here to attend to my Lady. I would have taken anyone: Lady Muriel or her husband, Her Highness, but especially you. Anyone to find out what has been troubling her soul. It’s just been so horrible to watch.”

Enothchild grimaced when she said that; the truth of her words so pure he pictured the worst in his mind. He asked, “Is she sick?”

Greta shook her head. “Up to three months ago she kept her regularly scheduled medical examination. As you know I assist her, and the computer systems and medical diagnostic equipment are so advanced it can find a deadly germ smaller than an atom. All and all she is well physically. Mentally she is all there and still on top of things.”

“But there’s more,” he asked.

“Yes. She hasn’t taken any calls or answered letters or messages. Lately when it is from Queen Angelleia she breaks down and cries for hours. She barely eats and we feel that she doesn’t sleep unless she cries herself to sleep. She doesn’t even do the things we have grown accustomed to in the past. No moonlit walks through the Garden of Mazes, no trips to the Grand Library, and she can’t bear to go anywhere near the Walls of Vision and Grand Corridor to see Mister Rapier’s tomb, or read or just stare at Queen Angelleia’s portrait. The only thing I can think what is causing her to be this way is that her spirit has been tore to shreds. As if someone or something has taken her heart and crushed it in front of her. It’s zapped the life right out of her. All of her energy and her youth are gone.” She moved in closer and whispered, “I fear if this continues she may take her own life.”

Enothchild really felt that hit him, and felt this need to pick up the pace in his walk. “Don’t worry, Greta. I’m here. And I will do everything in my power to prevent such an occurrence.”

Sighing in relief, Greta led him on a long walk up the stairs and to the Manor’s Main Observatory on the sixth floor, a room totally made of glass so one could look out across the wide expanding plains that was the family property and up at the stars at night. They stood together at the door and from their advantage point they could see Naressa sitting in a lounging chair in her bed clothes just staring off into the distance, her back to them and seemingly unaware of their arrival. Waded up tissues laid scattered around the floor around her, and an empty box in where they came from laid right next to the chair.

He put a hand on Greta’s shoulders and said, “I would like to have some privacy with her. Do you mind?”

“Not at all. In fact I was going to leave you two be.”

“Thank you. I will call you and the others if I need help.” Enothchild watched her bow and take her leave, but knowing her Greta wasn’t going too far. The old woman had strong loyalties and therefore a strong commitment to her employer. She would be close, within earshot for sure.

Enothchild walked in and let his Force sense expand outward; even this close it was like Naressa was Forceless. Simply put it was as if she was not there.

Again something painful hit his heart and he took a moment to compose himself. This whole situation was becoming familiar to him, disturbingly familiar to him, and so he went forward to put those feelings aside and take care of Naressa. He knew she was awake by the little movements she made with her head, but what still got him was the fact that he couldn’t really feel her.

Enothchild reached out and said, “Naressa?” just as he touched her shoulder. Naressa jumped figuratively out of her skin, took one look at him, and closed her eyes to get over the shock of him being there.

He couldn’t say a word for a moment without taking her all in. It was worse than Greta’s words.

Naressa looked very tired and very ill. Her skin, normally tan in color was slightly yellow. There were wrinkle lines here and there on her face, and she held her body in a way to suggest she was as old as she now looked and her current age. There was no energy in her eyes at all, and as she blinked it seemed to take a lot out of her. And her jumpiness to his touch and the act of surprise to him being here just reinforced his inability to really ‘feel’ her in the Force; Naressa hasn’t used it in a good long time and she was choosing to ignore it.

Gone was the Sith Maiden who looked and had energy of someone half her age. This was a shell of that Sith Maiden, and like all shells it was just a shell without anything in it.

In short: lifeless.

Naressa’s words snapped him out of his disbelief. “Enothchild? What are you doing here?”

Even her words were filled with confusion. Enothchild cleared his throat and said, “I came here to see if you are all right. Juna and the others are worried to death about you.”

“Death? Is Juna all right,” she asked, her tone betraying deep worry and concern.

“Yes, she’s fine. Bad choice of words on my part.” Enothchild put both his hands on her just to let her know that he was actually there. “Question is are you all right?”

Naressa looked at him, and then looked at his hands and shrugged them off. “I’m fine.” She rubbed her eyes and breathed in deeply. “Just…going through some woman things. That’s all.” She laughed so fake it wasn’t even funny. “You know ending cycles and hormone stoppage. That sort of thing.”

“Naressa,” said Enothchild, grabbing her hands. “I don’t believe you, and normally you are a good liar. This isn’t some life cycle change.”

“Oh how would you know?” she snapped viciously. “Since when did you obtain a uterus and a pair of breasts?”

It was a very weak attack on her part and he knew it; and she knew it as well. He just countered it easily. “I haven’t, but I have grown up with a Human mother and have been married to a Human wife; in spite of Nadja’s biological limitations she was very well informed. In short, I know. Believe me, I know.”

Naressa just shook her head and said, “You don’t know jack shit about me, pal.” She pushed him weakly away. “You Jedi…always clamming that you stay out of other people’s business and what do you do? Get involved anyway. Here I am, minding my own business, you come in here and give me a scare and try to tell me that I don’t know what’s wrong with me.” She pointed at herself. “I know what’s wrong with me. And you’re right. It isn’t a life change.”

“Then please tell me,” he said. “I’m here to help.”

“All right.” Naressa sat herself up a little bit more, looked at him, and slapped him hard in the face. It didn’t hurt him. In fact he turned his head to lessen the blow so she wouldn’t bruise her palm from striking his hard face. “It’s you, right now, bothering me. Now get the hell out of my house before I call the Jedi Order and complain to them that you are harassing me.”

“Now if you did that Naressa you might tip them off on who you are.”

“I don’t care. I don’t care anymore.” Again she slapped him, this time putting more weight behind it. “I just want you out of MY house.” After a moment with him not moving, she reared back again, this time she came at him with a closed fist. This time he reached up and caught the fist in his large hand and held it; she would have shattered the bones in her hand with that blow. Naressa tried to hit him with her left hand and he caught that too, restraining her struggles. “DAMN IT, LET ME GO AND GET THE SMECK OUT OF MY HOME!!!!!!!!!!!!!” She then tired to head butt him…

Enothchild let her go and stood up, letting Naressa nearly fall to the floor to avoid having her crack her skull open due to his head. In frustration he said, “Fine! If you don’t want my help than so be it! That also includes not having me stand here so you can goad me into killing you! Because I won’t do it, Naressa, I won’t do it!”

Naressa just sat and stared at him with tears in her eyes. The truth a little too obvious even to a casual observer, and so she felt ashamed for what she was trying to do. “Just…leave. Just get out of my life and stay out.” She turned herself away from him and curled up into a ball on the chair. “Please? Leave?”

He stood there and looked at her, closing his eyes and felt that he had no business being here at all; the Jedi Council’s warning about him getting personally involved coming back into his mind. He turned and proceeded towards the open doorway. As he did those feelings he has been feeling lately, of memories old and buried, came back and filled his mind with images too terrible to look at. He paused at the doorway and rested a hand against the door jam, closing his eyes and taking his time to sort it all out. He had to do it now, for it seemed too coincidental to be just be something minute happening in the Force in regards to him. Letting himself sink into his mind and closing everything else out he examined it…

Enothchild opened his eyes once he was completed and turned just enough to look at Naressa. It was like watching a nightmare all over again. He suddenly muttered loudly, “No.”

He watched Naressa look at him and she said, “I told you to get out!”

Enothchild straightened himself up and walked back into the room with Jedi focus in his eyes and Jedi determination in his walk. He stopped and bent down towards Naressa. She asked, “What do you think you’re- Hey!” With one arm he picked her up and just flung her over his right shoulder, her upper body hanging over his back. “What are you doing! Put me down!! Put me down right now!!!!!!”

“I will as soon as I find your room.” With a steady pace Enothchild carried Naressa like a sack of vegetables out into the hall way and mused, “Now where is your room? Any hints?”

“Smeck you!”

“Oh, I remember now.” He just went ahead with her on his shoulder for the stairwell and proceeded downward. Halfway down Naressa began to throw a childish fit consisting with the flinging of her arms and legs in a futile attempt to get herself free. Her legs just kicked uselessly, and he felt these little thumps on his large back. “Are you trying to hurt me?” 

“If you know what’s best for you, you will put me down this instant!” yelled Naressa furiously.

“Sure, one second,” chimed Enothchild and Naressa just growled out her frustration and humiliation. At this point they have passed Greta and several other household staff, all just looking on with some bewilderment on their faces except Greta; she was smirking brightly at the scene. 

By the time he reached Naressa’s living quarters, Enothchild had actually grown a little annoyed with her little girl temper tantrum. Annoyed because he expected something more than childish threats and nonsense; her using the Force to some degree would have put his mind at ease about a bad feeling he had; she didn’t use the Force and it only went to prove his bad feeling. There was one more card to play to verify matters.

And Naressa thankfully gave him the motivation when she sprung up and bit him on the lobe of the ear. That hurt!

With the Force Enothchild opened the large double doors, stormed in, found her large bed about 30 yards away, grabbed her firmly with both arms…

“Wait. WHAT ARE YOU-? AAAAAGGGGGGHHHHH!!!!!!!!!!”

…And tossed her across the room with a double arm underhand throw. Naressa screamed the entire way until she landed buttocks first on the bed, bounced, and finally landed perfectly with her lying down on her back with her head on a pillow. For a few moments there was silence. 

Then, Naressa spoke. “Ouch, my hinny” It came out a little too whiny even for her.

Enothchild just smirked and looked around until he found her clothes closet and went inside. To call it a closet would be an insult to ballrooms because the place was like everything else in Rapier Manor: large. There were racks and racks and selves and selves of clothes, footwear, and accessories of all kinds.

She spoke again, “For your information, that is my walk in closet.”

“No kidding. Thanks for the report, Kronkite,” remarked Enothchild smugly, pulling a Nadja-type attitude towards her. He was in her closet for a reason; he wanted to get her warm clothes to wear. But he also took the time to use the Force and get a feel for her emotions: embarrassed and upset, but none of it transferred down to her using the dark side of the Force. That bothered him; Naressa shouldn’t stand for what he just did not because she is a Sith Maiden and he is a Jedi, but because he found her to be a lady; ladies don’t like to be besmirched or handled like a piece of carry on luggage. With those facts in mind, Enothchild began to formulate a plan to prove his theory.

“Just thought to let you know and remind you that nothing in there will fit you,” she countered. “So why are you in there?”

“Because,” he said, stopping at some sealed clothes bags, “you and I are going for a walk outside. You need to be dressed for it. It’s cold out there.” 

Enothchild opened the one bag up by its zipper, looked inside and wished he hadn’t; he noted that the material was made for winter, but the whole purpose behind it was for a playful romp in the bedroom; her and Bendian’s little dress up stuff. Immediately blushing he closed it; nope, that was the wrong time of year for that and honestly he didn’t think bedriders, the prostitutes of the universe, wore that outside on a warm day on Coruscant either.

He went to open the next one, but paused and asked, “Where exactly do you keep your winter clothing in here?”

“I’m not telling you anything, damn it. And for your information I am not going for a walk!”

“Oh yes you are,” he said in commanding tone. He opened the next closed up bag and struck pay dirt; it wasn’t winter clothing per se, but it was a vital component he needed. “Even if I have to drag you by the back of your pretty little neck.”

Naressa heard him say that with such vinegar in his voice her mouth dropped open in shock. She couldn’t believe what was going on. She didn’t quite understand why Enothchild came to Rapier Manor, but to act like a thug, to her, in her house…”You wouldn’t dare.”

She could hear him tinkering around with the clothes, but heard his deep voice said, “Yes I would. If not the neck then I will haul up by your britches so high that I will give you a billion dollar wedgies.” Enothchild appeared in the doorway to say, “Given some of these clothes you got in here I won’t have to pull too hard and it would leave a mark.”

“I detest this treatment! I’m a Republic citizen and I know my rights, Jedi! You are an uninvited agent of the federal government and you are trampling on my freedoms!”

Enothchild reappeared with a bundle of clothes with matching boots, proceeded to Naressa and at the same time he threw the clothes and boots at her with force and he said, “Oh shut up!”

Naressa couldn’t believe it. “What did you say?”

Enothchild bent down and put his large face right in hers. As he talked he moved forward and Naressa had no choice but to lay back. “You heard me. Quit your bitching, whining and complaining, you spoiled little girl, and put the stupid clothes on.” He stopped when she ran out of room. “What’s a matter? Aren’t you mad at me? Are you not pissed off over how I am treating you? Come on, Naressa, don’t you want to rain hell on me right now?”

What was holding her back was his whole attitude towards her. Naressa couldn’t believe what was going on and coming from Enothchild’s mouth. She just said, “Yes, I’m mad-.”

“THEN DO SOMETHING!” He interrupted, yelling so loud in her face she thought her eardrums were going to burst; Vhinphyc lung capacity and throat design made their yells 5 times louder than the loudest Human. His breath didn’t help things either; she guessed he had to have rotted liverwurst and smelly gostoff cheese somewhere between Corellia and Coruscant. And him being so close to her face was totally uncalled for. The way he held his body, forcing her back. How dare he do that! How dare this Vhinphyc come into her home and toss her around like…like a slave! He wasn’t going to get a way with this!! She was going to rip his head off and…-.

Naressa felt the Dark Side of the Force creep into her conscious and immediately repelled it away. No, she wasn’t going to use it anymore. She had no need for it in her life. It was useless to her for it betrayed her and in turn betrayed the galaxy. She wasn’t going to let herself fall prey to its promises and its inability to do it all. Not anymore. She was done with it.

Naressa could only cast her eyes down in defeat, grab the clothes and look at them; he wasn’t going to let her live her own life at the moment so she figured to go ahead and indulge him. For the first time she noted what the clothes were and felt ill. She said quietly, “I can’t wear these.”

Enothchild just rudely shoved them back into her arms. “You have no choice in the matter. It’s either you put these clothes on freely or I force them on you. Don’t think I won’t either. My threats aren’t empty today.” 

Naressa looked at him in surprise; why was he being so cruel to her? Was it because of Juna…?

She stopped and closed her eyes when that line of thought crossed her mind and tried hard not to cry. Why was he doing this to her? Whatever the reason she had the feeling that he wasn’t going to leave her alone. He was going to goad and ride her into doing what he wanted her to do and by the look in his eyes he wasn’t going to stop any time soon. He was here to stay by the looks of things, and for how long all depended on her.

“Very well.” With great reluctance, Naressa took another look at the Sithian attire he knew that she wore; all black from dress to boots to gloves to hooded robe and it was her winter wear. She really hadn’t worn the clothing since her last visit to the Palace of Theed…for Juna’s birthday…Naressa stopped and closed her eyes again. Fighting against tears again, she finally said very quietly, “I need privacy to change.”

“I will be waiting outside,” said Enothchild with his usually calm tone she was used to him speaking in. He got up and said, “Take your time, but not too long unless you like walking in the dark.” He went to the door and before leaving said, “There is a full moon tonight, though. Maybe we should wait for it then. I know how you like gazing at the moons here.” 

She watched him leave, and with the soft close of the doors she found herself alone…and Naressa didn’t like it. She didn’t like a great deal of things at the moment but what could she do.

As he sat across the large hallway cross legged on the floor with his hood up, Enothchild stared at Naressa’s door, meditating over what he felt, and lack thereof, from Naressa and determined that his current course of actions, although uncharacteristic of him in some areas, were justifiable and appropriate. He was treading into a preverbal uncharted sector of space that all of his Jedi training and upbringing screamed for him not to explore, but under the circumstances he felt he had no choice; entering the mind and understanding the psyche of a being totally consumed by the dark side of the Force in the attempt to heal such a being and ultimately restore them to full mental capacity. 

Enothchild could hear what he could consider to be the ‘Qualeggoes’ side of him, that ultra-purist Jedi who frowns upon speak-aloud idealist like Qui-Gon Jinn and Nue Cadabel and wishes that Nadja Moranna was never born from the memory of Siren Gheruit, thumping over and over that such an endeavor that encouraged such a being like Naressa to re-embrace her dark heritage was wrong when this is more clearly the opportunity to destroy her for being a dark side entity. This is based on the conventional wisdom, augmented by historical fact, that those who embrace the dark side can never return to the Light; there were miniscule amount of cases were it has occurred, however in those cases and in cases where the attempts were made there were always a form of Jedi casualty. Of course given known Dark Jedi-Sith Lord history there was poor odds to bet on that they would repent their evil ways.

And there was that little piece of Nadja in him that considered all dark side entities, regardless who they were, an enemy that had to be destroyed. Given her experience in dealing with her fallen Jedi brother Dux Gheruit it was completely understandable; she had the scars both physically and mentally to give full credence and legitimacy to that line of thought. Quite honestly when he met Naressa for the first time he wanted to destroy her, maybe that line of thinking entering his psyche at a time. 

But there was that other little bit of Nadja in him that could be called ‘there is a reason why things are’, or better known as the Will of the Force, that along with Enothchild’s desire to help anyone he feels that needs it tells him that Naressa Rapier, although a Sith Maiden, deserved to not only be helped but be allowed to live and live her life, be it a life where she does not do harm, the way she wants to. It falls back to how she has existed in life; all be it a dark side existence, it is a peaceful existence. Granted she has done things underhanded to protect her identity, but her motivation to do so is one of survival. He put himself in her shoes 8 years ago and immediately saw a dark side entity living in peace wishing no harm upon anyone fearing being hunted down for no other reason other than she was born. 

And if that were so with her, she could imagine Juna being hunted down as well. And that same line of thinking helped him understand the Vhinech as well and thus motivated him to help them. 

Like he told her 8 years ago, Enothchild could not condemn Naressa for being who she is and what she does to exist in the universe; all and all, she does it so she doesn’t have to be evil to live. Most importantly, she does it for the love of her Gessa; doing all she can to prevent her only child have to resort to living in darkness in order to survive. 

With all that in mind Enothchild was not going to even attempt to persuade her to give up her dark side existence. Based on what he has observed all ready, he was going to help Naressa embrace the dark side again. The first step to that was to get her to talk. And given his own personal experience, he knew what was wrong with Naressa: deep psychological depression. Juna was right on all fronts this wasn’t the dark side of the Force consuming Naressa; this is old fashion mental trauma and it does have something to do Juna; there were moments when Enothchild felt Naressa thinking about Juna, and suddenly dreading it. Add that with her denying the Force in general, the dark side specifically, and one can see the end results of Naressa’s condition. Therefore the cures are rooted in the problems. 

This was a delicate operation: one such where a confrontation, like in any case where depression is the problem, may cause Naressa to fall deeper into it; and this was the only solution he could see doing without him actually falling to the dark side in the process. 

Enothchild felt he was right in doing this. If Yoda was here he felt the Grand Jedi Master would agree with him despite the fact who Naressa was. And he had good reasons for doing this; personal reasons yes, but just reasons.

The door opened softly and Naressa emerged from her room with a look of discomfort etched strongly on her face. As Enothchild stood up, he was amazed how his mind perceived her at the moment; he saw her as a woman wearing all black attire and no confidence in herself. Before he saw her at her best when she saw herself as a Sith. Indeed the first piece of the puzzle that pointed to her troubles; something related to the dark side.

Naressa walked over to him, turned her back to him, and said matter-of-factly, “Here’s my neck. Drag me by it. Or would you prefer my britches instead? Don’t worry; I am wearing my tailored-fit underwear. Guaranteed no marks.”

Enothchild winced; maybe he went too far in trying to provoke her into doing something. His frustration got the best of him and he got carried away, saying things he really shouldn’t had said. It was time to lift Naressa’s dark spirits, not downgrade them.

Enothchild just grabbed her hood and lifted it up. He took a step back and let Naressa turn around to look at him. “I don’t think either’s necessary.” He gestured towards his right, basically just indicating a direction of movement. “Shall we go?”

Naressa nodded, and went to her left instead. Enothchild had no problem catching up with her and walk by her side. She said, “There’s a quicker way out of the house this way. It leads out of the main property and onto the expanses.”

“Very well,” he said, all ready knowing a few things from what she was doing. The first of them being that Naressa’s favorite place to go for walks was the Garden of Mazes; everyone including Juna called that large area filled with many different forms of mazes her place of privacy; her domain in which she sought refuge from time to time that no one else dared violate with their presence. She was purposely lose herself in a maze as a form of meditation; they are so large she could afford herself to even with her perfect memory; and she knew how to circumvent her natural mental abilities so she could feel like a normal being trapped in such labyrinths. When the time was right she would tap back into abilities and find her way out.

Another reason was obvious; to go out into the Garden of Mazes they would have to go through the Grand Library, and that meant going through the Grand Corridor and the Walls of Vision where Bendian’s memorial and Juna’s painting, both he hasn’t seen yet, were. That also meant leaving to go outside through the front door was out because from those doors one can see both the monument and the painting in spite of it’s great distance away. So far, Naressa was giving him a lot of material to work with.

Now all he had to do was let the walk, or walks if need be, to take care of themselves.

After a month, Naressa was so puzzled about Enothchild Sarch she had no time or reason to think about anything else. And once again as she finished eating breakfast he was there waiting for her to go for a long, silent walk. And like clockwork she found herself putting on her Sithian attire and doing so regardless of the weather conditions outside; today there was wind and light snow falling with very dark skies above. They went outside, and this time they went in a South-by-South Easterly direction. Just when she thought they had covered each square acre of the hundreds of thousands of acres of land she owned they would find a path not touched and view natural landmarks unknown and travel through places unexplored. The walks lasted practically hours, a few times starting at the daybreak and ending with their return to Rapier Manor by nightfall.

But what drove her nuts was the fact that Enothchild didn’t say anything to her. He said things, but nothing to promote conversation. Pretty much he said ‘here’, ‘over here’, and ‘oh here’ as well as other related directional words; that was it. 

Naressa had expected him to talk to her about what was troubling her, or worse begin sprouting out loud mindless Jedi philosophy that she knew all ready, found within her in her soul; inherited from a Jedi Master who lived a thousand years ago who was her ancient ancestor. Or have him go into psychiatrist mode and go into full seminar of uttering psychobabble bullshit.

He said nothing. And today, Naressa had finally had enough. She was hesitant to say anything until a few hours into their walk. She finally stopped dead in her tracks, in which Enothchild didn’t stop until he reached the river they needed to get across in order to continue walking. He turned around and looked at her, again not saying anything.

With a lot of movement in her body, Naressa said, “Why in the hell are we doing this?” She felt like pacing and even with the deep snow she managed to pace quickly. “Everyday for the past month it's been walking. Walking and that’s it! For crying out loud, what are we trying to accomplish her, a mapping mission? For the love of George Fricking Lucas, why in the hell do we keep doing this, day in and day out?”

Enothchild just shrugged his shoulders and said, “Well, what would you like to do?”

Naressa never really felt her eyes bulge out of her head, even in anger, until now; she could feel her eyelids just expanding past her eye sockets so she could stare at him in total disbelief. She leaned her head towards him more to gain as much eye-popping advantage as possible. Her hands, unbeknownst to her for a few moments, balled into fist by her sides and she said, “After all this..time..all..you…can…say…is ‘what would you like TO DO’?”

“Well yeah, Naressa,” said Enothchild with an earnest, dumb look on his face. “I mean after all you weren’t doing anything vitally important. I wasn’t either. I figured why not go for a walk. But since you didn’t say anything I assumed this is all you wanted to do.”

There was in Naressa’s mind a flicker of light as if an ancient match was being struck, its flame slowing burning at the end of it’s flint-carbon tip; slowly at first, but eventually burning down the length of the match. The adrenaline began to pump through her arteries and veins and her body shook a little from the efforts her body was now producing.

“I…did not want to go for a walk. You made me go on these stupid walks. I wanted to be left alone.”

“Actually, I only forced you to go on the first walk. After that it was all you.”

She closed her eyes and fought her emotions down, realizing her breaths were coming out at an angered pace. She knew what was associated with anger, and it was beginning to caress her body with sensual touches; her body quivered longingly where the Dark Side touched her and so she took her time before responding. “Fine. You made me go on a walk only the first time. And I went on my own free will all the other times. No sense debating over it now. Because when we get back, I want you out of my house and totally out of my life.”

“Make me,” he said, crossing his arms.

Naressa had an entire box of matches whoosh into flames in her mind now, and somewhere she imagined the Dark Side, as a living fire gnome, throwing fuel on the flame. If the situation weren’t so tense, she would laugh at the visualization. But she found herself suddenly unamused by his attitude. His immaculate-because-he’s-a-Jedi vibe he was producing was definitely getting to her, and thus making those molesting touches of the Dark Force work her over more and more. She didn’t want to be mad at him; she didn’t want to use the Dark Side anymore. But he was pushing her, in her opinion, for no good reason and she was getting sick of it. 

“Make you? You want me to make you?” Naressa just sighed and said, “You don’t want me to make you. You wouldn’t like me if I make you.” She closed her eyes again and did all she could to calm the fire down. “Just leave me be. Just go.”

“Because I will live longer,” he said with a snort, “Or because you won’t. I won’t leave you so you will take your own life or waste your life away.” He eyes formed into slits. “If you do, it will be because of Juna, wouldn’t it?”

Naressa watched the fire that was calming suddenly get a second gust of wind and it began to burn a forest down. The conflict…over Juna…and what he said…and what happened with Darth Sidious…She began to shake noticeably with great rage and furious anger; so much so she couldn’t say anything in rebuttal because all of her burning conscious was fighting to keep the Dark Side away and trying to calm down. Her lips curled back, exposing her teeth and betraying the possibility of fury ready to be unleashed.

Enothchild said, “Prove me wrong, Naressa. Shut me up. I’ve seen this kind of anger in many parents in my travels. That is parents that think they love their children. But in reality…they don’t.” 

 The surge of Dark Side energy hit her so fast Naressa had only one use for it. She aggressively raised her hand, growled out a months worth of frustration and the taking of verbal abuse and from her hand a large ball of purple light shot out, zipped past a diving Enothchild, and hit a small hill on the opposite side of the river. The area that was struck by the assault exploded, causing the upper portion of the hill to erupt like a volcano. Pieces of the ground that was ejected reached the sky just high enough to when it came down it actually reached them on their side of the river. The earth at the point of impact glowed from the heat of the attack, slowly melting the snow around it; the water from the melting touching the made molten rocks and causing mini geysers of steam to fog from them.

It took a few moments for Naressa to find her bearings and catch her wind; that small attack took a lot out of her. She kept her hand raised the entire time because it hurt, and she finally realized why; her once glove-covered hand was now shredded and badly burnt; pieces of leather melted to her skin; all caused by the Force. The pain finally caused her to drop to her knees and clutch at the wounded appendage. It had been a long time since she had used her dark powers and so out of touch she was with them she didn’t project the energy right at all, thus the end results with her hand.

Enothchild was all ready up and moving towards her. He kneeled down beside her, grabbed her by the arms and said, “Let me see.” She was hesitant at first, and finally she complied. He winced at the severity, and did so again when she let out an agony-produced moan when he only touched her right forearm. “I’m sorry.”

Naressa just couldn’t take it and leaned against Enothchild and began to cry. She tried to apologize to him for what she almost done to him. All that came out was sound but nothing that should have made sense to anyone. She felt him stroke her head and acknowledged to her that he understood by speaking calmly and quietly to her. Before she knew it, Enothchild had picked her up, cradling her carefully in both his large arms and carried her back towards Rapier Manor. She was still able to hold her wounded hand and continued to sob; silently cursing herself, cursing what she did, and cursing all she has done. 

Upon their return to Rapier Manor, Enothchild treated Naressa’s wounds with bacta salve and antibiotic burn treatment bandaging, and then took her back to her room to lay her down. He took off his Jedi robe and laid it on her to act like a blanket. To his relief Naressa accepted it and thanked him; apparently no hard feelings for what he said and made her do today. He did feel bad about what happened and he didn’t want her to be injured. But something happened today; at that moment of released anger and dark side energy the Naressa he knew had returned; the Naressa that accepted her Sith Maiden existence and the Naressa that treasured her Gessa. 

While he treated her wound he could sense her confronting herself privately in her mind, thinking about matters and trying to put them in context and understanding. This was good he needed her to think and look at things. The problem, though, was very evident: all her life, Naressa more or less has been a loner and has lived alone in spite of having a husband and a daughter. She was, by her own nature, a private person and so settling her troubled mind by herself in this regard would never be accomplished.

With all that in mind, it was obvious to Enothchild what Naressa was lacking: a close friend. She needed one desperately for really the only way she could get herself out of this situation was for her to talk about it openly with someone she could trust; to tell this person things that won’t be repeated and would be held in secret, that wasn’t related to her. In turn this will make her confront her problems, and perhaps her confessor challenge her as well to examine matters. 

To earn such trust, of course, one must have familiarity with the person they are trying to help.

After some meditation on the issue he actually did find some surprising similarities between he and Naressa and in the process he was forced to look back at why he was motivated to help her so. It was more than just about Juna now; strangely enough, it was about him as well. He had this feeling that before long both will benefit from this.

Later that night, Enothchild went to Naressa’s living quarters and knocked on the door. There was a stirring from her through the Force that told Enothchild that he had just awakened her. Maybe he should pursue this tomorrow, and he decided to leave.

Wait.

He heard her telepathic cry, which he briefly felt her presence. After a few seconds, Naressa pulled her presence back with this feeling of regret for having used the Force; she did not want to use it; it had betrayed her in some way. He could feel that, but of course like he told Juna a month ago the Force didn’t give him the reasons why she felt that way. The only way to find out was for him to go back.

Enothchild knocked on the door again. 

“Enter,” was her quiet reply. He did and found the main light switch. Naressa was all ready sitting up in her bed with a small desk lamp on, gathering and straightening out his Jedi robe. She held it out and said, “Thank you.”

He took it and put it back on. “Not a problem.” He grabbed a nearby chair and sat down in it by her side. “How’s your hand?”

“Better, I think,” she said with some doubt. “It doesn’t hurt anymore.”

“We’ll give it another day before we check it,” he said. “Of course if you use the Force you can check it now. Or even speed the healing.”

Naressa looked at him disappointedly. “I…really don’t have any use for the Force nowadays.”

“I see,” he mused. “That and Juna.”

He watched Naressa snap a hard gaze at him, but then it just melted away from her face. Closing her dark brown eyes, she said in hushed whisper, “Yes.”

“Why, Naressa?” She shifted around nervously, which Enothchild laid a hand down on her shoulder. “Look, I won’t judge you. Whatever it is it’s between you, me, and the Force. I won’t tell another living soul unless you want me to.” Naressa licked her lips nervously and stared at him with doubt in her eyes. “Haven’t I kept my word thus far? I have protected you and Juna. I would never betray you two.”

Enothchild drew Naressa’s attention totally towards him with gentle hands placed on her shoulders. “Please tell me. I want to help you.”

Naressa went to say something, and some noise came out of her mouth, but when she finished her exhale she stopped and shut her mouth closed. He was finding himself distraught by what she just did and he had to close his eyes as well. He said, “There is a young woman right now who would like to know why her mother will not acknowledge her existence. A young woman who loves her mother unconditionally and worships her mother everyday in her meditations and prayers. A young woman who knows and appreciates the fact that without you, she would not be all that she is, and above all she loves you.” Naressa began to cry again during his speech, and choked out a loud noise when he said that Juna still loved her. He let his large hands caress her face, and he said, “She loves you no matter how you may think of her.”

“Gessa, moi Gessa utterna soa I,” blurted out Naressa in old Corellian. She clutched herself and kept muttering out in the language. Enothchild didn’t know the language, but he knew the emotions being expressed in the words. No need for the Force to tell him that she was expressing great sorrow. And by the sounds of it about 5 years worth; Juna had referenced the change in her mother’s behavior to something that happened 5 years ago. Juna had said she felt Naressa generate a great surge of dark side power at the time. Perhaps that was the point of attack in which he needed to take now and go about getting to it slowly.

After she settled down, Enothchild gave her head a stroke and said, “What happened 5 years ago that has practically destroyed you so?”

Finally, Naressa looked at Enothchild, her lower lip quivering with sadden resolve and said, “I…I…I had a moment in my life…where I had regretted having given birth to Juna, all because of the Dark Side of the Force.”

“What?”

“I…cursed her and my own existences.” She wiped her face dry, only to begin shedding more tears. “I wished she was never born. I wished I wasn’t born.” She closed her eyes again. “Then I realized what I was saying and thinking. I couldn’t believe all that. I was…I was afraid…that Juna might find out and not love me anymore. Oh Force, tell me you’re not lying. Tell me again that she still loves me, please?”

“She still loves you, Naressa,” he told her and he watched her lower her head down in shame. “But she does feel that it’s her fault that you stay away and it hurts her.”

“No…I mean…oh Force, I am still thinking that way,” she blurted out before being overtaken by emotion again. “No, that’s not it either. I…I wanted to stay away so she wouldn’t know I thought of her in a bad light.” Naressa ran her hands through her hair to betray her feelings on not wanting to tell him everything. “I…I don’t want to contaminate her with my presence. My dark side presence so I pissed it away. I…I didn’t want her to…feel me anymore.”

“Feel you anymore?” Enothchild gave her head another stroke and said, “All this from a nightmare?”

“No,” she said quietly, and she looked at him, hesitating for a few seconds. Finally she said, “It was caused…by something said by someone that kind of brought everything that I have done in my life out in the open for me to examine and hate.”

Enothchild noted that she stopped short on purpose; she didn’t want mentioning hating Juna again. She didn’t hate Juna, but hated…

Enothchild said, “You fear Juna becoming the Dark Hope more so than ever. I mean, you fear that she will play more of a part in the prophecy.” Naressa nodded slowly, as if agreeing with his observation caused great pains physically in her neck. “Because of you?” He could tell that she was thinking; her eyes darted back and forth as if she were reading a text version of what he just asked very carefully. Again she acknowledged with a slow moving nod of her head. 

“Naressa, if Juna is to fall, it won’t be because of you or someone else. Granted others may influence her, but ultimately it is up to her to choose Light or dark. Just because Juna is born doesn’t make her evil.” He sighed when Naressa appeared to be not accepting at all with his point. “And what ever you may think, contrary to popular opinion some express in the galaxy from time to time, no one is born evil.”

Naressa slowly turned her head towards him. For the first time since coming here, her eyes projected confidence, which then reinforced her cold-toned words. “Really.”

Enothchild paused when she said that, actually finding himself a bit taken aback. It sounded more like an accusation of him lying than her conveying simple sarcasm of disbelief. More to it he practically believed he did tell a lie because of her answer; just the way she said it sounded more truthful than what he just said. He cleared his throat and sat back, finding that space between them actually seemed warranted at the moment. “Yeah really. Look at me, look at who I am.”

“A Jedi.”

“That’s just a way of existence to live in life, not what I was born as.” He let his hands touch his horns. “I’m a Vhinphyc. Based on ‘known fact’ I am supposed to be omnipotent in my mindset and hateful of others. That it is supposed to be my nature to look upon you and Juna and Dizzy and Muriel as inferior. Weak. Beings that do not deserve to draw breath around me. That I should have no remorse if I decided to kill you all because in the Vhinphyc view on life it is simple justification to kill off ‘ignorant’ beings.” He let his hands fall to his lap. “That when I am born…that is what I am.” He made a little noise through his nose and said, “You know…me and you are alike. Misconceived at first sight and brooding with doubt over ourselves sometimes.”

Naressa wiped her face off again and chuckled loudly. “I doubt that.”

“You’ll be surprise how much any two beings have in common anywhere in the galaxy do.”

She let out another chuckle of disbelief. “Enothchild…I’m a Sith Maiden.”

“And so is Juna. Me and her do share common interests in life.”

She stopped herself for a moment to look at him with a wrinkled brow. “What are you implying here?”

“If you see yourself as evil because you are a Sith Maiden, Naressa, then why isn’t Juna, who is a Sith Maiden, also evil?” Enothchild smiled at her. “If she is like you, and you believe that beings are born evil, then why in the hell does Juna like me, a being of good?” He grabbed her hand. “Because of you she has been raised to be good, Naressa. She wouldn’t be if you, yourself, wasn’t good.”

“You can’t say that,” said Naressa with a raised voice. She stood up and walked around. “I mean…I mean you can’t say that.”

“Why not?”

Naressa put her hands to her face in frustration, rubbing her eyes as she tried to find the right words to say. “Because…I don’t know, that’s your point of view that I am a good person. You are nothing like me and nowhere close to what I am.” She walked up to his sitting form and bent slightly forward to meet his gaze. “Believe me, we are not alike.”

Enothchild stood up and said, “Okay. Prove it.”

“Prove it?”

“Yeah, prove it. Now I said we were alike. Not much alike or greatly alike, but just alike. I think we have some similarities in both our lives. You think not, so I say prove that we don’t.” He held up a hand. “And the Force doesn’t necessarily count. Take Jedi and Sith, light and dark, Human, Vhinphyc, man, woman; put them aside. I mean elements in life like growing up and what we have experienced. You will begin to see the similarities as we talk.”

“But you shouldn’t be saying that. You don’t know me. You don’t know what it was like for me to grow up.”

“Then in order to prove me wrong, you better tell me about yourself. In exchange I will tell you about myself and we’ll compare notes. We can ask each other questions, which of course either one of us has the right not to answer. But when a question is not answered, or a fact is not revealed, then we will know someone is starting to see that they are wrong. Question is, Naressa, will it be you or will it be me?”

Naressa crossed her arms and glared at him. “What are you trying to do here?”

“What’s the matter, afraid of a challenge,” he asked smugly. “I thought you Corellians couldn’t say no to one. Or are you afraid? Then again, fear is supposed to be your ally. Clearly it is not. Wouldn’t want me to be right, now would you?”

And to his relief, Naressa shifted her weight to one leg, a clear sign of her Corellian ego being bruised. Sniffing her nose in an attempt to clear her clogged passageways from crying, she said afterwards, “All right. I’m game. But I have a condition.”

“Name them.”

“If we are so far apart in these similarities, even a preverbal inch, I want you out of this mansion. If we are close…you may stay.”

“Interesting,” he mused, rubbing his beard-covered jaw. “Question: how will we know? I mean how do we judge the other? After all I can say something and you can lie and say that it isn’t a similarity.”

Naressa’s ire got hot. “If you think I would lie…” She stopped, and switched her body weight to the other foot. “I see. And if I was to say something, you might make up something to keep yourself here.”

“Yeah, something like that.”

Naressa thought for a few moments, and then sighed depressively. Enothchild knew why too and did his best not to smile. Finally her eyes tracked there way back to his and she said, “I suggest that we use the Force during these conversations. That way a falsehood will be detected.”

Enothchild nodded, and then added, “A Force link.”

“Absolutely not!” Naressa stomped around the bedroom. “I won’t have you directly linking your mind to mine. Like you said, not everything is up for discussion and not every question needs to be answered.” She looked over her right shoulder at him, glaring disapprovingly. “There are…intimate moments I would like to keep to myself if you don’t mind.”

He gestured with his hands a bit, and then said, “Then do a one way like you did with Juna.”

She tensed up at first when she heard him said that. A subconscious Force link, where she can monitor him but not him monitor her. Naressa had used such a link to keep tabs on Juna undetected regardless where she went to make sure dark side influences were making their way to Juna. She dreaded doing it because Juna was unaware of it and it required a powerful anchor to maintain the link, a powerful form in the Force. In Juna’s case it was the reoccurring nightmare of Darth Vader.

But Enothchild was willing and conceding to go through this. Whatever it took to ensure trust between them.

Finally Naressa said, “Very well. If we are going to do this link, it will have to be tonight.” She gestured for him to lay down on her bed and he complied. Nervously, Naressa sat beside him and closed her eyes. “I need to build up my power. What I need you to do is put yourself in deep relaxation. All body, all mind. As you do, I will probe your mind. I need to in order to find something within you to latch onto mentally.”

“Very well,” he said and closed his eyes and began to breathe. Enothchild knew what these links involved and Naressa was giving him a silent warning; to keep such a link open and unhindered by the subject, the provider will use a strong emotion, either found in memory based on reality, the person’s imagination, or a combination of both, as an anchor. The side effects of this can be horrible nightmares so real a being experiencing them not equipped to handle it will falter. But he was a Jedi Master and knew what was coming; he could handle it, and he had to in order to be successful for Naressa’s sake. 

He could hear Naressa breathe and breathe, and before his Force senses drew back into his body he felt the dark side of the Force come from Naressa, slowly but surely growing in strength and expanding in size. It had been awhile since she used such high levels of power, and she had to take a few moments to collect herself he understood. The time seemed to slip by, and all the while Enothchild let himself float between consciousness and subconsciousness, his normal senses drifting off and on in the process.

Enothchild was faintly aware of something hovering over his face, and so he opened his eyes. It took a few moments for his eyes to adjust, but Naressa and her hands came into view. She looked at him with worry etched on her face; she feared hurting him and was having second thoughts about doing it. 

Enothchild let an assuring grin grow on his face. “I trust you.”

She heard that, and swallowed some air down and closed her eyes again for focus. When she opened her eyes again they were a sickly yellow that grew brighter and brighter with each beat of her heart. Naressa calmly spoke, as gently and as friendly as possible, but with the cold, murderous undertone in her voice it made it impossible. “I’ll be gentle. You have my word.”
Enothchild woke up and sat right up like a shot, overcome with a feeling of dreading panic; it felt like he was completely immobilized and someone had removed the top of his skull and was scooping his brain pieces at a time with a spoon, all the while conscious during it. But the feeling faded away, and he noted that he was on lying on his own bed in his own room in Rapier Manor. He was still fully clothed save for his boots and socks. He surmised that Naressa must have managed to take him back here and, very brave of her he might add, aired out his feet. He wondered if she used the Force to move him, or at least used it to save herself from the aroma of his stinky feet.

Drawing his said bad feet towards him and sitting with crossed legs, Enothchild closed his eyes and began to meditate. But the Force came to him very sluggishly at first, and those first few minutes of focus was spent trying to get a good hold of it. Eventually he achieved what he wanted and from there and the rest of the day he could use the Force without any problems.

As for talking with Naressa it didn’t happen, but for a good reason. Approaching her door after breakfast Enothchild could hear her talking to herself, and then she would say, ”Strike last sentence.” And start over again. Naressa was having a letter dictated via computer, and it was for Juna. Feeling that it was going to be an all day process he left her be; there was no rush to begin talking. It was a first step to reuniting the mother and daughter, but Naressa was right about one thing, something she said just before he left her: she has a long way to go before she is all right. There was still much to sort out.

The day ended and Enothchild turned in early. Wasn’t really anything that would keep him up, and he thought no point to. Besides he really hasn’t had a full nights sleep in several years. Nadja had told him that being lazy at least once in your life would not stop the universe, but just make sure the time is right to do it.

Now seemed like a better time than any…

The sunlight hit his face sooner than he perceived, and Enothchild let his amber eyes flutter open. The small window of his home had a cobweb dangling from the top of the windowsill; he forgot to dust yesterday. Nadja was going to kill him. She was a little prone to sneezing fits now, and it bothered her chest and pelvis every time she sneezed or coughed. Had to minimize the affects the enviroment has on her as much as possible.

He suddenly felt a stirring on top of him, hidden well underneath the bed blanket. He then felt soft, wet lips kissing his muscular stomach, and oh so slowly working their way upward towards his face. Enothchild pulled back on the blanket, and brown hair emerged and slowly proceeded his way. Brushing the hair back, he looked into her eyes and said, “Good morning.”

Nadja Moranna Sarch looked back at him and mumbled, “Morning.” She was too busy kissing his chest with her little mouth.

“You must be feeling good today.”

“Oh yeah,” she noted, finally stopping to engage him in conversation. She folded her arms across his chest and laid her small head on them like a little girl. “No bones ache. No festering spells of pain. Just in the mood to play.” 

Enothchild stared into her green emerald eyes and could look into them forever. He put his hand up to her cheek and suggested, “Maybe we should try another way.”

She smirked and said, “Okay, but I draw the line at contorting my body to where my legs touch my ears. I’m too old for that sort of thing.”

“No, I mean HAHAHAHAHAHAHA.” Enothchild fell for that one. Nadja was always quick with the wit, faster than her lightsaber swings.

“Oh, you mean…Jeez, I don’t know.” She looked down towards his right leg first. She looked down his left leg. Finally, she looked at him with a shaking head. “I can’t push and hold your big ass legs up that high for very long.”

He snorted and chuckled for a while after that as she just smiled at him gleefully with a twinkle in her eyes. Nadja knew what Enothchild meant originally; he wanted to look for a possible solution to why the Force was killing her ever so slowly and painfully at times. Yesterday she couldn’t feel or use her lower body at all, and there was an accident or two on her part made aware when the stench reached her nose. It was beyond embarrassing, and she did cry. She was ever grateful to him for cleaning her up without making a fuss, but Enothchild told her that is what a man does for the woman he loves. What kept him motivated was the life in her eyes, and her need to live life to the fullest.

Like now, she didn’t want to talk about cures to a problem that has none. Nadja Moranna wanted to make love to him. Passionate-if-it-were-her-last-breath kind of love, to her end she wanted to be his mate. In her opinion Enothchild Sarch made her a complete woman when biologically she was not. In these last days of her life she wanted more than pain in her dying memories. He knew what she wanted. She wanted to shudder not from the cold but from his touch. She wanted to be warm not from a fever but from his embrace. She did not want to sweat because a fever broke but because they engaged in heavy physical activities with one another. She did not want tortured lips from dehydration but from kissing him too much. All she wants from him is love in all forms.

Enothchild silently nodded to her to acknowledge her want at the moment. Nadja pulled herself up and kissed him deeply. In response he wrapped his large arms around her, about the middle of her back and gave her a light, snuggly hug…

SNAP!
Nadja picked her head up to screamed in great pain. Enothchild felt his arms compressing her back to where her spine actually puncher through her abdomen. In a span of shocked heartbeats he watched her go from being happy to her reaction from him accidentally breaking her back to the light in Nadja’s eyes fading as blood poured out of her mouth like a rushing stream, her own teeth cutting the river outpouring so it dribbled into different directions…

Enothchild woke up from his terrible slumber and for several minutes he laid there in the bedroom, in Rapier Manor, on the planet Naboo, working his hands over his chest and on the rest of the bed without him actually looking around. He wanted to make sure it was only a nightmare. What had happened didn’t happen here, that it what he just witness didn’t happen at all. It was only a nightmare.

If it were so, why was he still shaking? 

Why did it feel so real?

Why does he believe that is what really caused Nadja’s death?

Enothchild said, “No. She died…in my arms…but on Clyon Tower and not in pain.” He quickly drew himself into a meditative position, breathed in, and tapped the Force upon letting the air out. The whole concept did its job as matters became clear and what was known in fact came back to him. All was calm, and soon he found the peace he knew that existed within him. Soon he laid back down and just let his thoughts drift away until the first rays of sunlight hit his face. He didn’t fall asleep again until the next night.

The following day found Enothchild and Naressa strolling through the Southern quadrant of the Rapier Manor estate. It took time, but eventually when they got far away from the immense structure it seemed to him that she was a little more at ease to speak. She just didn’t want to go first.

Enothchild conceded to her silent wishes and said, “I miss my childhood.”

“I don’t,” muttered Naressa, answering quickly. “I hated being so little and vulnerable. Unable to do things because of my age and not because of anything else.”

“Was it really all that bad,” he asked ready to doubt her answer.

She slowed a little in her walk. “No.” Her eyebrows rose briefly. “I just wished there was more of the good. There never was.”

“Like what?”

“Being with my father.” She let a big smile grow on her face. “He was a busy man with taking care of me and working hard. He used to be a woodworker.” She held up her hands and made gestures. “Use to make these tiny figurines and on occasion construct these micro-sized pieces of art that took him years to finish. I loved helping him with those projects. To me that was play time.”

Enothchild nodded slowly and said, “No friends?” She nodded her head. “Because of certain…dark matters?”

“You could say that. My father felt that there was that chance that I would take things, like teasing, too seriously.”

He nodded, understanding and keeping it in mind. “Sounds like me.”

Naressa eyed him with a shrunken eyed gaze. “You? A potential master of disaster?”

“Well, not by plan or design,” he said with a chagrin. “There was that chance when I was little that I would take things out of context and injury someone.” He tapped his left horn with his hand. “I had these since I was 10 years old.”

“10 in juvenile Vhinphyc years, or 10 in Coruscant standard years?”

“Coruscant years,” he corrected himself, forgetting that in his youth a Vhinphyc ages once every 3 years. So being 10 by that standard, Enothchild would have been just over 3 years of age. “They, of course, took their sweet time growing and oh…was it horrible. But anyways it wasn’t so much that I would cause damage because people were picking on me, but because they felt I would react out of fear.”

Naressa looked at him and then stared out into the vast snow landscape. “I have trouble actually seeing you as being little, and afraid.”

“Oh, I was. I was. I went out in public, I put a death grip on my mother’s leg or I would climb up her to get off the ground.” He suddenly laughed. “You want to hear a story?” She nodded. “Okay, there was this one time many, many years ago, and I had to be…12 Coruscant standard, just over 4 years old, and my mother was taken me to see the Jedi Council…”

Outside the Jedi Council in the waiting area, the turbolift opened and Jedi Knight Anka-Dee Sura’brio stepped out. Looked left. Looked right. Finally she turned and said, “It’s all clear, my Son.”

“Are you sure,” said the tiny voice from the lift. “Did you sniff the air?”

Anka-Dee, with her genetically enhanced sense of smell, sniffed the air, paused, and noted, “Soo-Si Gheruit has been through here recently. But you know him to be a good guy, don’t you? He wouldn’t hurt you.”

Young Enothchild Sarch Sura’brio giggled and said, “He’s stinky. He always nukes our fresher.”

“Hence why I know he’s been through her.” She smiled and held out her hand. “Come on now.”

Very quickly, young Enothchild ran and hid behind his Human mother. And in a record pace jumped on her back and scampered up to her upper back, looking over her shoulder with just his eyes and upper portion of his face in view. 

Anka-Dee sighed and said, “Okay, do you feel safe there?” He nodded. “Very well. But you must be brave and stand on your own two feet when we face the Jedi Council. They have questions to ask you and if you are afraid they will ponder why.” As she moved towards the doors, she asked, “Why are you afraid today? We’re amongst friends here, you know that.”

Little Enothchild mumbled, “Because the place is scary.” He looked to his left and to his right. “It’s like the place has eyes.”

“It’s the Force you feel, Enothchild. From within you, and the others all around us.”

“I know.” He then whispered in her ear, afraid someone might hear it and take it the wrong way. “But what if they don’t like me?” 

“You know, Master Yoda is here and he likes you. If he likes you so will the others, so there is nothing to be afraid of.” Anka-Dee sighed a little in defeat, reminding herself from the ‘Son’ disk her Vhinphyc husband and wife gave her said that young Vhinphyc were, by nature, scared all the time except when surrounded by ultra familiarity like their home within the Temple; outside of that he was a stranger in a strange land.

 Once they got near the doors, young Jedi Knight Soo-Si Gheruit came out and greeted Anka-Dee. She smiled and pondered, “Another successful diplomatic mission?”

“And how,” said the smallest of the two Jedi. Soo-Si let his green eyes track Enothchild and he said, “Hey Kid, how are you?”

Enothchild barely looked over Anka-Dee and said with a quiet voice, “Fine.”

“Eh? What’s with the gloom?” He leaned close and asked, “Do I…owe you money?” Enothchild shrunk away and Soo-Si smelled his breath at that point, hoping to bring a laugh out of the young boy. “Hey, I was just at your home last week. Don’t you remember?”

“You have to excuse him, Soo-Si,” said Anka-Dee apologetically. “You get a young Vhinphyc outside his home and the world to him is too cruel to comprehend and exist in. There’s no real safe zone for him right now, even around people he knows.”

“Ah. Well, don’t be afraid of me, or the Wise Guys in Brown in there.” Soo-Si thumbed behind him. “Just imagine they are naked.”

Anka-Dee visibly showed her disgust; Soo-Si was her friend, but sometimes he was just a little over the top on things, especially around her son. He liked Enothchild, and he wanted him to feel welcomed to the Jedi Order, but his choice of words was all ways trivial. And besides that Anka-Dee WAS imaging the Jedi Council naked now. She won’t necessarily get the image out of her head when they go in there fast enough.

But before she could counter it, the doors opened and Master Hon-Lu Verdasa appeared and said, “Knight Sura’brio, we need to speak to you alone before we talk to Enothchild.”

“Oh, uh…” She could feel Enothchild grip her back even tighter upon hearing that news: him, be left out here all alone? Without his mother to protect him? Her eyes drifted and found Soo-Si looking at her. “Soo-Si, could you watch Enothchild, please?”

“Sure,” he said, and he held out his hands.

“Go on, Enothchild.”

With that, Enothchild hesitated at first, and then like a tree primate leaped from her back and into Soo-Si’s arms. He shook a little in distress and said to his mother, “Don’t be long.”

“I won’t. I promise.” Anka-Dee gave Enothchild a quick kiss on his cheek and then disappeared behind the closing door.

Soo-Si carried Enothchild over to the nearby waiting bench and sat down. He looked at him and said, “Hey, don’t be afraid. There’s nothing to be scared about.” Still quivering, the young Jedi sat Enothchild beside him, thought, and said, “You don’t want to be afraid when you talk to Yoda, do you?” He shook his head no. Smiling, Soo-Si looked around, and then got close. “Okay, then whenever you feel scared in there, this is what you have to do…”

Anka-Dee emerged from the Council chamber a few minutes later and said, “They’re ready for you, Enothchild.” She held out her hand and like a shot Enothchild ran over to grab it. “Thank you, Soo-Si.”

Soo-Si got up from the bench and said, “Don’t mention it. Now Enothchild, remember what I told you.”

The little Vhinphyc nodded and Soo-Si turned and left. Anka-Dee bent down to him and said, “Be brave. They won’t hurt you.”

They walked in hand and hand, and Enothchild did the best he could to make himself visible to the Jedi Council. That was important here, he couldn’t be afraid of them. It was only a few questions they wanted to ask them. That was all.

When they got to the center of the room, Anka-Dee bowed to Master Yoda and the others, while Enothchild hid a little behind Anka-Dee. With an assuring, gentle hand she guided him carefully back around so he stood in front of her and before the others.

Master Yoda smiled at the young Vhinphyc, hoping to put the young one at ease with his kind eyes and elfin physical disposition. He helped a little, but as Yoda spoke, Enothchild could feel the others looking at him and he began to worry. “Greetings, young Enothchild. Questions we have of you. Judge your feelings, we will. Anything to say, before we begin?”

Everyone, and Enothchild made this clear in his mind that EVERYONE, was now looking at him, and they gave him a small smile of reassurance. But he couldn’t help it. They were so alien to him. They all had control over the powers that he himself possessed. If they didn’t like what he answered they could easily make him disappear by thinking it. He then recalled what Soo-Si had told him to give him strength during this. Feeling his fear making him queasy, he decided to put the plan into action.

And with a deep breath and a good, long stare at Yoda, Enothchild Sarch Sura’brio said without any hesitation in his tiny boyish voice, “I have a penis.”

 Naressa Rapier literally exploded with levels of hysterical laughter that was very uncharacteristic of her, actually falling on the seat of her pants as she lost the ability to breathe normally. Tears of joy instead of tears of depression trickled from her brown eyes to cover her flushed face to add more scenery to her expression of amusement. Enothchild stood nearby with a bright red, blushing face that showed off his chuckled filled smile.

Trying to talk, she said, “I…can’t…believe…HAHAHAHAHAHAHA!”

“It’s true, I swear,” he chuckled, in which Naressa just kept laughing. She knew it was a true story through the Force link she had with him. “I had no clue what I was saying. I just went by what Soo-Si said.”

“Oh…please…what was everyone’s reaction?”

He began to finally lose his composure and said, “Well…”

Anka-Dee’s eyes rounded as big as flying saucers upon hearing her son say that. Where did he pick that up? All ways carefully of what she said around him. Then it occurred to her: Soo-Si Gheruit. It had to be him the practical joker of the Jedi Order. Oh, he was going to get it… 

Members of the Jedi Council just looked at him; some in shock, while one or two were in the process of using the Force to keep from going into rounds of laughter. Their waning focus too obvious as the grins just kept growing slowly upon their faces. All three females on the Council got up and left, laughing as they disappeared out of sight to try and collect themselves. The cuteness of the whole scene was too much to absorb for any Jedi Knight and before long Anka-Dee had to giggle.

Yoda looked at young Enothchild with rapidly blinking eyes. He finally said in his gravely, kind voice, “Doubtful of that fact I am not. Take your word for it I do.”

Naressa didn’t stop laughing for a good ten minutes, not caring about getting a wet bottom in the process from all the sitting she did. After a while Enothchild helped her to her feet and the two of them just kept giggling as they kept walking for the next few minutes. Finally she said, “Oh that was good.”

“And it worked too,” he said. “After that I wasn’t afraid of them. I realized that they were capable of feeling like I was and I could talk to them. I was still apprehensive of others, but not as bad as I was before the event.”

“I will remember that one,” she said. “That is just great.”

“You ever have one of those moments? You know, something childish and cute?”

She thought for a moment, smiled, and said, “It’s nowhere near as funny as yours, but I did have one of those moments…”

“Naressa, Honey,” said Jacen Solo, looking high and low for his 5-year-old daughter until he found her playing with her plastic dolls under her bed. Perplexed, the elder Solo asked, “What are you doing under there?”

Little Naressa Solo just stared at him with her cute little eyes and said, “Well, it’s suppose to be night time in a deep, dark underground dungeon and my dollies have been bad.” She held up her smiling, happy faced dolls, and all of them had twine wrapped around them to prevent their escape. “They are prisoners of Underworld of Cheeops.”

Sighing and giving her a look of concern, he said, “Okay. Well, I need you to stop playing for a moment. There is someone here I would like you to meet.” He watched her crawl out and taking one look at her, frowning. “You don’t have to wear your rain cloak for this. Honestly, my Juna, so you have to wear that?”

Despite calling her by her nickname, Juna was the ancient Corellian goddess of love and a name of affection her father usually called her by to soothe her, Naressa didn’t like what he was suggesting his little goddess of love do. Naressa drew her black rain cloak around her tightly and began to pout with shiny eyes. She loved her rain cloak; she saw nothing wrong with wearing it. It was her little item of security, something to help her get through the day as a tiny girl. She felt safe with it on. “But I want to.” She whined on ‘to’ a good long time and was ready to cry.

Jacen said, “Okay, okay, stop crying. Naressa, you can wear the rain coat, just stop crying.” Happy again, Naressa ran quickly out of her room and into the living room. Arriving, there was a woman slightly younger than her father waiting there for her. Jacen caught up with his daughter and said, “Naressa, this is Misses Alorna Babtree. She is a in home teacher.”

“Hello, Naressa,” said the teacher. She leaned forward towards a suddenly dejected little Sith Maiden. “May I call you Naressa?”

“No,” said Naressa. Mrs. Babtree felt wrong to her and it was obvious why; she was stupid and dressed like she’s looking for a date. The level of incompetence was so omnipresent it threatened to drown everyone in the room if it was actually water. She concluded why she was here; her father felt that she needed to learn things. 

“Naressa,” said Jacen with a corrective tone. “Be nice.”

Naressa looked at him with sadness in her eyes. She wanted to do good by him after all. Her father loved her so much he just wanted the best for her. “I’m sorry, Papa.”

“That’s okay, Mister Solo,” she said, and then kind of acted a little strange, almost flirty to her father. “A child always reacts negatively to strangers in the home, especially a strange woman entering a home where the child is without a mother. And this is the first day.”

Naressa felt it would be her last if she had anything to say about it. She just did not like this woman. Who did she think she was, her mother? Then the last straw was reached when the woman put her hand on Jacen’s shoulder, letting her fingers flirt across the front just noticeably. “I promise to take good care of her with her education.”

“Okay,” said Jacen strangely; Naressa knew her father thought it was annoying for Babtree to have done that, but being the example of good for his daughter the elder Solo just pulled away, walked up to Naressa, and gave her a hug and a smooch on the top of her head. “Do good. Be good.”

“I will, Papa,” said Naressa, and watched her father leave to go work in the wood shop only in the adjacent joining room. With him gone, it was just her and ‘mother’.

Sure enough Babtree acted like it as Jacen left them alone and Mrs. Babtree began to order her around; sit here, take this, watch that, and so on. Finally she pulled out a large data board, held it up, and with a light pen wrote down an arithmetic problem. She asked, “Can you solve that?”

Naressa looked at it and asked, “Do you think I’m dumb?”

The teacher paused for a moment and then said, “No. Why do you say that?”

“That’s not hard.”

“Then can you answer it?”

“I won’t.”

“Why not?”

“Because it’s dumb and I’m not dumb.”

Mrs. Babtree didn’t look too happy and said, “Okay, how about multiplication?”

“Booooooorrrrrrrrrrriiiiiiiiinnnnnnnnnnnggggggg.”

She looked at Naressa and said, “Oh, so you feel that you are smart?”

“Smarter than you,” Naressa said with pure bravado. 

“Okay,” said Babtree with a little inpatients now in her voice, not really liking Naressa’s tone at the moment. To show the little girl off, she wrote down a mass index calculation and said, “Can you do that?”

“3.”

Babtree looked at the equation written down, making sure she didn’t write the answer after the equal sign; Naressa answered that very fast without any thought to it. Perplexed, she turned to look at the raincoat wearing little girl and said, “You guessed.”

“Only fools guess,” said Naressa proudly, somehow her cute little angelic voice actually sounding as if she was being sickened by Babtree’s examples of growing incompetence, her voice taking on the tone of harmful intent on her part. “And follow the foolish. In short, I am not a fool.”

“Well, how about this one?” Babtree wrote the equation down, a planetary series theorem equation…

“5.349.”

Babtree heard that just before she completed writing down the equals sign. She did the math in her head, in which suddenly little Naressa said, “Don’t blow a fuse.”

Finding that the little girl was correct, the in home tutor said a little rudely, “Well, let’s see you answer this one.” She began to write down a complex cyber equation, complete with powers with no value other than negative. When Naressa didn’t answer right away, the woman felt she had won. No way was this girl that smart, she was only lucky. She wrote down the last number in the equation…

“It is 2 to 6,900th power,” was Naressa’s immediate reply.

And the teacher let the pen drop from her hand in shock: impossible! Babtree herself didn’t know the answer to the equation right away and had to do her own calculations on her data pad. Completed, she discovered that the little banshee was right. Seeing Naressa’s toothy grin which featured her upper two front teeth missing, the teacher picked up the pen and arrogantly quick said, “I wasn’t finished.” With that, she added another number…

“2 to 7,439th power.”

And another…

“2 to 89,394th power”

And another…

“If you keep this up, the equation will pop like a infinity balloon, just like your head with your spiking blood pressure.” She then added rudely, “Don’t want to do that in front of my Papa. You are all ready too ugly.”

The teacher shook her pen at Naressa, “Now look here you little so and so-.”

Suddenly, Naressa broke down in tears and wailed uncontrollably. It increased in volume and consistency to the point that if someone were outside they would wonder what was going on. Mrs. Babtree was perplexed at what was going on and said, “Oh, I’m sorry. Don’t cry, sweetie.”

Suddenly Jacen came storming back in from his work shop and saw Naressa. He looked right at Babtree and said, “What in the hell do you think you’re doing?”

“I-I-I,” she could only stammer out.

Naressa grabbed her head and pointed at her accusingly as if Babtree committed a great crime. In a bawling fit, she screamed, “She’s being mean to me! She gives me these equations, and she calls me stupid when I don’t answer them! I don’t understand them, Papa, I don’t!”

Jacen took one look at the equations, and then said, “Out!”

“But-But-But…”

“Call my daughter stupid, eh? What’s wrong with you? She’s just a child for crisis sakes! She can’t do equations like that, are you insane? She’s 5 years old!” 

He grabbed the learning tools, the woman’s coat, and the woman by the arm and rudely escorted her to the front door. Jacen said, “If they are all rude like you at the tutorship, I don’t want any of you around my daughter. I want my money back.”

Finally in frustration, Babtree screamed, “That little girl is…is a wicked little girl.”

Jacen gave her a look of pure hatred and said, “Oh yeah? I’m going to call your employers and complain about not only your rudeness towards my little girl, but for your pure ignorance and flirtiest ways.”

“What!”

“Yes! You don’t know jack shit about children and I’m willing to bet you don’t have any. You wanta know why? Because you’re ugly inside as well as outside, and you care more about getting into my pants than what my daughter needs.” With that, Jacen threw her stuff on the muddy ground and began stomping on it. All the while Babtree did all she could to fret over it. “Good riddance.”

Just before he closed the door hard on her face, Babtree looked up and noticed a teary eyed Naressa Solo, with her black rain cloak hood up, holding up a data pad with the biggest, whitest, tooth-gapped grin on her beautiful face. On the screen was the numbers: 2 to the 110x10 to the 22nd power. 

The last answer to the last adjustment the tutor had made to the equation.

Enothchild laughed a little and shook his head in amusement. He joked, “Boy you were a bad, bad little girl.”

“I tried not to be,” said Naressa, chuckling a little. “And she was hitting on my father, the stupid tramp.” She looked down with a smile on her face. “I cared about my father. I was actually more afraid for him than he was for me. He pushed himself to do things for me, making 24-hour days longer to accommodate me. And all I could do was nothing until his end.” She looked at Enothchild and said, “Sounds like your mother had her hands full too.”

“She did.” He conceded. “It also seems like we both were afraid of a lot of things when we were children.”

Naressa stopped walking and looked at him, making eye contact once he turned around to face her. She was silent for a very long time, judging what he just said, going over it word for word. She took into account what he had said days ago, that to put Jedi and Sith matters aside and just focus on everything else. Once she did, she could feel it: the similarities were there; both growing up in well-sheltered childhoods filled with fears. For once, with the way things were in these discussions, Naressa did not feel quite that unique in the universe. 

“Perhaps,” she said in a relaxed tone, and left it at that. Enothchild didn’t need to rub the fact in, and so let her get away with her short answer. But he knew Naressa saw his point.

They have begun to turn a corner just now. He was curious how much more it would take to complete the turn.

Winter gave way to spring.

Both Jedi Master and Sith Maiden continued there discussions through the change of the season, and not always were they having these close knit talks on long walks outside Rapier Manor. Nor did they occur everyday; at one point Naressa didn’t talk to Enothchild for nearly two weeks. It was fine by him as patients was still the key here, as well as in anything else, at this time. There was this tremendous need to help Naressa immediately, but to push was only to push a person back. This was a need to pull her out slowly, as if removing her from a field of razor grass to keep potential small cuts to a minimum when necessary and seriously avoid creating large wounds that will never heal.

And so when they talked, it had meaning and similarity, as well as variety. Enothchild told Naressa one day how his mother had to teach him to properly rub his horns; as a Vhinphyc’s horns grow out the act of growing is so irritating that Vhinphycs need to rub their heads against something to relieve the problem; part of it was a primal act of maturity since ancient mating glands were still in existence in those areas and once in a great while those glands swell with fluid and the only way to gain relief is to rub. 

Anka-Dee took young Enothchild to a tree outside the Jedi Temple and literally rubbed her head against the trunk, which drew a large crowd of onlookers. Most of them Snot Noses; pre-Padawan initiates so named for their lack of decency towards some folks. The act, of course, was embarrassing for Enothchild until he took her lead. Nothing felt so wonderful in his life.

Naressa’s matching story was all too obvious: her father trying to explain how to use feminine hygiene products. It was funny how given how smart she was that the most basic, fundamental things in life were not know to her, and so this was one of those times. It was strange and it didn’t make sense; her father used a lot of ‘you take this thingy’ and ‘you place it here’; of course he didn’t point out or explain what he meant by ‘here’. After three hours he finally took her to a female doctor and had the whole situation quickly squared away. It was embarrassing, but Naressa knew her father was doing the best he could under the circumstances.

But there were still other matters that occurred; every once in a while, Enothchild would have a nightmare about Nadja, and it coincided with when he thought of her deeply. They were all horrible; some of it actual events that had happened, but the outcomes changing to where Nadja dies. And in some way it would be his fault.

Naressa looked and felt a lot better, but there was still a lot on her mind. She wanted it all out of the way before she actually went to see Juna and spend time with her. However the communication between them improved. Letters were replaced with both letters and comm calls. Much progress was made, and both felt better because of it.

Spring gave way to summer. And Enothchild was in a rush to leave. 

The news was both tragic and unsettling: a section of Capricorn City on the planet Mohenvin was violently destroyed by what was described as an ‘uncharacteristic’ explosion. After catching it on the holovid Enothchild felt something through the Force about the situation and was going to get Dizzy, or even charter a flight some other way to go there. However Naressa offered a ship and a crew from her personal staff. He took her up on her offer and left, promising to return soon.

He did return, but through the Republic Navy after he had sent Naressa’s lent ship and crew back. She greeted him, but she didn’t need to see the look on his face to know how he felt what happened there pain him. The Force link told her much and the impression was that Enothchild Sarch felt very guilty over inaction. That, and a whole lot more.

The next day Naressa and Enothchild were in the Observatory when she asked, “Mohenvin. You want to talk about it?”

He sighed and said, “I thought we were focusing on you.”

She sat down in the large chair that was connected to the large, ancient glass telescope. “And I thought me and you were alike? If it is true, then you are just as easily plagued by depression as I.” Enothchild very silently agreed, leaning against the railing not far from her and crossing his arms. “What’s wrong?”

“I…let some people down,” he said reluctantly at first. “I had the power to save them, and I didn’t use it. Now they are dead.”

“What power do you have that reaches beyond your natural senses?”

“I don’t mean the Force. I was given authority to do what it took to apprehend and/or protect the Vhinech and I was too loose with it. I…let a good and descent man decide his fate in regards to going to Sanctuary, and now he and his entire family are dead. You see they moved to Capricorn City from Bespin after they refused to take me up on my offer.” Enothchild looked at Naressa and could see what he perceived as non-reaction to the situation. Given that it was the Vhinech he knew Naressa did not care; to her, after what happened to Juna, all the Vhinech could just die for she cared. But he couldn’t be that way. “Maybe I shouldn’t talk about it.”

“Why? Because I could care less about the Vhinech?” Naressa folded her arms together. “You’re right, I don’t. But I care how their deaths affect you. You gave them a chance to leave at the time?”

“Yes. There was a killer hunting down Vhinech and prior to my arrival at Bespin she had slaughtered a Vhinech family there. When I got there I tracked down one of the two remaining left. He was a Human-Vhinech trying to be Human, living in peace. Never did he take a Giver of Life and he was trying to reconcile himself. So I gave him a choice, stay or go.”

“And he chose to stay obviously, and then took his family to Mohenvin. And the killer caught up with them, right?” She watched him nod his head. “Enothchild, he made his bed. He slept in it. You gave him the out, and he didn’t take it. Look what happened: he jeopardized his life, and he did his family’s. You are not to blame here.”

“I was supposed to detain Vhinech, Naressa,” he said in retort. “I was supposed to arrest them regardless of who they were.”

“And you choose not to. Why?”

Enothchild sighed heavily. “I know from having lived my life that each individual is independent from a group. Look at me and you for example: a Vhinphyc who cares for others and a Sith Maiden who actually doesn’t want to rule the universe. We come from backgrounds that suggested we do otherwise. I felt in my heart that not all the Vhinech were evil. That they didn’t do the things some others have done and I was right. With the loss at Evramora they found an out from the nightmare. I can’t force those who did no wrong into imprisonment.”

He swallowed hard. “And yet…such a line of thinking just got a family killed.”

Naressa got up and walked over to him. “Look at me.” He did and she continued. “I know of a man that told my Gessa that the choices we make ultimately determine our destinies. I find that fitting, for I believe that we are controlled by fate. It is one and the same; we make a choice that leads us to our established demise.”

“But we can’t see our demise.”

“Exactly, and neither did that Vhinech. You chose to give him a choice. That is not your fault. That is you being the kind and reasonable creature that you are.” She reached out and grabbed his hand, giving the large appendage a good squeeze. “There is an old proverb: those who smell smoke and don’t heed it are doomed to die by it in some way. It is not because of the smoke, or the possible flames associated with it, but just that non-reaction to a warning alone may lead to one’s death. But that is due to that individuals own thinking, not someone else’s.” 

Naressa looked at their joined hands, and she let go, feeling that she had been hanging on to it for too long. Much like hanging on to her own thoughts of dread. “I should know a lot about feeling guilty, but I know that sometimes it isn’t my fault at all. Things happen, Enothchild. You have kind of made me remember that in the past few months. Things happen for a reason, and in this context it happened because one decision affected the other. However…we don’t see the outcomes until it happens.” She crossed her arms to mimic him. “Take this in consideration, Master Jedi. You are a child, you pick up a small pebble and you throw it at a group of very large boulders that rest on a cliff, which does nothing at the time. Years later, say now, those boulders suddenly fall off the cliff and destroy a small town that was built near the cliff during those passing years. Now do you blame yourself for that?”

Enothchild blinked in realization. “No.”

“Why not? You casted the first stone? You may have started the whole process?”

He stood up straighter and said, “But there has to be other seen, or even unseen variables involved. And it doesn’t necessarily mean that something I did…” Enothchild stopped as Naressa’s right eyebrow cocked up, signaling to him that he just made her point. He let out a snort and said, “You’re right.”

“It’s a burden to be right,” she said with that smirk of hers, kind of giving her the familiar aura of superiority she had projected during those times when they first met. A little condescending and egotistical, but she wasn’t like that all the time when she gave anyone the smirk. In this case she was being jokingly friendly with him.

Naressa sat back down in the chair and said, “Sometimes you care too much, Enothchild. It’s admirable, but you do have to watch how and where you distribute your feelings.”

Enothchild was kind of amazed by her insight and said, “For a minute there I thought you sounded like a Jedi.”

“Don’t be insulting,” she said with a wink.

He laughed a little along with her, and then said, “You could say the same for you, you know.” Naressa was looking through the eyepiece when he said that, playing with the aperture controls; she stopped when he said that and didn’t look at him. “In your case you care about Juna too much. It sounds rude of me to say that, but I can’t help it. You are doing everything you can to protect and shield her from darkness, and you have went so far as to include yourself in that equation, separating yourself from her.” Enothchild craned his head to the right. “You do too much, like I do.”

Naressa didn’t look at him. “I do so for good reasons. With my heart and my soul. Knowing who she is.” Who, not necessarily what, meaning not Juna being her daughter, but being the Dark Hope.

“You still took the chance at having a child, Naressa, knowing what the results would be. And you know why? Because like you told me just now it’s due to the fact that you don’t know what one event in the past will do in the future.” He strode over and placed a firm hand on her shoulder. “Being the Dark Hope of the Sith does not mean Juna is going to be evil. The Jedi Enlightenments do tell of a dark time, but it does not say that the Dark Hope is the direct cause.” He moved in closer and said gently in her ear, “It means…you didn’t do any wrong by giving birth to your Gessa.” 

Naressa continued not to look at him, her body still and her eyes unblinking as she listened to everything he was saying. She was calm and collected, pondering all he has said. At the same time she was re-examining her own words to him, striking cords of truth within her. In spite of the facts at hand and in secret, in which her unholy union with Darth Sidious was how Juna came to be, they were mute points nonetheless. Things happen, they do for a reason, and just over 16 years ago such a thing happen to where she achieved conception and nine months afterwards gave birth to a beautiful baby girl. Those all occurred not because the universe demanded it or the Force required it, but because she needed to have someone in her life she could hold, and raise, and watch do great and good things. She believed in her Gessa being a compassionate creature more than she believed her Gessa being an utterly cryptic prophecy about a Dark Side omen of doom.

She did then. And after nearly 6 years she was believed it now.

Naressa finally looked at him and said, “You’re right.”

Enothchild just smiled a little and said, “It’s a burden to be right.” He could see her still needing to think and he said, “I’m going to give you some privacy. I need to check in with the Temple anyways.” He turned towards the stairs.

“Enothchild,” she spoke up and he came back up after he had gotten near the bottom. She asked the question that has bothered her so since his arrival. “Why do you care about me?”

He kind of tilted his head to one side and looked away. Too quickly, he said, “Because you’re Juna’s mother. And you are a good person, Naressa. I think good people don’t need to suffer. I hate to see it.” 

“I see.”

He took a step up and began to cover his reactive answer. “Why did you ask?”

“Because after all this time,” she said with a very caring tone, “I think you are trying too hard to save me.”

Enothchild looked away for a moment, and then looked at her and said, “I do so for good reasons.” He turned and proceeded down the steps, hinting a little bit of wanting to leave more quickly than previously.

Naressa held herself and looked on. Thoughts flowed in her head as she quietly meditated, finding what he said, a repeat of what she said only a few moments ago, strangely eerie. She let out a breath and closed her eyes, letting not just now but also the past 8 months circulate in her mind and soul, reviewing matters piece by piece. It took longer than expected, eventually taking another hour or so. The Dark Side finally conveyed a plausible solution…and it puzzled her at first: it showed her the book ‘A Knight is Born’, the book that Enothchild’s wife Nadja Moranna wrote. She didn’t quite understand the significants until, in her minds eye, the book fell apart page by page. Then the pages that fell out onto the ground faded away and reappeared in the book, good as new.

Naressa opened her eyes and whispered, “Oh my. I didn’t think…” She felt a little ill having had Enothchild being here over her now. And the Force link…

Naressa got up and proceeded to go find Enothchild. She didn’t mean to make him suffer. But all this time she was and it had to stop.

Enothchild didn’t make his transmission to the Jedi Temple. In fact he hadn’t made one in a long time; the last time he actually talked to another Jedi was when he went before the Council prior to coming to Naboo on Juna’s request. They weren’t necessarily requiring him to call them or leave a message with them, but it would have been practical and convenient of him to let them know where he was in case the Vhinech situation, or some other problem in the universe, escalated. And he wasn’t necessarily failing to contact them because of his need to protect Naressa. He just couldn’t explain why he wasn’t doing it.

He found himself in the Grand Corridor and the Walls of Vision, sitting on the lip edge of Bendian Rapier’s monument and staring hard at his long shafted lightsaber. Naressa’s words had struck him and he kept asking ever since he left her that if they true; they were so similar to what Yoda and Mace Windu and Qualeggoes had said to him in the Council Chamber. That he put so much of himself into others and doing everything he could to be acceptable to people that fear him. All his life he never wanted to harm another and promised himself that it would never happened, and yet some of his actions have caused harm, or even death. 

Enothchild honestly thought that maybe his presence was not helping here, that perhaps he was interfering in the natural healing process between mother and daughter. Maybe Naressa did not need his intervention; she was far stronger than he was spiritual she would have eventually overcome her plight.

But he saw her those months ago, and doubted that. He didn’t want to see Naressa in pain. It just wasn’t right.

Small, cold hands touched him and he jumped at the touch. Naressa said, “It’s okay. It’s just me.” She sat down next to Enothchild, looked at his lightsaber, and said, “May I?” He handed it to her, and she nearly dropped it due to its surprising heavy weight. She had a bit of a time holding and controlling it 8 years ago when she held it in her hands, igniting the golden blade to show off and at the time put a bit of a scare in him. But that was all a misunderstanding at the time. Now, it was different. And the weight of the lightsaber had the added weight of his guilt upon it. 

Caressing it with caring fingers, Naressa mused, “So much has been done for the good with this. It is a reflection of the one who wields it.” To Enothchild’s surprise, he watched her raise it and give it a kiss, and then gave it to him. “I don’t like weapons or war, but what I do like is hope and blessings. I do not see your lightsaber as a weapon, but a piece of your heart.”

“Is that why you just kissed it,” he asked.

“Yes. I felt it needed to be blessed in some way, in return for you helping me, and especially helping and saving Juna.” She put a hand on his forearm and said, “I know why you are helping me. And I am sorry for putting you through the Force link. It was wrong of me to do that.” Naressa squeezed his massive arm repeatedly as he looked at her. “I know you. You wouldn’t have lied to me. After all,” she looked at him gently and spoke to him with an appreciative tone, “you never lied to Juna or Nadja when they were not well.”

Enothchild snapped his gaze at her and said, “You’re wrong. It has nothing to do with them in regards to you.”

Naressa shook her head and said, “You are not a good liar, Enothchild. And you might as well not start a career in being a lousy liar either. You are too honest of a man, and Force there is no point changing now.” After no acknowledgment from him, she stood up and paced slowly in front of him. “I must have looked terrible when you saw me. So frail and so miserable, but all thanks to you it has become a blur in my mind. However it kept refreshing in your mind over and over again, and perhaps you had a premonition before even seeing me. Any normal mortal would have given up on me months ago, frustrated by the fact that they had nothing to reference anything in their life to mine.” 

“But we have much in common. We were each raised by one parent. We were married to wonderful people. And we both feel guilty for things we have done in our lives when there is no reason to.” Naressa eyed him with respectful admiration. “And you try to cure it by helping the needy and the powerless. Something I regretfully don’t do enough of, but like you I do so when the need arrives.”

“I’m a Jedi, I am suppose to help the needy and powerless,” he said a little weakly. 

“A Jedi would have given up too. In fact a true Jedi would have never given me the time of day years ago like you did. But you put that aspect of your life aside, and as a person you looked at me and seen something you could relate to. That is where your motivations are in helping me. When you saw me, you saw Juna when she was not well. And more you saw your wife.” Enothchild looked up at Naressa with a look of bewilderment, but still he said nothing. “I know Jedi rarely marry, or even have any intimacy in their life whatsoever because how easily they could be swayed by the most basic of emotions in those situations. All I can say is that for a very long time you watched Nadja Moranna die slowly and painfully and you didn’t know what to do.”

“I don’t blame myself for Nadja’s death anymore,” he finally said. “I’ve settled that issue.”

“But you haven’t settled matters in regard to what she went through. And what you went through with her.”

Enothchild stood up and said with some growing rudeness in his voice and body language, “And what do you know of it?”

Naressa looked up at him and sympathetically she said, “You thought she was going to live forever. Face it, you never confronted the fact that you were going to outlive her until she neared her end.” She put a hand against his chest. “You are a Vhinphyc. You have a life expectancy of nearly 500 years. You are telling me that it never entered in your mind at some point during your marriage that she wasn’t going to surpass 80, or 100?”

Enothchild knocked Naressa’s hand away and pointed a stern finger in her face. “You didn’t know her. She beat the odds every time she went out there when folks said it impossible. I doubted her as her Padawan and she made me eat my words every single time. She defied death so much I lost count. She was tough, tougher than you, I, hell Magus Prophet combined!”

“Listen to yourself, Master Jedi. You make it sound like she could cheat death forever. That she isn’t Human.” He turned away, obviously feeling confused by what he said just a few moments ago and beginning to show his embarrassment. Naressa sighed away her frustration. “Even toughness has a limit, Enothchild,” she said, just keeping her dark gaze staring right at him. “We all have limits. That toughness of hers kept her alive and Force I will admit that I couldn’t imagine living 2 days in the amount of pain she was in. I know because through the link I can see it, feel your impressions of the worse moments. It was terrible.”

“You had your limits too. They were pushed, and you pushed them, everyday, for two years while you were with her. And perhaps you spent those 8 years ‘walking’ around Alderaan after her death trying to forget that. It never went away. It never did because soon you had Juna in your arms shaking, crying, and in pain. It was as if the nightmare never stopped. Soon you found that there were others in that same situation, or maybe just in pain or in predicaments where there was no way out like the Vhinech and so you did everything you could for them. And when you think it can’t be so anymore, you find me in my situation; really a situation you have no business in being in. But you had to put yourself into it because you care. You don’t want to see pain happen to anyone, and so you do all you can to make it go away.”

He turned and took a few steps towards the east exit. At first Naressa thought he was leaving until he turned around. Enothchild’s frustration was very evident on his face, as well as hints of anger, not to where he was thinking of employing anger like she would. It was that the kind that many feel when they are proven wrong in a case where emotion was involved. They feel second guessed, and hate to have someone else tell them the truth. 

To show him that her points were not to be insulting, she said, “Good people don’t deserve to die. That’s how you view matters and you do your best to make sure that it doesn’t come to light. That’s not a fault, but overemphasized, to make the universe such a place where nothing happens to anyone, it can become a fool-hearty venture.”

“Maybe,” said Enothchild slowly. “Maybe you are right. But how can you be so sure? And how can you ever think you know what I went through and what I feel?”

“This from a man not to long ago that was so sure we had much in common that he was willing to hike my panties up my collective cracks to prove his point.” Naressa sighed and walked up to Bendian’s memorial, reached out, and put a hand on it. “For a long time, I thought I let Bendian die. It burdens me because those last few hours of his life he was the man that I married. He was the man I had hoped he would have turned out to be. And…he died. He died, and I really didn’t have a chance to say I was sorry for anything I did him wrong for or say I love you and have him hear it.” She reached up and wiped away a tear. “I have all this power, all this great ability, all this knowledge, and it was worthless to him. I did beat myself up over that, and it got worse these past few years. I kept thinking that I could have done something. Anything! You want to know why? Because I loved him; I all ways did even with his short comings.”

“But I realized that we can’t all live forever. That what happened to him ultimately was not my fault. That there will all ways be pain, but the pain will never be great enough for me to forget him. 

It’s life, Enothchild. Life has a beginning…and it has an end. And in between and outside of it, it goes on. Life goes on, Enothchild Sarch; eventually we realize it after experiencing great sorrow and do are best to continue on. You don’t have to let go to her memory, but you have to let go of that feeling that she was going to be with you for the rest of your life; that your best efforts to love her were not enough to save her from death. Don’t look at it that way because it’s not true. If anything your love was what made her keep going. She didn’t want to give up on you, and to know that you loved her so gave her feelings greater than the pain and misery she was experiencing. Nadja was probably more grateful for that than any words of sympathy. You made her life special, and at its end it was the best time of her life. Your love for her counted the most then and needed to be there. Believe me, you did help her. More than you could possibly ever know.”

Enothchild looked down with sadness and closed his eyes. It took him awhile to realize that Naressa had approached him and was giving him a hug that he needed. He did not wept, but he kept his eyes closed most of the time as he accepted the truth of Naressa’s words. She said to him, “I’m removing the link from you now. I don’t need it to know you are telling me the truth. And it was harming you with nightmares, wasn’t it?” He nodded silently. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to do that to you. I needed to anchor the link…I’m sorry. You were only helping me and I didn’t take it that way. I’m sorry.”

It was a while before they went their separate ways that night. Before they departed, Naressa encouraged him to stay and to stay as long as he wanted. He accepted and it brought great relief to Naressa. He went to sleep that night and actually felt more refreshed than he had several months ago. But what really made his day was that Naressa left Rapier Manor later that day and went to the Palace of Theed to go see Juna. He didn’t go, feeling that it was their little time together. Naressa would be back, and they would talk some more.

Summer gave way to autumn.

Enothchild continued to stay with Naressa at Rapier Manor upon her friendly insistence and did so upon finding that the Jedi Order was in no need of his services until he felt that he had found his peace again. Humbly he had to agree with them, and so decided to remain. He understood why Naressa loved Rapier Manor; it kept him hid away like a safe house, but at the same time gave him so much room to roam around in as if he were outside. There were things to do and read, and found practicing his skills was a synch in the gymnasium; it was underground and shockingly as big, if not bigger, than the swatball stadium on Coruscant. 

But what he really enjoyed was Naressa’s company wither it be talking, or having her actually cheerleading for him as he practiced his craft; Nadja was one to tell her Padawans not to buy into solely meditating to keep them fit and ready. As she used to say: Ignorance towards raindrops now will lead to a flood of trouble in the future. 

Or in translated form: The only thing absolute meditation guarantees is a free ass kicking from a Jawa; with all that sitting on the ground thinking those glowing eye midgets only need to do is come up and wail away.

Soon she actually began to get involved in his pursuits. It generally began with her joining him for morning meditation, which they agreed to mutually meet in a room she designated for it. She then would add more than just words of encouragement, or criticism, by offering him advice. It escalated to how to use the Force in more efficient ways, and Enothchild found her ways, even though short cuts, were very Light Side favorable; just a change in the way to his approach to it. Naressa eventually got directly involved; one time using her powers to attack Enothchild with shot clays in attack simulations.

Juna’s 17th birthday was one the both of them did not miss. It was another costume party, and Juna dressed up again as a Vhinphyc Jedi. Naressa was able to have people at Rapier Technologies construct an old fashion body armor suit for Enothchild to wear, while she dawned an old style fairy tale damsel outfit. They had a good time, and it seemed like the worries that had once plagued both Juna and Naressa were completely gone.

Naressa resumed her position as head of Rapier Technologies, spending a few hours a day handling the day in, day out matters of running the large technology corporation. The rest of the time it was talking via comm to Juna, or spending the day with Enothchild.

Autumn was banished by one hell of a winter storm that rocked the northern hemisphere and the Iossessa providence with unrelenting snow produced by ocean-affect moisture from the unusually hot summer. The snows even reached Theed but not as bad or ground clinging as they did this far north. Arctic winds really pushed the weather along at a good clip and put fear in some people that Naboo was going into a long overdue ice age. Enothchild went out into the storm quite a bit, offering his abilities and strength to save the day. Naressa opened Rapier Manor’s doors to let people in to stay warm when a massive power outage hit the providence; during Rapier Manor’s remodeling, Naressa had massive fusion power generators installed so the massive complex would have it’s own power supply. To say the people were grateful for both their help was a classic understatement.

Days before the New Year and a custom she gives to all who work for her, Naressa let all the house staff go on 2 week, or month long based on seniority, paid vacation so they can be with their family and friends. With order restored to the providence, the people that stayed at Rapier Manor were back in their homes. After returning from Theed where they celebrated the New Year with Juna, Dizzy, Muriel, and the others in the Royal Court, Enothchild and Naressa were all alone in the massive house for another full week.

Nighttime was soon upon them both again, and so was another heavy snowstorm. To enjoy the evening Naressa had made a fire while Enothchild grabbed a few books at random from the Grand Library. Settled in, they took turns reading to one another from the different books; they were books averaging 200 pages in length. They read to one another for several hours, unmoving as they took purchase on either side of the long, rustic color leather-bound couch in the spacious living room. The couch itself faces the fireplace, near the wall, and it continues to burn the quarter dozen, six-foot long wood logs with enough brilliance to provide all the illumination and warmth needed in the large room. The perspective of it all from behind the couch made it look like Enothchild and Naressa were staring down the throat of demon consumed by fire thanks to the gothic appearance of the fireplace.

Upon finishing of all things a children’s book, how it got in the pile Enothchild didn’t honestly know, Naressa clapped her hands together and in a high pitch, squealing voice that featured her kicking her feet in joy said, “Read me another, daddy! Read me another!”

“Oh, give me a break, will you,” he said as she laughed and he giggled. “I swear I didn’t know it was a children’s book.”

“Sure, sure, Padawan,” she teased. “I know you Jedi; nothing but the softest story content for you all. Probably most of the Jedi library is pop up books.”

“Now that’s not true.” Enothchild after a few moments smirked, a quirk he picked up from her but not as predominate as hers is. Naressa nudge him a little with her foot and waited. He muttered, “Yeah, you’re somewhat right.” Looking back at the book she previously read, about explorers trapped in a ritualistic nightmare, it seemed to bring him to say, “What do you think about Juna’s tattoo?”

Naressa folded her arms together and said, “I’m not thrilled by it. Years ago I thought perhaps dark spirits influenced her. After talking with her I find I was partially right.”

“Now?”

“Now I think how a mother should think: where did I go wrong to have my kid rebel?” They both snickered, but Naressa said, “I wished she didn’t get it. Sometimes,” she put her hand to her covered chest and breast area, referring to her black rose tattoo, “I wish I never had gotten this. But it was done for a good reason. With Juna…she had a good reason too. What’s your opinion of it?”

Enothchild set the children’s book down on the lounge table and said, “I wasn’t keen of it either. The image itself disturbs me. I told her so.” He shrugged his shoulders. “But I reminded myself, and told her, that she did it for a reason, and that is how the Seovens perceived her soul to be. Krayt dragons are supposed to be noble creatures in their pursuits. If that’s how it is meant to be, so be it.” He looked at the rest of the books and said, “You want me to read again?”

“No, I can do it. It’s my turn anyways.” Naressa moved down the couch and grabbed the top book and went to return to her spot. But she thought about what he said, and the tone of his voice, and noted, “I appreciate your concern for Juna. It was very fatherly of you to tell her your feelings about it.”

Enothchild waved his hand and said, “It wasn’t my intention to step into that role. Nor did I think I did.”

“Like it or not you did,” she said. “But I thank you for that. I never really expressed my displeasure in words, just mannerisms. That’s a little sad when a parent cannot tell their child flat out what they feel. It does help with the other parent stepping in and pointing the fault out. But without Bendian…” She waved her hands to clear it away and said, “Anyways, thank you for everything. I don’t think I have ever thanked you enough.”

“Thank you for your hospitality making up for it,” he said in return. “I feel like I have overstayed my welcome here, but you make me feel at home.”

Naressa let out a snort of amusement and said, “I have, what, 500000 cubic miles of mansion. I have to fill it with something.” She shifted around a little in her place and looked at the hot fire. “Over a year ago I hated you for being here. Uninvited and barnstorming. Looking back I realize now that you weren’t caring too much over me. You did it just right. And you’re right; I did want to die.” There was a pause after that admission, muteness in her expression. “I took a man’s words with a destroyer full of truth and I let it take nearly 8 years of life away and away from my Gessa.” 

Enothchild never found out who this man was, or what the conversation was about, but he knew that this man was the ‘someone’ Naressa had mentioned months ago that caused her to slide into her depression. And his suspicions told him it was Senator Dace Palpatine. The two of them showed having a hidden closeness almost 10 years ago around the time he was slated to go to Evramora and diffuse the hostage situation involving the Vhinech. Too close, as if they were privately lovers. And perhaps they were, given Bendian’s track record of chasing females. Even to this day, given Naressa’s non-cosmetically enhanced presence, he couldn’t understand why Bendian kept doing it. He had the most beautiful woman in the universe and he kept pissing it away on the ugliest, internally anyways, of creatures.

“Thanks to you, though, I knew if I would have died, he would have won.” Naressa reached out and put a hand on his shoulder. “To me, you saved the universe as I know it. And by helping me, you helped my Gessa. You made me feel that giving birth to her was not wrong. And you are helping us get back together. You are more than just a Jedi, or a good man Enothchild. You are a blessing, and I feel blessed by you.”

“That’s…that’s very nice of you to say,” said Enothchild, somewhat bewildered in his response. He took her hand and held it carefully in his, weighing it in his large fingers. “All I can say is…you’re just as special if not more so. And I hope I am not the only one that has ever said it and acknowledged it. More importantly, I hope you see yourself that way, believe in it, and continue to be.”

He looked into Naressa’s eyes, and could see so much sincerity in them he could only smile very warmly at her. She was a terrific being that deserved to have friendship and family. It was never a matter of her darkness. Her heart was her guiding Force; whatever she says it comes from there. He had to take pause and admire that. Naressa Rapier was a being that deserved to exist and he was honored greatly to be a part of that.

Naressa stared at him transfixed by him; Enothchild Sarch was indeed one hell of a guy. He has this heart that does have a hole in it, but he puts effort into fixing that problem and the results are truly magical. It was a considerate heart, one that did not allow prejudice thinking or philosophical norms to rule him and his decision-making processes. In her opinion, he was a better being than she, and he deserved a lot more than what he has now. Everyone should be like him; not just a little but exact. The universe would be a better place, and she was a better person overall because of his existence. 

And so they stared, eyes locked in gaze. Not too long ago such staring would have meant they were battlers, one of light and one of darkness, ready to trade Force enhanced blows of destruction. Settle their differences by the traditions laid out by historical precedent between entities that embraced completely opposite ends of the Force. Now it was different. It was not a stare down, nor was it looking at each other in admiration of their friendship.

After a few moments of hesitation, they slowly came together as one and carefully locked their lips together in a gentle kiss. 

For a brief moment they pulled away, but like magnets the pull just brought them together again. Closing their eyes at the same time as their mouths worked together to generate more of a charge out of the moment of passion, they both made subtle noises of acceptance and enjoyment as they danced their lips in the exhilarating dance. They did not need their hands touching the other’s body to produce such sexually enlightening caresses to their bodies; both thoroughly enjoyed what they themselves were doing, and what the other was doing; no need for any other form of pleasuring at the moment. They could feel the other’s body warmth increase through their mated mouths and felt this need to exchange such warmth through other ways. For now the conduit of such power sharing stayed with their current predicament, only that their hands were now grasping the other’s shoulders so they could just hold on and not break contact.

But soon though that will change, as their need to connect even further will need to be satisfied. Like with any modern day power grid it was smart to have two main power cores tied into one another; the more redundant connections it had the less of a chance of a power failure affecting all systems tied to it. There was another way to connect, and with kissing it will be a double redundancy that will augment the power of the moment. All they needed was a nice place to do it in, and together connect and produce as much energy as they could. Energy that will motivate the other, empower them into a continuous, operating, joined function known as satisfying lust.

As that thought entered their minds at the same time, both Enothchild and Naressa’s eyes exploded open in shock and at the same time the two broke free of one another.

Enothchild slumped back in a stupor and said, “Wow.”

Naressa, at the same time, jumped back to the other end of the couch and remarked, “Silent Night, what are we doing!”

“I…uh…I…uh,” was all that came out of his mouth, made useless by the succulent fruit he had just had the pleasure of tasting.

Remembering the book in her hand, she said, “Well, thank you again for helping me. Let’s read shall we?” She opened the book and she happened to open it midway through it. Her eyes, seemingly sharp at the moment, caught part of the passage and gasped; it was a love scene! She went back to the cover of the book and it read ‘What Strangers Do When They Are Alone’.

Naressa got up and threw the book into the fire. Enothchild, still dumb, asked, “Why you do that for?” The way he said it was uncharacteristic of him; it lacked bass and sounded like he was 12.

“I didn’t like that book and besides it’s my books I can do what I want with them,” she remarked, her voice shaky as the rush of the kiss was now flowing through her body like a surgery drink. And like any surgery drink, it would find it’s way to her bladder, and down to her…

She shook her mind of the thoughts of biology and grabbed another book. “I think I like this one anyways. It’s called…ACK!” 

“Ack? Strange name for a kiss…I mean a book,” mumbled Enothchild, who returned to mumbling incoherently.

Naressa read it silently: ‘Kissing in the Middle of Winter’. She grabbed the next book: ‘The Art of Snuggling’. The next: ‘Bumpty-Bump-Bump’. Lastly: ‘A Warm Bed for Two’. “Oh shit! This…this is a horrible joke!”

“Eh, ah, a, eh,” was all Enothchild could say in opinion. Actually, with the exception to specific areas of his male anatomy, he had no opinion.

Naressa walked up to him and said in distraught, “I’m going to bed now. Would you like to come along- I MEAN-!” His reaction to that proclamation was one of hope but also one of restraint. So she changed gears and babbled out. “Actually, I’m going for a walk. In the snowstorm, twenty below with the wind chill. Tonight was nice though. Very nice-I mean, the reading was nice-. You know what, I am going to shut up now before I kiss you again-I mean before I do something I will enjoy…I mean we both will enjoy…I MEAN REGRET!” He got up, but she put her hands up and commanded. “You. Stay. Stay right there. I mean it. Sit!”

He just made more noise and flopped down hard on the couch. Naressa ran, not just jogging but a full marathon sprint, out of the living room and to her private quarters. She got there and changed into her winter Sithian attire, but only after she fought the notion to grab her most soft nightie or pull out her naughty play clothing, and rushed herself through the Grand Library towards the Garden of Mazes. 

As she walked outside, Naressa spoke aloud, not expecting anyone but herself to listen. “What am I doing? Am I insane? I can’t believe I kissed him. I kissed a married man! Wait? That’s not right; he’s a widower just like me. No, he’s a nice guy that deserves a nice girl. A nice Jedi girl, hell any girl who has horns on her head, has an utter and maybe moos but nobody like me. I’ll only get him in trouble. Why? I’ll tell you why. He’s a Jedi and I am a Dark Side Sithian entity. It can’t work. I know history. He’ll fall. No, that’s not Enothchild. He just won’t fall. I’ll fall…I mean I’ll convert…I mean…I don’t know what I mean. Oh hell what am I DOING?”

With that, Naressa stomped her way outside and unbeknownst to her she was instinctively shielding herself from the power of the storm. The wind driven snowflakes were no match for the Force shield that forced them to go around her, nor was the heavy snow that was in her way; her shield seemingly just cut a path two steps ahead of her as she walked. She entered the Tower Maze and even with her memory she lost herself a few times. 

Finally she reached the very top and let the frigid air hit her with its wraith. Although dressed warmly for winter, the higher elevation where she now resided at was much colder, nearly 20 degrees colder. But all the cold she felt, and all the Dark Side of the Force she could draw upon to psychological make her feel that this need to bed Enothchild Sarch was its fault, Naressa Rapier couldn’t loose the feeling of needing him take her to bed and love her.

“Damn it, I don’t want this!” Naressa said angrily through chattering teeth. The wind blew into her as if not liking her answer. She just said as if the wind was the antagonist of blame, “Screw you, I’m not doing it! I won’t! I don’t want to hurt him! And I will hurt him! I know I will! He’s suffered enough!!! I’ve suffered ENOUGH! WE’VE BOTH SUFFERED ENOUGH!!!!!!!!!” 

The snow suddenly stopped and the strong winds let up in it’s intensity, and soon the sky lit up as the heavy storm clouds began to part and reveal all three of Naboo’s moons. Naressa looked up at the moons, remembering that a rare event of the three moons sharing the sky at night was occurring this month and she had hoped for clear skies. She always enjoyed the moons, and she felt confident that with them out she could put these feelings aside that are dominating her mind, body, and soul. For a while she did begin to calm down as far as her anger went, but her heart just kept thundering. “I just need time,” she told herself. “Just stay out here and freeze it out of my system.”

The entire plan went straight down the toilet when she watched the two smaller moons move slowly towards the large moon, towards its north pole. The two moons reached their pinnacles and ceased movement, and giving their relative positions in regards to the large moon, it formed into a distinctive shape and looked like a large, shiny, lunar-rock heart.

Naressa gasped and turned away from the sight. She knew what it was; the movements actually didn’t happen in reality. Naressa’s grasp on the Force’s many levels gives her the ability to see omens; powerfully important hints she deciphers and can use to her advantage that is much more accurately than any straight line of rational thinking or philosophical guidelines to follow like the Jedi Code. It has all ways helped her and has never really steered her wrong.

But she felt it was now. “No, I…I can’t love him. Don’t ask me to. He needs…someone else.” She opened her eyes and turned her attention back to the moons; they were in their normal positions again. Sighing, Naressa said, “I’m glad you see things my way for a change.” She turned, caught a glimpse of something on the floor of the roof…- “Phosha!”

Indeed the moons had gone back to normal, but it’s light shined with hints of what’s to come. To Naressa’s dismay she looked upon her shadow caused by the light, and noted that her shadow was being held in a loving hug by a much larger, friendlier shadow.

Enothchild’s shadow, even though the Vhinphyc was not there, bent down and gave Naressa’s shadow a deep kiss.

“No, NO, NO!” With anger spiking, Naressa spun around, raised her hands and pointed them at the moons. All the while her powers climbed in, she began to calculate how much power it would take from her to completely obliterate the moons, but surmised that one blast at the largest moon with destroy the other two smaller moons with it’s shockwave, thus ending its triplet terror of mocking her. 

Then she stopped and powered down. “What am I thinking? Blow up the moons?” Naressa stopped not just because she knew she couldn’t do it or because if she could such destruction will wipe out Naboo as well if not throw them into extinction causing darkness, but because the omens will continue without them. There was no point in doing that, and so she resolved to think about what this all meant; after all she’s a Sith Maiden, not a Sith Lord; there is a difference. “Think, Naressa Jaina, think. Don’t act.”

As she paced around, Naressa brought that to the forefront. She is a Sith Maiden, a Dark Side entity, and she cannot fall in love with the Jedi Master that was still in her house. She cannot love him for she did not want to harm him emotionally; it’s not about leading him down the Dark Path at all, but she still feared that a little. She was not forth coming to him about everything; the Sith were out there, Darth Sidious especially, plotting to bring down the Jedi and she was not telling Enothchild. A relationship requires trust and forthcoming and she learned that the hard way twice; once with Bendian and of course with Sidious. She didn’t want to do that again, not a third time. And not to the nicest, sweetest, most caring being she has ever known. Not since her father has she ever known such a male to exist, and that made the feelings of lust all the more painful.

But Enothchild does not care about such little things like secrets when it comes to her. Naressa could see it and sense it and more importantly feel it from him. To him personally it wasn’t his place to interfere into her own private affairs, although her darkness gave him all right professionally as a Jedi to do so. He didn’t, and he did so for both her and Juna’s sake. Those alone made Naressa look at him as more than a typical Jedi. And now she was seeing as much, much more. 

“It can’t be,” she repeated with whine and strain in her voice. “It cannot be.”

Why not?

Naressa stopped walking when that question emerged in her mind, causing her to take a more objective look at what was happening. To her disbelief that little two word connection, that little phrase, that little trivial point was so powerful it threw her past relationships aside and made her just think about this. A checklist ran in her mind and she spoke out loud. “I’m Dark, but he does not care. He’s light, but I don’t care. He’s good, funny at times, and is a warrior when needed. So am I.” 

She rubbed her cold arms repeatedly for warmth. She could use the Force to warm her, but she wanted to make decisions without its influence nagging her repeatedly. “He knows what it means to love someone.” She stopped herself there; did she feel the same way? She may have done things to Bendian, but she married him because she loved him, hadn’t she? “Yes, I loved him and that’s why I married him.” Then why fall into the arms of another man, Darth Sidious, or better known as Palpatine? “Because I was a fool that believed in foolish, Dark Side solutions.” Juna resulted from it, hadn’t it? “Yes.” And you have accepted that fact right? “Yes.” Then what is so wrong about loving Enothchild Sarch? 

“Because-,” Naressa began with the answer in her mind, but she stopped because in her heart she would be lying to herself. “Because-.” A teardrop of frustration dribbled for a few moments down her face and froze due to the cold. The tiny icicle broke off her face, taking only a micron of her flesh with it. It still stung her, bringing her hand up to her check and bringing her to acceptance as well. 

“Because I care about him. I care about him and I worry about him. I’ve cared about you since Sidious told me,” she began to talk as if Enothchild was actually there, “that you were controlling Juna and I. I’ve cared about you since the last time you were here on this very tower.” 

She tuned around and very faintly thanks to memory she could see a battered and practically destroyed Enothchild leaning his upper body against the raised wall to prevent beings from walking off the tower inadvertently. He held a hugging 8-year-old Juna in his one arm as he held on to life at the same time. All the while his face bore one of great relief that her Gessa was all right. “You do not want to control her, or use her in some scheme for power like Sidious wants to. And in turn, you did not beg me to help you for you only cared for my Gessa’s life.” 

Naressa walked up and kneeled beside the memory and reached out towards it with her hands, as if she was healing Enothchild again from that vicious wound that tore open his chest. “And I helped you, the biggest threat to my existence. To my daughter’s existence.” She reached out, and the memory faded away. But she continued to reach out and where her hand was now was relative to where Enothchild’s heart would have been. She closed her fist around the area and closed her eyes, hoping to feel his ‘heart’ within her grasp. Unable to because of reality, she mused loudly, “Do you feel the same way? Can you…do you love me?” 

She realized that the answer could not be solved this way. She wanted to know the answer, and she wanted him.

No. She needed him. She needs him and she felt in her heart that he needed her. They needed to be together; if not for the long term that she hopes, then now, just for tonight, to release this hold he had over her.

Enothchild collected his wits and felt he committed a serious wrong. Yet it couldn’t help to feel good about what he had just done with Naressa Rapier. The conflict continued on and he felt the only way to resolve it was to leave: leave Rapier Manor, leave Naboo, and get the hell out of the system and stay away. He had no right to violate her like he did and it felt like a violation, to taste her lips and to enjoy them. To have such a moment inspire him with a vision of removing her clothing with her permission and lavish her with slow, steady caresses and carefully crafted touches. It bothered him because he felt he had no right to think that way. Not towards her, not towards the woman that bore Juna. And not towards the memory of his Nadja.

He returned to his room and threw on his Jedi robe. He had some personal affects that were brought to him and he began to get those situated to where he could move them out. It was all going slow, and despite his best efforts he couldn’t go fast enough; faster than the thoughts that needed to occupy his head. At one point he came to a complete stop and sighed out in resignation of himself. He tapped the Force for guidance, and he reached up with his right hand to feel the hairs that were bonded to his horn.

Enothchild opened his eyes and looked guiltily at those hairs he held in his large fingers; Nadja’s hairs, their brown-gray silky threads that were there for him for luck and for love. It had been nearly two decades since she became One with the Force and he had resolved the guilt of her passing years ago with her, but it still felt like she died yesterday to him. That feeling alone turned him off when it came to looking at other females, feeling that it was wrong to look at such in a way that murmured even a hint of attraction. It felt like straying away from his commitment to his wife, even with her gone.

Enothchild let go of the hairs and sat down on his bed softly as the thoughts clashed in his head. He loved Nadja and only Nadja; he couldn’t see himself with anyone else. But she was gone now. And Naressa was here…

He shook his head. He nodded his head. 

He put his hands up to his face and let out a held breath in sadden disgust. He had to resolve this. He had to put this away for it couldn’t go on.

His door opened, and Enothchild turned to see Naressa slowly walk in with all her alluring darkness in full display. She used the Force to close the door behind her as she kept coming towards him, her brown eyes locked onto his amber eyes. She held a face that was designed to put him at ease and to relax him, which it too easily did.

Naressa reached Enothchild and stared at him, the hood of her black cloak framing her beautiful face, giving it an omnipresence of power and mystic. Keeping her cloak closed and without hesitation, she moved towards him and straddled his lap, placing both her legs on either side of him, resting on her knees and his thighs. She wrapped her arms around his neck, and very gently tilted his head down with her hands. She let her nose rummage through his hair, and she put strong emphasizes of sniffing by the base of his horns. She didn’t smell anything, her nose wasn’t sensitive enough to, but it was the act that mattered.

Enothchild felt a great instinctive and physical rise out of it, but he still kept his head. Very gently he brought his head up and Naressa was there waiting to meet his gaze. Her right hand caressed his face with affection, while the left stoked his mane of hair starting at the top and slowly working down. She said softly and huskily, “Is that how female Vhinphycs start the process of courtship? With the smelling of the glands on top to measure a male’s dominance and fertility?”

She was spot on with that observation, apparently remembering the biology lessons about Vhinphyc anatomy he gave her through discussions and through her looking at the ‘Son’ disk he carried on him so they could treat his wounds almost a decade earlier. Of course he never had a female of any kind do that to him before and the rush was so unexpected.

Enothchild said in a spacey tone, “Yeah, that’s how.” Her smile sent electricity through him and it begged him to act: kiss her, hug her, mate with her but do something! Shaking his head, he said, “Naressa-.” 

Naressa placed gloved fingertips to his mouth to shush him and he complied. The outside cold was still apparent on those gloves, but that feeling didn’t numb Enothchild’s lips. It was her simple touch, and her continued strokes across his lips that kept him silently as her eyes communicated her need for him to listen to what she had to say.

“I need you to do something for me,” she said gently. “I need you to make love to me. Right now. Tonight.” He shifted around a little, but he didn’t know why, to get closer, or to move away? 

Sensing his uncertainty, she continued. “Please. I need you. I need to feel you and kiss you and be with you.” Naressa began to rub her face against his. “I know you need this. I need this. We need each other. We are so much alike. It is only fitting that you and I join together and become one.” She pulled away and looked at him with teary eyes. She couldn’t help it she was so close to him now that this had to happen. “We’ve helped each other and we can do so again tonight.”

Enothchild put his hands on her face, cradling them in his grasp and looking at her. “I cannot deny that. I cannot deny that I need you too.” He looked down and said, “But it’s so hard to do this. I don’t want to betray my Nadja.”

Naressa’s tears came down softly but controlled. She put a hand to his face again and said, “You won’t be. I will never replace her or what you two had together, just like you couldn’t replace all the love in my life. She will always be with you in your heart. You will never forget her.” She placed her forehead against his bumpy forehead. “If you betray her, it will be in that you let her death scare you away from love. I didn’t know her, but I have a feeling she would have wanted you to find love again.” She grew quiet and said very silently, “I would like to be your love found again. Please?”

Enothchild closed his eyes when she said that and kept himself steadfast. He let his mind wonder and contemplate, letting it look for anything that would suggest that Naressa spoke the truth…

“After I am gone, will you love another,” said Nadja. Enothchild, in their home on Alderaan the night before she died, opened his eyes and looked at her at they laid in bed together. Her green eyes found his and showed their tiring appreciation for having one last night of marital affirmation that had drained them both to the point of passing out. She was wide awake now, looking at him, and saying, “I would like to know if you would find another wife, or just someone else to love?”

Enothchild just looked at her from his laid back position and asked, “Are you saying you don’t love me anymore?”

“No, you big silly,” she said with a smile. “I will all ways love you. And I will all ways know you will love me. You have a long life ahead of you, and I don’t want you to be alone.”

“A Jedi’s life is never easy,” he pointed out.

“Right, it isn’t,” she agreed, “but your life, Enothchild’s life, shouldn’t be a lonely existence. You are deserving of a love one, my mate.” Nadja reached out and stroked his jaw. “I won’t make you promise, but I will ask you to try.”

“You are my love one,” he said, grabbing her hand gently and giving it a kiss inside her palm. “You are my mate. My only mate.”

Nadja smiled. “I appreciate that. But you can’t just be alone. You will only end up tearing yourself apart because those things that make you intimate innocently will have no use. I can’t become One with the Force peacefully if you won’t say you’ll try. I want you to because I love you so much and I don’t want you to be alone in the physical realm. Please, will you try?”

Enothchild opened his eyes and once again Naressa was staring right back at him. Her lips trembled as she was nearing the breaking point of full-blown sadness over his silence. Her sincerity to have him was evident with her quaking body. Her eyes betrayed her need for him to touch her and make her sing praises of pleasantry. Her eyes betrayed her need to make him submit to the power of her flesh and to tantalize his fantasies and nurture his feelings. The ever growing feelings for her.

He answered both Nadja and Naressa’s question at the same time by kissing Naressa’s mouth and in the process said, “Yes.”

Naressa broke down joyfully over his answer and kissed him multiple times. They drew themselves to one another and after pausing for the briefest of moments they came together again to kiss passionately and with purpose. Slowly, Enothchild maneuvered Naressa down on the bed and let her get some air. 

As she did Naressa glanced at him…and downward…and further downward until she saw his feet…and way to her left and way to her right and realized, like it was the first time she realized it, that Enothchild was a big man. She stood near the six foot mark and she gave up over a head’s length to him, but it was his overall mass; across his shoulder alone it would take two, or even three, of herself lined up shoulder to shoulder to equal his span. All that immediately produced a touch of fear that both thrilled and scared her, running rampant through her mind and playing evil with her imagination. Just as he was going to make a move that they both were going to enjoy, she blurted out with a rush breath, “I trust you.”

Enothchild smiled, knowing why she said that, so he remembered the words she spoke to him months ago when she established the Force link between them. “I’ll be gentle. You have my word.” 

They both made a gesture to the light fixture, and the lights in the room dimmed to nothingness. What began to occur in the room was anything but nothing.

The setting sun finally broke through the heavy cloud cover of winter just long enough to alert that part of the world that it still existed, but it had to say goodbye as it continued on its way, making no stops as it continued it’s quest to provide light to all the world. For now it would have to tease the lands that see it drift downward, where ultimately the horizon provided it a non-disrupting hiding place for it so it could make a clean getaway to the other side. 

When that last bit of light left and stopped shining on her eyes, Naressa awoke and stared off into preverbal space as she did all she could to reclaim her senses from having spent the entire day resting from a long, wonderful night of newborn passion. As the memories flooded back into her conscious she couldn’t help but to begin to fondle the chest of the man she was half resting her naked body on. He kept his word about being gentle; then again Enothchild Sarch always keeps his word.

Her movements made him hold her tighter and closer to him, and did Naressa love that. She never felt so safe and secure in anyone’s arms in her entire adult life; honestly she didn’t realize that she actually needed to feel such security before as an adult woman and rather enjoyed the feeling. 

Perhaps it was something she had been missing instinctively, something feminine and natural casted aside all thanks to her belief in her abilities. She had to wonder if all women felt the need for security, regardless of how empowered they were. That the need to be protected by a strong, dominate male was the last primal, left unspoken urge females all possessed, to be fought over for tribal-herd supremacy in which the champion wins her as the prize. 

Whatever the case it was a first for her, and she enjoyed it so much she didn’t want it to stop. It was very romantic and sensual and, adding the whole animalistic angle to it, down right erotic. Such large hands, attached to even larger, powerful, muscular arms that were capable of pulling someone’s head off their body with hardly no effort, held her with such delicacy and warmth because it was her.

Naressa smiled grew bigger, and she snuggled and nuzzled up to Enothchild more. One of his hands suddenly came off her body and she actually began to panic a little; in fear, but not necessarily in fear of being let go; she didn’t know why she began to worry so. However she felt his hand again and her fears went away. He began to stroke her long, thick hair, starting at the top and, very appreciative of touching it, worked slowly downward. He spoke, and with her ear up against his massive chest the bass of his voice resonated and caused her head to vibrate. “How do you feel?”

“I’m fine. Why?”

“I wasn’t sure, you seem to be in pain there at the end.”

“Oh,” she said with a slight chuckle. “It wasn’t pain, I’m not sure what it was. I’m fine though.” Naressa’s hand reached up and cupped his chin and jaw. “What about you?”

“I am still getting over the fact that your tattoo goes to places no tattoo I know of has gone before,” he said. Naressa snickered in amusement; no, he wouldn’t have. Bendian and even…that other guy, what’s his name, couldn’t believe she put it in a very delicate spot. “I have to ask did it hurt?”

“Yes, but I enjoyed every minute of it. Why, do you want one?”

“Given that it would be in a similar relative location no,” he said emphatically and Naressa laughed. The very thought made his large legs come together and draw up, which drove her into a new round of glee. “I’m content with remaining mark free as much as possible for the rest of my life.”

Naressa’s hand slipped down from his face and found right away the large, faded scar that was caused by Magus Prophet’s lightsaber blade that stabbed through Enothchild’s chest, and then Enothchild ripped himself off the blade to fight back. If not for her powers to heal him the scar would have been worse, if not the wound eventually killing him. Instead it was just a slight change in color tint and a permanent memory etched on his rock hard, nearly hairless, nipple-less chest.

What he said though made her worry; she’s found someone else to care about and she does not want him to get hurt. The feeling wasn’t selfishness but based on what happened to Bendian…

Naressa realized why she felt so afraid about him letting go. Part of it was the need for her to have him hold her and protect her, the other part, the part she realized, was her need to protect him. It was metaphoric; if he let go, he lets go completely and she will lose him. Without her Enothchild will get hurt, or worse killed. 

Her fingers continued to pet the scar, and with her other arm she held onto him tighter, squeezing with all her natural strength. Soon Enothchild’s concern was expressed in both his words and his hand grabbing her hand. “You all right?”

Naressa basically spoke past his question and answered it at the same time. “Stay with me forever, and I will protect you from further harm.” She felt Enothchild grab her and draw her up closer towards his face so he could look at her. “I’ve cared about you for a long time. Now it’s more so than ever and I feel by ensuring your safety it will give me another great purpose in life.”

He blinked a little in bewilderment. “You’re suggesting marriage? The possibility is impossible now through the Code side of things.”

“No, just…just that I don’t want you to be harmed anymore. I do have the power to protect all those whom I care about. And I want to. Especially you.”

Enothchild put her gently aside and sat up in the bed. He didn’t go too far away from her, and he did draw Naressa back to him. She was behind him now, and he pulled her arms around him over his massive shoulders to show his appreciation for her loving care of him, but he said, “That power is better suited to protect the one being that matters to you the most. To echo what you said last night about replacing anyone and putting it in different context I could never replace your Gessa as the one being you truly loved above all others. And that means the focus of your protection shouldn’t shift from her, not even just a little.”

Naressa buried her face into his back and mumbled, “But she doesn’t want to see you get hurt either.” Enothchild reached up and placed a hand on the back of her head. “If you just stay I can just keep an eye on you. The both of you.”

“You mean well, Naressa,” he said as he caressed her head. “But I am a Jedi, and there are people out there that will need my help. That requires me to be in harm’s way, and I know this. You do too.”

“I could go with you,” she muttered. “We can work as a team. I don’t have anything else really to do. The problems, I guarantee, will be very short lived.”

Enothchild didn’t doubt that fact for one instant, especially the short-lived apart; Sithian diplomacy means no negotiation and yes disintegration. The idea was actually entertaining for a few moments; have her level a mountain, and perhaps that will stop a civil war between two opposing forces. The practicality of that was not just based on the merits, and more importantly it would show the galaxy what she truly is. 

He said calmly to her, “I cannot let you do that. You will jeopardize your safety by revealing yourself in such a way. And that means Juna’s safety would be too.” He turned his body around enough at the waist to look at Naressa. “So long as I am not needed, I will stay with you.”

With that there was a brief silence, a silence that ended the discussion with respect to Naressa. She could only sigh in acceptance, laying her head against his massive back. She had a though run through her mind silently and spoke of it. “If I could, and if it were the last and only good thing I ever do in my life, I would bare you a child. A child I could raise and a child you could train to become a wonderful and powerful Jedi Knight.”

Enothchild looked at her again, feeling her actually wishing it would be so. It was an admirable statement, one he hasn’t heard before from stories other Knights and Masters have told, stories of people practically throwing themselves at them in a form of life producing sacrifice. He remembered a few times Nadja getting such offers from men before they were married, unbeknownst to them that she could not physically have children. It was a constantly debated subject on the Jedi Council: to continue and bring forth life, thus energizing the Force with new life, or by doing so create a situation where committed emotional duties to the Jedi Code are in the position of being tested and compromised, causing one to fall if the circumstances are right. Because of the argument very few, a scant handful Enothchild could honestly count on his fingers, have children through a marriage or a known agreement with an outside party; the latter, though, was terrible because it seemed to lack love. 

Their have been cases in which Jedi have fathered, and even less so mothered, children based on the circumstances, be it a long mission on a far away planet is one classic example. That is essentially reason two why all Jedi taken into the Temple are DNA profiled; reason one of course for midi-chlorian testing; one good example was a baby boy, found to be Force sensitive, on Destra, which upon testing found that his father was a Jedi Knight who vanished near the system some months prior to the boy’s birth. His mother perhaps had a relationship with the Knight and conceived the child before the Knight’s death, which in that case it was found to be true.

But to actually have such a statement spoken to him floored him, and made even more stunning that it came from Naressa. She spoke to him in a way that suggested that she would, indeed, do it for him; her tone betrayed her sincerity and she truly believed such an endeavor would be noble of him to take part in, and such an endeavor was the highest honor she was willing to accept.

“So do I.” Enothchild said after some moments of silence said, “It has been a dream of mine sometimes. A child of my very own to raise and hold.” He let his head tilt down a little. “But it is something I cannot have. To give me such a gift is something that is even beyond the reach of your great power.” 

Naressa managed to coax his body towards her and she embraced him in a hug. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to…I didn’t mean to hurt you by saying that.”

Enothchild held her tightly, and a single blood tear trickled down his right eye. He shook his head as he held her close and said softly. “You would have been the wonderful mother I know you to be.” It was his way of saying that she didn’t hurt his feelings, and the both of them hugged tighter before pulling away.

He then let his hand caress Naressa’s toned stomach, a sign of wanting that he knew he couldn’t have. “But that’s life. And life goes on.”

Naressa grabbed his hand and nodded sadly. “Life goes on.” She drew him back into an embrace and together laid back down to just hold one another. Nothing more than that. Just the assurance of feeling the other’s presence to get through the night.

The next morning a loud beeping sound kept going on and on and Naressa began to frantically look for an alarm clock with her closed eyes with a darting, angry fist. Her ears picking up the clicking of an antique clock sitting on an end table some distance away, Naressa pointed a finger towards it, and the clock just fell apart. Eventually when the beeping didn’t stop she tapped the Force and realized that it wasn’t an alarm clock; she was in Enothchild’s room and he didn’t own one. And come to think of it neither did she.

Enothchild opened his eyes, looking up at the woman lying on top of him and asking, “What’s the sound?”

Jokingly, Naressa said, “Oh, that’s me. I beep when I have been pleasurably satisfied.”

Enothchild could only smirk at the remark. Puzzled for a few more seconds, he looked over towards one of the windows and noted the Holo projection transceiver equipment. Sitting up and setting Naressa to one side, he said, “Incoming transmission.”

Curious, Naressa said, “It’s not Juna or anyone else here on Naboo, I can feel it. So who could it be?” It then hit her, and she cuddled in the blankets more, drawing her knees up to her chest. “Who knows you’re here?”

Enothchild walked over to the indicators and read them. “It’s the Jedi Council. Text message. It says ‘Enothchild contact us at once. Urgent. Signed Mace Windu’.”

Naressa played with the blanket a little and looked at Enothchild with concern on her face. She said, “Urgent, huh?” Slowly she got up and threw on her Sith’s robe. He went up to her and gave her face a caress, silently apologizing for what may be his inevitable leaving. She straightened up, walked over to his Jedi robe and threw it to him. Grabbing his boots as she approached him, she said, “Best answer that right away.”

“Naressa, I-.”

“It’s all right,” she said by placing her hand on his mouth. “I understand. You are a Jedi. Best not pretend you didn’t get the message, or tell them you are not ready to join them again. You are ready.”

He sighed regretfully, and threw on his Jedi robe and boots; in the holoimage with the robe closed it will look like he is fully dressed. Enothchild folded everything closed, keyed in the frequencies needed to contact the council, and stepped on the holopad. Naressa sat on the bed, out of the view of the holo cam, to listen in.

A full size holo of a dark skinned man in Jedi garb appeared before Enothchild, and Naressa assumed that had to be Mace Windu. He said, “Master Enothchild, I am glad you were so expeditious in your response to my message.”

“As always within earshot of trouble, Master Mace,” he said with a little smile. It went away and he said, “What’s the urgency?”

“I had hoped you had heard, but then again it occurred only an hour ago. At exactly the same time, 20 world leaders were assassinated.”

Enothchild’s eyes widen in surprise, and even Naressa made a little noise. Before he could gaze at her for a second, he felt the dark side of the Force flood the room, and watched her vanish into thin air. That surprised him a bit and his face betrayed it, and Mace misinterpreted it. “Are you all right?”

“Yes,” Enothchild said in remembering himself. “Did this happen in one place?”

“No, each leader was either on their home world, or on another world where no other assassination took place. What is bothersome about this is that there was nothing to indicate that such a large operation was going to happen. We did not sense the danger.”

That troubled Enothchild greatly, and something within him understood now why Naressa reacted the way she did; she didn’t feel the danger either. She was probably double checking to make sure Juna was all right; hopefully, he thought, via comm; he remembered now Juna telling him that her mother could teleport anywhere at will with the Force. “Have any of these assassins been caught? Did they use the same methods?”

Mace held up his hands. “This is what we know, and this is why we contacted you other than the fact that the Republic is now on high alert. Various long-range methods of assassination were used in each attempt, and each attempt was successful. Some of these ranges were with weapons incapable even with technology to pinpoint targets from so far with deadly accuracy. And as I said before the attacks occurred precisely at 18:30:08.4 Coruscant Mean Time. Are suspicions are that these assassins used the Force are part of the Vhinech Order.”

Folding his hands together, Mace said, “The Council wishes you to go to Sanctuary and verify that all the Vhinech there are accounted for. Use any method to expedite such verification, but it is vital that you maintain its secrecy.”

“Wouldn’t I be more suited here on Naboo,” said Enothchild to gage in logistical conversation. “To protect Queen Angelleia. There may be a follow up targets, perhaps this first strike drawing us away from important assignments or their true objective. Given what happened to her nearly 10 years ago we can’t rule out another attempt by the Vhinech to kidnap Her Royal Highness, or worse.”

“We have considered that, but we have concluded that the logistics do not support it. Enothchild, the majority of those assassinated were Core World leaders. The most notable are Ajo Ramferd of Corellia, Emira Kuat of Kuat, Bas Gernu of Duro, and Arelianna Organna of Alderaan.”

His mouth dropped; they hit big and worse they killed Arelianna, a good friend of his and Nadja’s. “And the others?”

“No further than the Inner Rim. In spite of the tragedy of this, and it’s impact, we feel that the only way they can carry out this attack is based solely on how many Vhinech we know are unaccounted for. Anything more would be beyond their known personnel capabilities. Given those accounts in hand we have alerted all Republic worlds to be on alert. And that is why, since you are the only one who knows where Sanctuary is, it is imperative for you to go there. As you know the small fleet there is under radio silence; ship to ship contact only so we have no way to contact them. And the risk is too great for us to contact them if we did. You must go.”

Enothchild couldn’t argue the point; it was right, and with the alerts in place Juna would be in a room somewhere in the Palace of Theed right now with no windows and 20 guards surrounding her. The room’s door opened, and he was reminded that there was another form of protection here as well, a very powerful, motherly form of dark side security. Naressa quietly closed the door and showed her relief. He said, “Very well. I will arrange for transport here, and notify the Jedi Council once verification is confirmed.”

“Very well. May the Force be with you,” said Mace with a bow. Enothchild returned the bow and he watched the transmission fade away.

Naressa came forward and said, “Juna’s all right. They have the Palace of Theed locked down tight and communications controlled, but I was able to get through.” She rested her hand on her stomach, wondering if that feeling in her stomach was in fact a warning of danger. She watched him take his robe and boots off. “What are you to do?”

“I have to go to Sanctuary,” said Enothchild, grabbing his freshly cleaned clothing and slowly putting it on. “Believe me, I want to stay here for Juna, but Mace made a point. If the Vhinech had somehow found Sanctuary…”

“I understand,” said Naressa with a head nod. She began handing him his clothing one at a time. “Ask Arness to take you there. The Millennium Falcon should get you there in no time. Plus it is a non-descript ship.”

Enothchild thought about and said, “Not a bad idea. Thank you.”

Soon though, Naressa stopped him and began to dress him herself; it was very ritualistic as if a warrior was helping another warrior get ready for battle. She even took the time to brush down his long hair and ponytail it for him. Enothchild decided to return the favor and dressed her as well, Naressa wanting to dress in her blackest attire. Once finished, she escorted him by hand to the motor pool, where the still borrowed Storm Horse rested in parking. Starting it up, Enothchild walked back to Naressa. “I don’t know how long I will be.”

“I know,” said Naressa with a smile. “I’m going to get some things situated here, and then go to the Palace of Theed and stay with Juna. Watch her until this crisis is resolved.”

Enothchild smiled at that for two reasons; one because there wasn’t a need for any more protection than what Naressa had to offer, and two it meant that Naressa was completely cured. She was over her depression, and was going to do all she could to protect Juna from any harm. He said, “That is an excellent idea.” 

He couldn’t help but to feel bad about leaving in such a rush. After all they just began to explore their relationship. There was a part of him, strangely enough, that screamed at him not to leave and it wasn’t primal: something affecting his intuition. “I’m sorry I have to leave like this. It seems like the same way I barged in here almost two years ago. Just down right rude.”

“It’s life, Enothchild.” Naressa said to just shrug it off. “Drop by uninvited anytime you want for now on.” She let her hand grab hold of his jaw and she leaned towards his face. “For I’ll be waiting for you if you want to continue where we left off. If not…I’ll understand.”

Enothchild let his hand come up to her soft face. “We had our moment, didn’t we?” She nodded. “Perhaps we will have more of them.”

“Perhaps.”

They leaned towards one another and kissed. After a few seconds of connection, Naressa let her forehead rest on his and she whispered, “Be well.”

“I will,” he said. He walked over and jumped on the Storm Horse, and then he went ahead and gunned the large repulsor bike out of the motor pool and into the biting winds without saying another word.

“And I love you,” she said in a normal tone of voice, using the Force to send the message after him. She felt a stirring touch her so, and she knew it was he returning the message. It felt so wonderful being in love again, even if it was just for a short period of time. She felt that potential reality, that Enothchild wasn’t going to come back and if he did not necessarily pick up where they left off. It wasn’t his fault; he wasn’t being an a-typical male where it was wham-bam, thank you Ma’am. In that context she was just as bad if it were true; she wanted and she was going to have it.

It was a moment of feeling they had to explore. It was explored, mapped, and placed into their memories. That was enough for her. And it was enough for him.

Naressa let herself take time heading back in to get ready to stay with Juna. She couldn’t wait to see…

Naressa stopped walking and realized for the first time that she may have done something very, very wrong. 

“Oh no. Juna loves him too.” Her abdomen knotted up; her Gessa did admit such loving interest before when she was younger and there were hints that she would be interested in a relationship with Enothchild when she was old enough. Enothchild never seemed to pick up on that and in fact to Naressa’s knowledge he was never interested in other females until just two nights ago. He looked upon Juna, as any father figure would, as the daughter he could never have, but Juna didn’t see it as that at all.

Naressa concluded that she better not tell Juna about her nights with Enothchild, or if she did do so when he was back. That way they both could tell her and the three of them can discuss it. However it did bring up certain risks; Juna’s sensitivity in the Force has grown. Just a simple touch alone can tell Juna a lot of things. And Naressa was blanketed with enough of Enothchild’s presence to betray what was going on.

Or perhaps not: Naressa wanted to see and be with Juna right now and it had to be a chance she would have to take. She will just be careful with the contact, maybe use the Dark Side to screen herself during contact. In any case, she had to be careful in every regard; Juna was a woman now, and if Naressa knows better herself hell has no fury like a woman scorned. There may be a few beings, if they discover this, that will use this to their advantage to win Juna over to their side. Darth Sidious being at the top of the list. 

Another pain spell hit her abdomen, and Naressa grunted it away. She had to put her fears aside for the moment and get ready to be with her Gessa. All thanks to Enothchild, her uninvited guest for the past two years, she can be with her without really any regret. And she doesn’t regret at all falling in love with Enothchild, even if it was for a night. But she wanted him to return, and soon, so everything can be all right.

Somewhere in the veil of blackness that was the Dark Side of the Force, the evil spirit of Darth Rune looked upon her daughter Naressa and just slowly allowed herself to smile with great pleasure. With growing glee, Faradi Nimh began to let laughter escape from her mouth, and did not care if the universe felt a being of Death was doing a great wrong. She could defy the universe, all Sith Maidens can. Only she had the guts to do it despite her spiritual form. If her mother could only see her now, she would show her the very creature that spawned from her insides and proclaim proudly, like she did now, “You are my daughter, Naressa Jaina. You are my daughter indeed.” 

Darth Rune laughed again, and her laughter caused the universe to tremble; the fools will pass it off as just another gravitational anomaly; the Jedi will once again ponder it’s significants, but once again fall short of it’s meaning due to being blinded by their philosophy and their light side embrace. 

Everything, absolutely everything was going as planned. Everyone, absolutely everyone was doing her bidding. The time was right. It was time for her to rule the galaxy.

This, she thought to herself with ever growing, euphoric, wicked satisfaction, was all too easy.

