CHAPTER 45.0

Juna Rapier opened her young eyes and found herself in a very unusual circumstance. She was floating face up on a water surface with only her body as buoyancy, wearing a white dress made out of light and thin fabric that clung to her skin, gazing upward at a moonless, unrecognizable star-filled night and unexpectantly without a cloud in the sky had gentle raindrops coming down upon her, adding more to her all ready drenched existence. She wasn’t compelled to swim, or stop her floating progress to prop herself upright and look around which was so very unusual to her because she didn’t know how she got here. 

Maybe it was sea she found herself in; it was gentle and forgiving, the liquid so warm and relaxing. Far better feeling than any warm bath, or the times she did go swimming on Mon Calamari. The sea was warm during her long stay there, but its salt levels were so high it tortured Human skin after prolonged exposure. Here, though, was the perfect tropical water, and what little did reach her mouth through miniature waves tasted sweet like honey; she loved honey. 

With all these lovely surroundings it had to be the reason why her quizzical mind didn’t question the fact that that she floating in honey-flavored water in the middle of nowhere with a dress that revealed a lot when wet being rained on by a cloudless rainstorm.

She continued on for a long time until she felt compelled to turn her body and stand up. Her feet found shallow sand and at full height her head was just above the water. She walked straight ahead because she had reached her intended destination; a small island, one of those rounded sand bars that protruded above the water just like in an ancient fictional tales about a lone survivor of a ship downed by the wicked seas and is stuck on such a land mass after spending countless days or weeks floating in the ocean. Comical for fiction, but here it was Juna’s intended destination all along. She could feel it, so it must be destiny.

Juna reached the island just in time to watch in the night sky a fast moving dot of light that changed course. In moments it was clear to her that it was the exhaust plume from a starship. In time the familiar disk shape of the Millennium Falcon could be made out and as it passed over the ocean, it’s loading forks pointing just off to Juna’s right, an escape pod jettisoned and the stock light freighter passed by and continued upward, leaving her and the pod behind. The pod skipped off the surface of the honey water a few times before finally stopping short from the shoreline.

Juna walked towards it as it floated up on the beach, the hatch opened, and Enothchild Sarch stepped out of the escape vehicle. He looked about and when he saw her he broadcasted feelings of happiness and joy with his smile. She waited for him as he approached her, and like a gentleman he removed his Jedi robe and put it on her damp body. They said nothing, just looked at one another and knew what the other was thinking without trying. There was no need for the Force to read minds when two people loved each other. All they needed for communication was through their eyes and actions.

Juna grabbed his large hands and she encouraged Enothchild to join her as she laid down on the beach. He was over her now, and without hesitation he ran his hand through her wet hair, stared into her eyes and dared her to reject him. Not that he was forcing himself on her. It was him asking if this was what she wanted more than anything else in life. To be with him, on some private island, sharing more than anyone else. She couldn’t say no, not to him, and she initiated taking the next step. She placed her hand behind his head, encouraged him to move towards her, and puckered her lips for a kiss…

Slowly they came together…

Oh so slowly…

The anticipation was practically blinding she had to close her eyes…

The Millennium Falcon shuttered in hyperspace as it passed a little too close by a gravity shadow. It was far enough away that it wouldn’t destroy the ship or cause it to drop out of hyperspace due to the built in safety measures in the engine system. Once again Dizzy’s navigational skills were spot on.

Unfortunately the shutter was enough to spin the hammock Juna was sleeping in, and the young woman found herself kissing only the deck. Untangling herself from her blanket, she managed to reveal herself just as Enothchild had come over to check on her so the first thing she saw was his handsome, concern face. The memory of the dream she had played back in her mind, and all she could do was gawk and blush in embarrassment.

“Are you all right?” he asked quietly. She could only nod quickly. “You were having a nightmare I think and then the ship shook you awake.” She shook her head quickly, her face getting warmer and warmer. “No the ship didn’t throw you out of the hammock, or no it wasn’t a nightmare?”

Blushing to the point of suffering burst blood vessels, Juna noted that Enothchild was going to help her up; if he touched her, she was going to explode from the rising blood pressure. She honestly pictured it happening in her mind:

BOOM! Bits and pieces of herself all over the place! 

Snapping back to reality, Juna saw Enothchild’s hand coming towards her. Quickly, she blurted out, “OHHHHHHHHHHHH do I ever got to go pee.” 

She got up, avoiding Enothchild completely, and ran for the fresher. The door opened for her and Dizzy just happened to come out. Juna shoved him out of the way, closed, and locked the door. The Sullustan, fastening his belt, looked at the confused Jedi Master, shrugged his shoulders, and said, “Well, that’s what she gets for eating three bowls of my mighty three bean chili. I knew her black hole stomach couldn’t take it.”

Once Dizzy finished, Juna came out holding her noise and coughing for air. Whatever was on her mind, whatever feeling she felt, were now gone and replaced with the need for air. Catching her breath and wiping her teary eyes dry, she said, “For crying out loud, Dizzy, warn somebody!”

Dizzy put his hands to his waist and chimed, “Well it isn’t like I can crack a window on this tub.”

Enothchild took their words for it and stayed away from the compartment in question. However he felt compelled to keep the good mood going. “How about sealing the hatch and blowing the air out? That works effectively on fires.”

Juna began to laugh as the Sullustan fumed a little. He said, “You should talk Mister I-can-eat-anything-and-not-be-affected. I don’t buy the excuse the reason why you went to the forward cargo hold for an hour last night was to meditate in solitude.” 

“At least I have manners in that regard.”

Between her laughs, Juna threw in, “Don’t ignite a lightsaber.”

Muriel strolled in from the cockpit and looked at the three laughing entities. Confused, she looked at her husband and thumbed behind her. “We’re about 5 minutes from emerging out of hyperspace.” She watched her husband walk down the corridor to tend to the controls. Looking back at the remaining two she asked, “Did I miss my husband being humiliated?” They nodded. “Damn. I still need to get back at him for the itching powder in my body armor.”

Juna’s face twisted at the memory, trying not to smile or laugh. Two days ago Muriel put on her brand new model 7 Guardian Saberhide body armor that was given to her prior to them leaving; the tight fitting liquid formed polymorphic carbonite synthtex body suit thought up by Naressa after she had hired Muriel to tutor Juna as a gift to the Guardians and to replace the bulky, heavy and too visible arch bent armor that made them stand out like a destroyer traveling with tug vessels. Although there had been modifications since the model 2, the armor that moved like skin and was immune to even coherent energy like lightsabers still fit more like a first skin than a second skin, and if one didn’t wear it for long periods of time it caused one to sometimes feel itchy. 

In Muriel’s case she hadn’t wore armor in 9 years. She put the armor on, locked it in, and sat in a chair to ease herself back into the confinement expecting to itch here and there. Instead she was practically clawing to get herself out of it after 5 minutes, her training overriding her need to escape for that amount of time. When she did, Juna was there with her in the couple’s bedroom, her body was covered in white powder. They had a good laugh about that. 

“Well it’s another 10 hours of sublight travel until we reach Coruscant thanks to the war,” said Enothchild to break up the scene. He looked at Juna. “I’m going to go meditate. Do you want to join me?”

Muriel sliced in and said, “Well unless you want to get cleaned up first, Juna.”

“Nah you go ahead,” Juna said with a slight smirk of mirth. “The fresher is all yours.”

“Okay.” Juna was quick to follow Enothchild, unafraid now of being around him and having him discover her feelings for him. Just as they rounded the corner, Muriel shouted, “Holy shit, the smell! Damn it, Arnes! That’s why I bought the spray!”

Dizzy’s voice echoed down the corridor. “Hey, just because I love the Alderaanian Highlands has to offer doesn’t mean I have to smell like them!”

Juna snickered as she and Enothchild situated themselves in one of the forward recesses in a sitting position and like the previous times closed their eyes to meditate.

The four days in hyperspace was the best time Juna has had in three weeks, ever since the pillow fight that started between her and her mother extended out and involved everyone else. Her laughter since then was short and often nervous and trivial. Not here, not with the three best friends anyone could ever have. Being just around them again, just the four of them together on a ship, loosened her up and let her forget the bad, the bad was one remark away at all times from being erased. 

It also made private feelings at time vanish too and Juna was glad for that. If all went well, though, this may have been the last time for such good bliss with the people she grew to love. Just going to ask to become a Jedi was all ready filled with sacrifice and it was a hell of a lot. She could only wonder what more the Jedi Council will ask of her to sacrifice. 

She was learning a hard lesson; in order to realize one dream, she may have to sacrifice all her other dreams as well.

CHAPTER 45.1

After Juna emerged from the other room in a green dress and her hair braided in two distinct long ponytails that were held together by two linked together tubes, she joined the rest of the gang in the cockpit for a while, and even at one point she was by herself piloting the Millennium Falcon on the long sublight trip, up to Coruscant’s atmosphere. There Dizzy took over and everyone returned to the cockpit.

Their approach was one of visual splendor as they entered prior to reaching the planet’s day/night axial terminator so they caught the unique patterns of the lighted metal landscape below. Entering the day half they could all see a continuous black lines crisscrossing one another based on their perspective. As the dipped lower and lower in the sky the black lines began to break up more and more and showed direction of movement until finally they were at the planet/capitol’s large craft leveling out zone were they able to see that they were smaller vessels of various types.

“Nothing ever changes,” noted Dizzy, taking the Falcon to the coordinates Enothchild gave him. Juna sat behind Dizzy at the sensor station. Muriel was in the copilot’s chair with Enothchild right behind her at navigation. In the distance, as the planet passed them by underneath, Juna could make out the Supreme Chancellor’s palace. “This place is still a big ball of rust.”

“I was here only once and honestly I didn’t get to see enough of it to pass judgment,” said Juna. She wasn’t defending Coruscant, just voicing her opinion. “I came here to officially open the new Nubian consulate building, had dinner with Chancellor Valorum and 4,000 senators, and then left.”

Muriel shook her head knowing that happened a few years prior to her becoming Queen Angelleia’s Chief of Staff. The hectic schedule of the visit, not even a day did Juna stay, was all thanks in part to Sele Nevere. The galactic media frowned a little because they thought it was Juna being arrogant, and the Nubian media who adored her raised objections regarding her sincerity after she had made a speech prior to going about unity within the Republic. It took Juna and her entourage 7 days to reach Coruscant, spend a grand total of 20 hours there, and then 7 days to return. It rubbed some moderate senators raw and it took Senator Palpatine several days to get back in their favor.

Odd has it was to think about the backstabbing old woman, Muriel couldn’t help to think about her for some reason and it made sense to. Why she didn’t have a clue. A glance at Juna told her that she had Sele on her mind as well. Muriel finally said, “Well even if you had time to see the sights it would be like trying to visit every star in the sky; it’s impossible. Besides that we need to keep you at no profile as much as possible or every Thom, Drek, and Larenta with a holocamera and an agenda will hound you till you leave.”

Enothchild nodded and said, “That may be true, but I can show Juna around to the best places no one knows about. That should narrow it down to a dozen.” He looked at her and gave her an encouraging wink. “Besides, she can visit the droll and dangerous this place has to offer when she’s a Jedi.”

Juna smiled at him, blushing just a bit from the wink more than from the confidence. That all changed when she looked out the window and saw a site straight from the text data cards and hard cover books. One of the many places she wanted to venture to on the trip to Coruscant and couldn’t. 

The Jedi Temple. 

She stared at it and feelings drifted into her conscious that seemed distant and yet not so unfamiliar. She had seen the place in images and yet there was an echo of familiarity that was too close and intimate to her. She had never seen the temple in real life until now, and yet she felt she knew it from the inside out. Along with those feelings came other realizations, little hints about places and things all over Coruscant she had no idea about before hand. The world suddenly was alien to her, as if what she was seeing now was not how it should look. There was a building where there shouldn’t be, traffic lanes had been altered, weather processors that floated and controlled Coruscant’s weather seem so advance to her. It was a feeling that she had been here before, and yet it was not when she came here as queen.

She cleared her mind, and once she did there was a massive feeling of focused minds thinking about things, some towards her presence. She looked at the Temple sternly and she swore it was glowing. The structure was made out of pure duracrete and other materials that weren’t reflective so she surmised it had to be the Force she was seeing and not the automatic flood lighting that came online as the sun in the part of Coruscant was beginning to head for the horizon. It was the gathered presence of Jedi that gave off the radiation that she could see…

And hear. She could hear it through her shields, and if she opened herself up it would consume her. With that hindsight she drew her presence inward to avoid such a spiritual overload to overtake her.

Just as quickly as she seen it, the Falcon turned and it disappeared. It didn’t slow down as it passed the floating landing pads. She asked, “We’re not landing here?”

“Nope, we’re going to the Mosho District,” said Dizzy reading his scopes. “We just had to take a little detour route first. Enothchild’s idea.”

Enothchild sat up a bit straighter and said, “I wanted them to know I’m back.”

Muriel turned to him a little in the chair and said skeptically. “Is that all?” She glanced side long towards Juna.

Enothchild noted that and Juna’s silent questioning look. He conceded without guilt. “I wanted them to know who was with me.” 

Everyone excluding Juna had about the same thought in mind; if indeed a traitor is in the Jedi Council, and sense Enothchild and an unfamiliar but strong presence with him, then it’s obvious that he brought Juna with him. It was a message for the Jedi Council to hear and for the traitor to understand; whatever their motivation to harm Juna it would not deter them.

“I did feel something,” mused Juna. “It felt familiar, like somebody knew you and was trying to get your attention.”

Enothchild nodded. “That was Ros. He would like to see me tomorrow at the Temple.”

Juna rubbed her arms for a moment and said, “I get this feeling things have gotten sour. There’s unbelievable tension coming from everywhere.”

“I’ll find out. I’ll call Ros when we get situated. In the meantime you have other matters to concentrate on, and we have to take care of you.”

As they continued on, heading towards a region of Coruscant that was still being bathed in daylight, they began to approach a large, pyramid-shaped building appeared before them through the view port. Upon closer inspection it was actually four very large buildings with 45 degree slopes facing away each other down one side, linked together by causeway tunnels on every floor between the structure, leaving a five meter opening between the buildings, and a large steel band every 20 floors. Enothchild said, “That’s the place, Dizzy. Nadine Towers. Transmit the code.”

“Right,” said Dizzy, and he did just that, sending a preprogrammed signal towards the place. The nearest rooftop opened up like flower in spring absorbing sunlight. Like a harvesting sweet bug the Millennium Falcon dropped down with it’s hovering jets, and the rooftop closed up. A short drop and they touched down, and interior illumination flooded the hidden docking bay. “Hey this is snazzy. Nobody can see us this way. How much did it cost us tax payers?”

“Nothing, this is a privately owned building,” said Enothchild. “I just happen to know the people here. One in particular willing to give us a hand.”

“Ah, your contact,” said Muriel with a nod.

“More or less. This is part of the arraignment.” 

The ramp lowered down and Enothchild stepped off it first while Muriel brought up the rear. The docking bay was private, and with four towers that meant only four individuals had access to them to land their ships. With that in mind they didn’t need a security formation to walk to the elevator. A single floor ride downward, and he lead them down a hallway, walking past double doors that lead into large penthouse rooms. They came to a halt and Enothchild touched the summons button.

The antique door opened and before them stood a tall, elderly Twi’lek woman with a walking cane and spectacles and age on her face but was vibrant in both mind and body when she saw who it was. Dizzy thought she wasn’t that bad to look at, but he noted both Muriel and Juna’s surprised expressions; the two looked at one another, silently acknowledging the other that their identification of their guest was correct.

She greeted the Jedi Master first, following it up with a hug. “Enothchild Sarch, oh it’s so good to see you.”

“Likewise, Lou, it’s been too long.” He turned to the others and introduced with a finger point on each person. “These are my friends, Dizzy and Muriel Arnes, and that there is Lady Juna Angelleia. This is-.”

“Alouha Bitter,” said Juna with a smile. She gave her a courteous, respectful curtsey. “It’s an honor to meet you. I’ve seen you dance on many occasions.”

“Thank you, but I haven’t danced in public in 2 decades,” Alouha said. “You are so young.”

“My mother had your live performances recorded whenever they showed you dancing on the Holovid.” Juna smiled a little, thinking how much Naressa enjoyed Alouha’s work. “She would show them to me when I was little. She even saw you on Naboo with my father at Tragedy Bluffs.”

The dancer kind of went into a trance, relishing in her memories like all good artisans do. Her heads tails twitched under her traditional culu cover. “Oh yes, the Dance of the Banshees. One of my best performances.” She gave Juna a slight sadden look. “My condolences for your losses.”

Juna smiled because Alouha meant it. It was a good bet Enothchild explained her situation to her guest. “I appreciate your sincerity. And I hope we’re not imposing here.”

Alouha chuckled and wrapped an arm around Juna’s shoulders, showing her in and allowing the others to follow. “Nonsense. You are Enothchild’s friends, so therefore you’re all my friends. Besides, it would be wrong of me to shun away any fan in need.”

CHAPTER 45.2

They spent the next two hours getting associated with Alouha, her home, and the other measures of security that kept Nadine Towers a safe haven. Dizzy, Juna, and Muriel discovered a woman who lived modestly but owned a very roomy place. The Twi’lek’s penthouse was not as large as say Juna’s room at Rapier Manor - of course those mansion rooms were large, sometimes twice as large, as the Falcon – but it offered space enough for Alouha to have installed a dance studio and rooms for young and hopeful children to stay as part of a dance training camp she taught; currently she was between camps. 

Otherwise the place was furnished in a more Alderaanian style than a Coruscant raised-nose look. She was an artist, her dancing her art, but she didn’t reflect that snobby mood that came with it. Juna could feel and surmised that Alouha was that way because of her life’s journey. It was too much a harsh reality of fact that Twi’leks were constant targets of slavery; it’s own government, even with representation in the Senate, in a spin of words that shielded them supports its own people selling its own people to whoever could afford their own people; calling it ‘clan service’, ‘work furlough’, or ‘entertainment contracting’. 

Through small talk it was revealed that Alouha had indeed been sold into slavery to Yabbula the Hutt and was destined to become something else rather than a dancer if it weren’t for Nadja Moranna; the Jedi had infiltrated the slavery operation at Fennerump and Little Tuesch, two moons that circled the planet Eldir, and with Alouha’s aide was able to shut it down. Since then Alouha has endured a long standing freedom and independence and wasn’t going to let anything, even herself, affect it. 

Like Juna, Alouha also had a tormentor. On numerous occasions when she performed even in the Core Worlds there were attempts by Yabbula, though his henchmen, to recapture her. There were times when the Hutt came very, very close but the plots were thwarted by Nadja; every time she did, the attempts got further and further apart, mainly due to how closer and closer Nadja got to nailing the Hutt because of it. It was just before her performance on Naboo that Alouha decided to take the chance to leave the Core Worlds and even her heavy security entourage behind. Nothing happened, but the adrenaline overtook her nervousness in front of the Nubian crowd; no non-Human had ever portrayed Delifhta the Lost in Dance of the Banshees. It was indeed her best performance. 

Juna could relate to Alouha’s need for security. Having someone stalk you with obsessive interest would do that to anyone.

Securing security credentials as guest and finishing his call to Ros, Enothchild invited Juna to go somewhere with him. She thought it was the Jedi Temple, but the late hour made that an ill-advised trip. Once they found an air taxi they flew over Coruscant and finally reached Millennium Park; a large structure nestled in the heart of the Brono District, with trees, brush, and grass as well as small lake atop it’s enormous roof, constructed several thousand years ago to promote a senses of nature still existed on Coruscant. 

In other words a political and bureaucratic faux pas that with time had outgrown its usefulness and now was outgrown by the buildings around it. It was one of the last known places on the world that was mainly covered with metal and duracrete that sported any resemblance to a natural outdoor habitat. Upon landing not only did Juna found it lacking people but lacking wildlife as well; a good bet that the lake didn’t have fish or any other aquatic life either as well.

But she could see why they were there as the walked across the vast expanses of grass that was desperate for sunlight but only got it when the Coruscant star was overhead; the sun was now setting down behind buildings and the artificial horizon seen in the distance. It was an unassuming place of quiet, privacy, and solitude, a place to think.

“Everything all right,” she asked finally, taking care not to sound too pushy for an answer.

Enothchild looked at her from his higher sightline, smiled a little, but it went away in a hurry. She knew that it went away not because he looked at her. “I wish I could say it was given the current climate. Things have gotten much more difficult while we have been in hyperspace.”

“Anything I can do to help?”

The smile returned, but this time it stayed a little longer. “Thank you but under the circumstances not at the moment. I actually brought you out here to discuss about becoming a Jedi and the first steps needed to be taken. The very first being testing and that is what I will be asking the Council to do tomorrow. They may start the testing tomorrow if all goes well. Be forewarned the questions they will be asking you will be difficult.”

Juna nodded as they strolled by the nearest shoreline of the lake. “I’m sure they will be personal but I feel I am up to the task.”

“My advice right now is to not be sure of anything going in.” Enothchild opened his hand by his side and a skipping stone found it’s way to it. He handed her the stone and she skipped it across the water. After a few skips it died and once again he gave her a stone and she skipped it. This time it went further, but took less skips to do it. “Like skipping stones across water the only thing that is guaranteed is the action of skipping the stone and not how far and how many skips it takes.”

“Or you know they will ask questions, you just don’t know what kind.”

“Correct.” He looked at her again as they proceeded to walk. “You’re catching on.”

Juna gave him a rueful look. “Catching on? What is that suppose to mean?”

“Well normally you are quiet when I sprout my mindless philosophy,” he joked.

Juna slugged him in the arm playfully, shaking her hand afterwards for a moment and then said “I’m quiet because I want to listen.” She stopped herself short because she was about to say ‘I like to listen to your voice’. With the shortening of her answer she prevented any chance at a flushed face of embarrassment. “It is not mindless either, it’s mindful. Sometimes I wonder why you do that to yourself.”

“Do what?”

“Sell yourself short. Well, I mean…not that but…”

“Not place myself on a high moral and philosophical pedestal?”

She cringed a little. “Not a high one anyways.”

He chuckled and mused, “It isn’t that I don’t take pride in what I do. I just avoid the illusions success generates.”

“Is that Jedi thinking, or something from you?”

Enothchild frowned just a little and looked out in the vastness ahead. “Are you implying I’m two different people?”

She looked at him, unsure if he was upset with her question. In fact she wasn’t too overly sure why she asked the question to begin with. To make amends she said, “Seemingly you are different from the other Jedi, Enothchild. At least in my opinion.”

Enothchild put a hand on her shoulder and the both of them came to a halt on top of a minor bluff. “My personality is only heightened by my Jedi training but believe me regardless of appearances we Jedi are basically all alike. It's just some have trouble expressing that fact more than others.” He looked at her thoughtfully, regarding her with a knowing stare and said, “You’re not sure how to be when you go before the Council, is that it?”

Juna took a moment to think about that. Maybe that was it. Or maybe she was actually trying to tell him something. Tell him her feelings. Tell him about her dream with him in it. “The thought has crossed my mind in a way. I mean do I remain a stateswoman, a member of the Royal Court, or do I go as something else?”

“The answer to that actually lies in you. The hardest person to be in life is you. The easiest person would be one that hid behind a mask of false feelings and beliefs. Not you. You demonstrated that when you were Queen. Despite the paint and pageantry it was still the real you.” He tapped his finger lightly on her nose and she giggled a little. Both were glad the other understood each other so well. 

He then took her arm into his and escorted her towards the western observation deck and towards the setting sun. Enothchild couldn’t help but to shiver briefly from the site; too often sunsets reminded him of…

“Nadja.” Juna said it after she felt the flash of memory from him. She knew because she shared in that memory, having first seen it on Alderaan 10 years ago. “If you want we don’t have to-.”

“Look at something so beautiful,” he said without remorse. “I appreciate your feelings towards mine, but I can’t runaway from setting suns.”

Juna reached up and ran her hand across his lower jaw. “I know…but I just didn’t want you to feel hurt.”

“I appreciate that, I really do.” Enothchild took the offered hand and had it join her other hand on his arm. They stood now on the deck and watched the golden sky silhouette everything. “I will never doubt your sincerity. However I will say this: your feelings for me are sound and good, but if they plague you, and more importantly if you let them plague you, they will hamper your progress.” 

“I don’t quite understand.”

He looked at her sidelong. “I think you do. It’s okay to have compassion for someone, its noble. But one who embraces the Force, especially a Jedi, must be careful with it. I know and I speak from experience.” He looked off towards the building filled horizon. “A Jedi’s life is far more difficult than anyone can possibly imagine. No book, or Holodrama, or even testament from a Jedi can give anyone the whole picture of being one. There’s very little room for anything. If one is lucky they have friendships.”

“And love?”

Enothchild looked at her for a moment and Juna couldn’t help to cringe a little, feeling that she let the purr out of the cargo container about how she felt about him. For just a tiny fraction of time she hated this park; despite its bare necessities, which she emphasized ‘bare’ emphatically, and being on Coruscant it was still a rather romantic place to be for sunsets. It may have subliminally influenced her to make her slip.

He turned away to look at the sunset and said, “If one is desperate enough.” 

Juna looked at him after he said that, feeling a bit pushed away now by what he was saying. “Are you trying to get me to change my mind? If you have second thoughts about me, then why offer to train me at all?”

“I’m not trying to scare you, or distance you away from me, Juna,” he said calmly. “I’m just laying what will become a harsh reality in regards to you and me. Whatever happens will happen and you must accept it in order to continue this journey to Knighthood. If they accept you, and you become my Padawan Learner, many things will have to change between us.”

She looked up at him as he stared out into the city before them. Sadly she questioned, “Many things?”

Enothchild looked at her and grimaced a bit. He might have sounded a bit callous so he was quick to amend. “I’ll always value our friendship, whether you are my Padawan Learner or not. If I become your Master, I won’t just be your friend or mentor. I will have to be something you may hate sometimes. Hard lessons always do that to anyone and I want to let you know ahead of time.”

“Oh,” she said softly, turning her head away from him to look straight ahead. She understood what he was saying now. For a moment the dread of losing him through training gripped her. It was a possibility; Jedi Knights don’t regularly have love affairs or romances. There were a few instances, scant in size, which were exceptions: Enothchild and Nadja being the only one Jedi love affair that came to her mind. But what he implied was a something Muriel had told her when she was little about being unfair to her at times. 

Enothchild was just letting her know ahead of time that their personal relationship would not have a barring on how he trained her and to expect some hurt feelings at times. That went same for if someone else was training her; there would be a change in their relationship as well.

It was an asteroid field where their relationship would face many bumps and bangs. Being a pilot though Juna knew that asteroid fields weren’t forever and neither would the training. She would be patient. After all Jedi Knights are supposed to be patient. She was young, and Enothchild barring any sudden end to his life had a good 300 years of life in him. There was time there for the two of them. 

“Well don’t be surprised by this, Enothchild, but I’m a big girl. I can take it.”

The 7- foot tall Enothchild peered down at the 6-foot tall female and mused, “Big girl? Not from my advantage.”

Juna gave him a twisted face look and he let out some laughter. The two stared off towards the sky as the star become more and more golden and blurred and hidden behind the artificial mountains of Coruscant. With feelings of concern for Enothchild, she held onto his arm tighter and her head moved towards his shoulder. He didn’t let go, and he didn’t complain. Regardless of what happens, nothing was going to take what she had with him away.

“I will never hate you,” she said quietly. It wasn’t what she wanted to really say, but like holding his arm it was as close as she was going to get. No matter what Enothchild would always be in her thoughts just as much as her parents. Silently she hoped they were watching on, approving her choices.

