CHAPTER 46.0
Juna and Enothchild elected to remain on Tynna to put some of their affairs in order and talk about the many things that remained heavily on their minds; a process that would eventually last a good, long while. Added with Juna’s reactivation of her accounts, the two of them could very well live indefinitely on board the Ruby Heirloom, be it in space or be it on another world. They took full advantage of that for the time being, to explore all their needed to be explored in and around Tynna.
Most of their time was spent like the first day; spent on board the ship, resting up from injuries. Nearly a week later they spent most of their time outdoors. They held hands, often hugging, a few times kissing. 
Enothchild sported very little to nothing of his life as a Jedi, even leaving his lightsaber back on the ship; Tynna, the home world of Tynna Space Lines and ultra expensive custom yacht yards, was a well funded planet that had plenty to spend on security and everyone had a job; criminals were mainly people who got bored, or just lazy, or had a brain fart and thought shoplifting was something to relieve boredom. His modest attire was just a strip down of his uniform; he would later buy clothes that fit him via a tailor. He walked with a support boot on his left leg, which helped considerably and reduced much of the pain and stress on it.

Juna sported better feminine attire that did not show too much except her curves. She went the way of the women of Hapes and maintained veil coverings when they were out in public; she was too self conscious of her disfigured appearance; to his credit, Enothchild did not beg her to cover up, or not cover up: he left it up to her, to her zone of comfort. Some people around them did not like that. They saw a young woman who appeared at first to be subservient to a large alien that perhaps disfigured her and made her dress in such ways. When they appeared lovey-dovey, then they objected to the idea that a Human and a Vhinphyc were holding hands, hugging, and kissing before them. Juna and Enothchild were in love, and they were in their own comfort zone: it didn’t matter what other people thought!

One of the many places they went to was the Tattletale Forest, the protected woodlands of Tynna which legend had it that many attempted to go through it in order to reach their destinations, be it from the town of Osusha to the city of Crete, or from Crete to Osusha, got lost. All over there were philosophical reminders on signs, worded as if taken from a thoughtful Jedi Master: the quick and easiest path is often the path of the lost. Enothchild thought such a thing was just too funny based on the reality that what made the sounds of the helpless cries of people was the wind that whistled through the hollow trees, which in turn produced a musical reed effect. Plus neither he nor Juna sensed a spiritual conundrum here; it was a beautiful place, perhaps mystical, but it was certainly no Sabbath. Besides, they needed the exercise and the change of surroundings to continue the small talk.
Juna asked a question that had been dogging her for weeks. “You know I forgot to ask you how you tracked me after Mos Eisley.”
Enothchild smiled a little and teased, “Well if you did I wouldn’t tell you.”

“Really? Why is that?”

He looked at her craned head look and offered, “It would be the context of the question. You see I didn’t start tracking you after Mos Eisley. I tracked you to all those places before Mos Eisley.”

Baring a frown that Enothchild could see through her white, nearly transparent veil that covered her from hairline on down, Juna said, “You’ve admitted before that you were having a lot of trouble getting a hold of the Force. And since we can’t look behind the curtain to see the future in the dark off stage…” When he smiled again she playfully swatted his chest. “Don’t be such a tease, you big galoot! You know I will find out anyways.” She squeezed his hand, to let him know that with more and more contact with him, the better her chances of knowing what was on his mind. “So out with it.”
“Well, I did need help,” he said thoughtfully. “You’re right, the Universal Force has been difficult to read as of late. I met up with Rooney Tufuse and his daughter, and he told me of your contact account through Pel Bayum Comm Station.”
“How are they doing by the way?” It had been awhile since she had parted ways with the father and daughter Copernicus.
“They’re getting by,” said Enothchild. “You should send them a message, though. And to Belt as well.”

Juna cringed, shook her head, and said, “I don’t know why I never did, but after I made those promises to keep in touch with them…I just couldn’t bare to do it.” She straightened up and said, “But I will contact them.”

Nodding, Enothchild continued. “Anyways, you opened the account under Siren Gheruit. With that, everything up to that point, from the past on up, showed me your future.”

She frowned a little and shook her head lightly. “I don’t get it. I just used Siren’s name. How does that get you from Mos Eisley to Tragonforth?” Meaning, of course, the beginning to the end and all the stops they had in between.
Stopping and looking rather surprised, Enothchild asked sincerely, “You mean you don’t know?”
“Duh, that’s why I’m asking,” said Juna with a chagrin.

“No, no, not that. Just a moment.” Feeling a bit tender in the leg, Enothchild guided Juna over to a resting bench. They sat down on the rickety old wood; it creaked unnervingly under his massive weight upon it. Sitting to her left he had a hold of both her hands. He still looked a bit surprised, but with the addition of some worry. “Do you know, and this may appear to be off topic but it isn’t, that there’s a little riddle in the pages of ‘A Knight is Born’? Think about it carefully.”
Juna looked at him oddly. “I don’t recall such a thing.”

“Think, though; go back to the pages of the book in your mind.”

With a small exhale Juna focused within, focused on all the numerous times she had read the book written by Nadja; the Jedi had written the story about the Gheruits and Siren Gheruit’s forced Jedi Trial shortly after she had lead Enothchild and the rest of the Headbangers to total victory, ending the Mid Rim Conflicts. She always had impeccable memory and zippy recall, a blessing or a curse depending on the memory. Usually it was something in similar context that brought it to the foreground of her mind, such as all the times Enothchild appeared before her after she uncovered his love affair with Naressa. Another example would be if someone talked about a particular book, about a particular passage: it would appear in her mind the book the page or if it was on a computer screen that would appear.
Going through a book as large as ‘A Knight is Born’ used to take very little time; if she knew what she was looking for it wouldn’t take a second. However Prophet’s blow was a death blow, and to be alive was a miracle compared to the apparent memory loss and brain damage she had gained in the experience. There were gaps and losses in her mind; only a feeling existed that she knew or was aware of something whenever she drew a blank.

What helped Juna to contrast the memory loss was that she had read the book so much even though she had committed it to memory; she could retell the whole story in general terms; specific details were either hazy or no longer existed, but she was smart enough to piece it all together. Out of all the books she read Nadja’s book was only one of the few books she could count on her hand that she had read from cover to cover more than once. She just enjoyed the book, and it’s unique way it was written in the old scholar’s speak, and past through it’s arcane and horrific subject matter she found both the love and the sacrifice of a Jedi sister who would kill her Dark Jedi brother not because of justice, but because she loved him. The tale was alluring, for it was like Nadja was there to see Siren slay her brother Dux to release him from his dark side insanity.
The pages flipped through her mind and she finally shook her head. “Whatever it is I’m supposed to know I’m not seeing it. Nothing stands out.”

Enothchild looked away with a strange look on his face. He said quietly, “After all these years…Naressa got it right away…”

Exasperated on hearing her mother’s name spoken, Juna said, “Just what exactly am I suppose to know? Enough with the riddles all ready.”
Turning his sights back at her, Enothchild nodded and said, “When Nadja wrote the book not only did she want tell a story or entertain a mind, she wanted to see how daft and cleaver the galaxy was. If what she had done had inspired enough people to recognize the truth, about themselves and about her, then they would see more into the story.”
“Which is what exactly?” asked Juna impatiently. She wasn’t the learner anymore; what was with the riddles and long winded…
“That Nadja and Siren are the same being.” Enothchild could fell her shock as well as seen it on her face. Through their held hands, he could feel the realization of other things relevant to the reality of the subject matter. He said, “Kind of funny no one had ever asked who Nadja’s Jedi Master was. Half the time they assumed I was her Master. It was the height thing, I think.”
“I-I thought it was Yoda,” said Juna in puzzlement. The sense went away with her eyes forced closed by a sudden flash of memory; long, large memory, filled with dozens of faces of different beings she never knew in her life, but she knew them well. She momentarily placed her head against Enothchild’s chest as the memories seemingly echoed around her skull, bounced around behind her right eye.
“You okay,” he asked.

“Be fine, I will,” she croaked out. Her head cleared after she saw a tall, young, regal looking man linger in her mind longer than the rest. She looked up at Enothchild and noted he was confused again. “What?”
Hesitating, Enothchild turned his head to one side and said, “I think I know...”

Juna inhaled and found herself sitting up straight again. Mind clear. Much realized. She said with certainty, “No…Nadja wasn’t Yoda’s last apprentice. I know that now.” Collecting where they had left off previously, she said, “It…it all makes sense now. The details…the impressions of the characters in the story…” She looked upon Enothchild with awe. “She lived through that, that horror.”
Slightly frowning, Enothchild pointed out to her, “You sounds as if such a thing is impossible to believe.”

She clamped her mouth shut to that. Given what she herself had gone through and live to tell about it, Nadja’s survival did not seem all that impossible. Considering…Juna could see it now, through Enothchild’s hands, through Enothchild’s eyes, Nadja’s scars. Upon Nadja’s body, melting into the pages of the book she had written….
Enothchild drew Juna’s attention back towards him, back to reality. He gave her a small smile and spoke in that knowing, Jedi Master voice that was so familiar to her. “I was just as surprised as you when she told me. I could never imagine going through that and living. Not through the physical and psychological damage that must have been done. Even today I hold some small smidge of disbelief.
“I overcame a good share of that disbelief when Nadja looked me in the eyes and said ‘if you don’t believe it, then you have absolutely no faith in the Force’. Years later, when she did her little trick in the book, I understood that it meant so much more than what she had said. Her sacrifice and what she said had more meaning than it meant word for word. It became if I don’t believe the Force, then I have absolutely no faith in Nadja Moranna.”
Enothchild rubbed Juna’s hands in earnest as she listened to him intently without interruption. He said to her, “I learned through this, too, is that with the revelation of such a truth did it honestly change everything I knew. It changed what I thought I knew, but as a whole nothing really changed at all. The girl known as Siren had died, and in her place a woman named Nadja was born. The universe continues to move on a gravitational constant; a life ending, a life beginning: that is the Force. Knowing now the truth, do you think less of Nadja, or Siren?”
Juna wanted to answer quickly but couldn’t at first. She remembered not to force her answer out. She thought, and she said, “No.”

“I knew you wouldn’t.” He leaned in and kissed her on the forehead, prompting her to smile. He said to her, “You’re taking this rather well. I mean, all these revelations. About Nadja. About your mother’s pregnancy…”
“Oh don’t let the exterior fool you,” pointed out Juna. “It’s a lot to absorb, believe me.” She motioned with her hands. “So now that particular secret is out of the way are you going to tell me another, or are you going to explain what we originally were talking about?”

He looked at her, thought, and then said, “No.”

“What?!?” Juna did her best to wrap her hands around his large neck; she didn’t come close to choking him, but she shook his head playfully around. Enothchild laughed a little as she did it. “You better tell me now, Lurch. I warn you, I do have my methods!”

“Okay, okay.” She stopped and sat back, finding Enothchild’s arm waiting for her shoulders. He said, “When Nadja starting going on a patrol route, she used Pel Bayum Comm Station and she used her former name as the name on the account. Her patrol route went through Tatooine a few times. Then there was Maradest, Keterbawn, Corellia, Hyabule, Moxozol, Plaristal, and Tragonforth -- in that order I might add. And before Hyabule you probably made stops at Wictim, Carlis, and Dacfur XXX. Your next stops would have been Nal Hutta, and the Junkfort Station.”
Juna gawked at him. “I matched all of her stops?” She flashed that smirk she inherited from her mother as she thought about it. Deep inside of her it was all there; Enothchild was so correct. “Pelican droppings, you’re right. Wow, that’s some coincidence.”
Enothchild cleared his throat, and instantly she knew what he was trying not to say: there is no coincidences in the Force. She said with fake menace, “Don’t you say it.”

He held up his large hands and said, “I’m not.”

“Good,” said Juna with a humph. She sat back and crossed her arms, still trying to absorbing everything in that she had heard today and before. It was so much, but something stood out in all the chaos of questions in her mind. “Wait. How do I know that?” She turned to Enothchild and said, “I mean how do I know about Nadja’s old patrol route.”

Enothchild let his brow dance and his eyes enlarge for a moment at the whole idea posed to him. He sat back and said, “You know, I thought about it briefly before I caught up to you at Mos Eisley and haven’t given it any more thought since.” He lifted his large arm off her shoulders to put his hands together in front of him. “Sometimes you are not aware of the times you absorb knowledge. We’ve worked on that before, remember? Still haven’t got control of it quite yet.”
Thinking more, Enothchild instinctively reached up with his left hand and began to rub the permanently affixed strands of his late wife’s hairs; Nadja had asked him to remove locks of her hair and to attach them to his horns just before she had died. The request had merit to him besides its tradition found in the Vhinphyckian culture, where Nadja obviously got the idea from after she had looked through Enothchild’s SON disk years before. Whenever there was an issue to think out during a time of peace he often found himself grasping the strands for insightful inspiration. A Jedi should not really believe that such charms gave them extra power or insight, but the hairs were no different than tandem pendulums or hearth fires used to help them meditate.
“Maybe you got the impressions from the book,” suggested Enothchild. Prior to leaving Alderaan twelve years ago, after they had stayed at his home to recover from Vhanba, he had given Juna his copy of ‘A Knight is Born’; the first one off the presses, given to Nadja by the publisher. “Nadja often dawdled over the book, thinking she missed something.”

“I know. That is I know she kept looking the book over.” Juna thought for a few moments. She shook her head though because the explanation didn’t seem right. “No, that isn’t it. Even though I can’t control it sometimes, I always know when I feel and absorb knowledge and memory. I nearly remember all the times I have.”
“Nearly.”

She gave him a look. “I got this feeling that I know more than I did before falling into the coma, I just can’t touch it. I don’t know what it is, but it’s a lot. A ton. But it’s like a secured file that needs a password to access it.” She threw up her hands in frustration. “But I do know I didn’t get impressions off the book; not in regards to Nadja’s stops.”

“Interesting mystery we have here,” said Enothchild, a thinking knot forming on his rough, bumpy forehead. He looked around for a moment and shook his head slowly.
Juna caught the motion and asked, “What are you thinking that you don’t like?”

“I was thinking,” he began slowly, nearly regrettably, “that perhaps we should pick up where you left off in your Force exercises. Have you been doing them?”
“No,” she said with some zeal. “I probably should have. It would have let me sleep better.”

“Your color looks a lot better since we have been together. That could be based on proximity to me.”

Juna begin to blush a little. Together was sleeping together; that is they were only sleeping in the same bed. The blushing went away, though, as the frustration of the facts associated with the common practice of loving couples hadn’t been going exactly right in Juna’s lust side opinion. To date the most adult thing they had done was kiss each other good night, and then she would spend her sleeping time in his arms; which she slept great, better than in the past four months or so. Dreamless -- see no nightmares -- restful sleeps. That togetherness in bed never exceeded that, not even the loss of nightgowns she wore; and those nightgowns weren’t necessarily ‘open’ either, not when she usually dawned one of the shirts he was going to wear the following day over them to boot. Enothchild didn’t seem to…
“Juna?” Enothchild’s questions made her blink back to reality. Clearly he had sensed her ramblings and was rethinking his idea. “Maybe I’m asking of you too much.”
“I didn’t say no, Enothchild,” said Juna slightly exasperated. “It’s just that…I can do without it.”

“I know,” he said with a knowing nod. “But since you have it, you might as well make peace with it. I can’t think for one moment you would be comfortable with not having real control over yourself and the Force, let alone not remember a lot of things.”

“You aren’t trying to get me to remember, are you?” she asked point blank. Because if this was a trick…

“It’s not a trick.”

Juna narrowed her eye. “That was no trick, you read my mind!
“Hard not to when you’re the loudest mental broadcast beckon blaring full power right next to my head,” he said, this time he was exasperated.

She closed her eyes and calmed herself. “I’m sorry.” She found herself finding so much calm so quickly with her breathing. It was like flying a snub nose fighter: once she learned how to find peace in the Force she never forgot. “I guess I do need some work.” She looked up at him with some doubt. “Are you allowed to show me anything? Technically you’re not a Jedi anymore.”
“I made no promises not to train anyone,” said Enothchild with a shrug of his massive shoulders. “The Council expects me to use my Jedi rationale to guide me and make the right decisions. That rationale tells me to show you the way. Not necessarily the Jedi way. Just the way to your comfort and to your peace.”

“If you’re there, than my comfort and peace is going to be found quickly,” she said with a little smile. He an arm around her, and together he eased the both of them up. Juna tapped his left leg and said, “Nothing crazy now, right?”

“No. Just some things to help us find center.”

Juna added after a few steps. “And no philosophical mumbo jumbo. I can recite that stuff too easily in my sleep.”

Enothchild held up his right hand, looked her in the eye, and said, “On my Jedi honor.” He drew her closer, and the spent the rest of the walk enjoying the sounds of silence.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 46.1

Ideally, the coastal cliffs overlooking the Tysses Ocean in the city of Mio was a nice overlook during the summer to watch the sun set and the tides roll in and out. But it was winter and ten degree cooler and the wind off the ocean surface made it ten degrees cooler than it really was. The beaches were better suited abandoned now and left to the sausage-like larmsuals that beached themselves to let the blubber soak in the available sunshine than for partially nude beachcombers looking to cook themselves golden earlier in the year. So it was only the mammals, the wind, and the two lovers high a top the tallest natural atoll. On top of the world, doing what they agreed not to do only three days earlier.

The idea was not to spar with the hollow staffs from the natural wood that laid around. The idea was to have a change of scenery so they could focus on breathing and meditation, perhaps even play a few mental games that both enjoyed playing. In the latter Enothchild started it, projecting little jokes into her mind; small visuals of himself, or herself, or someone else doing something or looking rather silly. Juna returned such visuals, and sometimes it carried with some secret, somewhat naughty little thought. He thought they were cute, and thought she needed more work in shielding her thoughts. The Ruby Heirloom was becoming old and some of the other local locations around the spaceport were just not projecting a meditation setting for either one of them. Juna just grabbed Enothchild, threw him in a landspeeder, and spent a whole day traveling to this location, going on her gut and on the fact that it wasn’t the time of the year for tourist.

They walked around for a while, and when Enothchild needed rest they would stop. Eventually they saw the atoll and just had to climb it. Vhinphycs by nature were mountain dwellers and the atoll was not Clyon Tower on Alderaan; using all hands with Juna holding on to him by wrapping her arms around his neck slightly it took Enothchild no time to reach the mossy top. There they found the tree tubes that someone had left behind; apparently someone was having a party and had just left the sight a mess. A few times Juna poked and prodded Enothchild with a slender reed. He would bat it away with his hand. When it persisted, he called upon a reed of his own and since then they tangled and crossed tree shafts.
It had been slow at first, but as it progressed it turned a little faster. That was more Enothchild’s fault than it was Juna’s; there were times he would do a move, and she had easily countered it and then generated a move that would have been in his next move set. He shielded his mind just as she did and continued, and every time she continued to do what she was doing. They kept it friendly, and they kept it to a point to where they didn’t move around a lot for both their benefits. Still, it was interesting the longer it went on.

After a while, they both clattered their reed staffs together using the same exact approach. They both held there, and Juna said with a smirk, “On your Jedi honor, eh? Just to find our center, huh?”

Enothchild grinned a little and said, “Now I wasn’t deceitful. I mean after all: you did know that I’m ‘technically’ not a Jedi anymore, so…” He clacked his pole against her with a short, two handed hit. She actually held against the impact, although the impact was minute. “Besides you were the one prodding the aching giant with a stick.”
“Well in some cultures they poke poo because they won’t get rid of it until it hardens.” Juna could still pivot well on one of her legs, spun clockwise around, and came close to rapping his knuckles. He had shifted back just a step to take away her target. She said, “Oh well. At least there’s no mentioning of concentration and feel the Force and all that good humor.”
“Nah, wouldn’t think of boring you like you’re boring me right now.”

“Oh really! I’m boring you? I can fix that.” Juna stepped up her tempo a bit, keeping it just above the previous speed but not passing that threshold of acceptable Jedi combat quickness. She approached him in the very similar movements Enothchild was employing in engagement, so it was always a stalemate. Not surprising since she possessed a good share of Enothchild’s knowledge of lightsaber fighting techniques; it was coming to her on instinct only, but it flowed with the rest of the Force that seemed to want to just explode out of her.
She stepped inside a movement to Enothchild’s surprise, wrapped her right around both his hands, made like she was going to head butt him -- a stupid thing to do against a thick skull Vhinphyc if she really wanted to do it -- and stopped short to kiss his nose. Juna said, “Are you letting me win?”
“Only once.” Enothchild lifted her up quickly with both hands, and then with one hand free he gave Juna a nice smack on her exposed fanny. She spun around his arm, landed on her feet stumbling, rubbing the offended cheek. She glared at him, and he smiled naughtily; a smile she rarely seen the Vhinphyc flash. “Just not today.”

“You’ll pay for that, Jedi,” said Juna in fake smugness. She came at him with the same move sets he recognized, but only this time the tempo was faster. She was in a lot better shape than he surmised, but he knew that seeing her in bed at night. They still kept sleeping as plutonic as possible. In fact she did most of the sleeping; Enothchild enjoyed watching her rest so peacefully in his arms. His presence the factor that kept her safe and secure. He had no desire to do anything else…
The end of the stick clipped his nose!

Enothchild had been caught daydreaming and had dropped his light guard just a little. Immediately he was hopping around and rubbing his stung nose. Juna dropped her stick and consoled him. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry, Enothchild. Did I break it? Hold still, now, let me see.” He opened his large hands to let her see it while he used the Force to take away the sting. “A little red, but not broken. Maybe we should stop.”

“Agreed.” As Juna turned around, Enothchild casually bent down to pick up his stick to avoid detection, and once again let her have it; this time on both cheeks. She practically leapt out of her boots and landed on the other side of the abandoned fire pit. He joked, “Now we’re even.”

“Even? How you figure?”

“Well you started this play fighting in the first place. All I wanted to do was meditate up here.”

Throwing her hands to her hips, she said, “I don’t believe you.”

“What?”

Juna craned her head and said, “I’m your girlfriend. You’re suppose to let me win.”

Enothchild frowned, but smiled at the same time. “Who says?”

“It’s in the rules.”

“What rules?”

Not too amused, Juna glared at him heavily with her good eye. She said, “You know what rules. You’ve been in relationships before. Boys let the girls win. It usually leads to hanky panky later. That’s why they do it.”

Enothchild reached in his pocket, pulled out a handkerchief he usually carried with him but rarely used, and pretended to blow his nose. He put it away and said mockingly, “Wow, that was some ‘hanky’ panky. I could use a shower after that. Whew!”

Gasping in bewilderment, Juna popped out, “You’re making fun of me.”

“I should because after all: we’re even! Girls like to be teased and toyed with anyways.” He made little hand gestures and whispered, “It leads to cushy mushy.”

“Ohhhhhhhhhh we most certainly are not even!” Juna stretched out with her hand and snatched the flying stick she called for. She pretended to bend it in her hands like a foil sword, and then took up an en guard stance. She whipped the stick around, letting the wind trailing it grow loud with every swipe she made with it. “Besides that no one, and I do mean No One, spanks my delicate hinny!”
Standing up, Enothchild twirled his long stick a few times in his right hand. “Your delicate hinny is a cushion for when you fall when you fail. Your hinny is not your friend; your hinny is your end!”
The mindless philosophy! And smart aleck thrown in to boot! 
“That did it!” Juna sprang straight legged over the old fire pit and engaged him rapidly in his style; double over hand at what was considered the base of the weapon, moving it like a staff with the jabs, swings, and countermotions. Enothchild employed primarily as a means to frustrate an opponent since such a technique prevented wide swipes, maneuvers, and forced his target to stay in front of him. The shortness of it gave him more speed, which Nadja wanted him to have and was why she taught him to be quick not overly strong. 

Too easy it would have been to teach Enothchild nothing but broad stroke lightsaber combat, using his height, leverage, and superior physical strength to overwhelm conceivably smaller and weaker opponents with two handed strikes -- one handed even. Nadja never believed in going with the flow, in doing the obvious when it came to Jedi and their individual characteristics dictating their fighting principals. To her it was fine to do that when all a Jedi had was a bunch of dip shits and rust buckets to put down, but what if -- and she always stressed the IF -- there came a time a Jedi faced a Sith, or a Dark Jedi. Any gifted swordsperson with half a mind only needed to take one look at their opponent and deduce what their style of lightsaber fighting was. It always began with a base primer -- broad stroking -- and from there the typical Jedi went for speed with a dash of strength. Someone like Enothchild, trained by any other, would have had him go with overwhelming power. Nadja, herself an example of existing outside the box, never plotted that in the first place with her Padawan Sarch. 

Herself an enigma in her fight style, Nadja went -- as she put it -- ‘old temple’ and adopted the ancient Jedi brawling technique often called the clutch and grab. It was pure stand up sword play and fisticuffs; occasionally she threw flips and somersaults into the moves but not without the principal requirement of using a part of her body to illicit damage upon her opponent. Such a style was abandoned by the old masters for such a style put the user at risk of permanent injury, and at the worst times the pain caused distractions; only the toughest of Jedi -- a concept frowned by scholar Jedi for how it credited one’s vanity -- could handle it. The clutch and grab was meant for large beings with dexterity to handle damage. But small, petite, and naturally quick Nadja shunned the warnings and passed on finesse, sacrificing her body with the clutch and grab for years to secure the peace.
When Enothchild became Nadja’s Padawan, it was expected of him to learn that technique. Instead she put him through the quickness exercises and fighting style she turned her back on. It was immediate strategy to pester and confuse an opponent that would expect a strong attack from a lumbering Vhinphyc but instead got a large mammal that moved with the grace of a tiny dancer and the speed of a sprinter; with his wind and his strength, conceivably he could last hours just protecting himself with his staff-like lightsaber technique. Lull, or perhaps tire out, his opponent and could defeat them in so many ways without the need for death.

For fifteen minutes straight Enothchild did his best to lull and tire Juna out, but against such a strong entity in the Force, who had a better and stronger association with the energy, that was a tough order. He tried to cause a stop without speaking, but Juna showed no signs of letting him off. She employed his techniques, throwing in some standard broad stroke techniques, and therefore she was rather economical in her physical energy expenditure. There was, though, a budding frustration: she wanted to win, she wanted to have the last word, and she thought he was just playing with her.
Purposely, Enothchild began to move about with his feet, which added another level of intensity even though it didn’t appear that way. The movements were first in a box clockwise, and then up-down-left-right, middle like a cross. A few times he used his superior reach to fake a feint and give Juna another whack on her soft buns. 
In between the hits, he would say, “Focus is your friend.” He gave her another whack. “Your friends should not be your focus.” A third whack. “Reward without patience.” He let loose a spin when she went for his good leg on his bad leg, grimacing from the maneuver, and caught her fanny for the forth time when she missed. “Is the reward of welts and tears.”

Juna stumbled a few steps, rubbed her bottoms, and gave him a hard glare. Breathing heavily, she said, “Just what are you trying to do!”

“Just helping you find your focus, Juna,” said Enothchild gently. “If you want, we can stop. You’re right: this is a little too much for you.”

The glare became a slightly angry glare. “Oh really? You want focus. I’ll give you focus. Hold still right there.”
Enothchild watched Juna turn around and fought back the urge to give her another firm slap on the ass. Nadja would have done it; she clubbed him over the head with her Ugly Stick of Common Sense, an indestructible piece of lumber she used as her primary motivator of training, for turning her back on her. There was a few times she also gave him a juvenile hard pull upward of his boxer briefs. The moral lesson was only fools and school prey expose their backside so openly to their enemies.
However Enothchild didn’t do it, nor did he have a motive for continuing the sparring session like Juna claimed. At least he openly didn’t think he did. Maybe there was a part of him that wondered how she survived the likes of Magus Prophet, who for a beast was a damn good swordsman. Enothchild was impressed with her use of his technique, but he wasn’t seeing how she stayed alive with it; he barely did with Prophet, and he was faster than the Vhinech. Perhaps the reasons was coming forth.

Juna could feel Enothchild’s desire to continue. Deep inside of her, beneath the layers of exhaustion that was seeping inward and the throbbing thigh that told her she couldn’t do certain things anymore, she sensed an edge. Confusing because she wasn’t aware of what the edge was, yet the Force was telling her that she had used it before, and in great length. The where and when alluded her, but the how seemed simple enough. It required focus, and it required her to just…let go…

She did, but she limited herself to how far she was willing to let go. Still, a tremendous amount of energy flooded her senses and caused her to gasp. The dark side beckoned at first, but when she brushed it aside another answer appeared behind the knowledge of Enothchild she possessed. She had used this hidden knowledge before…She accessed it…

Suddenly, Enothchild sensed a great deal of shifting from Juna and a changing of her Force signature; something he was aware of before, an occurrence that happened recently the other day. Oddly her signature was replaced by…

“Waitaparsec,” he muttered loudly. “What are you…” When she exhaled, she had changed, but she was no stranger. Or rather Enothchild knew…HIM! “Yoda?”
Juna turned and eyed Enothchild. Instead of a dark brown eye it was a pea soup-swamp mud green eye. She spoke with Yoda’s natural way of speaking, which was odd considering the source. “Master Yoda I am not. Trouble nonetheless you are in. Your ass I hand to you!”
Juna leapt in the air and came down, and to Enothchild’s shock he barely kept up with the first twelve strikes she unleashed. Just like with Yoda gone was her impediments. Gravity never held her down. Atmosphere was just a word. Before the surprise of what she had done and what she was doing finally caught up with him, Juna got around Enothchild and delivered about six stinging smacks with her stick to his own backside. And despite his thick skin and muscle there the blows still made him dance up, turn away, and rub his buttocks.
Not breathing heavy, not breaking a sweat, Juna assumed a stance Enothchild once saw Yoda showed; stick over head, other hand outstretched towards him, daring him to come. He had never sparred with Yoda, but he had seen Yoda train others and once had a live spar session with his last apprentice Dooku. She smiled and said, “Your daddy, am I not?” She frowned a little, shook her head, and when she blinked away what she shook out, Juna’s eye was it’s dark, charming brown again. “Whoa, that was a little strange.”
Enothchild collected Juna before the young woman stumbled out of control, suddenly winded, exhausted. They called it a day on the fun and spent the rest of the afternoon sitting near the cliff edge. They just rested and healed, looked out into the ocean. Eventually the subject got around to what had happened. Enothchild described to Juna what he felt when she tapped into the knowledge of Yoda that was within her. He said, “It was like he was here. You felt like him. Through the Force, practically, you were him. His skills. His speed. His eyes and his mannerisms.”
Juna huddled closer to him to get warm, and Enothchild was one warm body. She also did it because the cold wasn’t just from the climate. She said, “I remember now. I used the technique against Prophet.” The name of it came to her, and again she felt she had said it and not said it before. “Invoking the Spirit. That’s what it’s called.” She shook her head. “I don’t know where I learned it.”
“It’s more like applying in deep focus to what you know and had obtained as an asilamorph than some spiritual incantation you are using.” He had sensed some coolness in her and projected his presence into her. “Its a dark side technique. Taking the knowledge of others without permission is essentially theft, and to do so would be to obtain more power than rightfully obtained by you.”

“But I didn’t mean to take it from Yoda,” insisted Juna. “It just happened…prior to the last examination I had with the Jedi Council.” She relaxed to the memory of that day; although it wasn’t a good day, that brief time she spent with Yoda prior to her examination was nice. “He didn’t have a problem with it.”

“It’s not in so much as the absorbing of others, Juna, it’s how you access it, and then to what ends you use it to.” Enothchild sensed her growing agitation; he was preaching again. “I don’t mean to sound so instructive. I forgot I wasn’t supposed to be.” He hesitated to bring his next point up, but it did have a reflection upon the facts. “Your mother has told me she has a similar ability, of absorption, but if she had no control she would drain living beings of their Force energy.”
Juna looked up at him, craning her head back. “Really?” After he nodded she turned her head back towards the ocean. She wasn’t curious enough to hear more about it; Enothchild got the point, Naressa wasn’t part of the conversation now or for a good, long while. Perhaps never ever again.

“Anyways,” said Enothchild, clearing his throat for a moment “since you do not embrace the dark side fully, or perhaps you haven’t absorbed enough of the subject, it nonetheless requires a great amount of your own energy to use it. Thus why you nearly fainted from exhaustion.”

“I…I don’t think…I had that problem on the Orpheus, even with the ysalamari surrounding me,” said Juna after some careful thought. She could sense his surprise to the news that she could use the Force with the ysalamari around; yet he wasn’t too surprised. The information was new enough to catch him off guard, but after careful thought the effect wouldn’t last. “I just know it. I don’t quite remember it.”
“It would help to remember, but it isn’t necessary,” said Enothchild to close the idea out. “I would recommend not using it again.”

Giggling a bit, she said, “Oh don’t worry about that, Bantha Head.” She gestured to herself, and to him. “We’re both not in any condition to do anything stupid.”

“Unless we try really hard.”

Juna looked up at him again with a smile and said, “Let’s not try really hard then.” She gave him a long kiss on his lips and settled back in for a little more quality time, and if they had anything to do with it there was going to be plenty of it.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 46.2

After they had ate on the Ruby Heirloom and tended to a few things it was time for bed. For the two it was becoming a well versed ritual, one which Juna personally had a love-hate conflict with every night. Worse, none of it was Enothchild’s fault; he was blameless, and sometimes she felt totally out of sorts because of it. Much of it was due to her modesty and shyness dominating her and her long held back secret desires and wishes, along with the fact that she laid next to the idea that was her first very adult step towards a sexual relationship.
It always started the same way. For him, Enothchild just peeled off his spent clothing and remained in his underwear; usually he wore a shirt, but always did he wear his boxer briefs. He would find his spot on the bed, the right side, and lay there with the blanket held up over Juna’s spot. Once she laid down, he would cover her up, snuggle with her, perhaps even kiss a little, talk a little more, and then she would fall asleep; personally she had the suspicion that he wasn’t falling asleep right when she did, that he might have been watching her sleep and only getting a few hours rest himself. Nonetheless that was all Enothchild did.
Juna’s side of the preparations were not complex at all; just filled with hesitation and drawn out second thoughts. Like tonight, she grabbed one of the new nightgowns she purchased recently -- tonight a pink satin affair with modest shoulders straps that draped over her -- and one of Enothchild’s undershirts he wore under his tunic, often the one he was going to wear the next day. When she didn’t have the courage to come out just wearing the nightgown she would throw the shirt over her and the nightgown as a means to cover herself up. She told herself to not bring it, but whether by design or instinct she did, knowing that the torso part of it would go to her knees and the shirt sleeves would practically reach her wrists. She would take them to the bathroom, change, and then wrestle with her choices while brushing her hair or striking up conversation; some of it with Enothchild, most of it with her self quietly.
“So what are you thinking out there?” asked Juna aloud with the door partially opened as she fussed with her nightgown, her hair, her nightgown, her nightgown, her hair, her hair again, her nightgown, her hair, her bed slippers, and then her hair again. She gave the undershirt a look over where it rested on the down toilet seat. All this lasted seconds or minutes; length was random between each instance. Trying to not go through another series of juggling, she went to the gargle rinse she prepared herself before stripping off her clothing while waiting for Enothchild’s long contemplative answer.
“I’m thinking about children.”

Juna choked on her rinse and sprayed most of it on the mirror. Enothchild asked, “Are you all right in there?”
I ju…I just choked on my rinse,” she gagged out. Actually, she pictured a Vhinech modified Sullustan Moonhauler crashing into the hull of a MerCon ship; the metaphor was borrowed from the memory of the rescue mission she lead to the Olan System many years back as queen. “That’s all. Wrong pipe.”

“You sure? I mention children and a V-Hauler crashing into a MerCon destroyer gets blasted into my mind.”

Juna mentally kicked herself.

“Ouch!” Enothchild’s short shout of pain made Juna wince, realizing that she hadn’t done enough to keep her thoughts shielded from him. “Will you stop beating yourself up.”

“Sorry,” said Juna quietly and did her best to find focus. She let herself get too caught up in the implications of what he had said and she broadcasted it. She immediately thought he wanted to mate to have children: for all she knew he was going to remind her of the scene during one of their walks around Tynna where the toddler wanted to squirm his way out of his father’s arms, reaching out over the father’s shoulder for his mother who walked behind them.
Without looking in the mirror, Juna knew she got some of the rinse all over the nightgown; not that she could see it, the mirror was a wet, blurred mess, but she could feel the coolness of it weighing the fabric down. It was ruined, and therefore the option of her just wearing the nightgown was gone. She was kind of thankful that Enothchild didn’t continue the conversation at all. The thought lasted up to the moment she removed the nightgown. Be it just luck, fate, the Force, or just because she could now see herself in the mirror; every square naked centimeter of herself. Before her was the new, third option.

Juna found herself gulping at the prospect, wading the nightgown in her hands in front of her in fretting frustration. She was a woman, approaching nineteen years of age in less than a month, in the other room was the man of her dreams and in those dreams she was intimate with him, and like a little girl she stood there deathly afraid of exposing herself to him. The whole idea boggled her mind; the fear of it that is. What exactly was she afraid of? Rejection and/or Laughter from him?
Or would she harm him?

Such silly notions always crossed Juna’s mind when she became so nervous and dilemma filled. She crossed her good eye at the whole idea of her exposure causing him blindness; she imagined the rest of their lives based on it, where she escorted him around by hand because he couldn’t see. Never mind that as a Force user he wouldn’t be totally blind; just the fictional idiocy of her naked body causing his sight organs to fail made her think twice about doing it.

A forth option, a default option, came to Juna when she saw the old stand by undershirt. With a regretful sigh she hung up the nightgown and rolled the shirt over her body. She looked at it in the mirror, just gawking at the sheer size of it draping and covering nearly her entire, tall body, and skipped over the writing on it that read ‘If You Think It’s Big Now, Wait Until I Pop the Hatch’; on the back it showed a supped up landspeeder engine assembly, but the desired affect was to cause naughty, but joke promoting, thoughts. Such thoughts, related to the shirt along with what was all ready on her mind, caused Juna to go through another round of hair brushing.
Maybe she was afraid…because he was big.

Juna stopped brushing and started frowning. Of course Enothchild Sarch was big! Vhinphyc are big! 
Big! 
Big….muscled all over! 
Big boned too! 
Just big! B-I-G, big! 
In Bothan, in the modern language of Bethian, he would be pom’uspub; in Bogawui, the old language or better known as the secret language of the traders, Enothchild would be surmas’ui! 
Old Corellian: fososae. 

Vhinphyckian: Ut! 

Sullustan: smolley!
In Seovensese, spoken by the Seovens from Seovenear: cattaput!

In Huttese: bungfar!

Bith: antchgoinlarsiz!

Gungan: Muew, muew dems a bigga dude!
Juna crossed herself again and did all she could to regain some semblance of rational thought. It was rather hard to, considering the obvious in the context of subject matter she literally wanted to explore with Enothchild, but such exploration was found and currently stayed within the confines of her skull. She had blossomed late in her childhood, taking one year to go from being the eternal small child everyone adored to the adult flower….everyone wanted to smell?
Juna crossed herself again….

When she had matured to the physical specimen she was now, thanks in large -- literally, large -- to her Corellian heritage, Juna was taller than the average Nubian woman. Some would argue she was more physically endowed as well; an idea that was scrutinized by Juna quite a bit. But even with her growth, it never seemed to Juna that she grew up at all when she compared herself to Enothchild. She still had to look up at him, she still disappeared within in his arms when they hugged. In his presence she had never grown up. Perhaps it was that idea, that she viewed herself always as the child around him, that prevented her from taking the adult initiative she always had dreams about.
Or maybe she needed to find that tiny, private island in the middle of the ocean, splash around, and have Enothchild drop in to just….take her.
“Everything all right, Juna?” Enothchild’s question of concern snapped her out of the unending cycle of silliness. “You got quiet in there.”

“I’m fine, I just…” Juna stopped talking while she finished brushing her fadazzled hair and straightened the overlarge undershirt. She emerged from the fresher, and found him in his usual spot, waiting for her. In nervousness, she grabbed parts of the shirt with her hands as she walked across the room; an act she always did since she had matured. “I was just thinking. Sorry.”
“No need to say you’re sorry.” His small smile gave her some comfort; enough to encourage her to lay down once again next to him, in the predetermined spot as in the previous nights. She noticed he wasn’t wearing a shirt tonight, noticed his rock hard, nipple-less chest…

Peeping just a little, Juna laid down on her back and Enothchild laid the blanket over her. The heat grew between them…that is not sexually but physically. Vhinphycs were hot blooded, not just warm blooded; his body temperature was ten degrees higher than hers. Proximity plus blanket often equaled her kicking off the blanket sometime within an hour of falling asleep.
She pointed out while he was making certain the blanket was tucked around her torso and legs, “You know all this extra care you’re showing is only making me a Nubian meal wrap.” He paused and looked at her. “I’m warm. Really. Why all the trouble?”

Enothchild seemed a little lost at first to explain it, his amber eyes looking away as he thought. Juna didn’t want him to stop looking at her, but when he did she fought down a blush; why did she had to blush when he looked at her? He said, “I guess…I don’t ever want you to feel cold in my presence, Juna.”

Juna understood what he was saying, and it was broader than the narrow scope that the question implied. Coldness, internal coldness, was the whispered breathe of the dark side of the Force. The chill that frosted the skin and froze the good souls of those who could not keep it out. A glacier that formed on the minds most troubled, weighing it all down.
“I’m never cold around you, Enothchild,” she said, caressing his bearded face with her hand affectionately. For the moment all that caused her hesitation and discomfort was gone, replaced with knowing that all he cared about was her well being. Such a thing chased away both her doubts and her wants; by doing what he was doing, he was only honoring what he thought was her needs; she liked that. “Don’t fuss over me so much.”

Enothchild laid down on his back, which prompted Juna to roll over and roll closer to his body; compelled to do so out of need, and because his weight pushed the mattress down enough to cause her to pitch towards him. She hesitated to put her arm around him, and so when she did it looked rather stupid how she had done; it looked like she was wrapping an arm around a pile of poop than her lover. Embarrassed by the return of her doubts and fears, she said, “So…you were saying…about children?”

“Well,” he began after a little sigh, “it occurred to me that Dizzy and Muriel hadn’t responded to the message I sent them over a week ago about us and their ship. I was wondering if they were too busy with children.”
Again Juna kicked herself; she had long forgotten her friend’s quest to adopt. Enothchild was being a little too optimistic, and she said to that, “Well let’s hope they were able to adopt one child. One child alone is a hand full.” She added coyly. “I ought to know, given my history before Vhanba.”
“You were not that bad of a child,” mused Enothchild.

“You know it, I know it,” she added, “but what I’m saying is that neither Dizzy nor Muriel has had a child of their own. You can say Muriel earned some experience with me, but that doesn’t count. That’s her taking care of me, a child, she can at any time leave in another room and not be responsible for because I could talk, I could walk, and I could wipe my own butt, and more importantly I was someone else’s daughter. Her and Dizzy’s wish is to adopt a baby, start from scratch as if she given birth to it. New rules, new experiences. The natural challenge of having your own child.”

Enothchild nodded. “True. They’ll do well, though.”
“I don’t doubt that,” said Juna empathically, “they’ll make great parents. All I’m saying is if we don’t hear from them, it’s probably because they’re chasing just one child around trying to get the diaper on.” Having contact with Enothchild, she easily saw the imagined scene in his mind, of a baby Wookiee climbing and swinging around a small house with both Dizzy and Muriel giving chase and crashing into everything every time they missed the hyper, physical toddler; each parent had a diaper in one hand and baby wipes in the other. She smiled and chuckled behind the smile. “I wouldn’t mind a holomovie of that scene.”
Enothchild knotted his brow and with a terrible attempt at sounding like a woman, the deep voiced Vhinphyc paraphrased their red headed Guardian friend. “Damn it, Arnes, I told you we should have taken the Aqualish! All the changing we would need to do was change the water!”

Juna shut her eyes and couldn’t help to laugh out loud at that. He shared in the chuckle, letting his arm over her head loop under her head and neck. She enjoyed that just as much as the joke, and she was struck with the idea of searching within her. She could do a much better imitation of Muriel, but it took special skill to imitate the Sullustan who proclaimed he was a complicated Sullustan. Invoking the Spirit of Dizzy Arnes, she said with a black filled eye and in a near duplication of his voice, “Just how are we going to feed such a critter? Sticking your nipples in the water--yes please! Ow! Ouch! Don’t hit me there, ouch!”
The last part was the typical response from Dizzy when Muriel playfully slapped him upside the head a few times. Juna and Enothchild knew of it all too well and both couldn’t stop laughing. She released the invoked spirit and shivered as the darkness connected to using the ability came and went. He continued to laugh along with her, but Juna couldn’t help to feel Enothchild’s concern and worry when he drew her closer to him. She didn’t say or do anything to discourage it; she was comfortable being so close to him again, even as her check pressed against his strong flesh. 
For a while, and it seemed like a long time, Juna just allowed herself to enjoy the feel of his touch and not worry about the next few steps beyond that. She could inhale his scent, a strong odor that was manly but not offensive -- it would have been if he had not taken a shower before going to bed because Vhinphycs did stink of a the day -- appreciating all that she had now. It encouraged her to draw in closer…move her hands…loosen her lips and….
“Perhaps when the time is right we’ll have a child of our own to chase around,” said Enothchild contemplatively, as if he was unaware of Juna’s musings.
And just like that, Juna had no more grove again. The apprehension, the lack of love motivation, was back. She settled back a little and said mutely, “Perhaps, I can’t see why not. We’re just as good as anyone when it comes to adoption.”
Enothchild shifted a bit to look at her, using his free hand to caress her face and raise her head to look at him. “That may be so. But you have all ready forgotten.” He then closed his mouth, realizing that he was just about to bring up a sensitive subject. He sighed, and just came out with it. “Your mother…was pregnant with my child.”
The idea did slap Juna; she had forgotten, just as much as she tried to forget her Mother and what she had done with Enothchild. For nearly the entire week she never relieved the memory of their tryst, her focus on her and Enothchild’s love and relationship having the desired effect she wanted; erasure of a bad mistake. It also slapped her in a way that Enothchild feared such a thing would; the idea that her Mother was, until Uiennar, going to have his child. There was no part of her that disbelieved it; Enothchild never spoke in lies and tall tales, and when she had reviewed Naressa’s behavior for the six months she stayed with her in Theed up to Uiennar, her behavior mirrored in many ways a woman that was expecting; the extra eating, the looser clothing. Of course her Mother always wore dark clothing so to claim she was trying to keep herself slim because of vanity was not a consideration. Never mind the fact that after six months her Human Mother was not showing the classic physical signs of being pregnant, nor the realties that Vhinphyc pregnancies lasted two standard years. The reality was the truth, Naressa Rapier almost had Enothchild Sarch’s child, and that meant if she could have an alien baby, than it meant her offspring could have them as well.
“Oh,” was her quiet, demure response. Enothchild rubbed her arms and shoulders to give her comfort, but it didn’t work. She wasn’t really sure how to take it, or even what he was implying for certain. So she said in confusion, “You want to have a baby now?”
“Oh, Juna, I don’t mean…” Enothchild drew her over him, to where she laid on top of him, where plenty of space and blanket was between them. “I don’t mean to put pressure on you.” He caressed her face. “It’s far too soon to have brought that up. I don’t know what I was thinking to ask that. I should have better control of what’s on my mind.”
Juna could sense he was genuinely embarrassed by the utterance. She said, “You meant it.” He looked at her slightly hurt, but she her fingertips on her mouth and shook her head. “I know you. If there is a want, a desire, that contradicts your Jedi beliefs, its that you would have liked to have a child.” She shook her head. “There’s nothing wrong with such a wish, with the Jedi Order and even now.”
Enothchild smiled just a little reflexively, but added, “Such a wish, though, requires the commitment of one other individual. Desire can be a problem sometimes. It applies pressure on the desirer, and in this example applies equal, or even more, pressures upon you.” He stroked her head with sad eyes. “I don’t want to do that to you.”

Taking his hand and holding it against her cheek, Juna assured him with her actions, eyes, and finally words, “You’re not. You’re sincere about want you want, but that sincerity reminds you of who you are. Of the kind of man you are. The kind that is patient, thoughtful, and knows that sometimes dreams and wishes just don’t come true. Therefore you’re not…necessarily crushed by the reality of not having those desires fulfilled.”
Enothchild worked his mouth a little in thought, and dared not looked at Juna. He said apprehensively, “I was destroyed when I found out that I had lost my child. I was crushed, Juna.”

“What man wouldn’t be?” This time it was her turn to rub and pat his head to comfort him. “What being wouldn’t be affected by such a loss? It’s a dream come true, taken away by selfishness, cruelty, and wrong. It was more than just a dream, it was a reality. Reality is taken, what do we have left to replace the void, and dare we replace such a void?” She gave him a sympathetic smile. “It’s not wrong to have such dreams, and it isn’t wrong to grieve. What wrong is if you let it destroy you. What would be wrong is if changed you. Made you, say, forcible…that you now demand a baby of me. You may think that’s how you asked, but I assure you, Enothchild, you’re not that. There’s nothing wrong with a desire, just the way you go about it. You haven’t done that. Not with anyone. Not with me.”
Enothchild’s smile was welcomed, and she was glad that he was relieved. She laid her head on his chest, over his magnificent heart; once again she was comfortable. She felt candid enough to say, “I’m so gun shy when it comes to…you know…that the idea of child making doesn’t seem all that plausible at the moment.”
She felt his welcomed hand caress her from the top of her head down the length of her hair. She closed her eyes to help her listen to his heart, and his voice. “I want you to know that…I don’t expect you to do anything unless you are ready to.”

“Oh, oh I know that you big silly,” she said quickly, assuring him vehemently that he wasn’t being pushy in any way. “I’m just saying…” She sighed deeply. “I’m just saying that here I am, in a dream, and I can’t go further than this in intimacy.”

Continuing his display of affection with her, Enothchild said, “It’s understandable. I mean given what had happened to you, in terms of Prophet touching you…” The thought ended before it went further. Juna could not help to agree with him; the Vhinech brute had continuously touched her in some fashion while he held her captive; it was at its creepiest when he visibly smelled her, sniffing her with direct contact with his nose touching her hair, as if she was his mate and he was waiting for her to go into heat. Prophet was an extreme, and Enothchild was the very exact opposite of that extreme.
“It’s…that, but not just…that,” was the best way she could explain it. It didn’t make sense to her either.
Enothchild mused to her gently, quietly, and carefully, “It could be…you know…first time jitters. Happens to everyone, you know.” He then assured her, “I can wait, Juna. And if this is the extent of what our relationship is going to be…then who am I demand more from it?”
Smirking, Juna mumbled, “I would.” She sulked, laying the right side of her face on his chest again, and she stared at the far wall. “I need normalcy, Enothchild. Whatever you may say about it, and its to be commended, it just doesn’t…feel normal. I mean” she raised her head up to look at him “not what others think is normal; honestly, a Human and a Vhinphyc to many is not normal in their view. To hell with them on that, I could care less. That leaves what’s normal to me, and that there is where it does count. Does that make any sense at all?”
“Juna, if you’re suggesting having sex is the first step towards normalcy I don’t know whether to say you’re right or you’re wrong,” said Enothchild with a slight frown.

“If you know me at all, it isn’t as simple as that,” said Juna in return. She slid off of him, back into her previous starting position on the bed but with her back turned towards him. She wasn’t articulate tonight, none of her thoughts were coming out right, even when they weren’t all together properly in her head. “I want you in my normal life. I know that sounds selfish, but is it too much to ask for?”

She felt Enothchild breathing into her hair, and he said in agreement, “No.” After a few moments, he reconfirmed, “No, it isn’t too much to ask for a normal life.” His arm wrapped around her waist and remained there in a modified hug; a rather difficult position for him, given that his right horn was propping his head up from the pillow. Feeling a bit guilty of giving him discomfort, Juna turned around to face him directly. She smiled at him, and bumped noses with him for a second to show she wasn’t upset with him in any way. He smiled, and asked, “The question always is what is a normal life? Or rather what is your normal life?”
For the first time she was honestly challenged by him, and after all these long years of feeling out of sorts and freakish, Juna found that she really hadn’t put what her normal life would be in any context. Then she realized she all ready had. How many times in her speeches as Queen of Naboo did she pound in the importance of family, of self ownership, of doing what was good for the individual and what was best for society because of it. If she didn’t believe in those matters she wouldn’t have said nothing; she would probably be remembered in Nubian history as the leader that spoke little, a fact compared to the other queens and kings in history who everyday had a ten second sound bite seemingly to fill the void between significant and major issues; a ‘see, I’m your leader, here I am, still very much alive’ ploy that was a little too self serving.
Juna looked Enothchild dead in his amber eyes and said, “I want to live in my own home. On my own land. Even if it’s inherited its mine and maybe I can still do what is necessary for Rapier Technologies. If not I’ll find something else to do.” She put a hand against his chest. “Or I’ll really let you take care of me.”

“Sounds a little boring,” he joked.

“Compared to the last ten years or so, I want boring if it means being normal.” When he nodded, Juna continued. “The galaxy has asked for too much of me, so this place is far away from them. To where they don’t beat down my door and beg of me to solve trivial problems. Even worse problems than that.”
“Are you sure you want to do that, Juna?”
“I do. I am no Jedi; why live the life of one, expected to be around all the time to save the day.” Juna gestured towards herself, towards her face, and she could see he understood. “I’ve done it. I’m done.”
When she really didn’t say anymore, Enothchild mused, “And what will I be doing in this utopia?”

She rolled her eye a little and bemused, “You will be doing hard labor all day without your shirt on. Meanwhile I’ll be a short distance away, sitting a lounge chair, drinking something cold, watching and enjoying your hard work, and ogling your sweaty body.” He chuckled a little to that, making her smile. “All I know is that you will be there.”
“Without, or with children,” added Enothchild.

Juna winked and said, “With four Vhinphyckian children.”

“FOUR!” Enothchild about sailed into orbit on that zinger, sitting up with complete horror on his face. She remained laying, laughing at him. “Juna, trust me, you don’t want four. You’re joking!”
“Oh do the math, Master Jedi: one baby takes two years to squeeze out…”

“Oh yeah, you would want another baby after carrying one for two years…”

“Who’s to say it will be two years?”

“I don’t have to point out your mother as an example…”

“You just don’t want the extra work, showing them how to use the Force and become Jedi like their father. You’re getting lazy.”

Enothchild stopped there, looked at her, and when he shook his head Juna couldn’t help to laugh at him. “You’re making fun of me.”

“No, just being your woman plotting out your future for you,” she playfully teased.

“Oh come here you!” Enothchild grabbed her by her petite waist, rolled to where he was laying on his back, and lifted her over him with both of his powerful arms extended. Juna couldn’t help to squirm, and immediately he saw the gleam in his eyes. “Oh…how could I forget?”

“OH don’t you dare!” Juna was all ready half laughing under his flexing fingers; she was extremely ticklish, and all ready the giggle synapses were firing. She whined out, “Noooooo.”
“Okay,” said Enothchild, lowering her down. Then he raised her back up again in a helpless position. “Changed my mind!” He proceeded to let his fingers massage the sides of her stomach and ribs; not hard considering his large hands and fingers. Juna couldn’t stop herself from responding to the ticklish touches he produced, sending her into a wild spasm of helplessness complete with laughter. “Tease me, will you? Forget who’s the smallest of the two in this relationship and the most sensitive to touch!”

 “No, no, no, hahahahahahahahahaha, no,” was all Juna could get out. He knew she didn’t mean ‘no’; it wasn’t hurting her and making her uncomfortable, that’s why he kept doing it.
Enothchild stopped and said, “No? No meaning you do forget?” Just as she began to shake her head, he just said, “Here, let me refresh your memory!” He began to tickle her again, this time alternating between his left hand and his right hand. When he saw that she was tearing up and beginning to hyperventilate, he brought her down and wrapped his arms completely around her petite -- for him she was petite -- body.

Fighting and maintaining control of her bladder, Juna breathed heavily into his chest as the exhilaration slowly ebbed away from her racing mind. She found herself pressing her body hard against him, as if to let him know that she was there in more ways than one. She mused between breaths, “I suppose I’ll get tickled every now and then in my normal life as well. Like it or not.”

“You like it,” said Enothchild. “Don’t say you don’t. And I will tickle you every single day.”

“Oh God, stop this ride now,” she joked. He began to caress and brush her hair with his hand again. The feel of such a motion, the grace in which he did it in, soothed her to calm, relaxed her. There was the lusty, sluttish part of her creeping to the forefront of her mind, enjoying being caressed and cared for like a well behaved pet. It continued, telling her she was his pet, his plaything, the one thing he looked forward to when he got home; his little toy he would give undivided attention to and, baby, what attention he would give her! She was such a naughty princess of thought: if she had a tail, she would be wagging it! If she was a Twi’lek dancing girl both her head tails would be slithering and twitching and…
“What are you thinking right now?”

When Enothchild asked that, the slut vanished. The dirty thoughts, the naughty situations, the expectations of a really dirty night: GONE! Juna shook her head and said, “Nothing. Nothing at all.”

“Oh.” He sounded disappointed. She wondered why: she wondered then if he had sensed her thoughts and feelings prior to his question. Maybe he just had realized that he had killed her groove again. He said, “I was just wondering why you left it out.”
Confused, Juna raised her head and looked at him. “Left what out?”

He smiled at her, and said what he said in a way that pulsed with both conformity, normalcy, and the right thing to do. “Marriage.”

THAT WAS IT! The phrase screamed within the hollows of her mind like ion engines in a vacuum, flying over the canopy of the snub nose fighter of love. That’s why she was so apprehensive! That’s why she couldn’t do more with him than just kiss and cuddle and snuggle and rub! That was why her old speeches from the past as Queen kept creeping up on the edges of her mind to kill the mood sometimes on their private walks and occasionally in the situation she and Enothchild was currently in. Juna had always been a firm believer and an advocate of sex after marriage; not that she wanted it to be a law, but it just seemed wise and appropriate to wait until all parties involved agree that they truly love each other enough to take such an advanced step. To her anyways, to reach such an important step there had to be a high bar that had to be cleared prior to advancing towards the sexual part of the relationship; the high bar of marriage. Perhaps she was old fashion that way, but if beings couldn’t handle the surprise of pregnancy or disease or the complication of a third party -- another man or another woman in the picture, behind their partner’s back -- then the risk of sex before marriage bared no reward other than misery.
But was having sex with Enothchild before marriage such a misery?

No.

No, she realized that was what kept her from engaging him. The lack of marital commitment. That had to be it!

“Yes,” she suddenly said.

Enothchild looked at her in confusion. “Yes…what?”

Suddenly, Juna felt like a shrinking flower welting under his kind, confused glared. She realized that Enothchild had not proposed to her. She blushed, and when she blushed this time she felt her eyes get super hot; on the verge of melting figuratively. She stuttered out, “Yes…I mean…yes, I…I left out marriage. How…how foolish of me. Hehe.” She crossed her eye again: that little white lie to cover her misconception of what he had said just totally sucked. She wanted to hide, and so she buried her face into his chest and pretended she had no ears and he had no voice.
Enothchild then said to her, “Juna…did you think…I had proposed to you?”

“No,” was her instant, quarter of a second answer to the question. Juna was exhaling the ‘n’ before he finished on the ‘u’ part of ‘you’. Despite her best efforts to avoid the issue she began to picture something she had never fantasize before featuring Enothchild in it: a wedding. A big wedding. A wedding and a reception that wiped out her billion credit fortune. And to really top it all off: Dizzy Arnes as best man!
On that she grabbed blanket again and damning the increased heat she covered herself and almost her head.

“Juna?” His voice made her heart melt; he honestly thought he had done something wrong. “If I gave you the impression…I’m sorry.”

Juna looked up at him slowly from her not so exclusive hiding spot on top of him. “It’s o-okay.” She chuckled nervously. “It’s okay. I mean…Oceans, isn’t it a little too early in the relationship even to discuss that. I mean come on, I’m not that naïve. I shouldn’t be.” She curled inward again, wondering what the hell was wrong with her.

There was long silence between them that ticked away the time, keeping Juna awake. It gnawed at her enough to prevent exhaustion from claiming her. It didn’t help that he was thinking, and she could feel it through his skin and his heart. Such a wonderful heart it was….

“Juna?” he asked quietly. He was so out of sorts he wasn’t sure if she were asleep. “Juna?”

“Yes, Enothchild,” she said just as gently.
“If it were a proposal of marriage, would that yes mean you accept?”

Juna curled into a ball even more, feeling a little stunned that she had forced him to ask that tough question. It frustrated her finally, the feelings of guilt over such a thing was too much and she had enough with it. She forced her body to straighten, and without looking at him she said, “Yes.”
She felt the tension leave Enothchild’s body as he held her again in his arms, settling her down along the left side of his body. He didn’t say anything more, which was fine to her. Juna found that she was sleepy again, tired, and could close her eyes and be completely comfortable to sleep peacefully in his arms. Another night, another demon conquered: today was a good day.
