CHAPTER 120.0
The sunrise was far from happening to ‘officially’ begin the day when Dizzy Arnes was slowly coming to. He kept hearing Muriel, the source behind the hand that was shaking his body, repeat his name as his eyes barely registered the time on their desk clock by their bed. He mumbled something, he didn’t know what he said, and just took another distaining look at the large Rapier Manor windows of their living quarters to know he was right, it was too damn early to be waking up. He was so determined to fall back to sleep he totally ignored his Wife’s new course of rolling him across the large bed. It was a short trip, to the space she had occupied by him.

Dizzy woke up when he realized he was getting very wet. He frowned, opened his eyes, and mumbled through sleep-numbed lips, “Whaf youf do, peef in bef?”

Muriel tried to straddle him, but she winced a bit and wrapped her free arm around her bare, nine month-swollen belly. She gritted through clinched teeth with frustration and worry, “No, stupid, my water just broke!”

Confused in his sleepiness, Dizzy just moaned, “I’ll fix the pipes in the bathroom in the morning.”
He came awake when Muriel shouted in his right ear, “DIZZY, I’M HAVING THE BABY RIGHT NOW!”

“BABY! OH!” Dizzy practically kicked Muriel out of his way trying to get out of bed. “Oh baby, baby’s on the way! Baby’s on the way! Where’s my pants!” He was not acting his age -- which went without saying when it came to everything he said or done in his life -- leaping to his feet, still on the bed, and immediately falling face first off the bed as his panicky feet got entangled in the bedding.
But even with his face breaking the fall Dizzy was up and fighting brutally with the bedding. Meanwhile Muriel just sat on the edge of the bed, breathing calmly, relaxed after a minor contraction. Dizzy, though, just barked, “Breathe, honey, breathe! Remember your breathing! You’re not breathing! Breath, oh you sonuva-“ he tripped and fell in the blanket.
“Honey, I just wanted to wake you,” pointed out Muriel, who didn’t know whether or not to laugh. “My water’s broke, that’s all.”
Dizzy jumped up and said desperately, “Stop holding your breath!”

Muriel frowned at him and rubbed her belly. “I am breathing! You have to relax.”
“Relax? Relax!” Dizzy looked appalled. “You’re having the baby and you’re telling me to relax!” He was up, stumbling, tripping, and with what could be described as Jedi-like he left both his feet, somehow traveled a considerable distance, and regained all balance to reach the far door. “Don’t worry, Honey, you’re just delirious from the contractions. I’ll do the thinking! I’ll get a hover chair. Be right back!”
“Wait, Dizzy!” Dizzy ignored her warning, went outside, and scurried around for a hover chair, forgetting that hover chairs were not a normal fixture in Rapier Manor. He felt a little chilly, looked down….
When he reentered their living quarters, Muriel mused wide eyed, “Will you please, for Force sakes, put on some pants!”

Sighing, Dizzy went to the closet to find some pants. He went through a few small pairs because like just about all ‘expecting husbands’ he had put on some guilt weight; his belly was only half the radius of Muriel’s excusable pot. Throwing the pants on that could fit him he went to look for a shirt. He said, “I don’t know how you can be calm.”

“Oh, that’ll change when I dilate fully,” pointed out Muriel. “I can walk to the infirmary all right. The contractions are mild.”
Dizzy wanted to say otherwise to that, but as he struggled to put his shirt on the time was taking away his panic. What he had learned about pregnant Human female over the past nine months was slowly coming back to him; water breaking was just another part of the process of the weirdness of Humans. Being the nice guy that he was he wanted to really get into not just for his Muriel but for Juna as well. At best Juna just had little Rose; he felt what she needed was a man to be there for support and so it was his duty as a friend and a godfather he was going to be her birthing coach as well. It wasn’t hard to do with both females attending the same pregnancy sessions in the mansion’s holochambers.
Sighing, Dizzy emerged from the closet and said to Muriel, “Okay, you’re right. I overreacted. Pregnancy is complicated, but they’re natural.” He did more of the breathing than Muriel was supposed to do. He had to pause between sentences because he was nearly hyperventilating himself. “You know your body….you’re the one that’s pregnant here….you should know something’s coming.”
“Yes I doouch!”

Dizzy panicked when she yelped, tripped, his face broke his fall again, got up, and said as he reached her face to face, “Are you all right!”
“I’m fine,” assured Muriel. “Just another contraction; the last one was about a half hour ago, after my water broke.”

“Half an hour ago?”
“Yes, it did take forever to wake you up!”

“I’m sorry, Red, it won’t happen again.” Dizzy said trying to calm himself. 
Feeling the end of a very long marathon where hormones dictated the pace she whispered “Won’t happen again, you got that right.” Dizzy didn’t hear it.
He thought of an idea. “Look, I’m going to call Juna and let her know you’re in labor.”
Muriel fretted on the idea for a moment. She said, “Should we wake her? I mean I’m not even breaking a sweat here. She needs her rest.” 
It did seem a bit wrong. Juna was handling almost everything Rapier Technologies related on every level; though handling it well she was still pregnant. She was taking more naps and constantly eating more than Muriel who had less stresses and was not carrying a Vhinphyc baby, an exhausting combination. There were other concerns as well with Juna’s pregnancy, such as the duration was normal for a standard Human birth, but her body chemistry was more Vhinphyc than Human in order to carry the child to term, which should have been two years in uterus, not nine months. Still the tests should all was well with Juna’s baby as well as with Muriel’s baby -- though Muriel teased Dizzy by not telling him what the baby looked like or even the gender.
“Juna told me to notify her when you began giving birth; this is it, Sweetie.” Dizzy went to the comm system as Muriel quietly gave in. “Besides, she’s probably all ready sensed something in the Force. I bet she’s all ready up, and might as well alert the household nightshift that our bedding needs to be changed too.” He sent a hail signal to Juna’s room, thought something funny and laughed. He waved it off, keyed for the household help that worked to clean and maintain the mansion at night and laughed again with a little more heart.
“What’s so funny?” asked Muriel as she found her robe and put it on for warmth.

Dizzy shook his head at the thought as he waited for Juna to answer. Since Juna was taking her time, he said, “I was just thinking if I’m this bad with only one of you having broke water imagine both of you at the same time.”

“Oh, that’s funny,” mused Muriel with a chuckle. She could picture the whole thing in her head. “But she’s three weeks away.”
“Right.” The comm chimed with a response. “Hey, Juna, it’s me. Muriel’s water broke.”

“T-That’s great, Dizzy,” was Juna’s response. She…sounded happy, and Dizzy took it that way. “Um, thanks for calling me.”

“Sure, Minx.”

“Can you do me a favor?”

“Well, yeah, we weren’t rushing to the birthing ward quite yet.”

“Oh good, good.” Juna then out a very long exhale and said, “Could you, like, swing around and pick me up and take me to the ward too. I just now started having contractions and they’re five minutes apart.”
Dizzy let his mouth drop open for a moment. He chuckled, said, “Sure” and then in a panic ran for the door. He heard Muriel say behind him, “He’s on his way, Juna, are you sure?” He didn’t hear the rest of it because he was too far away from conscious reasoning. He did stop when Muriel let out an “OHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”

In his panic Dizzy turned right around, slid uncontrollably past the open door, nearly taking out the late night household help he had called to clean up the bed at the legs, found balance, bolted into the room, caught up with Muriel standing up and looked around. He asked, “The baby?”
“Wait, what?” asked Muriel between her hurried breaths.

“Where’s the baby? A screech like that I just assumed you pooped it out!”

“Pooped it out! It’s still inside of me, you idiot! I just had a hell of a contraction.”

“Oh.” Dizzy rubbed the back of his neck, and then it hit him. “Oh shit, Juna!” He turned around, prepared to bantha doze the help when Muriel let out a short “WHOOP!” Immediately the Sullustan suicide dived hard to the ground under Muriel’s feet and held his hands in a catching position just between her legs.
Exasperated and finding her breath, Muriel said, “What are you doing!”

“The baby!” was Dizzy’s only explanation, born out of panic.

“Do I look like a rancor giving birth?”
Dizzy thought barely over that. 
Muriel added, “It’s just….contractions, Dizzy! Remember how I’m supposed to give birth!”

“Eh, right.” Dizzy got up and did his best to calm down. Both his hearts were beating his body with blood pressure. “Right. Sorry.”

From the intercom Juna could be heard grunting again. Dizzy’s small level of calm vanished. Common sense went out the window as he took Muriel’s hands and had her put them between her legs. Before she could yell at him all he could say before leaving was, “Uh, uh, uh, keep pressure on it! I’ll be back!”

“Keep pressure on it!!!!” yelled Muriel, very embarrassed.

Dizzy ignored the help that could had provided help and raced down the long hallway to Juna’s room. At her doors there were household help coming to Juna’s ordered aide. He body checked three people out of his way to stop himself from running and was at Juna’s side; she was sitting on the edge of her bed with one of Enothchild’s old shirts on as night clothing, sweaty and soaked.

“I’m here, I’m here, I’m here,” repeated Dizzy, giving Juna an affectionate pat on her head. “Why didn’t you call before? Where’s Rose?”
Juna took some deep breaths and said, “Because a while ago I thought it was just gas. I thought I could control it with breathing. I didn’t want to wake Muriel up, she needed her rest.” She took some breaths and continued. “And Rose has been pulling the same hours that I have. No little girl needs that kind of exhaustion. Let her sleep.”
Dizzy chuckled, turned to the doors and realized, “Eh, how they get hurt?”

Crossing her eyes a little, she pointed out, “You ran them over.”

“Oh. Sorry.” Dizzy rubbed his eyes to get the ticking feeling out of them. They ticked more. He said to the recovering help. “Sorry again. Look, we need hover chairs or med beds at my room and this room. Both mommies are in labor.”
“They’re on their way,” said one of the maids, a bit knocked around looking.

Dizzy went to the comm and asked, “Honey, you still there?”

“Ohhhh, yes.” The drawn out response nearly made Dizzy run out of the room in a panic. “The chair’s here.”

“Okay, we’re going to be there soon-.”

“Ohh! Ohhhhhhhhhh!” Juna clinched herself as another contraction hit.

Dizzy hovered around her, PANICKING, and just said, “Breathe, kid, breathe! He, he, he, hooooooooooooooooooooo. He, he, he, he, hoooooooooooooooooooo.” He looked up at the help and begged, “What’s taking so long?”

The help began scurrying around and tried to find answers in their own way via comm links. It didn’t satisfy Dizzy at all in getting an answer. Thinking too pro-actively he grabbed Juna’s right leg and crossed it over her left leg as if to prevent her baby’s escape. Before she said anything to him Dizzy was leaping over one of the corners of her bed, barreling out the door, and running back to his room.
Reaching the door way Dizzy turned in and ran his groan right into one of Muriel’s stretched out legs. The design of the chair propped her legs up slightly as she sit comfortably in it. Unfortunately for Dizzy it was anything but.
The medical and nurse droids, fetched by the help, had arrived and went to the Sullustan instead of the Human. The nurse droid noted, “Doctor, it appears the patient has suffered some form of trauma.”
“You got that right, Nurse Ratchet,” moaned Dizzy, crawling to his feet and proceeding towards the rear of Muriel’s chair. “Excuse me.”
“Wait. Dizzy, what are you doing?” Muriel felt her Husband push the chair. “Wait a parsec!” The droids and help began to protest as well.
“We’ve got to go pick up Juna, Babe,” barked Dizzy, regaining the feeling in his legs after taking such a shot to his malehood. “People are just moving too slow!”
“But Diz-.”

“I don’t hear you breathing!” Dizzy just kept ahead of everyone else giving chase.
“I don’t need to breathe, I’m not having contractions, and how is this going to work?”
“Short idea: throw Juna on you, run to the birthing ward, end of story!”

Muriel did her best to turn in the chair, but her legs were held in position. She only said to that, “Throw her on me?” She shook her head and stated the fact, “My Husband is stupid. My Husband is the stupidest being in the entire galaxy.”
Dizzy only said, “I don’t hear you breathing!!!” 
Even with his ears it was hard to tell; he was breathing too hard in his panic, running desperately with all possible speed a Sullustan at his overweight old age could do. Without Enothchild, he in his unshakable opinion of consequence was ‘The Man’. The women in his life were smarter than him, pretty than him obviously, could figure things out and yeah they knew exactly what they were doing, but with all due respect to them they needed that ‘gender with a thingy’ component to center them, protect them, and yes sometimes save them from themselves. Dizzy was absolutely certain this was one of those many times; without him, they were going to panic and forget what to do!
Never mind that, at the moment, he was doing all the panicking for them.
By the time they had reached Juna’s room she was being carted out on a full size med bed. In the panic of the household four med beds and too many medical droids showed up. Dizzy seized the opportunity and transferred Muriel from the chair to one of the extra beds.
“Hello,” offered Juna to Muriel with a sweaty smile. “Having fun?”

Muriel shook her sweaty head and said, “No, I’ve been thanking Almighty God that Dizzy hasn’t figured out how to kill us both yet!”
Dizzy hadn’t quite heard the comment and only said off hand, “I’m working on it, Red, don’t worry!” 
Before the med droids or anyone else could take hold of the med beds Dizzy took it upon himself to push them both. He remarked again, “I don’t hear you breathing!!!”
Out of nowhere Rose joined the group of people; try as Juna had she had that ability to known when her mistress was in need of her services. The little girl, taken in after much legal wrangling as the Ward of Rapier Manor and fully named Rosary Faith, was still so much the slave than a de facto trial daughter. Both Juna and Muriel had worked hard to make Rose more independent, and though very little progress was made that was significant it didn’t take much for her to switch back to loyal Sith slave. When it came to Juna’s pregnancy, she was just as worse as Greta, fretting over anything remotely considered ‘disturbing’.
Rose leapt on the bed and was nearly in tears. She whimpered, “I’m here, Mistress, I am so sorry. You must flog me for my insubordination.”
Juna shook her head and assured, “You did nothing wrong, Rose.”

But Dizzy yelled, “Thank Schlitz! Get your mistress to breathe, won’t you Kid, cry or something?”

“Dizzy!”

But Rose’s mouth opened in shock and she asked, “Mistress, why are you not breathing?” And to add insult to pride the little girl did the same hehehe, hoooooooo that Dizzy had employed. “Please, repeat after me. He. He. He. Hoooooooo.”
“Oh, this is soooooooo, so wrong,” offered Muriel before another contraction struck her.
After a minute Dizzy couldn’t really push anymore and said to the med droids, “Take over, will you?”

One of the leading med droids took Juna’s bed and said, “Thank you, sir, for allowing us to do our job finally.”

“No one likes a smarty talking trash can.” Dizzy walked between the two beds. He grabbed Muriel’s hand and assured her, “Okay, there’s no need to panic. Everything’s all right. Relax. Breathe. Relax. Don’t push. Warm enough? Too warm? Here, hold my hand. I’m not squeezing it too hard, am I?”
After a series of breaths Muriel told him, “Dizzy, why don’t you take a breath. I’m fine.”

“I’m fine too,” assured Juna from his other side. “Really, you’re panicking a bit too much.”
Dizzy shook his head adamantly. “That’s….that’s the pain, smecking with you both! Look, take my hand too!” He snatched up Juna’s left hand as he held on to Muriel’s right hand between them. “You two are delirious with agony and hormones.”
Rose whined, “Why are there no ice chips? No cold cloths of water for Mistress’ head?”

“See? Kid knows what I’m talking about. Go get us some ice chips, Kid!”

“Stop using her that way!” stressed Muriel empathically. Juna put a hand on Rose to stop her.
Juna assured Rose again, “We will have those things once we reach the birthing wards. Relax, Rose, it’s going to be ALLLLLLL IN THE FAMILY!” A contraction hit her so badly it made her sit up and speak incoherently.

“BREATHE!” Both Dizzy and Rose yelled. But then Dizzy felt his right hand go numb under the contracted vise grip of Juna’s left hand. He leaned more her way and noted, “Juna, Juna….you’re crushing my little finger bones! Minx, my hand!”

A nurse droid held its sensory appendage over Juna’s pelvis and noted, “Lady Rapier’s dilation is rapidly expanding.”
“We must accelerate quickly; she is delivering the baby a little early,” instructed the lead med droid on Juna’s bed. It doubled the pace of Muriel’s bed, which caused a problem because Juna and Dizzy wouldn’t let go. For a few moments Juna’s bed was held back a bit while the others were dragged along.

“Just follow them!” instructed Dizzy to the other med droid team. They picked up their pace to match Juna’s bed. Muriel was struck by another series of hard contractions. The applied force on Dizzy’s left hand now made him lose his footing as he clenched his teeth. The last hundred yards featured Rose instructing Juna to breathe, Muriel beginning to cry in pain and fear, and Dizzy being dragged and going through a series of facial features of pain Sullustans were in fact not supposed to express. Between bouts of contradictions did Dizzy feel some relief, but he maintained his ‘calm’ known as panic.

Normally children were born in the lady’s rooms, but under the circumstances of both females’ unique and unusual pregnancies the birthing wards in the infirmary made sense. As with everything else in Rapier Manor there were plenty of suites in the birthing ward to accommodate a small contingent of pregnant women, and one suite was large enough to caterer more than one female.
The med droids advanced towards the back end of the main hall of the ward and proceeded to go in opposite directions. Dizzy had never considered the separation of the two women until Juna didn’t let go of his hand. She said with worry on her face, “Don’t leave me, Dizzy!”
Muriel tugged at Dizzy as the med droids proceeded to take her in the other direction. “Dizzy, c’mon.”

“Uh,” was all Dizzy got out when Juna had another contraction and pulled at him. She said to him, “I don’t want to be alone, please!”

“Ain’t Rose good enough?” asked Dizzy. Muriel yanked at his arm. “I’m coming Red!”

“No, please! I need you!” barked Juna.

“I need you, Dizzy,” barked Muriel.

Dizzy was willing to compromise, but unfortunately the med droids did not as they kept pulling their respected patients in opposite directions. The droids were only obeying their sanitary protocols and they did not see how the beds were biologically attached to the Sullustan. The droids observed the situation and just kept tugging.
“Wait a second!” Dizzy began to feel like a piece of meat being tugged between two hungry cub gundarks. “Hey…ugh, stop pulling!” But the more the women yelped and breathed and tried not to push the droids kept tugging and pulling.
The situation did not get better when Juna let go, shot her hand out again and had a firm grip….on Dizzy’s earlobe. Reconstructed and healed from nearly being torn away from his head by the drones of the Device, Dizzy wasn’t thinking of that but rather how painful his current situation had become.
“Yeouch, dammit, let go! Cripes! Ouch! Shit! Stop!”

One of the med droids said to Dizzy, “Sir, you must let go.”

“I must let go!!!!!!!!” Pissed, Dizzy started with “Look you can opener with a M.D. program-!”

Poor, old Dizzy never had a prayer in finishing the thought when the nurse droids had finally tugged enough on Muriel’s bed to make him lose his connection to her. Out of pure desperation for her Husband, and no matter how impossible it seemed, her frantic hand got a heavy tractor beam-like hold on his crotch. The women, the help, and the med droids were unaware of the situation and just continued to pull.
Every time Dizzy tried to say something only squeaks came out, high pitch wonders of decibel tune. The tug of war between the two parties went on for a few more seconds until the lead med droids came together. As poor Dizzy struggled to his feet -- Juna and Muriel had finally let go to relax from their respected contractions -- the lead med droids came together. It initially appeared they were going to strategize until Juna’s med droid bumped into Muriel’s med droid. 

The other med droid bumped back, but harder.
The first med droid bumped back just as hard, causing some sparks from the other. 
People began to gasp in shock as the droids took turns batting each other for supremacy, unaware that the cause of their tug of war was freed and their patients were about to give birth. Poor Dizzy kept himself bent over at the waist and made hand gestures to the nurse droids. When the droids did not quite get it Dizzy pulled at the ends of both beds and began to take them into the same room. The nurse droids understood and gave him a hand. In time two new med droids would come to replace the original med droids still going at it.
Dizzy had to give up pulling and stayed at the door for a few more moments to collect himself. In a high voice he reminded himself, “Okay, Dizzy, don’t panic. They’re here. Nothing can go wrong now!”

Both women let out very loud grunts. Dizzy forced himself in and yelled, in a panic, but rather submissively wimpy, “I DON’T HEAR YOU BREATHING!” He continued in with a profound limp in his gait, though neither one of his legs were really hurting.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
CHAPTER 120.1

Beside the complications created by Dizzy the birthing went on without problems and both sets of mother and child came through with no complications, just curiosities.
First things were first, however, upon the birthdays of the two children; Juna immediately reminded everyone in the Rapier sphere of influence that knew of her pregnancy to not tell anyone. Juna did everything she could do in person under the current circumstances before her pregnancy became too noticeable; the yards of black clothing to slim her down exceeded rational fashion sense when she reached month number five. Business was going slow for Rapier Technologies and getting slower every day, but the depositions for lawsuits, the constant frantic calls from creditors and the sometimes not so friendly demands of foreign dignitaries from her Royal past were going to pick right back up from their peak of several months ago once Juna was forced again to deal with them. The lingering question was when; Muriel really did wonder at times how. 

The media attention had died somewhat to tabloid level, but news of Juna having a baby without the rest of the universe knowing she had married Enothchild would create brand new scandal. With every bit of credit going to the media, Juna Rapier was no longer a former Queen of Naboo, never been an ambassador of any good standing, had never done a good deed in her entire life, and was blamed for every thing from Naboo’s slight recession to little children unable to sleep a night because, quite frankly, Juna was under their bed ready to steal their souls. Juna was worse dare say myth-believers than a Nubian banshee. Fish weren’t caught; broken a fingernail; kid can’t read; diarrhea; had bad sex: blame it all on Juna Rapier -- no Angelleia because, again, in the eyes of the media influenced public she had never been their Queen and no Lady because how could such a foul thing be one. Juna had taken those hits none too well but survived, however in attempts to reorganize and regroup from a falling situation the last thing she wanted was to be labeled a single mother. 
Nubians had a very strict view on the honor of marriage that was more about functionality and purpose than about religion; one of the faults in the culture that was otherwise more than compassionate. Naboo took marriage and family very seriously and had strict laws that smothered those who chose divorce and really frowned upon people who had children out of wedlock; Muriel’s mother Serena Bastain knew of such frowning, getting no real help. Scandal was bad enough for a single parent; a single parent the likes of Juna, the scandal would never cease. The media needed a new reason to attack -- on behalf of the people, surely -- Juna; a baby with no known father would do just that.
There was also the consideration of Enothchild Sarch’s enemies deciding to take a shot at revenge if they ever found out he was dead and he had a wife and baby. Juna had yet, and it seemed doubtful than ever, to regain any semblance of her powerful abilities and vast fighting knowledge before the Fading Light transformation. She did feel that the power was hers to bring them forth, but they could not be reached at her very calm and at peace levels of thought and existence, regardless of the hell she was facing with business and politics. Though she was confident that she could defeat any enemy, and that she felt confident that old enemies of her late Husband would not hunt her or the baby down, she nonetheless went with caution. It was also as a thought of consideration for the very same people that despised her; she knew from experience that the very pissed off and vengeful would do anything, going so far as to wipe out anyone just happening to be near Rapier Manor for example to achieve vengeance. People really did have no clue to the lengths the very powerful, or the spiteful, would go to bury and forget those they hated the most.
For moral support and friendship and protection Dizzy and Muriel decided to live with Juna in Rapier Manor permanently. Muriel continued to have a job with Rapier Technologies until her pregnancy began to show; she went on paid leave of absence. Her reasons for a quiet pregnancy were just as obvious as Juna’s, as the Arnes were unsure what was going to come out when nine months had passed; health scans were constantly done, but they didn’t want to know what the child looked like let alone the sex -- they wanted to be surprised. What they didn’t want was the glare of the spotlight: crossed-species births were, save the exceptions that were noted, impossible.
Sharing the same bed in Juna’s room, which given its size more mothers could get in, it was rather easy for Juna to observe Muriel as she happily nursed her baby boy. Dizzy could not have been happier, which lead him to take several servants to the Pub to get a little toasted, and in that he was not around to give the baby a name. The tiny life was just like Juna’s baby Vhinphyc girl very Human looking save for slightly bigger than normal ears, slightly bigger nose, and slightly bigger eyes. The Sullustan traits were well below the normal Sullustan standards found on their babies, and the eyes were Human in aspect, and very purple like his mother’s irises. Muriel would name him Diggory Enothchild, because Diggory sounded so much like Dizzy but it maintained some balance of normal in name, and Enothchild for a middle name because Diggory was going to remember the Vhinphyc who had made certain his parents had stayed alive long enough to bore him.
Juna’s much smaller bundle of joy snuffled sleepily in the wrapped blanket in Juna’s arms, causing a very instinctive reaction of the new mother to sniff her little girl; the baby was fine, but both baby and mother were never assured until such an animal-like instinct check was done. Like Naressa and Anka-Dee Sura before her Juna had suddenly gained female Vhinphyc-like traits in order to sustain and protect her baby girl, which in the Sith Maiden’s case it was a created by her asilamorphic abilities. Aside from some of the unique but cute noises and her constantly twitching nose, the little girl named Bella Naressa Rapier Sarch Sura’brio appeared very quite Human and had all of her mother’s normal -- as is not Dark Pure -- characteristics. As baby Bella would grow up her Vhinphyckian characteristics would overshadow her; the curious questions were when they would be more pronounced, among other many questions.
For now, Juna had the uncontrollable urge to just observe the being she had bore into the universe. She watched her little Bella’s chest rise and fall. Her lips open slightly on every exhale. Her little fingers flexed and quivered. The blood vessels of her neck appear, and disappear with the beating of her tiny heart. The color of her skin, tan like hers, became warm and rosy with the warmth of love from her mother’s loving touch after a gentle stroke across the forehead. Thinking of her Mother Naressa and Bella’s Father Enothchild, Juna began to cry quietly as the weight of their absence weaved through her incredible calm. Juna had not created this soft, kind creature she held in her arms, from its smallest form within her to now alone.
“Are you okay?” asked Muriel. Juna looked to her and knew the red head was on the verge of tears. Their feminine association, the process of birthing, and the hormonal thrill ride that hadn’t stop since day one of their pregnancies made both women susceptible to bouts of mutual, uncontrollable crying -- alone, Juna was quite fine.

“I will be,” said Juna to collect herself. She didn’t want a cascade effect of emotions to occur; the babies would join right in the moment the first drop of saline left either of their mother’s eyes. “Just a bit overwhelmed, and yet so certain….”
“I can do this,” said Muriel to complete the thought. “That’s motherhood for you. We really didn’t know what it was really like.”
“And we still don’t: so far it’s been carrying them and giving birth to them and, up to the minute, this.” Juna peered Bella…and she couldn’t get her brown eyes off of her. The baby was just a joy; a newness she doubted could ever be ruin. Of course, this was Bella’s first day of the rest of her natural existence; she hadn’t lived long enough to commit a deadly sin or found a figurative way to put her foot in her mouth.
The future did not matter to Juna at the moment. The future was filled with the raising of her newborn Daughter, complete with glories and pitfalls, but it was also filled with her life and her responsibilities outside of family. She had pulled so many strings and asked for so many favors and even employed bribery tactics to get as much as a five year delay on many of her legal problems and some time away from running Rapier Technologies: the time was not guaranteed, and the time off had been whittling away for the past three months. The first moment she appeared to be refreshed from her latest vacation the mess would return.
For now the problems of the Rapier universe truly did not matter. A squirm, a moan, and a snuffle gained more of Juna’s attention. Bella was still very asleep. Juna just had to kiss her and speak to her softly in Old Corellian. So close with her nose she could smell a hint of Enothchild coming from the baby.
“So….eh,” began Muriel, who did her best to cover up her left breast after Diggory had finished; she hadn’t mastered her post-maternity dress’ complexities yet, thus causing some hesitation in her speaking. “You’re going to keep her?”
Juna’s attention for Bella never wavered, still she heard Muriel. She knew the source reason for the question. It had never came up during their pregnancies, but she knew her friend held the question always at the tip of her tongue. It was the right time to talk about it. “Of course I am. Not everyone with high midi-chlorian counts are given to the Jedi. Besides, they won’t know about Bella unless I want them to.”
To that Muriel gave a slow nod that caught Juna’s attention enough to pull her gaze away from Bella. She asked her, “What’s the matter?”

Muriel explained, “This seems like the past all over again.”
Juna didn’t need to think about it. She sighed and noted, “I know. I know it’s what Mama had done with me. I’ve learned from that mistake. Bella’s going to use the Force and I’m going to show her how to use it wisely. She will be just like her Father before her.”
“But have you ever considered when Bella’s going to be revealed to the rest of the cosmos?” Muriel bounced baby Diggory in her arms a little. “Not now, obviously, but you know….”
“When I feel the time is right, the galaxy will know of Bella,” said Juna calmly, firmly, and with finality. “And the galaxy will just have to accept it when the time comes. By the way are you giving Diggory to the Jedi Order?”
Muriel was stunned at first, but then conceded the field of debate. She should have had seen that shot across her bow coming a parsec away. “No. After so many struggles just with trying to adopt a child I couldn’t just say ‘here, take him’. If Oggie and the Guardians were still here I wouldn’t give Diggory to them either.” She became suddenly insistent. “He’s going to be a normal man with a normal life. His hands will model clay. He will think through complex stuff at a scholars’ pool, and he’ll only outsmart foes, not kill enemies. And he’s going to be a much better man than Dizzy will ever be.”
Juna knew it wasn’t a real knock against Dizzy; Muriel just wanted the best for Diggory and Dizzy would agree completely. Dizzy came right in on cue, just a little drunk based on his walk in, and he crashed beside his wife and child. Juna had scented more than sensed Dizzy coming for quite some time; there was no mistaking the combination of beer and cheese.

“Where’s my Diggy!” said Dizzy enthusiastically. He peeked over the blanket and noted his son’s confused look. “Where’s my Diggy! There’s my Diggy!”
“Oh, please, Arness,” said Muriel, using Dizzy’s birth name for what amounted to the first time in only a handful of times. Only Naressa had really referred to him by his real name; something Dizzy never mind since it came from such a classy, well spoken woman -- with dark sexiness and good boobs of course. “No more nicknames.”
“Wha?” Dizzy licked his big lips. “What’s wrong with nicknames?”

As Juna watched silently with a small grin, Muriel was -- if she ever saw herself at the moment she would kill herself -- pouting. She said, “Well, because Diggory is going to be raised with respect, and he’s going to project respect by not being referred to as ‘Diggy’. Besides, nicknames are for scoundrels.”
Dizzy blinked a few times, looked to Juna, and dared asked, “If nicknames are for scoundrels, and one marries such a scoundrel, what does that make her?”

Juna had to really think about that; it was either so idiotic only a drunk could say it or so clever only a drunk could figure it out. Given Muriel’s playful with force slap to the back of Dizzy’s head Juna took the high road of silence. Diplomacy was a lie and often a coward’s way out, but sometimes it worked.

Dizzy was suddenly very ready for a clever retort. “If you stop slapping me, I’ll stop calling him Diggy.”
It sounded rather smart and easy to do. What nearly made Juna crack up in laughter so loudly were Muriel’s hesitation and shock and thoughtful look. It wasn’t that Muriel was always cruel when letting Dizzy have it; Dizzy would admit -- not very openly of course -- he asked for a slap whenever he had gotten one for smarting off.
Dizzy just shrugged his shoulders and gestured at his boy, “You know the ‘violence’ between us ain’t going to be healthy for him.”

Juna buried her face momentarily in her Bella’s chest to hide her snicker. Oh! Dizzy Arnes has sunk to a new low: playing to Muriel Thahada’s intellect. Lifting her eyes to look, Juna noted the rather cornered look on Muriel’s face; she had seen small woodland creatures sport the same look when looking into the open, fanged jaws of a predator.
“Oh, alright,” conceded Muriel finally in a slow, drawn out way. She shook her head and asked, “Why can’t you be this thoughtful when you’re sober?”
Dizzy burped loudly and ended any pretense that he had become a scholar of virtue. Muriel didn’t need Juna’s heightened sense of smell the odor and feel sick. The Sullustan eyed Juna and Bella and moved across the bed. “And how’s the Sarch’s?”
“Fine-No, Dizzy, I mean Arness,” started Juna as he approached. Her feet came up and playfully kicked him back. “My Gessa’s sensitive to smells!”
“Wha? Oh.” Dizzy remembered in his foggy mind. “Sorry. I just wanted to hold my friend’s kid.”
“When you sober up, you will, I promise.” Juna cuddled up to Bella, which invoked a small sound from her baby while she still slept. “She’ll have plenty of time for her godfather then.” She added shortly afterwards, “Thank you for being there for us.”

Dizzy just shined on it and crawled between the two women. He mused, “Nothin’s too good for my girls. I can be in three places at once!” As Muriel put her head carefully on his right shoulder he joked with a leer, “Chicks are so hot after givin’ birth.”
Muriel flinched, keeping herself from slapping him, remembering her promise. Dizzy flinched as well, but then looked at her and chuckled. Juna was given the go ahead to give the back of his head a good slap. Dizzy leaned over quite a bit, righted himself, turned and fumed at Juna, “Hey!”
Shyly Juna noted, “You made Muriel promise not to hit you. You didn’t make the same promise with me.”

With Muriel laughing Dizzy got up on the bed and sulked off it. He mumbled, “The thanks I get. I was there for her and everything, and what happens. I get the shits business, that’s what happens!” Suddenly when he reached the floor he turned and said to both women, “You…..you……LAWYERS you!” He stomped into the private bathroom.
The two tried hard not to laugh, but it was just a bit too much to contain. It took the noises of unhappiness from their respected children to get them to calm down. Juna mumbled to Bella, “I’m sorry, Gessa, I don’t want you to cry. Mommy and Auntie Muriel are just giggly.”

It was then Muriel pointed out, “You called her ‘gessa’.”

Juna blinked a look towards her. She realized she had called Bella the word Naressa had most often referred her by; an endearment Juna’s mother never gave up on saying even when Juna grew up. The term from the Old Corellian dialect best described not just her baby but all children as the ‘light’ of their parent’s lives. Until she had journeyed through such abyss and horror and the realm of dark magnificence did Juna truly understood what it really meant to be called Gessa, and what it really meant to call her own daughter by such a precious name of purity, preciousness, and hope.

 Referring back to Bella, Juna leaned in closer and whispered in question, “Are you my Gessa?”
Eyes closed and sleeping, yet Juna felt an acknowledgement of some kind from Bella. She asked quietly, “Are you my Light, my reason for going on and forsaking darkness?”
Little Bella answered the question again in her hidden, silent way; through the method of intuitiveness mothers and their babies could only share; each with their own encoding language they could only understand. Having such a sense with her own Diggory Muriel had a good idea why Juna was smiling.
“I’m really happy for you,” said Muriel with a smile. Juna looked to her, actually fighting the urge to return her dark brown-eyed gaze to Bella. “In between the chaos past and future you have this day. You deserve so much more.”
Juna shook her head and said, “No.” She turned her attention back to Bella. “She’s enough. My Gessa is all that I will ever need for the rest of my life.” Nothing more could be said for it was the truth. Bella had more than enough goodness and life in her to replace all that had been lost to Juna. There could be no sadness with the absence of her Mother, her Father, and her Husband in her life, not with her Daughter, her Gessa, present in her this the rest of her natural life. With her the future was far brighter than a thousand suns; there was the new dawn upon the wide awake universe.
