CHAPTER 45.0
When they woke up together, on the floor, still clothed, still covered, and still in each other’s arms, there was some embarrassing reluctance between Juna and Enothchild although they had done nothing more to elicit such feelings. They seemingly forgot why they were together the way there were. It took a full minute for Juna to rise off of Enothchild’s sitting form, seemingly afraid to touch anything on him more than just touching him. She last saw Enothchild smiling confidently from his sitting position before she ran into the fresher to shower.

The shower was not cold.

Juna did not want to take a cold shower to cool her off. She hadn’t thought THAT, or that far ahead in the rehabilitation of their relationship. It was caddie to think the first step to restoring what they once had was to have sex with him; it was down right sluttish. To give herself more time to think she soaped herself up good, and then took her sweet time rinsing the hair wash from her head, one methodical strand at a time.

And when she was finished, she soaped up her body again.

There was that powerful, very adult urge within Juna that fueled her fantasies before with Enothchild that gave her compelling feelings, not reasons, to emerge from the shower, forget the towel, run back into the room, tackle him to the bed, or the floor it didn’t matter he was a Vhinphyc he could take it, and take him!!!!!!!!!!
Scrubbing herself for the third time, Juna was trying to convince herself that such actions were not prudent. Every time, there was a hint in her memory of Enothchild and Naressa’s romp in the guest bedroom of Rapier Manor. The theory, and it was becoming more popular every time she scrubbed herself, was by bedding the Vhinphyc the memory of such a rancorous action of lust will ‘record over’ the known fact of the tryst between the Jedi Master and the Sith Maiden Matriarch. 
Like accidentally recording over a bad movie with pornography!

With that last thought Juna just blushed herself silly, crossed her good eye -- if she had both her eyes she would cross them as a sign of silliness over a thought -- and spent the next five minutes begging for the showering water to turn cold. Alas, the Ruby Heirloom’s water heating systems was far too good, whereas it was an over-under bet when it came to showering on the Millennium Falcon: the odds of a five minute lukewarm shower on board the freighter were worse than getting an idiot’s array in a rigged by the house sabacc game.
“I can’t stand this,” spat Juna out. One way or the other, she had to get the feelings of feelings out of her. She compromised on coyness. She got out of the shower, wrapped a large towel around her torso and forgoing drying she slinked, not ran, out of the fresher bathroom and into her room. Her eyes momentarily closed, her thoughts knotting up her ability to sense anything, shaking in nervousness and in anticipation of possibly losing the last thread of her childhood, the eighteen year old Nubian pulled herself away from the door, shuffled her feet across the rug, opened her eyes….
Enothchild wasn’t in the room.

“Shit!” remarked Juna in full embarrassment, tightening the towel around herself more as if she had entered a room full of strangers. She couldn’t believe how low she had stooped, just to eliminate all that had happened. She felt her entire body turn red in deep embarrassment and spent a few minutes doing everything she could to make it go away.
Drying off and throwing on her familiar smuggler’s attire sans the hat and veil and weapons, Juna left her room and found Enothchild limping around the cooking station. He didn’t look anywhere near as she felt when they first woke up, or as she did currently after putting herself through an exercise of trying to be sexually provocative in a middle-of-the-road sense. Her skin pricked and itched at the stupid idea she had; it was actually her skin drying out from all the scrubbing from the soap, but it was just fitting to have the itch for acting like a complete little girl and a promiscuous bitch at the same time. She was forcing herself do something, and whenever she did it always backfired on her badly. Revealing her feelings to Enothchild a year ago on Coruscant, only to uncover through one kiss the high octane passion fest he had with her Mother, was one of those backfiring times.
“I was wondering when you were going to appear,” said Enothchild gently, apparently knowing that Juna was a little too embarrassed to speak right away. He showed her a covered deep-welled pan, exposing what he was keeping warm on the inside; a familiar fluffy, gray food. “Your mynock omelet is beginning to wither; it begins to dry out only after a short while.”
Mynocks, the silicate-based life forms found primarily in space that enjoyed chewing on the metal and electrical systems of passing starships, were actually quite tasty when made into the breakfast norm. Once their bugaboo appearance was diced and mixed with egg batter -- a real treat was when the eggs were from a mynock -- the idea that such a thing was intolerable to eat much less look at was over after the first bite. Nadja Moranna had introduced Enothchild to the delicacy, which in turn he had shared it with Juna whenever he could find a mynock to scrap off the hull.
She smiled contently when she sat down and the big alien pushed her in at the table. He served the large portion to her, along with toast and jams and Nubian tackleberry juice. He then sat down across from her, easing his way into the chair with a grimace, and asked, “How do you feel?”

Juna, hungry suddenly, had a mouth full of mynock. She did her best to swallow most of it down and managed to get out, “Good.”  She swallowed again, realizing that he wasn’t going to let her just eat in peace. Not that she did want that…. “But I think the question should be reserved for you.”
Enothchild let his brow line dance up and down once. “Well I’ve had better days.”

“You should stay off your feet for awhile,” she tossed at him after another mouthful of mynock. “That scar on your leg looked bad enough before you got shot there.”
“You can thank Helle for that,” said Enothchild dryly. She couldn’t miss the bitterness in his voice, of finding out the hard way that the Vhinphyc Elite Aggressor was playing them all. “Teaches me not to buy into a friendly face like that again.” Just as he said it, Juna watched him frown, and then look sad. “I’m sorry, that didn’t come out right.”
Then she got it. Juna shook her head and said, “If you think you hurt me by saying ‘face’ then you might as well eliminate every other word you think will offend me.” She stuffed a much smaller bite of mynock into her mouth; more of the fork choked her than the food. Who was she kidding: she was bothered by it. So much so she had to fight the compulsion on her part to cover her face with her untied hair. The comfort level she had with Enothchild appeared gone.

“You do that, then you are taking blame for what happened. Don’t. I’m a big girl, Enothchild. I made the choice.” After referring to her journey to Sanctuary and confrontation with Magus Prophet in such a brief passing, she found herself comfortable with the subject matter, comfortable with him again. To prevent the return to the negative, she said, “I must wear it for the rest of my life.”

Enothchild shifted around a little in his chair and asked, “Do…you want to talk about it?”

“Do you?” Juna leaned over her plate, laying her head against her left hand. There appeared no way around it. “I mean you are in more need of wanting to know than me wanting to relive it.”
“It’s forward of me.”

“Sure is.” She ate some more, and then added, “But that’s always been you. Your timing is a bit off, but most of the time you ask at the right times.” Juna stopped for a moment to rub her stomach; it wasn’t indigestion, nor was it a lingering side affect of being shot by Dagger Serpentine. She noted Enothchild’s sudden interest in her brief discomfort -- he sensed it -- and said, “There’s really nothing to it.”

“I don’t quite follow,” said Enothchild.

Finally resigned to her fate, Juna took her right hand and tapped the right side of her disfigured face and missing eye. “I don’t remember much of anything. When the bar pressure changes I can feel the hollowness in my skull. I figure what he had done to me took the memory of it with it.” 
There was some feelings of uncertainty that came from the context of the discussion; the idea that there was so much to tell, but only if she gave in to the dark side of the Force. Odd considering that she felt she all ready had over the past few months; not just in actions, but in feelings. It wanted to creep all over her, the dark side did. Swim in and out of her body, through her pores, through her being. For the first time in a long while she was feeling what was truly a dark molestation; similar experiences were soon after Vhanba when she emerged from her first coma, and around last year around Coruscant, and then as Prophet tried to seduce her.
Putting her fork down, she laid her hands over each other on the table and said, “I don’t remember everything, and not much the small stuff either. But I know…I mean I feel…I know by feeling that some things happened and some things didn’t.” She peered down at her hands, thinking of not telling him anything. Then she decided not to let it keep her silent.
Juna looked Enothchild in the eyes. “I was tortured by the MerCons. Prophet took care of those responsible.” She sighed a little, trying to put everything together. All the while she could sense the Jedi Master’s temperature rising a bit. A reminder flashed in her mind and she used it to diffuse his distraught emotions. “Cessa and Deannta were there, and you said Deannta was worried about me…”

Enothchild calmed and assured her, “They’re both fine, Juna. In fact they’re better.” She didn’t quite understand that, although she discovered while on Corellia that Deannta was employed by the Bel Ibis family she thought maybe that was done out of pity. “I’ll explain later.”

Juna nodded, and then Juna realized she had to continue. She thought she wasn’t having difficulty, but the truth was evident when she hesitated. It was momentum that had kept her mouth moving before; by stopping it ended the momentum. Briefly she was amazed, too, how soon the topic of a sensitive conversation had come up. It occurred to her that she had initialized it. It was the comfort zone she had shared with Enothchild in the past, that area of association that had allowed him to tell her about his fight with Jurivicious Pern over Nadja years prior to Nadja’s death. 
The comfort zone that allowed her to be so closely connected to him, have the better than close friend relationship they once had. Or was it the relationship they always had and never really ended? It wasn’t enough of a comfort zone to allow more than that, but to have it come back so easily spoke of something Juna couldn’t put a words together to describe.
“From there, it’s just…blurry memory wise,” continued Juna. “I…I almost did the unthinkable. I took some bad advice….I threw myself into Prophet’s arms.”
“You didn’t?” was Enothchild’s out of character response. His amber eyes were never larger until it came to such a thought. Knowing how much she revered her Father, the idea of the daughter of Bendian Rapier allowing his murderer to have groped her, fondled her, and touched her beyond normal casual touching…
“I did,” she said quietly at first. She spoke again in normal volume. “But I came to my senses and barely got out of that situation. And then……I fought him.” Juna frowned a little. “I did something…”
“You fought him?” Enothchild seemed rather shocked by the statement. It occurred to Juna that perhaps all he and the others knew she had rejected him and the monster at that time tore her to pieces. Cessa and Deannta were never approached to give accounts to what happened given what occurred to them. 

“In a lightsaber duel?” Enothchild added that after Juna had nodded her head once, and when she did again she knew what he was thinking without using the Force. Enothchild had fought Prophet more than once, and the first time was a long, torturous, time consuming brawl that featured so much it was too long to list it. Both large, horned mammals had tore into each other and used every trick, everything else around them to finish the other. They came close to ending it all from start to the climatic finish that appeared that Prophet had won; only the Vhinech had forgot that his prize -- Juna -- was the trump card he couldn’t play and she nearly killed him with a thrown lightsaber and a little Force manipulation. What Juna was telling him was more than just that.
“Yeah, I know,” said Juna sarcastically. She gestured towards herself, towards her face, and added, “Stupid, eh?”

But he was too intrigued by the notion. “How in the…. Just how….Just how did you do that? Never mind…” He tried to be polite, but it came out anyways. “Never mind how stupid it was for you to do that. You never used a lightsaber in your hands in your life! Force, Juna! Getting away from Qualeggoes was a totally different thing! Fighting Prophet?!?”
“I know,” she agreed with him. “I…I just don’t quite remember how I did it, only that…I did. And I had beat him. I did kill him.” She knew that, she felt it strongly in her heart, and she could see that Enothchild did believe her with his slightly relaxing body. “He was dead…for about a half hour I think. I just…know it.”
Enothchild shook his head and said, “I believe you. When we found you he was in pieces, and only some time later after that he appeared all together and nearly took you away from us.”

Confused, Juna wondered, “Did I…I mean do you know if I had cut him up?”

Apprehensive at first, Enothchild said after a held breath, “No. Naressa had done the honors.”

“Oh.” Juna suddenly found herself dejected and her appetite was history. She sat back deeper into her seat, letting her hands rest on the table, not happy at all by the revelation. She did, however, wondered a little how Naressa was able to do it….
“She saved us all, Juna,” said Enothchild insistently. “Prophet had beaten Casper and was about to have you. Casper’s fine by the way. But if your mother hadn’t arrived he could have been killed and you back in his possession. Later, your mother warned us not to touch you while you were in a Force coma. Prophet didn’t get the warning and lit up like a planet being swallowed by a red giant. It weakened him, and I finished him. From there, she lead all of us to safety.”
Juna frowned again at the thought that Naressa had came just in time to save them. Enothchild said to her, sensing her feelings, “She’s suffered a lot, Juna.”
“I’ve suffered a lot,” said Juna mutely. “I spent a decade living with reality that my Father’s murderer was going to make me his loyal and dark concubine. He almost did it, and I had to experience every second of that.” She wanted to slam a fist on the metal table, but only went through the motions of doing so slowly; punctuating the action by a light, bumping touch. “Because of her, I wanted…” She closed her mouth, but then she continued, “Because of her at one point I wanted to be Magus Prophet’s lusting lover. But my Father was who saved me from that mistake, not her.”
“I never implied otherwise in that particular situation, Juna,” said Enothchild. “All I said was she saved us. Don’t spin the truth any more differently because of your animus towards her. Please.”
Not quite understanding why he was so impacting with that statement, Juna lost much of her desire to continue that part of the argument. She had a lot more, starting with the fact that her Mother knew she had desired Enothchild and still she slept with him. Suddenly he said, “Naressa lost a baby.” 
It didn’t register at first. Juna was beyond registering anything regarding her Mother. The words found their way, one word at time, into her conscious, making her do a double take. He looked into her eyes, sighed, and spelled it out with more detail, “Naressa, unbeknownst to me until you had left me on Coruscant, was going to have a baby. The baby was…Naressa’s and mine.” He looked very sad, very disappointed, but he did not cry. Juna was filled with a lot of conflicting thoughts and couldn’t just think around them to figure out Enothchild’s state of being anymore. 
“She didn’t tell me because she wanted it to be just as much as a surprise for me as it was for her. She planned to tell you once we were all together; tell you about what we had done. Then Uiennar happened, and Uiennar was the beginning of the end for us, for your mother and I. We all lost something or someone at Uiennar, more so than we may have thought and think now. We all changed in our own way, and it changed on many levels. In some ways we remain the same, but the differences are forever clearly there.”
Enothchild reached over and took Juna’s hand as she sat there silently in great confusion. He said, “What me and Naressa had is gone. What we had, as I said before, was a short, never fully explored relationship that was connected only by the life she had carried. A life I would have been there for just as much as I would have been there for you. Naressa felt, though, that such matters shouldn’t come between you and I.” Although Juna didn’t say anything to that he still held up a hand to prevent reaction and to emphasize. “It would have been complicated, I agree. She was confident that it would have worked, that we would have made it work once she told you about us, and once you admitted to me your feelings.

“The relationship Naressa and I had didn’t end with the loss of life she carried. It was inevitably over.” He raised his hands in front of him as if to explain a complicated problem. But it was not complicated, and he dropped his hands. “Her and I were never meant to be. It still hurts us both. It hurts us more without you, you that last link between us. The very person we care about more than ourselves. You are all we have left.”
Enothchild grabbed both of Juna’s hands again and looked her in the eyes. “You are all I have left, Juna.”

Blinking and trying to get her head straight, Juna sputtered out, “But…but you just can’t…throw her away like that….how….Enothchild, your baby….”

“It has been resolved,” he said quietly with eyes closed, gripping her hands tightly. Tight enough to where it made her wince, but no more than that. “It’s a pain that will never stop hurting, but we cannot let it dominate us. It keeps us apart if we do. We chose not to let it.” Enothchild looked at her again. “My child needs me to move on. To you.”

Juna became very upset at this. Emotionally it was very heavy to experience such a revelation and put a lot of doubts into her hate for her Mother now. There was a part of her that still found what Naressa had done with Enothchild was inexcusable. Now there was more; now was the fact that she had kept the pregnancy a secret from Enothchild. And from her, her own daughter? The whole time her Mother was with her in the Palace of Theed, for six long months while Enothchild went around the galaxy, her Mother had done everything she could to hide the truth. It was more than the relationship now. The idea that absolutely wrong!

“You need time to think?” he asked after she had not said anything and he had nothing more to say. Without her answer Enothchild let go of her hands, stood up, and took his leave. He lumbered and limped his way off the ship, just going a short ways away. It gave Juna unneeded and needed time to think through her confusion.

Naressa had known Juna had desires for Enothchild, just as she knew Enothchild had a secret desire for children. Never mind the idea that a Human was going to have a Vhinphyc’s baby, never mind the impossible becoming probable and true. So many times the Vhinphyc had confided to Juna that he wished to have just one child. He did not care for the gender; truthfully like any father he wanted a son but he would not have loved a daughter any less. Before all this he was content with the reality that such a dream would never, ever come true for him. That he was the last of his blood line, the last of the Vhinphyc. In her young eyes it had made him a defending monolithic wall that held despite the cracks in it and the continuous damage done upon it.
Then, as if dreams did come true for everyone else besides Juna herself, Enothchild helped conceived life. Just as he was aware of it, it was all ready taken away from him. A cruel joke was played by fate upon such a good and caring man; his reward for wishing so much but realizing except for one instances that the reality of the situation will never benefit him, and therefore made him an even more caring and compassionate entity. He wished, but he never selfishly asked, for children, for one child. For that alone he was seemingly punished for daring ever to wish for something that was outside the scope of what he was supposed to be: a Jedi, with no desires or attachments or complications, without the benefit of love. Fate was telling Enothchild that he had his one bite of fruit with Nadja: how dare he be anymore selfish?
Fate? Or the Force that was supposedly his ally?

Through such tumult Juna found the idea of the Force cursing one of it’s most devote followers unsettling, and thus for a moment she hated the Force. What had the Force done, in all their lives? 
If remaining true to the edicts of the Jedi, the Force allowed life to exist, and it allowed certain aspects of life to exist, and it allowed the tragedies of life to happen. To take such ideas to be put in context, the Force had guided Enothchild’s parents to the Jedi Temple, had them change their minds about following through on their master’s wishes, encouraged them to give up their only son so he may become a better Vhinphyc than they were. 
It showed Nadja Moranna the way to Enothchild, and vice versa, it would eventually convince them to get married, it would then allow her to suffer and die while in his arms unable to do anything to stop it. The Force would lead him to Juna, and then to Naboo, and to Naressa, and to all the most serious points that occurred in their lives. The Force never played favorites, but it never appeared to even give innocent people one, simple break.
It never did for Juna. To her, she was born to suffer given the related context. If she was not Force sensitive, if she was not the so called Dark Hope that Pern and Prophet drooled over, if she was not the object of Enothchild’s praise and defense then what was her life? Would it be this bloody, this complicated, so full of death? Would so many be hurt because of her, the lone shady tree on Tatooine that every dark side being wanted solely for themselves to beat the heat of the blistering suns of the light? Just another reason why she had left Rapier Manor months ago; that is if she could remember leaving Rapier Manor; that part was still cloudy.

Still, her life and Enothchild’s life was one big, continuous crash that never seemed to stop. Believing what the Jedi claim to be true, the crash was meant to be. It was meant to happen and they were meant to suffer and they were meant to go through all of this crap. For what? Who the hell knows: that was the Jedi’s great escape to get out of explaining why things happened. It was always so convenient, even for Enothchild on a couple of occasions, just for them to say the Force moves in mysterious ways, and that the Force is a weather cast that shows a clear past, a partly sunny/partly cloudy present, -- depending on one’s optimism versus pessimism -- and a future that was always cloudy with a either a great chance of sunshine, or rain or hell of a lot of hail, or perhaps a terrible event like a tornado out of nowhere. Like weathermen the knew the past, were aware of the present, but forecasting the future they would like to be paid top dollar even if they’re ten percent accurate.
Such philosophy, Juna was discovering after living for nearly nineteen years now, only worked for those who lived the philosophy since day one of their Jedi initiation. The reality was no one moved around the galaxy thinking what the Force might have in store for them. Granted they thought of the Force as just a self serving weapon of the Jedi, but beyond that they lived fine without it dominating their life. Juna was not naïve, it was there for the non-sensitive just as much as it was for the Force sensitive. However people lived a long life never obsessing over the consequences of their actions, of what they do may have an affect on the Force as a whole. The Force may have taken those lives just as effectively as it those around her and Enothchild. Then again the Force appeared to leave well enough alone for many, and those many lived long and happy lives. Death was inevitable, no one could escape it forever. In the interim did anyone deserved bad things handed to them after working so hard to be so good? She knew better than that, but she was growing tired of it. Perhaps it was selfish on her part to think that she could defy the power the drove the universe, but she wasn’t going to play by it’s rules any longer. Maybe this was all part of the grand plan the Force laid out for her and Enothchild, but curse it she was going to make the decisions of destiny for herself for now on.
Getting a sense of where Enothchild was outside through the very energy field she despised, Juna got up and went outside to join him. He was busy standing and looking out the opening of the enclosed hanger bay. The opening created a wind funnel effect that blitzed them with a slightly numbing coolness, causing hair and parts of their attire to lift and wave. He became aware of her, acknowledging her approach by turning around.
Forgetting all that was touched upon, all that needed to be said and thought out that was perplexing and hard, Juna said to Enothchild, “You know, before Dagger interrupted us, you asked me if you could listen to my heart.” She stood in front of him now, and saw him more than just what she saw; it was old feelings and old knowledge that was tucked away behind the veil of anger towards him. “Perhaps you’re right, you know. I held back from you my feelings until it was too late. If I had heard your heart, then I would have known the truth and know where you had stood with me. I went by what I felt from your heart. One side of the conversation. I only believed that was enough, and I was wrong. Now? Is what you say true? Do you love me just has I loved you before?”

Smiling a little, Enothchild extended his large arms out and said, “I want to listen to your heart. It will answer our questions once and for all. And you will love me again.”

Juna nodded, and she watched him with very little pain on his face bend to one knee so he could properly and easily place his large head against her chest. Enothchild was careful at first, weary of his horns that jutted out and away from his head and how hard they were; careful not to unnecessarily touch her breasts. She did not care, and when she put her hands on the other side of his head to draw him close he touched her a few times where he had never touched her before just for practical purposes of judging location and distance. His ears were not like Human ears; essentially the cartilage never grew and extended from the canal of the ear anymore after a certain age; in fact it shrunk, but it did not hamper his ability to hear. She ignored the squishing of her ample breasts. She became aware of his touching of her, even if it was non-intentional she invited it, and became aware of him listening intently on her heart.

Juna could feel Enothchild again.

To explain was long, but in short breath she knew they were both right. Forever in the time they had known each other they could feel each other over a much vast distance; much like her and her Mother once did. With the betrayal uncovered on Coruscant the connection between her and Enothchild was no longer there. No longer did she feel him so intimately, or what passed for intimacy for the both of them for years. It was the private sharing of feelings, of emotions, of common, of sacrifice that had linked them. It was when she was eight years old, suffering from the ill effects of the dark side of the Force, that drove her to lay upon his unsuspecting form, lay against his massive chest, and find protection from death’s probing advances. Those feelings returned, the good feelings. But no longer was it going to be a one way link. Her hope was to share it, share it in the form of love that only he could hear, hear in her heart.
Juna soon knew the answer when Enothchild gripped her hard enough to answer. There was a sigh that escaped him that she never heard him express, prompting her to wrap her arms around his large, weary head. It was a revelation for him, a sudden release from a prison that held him for even thinking that a relationship beyond love with her now was unthinkable. She knew he never felt for her in the past the way he felt for her now; such an idea was grotesque, and he was a far better man than that. He was a man, a man she always waited and wanted to love. He deserved love, just as she deserved to be loved by him. Rewards for him were so few, so far. She would reward him with a passionate spirit, the kind that would heal his weary body and tried tired soul; long was it that he had searched for her, truly since his beloved Nadja had perished from the confines of mortal life. Alone he was, but alone no longer.

Once she cleared away from her own limitations, hurdled over her modesty and conservative ways, she was sure and certainty that she could make Enothchild Sarch the happiest man in the galaxy, and go further: she knew she could make his dreams come true.
Neither one wanted the hugging to stop. Neither one wanted it to end.
