“Arcona Secret Santa 2013”

Atiyru...I mean, Attyriu...er, At-At-Awfuckit was at her desk scrolling through another report from Keirdagh Subtlelikeabricktotheface Verbosity when her bride walked in. She (the Aedile) smashed the datapad on the desk and leapt towards Socorra. “My Sithy lover! Just the woman I needed to see!” She gave her (er...#pronounsftw) a quick peck on the cheek.

“Tally reports that bad, huh?”

The Aedile smiled. “I have to read all public unit reports, but I don't have to read propaganda. Besides, I know how violence turns you Erinoses on.”

The pre-hyphen Erinos grabbed the post-hyphen Erinos's rear and pulled her in for a much stronger kiss. “Yes. Yes it does.” They separated. “A belated wedding gift? Who's it from?” Socksy Erinostar picked up the small, brightly-yet-shoddily wrapped box. “Hmm. Kinda heavy. And smells like...fish? Funny, I didn't use any of my gifts to you before I wrapped them...”

Attyiiiirruit(??)airyu Entaros giggled. “It's not a wedding gift. It's my secret holiday gift. Well, not so secret since I know who gave it.” 

“You're not supposed to know.” She smiled. “Then again, kinda hard not to know who this is from considering HE has a certain...”

“—Stench? Smell? Odor? Personal fragrance? Scent aura?” The newlyweds laughed. “Let's open it and find out what Mr. Fishman got me.” AyttwhycantIspellmyAedilesnamecorrectly snatched the present from her wife and ripped through the package's meager festive defenses. Inside was a jar of white rocks. “Curious.”

“What's the note say?” Erinostar pointed at the folded paper that fell to the desk. She (doesn't matter which 'she' #pronounsftw) picked it up and read it aloud. 


TO: Krath Priestess Atir...Att...Tatu...Mail Stop 6243-C

FROM: <Undefined>

My orders were to gift you something appropriate, something you needed. Considering you have been in the Dark Brotherhood less than a year, I think you could use some seasoning. Since time travel does not exist, I found the next best thing: actual seasoning. Bath salts, to be specific. I suggest bathing with them. Their taste leaves much to be desired. 

N.B. If you are ever convicted of a crime and sentenced to internment, I suggest not using these. Seasoned jailbait does not last long. 

She put the note down and they stared at each other, both suppressing giggles. Ya, that didn't last long: four seconds, to be exact. Riotous laughter commenced thereafter. 

Four minutes and four seconds later, At(you can do this)yi(Yes! Yes!)u(FUCK!)...Ms. Aedile wiped the tears from her eyes. “I'm feeling...”

“—dirty?” Socksy said, smirking and holding the jar as she walked backwards towards the door.

Four hours, four minutes, and four seconds later, the newlyweds emerged from their “washing”. Still giggling like children, they merrily cavorted around A—(don't embarrass yourself)—the Aedile's quarters when Socorra noticed something on their bed. “Hon?”

“Yeah, gorgeous?”

“Did you, um, order a pair of eyes?” 

“A pair of—whoa! Cool!” The Miraluka squatted beside the bed and “stared” at the eyes. “Do you think they work?”

“No idea. They look like they might fit—Ewww!” Socksy recoiled, covering her shame/glory/nude parts with as much fabric as she could gather.  

“What?”

“What if someone...put them there...to watch...EEEKKK!”

A-girl smiled wide and stood up, her unclothed body in full view of the eyes. “Here ya go, boys! Enjoy!”

Nothing happened. 

The Sith threw the Krath's favorite cloak over her. “Okay, show's over, perverts.”

“You should have thrown it over the eyes,” the now-covered Miraluka said with a wink.

“Perhaps, but I'm a little too freaked to get freaky again.”

“Tis okay,” A-lady pecked her wife. “Later. I still have reports to digest.” She held the eyes to her face. “Socky-wocky?”

“Socky-wocky” turned. “Hm?”

“Do my eyes go with my cloak?”

They giggled. 

The Miraluka stopped giggling first, which was a first in their marriage as she had never stopped giggling first ever before. Ah, newlyweddom (that is a word; shut up, auto-correct.) Such bliss. Such unabashed affection. Such raun—sorry, got carried away. Where was I? Oh right. The part where Atyiru gets shot. Fuck! I misspelled her name a—no, I got it right. Boo ya! Just...I think I did something wrong still. Can't place it. Bear with me a moment...Got it. I forgot to add “spoiler alert”. Yeah, Atyiru gets shot. That's why she stops giggling first. It's like Han Shot First, but not really. Atyiru Got Shot First And Stopped Giggling First. Doesn't have quite the same ring. 

Oh. The story. I should get back to it, huh?

Right. 

“ATYIRU!” Socorra sprinted to her bride's side, saber lit. “Talk to me!”

Atyiru blinked. “I'm...fine? Brain still here. Saw a flash, heard a crackle, fell to the floor.” They looked at each other, nodded, then rolled away and leapt into a defense posture, sabers lit and menacing the empty room. 

Erinostar spat. “Okay, seriously? Someone takes a shot at my wife then leaves. No, this is stupid. Someone's here. Show yourself so that we may laugh at your feeble assassination attempt before slaughtering you and feeding you to Akua.”

A gurgling chuckle echoed in the Aedile's quarters.

Atyiru spat and pointed her saber at the huddled mass in the corner. “I'm going to have Ceth slice and serve you for lunch, Fishface!”

A holdout blaster slid across the floor and Troutrooper emerged from the shadows. “He'd find a way to ruin me. I'm delicate. He's not.”

“We're both about to ruin you...”

He held up a flipper. “No, you're not. Put those laser swords away. I thought you two didn't play with swords.”

Neither blade flinched. “You went for my head. I'm coming for yours.”

The Dark Jedi Master stifled a laugh. “Phrasing.”

Atyiru blinked. “Wait, what?”

Socorra snarled. “You tried to kill my wife! That's a serious crime. You will pay, now or later.”

“Earlier, actually. That technology isn't cheap.” He pointed at the eyes. “A personal shielding device. Small but effective.”

The Aedile lowered her sword and called the eyes to her. “Really? These blue-green babies are a shield?”

“Yup. They fit into your eye sockets and are powerful enough to stop one shot from a standard blaster or one lightsaber attack. It's not much, but it will give you a second chance on the battlefield.”

“But why eyes?”

Troutrooper blinked. 

The wives giggled. 

“You're a medic, a healer. You tend to the wounded on the battlefield. You focus on them, not on the fight. If you're not focused, accidents happen. You may not sense that errant shot until it enters your skull. This will protect against those.”

“Do they function as eyes?”

“No. I mean, they look pretty and they're meant to be worn in your eye sockets, but they do not aid in sight.” He bowed slightly. “Now, if you'll excuse me, I need to leave.”

Socorra flicked her blade to Troutrooper's throat. “I'm not satisfied.”

The Mon Cal coughed. “Surprising, especially considering what you two these past four-plus hours. As I said, I need to leave. As I didn't say, I need to leave so I can bathe in bleach. I knew I should have walked in instead of hiding in the corner. Ugh.”

MERRY X-MAS ATYIRU!!

