Everything Changes
(This fiction is set after an explosion on Selen in which Rins’zler was seriously injured, Princess Olvar is a force sensitive alien with whom he has had a friendship with for many years and is considered to be part of her family, but it has never been anything more. She has travelled from her home world to visit him. Her physical appearance is mostly humanoid but her people are possessed with innate beauty, however their heads have tendrils instead of hair. They can manipulate these and communicate via them, similar to the way Twi’leks communicates with their lekku.)
Rins'zler felt his senses beginning to return. He had no idea how long he had been out; the last thing he remembered was the explosion. He had been thrown across the street and remembered only excruciating pain and then darkness.
His hearing was the first sense to return. He could hear voices--one was clearly Atyiru, and her voice was unmistakable. The other voice he knew but did not recognize, it had an angelic lilt to it; but his head hurt too much to recall who it was. The two voices were discussing how they should approach the problem they faced; Atyiru was encouraging the other voice to help him in any way she could. His Consul then her tone changed as she said, 
“He is awake.” She paused, considering her words: “I will leave the two of you alone. If you need any help just call me on my com, good luck.” Rins’zler tried to crack open his eyes but they were sore and sticky, as if they had not been opened in days.
The angelic voice spoke, “Jandos, can your hear me, Oh, I hope you're okay.” Rins’zler finally managed to get his eyes to open and there before him were the angelic features of Princess Olvar.
“Princess, what are you doing here?” he asked. She smiled at him, a smile that could soften even the hardest of hearts.
“I came as soon as I heard what had happened to you. Mother is worried sick!” she sat on the side of the bed and gently stroked her friend's hand. “Officially I am here as a special envoy, but that is only a cover your Consul devised for me.” 
Rins’zler tried to sit up but he became aware that he was strapped to several monitoring machines. 
“Don't try to move.” She put her hands gently on his shoulders to stop him sitting up, “You have sustained a lot of damage, the doctors here have done the best they can, but you're going to be in for a shock.”
She looked him in the eyes, her expression showing strength “Do not fear, we will work through it together”. 
She took a datapad from the table beside the bed and showed it to Rins’zler “Much has happened while you have been in here. You have been out for a long time. Your Consul arranged for you to be brought to a secure wing of the Citadel medical ward to be treated”.
Rins’zler lay his head down on the pillow and tried to take in what Olvar had said, but he had become aware that something was missing. He could feel Olvar holding his left arm, but when he turned to look at his right, all he saw was a shortened stump. He felt his heart race, and his head hurt. Where the hell was his arm? He began to panic.
Olvar tried to help him and calm him down. “My dear, I tried to warn you, a lot has happened to you. They were unable to save your arm...” she hesitated and looked into his eyes. “I know this is also going to be hard, but your legs were horrendously damaged in the explosion as well, the surgeons saved as much as they could…” 
Rins’zler suddenly became acutely aware that he could no longer feel his legs; he didn’t know what to do or say, he just burst into tears. Princess Olvar got onto the bed and lay next to him, resting her head next to his; she could sense that this was not going to be easy.
***
It was two days before Rins’zler could come to terms with the loss of three of his limbs. He and Olvar talked about it constantly, she comforted him with words and support as much as she could. Despite her best efforts and the help of several others within Arcona, the Knight’s emotions were a wreck.
He spoke to the Clan surgeons to try and get a sense of understanding as to what had happened, and with their help he got more details on the incident that had left him like this. 
When Rins’zler had arrived he was in a critical state, the explosion had thrown him several feet across the street and he had landed badly; his arm had been skewered by metal debris, but he remembered none of this and could only assume he must have blacked out from the pain. It was shortly after that when his legs sustained severe damage from other debris thrown by the explosion: a sheet of durasteel debris had sliced his legs off just above the knees. He had lost a lot of blood by the time the Search and Rescue teams had found him. Celevon had done his best to stabilize his injuries while they cut him free and transported him to the med facility, and it was he who had informed Atyriu.
After a month of surgery and psychological therapy, the doctors were happy to release Rins’zler into the care of Olvar and the Clan. He was wheeled out of the med ward by Princess Olvar and they went to a designated recovery area, his legs and arm wrapped in bio sealant packs so that the nerve endings would not die. Eventually he would have his limbs replaced, but first he had to get over the emotional shock.
Rins’zler and Olvar spent the next three months together. She talked him through what was happening and helped him to adjust. They wandered around the Citadel, with Olvar pushing the Mandalorian on ‘the grand tour’. They laughed together, they cried together and their relationship began to change.
One day they were relaxing in one of the Citadel’s plaza gardens when Olvar leant over to Rins’zler. 
“I hope you don't feel this is inappropriate but I have to do this,” she said. She bent down and kissed him on the lips. 
Rins'zler was taken aback by the sensation, it felt amazing, her lips were so smooth and soft, and the taste was something he had never experienced before, spicy yet exotic. Suddenly he found himself lost in the kiss and wanted it to never end.
The kiss was the beginning of something new. He and Jen’ika had discussed at length that she wanted him to move on, she was accustomed to her new existence, but he needed someone to be with. He had been reluctant at first but his encountering Princess Olvar again during the mission aboard the Last Light had changed things. Rins’zler felt happy for the first time in many months. Here was a woman who, despite her unique features, clearly had feelings for him, feelings he also felt, he gave into it and allowed their relationship to blossom.
Olvar helped him through his rehabilitation. Together they designed his limb replacements, spending days going over various ideas and concepts. Olvar brought in some assistance from her family technicians and together they came up with a cyber organic replacement for his arm. It was a marvel of design, looking both mechanical yet organic. Its organic nature would allow Rins’zler to still channel the force through the limb, but would be far more resilient than his former arm. After much discussion they chose a design that would incorporate his wrist laser, power supply and several handy compartments for some of his throwing blades. The legs were inspired by designs Rins’zler had seen in his early days as a Mandalorian, combat grade prosthetics, built for survivability, not looks. The designs were completed and Rins’zler underwent the reconstructive surgery, he saw the face of his love through the windows of the operating theatre as the anaesthesia took hold.
Rins’zler awoke to the face of his love. He felt different; instinctively he flexed his right arm, forgetting for a split second that, all but a few hours ago, there had been nothing there. He turned his head to see the cyber organic replacement move, it was a bit uncoordinated at first, but he would have to spend time getting used to it. The situation was the same with his legs; he could feel the heavy combat grade fittings minus their exterior plating. Despite their appearances, all three of the limbs were very comfortable, and he could feel every inch of them. There organic components linked him to his new limbs in a way no standard augments could. He was released the three days later and once more entered rehab.
It felt strange for him to have to learn how to walk again. Olvar was with him every step of the way, catching him when he didn’t quite get it, comforting him when it got too much to take. It was six long months before he was fit enough to don his robes once more. He was met by the Shadow Lady, Kordath and Celahir when he returned to duty. Each of his comrades took the time to congratulate him on his recovery. Atra seemed happy with his recovery and said he could take his time and work his way back up slowly, Rins’zler thanked them all, it was good to be home.
Rins’zler awoke the next day on board his ship. He could feel Olvar’s tentacle-like hair draping over his chest and saw her sleeping. Her head was resting on his chest and he could feel her slow breath on his skin. He felt her stir and her hand moved around searching for his, she found it and took hold. Her head lifted up to reveal her angelic features. “Morning dear, sleep well?”
Rins’zler still could not get used to the aww he felt when he heard her angelic voice. “Yes, well, I have something that I wish to discuss with you this morning but it can wait until breakfast.”   
Olvar’s eyes lit up, almost as if she had an inkling of what he referred to. In a single fluid movement, that had the grace of a dancer, she rolled over and climbed out of bed, the sheets sliding off her lithe body 
Olvar whispered to Rins'zler “well I better get breakfast ready then.” 
Olvar chuckled to herself as she got to her feet; she turned smiled at Rins'zler, put her silken robes over her shoulders and left the room.
Rins’zler climbed out of bed. He was still getting used to his new limbs, his legs dropped onto the deck of his room and they made a slight clunking noise as they settled on the floor. He pushed himself up and as he stood he could both hear and feel the cybernetics move, as if they themselves were alive. Components in his new artificial limbs flexed, whined and adjusted as he moved, he could hear the artificial sinew flex as he reached out with his new arm and grabbed the night robe that hung by his bed, slipping it on, he felt its silky texture sliding over his skin, once it was tied around his waist he set off after Olvar.
His love stood in the kitchen area, an image of beauty. Rins’zler still found himself thrown off guard whenever he saw her and once he had recovered he saw that she was busy dishing up some fresh pancakes, and they smelled delicious. As he entered the kitchen area she turned to look at him and smiled, nodding towards the table she had set. Rins’zler walked over to it and poured two glasses of Zureber juice from the jug on the table and sat down. Olvar walked over, brandishing two plates of pancakes, they looked fantastic and she placed them on the table then sat down.

Before either of them could start eating she reached over and took Rins’zler’s prosthetic hand in her own. 
“My dear, I know you have something you want to tell me, I can feel it both in your emotions and through the force, before we start I want you to get it out, say what it is that you want to tell me.” 
Rins’zler looked at her; he could honestly say he had never felt this nervous for a very long time. The nervous Jedi slid the chair away from the table, stood up and moved over to Oliver, he dropped to one knee, feeling his heart beating so fast he thought it was going to break out his chest. His cybernetics making a slight wheezing sound as they adjusted to his actions and he carefully lowered himself to floor.
He took her hand with his prosthetic, gently caressing it as he removed something from one of the compartments in his arm with his other hand, he looked up at her, her smile greeted him and he spoke. 
“Princess Olvar, I have known for a long time now that I have very strong feelings for you, I love you and don’t know how to make this sound any less awkward so I will get straight to it, Princess Olvar… will you marry me?” 
Olvar’s face lit up and her smile beamed as she leant over and grabbed his head and pulled it towards her face, her kiss was amazing if not sudden, when she finally let him go she looked him in the eyes and replied. 
“Yes, yes of course I will marry you.”

Rins’zler slid the ring over her finger and stood up, this time he initiated the kiss and they were locked together for what seemed like an eternity.
Breakfast that morning was the best either of them had ever had, neither of them cared that the pancakes had gone cold long before they had chance to eat them. 
Rins’zler sent a message to senior members of Arcona informing them of his intentions to wed Princess Olvar; he received replies of congratulations, now they had to plan the wedding. This was a turbulent time for Arcona, much was happening and most of it was not good, this would be a bolt of light streaking through the oncoming darkness, and would show others that despite what was happening, Arcona was still strong. The wedding was set for three weeks from the day, the Clan, despite its current troubles, had set the Great Chamber for the occasion, and the Citadel’s guard had been doubled for the occasion.
The day had arrived those of Arcona who were able to attend filled the chamber. At the head of the space stood the Shadow Queen and to her sides stood Kordath and Uji. Olvar had commissioned a special mask for her future husband, his face was still a closely guarded secret, those who knew what he looked like, knew to keep it quiet. The mask had an organic feel to it; bony ridges ran down the sides and across the brow, the mask had a single visor slit in it edged in organic like protrusions. Unlike his usual masks, this one was purely decorative and did not have any of the features and technology that he would normally have in a mask, but he didn't care. His love had designed it and he loved every inch of it.
He walked down the aisle, his formal Krath robes drifting behind him, when he reached the end he nodded to his superiors and thanked them for this, suddenly the music changed, and the door at the end of the room opened. Through it walked a vision of heaven, garbed in a silken mauve dress; she was a wonder to behold as she walked down the aisle. As Olvar reached the end where Rins’zler stood, he could see her face was covered with a beautifully patterned veil, but even this could not hide her beauty.
The pair stood opposite each other and the Shadow Lady spoke, her voice, amplified, echoes across the chamber. 
“Fellow Arconan’s it is with great pleasure that we gather here today, to witness the joining of on our own with his love.”
“Rins’zler Sang-Kalinor, you have not long been back with us and in this short time you have been through much pain and darkness, I am glad to see that you are finding your way into the light. Princess Olvar, I know very little about your race, bar what Kordath has informed me of, but I can feel your honesty, Rins’zler has chosen well.”
The Shadow Lady turned to Kordath and he handed the pair two rings. The Shadow Lady spoke once more. 
“In the power vested in me as Consul of Arcona, it is my pleasure to join these two people together, may they remain as one for the rest of eternity.”

The pair placed the rings on each other's fingers and turned to face the crowd, a massive cheer went up, and the newly wedded pair walked back down the aisle together...
