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“Wow, can you believe that Lyna’Vel is 20 years-old already?  Where does time go?”  Lilith asked her husband of forty plus years as they sat outside on the veranda at the Versea Estate.

“Same place it always goes,” he answered sarcastically.  “Right down the drain.”

“Oh stop, you old fart,” she said as she smiled and swatted him on the shoulder.

Firith captured her hand, raised it his lips, and kissed the back of it.  “And I still love you as much as I did when I first saw you.”

Lilith almost fell out of her chair at that statement.  Laughing, she looked at him and rolled her eyes, “yeah, right.  We couldn’t stand each other when we first met.  Maybe you need to see a healer, I think you might have the beginning of dementia.”

“I need no healer, my mind is sharp as a tack....wait, what was I talkin’ about?.”  Looking about he gave Lilith a blank look and then grabbed her by arm. “Ye are a healer, no?  Can ye help me remember?  I canna remember where I put my undershorts!”  Firith said in mock panic, causing them both to laugh.

Lilith leaned over and kissed him, then took his face in her hands and looked him in the eye.  “Honey, they are on the floor in the corner of our bedroom where you left them last night,” she told him seriously.

Firith blushed some and mumbled, “sorry.  Well, at least they aren’t on my head,” causing both of them to laugh again.

“Ahhh!  No not that one, your other hand” came an exclamation from across the yard.  Both Firith and Lilith stopped their good-natured arguing to see Bentre throw his hands in the air and pace away from his daughter.  Musical laughter came from the birthday girl.

“But Daddy, you said to...”

Pointing at the speeder Bentre grumbled, “I swear I don’t know what is going to drive me to drink first!  Teaching you to drive or worrying about you going off-planet to school.”

“Well, I need to learn how to drive this so that I can go away to school.  I have to have some way to get around,” responded Lyna’Vel as she put her hands on her hips.  “And we talked about this already, I really want to go to this school, I’ve learned all I can here and this is the next logical step for me.

“I should have made your Uncle Firith teach you,” he replied.  “It would be just punishment since he still calls me Master, even though I have told him repeatedly not to.  No respect I tell you, just no respect.”

More laughter came from the half Twi’lek, half human daughter of Bentre and Tasha’Vel.  “You know that he just does that to get to you.”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah, I know,” Bentre sighed.

“How many people are coming to the party,” Firith asked his wife, looking away from the two squabbling by the speeder..

“Tasha said somewhere around thirty or forty I think,” she replied.  ‘I really wish she would've let me help her.  She said that the droids would take care of everything and I should just relax and enjoy the day.”

“Speaking of which, where is Tasha,” the retired assassin asked?

“She said that she had a last minute gift to pick up for Lyna’Vel.  You did remember to pick up our gift to her, right?”

“Yep, sure did.  She is going to love it,” he replied with a grin and sounding entirely too self-satisfied.

Lilith looked at her husband sharply.  “What did you do?  Please tell me that you did not get her a varactyl, we talked about this remember?”

Firith looked down and sheepishly said, “maybe I did, maybe I didn’t”

Just as Lilith was about to respond, the quietness of the day (other than Bentre once again trying to instruct his daughter on the proper way to drive a speeder) was replaced with sounds of landing craft filling the air as the party guests started arriving.

“There goes the neighborhood,” quipped Firith.  “I really hope that we don’t have the issue with all the squealing girls like we had when she turned 16.”

“I sure that there will still be squealing, especially when she starts opening gifts,” Lilith replied, smiling in the direction of her honorary niece.

“Oh goody, did’ya bring out my earplugs?”

Lyna’Vel abandoned her father to greet everyone and escort them to where tables had been set up, around a dance floor, outside off the veranda.  The band started warming up as everyone was disembarking their ships.

“Och, now we have squealing girls and someone strangling a cat.  This is going to be a good night,” Firith grumbled.

“What is that girl doing now?”  Firith sat up straighter in his chair.  “She has her arm linked with, with, with a boy!”  Quickly rising, he grabbed his ever ready cane and hobbled towards his former master.

“Oh no,” Lilith said with a sigh, as she got up and headed for Tasha, who had recently returned from her errand.

“Do ya see what I’m seeing, Master?”  Firith yelled at Bentre as he gimped across the yard.  “This canna be happenin’.”

“For the millionth time, STOP calling me Master, ya old coot,” Bentre shouted back at him.  “And as you would say, wha’ are ye blathering about?”

Firith stuttered and couldn’t get the words out, so he just stopped and pointed at Lyna’Vel and the Boy, “Th...Th..That!”

Bentre looked at Firith, seeing his former apprentice’s eyes take on a red glow, turned his head and looked in the direction that he was pointing.  “What the!!!”  Looking around he spotted his wife talking with some of the other guests and yelled to get her attention.

Looking up with a frown and wondering what in the world was going on, Tasha looked around and saw Lilith bearing down on her with a panicked expression. 

“There may be blood shed today, we have to hurry,” said Lilith as she grabbed Tasha by the arm and steered her towards their husbands.

“What is going on?” Tasha asked.

“Lyna’Vel is arm and arm with a boy and our husbands are out for blood,” Lilith replied.

“Oh, Kriff!  I wished she would have warned me she was bringing a boy to the party.”

Both women reached their husbands before they could take off and confront the couple.

“We all need to calm down.  I’m sure that they are just friends.  Let her introduce him to us and see what happens from there,” Tasha spoke to the other three.

Both Bentre and Firith had their hands on their lightsabers as the pair reached them.  “Mama, Daddy, Uncle Firith, Aunt Lilith, this is Jonathan.  Jonathan this is my family,” Lyna’Vel said with a smile, totally oblivious to the atmosphere around them.

Jonathan picking up on the tension of the quartet, cleared his throat nervously, stuck out his hand to Bentre and said, “it’s a pleasure to meet you sir.  Lyna’Vel has told me so much about you.”

Looking at the extended hand, Bentre grunted.  Then grunted again as Tasha elbowed him in the side.  Reaching out, he grasp the hand that was offered, giving it a firm shake and a good squeeze.  Watching Jonathan pale, Bentre smiled an evil smile and released him.

Looking at Tasha, Jonathon extended the same hand and told her, “It a pleasure to meet you also ma’am.  I can see where Lyna’Vel got her good looks from.”

Hunched over his cane, Firith squinted and shuffled closer, eyeing Jonathan from head to toe, assessing all his weak spots.

“It’s nice to meet you also, sir,” Jonathan extended his hand again, very warily this time. Firith grinning, met his grip, took the opportunity to pull him closer and whisper, none too softly, “you ken what happens to someone that hurts our wee lassie doon ya?”

“Uncle Firith, stop that.  You are scaring him,” stated Lyna’Vel with a huff.

“Aye, that’s the point Lassie, that’s the point,” he replied.  Looking the poor kid dead in the eye, “I dinna become an assassin for the thrill o’ it… weel maybe I did.”

Poor Jonathan swallowed nervously, looked at the last of the foursome and shook Lilith’s hand.  “It’s a pleasure ma’am.”

Lilith took stock of the human, giving him a smile that didn’t reach her eyes.  “It’s nice to meet you too.” 

With that Lyna’Vel grabbed his arm and towed Jonathan to safety, whispering to him not to worry about them, that her parents and aunt and uncle would come around.  As they were walking away Lilith looked at Tasha and said, “if he ever hurts her, after the men are done with him I will heal him. Then you and I will get our shot.”

Jonathan, hearing this, looked back over his shoulder at her. Horrified he saw Lilith wink at him, a glowing flash of red in her eye.  Hmmmm...I guess after all these years, Firith’s dark side has worn off on me a bit, she thought.
