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Passionate Sparks: Embers Of A Rebellion
By Hannelore Bella
Chapter 1: Of New Arrivals and Blossom Cloud Tea
 
Coruscant - 25 BBY 

	The first thing Mon Mothma noticed about the new junior senator from Naboo, as she stepped onto her floating platform for her introduction to the Galactic Senate, was how utterly alone she appeared despite the ceremonial grandeur surrounding her. The elaborate headdress, the flowing burgundy robes, the practiced poise - all of it served only to emphasize the vulnerability that flickered behind those dark eyes as they swept across the vast chamber of senators. Mon's fingers tightened almost imperceptibly on the edge of the observation platform she shared with her fellow senior chamber members. She watched the girl—and a girl she was, for despite her titles and achievements, nineteen was still achingly young—navigate the polite applause with the careful grace of someone who had learned to project confidence rather than truly feel it.
	Mon recognized that particular blend of fear and determination immediately. Years earlier, she had worn a similar mask, standing before this same imposing chamber as her planet, Chandrila’s, newest representative. The memory surfaced with unexpected clarity, how her knees had trembled beneath voluminous robes, how she'd practiced her introductory address until her throat was raw, how desperately she'd wanted to appear worthy among the galaxy's power brokers. "Poor little queen," she thought to herself. "So much responsibility, so little real preparation.”
	As she spoke from her floating platform, Padmé Amidala’s gaze darted around the chamber, unconsciously seeking an anchor point amid the overwhelming spectacle. When those dark eyes briefly met Mon's, the older senator allowed herself a warm, reassuring smile. The girl's posture relaxed minutely in response, a reaction so subtle most would miss it, but Mon had spent decades reading such microexpressions. They were the true currency of the Senate, more valuable than any campaign promise or formal alliance.
	"You plan to take this one under your wing as well?" Senator Bail Organa of Alderaan asked from beside her, his voice carrying a note of amusement.
	Mon maintained her pleasant expression, though her eyes never left the young senator from Naboo. "Someone should. The vultures are already circling.”
	Mon’s closest ally in the Senate gave his friend the slightest knowing nod before he answered. "And understandably so. She’s truly had a meteoric rise. After what she was able to pull off, uniting with the Gungans in opposition to the Trade Federation, she could become an effective piece of what we’re trying to do. That is, if we can bring her into our way of seeing things…” but Mon barely registered Bail’s words. She was studying the way Padmé's shoulders held just a fraction too much tension, the silent but observable manner in which her gaze seemed to seek approval from the senior senators rather than command their respect. Here was someone who had worn a crown but had never learned to truly wield power - only to be shaped by it.
	Her own observation sent a familiar thrill through Mon's chest. She had built her reputation on recognizing potential - both political and personal - and Padmé Amidala radiated both in equal measure. The former queen possessed the kind of soft beauty mixed with natural magnetism that could sway votes and shift alliances, yet she moved through the chamber like a lost child seeking guidance. It was a combination that Mon found utterly compelling.
Mon allowed herself the smallest of smiles as she began to clap at the end of the Junior Senator’s introductory speech, her applause measured and dignified. 
	Mental wheels had already begun turning as Mon watched Padmé's platform glide back to its docking position. While other senators had already begun filtering toward the exits, discussing lunch plans and committee schedules, Mon found herself calculating a different sort of agenda. The girl would need a mentor, someone to help her navigate the treacherous currents of Senate politics. Someone with experience, wisdom, and most importantly, patience.
	"Senator Mothma?" Bail's voice pulled her from her contemplation. "The subcommittee planning meeting?"
	"Of course." Mon smoothed her white robes and offered him one of her practiced diplomatic smiles. "Though, on second thought, I'll need to reschedule. I believe it would be prudent to extend to our new colleague a personal welcome. As you’ve said, we would do well to get her seeing things our way from the start.”
	He nodded with a wry grin that said he was wise to his friend’s intentions. Bail Organa had worked with her long enough to know that when Mon Mothma set her mind to something, or someone, it was wisest to stay out of her way. “Of course, Mon. That would indeed be prudent.” 
	Mon turned and made her way through the dispersing crowd with the unhurried confidence of someone who belonged in these halls, her auburn hair catching the artificial light as she approached where Padmé stood consulting a datapad with obvious uncertainty. Up close, the girl was even more striking - and more fragile than Mon had anticipated. The elaborate Naboo makeup couldn't quite conceal the faint shadows beneath her eyes, and there was something almost desperate in the way she clutched that datapad, as if it might anchor her to solid ground.
	When Mon got close enough to be in the new Naboo representative’s field of vision, the younger woman looked up at her approach, those expressive eyes widening slightly with recognition.
	"Senator Amidala," Mon said, extending her hand with just the right balance of warmth and formality. "I'm Mon Mothma, from Chandrila. I wanted to personally welcome you to the Senate."
	The relief that flickered across Padmé's features was almost endearingly transparent. "Senator Mothma, of course. Your reputation precedes you." Her voice carried a hint of that distinctive Naboo accent, cultured yet somehow innocent. "I was hoping to have the opportunity to speak with experienced senators about... well, about finding my place here."
	"The Senate can be overwhelming for newcomers," Mon replied, allowing her smile to deepen just a fraction. "Perhaps you would join me for a tea sometime this week after legislative hours have concluded? I'd be happy to share what I've learned about navigating these corridors as a young female senator from our region of the galaxy.” 
	Padmé's face brightened, relief washing over her features. "Oh that’s so generous, Senator." Her fingers relaxed their death grip on the datapad. "But I’m sure you have a lot of-”
	“It’s no problem. In fact, I insist,” Mon interjected smoothly, sensing Padmé's attempt to retreat into ingrained habits of self-isolation and independence that masqueraded as strength. The way her voice faltered betrayed a current running just beneath the surface; something far more fragile than she wished others to see.
	“It’s just…” Padmé continued, attempting to assert her independence and capability again. “I have resources… plenty of materials to study on my own about Senate procedures.”
	Mon's gaze narrowed subtly, catching the tremor in Padmé’s voice beneath layers of polite bravado. The girl was putting on an admirable front; Mon could see it for what it was: an effort born not just from ambition but also desperation, a yearning not only for competence but perhaps validation.
	“You don’t have to keep up the front with me, Senator,” Mon countered smoothly, refusing to allow this momentary defensive retreat to derail their burgeoning connection. Her lilting tone held a warmth laced with underlying authority as she added softly yet decisively, “I’ve been where you are and I so wish someone had done for me then what I’m offering for you today.” 
	“W-what are you offering?” Padmé asked, her eyes wide with a guarded curiosity. 
	Mon stepped a fraction closer, intrigued by the glimmers of uncertainty threading through Padmé's expression. “I’m offering not just guidance on Senate procedure, but also a friendship that understands the nuances of navigating this bewildering environment. No one who hasn’t been through this can prepare you for the first time you experience it.” 
	Padmé hesitated, a delicate brow arching in caution. Mon's heart quickened; here was the moment she had anticipated. She could sense how years of isolation had forged Padmé into someone who craved connection but knew not how to reach for it.
	"There is no question you are capable of handling yourself here, Senator," Mon reassured gently, leaning ever so slightly toward the younger woman. “But every capable leader needs support. It can be daunting to see yourself as worthy in these halls.”
	Their eyes locked, Padmé’s wide and curious, searching for sincerity within Mon's carefully curated façade. Mon allowed another flicker of warmth to cross her features as she pressed on, knowing just how to weave her words: “You’ve proven you have what it takes to be our peer. Now I just wish to help you hone the necessary skills to succeed. I can sense a great deal of potential in you.” 
	Slowly, Padmé’s defenses began to quiver under Mon’s gaze, her breath catching slightly as she absorbed the undertones beneath the proposition—something unspoken yet profoundly intimate thrumming between them. “You do? Really?”
	Mon just smiled knowingly at her. "Tomorrow evening, then. My private office rather than the communal spaces. We can speak freely there, woman to woman.” Mon's suggestion was delivered casually, though nothing about her invitation was spontaneous or negotiable.
	"Tomorrow would be perfect." Padmé paused, then confessed with surprising candor in response to Mon’s effective breaking down of her defenses. "I never expected to feel so alone here. My former handmaidens are bound to serve the newly elected queen, and I didn't know the senatorial aides are appointed on Coruscant. I guess…it’s silly but right now, I'm the only one physically from Naboo in my chambers and it makes me feel…"
	Mon's eyes flickered with interest at this personal admission. She spoke before the younger woman could finish her thought. “I understand completely. That must be so difficult, especially while adjusting to your new responsibilities." She allowed her hand to rest briefly on Padmé's forearm, a touch that lingered just beyond what protocol would dictate. "All the more reason we should ensure you aren't left to walk these halls alone."
	The younger woman's skin warmed beneath Mon's touch, her eyes momentarily dropping to where their bodies connected before meeting Mon's gaze again. "Thank you for your kindness, Senator."
	"Mon, please. At least in private." She withdrew her hand with deliberate slowness. "Representatives like us must support one another, after all."
	As they parted ways, Mon felt a pleasant warmth spreading through her chest, the satisfaction of a well-placed first move. The girl's loneliness was palpable, her need for guidance and approval evident in every gesture. Mon had spent decades reading people, identifying weaknesses, and turning them to her advantage.
	Mon began the walk down the long hall to the wing where her private chambers were located. The pleasure of her calculated first interaction with the beauty from Naboo warmed her from within as she walked. She became acutely aware of how easily she always slipped into this role, the mentor, the guide, always beckoning toward deeper connections while cloaked in an air of authority and respectability. It was a dance she'd perfected over years; each step honed through encounters that blended politics with intimacy.
 
	In her early days on Chandrila, she'd often found herself drawn to young women she could tell had a spark to them, though it took her until later in life to understand what that meant for herself. Mon had been only sixteen when she first felt that peculiar tightness in her chest while watching her classmate Leyna during their political science seminars at Chandrila's elite academy for girls. The way Leyna's dark hair fell across her shoulders, how her lips pursed in concentration, the depths in her eyes, these details had consumed Mon's thoughts in a way that she knew most of her classmates felt about the boys in the young men’s school across the promenade. 
	Chandrilan society, for all its relatively progressive politics, maintained rigid expectations about personal relationships. Same-sex attractions weren't openly condemned, but they certainly weren't accepted in any widespread way, particularly among the political elite, where strategic marriages formed crucial alliances. There was no legal or religious mechanism for two members of the same gender to be bonded for life in the quadrant, and anyone in higher society who did come out was silently shunned or worse. Her parents had made their expectations clear: she would marry appropriately, produce heirs, and maintain the family's political legacy without scandal.
	So Mon had learned to redirect her desires, channeling them into careful manipulations rather than honest connections. Her first affair had been with her political science professor's aide, a brilliant woman five years her senior. Mon had transformed her attraction into a calculated seduction, gaining both pleasure and access to insider knowledge that advanced her academic standing and gave her her first, actually satisfying, sexual encounter. The pattern continued through her political rise, affairs conducted in shadows, connections leveraged for power, and intimacy used as currency.
	There had been Lilith from Corellia, who sought acknowledgment from influential figures after advancing rapidly within party ranks. One evening spent strategizing politically took an unexpected turn when a brief touch uncovered repressed feelings during discussions in quiet tones under the night sky. Mon had enjoyed herself to be sure, but had remained guarded throughout. The sex had been passionate and satisfactory but Lilith was only a means to 
an end rather than something emotionally resonant. It was more about seeing what she could get the beautiful young woman eagerly kneeling between her thighs to do for her than it was about anything resembling love. 
	She applied the same strategy with Kaela from Rattatak, who was sharp yet naive with her political maneuverings. She had turned to politics out of family obligation but it was clear to Mon from the start Kaela would have been happy doing anything else. She approached the Rattatakean as a fellow outsider and found an eager ally as she did. Their initial collaboration over late-night strategy sessions quickly turned into a discreet partnership that extended beyond the Senate's boundaries. Hidden meetings led to secret exchanges and practical discussions in secluded areas where their ambitions aligned amid the complexities of their situation. Mon was, of course, almost desperately physically attracted to the blonde beauty, and masturbated to the sounds she had elicited from her long after their secret affair had ended, but just as with all the others, Mon did not open her emotions or vulnerabilities to Kaela either. Remaining closed off in that way was a necessity, despite how easy she knew it would have been to let someone with Kaela’s charm and charisma in. 
	Those secret trysts had been significant for Mon, but nothing, not Lilith's desperate moans, nor Kaela's trembling, breathy squeals had prepared Mon for the arrival of Alaya'lina Secura in her life.
	The memory still seared through Mon's consciousness whenever it bubbled to the fore of Mon’s mind, as would often happen if Mon was particularly lonely or uninspired. Alaya'lina, or Aya, as Mon had called her in their most intimate moments, had been the daughter of Senator Orn Free Taa, a powerful and corpulent Twi'lek who wielded considerable influence in the Senate. Though Alaya’lina had never been elected to a public office, it was clear to anyone with eyes that she was the real decisionmaker in her father’s cabinet. It was to the point that it was a notable rarity when she was not seen on his floating platform during legislative sessions. Unlike her father, Aya possessed a lithe grace, her skin a shade of blue so deep it appeared almost violet in certain light, her lekku head tentacles adorned with delicate silver chains that emphasized their sensuous length.
	They had met at a diplomatic reception where Mon, already established as a rising political force, had been struck by the Twi’lek woman's incisive questions about Chandrilan economic policy. Aya had approached her with none of the deference Mon had come to expect from admirers, instead challenging her positions with a boldness that left Mon both irritated and intrigued. Intrigued primarily at her strong attraction to a female of another race entirely. That was certainly a first. 
	Their affair had begun with heated debates in committee antechambers, progressing to private meetings ostensibly about building cross-planetary alliances. But beneath the political discourse lay a current of tension that neither woman acknowledged until one evening when, after too many glasses of Alderaanian wine, Aya had leaned across Mon's desk and captured her lips in a kiss that tasted of forbidden fruit and reckless abandon.
	"I've wanted to do that since the moment I saw you dismantling Senator Antilles' trade proposal," Aya had whispered against Mon's mouth, her lekku twitching with excitement.
	Mon had pulled back, momentarily stunned by her own visceral response. "This is... inadvisable," she'd managed, though her body betrayed her words as she reached to trace the curve of Aya's jaw.
	"Most worthwhile things are," Aya had replied, eyes glittering with challenge.
	What followed was six months of the most intense connection Mon had ever experienced to that point in her life. Unlike her previous conquests, Aya refused to be merely seduced; she demanded equal footing, meeting Mon's calculated advances with her own bold initiatives. Their encounters became a dangerous dance of power and submission and desire, where neither woman could ever be certain who truly held the upper hand.
	In Mon's private chambers, Aya would trace the curve of Mon's spine with those nimble blue fingers, her touch leaving trails of fire across pale skin. "You're always so controlled in the Senate," she'd whisper, her accent thickening with desire. "I love watching you unravel for me."
	And unravel Mon did, in ways that both thrilled and terrified her. She found herself confessing secrets she'd never shared, revealing vulnerabilities she'd carefully concealed beneath layers of political armor. Aya had a way of dismantling her defenses with a single knowing glance.
	"You don't have to be the untouchable Senator Mothma with me," Aya had told her one night as they lay tangled in sheets that smelled of their shared passion. "I want the woman beneath the white robes. I want the real Mon.” The real Mon. The phrase had haunted her, for she'd spent so long crafting her public persona that sometimes she wondered if there was anything authentic left beneath. But Aya seemed to find those fragments, pulling them to the surface with relentless tenderness. 
	Their inevitable end came one evening after a particularly heated Senate session. They'd barely made it through Mon's apartment door before Aya had pushed her against the wall, mouth hungry and demanding. Afterward, as they lay catching their breath, Aya had traced the contours of Mon's face with a gentle fingertip.
	"We can't keep doing this," she'd said, her voice soft but resolute. "I saw how you looked at me today during the vote. Everyone must have noticed."
	Mon had started to protest, but the words died in her throat. She had indeed broken character that afternoon, her carefully maintained composure cracking when Aya had delivered an impassioned speech that echoed sentiments Mon had shared only in their most private moments.
	"You're right," Mon had admitted, the acknowledgment painful yet necessary. "I'm becoming careless. We both are."
	Aya's lekku had twitched with emotion. "I don't want to be your secret forever, Mon. And I fear you'll never be able to have anyone be anything else for you.”
	The truth of it had cut deep but it was undeniable. Mon had built her entire career on calculation and control, on maintaining the pristine image that inspired trust and confidence. They had parted ways amicably, if painfully, each understanding what couldn't be spoken aloud. In the years since, Mon had occasionally glimpsed Aya at Senate functions, their eyes meeting across crowded rooms in silent acknowledgment of what they'd once shared. Each time, Mon felt that familiar tightness in her chest, a bittersweet ache that never fully subsided.
	But that relationship had taught her invaluable lessons. With Aya, Mon had been the one caught off-balance, the one whose carefully constructed walls had been breached. Never again. She had learned to recognize that same vulnerability in others and to exploit it without exposing herself to similar risks. She had perfected the art of creating intimacy without surrendering control, of offering just enough of herself to create the illusion of reciprocity while maintaining the upper hand.
	And now, here stood Padmé Amidala: Another tender flower caught adrift, needing care against betrayal. Lilting ever closer despite chains, bound by titles or reputations forged long before. Until all familiarity dwindled back beneath protective petals, encasing raw potential just begging for the proper preening. Only then could she flourish in full. In Padmé Amidala, Mon recognized something rare and alluring and hard to articulate, a particular quality that made Mon's interest extend beyond mere political calculation.
	Senator Mothma returned to her chambers with measured steps, nodding politely to colleagues and aides who crossed her path. Once the door sealed behind her, she allowed herself a moment of private contemplation, moving to the panoramic window that overlooked Coruscant's endless cityscape. 
	The chambers of Senator Mothma were a carefully curated manifestation of her identity, each detail reflecting not only her esteemed position but also the ambitions that fueled her rise. The sweeping panoramic window stretched across one wall, inviting in the twilight glow cascading over Coruscant’s skyline, where gleaming spires and shadowy alleyways intermingled like threads woven into an intricate tapestry. It breathed life into the otherwise sterile room adorned with shades of white and soft gold, colors designed to evoke purity yet imbued with enough warmth to disarm even their most formidable guests.
	A large desk dominated one side of the chamber, its surface meticulously arranged: holographic displays flickered softly beneath layers upon layers of neatly organized datapads detailing legislation at various stages, each document aligned precisely as if awaiting approval from a willing hand. This was Mon's calculated command center; from here she orchestrated alliances while projecting an aura both welcoming and authoritative.
	Her seating arrangement further reflected power dynamics she deftly managed—the plush chairs around the conference table curvature anchored by sleek lines symbolized strength without sacrificing comfort, a subtle reminder that every visitor had come seeking something either emotionally or politically charged within these walls. Carefully selected artworks composed frames along other walls depicting historical moments recognized beyond mere politics; they served as visual testaments acknowledging women who powered change throughout galactic history, all heroes rather than shadows folded behind men’s triumphs, a message unspoken but potent nonetheless.
	She moved to her desk and pressed a button to summon an administrative protocol droid to her chambers. "Senator Amidala's quarters," she instructed the droid when it arrived moments later. "Send a formal invitation for tomorrow evening. Include a selection of Nabooan tea leaves in the delivery.”
	The personal touch would not go unnoticed. Mon had built her career on such details, the careful cultivation of loyalty through seemingly thoughtful gestures. Yet as she gazed at the Senate dome glittering in the afternoon light, she acknowledged that her interest in the former queen stemmed from something beyond political strategy.
	"And arrange for the new Senator’s evening schedule to be cleared of any newcomer or welcome activities,” she added. "I don’t wish for the Junior Senator to need to leave before our time together finishes naturally.”
	“I do not possess the authority to alter another senator’s schedule,” the droid stated in its flat metallic voice. 
	“The Senior Senator of Chandrila grants you that administrative authority,” Mon stated with annoyance. She didn’t have the authority to alter Padmé’s schedule either, but she knew enough about the bureaucracy of scheduling in the Senate to know that neither the droid nor the new senator would be aware of that. 
	“Affirmative,” the droid stated and began toddling to the exit. 
	Mon's lips curved into a satisfied smile as the droid departed. Such small machinations were second nature to her now, subtle exercises of authority that would gradually accustom Padmé to deferring to her judgment. The girl would arrive tomorrow evening expecting guidance about Senate procedures, but Mon intended to provide so much more.
	She moved to her private desk and activated the secure terminal, fingers dancing across the holographic interface as she accessed Padmé's biographical files. The official records painted a picture of remarkable achievement: elected queen at fourteen, leading her planet through invasion and occupation, negotiating treaties that most seasoned diplomats would find challenging. Yet between the lines, Mon detected a pattern that intrigued her. Every major decision had been made in consultation with advisors, every victory achieved through collaboration rather than individual assertion of will.
	The girl had been trained to seek consensus, to value the opinions of those she perceived as wiser or more experienced. It was an admirable quality in a leader, but it also represented something deliciously malleable in the right hands.
	Excited by the pattern and potential she had discovered about the beautiful newcomer, Mon rose from the desk and moved toward the large window overlooking the downtown area of the capital planet. She pressed her palm against the cool transparisteel, studying her reflection superimposed over the sprawling cityscape. The woman looking back at her appeared every inch the distinguished senator—composed, dignified, untouchable. Few suspected the hungers that stirred beneath that carefully constructed facade, the desires she'd learned to channel into political ambition rather than personal satisfaction.
	Until now, perhaps.
	The following evening arrived with Coruscant's artificial twilight, the endless streams of speeder traffic creating ribbons of light across the darkening sky. Mon had spent the day in committee meetings and floor debates, but her thoughts kept drifting to the upcoming appointment. She'd chosen her attire carefully, exchanging her formal white senatorial robes for something more intentional. The gown she selected was still predominantly white, her signature shade that spoke of purity and trustworthiness, but this particular design featured a subtle asymmetrical neckline that revealed just enough of her collarbone to draw the eye without appearing deliberate. The fabric itself was a richer, more luxurious weave than her daytime attire, catching the light as she moved and highlighting the elegant lines of her figure.
	She had dismissed her aides early, preferring to complete her own preparations. The dress hugged her waist before flowing gracefully to the floor, a single side slit rising just high enough to offer glimpses of her upper legs when she walked- nothing scandalous, merely suggestive of the woman beneath the senator's mantle. Her hair, usually styled in a practical, severe fashion, now fell in soft waves that framed her face and softened her features. She'd applied her makeup with precision, enough to enhance her striking features without appearing too obvious, a subtle shimmer on her eyelids that made her eyes appear deeper, more inviting, and a gloss that drew attention to the fullness of her lips without being overtly seductive.
	The final touch was a delicate Chandrilan crystal pendant that nestled in the hollow of her throat, drawing attention to the slender column of her neck and the gentle pulse point beneath her jaw. It caught the light as she breathed, creating a subtle sparkle that would be difficult to ignore at close quarters.
	The overall effect was one of refined elegance with an undercurrent of sensuality, nothing that could be pointed to as inappropriate, yet everything designed to make the younger senator see her not just as a political mentor but as a woman, a sensual, feeling woman. Mon turned away from the mirror, satisfied with the image she presented: powerful, composed, and with a hint of accessibility that would lower Padmé's guards.
	Her private office had been prepared with equal attention to detail. The harsh governmental lighting had been dimmed in favor of warmer ambient illumination. A selection of teas from across the galaxy, including several rare leaf varieties from Naboo, waited on a side table alongside delicate pastries. The seating arrangement appeared casual but had been precisely calculated: two chairs positioned close enough for intimate conversation, yet with Mon's placed subtly higher. 
	Like everything else in her office, the placement and differences in these chairs had been selected by Mon for the precise purpose of establishing an unspoken hierarchy between her and her soon-to-arrive guest. The armchairs placed opposite each other were a testament to Mon’s objective, with their distinction so subtly woven into their placement that it would likely escape Padmé’s notice.
	Mon's chair was larger and more imposing, upholstered in rich fabric with elegant curves that invited authority without sacrificing comfort, an assertion of dominance wrapped in sophistication. It sat upon a slightly elevated platform constructed from dark polished wood, lending her not just stature but also literal elevation over any who dared to sit across from her. The back sat upright, ensuring its occupant had a posture that would project power and capability. 
	Padmé’s seat, conversely, appeared dainty and inviting yet lacked breadth or support, the fabric softer beneath the pressure of one sinking inward as if tempted to retreat deeper within its embrace. Its lower height would force Padmé into a posture where she could only look up toward Mon rather than straight ahead; another layer designed precisely with intention: every glance upward rendering the junior senator instinctively aware of what power dynamics existed between them at play even before words were spoken.
	The chime announcing Padmé's arrival echoed through the chamber at precisely the appointed hour. Mon allowed a moment to pass, not so long as to appear rude, but enough to establish that this was her domain, her timeline. When she finally activated the door controls, she was rewarded with the sight of the younger woman standing uncertainly in the corridor.
	The Junior Senator from Naboo stood in the doorway just slightly flushed, her eyes taking a moment to adjust to the softer lighting. She had clearly made an effort with her appearance. Gone were the elaborate ceremonial robes and headdresses of the Senate floor; Padmé had chosen a high-necked gown in a deep midnight blue that was clearly intended to project maturity and professionalism. Yet the effect was precisely the opposite. The rich fabric clung to her slender curves before flaring at the hips, accentuating the youthful narrowness of her waist. The high collar, rather than concealing, only served to frame her delicate features and draw attention to the elegant line of her jaw and the exposed vulnerability of her bare shoulders where the sleeves cut away. The slinky material of the new dress clung to the curves of her breasts. This was the first time Padme had worn it and so she was unaware that in the right light, such as the kind in Mon’s private chambers, the points of her pronounced nipples were completely visible through the clingy fabric.
	The simple styling of her hair, pulled back with just a few loose tendrils framing her face, made her appear younger than her nineteen years. Without the heavy ceremonial makeup, her features were more delicate, her lips fuller, her eyes wider and more vulnerable. The very simplicity of her appearance, clearly chosen to downplay her youth and femininity, instead highlighted both qualities to devastating effect. Mon felt a flutter of satisfaction at the sight. The girl had tried so earnestly to present herself as a serious politician, yet had succeeded only in highlighting every aspect of her youth and beauty. 
	"Senator Amidala," Mon greeted, allowing her gaze to travel unhurriedly over the younger woman's form before meeting her eyes. "Or may I call you Padmé? Please, come in."
	"Padmé would be fine," she replied, a hint of color rising to her cheeks under Mon's scrutiny. She stepped into the chambers, and Mon noted how the fabric of her gown shifted with each movement, creating a subtle play of light and shadow across her body. "Thank you for making time for me, especially given the bureaucratic chaos at the start of a new session."
	"It's my pleasure," Mon replied, guiding her toward the seating area with a light touch at the small of the junior senator’s back. The contact sent a barely perceptible shiver through Padmé's frame, and Mon filed away the reaction for future reference. "I remember my first weeks here. The isolation can be overwhelming."
	She gestured toward the prepared seating, watching Padmé's bright eyes widen slightly at the intimate arrangement of the furniture. The younger woman settled into the indicated chair with careful precision, smoothing her skirt with nervous fingers. Mon took her own seat with fluid grace, noting how the height difference forced Padmé to look up at her with a satisfied internal delight.
	"I took the liberty of selecting some teas from your homeworld," Mon said, reaching for the service. The movement caused her pendant to catch the light, drawing Padmé's gaze to the hollow of her throat. "I thought familiar flavors might help you feel more at ease."
	Padmé's entire demeanor transformed in an instant. Her eyes widened with childlike wonder as she leaned forward, her carefully practiced senatorial composure evaporating completely.
	"Is that…” she gasped, her voice rising to a pitch that betrayed her youth. "Blossom Cloud Tea! From the mountain estates near Theed!" She clasped her hands together beneath her chin, bouncing slightly in her seat as Mon lifted the ornate pot. "I can smell the jasmine hints from here!"
	The younger woman's face lit with unrestrained delight, her practiced political mask slipping away to reveal the teenager beneath. She inhaled deeply, eyes closing in rapture as Mon looked on, smiling. 
	“It smells like home!” Padmé's cheeks flushed as she suddenly realized her breach of decorum, how she'd abandoned all pretense of mature reserve. She'd practically bounced in her seat, her formal posture forgotten as she leaned eagerly over the tea service like a child presented with a favorite treat long denied.
	Padmé's hand flew to her mouth, embarrassment flooding her features as she hastily tried to recompose herself. "I'm so sorry, Senator Mothma. That was completely unprofessional of me." She straightened her posture, attempting to reclaim the dignity she'd momentarily abandoned.
	Mon's laughter rippled through the room, warm and melodious, catching Padmé by surprise.
	"Please, don't apologize for genuine joy," Mon said, her eyes crinkling at the corners as she lifted the delicate pot. The steam rose between them, fragrant and inviting. "Such authentic reactions are  so very rare in these halls where everyone hides behind diplomatic masks. I find your enthusiasm rather charming. And the sound of your laughter is, well, beautiful."
	The way Mon's voice caressed that final word made Padmé's flush deepen. She watched as Mon's elegant hands tilted the pot, amber liquid cascading into fine porcelain cups with practiced precision. The older woman's movements were hypnotic, deliberate yet fluid, controlled yet seemingly effortless. She poured with care, allowing the sound of the water filling the mugs to echo softly between them. 
	When she leaned forward to offer the cup, their fingers brushed in the exchange, a contact that lingered just beyond necessity. Padmé's breath caught almost inaudibly, her dark eyes flicking up to meet Mon's before darting away. Padmé's skin tingled where Mon's fingers had brushed against hers, the brief contact sending an unexpected wave of warmth cascading through her body. Her heartbeat quickened as if she'd sprinted up the grand staircase of Theed Palace, and she found herself momentarily unable to look up from the cup now cradled between her suddenly trembling hands. She struggled to identify the strange flutter in her stomach. Was it nervousness? Admiration? Something else entirely? Whatever it was, it left her feeling exposed, and vulnerable in a way that political adversaries never had. 
	Mon, for her part, didn’t seem to react at all to the brief, accidental touch. She settled into her chair, noting with satisfaction how the height difference allowed her to look down slightly at Padmé while still maintaining the illusion of casual conversation. 
	"Tell me," she said bringing her cup to her mouth and taking a chaste sip as she imagined the younger woman’s gaze lingering on her own lips. "What has been the most challenging aspect of your transition to the Senate? Not many former queens wind up representing their own planets here."
	Padmé's cup trembled slightly in her hands as she considered the question. "I suppose... the isolation you mentioned. On Naboo, even as queen, I was surrounded by advisors, handmaidens, people who had known me since childhood. Here, everyone sees only the title, not the person beneath it." She paused, her gaze dropping to the amber liquid in her cup. "And the expectations are so different. As queen, my role was to serve my people's needs directly. Here, everything seems to be about alliances and compromises I don't fully understand yet."
	Mon leaned forward slightly, her pendant catching the light as it swayed with the movement. "The Senate can be a lonely place, especially for someone so young." She allowed her voice to soften with what appeared to be maternal concern. "Tell me, do you have anyone here on Coruscant? Friends, companions?"
	A shadow crossed Padmé's features."Well, Chancellor Palpatine was Naboo’s senator prior to all of the business with the Trade Federation, and, I regarded him as a mentor of sorts back on Naboo. Since my arrival here though, he has not had any time for me."
	Mon placed a comforting hand on Padmé’s arm and matched it with a warm smile. “Yes, I would imagine he is hardly available right now. All the same, I can imagine that must be frustrating.” An awkward silence fell between them before Mon continued. 
	Mon’s gaze remained unwavering upon Padmé. Layered beneath her statement of understanding lay a keen sense of opportunity, and she reveled in the moment as she calculated how best to weave this peculiar dynamic between them into something far more beneficial for herself. The way Padmé shifted slightly in her chair brought Mon's mind back to their earlier encounter; that subtle movement mirrored both nervousness and an unguarded desire for connection. The girl’s eyebrows drew together ever so faintly, betraying flickers of confusion intertwined with burgeoning awareness, a vulnerability stripped bare by the loneliness she'd admitted existed within these grand yet hollow halls.
	“Padmé, I do hope this isn’t too forward but I would like to say that I am open and available if you are in need of another mentor figure of sorts,” The older senator offered, echoing the phrasing Padmé had just used. 
	Padmé blinked at the suggestion, appearing even younger and more vulnerable in the face of another probing inquiry wrapped in the guise of a generous offer. She appeared even more delicate at this moment, as if she might crack under the gaze of anyone who looked beyond the diplomatic facade she was trying so hard to maintain.
	Then, her expression brightened. "I would be honored, truly." She hesitated, then added with disarming honesty, “Oh Senator, Mon…I feel so out of my depth here. On Naboo, I understood the expectations and protocols, but the Senate seems to operate on unwritten rules I can't quite grasp just yet."
	Mon allowed her smile to deepen at the compliment, her fingers still resting lightly on Padmé's arm. “Padme, you’ve only been here for two days. You’re doing quite well, by all accounts. That you have detected such unwritten expectations puts you ahead of many of the newcomers who arrive at the start of a new session. What light I can shed on it can be summed up by saying that the most important aspects of Senate procedure are never found in any official documentation. They're passed from mentor to protégé, generation to generation."
	“I have always taken comfort in the council of those more experienced than I,” Padmé said breathily. 
	“And that is a great wisdom to have at your age and experience,” Mon agreed, her voice dropping to a more intimate register. "A rare quality in one who wears the crown. Most rulers surround themselves with those who merely echo their own thoughts." She withdrew her hand slowly, letting her fingertips trail along the younger woman's forearm in a gesture that could be dismissed as accidental yet left an unmistakable warmth in its wake.
	Mon rose with fluid grace, moving to a cabinet discreetly set into the wall. "Perhaps we might switch to something a bit stronger than your lovely Nabooan tea? I find honest conversation flows more freely with a proper drink." She retrieved a crystal decanter filled with amber liquid that caught the low light. "This is Chandrilan brandy. Quite rare outside my homeworld. Legend has it that it lowers one's defenses just enough to speak the truth without abandoning wisdom. Personally, I just think it tastes divine and it makes you feel better than it tastes once you swallow. That’s why I drink it anyway.” 
	Padmé looked momentarily uncertain, her lips parting slightly. "I... don't have much experience with spirits."
	"All the more reason to have your first taste in safe company," Mon replied with a warm excitement in her voice. 
	"I suppose that makes sense," Padmé agreed, her voice carrying a hint of nervousness as she accepted the crystal tumbler Mon extended toward her. Mon made sure their fingers brushed again, this time allowing her thumb to trace a small circle against the younger woman's wrist.
	Mon glided back to her seat, her movements smooth and deliberate. She gracefully lowered herself into the chair opposite Padmé. Her posture was impeccable, the result of years spent perfecting the subtle art of controlled and intentional gestures, each motion as precise as a well-rehearsed dance. Her gown whispered against her skin as she crossed her legs, the fabric parting along the carefully designed slit to reveal the toned contours of her thigh. The motion was unhurried, almost casual, yet precisely executed to draw the eye.
	"The first lesson of Senate politics," Mon said, leaning forward conspiratorially, "is that perception matters more than reality." As she inclined toward Padmé, the asymmetrical neckline of her gown shifted just enough to offer a glimpse of the gentle swell of her breasts, the shadows between them deepening in the ambient light. "What people believe about you becomes more important than who you truly are."
	Padmé's gaze flickered downward for the briefest moment, her eyes widening almost imperceptibly before she forced them back to Mon's face. A delicate blush crept across her cheeks, and she took a hasty sip of brandy to mask her reaction. The liquid burned unexpectedly in her throat, causing her to cough.
	"Careful," Mon murmured, her voice a silken caress. "That glass-full is worth more than the transport that brought you here this morning. It's meant to be savored slowly." She demonstrated by taking a measured sip from her own glass, allowing the liquor to linger on her lips before her tongue darted out to capture a stray droplet. 
	“Now, let me walk you through the proper process so you can get the full experience," Mon instructed, leaning back in her seat with deliberate languidness. She tilted her head slightly, exposing the elegant column of her throat as she brought the amber liquid to her lips. "First, you must appreciate the aroma. Close your eyes and breathe it in."
	Padmé obediently closed her eyes, inhaling the rich, spiced scent of the brandy as instructed. When she opened them again, her gaze was drawn not to her own glass but to the mesmerizing sight of Mon's throat working as she swallowed. The shimmering pendant caught the dim light, drawing Padmé's attention to the hollow between Mon's collarbones and lower, where the loose collar of her gown had fallen further away from her skin with her reclined posture.
	The asymmetrical neckline now revealed more than a mere suggestion of what lay beneath. Padmé found herself transfixed by the soft curve where Mon's breast began, the shadow deepening before disappearing beneath the white fabric. Something stirred within her as she noticed the slight glow spreading across the exposed skin, a hint of color that suggested Mon was not as coolly composed as she appeared.
	"Good, take just the smallest sip," Mon continued, her voice dropping to a hypnotic murmur. "Let it rest on your tongue before you swallow."
	As Padmé followed the instruction with tentative care, Mon shifted in her seat, the movement causing the slit in her gown to part further. The fabric fell away to reveal the full length of her leg, from ankle to mid-thigh, the pale skin luminous against the white material. The contours of her upper thigh, toned yet soft with feminine curves, caught the low light, creating a landscape of subtle shadows that drew the eye upward to where the slit ended, hinting at what remained concealed.
	Padmé's gaze followed the line of exposed skin before she could stop herself, a strange heat blooming in her belly that had nothing to do with the brandy. She felt her cheeks flush deeper, confused by her own reaction. This was a respected Senior Senator, a potential mentor, not someone she should be noticing in such an inappropriate way, to say nothing of the fact that it was a woman she was eyeing so…blatantly. 
	"Do you feel it?" Mon asked, her voice rich with intimate meaning. "The warmth spreading through you? That's how power feels in the Senate: intoxicating, yet demanding careful control."
	As she spoke, Mon leaned forward again, resting one elbow on her knee. The movement caused the already generous neckline of her gown to dip lower, revealing the gentle curve where her breasts began to swell. The Chandrilan crystal pendant dangled forward, once again drawing Padmé's unwilling attention to the shadow between Mon's breasts, the hint of fullness that the fabric only partially concealed.
	"I—yes," Padmé stammered, unable to tear her gaze away. A peculiar sensation stirred within her, something unfamiliar yet undeniably powerful. It was as though her body was responding to some unspoken signal, some primal recognition that her conscious mind couldn't quite process. "It's... stronger than I expected."
	Mon's lips curved into a knowing smile as she leaned back in her seat. "Most powerful things are, my dear. The secret is learning to embrace the sensation without losing yourself to it." She uncrossed her legs only to recross them in the opposite direction, the fabric parting to reveal the opposite thigh, the movement fluid and feline in its deliberate grace.
	Padmé again found herself inexplicably transfixed by the elegant length of Mon's exposed leg. An unbidden thought flashed through her mind, what would it feel like to trace that line where fabric met skin with her fingertips?
	This was, of course, all by Mon’s meticulous design. The older senator had orchestrated every detail of this encounter with the precision of a master tactician. The lighting, the seating arrangement, the choice of garment, each element carefully calculated to produce exactly this reaction in the young woman before her. She watched with satisfaction as Padmé's breathing grew slightly shallower, her pupils dilating as the brandy and visual stimulation combined to lower her inhibitions. She recognized the confusion in Padmé's eyes, that peculiar mixture of admiration, uncertainty, and awakening desire that Mon had cultivated in others before her.	
	"Now," Mon continued, her voice dropping to a husky whisper, "take just enough to coat your tongue. Let it rest there before you swallow."
	Padmé attempted to mimic the instruction, her inexperienced sip still too large. A drop of amber liquid escaped the corner of her mouth, trailing down her chin. Before the she could reach for it, Mon leaned forward, capturing Padmé's wrist in a gentle but firm grip.
	"Allow me," she murmured, reaching out with her free hand to brush the errant droplet away with her thumb. The touch lingered at the corner of Padmé's mouth, Mon's face now mere inches from the former queen's. "We wouldn't want to stain your lovely gown."
	Padmé's shivered visibly, her dark eyes widening as they met Mon's. The older senator held her gaze for one heartbeat longer than propriety would dictate before releasing her eyes from her own. 
	"Are you quite alright, Padmé?” Mon asked, “You seem unsettled."
	"I'm fine," Padmé replied too quickly, setting her glass aside with careful precision. "Perhaps the brandy is affecting me more than I anticipated. I'm not accustomed to-“
	"To being cared for," Mon finished softly, rising from her chair with liquid grace. The movement caused her gown to flow around her like water, the fabric clinging momentarily to her curves before settling. "That's what I see when I look at you, Padmé. Someone who has spent years caring for others, your people, your planet, but who has forgotten how to let others care for her."
	She moved closer, ostensibly to refill Padmé's glass, but the proximity sent another wave of that strange heat through the younger woman's body. Mon's perfume, something subtle yet intoxicating, enveloped Padmé as the older senator leaned over her chair. The pendant swayed hypnotically as Mon poured, drawing Padmé's gaze once again to the graceful column of her throat.
	"In the Senate," Mon continued, her voice barely above a whisper, "isolation can be deadly. Alliances are everything, but true partnerships... those are rare and precious things." She straightened slowly, her fingertips trailing along the arm of Padmé's chair in a gesture that seemed accidental yet left fire in its wake.
	Padmé's breath caught as those fingers passed mere inches from her own hand. "I... I've never been very good at asking for help."
	"Because you've never had someone truly worthy of your trust," Mon replied, settling back into her chair but closer now, close enough that their knees nearly touched. "Someone who understands the burdens of leadership, the weight of expectations." Her voice dropped to an intimate murmur. "Someone who sees not just the senator or the former queen, but the woman beneath all those titles."
	The words sent a shiver through Padmé that had nothing to do with the temperature of the room. No one had spoken to her like this before, with such understanding, such... intensity. Even her closest advisors on Naboo had maintained professional distance, and here was this accomplished, elegant woman offering something that felt like genuine connection. 
	Padmé felt something unfurl within her chest, a desperate longing she'd kept buried for years. The realization hit her with unexpected force: she was starving for genuine connection. She'd been alone for so long, surrounded by people yet isolated by the very institutions meant to support her.
	"You have no idea," she whispered, her voice catching. "As queen, I was never just Padmé. The handmaidens who guarded me day and night, my closest companions, were bound by ancient tradition never to form personal attachments to me. They were instructed to serve the crown, not the girl wearing it."
	Her eyes glistened in the low light as memories surfaced. "Even Sabé, who risked her life impersonating me, who knew my every habit and expression... when we were alone, there was always this invisible barrier. She would dress me, protect me, die for me if necessary, but never simply be my friend."
	Mon reached forward, taking Padmé's trembling hands in her own. The touch was electric, and Padmé didn't pull away.
	"I remember my fifteenth birthday," Padmé continued, the words spilling out now. It felt so good to have someone listen and allow her to speak of herself freely.  "I overheard two handmaidens discussing whether they should acknowledge it. The head of security had instructed them that personal celebrations might compromise their objectivity." She gave a bitter laugh. "I was surrounded by people trained to care for the office I held, never for me."
	She looked up at Mon with naked vulnerability in her dark eyes. "Do you know what I wanted most as queen? Just one person who would laugh with me, who would tell me when I had food in my teeth instead of pretending not to notice. Someone who would treat me as Padmé, not Your Highness."
	Mon lightly squeezed Padmé's hand in hers. The additional pressure was warm, solid, anchoring in a way that made Padmé's throat tighten with emotion.
	"I see you, Padmé Amidala," Mon said softly, her thumb tracing gentle circles on the inside of Padmé's wrist. "Not the queen, not the senator. I see a brilliant, compassionate young woman who has carried burdens that would crush others, who has sacrificed her own needs for her people, and one who deserves to be seen and cared for.” 
	The words hung in the air between them, heavy with promise. Mon's thumb continued its hypnotic circles against her pulse point, each rotation sending waves of warmth up her arm and into her core.
	"I..." Padmé began, then faltered, uncertain how to respond to such directness. No one had ever spoken to her this way, seeing through her carefully constructed facades to the lonely woman beneath.
	Mon's eyes softened as she watched the emotions play across Padmé's face. "You don't need to say anything," she murmured, her voice a velvet caress. "Sometimes it's enough just to be understood.”
	The space between them seemed to contract, the air growing thicker, charged with something Padmé couldn't name but felt in every fiber of her being. Mon's eyes held hers, searching, assessing, offering something that made Padmé's heart race and her breath catch.
	"I wish very much to be that understanding helper for you, Padmé," Mon continued, leaning forward until their faces were mere inches apart. "But I think for it to be real, we must learn to truly trust one another. “
	Padmé could only nod and gulp. She didn't fully grasp what the intense older woman was trying to convey, but she didn’t want Mon to know that. It also felt important that Mon not be able to tell that her sudden closeness was making Padme feel…strange. to say the least. These were both already vain efforts on the younger senator’s part, but Mon was all too happy to let Padme think her front was working for the time being. 
	"Trust requires proximity," Mon whispered, rising with fluid grace. She extended her hand to Padmé, who hesitated only a moment before accepting it. With gentle insistence, Mon guided the younger woman to stand before her, their bodies now separated by mere centimeters. "In politics, we maintain careful distance, speaking in coded language across Senate chambers. But true understanding... true connection... requires us to be close enough to see what others cannot."
	Padmé's breath quickened as Mon leaned even closer, eliminating the remaining minuscule space between them. The older woman's hands came to rest lightly on Padmé's shoulders, her touch warm through the thin fabric of the midnight-blue gown.
	"Look at me," Mon commanded softly. "Not at Senator Mothma, but at me: the woman beyond the title."
	Padmé raised her gaze, finding herself captivated by the intensity in Mon's eyes. This close, she could see flecks of gold in the green irises, could detect the subtle application of cosmetics that enhanced rather than masked the woman's natural beauty. 
	"Power exists in the spaces between people," Mon continued, her voice a hypnotic murmur as one hand slid from Padmé's shoulder to rest at the nape of her neck. "The closer we are, the more we understand those currents. Can you feel it now?"
	And Padmé thought she could feel it. Something molten and terrifying and wonderful surged through her veins, a current of sensation that made her knees weaken. “I…yes,” she whispered, unsure what she was agreeing to but unable to deny the trembling awareness spreading through her body.
	Mon's lips curved into a satisfied smile, her eyes darkening with intent. In one fluid motion, she pressed her body firmly against Padmé's with deliberate pressure. The younger woman gasped as the full length of Mon's form melded against hers, soft curves meeting longer, languid ones, the heat of their bodies mingling through the thin fabrics of their gowns.
	Mon's hands slid upward, fingers threading through Padmé's carefully arranged hair, cradling the back of her head with possessive certainty. There was no hesitation in her movements as she drew the former queen's face toward her own, claiming Padmé's parted lips in a kiss that was neither gentle nor tentative.
	Padmé froze, her mind unable to process the conflicting sensations cascading through her body. Her hands fluttered uncertainly at her sides before coming to rest against Mon's hips, neither pushing away nor pulling closer.
	The first shock of contact barely had time to register before Mon's lips parted against hers, and the wet heat of the older woman's tongue pressed insistently at the seam of her mouth. Padmé's gasp of surprise created the opening Mon sought, and suddenly the senator's tongue was sliding past her lips, penetrating her mouth with a confident possession that sent electric currents racing down her spine.
	Mon's tongue swept across the sensitive roof of her mouth before pressing deeper, claiming every inch of this most intimate space as if it were already hers. The invasion was thorough, deliberate, with Mon's tongue curling and exploring with practiced skill. She traced the edges of Padmé's teeth before twisting against her hesitant tongue in a sensual dance that demanded submission.
	Heat bloomed in Padmé's core, spreading outward in concentric waves that weakened her knees and shortened her breath. She had been kissed before, chaste, fumbling encounters with boys on Naboo, but nothing like this overwhelming possession that seemed to reach beyond her mouth and into some essential part of her being. Mon's tongue retreated only to advance again, establishing a rhythm that mimicked a more primal act, each stroke sending new pulses of confused desire through Padmé's trembling form. 
	Padmé heard nothing but wet, slick sounds that echoed through her skull, liquid and obscene as Mon's tongue glided against her own. Each undulation of Mon's tongue produced a liquid symphony audible only to her: soft, moist clicks against the roof of her mouth, the gentle suction as their lips sealed together, creating a vacuum of sensation. The slippery friction of tongue against tongue generated a subtle, primal chorus, like waves lapping at a shore, but contained entirely within the cavern of her mouth.
	These intimate acoustics seemed to bypass her ears entirely, resonating instead through the bones of her skull, vibrating through her jaw. A particularly deep thrust of Mon's tongue produced a sound like waves lapping at shore inside her skull, followed by the subtle pop of suction breaking as the older woman changed angles.
	The older senator's hands were no longer stationary, abandoning their position at Padmé's nape to begin a measured exploration. One palm slid down the curve of her spine, fingers splaying possessively across the small of her back and the top of the rounded pronounced curve of her ass cheek. 
	The pressure of Mon's palm increased, drawing Padmé closer until their hips aligned perfectly. Through the thin fabric of her gown, Padmé could feel the heat radiating from the older woman's body, igniting something primal within her. Mon’s other hand traveled a more daring path, sliding around to press against Padmé's abdomen before inching upward with deliberate slowness. When Mon's palm finally cupped the underside of her breast, Padmé whimpered into her mouth, the sound swallowed by the continued assault of Mon's tongue.
	The senator's thumb brushed across the fabric covering Padmé's nipple, and the younger woman's body betrayed her with an immediate response, the sensitive peak hardening beneath Mon's touch. Pleasure spiraled outward from that single point of contact, mingling with the continued invasion of her mouth until Padmé could no longer distinguish between the separate points of sensation. Mon's fingers kneaded the soft flesh with knowing precision, alternating between gentle squeezes and firmer pressure that sent jolts of electricity straight to Padmé's core. The older woman seemed to know exactly how to touch her, how to coax responses from her body that Padmé herself hadn't known were possible.
	As Mon's tongue plunged deeper, establishing a rhythm of penetration and retreat that left Padmé dizzy with confused desire. The wet, silken muscle claimed every corner, leaving nothing unexplored and Padmé became acutely aware of a new sensation, the mingling of their saliva, the taste of Mon's essence flooding her mouth with each stroke of that confident tongue. The intimacy of this exchange sent a shiver through her core. It was akin to a smooth pour of Chandrillan brandy, as if Mon were delicately infusing a potent, expertly aged and crafted part of her essence into Padmé's very soul.
	The realization flooded her with unexpected warmth. This powerful, respected woman had chosen her, was claiming her with this most intimate of gestures. The flavor of Mon's saliva, rich with brandy and something uniquely her own, felt like a secret connection forming between them, something precious and exclusive that no one else in the Senate chambers could claim.
 
	Mon's hand at her breast grew bolder, kneading the soft flesh before sliding lower, tracing the curve of Padmé's waist and hip. Then, with deliberate intent, her palm pressed against the flat plane of Padmé's abdomen before drifting lower still, fingers splaying across the junction of her thighs through the thin fabric.
	A moan escaped Padmé's throat as Mon's fingertips pressed against her pulsing private area, finding the center of her growing need with unerring accuracy. Even through the layers of her gown, the contact sent waves of pleasure radiating outward. Her hips bucked forward instinctively, seeking more of that exquisite sensation.
	With subtle pressure, Mon guided their bodies in a slow rotation, maneuvering Padmé backward until the younger woman's legs connected with something solid. The edge of Mon's desk pressed against the back of her thighs, and before Padmé could process the implications, Mon's hands were at her waist, lifting her with surprising strength to sit on the polished surface.
	The kiss finally broke, leaving Padmé gasping for breath as Mon's lips traced a burning path along her jaw to the sensitive hollow beneath her ear. "You taste divine," the senator murmured, her breath hot against Padmé's skin. “and you FEEL even better.” 
	Mon's lips descended to the elegant curve of Padmé's throat, no longer maintaining the calculated precision that had defined her every movement until now. Her mouth opened against the delicate skin, tongue tracing the fluttering pulse point with a hunger that surprised even herself. The taste of Padmé, salt and sweetness mingling with the subtle fragrance of Naboo lilies, sent an unexpected surge of desire through Mon's body.
	"So soft," she murmured against Padmé's neck, her voice rougher than intended, betraying an emotion beyond mere seduction. Her teeth grazed the tender flesh before her lips soothed the sting, drawing a shuddering gasp from the younger woman. "You're exquisite."
	Mon's eyes fluttered closed as she nuzzled deeper into the curve where Padmé's neck met her shoulder, inhaling the intoxicating scent that clung to her skin. Her carefully orchestrated seduction momentarily forgotten, Mon lost herself in the simple pleasure of tasting Padmé, her tongue tracing patterns across the silken expanse of her throat.
	A tremor ran through Mon's body as Padmé tilted her head away to expose more of her neck to the older senator’s mouth. She let out a breathy, hot sigh as Padmé arched against her, feeling her own breath rippling out on that delicate throat. 
	“Oh my-aahh…”
	The younger woman's small whimper jolted Mon from her momentary lapse of control. She had allowed herself to become carried away by genuine desire rather than calculated seduction.This wasn't the plan. She was supposed to be in control, manipulating every moment, yet here she was, practically devouring the beauty on her desk with an abandon that threatened her carefully constructed strategy.
	With startling abruptness, Mon pulled away completely. Losing control of herself at this stage would have been unacceptable. Padmé was left breathless and unbalanced atop the desk. The sudden absence of contact left her body thrumming with unfulfilled desire, her lips still tingling from the intensity of their kiss. 
	"I believe," Mon said, her voice steady despite the flush coloring her cheeks, "that's enough for your first lesson." She smoothed her white gown with practiced composure, though her eyes remained dark with unmistakable hunger.
	Padmé blinked in confusion, her body still aflame with sensations she barely understood. "I don't... what..." Her voice emerged as little more than a whisper. The sudden absence left Padmé breathless and disoriented, her body still humming with unfulfilled desire as she leaned back against the desk for support. Her lips felt swollen, her chest heaving with each shallow breath. Mon's expression shifted to one of measured satisfaction as she observed the effect she'd had on the younger woman.
	"So worked up from so little touch," Mon murmured, her voice a warm caress as she allowed her fingertips to drift over the fabric covering Padmé's thighs. With practiced precision, her hand slid upward, cupping Padmé's center through the midnight-blue material. "You show so much potential here."
	Padmé gasped as those knowing fingers pressed against her most private place, finding the exact spot that sent sparks shooting through her nervous system. Mon applied just enough pressure to intensify the ache without providing release, her touch both promise and torment.
	"I believe we've covered enough for one evening," Mon announced, her tone shifting subtly toward the professional even as her fingers continued their maddening exploration above the dress. "First lessons should never overwhelm the student."
	“But…” Padmé whined breathily, confusion clouding her features as her body still throbbed with need.
	Mon silenced her with a single finger pressed against Padmé's parted lips. "Patience and waiting comfortably is perhaps the most valuable skill in politics, and in other matters." Mon murmured, her fingers tracing maddening circles through the fabric before removing her hand completely, leaving Padmé trembling on the edge of the desk. 
	“Padmé, our time together this evening has concluded," Mon announced, her tone shifting to something more formal yet still intimate. "But I believe we've established an excellent foundation for your, let’s call it, education." She moved to her chair, retrieving her datapad with casual elegance. "I think it would be best for your acclimation for us to continue these private sessions. Perhaps once a week. I find Taungsday evenings particularly conducive to such discussions."
	Padmé stared at her, struggling to reconcile the businesslike proposition with the intimate encounter that had left her body aching with unfamiliar need. "I... yes," she managed, her voice unsteady. "That would be... helpful."
	"Excellent." Mon's smile held secrets and promises. "Consider it a standing appointment, part of your acclimation to senatorial life. I’ll see to it that it’s added to your weekly calendar. There's so much more I have to share with you as you take on this new position."
	Padmé slid from the desk on unsteady legs, trying to regain her composure. The midnight-blue fabric of her gown felt suddenly too tight, too confining against her sensitized skin. "Thank you for your... guidance, Senator."
	"Mon," the older woman corrected gently. "In private, always Mon." She moved to the door controls, her posture once again the perfect embodiment of senatorial dignity. Only the slight darkening of her eyes betrayed the passion that had so recently threatened to consume them both. "Until Tuangsday evening, then."
	And with that, Mon’s office door closed behind Padmé and the Junior Senator was left standing, bewildered, in the empty hallway. She stood motionless in the corridor for several heartbeats, her hand lingering on the part of her neck that was still warm from Mon’s tongue, her back pressed against Mon's sealed door as she tried to make sense of what had just transpired. The cool metal against her spine provided a stark contrast to the fire still coursing through her veins, and she found herself grateful for its steadying presence as her legs threatened to give way beneath her.
	Her fingertips rose unbidden to her lips, still swollen and tingling from Mon's onslaught. The taste of the older woman lingered, brandy and something indefinably feminine that made her stomach flutter with remembered heat. She could still feel the phantom pressure of Mon's mouth against her throat, the way those elegant hands had mapped her body with such confident familiarity.
	What had just happened to her? What had they done? What did it mean?
	The questions swirled through her mind as she finally pushed herself away from the door and began the long walk back to her own chambers. Each step sent subtle tremors through her body, reminders of sensations she'd never experienced before tonight. The fabric of her gown whispered against her sensitized skin, and she found herself hyperaware of every inch of her body that Mon had touched, claimed, awakened.
	"Until Tuangsday evening, then," the words lingered in Padmé’s ears. She could only imagine what might occur the next time she was alone with Mon Mothma. Amidst the all of the swirling uncertainty, the one thing Padmé Amidala was sure of, was that the reality of serving in the Galactic Senate was proving to be nothing like what she’d anticipated.
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