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A flight of cornets hung just beyond the observation done, their |um nous heads arrayed in
a ragged double arrow, their long tails striping the dark sky with silver splendor. The

| argest were visibly creeping across space, and one-a blazing giant with a braided tai

that seened to stretch across half the systemwas rapidly swelling to the size of a hubba
nmel on. The panorama was just as advertised, the perfect honeympon view, and Han Sol o coul d
tell by the gabble of three-hundred bei ngs packed onto the small view ng floor that
everyone el se thought so, too.

At Han’s side stood Leia, dressed confortably but fashionably in a sleevel ess doubl et and
a pair of slinky zoosha pants that Han found especially alluring. Her brown eyes were
fixed on the patio below, and on her face, she wore a cordial diplomat’s expression that
was nore nask than smile.

Behi nd them a swarm of droning Kubaz spilled out of the turbolift and brushed past,
maki ng poi nted comments about bl ocki ng access to the view ng floor

"Sorry about this,"” Han said to Leia. A stop to watch the Corphelion Conets had seened a
romantic wav to start their honeynoon-at |east until they had discovered that it was the
hei ght of the season and every resort on the asteroid was badly overbooked. "I guess the
private done isnt so private, either."

"I dont care, as long as we’'re here together." Leia took Han's hand and started down a
broad set of dark, hardwood stairs. "There's a pair of enpty chaises out there in the
m ddle. Once we settle in and order a drink, we won’t even notice the noise.

"Sure. A Pink Nebula sounds good." Jostling for el bow space was hardly the ronmantic way
Han had hoped to start their marriage, but things were bound to inprove. Around Leia, they
usual ly did. "Maybe the serving droid has earplugs or something."

They were hal fway down the staircase when a brilliant starburst of radiance filled the
sky. The Sol os stopped to | ook and saw the giant conmet splitting into a spectacul ar set of
twins. The crowded patio fell silent.

"Now that’s nore like it," Han said

The twins began to drift apart, their tails crossing as one conet angled toward the rest
of the Corphelions. The other continued to swell in the darkness above the done. Finally,
when its head had grown to an apparent dianeter of nore than a neter, a nervous murnmur
began to build on the patio bel ow

Leia turned back up the stairs. "Maybe we should go back to the Fal con.™

Han caught her arm "Not so fast." He continued to study the approachi ng conet-or rather
the darkness around its edges, watching to see how quickly and evenly its head was
obscuring the distant stars.

"I thought you wanted to see the Corphelions?"

"Not this close, Han."

"Rel ax. "

As he had hoped, the stars on the conmet’s |ower |left were vanishing by the dozens; those
on the upper right were disappearing only in twds and threes. "Everything s under control."

"You' ve said that before," Leia objected. "You' re sure we don't need to go back to the
Fal con?"

"I"msure." Han slipped a hand down to the small of her back. "And this tine | nmean it.



Everyt hing’s under control, Sweetheart."

Leia glanced from Han to the approaching conmet, then back to Han agai n. Her expression
grew nore trusting, and she smled slyly.

"Ckay, Flyboy." She took his arm "My life in is in your hands."

They descended the rest of the stairs armin arm The conet had doubled in size during the
| ast few seconds, its tail becomng a fan that curved across a quarter of the donme. A
portly Bothan couple rose with their fur standing on end and turned toward the stairs, and
that was all it took to send the rest of the crowd scurrying for the evacuation stations

i nsi de the asteroid.

Leia pulled Han into a quiet corner and reached up with both hands. As jabbering humans
and growling aliens continued to shove up the stairs in a near-stanpede, she |aced her
fingers together behind his neck and stared deep into his eyes.

Han's heart began to beat faster.

"How di d you arrange this?" Leia asked.

"Arrange what?" Han was genui nely confused.

Leia gently pulled his head close to her mouth. "The conet." She flicked her tongue al ong
the | obe of his ear, then continued in a sultry voice. "Come on, Flyboy, you can tell me.
D d Wedge hel p you?"

"Wedge? You think Wedge is out there noving conets around?"

Leia gently nibbled his earlobe. It felt warmand . . . well, wonderful. "Lando, then. He
has that big asteroid tug, and this is just his style. G andiose, effective." She gl anced
over at the now deserted patio. And just a little bit devious."

"Lando’s busy on Nkllon." Han was keeping one eye on the conet. "You know that."

“You wont tell ne?" Leia slipped her hands under the hemof his tunic and playfully ran
her fingers up his back. "You' re sure?"

"Well, I'm.."

Leia dug her fingertips into the flesh behind his shoul ders.

"Pretty sure,"” Han said. "I think."

The conet was the size of an Endorian noon now, and he was begin ning to worry that his
pilot’s eye had gone weak. The different rates at which the head was obscuring the

surroundi ng stars suggested it was approaching at an angle, but unless the stars on the
ri ght stopped di sappearing-and soon-the conmet would not actually nmiss the resort.

"Uh, Leia?"

"No-1’ve changed ny mnd, Han." Leia | owered her hands and, one armstill wapped around
his waist, turned to | ook at the sky. "I dont want to know how you arranged this."
"But..."

"Sshhh." Leia touched a finger to his lips. "I just want to | ook. It makes ne wi sh we

coul d forget everything back on Coruscant and stay here forever."

"You don't say?" The approaching conet was a |large as a bantha now. Han gl anced toward t he
enpty stairs, trying to estimate how | ong he could keep his real secret-that he nmay have
m scal cul ated the conet’s trajectory-before they would have to make a mad scranble for the

evacuation shelters. "I just mght be able to arrange that."

Leia | eaned her head against his shoulder. "If only you could.’

"Ch, | could..." The conet grew so bright that its radiance lit the whol e donme and there
were no stars visible around it at all. Deciding that things were starting to get

danger ous, Han pulled Leia out of the corner. "In fact..."



The white spike of an antitail finally appeared in front of the head, and the entire conet
began to angl e across the done-away fromthe resort. Han exhaled in relief, then put on
his best |lopsided grin and turned to Leia.

Lei a | ooked puzzled. "In fact what, Han?"

“In fact..." Han waited while the conet drifted over their heads to the other side of the
done, then said, "You re going to be really inpressed with what |’'ve arranged next."

Lei a cocked her brow. "Pretty sure of yourself, aren't you?"
Han nodded. "I have a reason."

The asteroid entered the conet’s tail, and billions of tiny dust grains expl oded agai nst
the resort’s particle shield. Space above erupted into a glittering veil of mcro-flashes.

"Okay, |'minpressed," Leia said. "Really inpressed."

"That was nothing," Han said. "This is what | was tal king about."

He drew Leia close and |lowered his lips to hers. She pressed herself tight against himand
returned the kiss passionately, and that was how they remai ned until a | oud cheer from

atop the stairs interrupted them

Han opened an eye and, finding an audi ence of two dozen comet watchers |eering down at
them broke off the kiss. "Leia?"

"Yes, Han?"
"Maybe we shoul d go back to the Falcon after all."

Leia took his hand and started for the stairs. "Han, | thought you d never ask."



