CHAPTER 20.0
Shortly after they had said their goodbyes to their new ally and to continue their search for Juna it didn’t take Dizzy long to find out why, as a one time smuggler who ran for the Trade Federation whenever the late Mersaders Conglomerate did not have work for him, he had never heard of the planet Keterbawn. The world, after Dizzy had checked the navigation charts, was indeed centralized deep within the space of the of business-military superpower. So deep in fact it was three full days in hyperspace between it and both the legal and illegal trading lines; the illegal lines always ran along the edge of the Trade Federation’s defined space, just like in any other systems; even the Trade Federation lived by that rule with their illegal practices. The theory in long standing practice was that in order to limit detection by those home powers or by those watching for geopolitical-military purposes that was the accepted practice.  Obviously such liberties often rankled neighbors, especially if one neighbor believed another was not doing enough to prevent such occurrences; the best example of it was Naboo’s ongoing patrols near the edge of Trade Federation space.

When Juna became Queen of Naboo one of her first Royal Mandates was to double Naboo’s combined volunteer military, which even then wasn’t even one-quarter of one percent of the Trade Federations afterwards but was still unpopular with many on Naboo. During the Vhinech War it made sense to do so, but the secondary objective to it was to sure up her Nubian Royal States’ borders close to the Trade Federation. In turn the Trade Federation accused Naboo of spying on their nation and demanded that the Republic intervened. The Republic decided to maintain a naval presence of heavy bulk cruisers on the border regions in response, an idea the Trade Federation accepted in protest but what Queen Angelleia was hoping for all along. 

Juna knew early on that her standing alone so early in her reign wasn’t enough to convince the Senate to supply ships for border patrols; those who knew who she really was were too convinced that she was her father’s daughter, and many cheered privately when Bendian Rapier had died just as much when he left the Senate. She had played up on the Senate’s suspicions that the Trade Federation would go roughshod into Nubian territories just to find Vhinech scalps, and when the Trade Federation whined about Naboo’s espionage intentions the Senate saw no choice but to remove the Trade Federation’s reasons for a preemptive strike. Juna knew it wouldn’t last long, so wisely she spent much of her resources in Rapier Technologies to produce deep space sensor clusters to be placed at the border and convinced a few other neighboring powers to share in the responsibilities of taking care of them and viewing the collecting data. The Trade Federation, kicking and screaming figuratively, signed on to the program as well to prevent spying.
However with all of the sensors and the beefed up patrols it didn’t stop all of the smuggling and pirating activities in the sector. It did reduced them significantly, forcing the Trade Federation and other entitlements to find new ways and means to slip in and out and by the sensors and patrols. That meant delays, the reduction of supplies in and out of destinations, and a lot of headache for those wanting to meet illegal supply and demand.
Nowadays, as the Ruby Heirloom passed the border without dropping out of hyperspace to allow themselves to be boarded as it was required of them to do so last year, the borders were very thinly guarded. King Veruna did his part by reducing the military’s size back to pre-Angelleia levels and dismantling one of Naboo’s only two carriers. After the New Year the financial crisis put the Republic in a bind and forced the Supreme Chancellor to recall the patrol ships off of a standard service routine. Soon after that the Trade Federation attempted to annex the sensor clusters Angelleia had worked hard to establish; a costly mistake when the self-destruct systems were tripped.
Although the borders were filled with holes they weren’t completely unguarded. The Republic did occasionally run a battleship through the area. A unconfirmed rumor was that Corellia, a superpower in its own right and the forefront fighters against the illegal shipping trade, had secret sensor buoys around the system and sent passer-by listening probes near those suspected smuggler’s pick up/drop off points. The Trade Federation knew this too well but knew better not to bring it up; it would draw even more suspicion by those looking for any more excuses to punish them. The only other transparent solution would be to declare war on Corellia, a rather stupid proposition with a high damaging success/failure ratio. Unlike the Nubians the Corellians had no problem going to war with anyone with it’s many people eager and willing to fight to protect themselves.
So has everyone looked towards the borders for the usual suspects in the usually suspicious locations the Trade Federation moved the bulk of their illegal operations deep in their space at Keterbawn. Studied by Dizzy as well as by gifted-enough tacticians such as Enothchild and Muriel revealed many answers as well as the obvious one. Given its distance from the border it was too risky for the Corellians, Nubians, or anyone else to have a spy probe go ‘off course’ so deep in the heart of the Trade Federation. The long range travel obviously kept ships engines hot at or above a constant operational temperature, whereas ships that stop just within the border have engines that cool rapidly in the vacuum of space, and such ships tracked so deep, if possible, into Trade Federation space wouldn’t be under immediate suspicion of criminal activity. To keep it interesting, Enothchild surmised that the Trade Federation probably did continue a handful of operations near the border to keep whoever was watching busy; an effective diversion so that mass quantities of products could be moved elsewhere unnoticed. To Dizzy the set up was perfect for any smuggler; a introduction run for first timers and a stress reliever for veterans.

Predicated on the belief that Tufuse’s group was going to a pick up and not on a delivery the group saw no other alternative but to go to Keterbawn. Immediately Muriel told them one big glaring caveat. “There’s a great chance the Trade Federation is watching the border on their end and they’ll have a check point set up at Keterbawn or along the way. Although this ship’s Corellian we’re transmitting Nubian recognition encrypts, and right now they don’t like Nubians.” 
It was a problem that they couldn’t solve since time was against them. They couldn’t change out the transponder or change ships. Altering the ship’s transponder identification signal also took time since it was time needed to make the signal as close to legitimate as possible. On the other hand neither of the three knew if the ship was transmitting an honest signal in the first place given the facts that Naressa used covert means to secure them the best locations in docking bays and hotels in the first place without being disturbed by a hungry press looking for a dish of Rapier news to scoop. Although the towers of spaceports confirmed their identification as the Ruby Heirloom it never went beyond that. Not helping matters was the fact that the ship was owned by Naressa Rapier, and if the Trade Federation felt inclined to get rid of a competitor of business it wouldn’t hesitate to do so in its own space.
During the long trip again through hyperspace Dizzy worked a little on the transponder’s inter-translator relay so the signal would be choppy; it bought them a little time if things appeared to be heading for trouble if the Trade Federation haggled over trying to get a full read of the ship’s identification. There was very little for them to do but wait, in which Enothchild took the time to meditate and heal. He looked better and better every day, but when it was nearing time for them to drop out of hyperspace he wore a mask of confidence. The Trade Federation was going to be a problem, and until now he never even considered what to say to Juna if they were lucky enough to catch up to her. The idea of confronting her kept him silent as he sat behind the married couple in the Heirloom’s cockpit.
“One minute out,” said Dizzy. There was no mistaking his nervousness, and at the same time he projected a sense of mischief and anarchy. He jested, “Cripes, I haven’t felt like this since making that run to Vhanba.” Referring to, of course, the run that brought him into the drama that was Juna Rapier in the first place.

“Well let’s hope it goes just as well as that did,” said Muriel with a slight chuckle and welcoming hand on Dizzy’s right shoulder. The outcome was their escape, but by no means did the escape and everything else associated with it go even remotely routine. Truth be told it was luck they were all alive after that. “Juna is here. I can feel it.”

“Gut or Force?” When she didn’t answer Dizzy looked at his wife who looked at him slightly off. “Just wondering: you feel she’s there in your gut, or do you actually feel her?”

“Gut,” said Muriel mournfully. “Strictly gut.”

“You sure it ain’t monthly cramps?” His shoulder cracked under her disapproving grip, letting go when he wiggled his way out of her hand. Dizzy peered over his shoulder. “What about you, Bantha Head? Anything?”

Enothchild shook his head. He didn’t feel Juna, but then again they were pretty far away still. And if Juna was practicing anything she had learned from him…

“Thirty seconds,” said Dizzy, reaching up and grabbing the hyperdrive control lever, his large eyes locked on the readings in front of him and preparing to decelerate the ship. “Fifteen.”

…There was something amidst. A growing threat. They were approaching it. Something very unnatural. “Dizzy, drop out of light speed!”

Dizzy turned in his chair and chagrinned, “Enothchild, I can only drop out early at five-.”

“DIZZY-!” Before Enothchild could get another syllable out the Ruby Heirloom’s hyperdrive motivator totally shut down and the ship shuttered violently out of hyperspace. The customary tunnel and reappearing star lines that normally announced reversion back to real space was completely skipped and replaced by a organized scene in front of them.

The planet Keterbawn laid ahead like a bright, silvery marble that reminded the group of Coruscant on approach, but it was soon eclipsed relatively speaking by a ultra-large, metallic, flower-shaped construction that dwarfed all of the six Trade Federation battleships combined that were even spaced out around it. Not even fifty ships could equal the constructions size and mass. Hordes of starships of various types were being corralled after being presumably stopped by the construct and one by one they were cleared to pass but only after one of the battleships got a really good look at them. The long range sensors and communications were being jammed by the sheer magnitude of energy being generated by the construct, and it was one of four the trio could visible see out the window, equal distant apart and protecting the planet, as the planet’s home star’s light bounced off their silvery hulls.
“What the smeck is that?” Muriel nervously gripped the counsel in front of her but wisely didn’t grab the controls to make a run for it.

“Something that creates gravity wells and projects them out in wide bands like radio transmissions,” said Enothchild analytically.

“Like at Evramora,” mumbled Dizzy, his left eye nervously fluttering. 
At Evramora twelve years ago the Vhinech had used Vhinphyckian technologies to almost defeat the Republic and Trade Federation, and one of the most effective was a gravity well projector to prevent retreats and surprise hyperspace jump in tactics. Objects in real, or normal, space projected shadows of gravity into the hyperspace fabric of time-space that were hard and dense as the real objects themselves and thus represented a constant threat in hyperspace navigation. Courses were plotted around the shadows and entrance and emergence points were calculated and sorted out in the hyperdrive system, and as a failsafe the system was designed to shut itself down and prevent jumps or ongoing travels. This was a normal problem for interstellar space travel, but in terms of combat tactics being able to produce a large gravity field without a stellar body and do so anywhere gave that military quite an advantage; especially if they wanted to gleefully pound hopeless victims into a fine grain powder.
“Appears the Trade Federation has borrowed from the Vhinphyc,” said Enothchild, not even hesitating to refer to his species in the third person. “This complicates matters.”
“Complicates?” Muriel turned around in her chair looking very troubled. “Complicates?!? This is way beyond complication. How are we suppose to get out of here?”
“We’re not committed yet, Hon,” said Dizzy cautiously. He had slowed the Heirloom down significantly, preventing them from joining the line of ships awaiting inspection. Eyeing the ships in comparison, the Heirloom was a diamond compared to the junks with thrusters; they stood out all ready. “We’ve got about a minute to make up our mind here.”

Enothchild leaned towards Muriel and implored, “Juna could be on that planet.”

Muriel’s shoulders sunk down and she said, “I want to believe that. I really do.” She took a look at the window at the check point. “But believing isn’t knowing.”
“They’re not boarding the ships,” Dizzy pointed out.

“Dizzy, think! None of those ships are of Nubian registry! We are!” She pointed towards the line of ships ahead, getting closer and closer. “They will board us if they don’t blow us up first. They’re going to wonder why in the hell we’re here.” She stuck a thumb in her direction. “They got a file on me.” She then thumbed Enothchild. “I’m pretty damn sure they have a file on him. And it don’t take a leap of faith to figure out that they have a file on you.”

Dizzy held up his hands. “Throttle down, Red. Okay, they’re tight here. But they’re the TraFeds. They’re not all that bright. Plus we got a Jedi Master here. He can do his wavy hand thingy.”

Muriel dropped her head in frustration and asked Enothchild, “Can any Jedi read Neimoidian minds?”

“No,” said Enothchild instantly. “They’re minds are too layered.”

“So Affect Mind is out.” Muriel took another look out the window. “And they’re cowards, so they’ll have droid troopers doing the inspection.” With that Dizzy finally seemed to grasp the problem that laid no more than thirty seconds ahead of them. Muriel looked to Enothchild. “I don’t like these odds.”
Before Enothchild could answer a beeping alarm sounded that Dizzy answered. The Sullustan looked it up on his display readouts and announced, “They just pinged our transponder. Running sensors.”
Enothchild looked over the situation and thought for a second, his right hand reaching up and stroking the hairs of his late wife chemically bonded to his horn; a matching pair was on the other horn as well. He said, “If we run there’s a good chance we’ll get destroyed. It’s a full minute back to where that projector has no influence.”

“A minute and a half,” corrected Dizzy. “During de-cel we covered thirty seconds of sublight travel.” He looked over the instruments. “This baby can outrun their ships and guns. The shields are excellent.” He looked up. “But we got about another twenty seconds before we’re in range of their tractor beams. They catch us in that we’re cooked.”

“And you’re sure they won’t blow us up for sport once we’re up? C’mon, these idiots let people pay to see executions on the HoloNet.” Muriel stressed pleadingly, hoping to find his common sense. “We can’t help Juna if we’re dead.”
It was not long before Enothchild felt Dizzy’s eyes fall on him, and silently all three was aware of how much time they had left. Slowly they all counted the seconds off collectively in their heads; Enothchild with the added pressure of thinking what to do. Mentally he slapped himself; it was a no brainer.
“Turn us around, fastest way out of here,” said Enothchild. Dizzy was all ready turned around in his chair and turning the ship to starboard. Obviously the Sullustan had made up his mind for him; Enothchild could see the plotted course all ready on the navigation board for a hyperspace jump once they cleared the influence of the gravity well projector. Obviously the Sullustan wasn’t going to risk fate regardless of what he was going to say to do. “We’ve aroused too much suspicion.”

“Shields up,” cried Dizzy. After the generators came on line the alarms went off across the board. “TraFeds launching salvos of droid fighters.” He let out a chuckle and chagrinned, “We got a twenty second lead on them and pulling away!”

The Heirloom shook just after a new round of alarms went off. Muriel checked the harmonics of the shields just before the ship shook again. “Battleships taking shots. Missing badly.” The ship really shook and caused the indicators to flicker. “Mousey poo, it doesn’t hurt to maneuver.”
As suggested Dizzy went evasive but maintained a straight line, knowing that the aiming accuracy of the battleship’s big guns would get worse the further the very much smaller target that was themselves got. At that particular point the battleships would be hitting their own droid fighters by accident. They’re only hope for stopping the Heirloom was in their fighters. The Trade Federations general layout strategy was a sound one, but what they lacked was a flanking vessel to trap any ship trying to do what the Heirloom was doing. They never counted on a well maintained, well preserved, high performance sporting yacht to enter this region of space.
Smiling gleefully Dizzy said, “We’re thirty seconds away from the jump. Once we’re done what then?”

“We’ll figure that out once we get out of Trade Federation space,” Muriel said conclusively. “We’ll have to track Juna some other way.”
Enothchild had to concede that point and sat back in dejection. It was at that moment when he felt something….

….barely….

…..brush up against mind.

Enothchild slowly sat up more in his seat, carefully focusing on what he had just felt. It felt like puzzlement. Curiosity. Realization. Bewilderment! Indecision!! REACTION!!!!! In that order he felt the emotions and thoughts, and he turned them around, stretching out and said very softly, “Juna.”
Suddenly, Juna was gone!

“Juna?” Muriel turned around to look at Enothchild. “You said Juna. What is it?”

Reaching out with his hand to get Dizzy’s attention the Vhinphyc forgot about common sense. “Dizzy, turn the ship around.”

“What! Are you oughta your flipping mind, Man!” Dizzy cut the ship more to port and kept checking his sensory readings. “We’re almost home free!”

“Dizzy, do it! Just for a few seconds! Turn the ship around! Juna’s here!!!”

“But we’re almost to the jump!”

Muriel looked between both males and took a good look at long range sensors. No thanks to the projectors the rear sensors couldn’t go beyond a couple thousand kilometers. There was only one way to find out if Enothchild was telling the truth, and in her heart she knew he was. Juna was here, but they had to confirm it. “Dizzy, turn the ship around quickly! We can afford it!”

“But we’re-.”

“DIZZY!” The other two’s shouting unison made the Sullustan turn the controls hard and within a second they had nothing but droid fighters desperately trying to fly out of their way. They were fortunate; if the fighters had an extra second of time they would have decided on a collision course to destroy their target instead of immediate evasive. In the process of turning, however, they lost their immediate jump coordinates. The only way to get them back was to either return to the exact point on the exact heading, speed, and angle, or spend time calculating a new point. And to make their escape that much more dramatic the battleships were now closing in on them on an angle.

Noting them sidelong through the canopy, Dizzy said, “Look! Look for her! Where the smeck is she! We got, like, thirty seconds!”

Muriel worked hard on the sensors and Enothchild used all of his senses as the Heirloom passed dangerous close to the projector. Dizzy flew close to the large, moon-size machine to dare the Trade Federation to take a shot at them so close to would undoubtedly be an expensive piece of hardware to replace. They flew over the projector, switching from an artificial gravity well to the natural one produced by the planet that laid ahead. Outside the influence of the projectors the long range sensors were working to near full capability.
Just in time for Muriel to announce, “Fighters coming in!”
The horde of droid fighters quickly zoomed over them, firing as they and their target passed one another. The shields flickered, the ship shook, everyone held on to their seats, but all held. “Where in the hell did those fighters come from?”

“Patrol,” was Muriel’s quick answer. The confidence she was exhibiting just after she agreed with Enothchild to turn the ship around to locate Juna was now gone. Underestimating the Trade Federation’s paranoid-driven tactics eroded the confidence, barely surpassing her inability to locate the Millennium Falcon; assuming that Juna was still using the Falcon. “They’re snow storming the sensors. All I’m picking up is metal objects in flight. Enothchild?”
The Vhinphyc concentrated as hard as he could, stretching out as far as he possibly could imagine. He said, “It’s her. She sensed us, investigated, and pulled her senses back. She’s here, in this system, right now. Hiding though.”

“So she’s hiding: great!” Dizzy opened the throttle up more on the sublight engines. He shut off the burden alarms. “Did she happen to leave a forwarding address?”

“If she’s Force Hiding” Muriel suggested; Force Hiding was the ability to use the Force to cloak one’s presence, a step or two further on just closing up one’s mind “then we got no choice but to leave. If we can. DAMN! This is just my fault as it is Enothchild’s.”
Dizzy began to spin the ship, the compensators barely keeping them in their seats. Sarcastically he said, “It’s all right, Honey, there’s no sense in beating yourself up over this. I mean seriously it isn’t like we’re in any trouble.” He stopped the rotation and reversed it; laser beams sailed over them and faded into the darkness of space before them. “This is just a minor problem. It’s like we didn’t see it coming.”
“Okay! All right! Fine!” Muriel fumed at Dizzy and gritted out. “You were right, Dizzy! Now get us the hell out of here!” Enothchild couldn’t really argue the point to stay any longer; besides he was too busy trying to find Juna to say otherwise. Eyes closed and senses stretched he could feel the stinging insects that were the droid fighters gathering strength and threatening to use angles to cut them off, slow them down, and allow the battleships to take shots. If the Heirloom moved off its course now it would become a fat target to hit.
Dizzy smiled just a little and said, “No problemo, Babe. I got the calculations. Just let me…” His big black eyes got large and he screamed louder than anyone could have thought possible; pretty damn close to Sith Maiden loud.  “MY SHIP!”
For a mere moment of breath the Ruby Heirloom had righted itself and was suddenly in the presence of about twenty odd ships of various models and makes. They were forced to abandon their courses and went evasive in order to avoid the Heirloom and it’s attackers and the battleships still trying to track the yacht. In a split second, going into another series of twists to avoid the smuggling ships Dizzy scrapped hulls with an all too familiar old friend: YT-1300 Corellian Stock Lighter Freighter, dilemma-Class saucer with the off set cockpit and illegal modifications abroad.
As if on cue, with the Millennium Falcon’s brief appearance and Dizzy’s proclamation, Enothchild felt his senses pierce through a dark, anger-filled cloud and…
“After her, Dizzy,” barked Enothchild, barely containing his excitement. “Don’t let her out of your sight!”

There was no need to tell Dizzy; he forgot about all the danger and gave pursuit, turning the ship hard to port and letting the ship’s deflector shields eat up the droid fighter’s bolts. Muriel busied herself by clicking on her seat’s safety harness, remembering quickly the wild ride Juna took them on over the skies of Coruscant nearly a year ago going after Magus Prophet.

The silence Dizzy and Muriel generated seemed to help Enothchild, or perhaps it was the close proximity brush he had with Juna’s mind that was helping him concentrate even more. Hiding her presence was effective against other Force sensitive beings and even the most astute Jedi Masters. There were different levels of hiding, from clouding a mental presence to complete cloaking one’s self in the Force from both biological and artificial sensors. It’s flaw was familiarity, for Enothchild knew Juna’s presence all too well, knew her thought patterns and emotional static; the components needed to generate the means to hide with the Force. Her only hope to avoid detection was to put distance between herself and Enothchild. It didn’t hurt to be constantly on the move either to avoid the lock, and given the maelstrom of Trade Federation presence all around it was quite easy to use them as picks to roll away, distractions, and anything else that could hamper Dizzy’s pursuit. Dizzy was a fine pilot and at times was creative in the crunch, but as Enothchild focused outward and continued to only get blips and hints of Juna’s mind ahead of them he could hear the Sullustan complain about trying to keep up with a ship that was older, slower and less maneuverable than the one they were currently on. Obviously so soon did Dizzy forget that a very special ace pilot could make a flyable waste receptacle do things that their designers never intended them to do. Often it is the skill of the pilot that brings out the best in the vessel, and Juna was no exception to that rule with the Millennium Falcon under her control.
The time known to Enothchild grew slower and slower, replaced with a feeling of insatiableness that grew and grew, pushing him and pushing the pure reasoning of why he needed to find Juna from his conscious. No longer was the goal to find her. Apologize to her. Keep her safe from harm. All there was to him was the desire to find her right now. To be by her side. To reason with her and give up this foolish nonsense. To just talk again. He pushed himself, and suddenly he felt himself just POP!

The perceptions of everything Enothchild Sarch knew had altered. He found himself in the very state of existence he was in while lost in his pain and injury induced stupor on Maradest; disconnected from the realms of the present with no concern over its significants. Although unlike the vision the familiar surroundings of the Millennium Falcon’s interior main corridor was visually crystal clear and he could hear every sound, feel every vibration caused by explosion and movement, and noted every nuance. 
Before him was the cockpit. He strolled towards it and passed through the open doorway. He found a Pasulnamu sitting in the copilots chair to his right, his one large eye frantically scanning the universe before him, his large hands and longer fingers gripping the counsel. Speaking with a dull voice filled with the appropriate energy given the moment, Belt Besirmesserresuron wailed, “What the hell is their problem!?!” He was obviously referring to the Ruby Heirloom and its crew. “They can’t be CorSec. ACK! Look out!” They barely missed a droid fighter that came out of nowhere; it didn’t attack them, it just happened to get in their way. “At least the Feds ain’t shooting at us.”

“It will change,” said the calm, young, womanly voice to Enothchild’s right. To his right he could only see a woman dressed fully from head to toe. He knew who she was. “Tell Tufuse that we can’t make the jump point.”

Belt looked at Juna with a wide-eyed look. “Are you nuts! You all ready know how he is when folks don’t listen to him! This will be like the fifth time you dissed him! Heck, worse, I’m still trying to get back in his good graces.”

“Don’t remind me,” said Juna leaning over the controls. She turned the ship hard to port, starboard, port, and did a loop which put the Falcon in a large swarm of droid fighters where she kept it. She mumbled quietly, softly so Belt wouldn’t hear, “Take the hint, Dizzy. Go. Leave.”

Enothchild knew what she was doing; she placed the ship in the droid fighter swarm to dare them to give chase. Thus she created a lot of trouble for them and doing so knowing it was them in the Ruby Heirloom. Not that they weren’t fooling her since it was her late father’s favorite ship. Nonetheless her choice of evasiveness rubbed Enothchild wrong. He said, “Not until you knock this shit off and come home.”
Juna let out a gasp and turned her head and body enough so her left eye could look over her right shoulder. Her veiled face couldn’t mask all of her shock of hearing Enothchild speak to her has if he was on the ship in the flesh. Belt, on the other hand, looked at her with shock and yelled, “DUDE!”

Enothchild looked up to see the Ruby Heirloom coming towards them nose to nose. He pointed towards the window, ready to warn Juna…

“Farfigneuton!” Dizzy looked back at Enothchild with a glare after the Vhinphyc jabbed him in the back of the head with his pointing hand. “Hey, if you want to fly this thing be my guest!”
Enothchild inspected himself and realized that he was back on the Heirloom. He said, “Sorry. I was just on the Falcon there for a few seconds. I told Juna to give it up.”
“Is she all right?” asked Muriel. Before he could answer the ship shook from an attempt by the Trade Federation to again destroy them. This time the shaking from the near misses, hits, and explosions was more pronounced than previous. She checked the readouts. “Shields are starting to fade.”
“Those battleships are drawing in.” Dizzy put the ship in a tight turn and kept it there, trying to find the Millennium Falcon with his eyes. “Look, we have to bail. They ain’t after Juna: they’re after us. Let’s not draw attention to her.”

“I believe it’s a bit too late for that,” said Enothchild. Then again…. “Give her some space. Let’s see what happens.”

“Are you kidding, she don’t need my help for that.” Catching sight of the Falcon now from afar and regrouping with it’s fellow ships, Dizzy pulled out of the turn and piloted the ship the split it’s directional attention between going away and coming towards their prey. “Keep the sensors locked on them, Muriel, until I get the navicomputer to give me multiple jump coordinates.”
As the Sullustan worked on multiple scenarios of hyperspace escape -- a task not very easy given that hyperspace travel was meant to be plotted well in advance with direction and destination for one point in the cosmos -- both Muriel and Enothchild went back to their respected sensing abilities. She watched Millennium Falcon and he felt Juna blend in with the rest of Rooney Tufuse’s convoy of smugglers and turn on the speed. Their direction of choice was odd, for it wasn’t towards the inner part of the galaxy where the smuggling goods would be sold but on a course that would take them outbound.
It all changed when all sixteen ships in the group split up into sixteen different direction, rolled out expansively, and finally all of them diving nose first towards one another. One by one within a succession of a second the ships jumped to light speed, and in their collective wake a flash pulse of light caused everyone with artificial sensors to go blind.

“Oh no!” Muriel exclaimed. “Enothchild, I lost her!”

“I got about three jumps plotted,” Dizzy announced, holding course and the ship taking punishment for it. Although their speed was putting distance between them and the droid fighters the misses were having an affect on the weakening shields. The other two could see the plots; they were either close to or right on the last known trajectories of at least three ships. “If we’re doing this I need to know which one now! Hurry!”
Enothchild had temporarily lost Juna when he returned to the Heirloom. He fought hard to find her again and had barely enough time to sense her when the ships jumped to hyperspace. Now all he had to go on was minimal feeling…

“Shields yellowing,” barked Muriel, indicating their desperate status.

“Battleships moving at flanking speed; they don’t give a damn about anyone,” cried Dizzy. Indeed the ships were blasting whoever was left in the system to get to them, their tactics changing as soon as Tufuse’s gang had left; with merchandise smuggled away safely all those in the system they targeted were now cannon fodder. “Sarch! Where!”

Feeling the danger growing behind them, Enothchild felt scant whispers of Juna on a downward angle. He opened his eyes and said, “Down! Down!! Go down!!!”

Dizzy pushed the Heirloom downward and immediately confirmed the jump coordinates, locking them into the computer. Once the all clear of sensors was given he pulled the lever and the all too familiar star lines of hyperspace filled the window.

Once they crossed the hyperspace threshold Enothchild felt everything he knew go blank; the wisp of Juna went as dim as brunt out illuminator. He aired out his frustration just as quick as Juna’s presence faded away. “Damn it! She did the Yoda Switch!”
Dizzy and Muriel knew what Enothchild was referring to even though they didn’t quite know the Force technique’s name. Around a year ago during the last crisis instituted by Magus Prophet, while they were on Coruscant, Juna had used the knowledge she had accidentally taken from Yoda to project her presence in another location; the affect even fooled the most astute of Jedi, even those familiar with the person employing it.
In vain Dizzy cried out, “Can you pick her up again?”

“No.” Enothchild put his face in his hands in disgust, kicking himself. They were too far away now, and there was really no way for him to backtrack and discover which way the real Juna went; she had to be there in order for Enothchild to get a lock on her. “Why didn’t I see that coming?”
“We can’t go back,” Muriel mumbled the obvious.

“Hell no we’re not!” Dizzy was quick to point out. “But where do we go from here?”
Enothchild sighed a bit and said, “We’re following someone’s ship. They’re a part of Tufuse’s group obviously in order to take part in that elaborate getaway formation. What’s their destination?”
Dizzy checked the long list before him. It was a long list to study. Muriel sighed and pinched the bridge of her nose. “A good idea to know, but made easier if we knew what they were transporting.”

 “This deep ‘inland’: weapons.” Dizzy said that with such certainty the other two didn’t argue against the former smuggler. After a few minutes the Sullustan said, “They got about eighteen different spots to stop. Three still within Trade Federation space, fourteen just beyond it.” He gave a screen a knowing tap with his finger. “The one on the border. That’s where they’re going.”

Muriel, with the closes look at the screen, said, “Gottosnel? That’s clear across on the other side of their territory, heading towards the Outer Rim. Juna could be heading the other way.”

Dizzy shook his head a little and said, “Maybe, but Gottonsel is a weapons and mercs’ drop off safety point for deliveries. The fourteen worlds I mentioned before, beyond the Trade Fed space? Totally war torn non members of the Republic. If it isn’t civil war on one world its intergalactic war against another planet. The Trade Feds play both sides.”
“Tragic as that sounds,” began Muriel unenthusiastically, “why do we care?”

“Because this bozo we’re following has got to stop there for fuel anyways. If he don’t, and if we don’t catch up with him, then there is only two other choices: back into Trade Fed space, or Sanaprezzi.” Dizzy pulled up a much wider version of the star charts for both to look at. “I know some half reliable people on Sanaprezzi, and I’m willing to bet there’s Mistryl agents there too since it’s Hutt controlled. As you can see, from Sanaprezzi its clear sailing to Rodia, Bothawui, Ryloth, Tatooine and a few other smuggler’s hang outs. And what’s her name back on Maradest said that Tufuse’s got a hideaway near Ryloth.”
“One of several,” Muriel reminded him.

“Right. But figure that they were running on a quasi-convoy run. That means they got to be meeting up somewhere.”

Enothchild rubbed his bearded chin in contemplation. “It seems so unnecessary to travel this much distance. We’re looking at weeks of tracking.”

Dizzy looked at it and said, “I know, man.” He looked back at him over his shoulder. “We can drop out of light speed right now, turn to port or backtrack all the way through. We do, though, our chances in running right back into the Trade Federation is high.”
“It will be at this safe point, wouldn’t it?” asked Muriel pointedly.

Dizzy shrugged his shoulders and that put everyone into a silent mood. All the while the ship continued to travel through hyperspace as the time ticked away. It was quite a bit to consider and the circumstances that affected each one personally played into the decision making processes. Compounded by the frustration of coming close and coming up short with Juna only a few minutes ago. They had a break and lost it in one, droid fighter filled swoop mixed in with first place indecision and terrible timing.
“Drop out and go to port, Dizzy,” said Enothchild. Fresh in his mind was Naressa’s point that their friends were getting close to giving up on Juna completely. Knowing what they knew now Juna wasn’t kidnapped, wasn’t being forced to do anything, and wasn’t under Faradi’s influence; Enothchild was all certain of that. So it became a matter of whether or not it was worth it to continue the search. He wasn’t sure of their mind set, but he had a feeling they were getting close to giving up. Another week or two of useless hyperspace travel wasn’t going to help anyone’s mood. “Let’s go to Rodia and try and find that hideaway.”

Dizzy didn’t say another word and Muriel didn’t object. Obviously one didn’t need the Force to know that a Jedi knew what they were thinking. Better that than anything else.
