5 DAYS (CHAPTER 103.0)

Dizzy Arnes opened his big eyes and found himself in a very unusual circumstance. He was floating face up on a watery surface with only his body as buoyancy, wearing a white tunic and a kilt made out of light and thin fabric that clung to his blue-gray skin, gazing upward at a moonless, unrecognizable star-filled night and unexpectedly without a cloud in the sky had gentle raindrops coming down upon him, adding more to him all ready drenched existence. He wasn’t compelled to swim, or stop his floating progress to prop himself upright and look around which was so very unusual to him because he didn’t know how he got here. Not only that he couldn’t swim in the first place, but that didn’t stop him from enjoying the moment.

Maybe it was sea he found herself in; it was gentle and forgiving, the liquid so warm and relaxing. Or maybe he was drunk? Some of the liquid did slash in his mouth and it tasted like Deep Black Hell.

With all these lovely surroundings it had to be the reason why his one track mind didn’t question the fact that that he was floating in beer-flavored water in the middle of nowhere with a clothes he wouldn’t dare where in front of lovelorn pirates. Even if he was a man.

He continued on for a long time until he felt compelled to turn his body and stand up. His feet found shallow sand and at full height his head was just above the beer. He walked straight ahead because he had reached his intended destination; a small island, one of those rounded sand bars that protruded above the water just like in an ancient fictional tales about a lone survivor of a ship downed by the wicked seas and is stuck on such a land mass after spending countless days or weeks floating in the ocean.

And the deserted island was stocked with beer.

And it was stocked with Muriels.

Dozens upon dozens of red headed goodness, all of them hard body but very girly, all of them wore smiles, all of them wore blue fuzzy lingerie of various types, cuts, styles, and revelations, all of them freshly damp and covered in beer foam from quick dips in the ocean of brew, and every single one of them carried a pitcher of beer in one hand and a bowl of corn nuts in the other.

Dizzy sputtered to the nearing Muriels, “Now, Red…Reds! There’s plenty of me to go around. One at a time.” They got very close, so close he could feel them breathe on him. “Don’t hurt me.”

The Muriels collectively kneeled down and said as one, “Master, command us!”

Looking over the situation and fighting to keep the kilt down in front of him, Dizzy smacked his large lips together. He said to himself, “Oh, I must be dreaming.”

“It’s no dream.” Suddenly, in a blink of his big black eyes the Muriels were gone and there was only one. He wasn’t wet anymore, or in funny clothes, but in nice white Sullustan standard threads with big black, pirate-like boots. He was not as sore or as chubby, but still old, but very healthy.

But there was his Muriel, standing in the middle of the deserted island in the everlasting night, sporting a very nice blue dress, no longer soaked in beer and nuts. In her arms was a blue blanket bundle. She held the wiggling contents of the bundle to an exposed left breast. The bundle suckled greedily. When Muriel’s purple eyes locked on Dizzy, her smile was large and her face glowed and together they brought forth the dawn. The stars vanished and the sky had a few clouds. All on Muriel’s smile and joy.

She said to him again, “It’s no dream.” She jerked her head. “Come here. I got a surprise for you.”

Dizzy wasn’t really sure what that surprise could be. The surprise was on Muriel; he wasn’t surprised. There she was, with a baby that was obviously hers in her hands, enjoying motherhood. That was no surprise, it was the only thing Dizzy really wanted for the woman he loved.

Before her, Muriel said to him, “Unbutton my other side.” She indicated her right top, where it snapped off to reveal the other breast. “Please.”

“Sure!” Dizzy was more than eager to comply. The baby needed to eat. He wanted the baby to live, grow up, be strong. All and all, he wanted the baby to make Muriel happy. In mere moments, the breast was exposed.

“Well?” Muriel then gestured with her top. “Go on.”

Dizzy frowned. “Que?”

Slightly bemused, Muriel looked at him and said, “The right side is your side.” She gestured with her breast again. “Go on.”

Dizzy made a face again. “Shouldn’t that…be for the baby?”

“Oh silly,” she admonished. “The left breast has all the milk.” She offered her right breast, and from the nipple dripped…BEER!

Muriel smiled and said, “Nothing is too good for my man!”

Dizzy just realized the greatest feat of engineering every devised. He just looked at her and said, “A lactating beer breast? BRILLIANT!” He dove right in….

------------------------------------------------------------------------------

The Millennium Falcon alerted Dizzy out of his sleeping stupor. It took him a few moments to understand what was going on because his dream was much too real. He realized very quickly he was only dreaming….again!

“Damn it!” Dizzy rubbed his eyes and then his head. The dreams began appearing when he had begun to have an idea where Juna and Enothchild were; at times it felt like Juna was right there with him, taking his hand, leading them to the controls, helping him plot the course in finding them. He figured she had to be using the Force to get his attention. He was genuinely surprised that he could pick it up. The fun of it ended after a few days when he didn’t find them, and the side effects of what he called a ‘Force Beacon’ included having unrealistic yet very real dreams whenever he fell asleep.

Flubbing his lips, Dizzy was irritable. “Seven fricking days of this crap. Seven fricking days.” He had lost track of how much time the galaxy had left to live, but it was the frustration of the impossible that got him; the bizarre dreams were no comfort. 

In his many years of flying he had never hunted down an escape pod before. He had done some ship-to-ship rescues before, last year with the Royal Cruiser just another hole in his block of good deed cheese: nothing like this, not an escape pod and certainly not in such lousy conditions. Smugglers and pirates and the rest of the Fringe types would never bet their lives in what amounted to an old fashion space capsule. Being captured and going down with the ship were more agreeable options. Under the circumstances Dizzy understood his friend’s predicament. Still, he wished they hadn’t decided to go to Dantooine. 

Dizzy wisely went back to Tatooine and plotted the Millennium Falcon’s course along the various possible trajectories of the Ruby Heirloom heading for Dantooine. There were numerous known ways to Dantooine not linked to the trade routes; the trade route way was always long. Dizzy knew Juna would have plotted a unique course that would shave time off of travel, but even then the possibilities were numerous.

Dizzy also had to take into account the capabilities of the Ruby Heirloom to narrow the perimeters. Although he had spent some time operating the ship he had never personalized it; he never gave it a rough ride just to see what it could actually do in every aspect of flight. He had to make, dare he had thought it, educated guesses. With those guess pumped one right after the other in the navicomputer, the Sullustan did his search sector by sector with the Falcon’s very limited sensor package. It was a tedious process, testing Dizzy’s limits. If it wasn’t Juna and Enothchild out in the cosmos he would have gave up seven days ago.

“I gotta be getting close,” remarked the Sullustan with a tired sigh. “The dreams are getting wilder.” At least he hoped that was why; the latest dream was the screwiest to date. “Please, be in this sector.” Dizzy leaned his body over the sensor screens and began the long range search. He would purposely knee the deck under the counter of the flight controls to jolt him with pain and prevent himself from falling asleep again.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

4 DAYS (CHAPTER 103.1)

The constant view of space through the single view port and the subtle hum of the escape pod generators were enough to dull someone to sleep after one day. Enothchild and Juna had nearly ten days worth of it and neither one at the moment could ‘change the channel’. During the course of their time adrift in the cramped space they made do with conversation between trances, meditation, rest, eating, and Juna using her abilities to lure Dizzy to them. The Vhinphyc found his Wife to be more allusive so close compared to his Sullustan friend and safety so far away. Measured in words alone she had told him a lot, much to contemplate, but when it came to the heart he realized she was holding back something he personally felt was very important.

So he watched her carefully, and patiently; Juna sat with her back towards the front of the pod. Her eyes were closed, her face stoic until she let up on full focus. Enothchild breathed out a foggy breath as her power, her presence, overwhelmed the enclosed environment, much as Naressa did when she used the full force of her power; he didn’t complain because his boots still stank -- a chill was nothing compared to stinky footwear. Though she was a dark creature and existed in darkness for dark side’s sake his Juna had never looked so naturally beautiful to him. She was so radiant despite what hidden, unsaid anxiety she had decided to keep to herself. Like Naressa, Juna had changed on the outside, but not internally.

Of course Enothchild was not foolish; he was certain Juna had done some plenty wrong in his absence; his heart told him so even when Juna, or the others in Rapier Manor, did not. For her deeds he found himself just as much at blame for what she had done. He should have never gone to Tatooine. Perhaps she would have never fallen. Perhaps Ros would have still been alive.

Before the what ifs could ever dominate him the reality of what was at stake came to him. Though the ingrained Jedi duty step forward it was Enothchild’s heart that hit him with a figurative version of Nadja Moranna’s old Ugly Stick of Common Sense. If he had not gone no one would have really learned of the danger of Magus Prophet, his plan, and his daughter, and eventually Juna’s dead ancestor. The loss of Ros Ofcheck, his once apprentice, did affect Enothchild and given time he would mourn the loss of the Twi’lek who was like his son. He knew Ros would understand; he knew if they had not gone to Tatooine then it was possible that it would have been too late to stop what was about to happen. Enothchild had long ago accepted that the Force was cruel, but such things had a purpose.

To that, he looked at his Dark Pure Sith Maiden Wife. Enothchild was correct in his point to the others. Long ago he should have shown her the dark path.

Such an idea, before he died and he would admit now, had instant caveats. Years upon years of Jedi hindsight warned time and again about the dangers and evils of the dark side of the Force; those who fell under its sway, those who outright practiced it, were foes to good and served no great purpose for the benefit of others. The greatest enemy of the dark side was also Enothchild’s master; Nadja Moranna would rather crap on a dark sider than give it a hand of mercy. Back then, those measures he learned and was taught showed him the way to defeat the dark side; the best way was to prevent others from falling. He had thought for certain because Nadja had come to him that she wanted him to show Juna the Jedi way. Now he wondered if Nadja Moranna -- shock of all shockers -- was wrong.

Or perhaps he was the only one wrong.

Nadja had only told him to train her, but Enothchild remembered that she didn’t exactly expressed how to train her. He had only assumed Nadja’s wishes. He went by Nadja’s absolute prejudice against the dark side. He went by the very tragedy that changed Siren Gheruit forever.

Then again Enothchild’s noted weakness was his inability to read other’s unique desires. He had been trained to scout people without the Force by Nadja, and he was very good in reading people when those individuals were criminals or they simply hid the truth. For years he had not known how much Juna really had loved him; he had only assumed she had loved him as one would love their favorite hero. As for Nadja, the Alderaanian Jedi had loved people in multiple layers; she had loved Enothchild for his sincerity, kindness, and ability to take a joke at his expense; intimate love did not come into it until he was able to express her to her, to which she found that she did love him on that level.

Then again, even after Enothchild married Nadja, Nadja was always difficult to comprehend. For years he barely believed her reason for doing the zany, goofy, and un-Jedi-like antics she always did no matter the circumstances; her reason was the Force, and in that Enothchild believed the Force would not have her do such things she had done. But since Nadja had left him and Juna had come into his life, Enothchild began to really understand Nadja’s point. Juna seemed to be the very example of the Force guiding someone to do it’s bidding for an important purpose; Enothchild was very much involved in it. Back then he would have never believed Nadja was told by the Force to put quick stick epoxy on droid loading tracks by the Senate House droid assembly area ‘just because’. Now, he did, and if she could have only told him before that he was to train Juna in darkness it could have saved them a lot of trouble, or that he should have realized that it was Nadja’s desires to begin with.

Naressa would not have approved….

Juna’s sudden gasp broke his train of thought. Enothchild thought Juna was startled by something, but then he noted that the corners of her mouth were not trying to curve upward. He asked, “Something good, I hope?”

“She’s gone.” Juna opened her Sith Maiden eyes, and they sparkled even when no light from the escape pod’s interior reflected in them. “Mama’s gone.”

Enothchild knew Naressa was not dead. He felt the truth in his heart. “She’s left.” He contemplated the news when Juna did not answer him. She looked too relieved. Given how much Juna wanted to get to Dantooine, his opinion was that she wanted Naressa back in her life. “I don’t understand.”

Juna was too happy to mix words. “She’s gone. Mama’s left Naboo! She’s…going away!” She looked Enothchild right in the eyes. “She can’t kill you now.”

Enothchild reached over and took his Wife’s hands into his hands. He said, “This is news to me. Why would she kill me?”

Juna looked a bit perplexed suddenly, but then she waved it off with a headshake. Enothchild gave her hands a squeeze for support to urge her to talk. Juna was then jolted by another contact poke. He noted that it did hurt her, but she was so elated she welcomed the pain she nearly laughed. He asked her again, “What is it? Why would you think your mother would kill me?”

Juna dabbed her eyes and began with a happy-layered calm. “Since Tatooine, I’ve had a repeating vision of you and Mama somewhere fighting something. It made no sense. You were dead, and Mama was far away.” She then lost some of her joy. “You hug and kiss her, and you beg her to do something. She then takes your life into hers.” She then smiled and said, “I haven’t had that vision since your return. Now Mama’s gone, I know it won’t come true!”

Enothchild considered what was shortly and cryptically said. “So you thought it was a vision of the future?”

“Not at first. I thought I was going crazy. It didn’t make any sense, with you being dead, and then Mama on Dantooine.” Juna smiled with relief. “For a moment there, I thought it was going to come true.”

With enlightenment, Enothchild said, “That’s why you didn’t tell me before.”

Juna lost her smile and said, “I…I was worried…that it might come true.”

“Ah.” Enothchild could only nod to that. His first thought was to remind her that, as lovers, as husband and wife, as partners to the end, they were not going to have such secrets between themselves. He stopped short of uttering it. Instead he was curious as to how she knew the vision would not come true. He stewed the pot first. “The future is never set. Its often cloudy, never detailed, never revealing.”

“For you,” said Juna with absolute certainty. She touched her face with her hand, indicating to him her new form. “I see everything I want, with clarity that rivals Naboo’s cleanest streams.”

“You assume you do,” stressed Enothchild. “I don’t doubt you have gained much in your transition, but just because you are darkness, and it is the darkness that clouds the futures of all, and that indeed perhaps you do see everything doesn’t mean you know it all. It’s wise to never assume anything.”

She sighed and said with a bit of a testy voice, “I don’t want to be lectured to about the Force, okay? Not now. Not when I do know.” She took a moment, breathed, and tried to recapture the better moments of their life. She was quick to seize it. “I do know I have nothing to fear. I do know Mama is gone and she isn’t coming back.”

“And that doesn’t bother you?”

“Yes,” said Juna, “but I know nothing is going to happen to you.”

On that, Enothchild had to ask, “Then it’s all right to bring Dizzy into our life now to save us?”

Juna frowned again. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

Enothchild tightened his mouth. He really didn’t want to start a fight. He and Nadja had them, just civil disagreements over who did what; the usual marital idiot maneuvers. He and Juna hadn’t had a really good row, and being stuck in the middle of nowhere cubed was not the place to have argument. But after several days he had to admit it was bound to happen.

“Oh, don’t go silent on me now.” Juna crossed her arms across her chest. “You think I like being stuck out here, doing nothing?”

“If it’s for me you do,” dared Enothchild. She noticeably lost strength in her body. She couldn’t keep her mean façade up. “I don’t hate you for being overly protective of me, Juna, but if you haven’t been putting in your best effort in to lure Dizzy here I will be disappointed in you. I will also have to wonder what else you’re not telling me.”

Juna worked her mouth around before saying, “You are guilting me.”

“Good,” said Enothchild. He crossed his arms. “I shouldn’t have to, but if it’s the only way to loosen the lips of my Wife without kissing them then I’m going to keep at it.”

He knew Juna could never get really mad at him. He could hurt her, and he did, but now wasn’t the time for an apology.  She said calmly, “I have been trying. You know how difficult it is.” Enothchild was certain she did tell the truth there. Juna said, “Faradi wants us to face her on Nal Hutta.”

Enothchild considered the little bit of information and concluded, “Where you saw me die in your mother’s arms?” Juna noticeably weakened again and wouldn’t look him in the eye. “You’re afraid I will go into the jaws of death.”

“I know you will.” Juna sniffled a bit and looked at him with eyes that begged him to listen to her. “I’ve always loved you for that. But I fear it, and hate it now. I know you won’t turn your back on danger.” But she was quick to add. “But Mama won’t be there. That means you won’t die.”

Disturbed, Enothchild said, “Are you sure?” Juna nodded her head. He was more uncomfortable. “Have you seen our victory?” That time, Juna locked up. “No, you haven’t. So how can you be so certain of anything?”

“Because she won’t be there!” Juna was more emphatic and easily stressed. “The vision I had hinged on you and she being in the same place. She isn’t going to be there! I know it!”

“But that’s all you know,” said Enothchild. He slowly shook his head. “I’m sorry, Juna, but the only way to be close to your certainty is just to do nothing. I can’t do that.”

“Yes you can!”

The answer was pretty damn quick, too quick to Enothchild’s liking. He leaned towards her and said, “The Republic is a non-swimmer ready to drown and you want to play the lifeguard that can’t swim! Where is your head?”

Juna frowned and leaned towards him. She pointed a rough finger to the side of her head. “Right here, Hubby of mine! Right smecking here! And it’s been calling and calling our friend for hours and for days! The right way to drag Dizzy here is to take his mind entirely, but that will kill him. I don’t feel like killing my friend just so you can play the hero that saves the day in the nick of time!”

Fretting, she continued, “Okay, so the thought of sandbagging has crossed my mind. Maybe I’m not giving a hundred percent, but I’m trying it, and I’m more than willing to go to Nal Hutta to settle things.” She then stabbed a finger at him. “You don’t need to push me like you did to get me to go to Tatooine.”

Enothchild worked his mouth around on that. He said, “I shouldn’t have to had done that.” He then recalled Juna before he had died, and suddenly he had to ease back. “I do see some of your point, but you are wrong. My life is not worth the lives of billions of people.”

Quietly, but passionately, Juna said after a few heartbeats, “It is to me.”

Enothchild felt his heart tell him enough. He had crossed over the line too much. He reached over and caressed Juna’s head, assuring her that he wasn’t necessarily offended by her love for him. It just bothered him that she wouldn’t reveal what she had known about Nal Hutta. Even if fear was dominating her as a dark side entity she had very little excuse in betraying him. But Juna was Juna, not Nadja Moranna; Juna was not a Jedi, and Juna was afraid to lose him like any wife that laid awake wondering if their husband would ever make it back alive from his shift in the Republic Guard, or in the space docks of Fondor, or a simpleton begging for credits on Coruscant’s infamous second level. It was Juna’s fears that made her a good person, not just her beliefs and her actions.

She gulped air down and said, “I Wished you back to life. I Wished you were alive, and you came back to life, came back to me.” Juna grabbed hold of his wrist. “I know, somehow I know, that it is true because I also know I can’t Wish you back to life again. I’m not strong enough to. I’m not unless I do what is necessary, and I don’t want to.”

“I understand,” soothed Enothchild. He needed no explanation on what she meant by wishing. Naressa had explain to him Force Wishing so many months ago, to which it explained how she could have carried his child; he was there when she had wished, just after they had spent a passionate night together. At best it was a Sith Maiden only ability, at least philosophically a dark side ability; an interesting, dangerous ability to have. On its face, Force Wishing was actually no different than the process of converting matter into energy.

“No, you don’t,” said Juna with a headshake. “If you die again I will take so many lives I won’t stop until I know I can bring you back! When I bring you back, you will know the truth, and I fear that most of all!” She had his wrist in both her hands now. “Know this, Enothchild, know this! We go to Nal Hutta because I know you won’t die! I won’t let you die; I’ll do anything to prevent it. And if you do die, if somehow you do, then I won’t stop killing until I have risen you from the ashes.”

“I understand,” he repeated. Enothchild let both his hands clutch Juna’s face, drawing her closer to him. Naressa had told him of her desires to ‘feed’ off the Force of others, even the lesser life forms. He surmised that Force Wishing required a significant amount of one’s power, of their own midi-chlorians, to make the Force grant the wish. 

Using the matter/energy idea what occurs is that the constant in which that matter or that energy exists does not change, it was what was there that was different. By bases of physics and its relation to its behavior, the Force was no different than the acceptable norms of matter and energy – after all, the Force is by scientific definition energy. Force energy was used by Force users, and applied based on what they could know to do with it. Juna and Naressa had enough Force energy to spare to apply it, to actually form matter – perhaps – from energy. To date, however, Enothchild noted that actual energy-into-matter creation was too general. Though Naressa had wished to give him a child, she still needed her egg to be there with his sperm. Though Juna had wished him back to life she had possession of his body. Enothchild had to wonder if such resurrection could have occurred if his body was ashes, or had faded away like some Jedi bodies have done in history. If it were possible for Juna to do it with no material, for lack of a better sounding reason, it then would require more power than she possessed. 

And he wondered, too, if the quality of power was an issue. Unlike Juna Naressa’s Sith Maiden skin had always seemed to ‘lick’ or ‘bite tug’ on Enothchild’s flesh whenever they were in flesh on flesh contact, such as a handhold. Unlike Juna Naerssa did not have the jolting reaction Juna was having whenever they touched. It was a curious action that made him wonder; was the jolts Juna was getting from him because she lacked control, or was it something else entirely? Without Naressa they could not have done any tests to get a proper vector of further Force speculation. But he did suppose that non-Force sensitives offered little or no energy for Juna to consume and use, and those more attuned to the Force, those with higher midi-chlorian counts, and even knowledge, provided more palatable nourishment. Enothchild guessed the latter was pretty true; there were Muriel-like red highlights strands intermixed in Juna’s jet black hair; like Magus Prophet, Juna obtained something from Muriel and was evident. It appeared that the absorbed, like all power, was exhaustible. Enothchild noted she was using less of her nose, and the jolts between them were getting worse.

Enothchild understood that the loss of power to this version of Juna Rapier Angelleia had to scare the piss out of her. The thought process of desire gave wool to a dark side blanket, and it always was at its worse when insatiability figured in; the easiest and most demanding was survival, and hunger was always felt. Naressa had told him that she was not herself when she awakened in her Dark Purity form; she had said she was like an animal trapped in unfamiliar surroundings like a zoo, forced to accept the conditions of her environment in order to survive. The Force seemingly gave the Sith Maidens basic survival instructions; drain all for they are the food supply. Enothchild could imagine that those first few days were disturbing for Juna as her every waking thought was perhaps on, for starters, consuming Muriel, and perhaps Casper and young Mathaniel Jarvis. Psychologically, a sane person could not bare such thoughts; Juna and Naressa, both very powerful mind, barely could. Juna was definitely fearing it worst of all. It told Enothchild too much that he didn’t want to admit, and without question he did not want Juna to admit too.

From his thoughts, Enothchild returned his quiet attention to his Sith Maiden Wife. He said to her, in tones she was most familiar and comforted, “You fear tomorrow more than you fear today. It must scare you to know you can’t see versus when you could just days ago. What you say isn’t optimism at all, or a rally. But we can’t ignore our responsibility in this, even if it isn’t only us that can stop it. I cannot ignore it.”

He drew her closer to him. “I know you can’t.” He drew her body in and squeezed her close to him. He wanted her heart right over his; he wanted her to feel it because he knew how much she loved his heart. He comforted her, knowing her fears were with merit but he knew she could overcome them, and overcome the negatives of the darkness. This was a reminder why he didn’t show her the dark side, yet it was at the same time another reason why he should have. Disillusionment always affected the powerful, in any walk of life.

She pulled away and asked him, “How is it that your heart can control me?”

“If it does,” he mumbled, “then that’s its only power.” He assured her, “Everything will be fine.”

“I know it will,” she agreed. “Let’s never fight again.”

“No,” said Enothchild to correct her. “Let’s promise never to promise to never fight again.”

Juna chuckled at that. “Sure.”

It seemed to be over, or at least that was what Enothchild hoped. He could still see her fear in her eyes, but he was sure Juna was indeed trying her best to correct the problem they were still agonizingly in. She stiffened again as she faced the nose of the cockpit. He asked, “Problem?”

“Depends,” she said. Enothchild looked past her shoulder and out the lone window. The Millennium Falcon was coming right at them, and at first it didn’t look like it was slowing down. The ship was really moving fast, practically on a collision course.

“Oh boy!” Enothchild grabbed Juna out of instinct and pulled her towards the back of the pod. The reality was the stock light freighter could crush them with minor damage. They had no place to go.

At the last possible moment, the Falcon halted a good ship’s length away from them; even though later Enothchild would note the distance from the cockpit of the vessel to him it was still too damn close. The Falcon drifted to their right, it’s left, until the all too familiar cockpit stopped almost perfectly in front of the escape pod’s window. Dizzy’s face was barely visible through the shadows, but both Vhinphyc and Sith Maiden could see he aged fifty years recently. Nearly bug splattering friends would do that.

----------------------------

4 DAY (CHAPTER 103.2)

“YOU COULD HAVE WARN SOMEBODY!”

No sooner had Juna teleported herself and Enothchild on board the Millennium Falcon, Dizzy was happy and mad to see them. The old Sullustan looked completely drained, but still had just enough to hug them both and then gave them a lecture.

“You know my sensors ain’t worth the shit! I thought you were a damn skeeter.” ‘Skeeter’ meant small asteroids in the Fringe lexicon; small asteroids that thick hull ships like Dizzy’s pride and joy had no problem running into to make them smaller asteroids. “Out here in the middle of nowhere, you’re leading a blind man, ahem me, and then when I was out in the middle of the woods you let go of my hand!”

“Annoying,” whispered Juna, actually not amused by Dizzy’s tirade.

“But amusing,” muttered Enothchild in her ear. Just like that, she found Dizzy’s rant funny.

“And another thing,” began Dizzy as he took a moment to draw in breath, “what is up with the 0-rated erotic dreams you’re giving me? What, there was porn on that escape pod?”

“Maybe I was trying too hard?” asked Juna to Enothchild.

Enothchild only shrugged and said, “Maybe. I mean when Nadja had been the beacon I had visions of her breasts getting bigger as I got closer.” He winked, drawing a smile from Juna. He looked to Dizzy. “Too real?”

Dizzy rolled his large eyes. “You’re not just the Master of the Force, Bantha Head.” He rubbed both his ears in irritation. “But cripes, I’m doing my best out here trying to find you-.”

“And you found us,” said Juna.

“Thank you,” said Enothchild.

Dizzy just continued as the couple walked past him towards the cockpit. “And I’m half asleep and getting these delusions that are about as weird as Muriel acted just before you came back to life.”

When they reached the cockpit, the Sullustan found new adrenaline. “Which by the way how did you pull that stunt off?”

Enothchild sat down in the seat behind Juna on the copilot’s side. He just smiled and answered, “There’s an old Jedi proverb: when one can’t explain it” he hooked his thumb over his shoulder at Juna “blame the Sith.”

Dizzy cocked an eyebrow, and then said, “You made that up.”

“The saying yes, blame no,” said Juna as she went over the Falcon’s screens. She had a feeling nothing had returned back to normal, but Juna had always been one to make certain. “Everything’s still down.”

“Zilch,” responded Dizzy. “Not even the messenger service.”

“No HoloNet,” continued Juna, staring at the screen, trying every galactic data free-stream. There was more than just the Republic-backed free-streams that were available to the public at large; some not even tax payer-backed. “FreeLog and LongComm are even offline.”

“You don’t think they should be?” asked Enothchild, taking in Juna’s worried tone with seriousness.

“Not those services; they act independently from the HoloNet. Let’s try spend-to-send.” Juna was able to use the ship’s antique interface wizardly to multitask, opening many channels even with the Falcon’s limited channel bandwidth. The pay services in question worked with, for, or against the HoloNet by providing viable streams with their own means of power and transfer. Being rich and important, it was wise for Juna to have such services in the advent of a HoloNet failure.

It did not take long for Juna to say, “Hell, so far all my private streams don’t even exist.”

“How about the Bothans?” asked Dizzy. “I was getting a transmission broadcast from them.”

Juna was quick to access her Bothan Stock Exchange private account signal. The signal, without relays, was faint but proved the Bothans had something operational. “They have a run line.”

“Can we do anything with it?” reasoned Enothchild, looking over his data-gifted wife’s shoulder.

“If the Bothans are stupid enough to run Republic encryption.” Juna began to slice the Bothan data base through her own accounts. “If so, then after this I’m moving my accounts.” It took a few more minutes of cutting through the language, but finally the screen totally changed. It showed the Bothan’s broadcast map. “Here we go. Bothan Central Terminal. The Shut Down as weakened its data flame shields.”

Dizzy crawled into the pilot’s chair to get a look at the screen. He noted, “Not much, is there.”

Juna shook her head. “Three hundred thousand terminals, less than one percent of one percent of the Bothan’s network; not one of them essential equipment to the Republic.” She examined the terminal a few moments longer and upon recalling what Faradi had said she let out a slow sigh.

“What is it?” Enothchild picked up on her anguish immediately.

“I don’t believe it,” she said, but her tone was not in astonishment. In her mind she overlaid the galactic map on the screen with every single service and support survey Rapier Technologies had ever presented at the board of directors’ meetings. Faradi was right: this was her mother’s Shut Down. “Everything Rapier is down.”

“That’s what Muriel had said a few days ago,” said Dizzy. “They’re down at the mansion, in Theed, various Nubian ships, the works.”

“But I mean everything,” stressed Juna. She sat there and thought for a few moments. “This is a nightmare.”

“One that will only solve itself when we get to Nal Hutta,” reminded Enothchild.

On that, Juna said, “Wait.” She began typing. “I got a hunch, but…” She trailed off on that. 

The other two watched her for a good, long time. The minutes became an hour, and then an hour became two. Enothchild prevented Dizzy from disturbing Juna, recognizing her desire to complete the task before her without interruption. Dizzy kept the ship steady in order to keep the transmission beam, weak without the relays, stable. The two would eventually leave her alone, knowing she would call them if she needed them.

With a keystroke, Juna sat back and tapped her fingers on the counsel. “Come on…” The results slowly rain down from the top of the screen. “Yes! Okay!”

Enothchild beat Dizzy to the cockpit. “Results?”

“In restoring the Republic, no.” Juna brought up the solution to the numbers on screen. “I’ve identified the source of the Shut Down. It’s the only terminal with Rapier Technology still active. I bounced the Bothans encryption against it, which was easy given the source is powering Bothan equipment.” Her face fell when she recognized the given coordinates. “Nal Hutta.”

She looked to Enothchild. “The Adamant Consortium Array. She’s controlling everything from that station. Faith and Faradi hold the Republic down, and Coruscant will be hit.”

Enothchild nodded his head in understanding. Dizzy asked, “So there’s nothing we can do?”

“There is,” said Enothchild. “Set a course for Naboo. We have to regroup there.”

Dizzy was fast on the coordinates after shutting the beam down. Juna crossed her arms and turned in her seat to look at her husband. “They never had the Legacy Virus.”

“Apparently she knew of another way,” said Enothchild.

“Faradi said it was Mama’s Shut Down.” Juna shook her head in disbelief. “She wasn’t lying. But how did she know about it when I don’t?”

Enothchild craned his head. “Should you have known?”

“I feel as if I should had,” stressed Juna. “I mean I knew how to construct a lightsaber, and you never showed me how. I feel I have always knew, but…” She shook her head. “I don’t quite get that.”

The Jedi Master only patted her shoulder. “We’ll figure it all out when it’s over.”

She looked indifferent to that. She grabbed Enothchild’s wrist and asked, “But without the virus, how is she supposed to control the Prophet-borns? Get them to attack within the time table of” she paused, looking at the cockpit clock as Dizzy initiated the hyperspace jump “four days?”

Enothchild sat back and thought for a moment. When he realized Juna did not have the answer, and Dizzy was only listening intently, he said, “That’s a good question.” He worked his hand over his chin. “A good question.”

