CHAPTER 37.0
It was a bright morning on Hyabule, and it did not improve the looks of the place to Juna one bit.

It was, by far, the bleakest smuggler’s wait over she had been to. Hyabule, tucked away on the terminator of the Outer Rim and the Mid Rim not too far from Tatooine, was a Hutt-ruined dump more than a Hutt-controlled position. The city/spaceport, if she could call it that, looked like a collection of trash metal and scrap pieces just dumped in a pile; the piles grew, and grew tall enough to be considered buildings by the local populace; a mixture of beings, like in Mos Eisley. There was a stench about the place that just solidified it’s appearance and unspoken reputation as a dump. As far as Juna was concerned…it had to be a dump!

Like all dumps it had its purposes, but not just for the dumping of garbage and carnage. The place was so off the nav charts and so worthless looking no one of legal authority gave it a look over; the perfect place for smugglers to accept or exchange cargo. Since the Tufuse gang dissolved smuggling jobs for anything were very scares; although the demand for smugglers and their ships was never higher according to ‘old’ smugglers. The desire for illicit goods was just as high as licit goods in the galaxy. 
Recently, though, the line between legal and illegal goods had been removed in certain sectors of the galaxy. Much of this shift on legal goods had more to do with politics and revenue collection policy than what was bad and wrong about the product. In most cases Juna had taken jobs that was for hauling perfectly legal wares to planets where tariffs on trade routes and goods were just too high for legit manufactures to make a reasonable profit. One of her last jobs for Tufuse was their most profitable next to the arms sale to Jabba and the most benign: moving freshly harvested produce from Sebragus to Purit XIX. Thanks to the crashing of Republic markets, growers of Purit XIX feared lower prices on their produce because of competition; the growers guilds in the sector enacted embargoes to prevent imports. Yet those who knew better, and tasted the difference between their home world’s grown food and Sebragus’ brand, and knew what sold better when put head to head, spared no expense to have the better produce smuggled in.
Juna’s layover at Mos Eisley was for a meeting with a junior representative of Argodusnce Agricultural Systems to arrange a long term, under-the-table deal to deliver their farming equipment under the sensor arrays of certain planetary municipalities; to beat the tax the Republic alone was charging to pay for their default. But Enothchild put a hydrospanner in that possibility; when she left, Juna had killed the deal by default; it took her two weeks to arrange the meeting, and it went right down the toilet.

Now it was Plan B on her poor way to make an honest living: moving shielded cases for ‘picket fence’ crime lord Barney Chutlow; the local criminal head of Hyabule, very low on the Hutt’s power pole. He and his minions were late by four long hours in which Juna braved the smell and worked on the Millennium Falcon. Finally the three STF Warblers -- small scout craft that were used during the Mid Rim Conflicts by the Republic -- belonging to the man landed, and from them emerged Chutlow and his men. All Human, the men began unloading the crates with the shielded cases in them. Juna wisely did not move from her spot next to the ramp; did not open the cargo hold; kept her arms crossed, her eye trained on the approaching crime lord.

“You’re late,” said Juna pointedly. “Another hour and I would’ve left this crap hole.”

“Can’t say I blame you there, Juna,” mused Chutlow, who’s smile was just not ugly, it was awfully ugly; it was hard for Juna at the moment to not be judgmental. Then again her Force intuition was telling her that he wasn’t a nice man. “In fact I had thought about canceling this transaction. That’s why I delayed.”

“Cancel?” Juna didn’t like that business wise; there was no danger on his part, though. “Why?”

Chutlow kicked the trashed-packed ground. “Oh hoot, Juna, you’ve heard the word from the higher powers: the bounties on folks like yourself not aligning with the Hutt. Some of us cut rate fools are wondering if we’re next.”

“You give the Hutts eighty percent the last time I heard, Chutlow,” Juna pointed out. It paid to listen to the gossip Darla had always listened to; a lot of it was too true to the point. In this case Chutlow as paying that share to be considered protected under Hutt Law; or rather paying to play in this part of the galaxy. “I can’t see you getting hurt.”

“Well you know how the Hutts are.” Chutlow shrugged his shoulders. “But since your name wasn’t on the wanted list…I figured it just made better sense to do business with you.”

Juna shook her head, smiling unseen behind her veil. The delay wasn’t so much as to indecisiveness but as to whether or not she was going to be added to that very wanted list at the last second. Probably why Chutlow had more men than he needed to unload the merchandise from their ships; the change of plan was to get her, but since that wasn’t happening they were sticking to the original plan, the deal.

The Hutts a few weeks ago put just about every smuggler on their most wanted list, putting dead or alive bounties on those who made it clear they were not working for the Hutts; a lot of those smugglers long time employees of rival entities, including Black Sun. Systematically it was a hostile takeover, but in this version of the capitalistic action the hostilities were filled with different shades of blood, bodies, and missing ships; it was the impressments of free beings and their illegal activities in which they made a living.

If there was one thing she still liked about the Force it was that she could still use it. It came in handy when danger arose, and her reflexes were needed to be sharp and quick to be faster on the draw. Juna felt confident that all twelve men stood no chance against her in a shoot out. Then again she wondered about it how reliable the Force was as of late, or rather her ability to use it. It was there for her when she needed it, when she needed to outdraw the Serpentines and physically beat the hell out of Haus Sarain. She never sensed that Enothchild was figuratively on top of her back in Mos Eisley until he brushed up against her. There were instances in the past when he came to see her unannounced, but Juna could feel him coming no matter the distance; knew where he was at all times within a notable radius; their familiarity and closeness had made them passively aware of one another, a phenomenon routinely found between Jedi Masters and their apprentices; when a strong bond was forged with friendship and time one could not shield himself from detection from the other. Perhaps it was an indication that the bond was forever broken?
“Heeeeelllooooo?” Chutlow’s voice snapped Juna out of her momentary wig out. “So are we going to do this or what?”

“Yes,” said Juna. She unfurled and walked towards the first set of crates that were unloaded. She turned back to a following Chutlow. “You know my policy: open the crates.”

He smiled, shook his head, but he and his men complied. Inside Juna saw ten shielded cases, designed for the sole purpose of fooling many of the Republic’s dual-phase sensors found at non-government building checkpoints like spaceports. With them one could program a harmonic signal that ingrained itself with the sensor energy, telling the sensor gathering array translation software that the case was carrying something harmless. The cases were the size of double brief carry alls and could pass as such.
As Juna picked up each one and opened them, Chutlow chagrinned in annoyance. “I know you’re one to be careful, Juna, but not this picky.”

“The job is to move the cases from here to Bosnus,” Juna said pointedly. Finished she put the cases back and let the men sealed the crate back up. “That is all I am moving. No spice, no bombs, no surprises: just the cases. Now, open the next crate.”

Sighing, Chutlow and the rest waddled their way to the next crate, opened it, and Juna conducted her slow and precise examination. After three cases she put her hand on the forth, and a peculiar feeling made her freeze, hold her pose. At first she suspected a trap, this growing disturbance in the Force she could not deny.
“Ah…Juna, what’s up?” Chutlow began to take a few steps back. His men followed suit. Some began drawing their blasters.

“What the-HEY!” The shout came from a man opening the bulkhead of the third ship to unload the crates. He drew his blaster and shot into the cargo hold; a blaster bolt struck him in the ankle.

“A STOWAWAY!” snorted Chutlow and his men ran for the ship almost immediately. 

But in the span of those two seconds Juna was the only one that caught the sound of a lightsaber igniting just as the man shot into the hold; he was shot by his own blaster bolt, deflected by a Jedi blade.

The feeling became a permanent pit in her stomach, and she said quietly, “You did not…”

In a rush Enothchild emerged from the docking bay, his white lightsaber working overtime deflecting at least seven shots back at or redirected the shots at aggressors, quickly injuring the men enough to subdue them; five others, including Chutlow, ran like hell. Against simple, stupid fools like this it was over just like that, in only fifteen seconds. 

Juna was at a complete loss on what to do. Her mind blanked; she just stood there, without her hand on her blaster.

“I am Enothchild Sarch, Jedi Master,” boasted the Vhinphyc, not even looking at Juna. “By the power invested me by Republic Law, I hereby dismantle your ability to gain in a criminal enterprise.” He took his lightsaber, extended the blade, and with his powerful strength and leverage he slashed through the closes vessel’s land skid. It tipped over, damaging the hull and parts of the ship. He then, with a loud grunt, rammed the weapon into the hull plating near one of the Warbler’s nacelles; steam met him instantly before he pulled his lightsaber out of the ship. The limping men saw what he was doing, and just couldn’t believe it. Enothchild said, “Yes, I’m killing your ship’s cooling systems. The cores are going to overheat. I suggest you run as best you can.”
As Enothchild freely walked over and began to dismantle the next Warbler the men didn’t bother with the situation anymore. They limped or skipped there way out of the situation.

Juna watched the men leave, looked back at Enothchild and his efforts of destroying a ship eight times his physical size with his lightsaber, looked at the Millennium Falcon, looked back at the fleeing men, Enothchild, her ship, the cargo…

Regaining her composure, Juna yelled at him, “What in the hell do you think you’re doing!”

Finished with the second ship, Enothchild said to her from a distance, “I’m going to let these ships have a reactor breech, explode, and in the process take out those crates with shielded cases in them.”

“NO!” Juna’s demand did not stop him from ramming his lightsaber in the belly of last ship at the front end and slowly worked the weapon towards the aft; gutting it as if it were a large Mon Calamarian whale. “That’s not what I meant! You know it! You’re ruining a paying job! My job!!!”
“Yes I am,” said Enothchild without taking his eyes of his work. “What are you going to do about it?”

Juna froze right on the spot; again, her mind went blank. The first logical, fringe-influenced option was to kill him; take her blaster, find a vulnerable spot, and kill him. The idea vanished instantly, no matter how hard Juna attempted to even remotely rationalize it. She couldn’t kill Enothchild…
Then she remembered he was ‘killing’ her by destroying her job. The second option was to save it by loading the crates. There were twenty large crates in all, but six still remained on the first ruined ship. The deal was for all twenty crates to be delivered to Bosnus; one thousand down non-refundable; fourteen thousand upon completion. A non-completion, even for a gunfighter reputation like Juna had, was a black mark that even she couldn’t overcome; it wouldn’t hurt her right away, but it was something every being that wants to hire her will consider. Another problem was if she took what crates she could; the bosses of Bosnus were going to wonder if she was cheating them, perhaps selling some of the supposedly lost merchandise to others while only asking for part of the bargain for part of the delivered merchandise; perhaps even being in cahoots with Chutlow on a scheme. Another big problem was her inaction in dealing with Enothchild; the idiots were going to remember she did nothing against him, and if they didn’t wonder why others would; highly placed, criminal type others.
So Juna was really in a jammed spot. She had only two options. She took the second option; she ran for the Millennium Falcon, got in, lifted the ramp and took off. She turned the freighter in a tight circle to port. Through the cockpit window she could see Enothchild finishing the job with the last ship. He ran with a very noticeable limp. She turned the ship away from the scene seconds before the ships blew up below. Even after she made the jump to hyperspace Juna didn’t stop cursing aloud to no one important until the trip through hyperspace was completed.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 37.1

During the week’s layover on the planet Moxozol Juna spent most of her hiding out time searching every part of the Millennium Falcon for tracking devices Enothchild may had put on the ship; something she may had missed when they were both on Mos Eisley. It was the only explanation for how he knew she was going to be dealing with Chutlow. Chutlow, like Hyabule, was so off the grid not even the best information brokers give a damn about him; and even if they did, who in their right, fearful of the Hutts’ mind would want to do business with the only Vhinphyc Jedi Master in the known galaxy? She only knew of Chutlow through Pyl Perveus, and last she heard the old man had disappeared; perhaps dead, considering that his partner Bam was rumored to have been caught by a bounty hunter wearing Madalorian body armor, turning her in as part of Jabba’s bounty on the smugglers; Bam and Pyl were inseparable, so it stood the reason that if she were caught he should have been reported caught too. Likely both were dead, so who did that actually leave to tell Enothchild where she was or what she was doing? It became maddening when she found no tracking device. 
If Juna was uneducated she would have bought the old notion that all a Jedi did was closed their eyes, hummed a few bars of their favorite song, and knew exactly where to find the person they sought. She knew better, and she knew Enothchild wasn’t using the Force to track her; range limits one of many problems with such a method; anticipating her future destination took a lot more than just looking into the future; the future was not that easy to see even for him; even then he had to determine if what he was happening now, two days, three days later, where exactly, and so on. She knew it wasn’t possible; with the absorbed knowledge of Yoda she knew that fact to be true. And although Enothchild was the best investigative detective in the galaxy she doubted very much what little leads there were would point him in the right direction. He had to had gotten lucky with Mos Eisley and Hyabule: no one she knew of knew she was in either place.
As she left Moxozol for Plaristal to grab another up-for-grabs smuggling job she heard about from the other smugglers on Moxozol, Juna took the time to consider other possibilities. One of the first things she did before reaching Moxozol was not pilot the ship directly to the world. After some switchback piloting, Juna reached the world and didn’t let anyone know she was there until she finished her inspection of the Millennium Falcon. She got the new job no less than thirty minutes before she left and plotted jumps to obscure her trail; with everyone else leaving that knew about the job, she found it unlikely there would be anyone left to tell Enothchild if somehow he figured out that she had been on Moxozol; even if there were they wouldn’t tell him. He would have to beat it out of them, and that wasn’t in Enothchild’s character.
Still she considered that given what he said to her on Tatooine. It was sincere…

It had to be a ploy; he didn’t love her, not like she had once wanted him to.

The Force was no help to her; Juna could still feel it, and on trying a few times during her latest hyperspace jump she was as sharp as ever with telekinesis, balance, and other intangibles. Beyond that her reach of the Universal Force was surprisingly limited; it was filled with shadows and evils; weighted heavily with the dark side of the Force. Juna recoiled from her exploration of it, puzzled more about herself more than how the galaxy was within the bounds of the Universal Force. If the cause of her blindness in the Force was her, then why could she still use it? And if the energies were such against her, then why didn’t it affect Enothchild? Again this fell back to the how and why Enothchild found her. Once again, she couldn’t explain it, and it disgusted her.
Arriving on Plaristal Juna took her time scouting out the space port warehouse, convinced with the passage of travel time that Enothchild could not get back to whoever’s ship was taking him around the galaxy chasing her in time to had followed her; she knew he was a lousy pilot, who wouldn’t put any lives in danger with his flying skills. Before long she got in touch with a Human female by the name of Galla Paorn, a relative newcomer to the criminal underworld, a freelance independent who worked only for herself. Her criminal specialty was narcotic spice, a staple that was growing in popularity again with the people’s need for it to get through the trying, depression days of the Republic. The Hutts could not get a padlock that was secure enough to keep looters like Galla Paorn from stealing and selling their products because of the demand. Smartly Paorn and others like her moved a lot to avoid being liquidated; she earned her side profits by selling what she stolen to high profile dealers; in turn they paid her and allowed her to move her product through their territories.
After a pat down by her security team and a meaningful introduction between the two, the rather attractive Paorn lead Juna to her private, secluded office in the rear of the complex; Juna was allowed to keep her blaster because she wasn’t going to part with it. Juna didn’t sense a trap was brewing, but she wasn’t in the mood for small talk either. She said without politeness, which was a requirement for doing any business in the fringe, “You know for someone constantly on the go you like to hang around for too long in one spot.”

“Oh I am always on my toes, luv,” said Paorn in her rather girlish voice; she teased a hint of upper class Alderaanian accent when she spoke. “You sport a reputation for speed, but last I checked it was with your blaster, not your ship or mouth.”
The woman was trying to be playful curt: she was a bitch. Juna obliged her after the door was closed behind them, “Did you happen to know I believe in equal opportunity for all, in every facet of life and death?” No, Juna just didn’t kill anyone like the Serpentines did. However her reputation gave off a lot of false, but effective, impressions; the kind that made arrogant beings like Paorn think twice before opening her big mouth after a simple threat was tossed at her.

Paorn slowed her walk to her desk; she got the message Juna was conveying. She smiled back to her; a nervous smile. “Only small talk, luv. Just being cheeky.” She bent slightly over the desk, touched a button, and the lights turned off; the room was completely dark…
Juna drew her blaster hair seconds after the room was consumed in darkness; the Force guiding her aim towards Paorn. The other woman let out a gasp after three seconds and said, “Don’t shoot!”

With her eyes tingling with power, Juna could make out Paorn with great detail, right down to the eternal evening vision scanner she had added to her face; the night vision scanners allowed the woman to see in the dark, and it hid the shock in her eyes well. She held up her hands, moved slowly to her right in a shuffle, and said, “I’m not doing anything rash.”
Juna just followed Paorn with the weapon, the barrel pointed and locked in on the instant, painless death target of the Jedi Harmony region of Paorn’s brain. Not that Paorn felt the Force, but this part of the brain was where the energies seemed to collect regardless of use or whether a being was Force sensitive or not. Juna had finished all of her gun fighting opponents with such well placed, accurate shots to the locus point, effectively disconnecting the being from all of the Force permanently; without the Force, for no beings were ever Forceless, life could not exist or continue to exist. There was no slow bleeding deaths, no brain swelling, no brain death and no random continuations of existence; it was as good and clean as death could be, even gentler than dying in one’s sleep.
“No,” said Juna with a smile she knew Paorn could see, “just being cheeky.”

Paorn smiled in return, unsure what to make of Juna’s ability to see her. She held up her hands higher. “I just wanted to-to show you what you’re running, that’s all.” She gestured with her head towards a box on the desk. Juna gestured with her blaster back, and Paorn opened the box. The contents of the box, spice, began to glow in a eerie, black lighted-like hue of green and purple. 

“Glitterstim,” said Juna in recognition. She holstered her weapon.
“Unprocessed glitterstim,” added Paorn, eyeing the spice substance. “Very powerful as you know. Allows even the least empathic of beings to become powerful mind readers. A temporary Jedi passport to the Force shall we say.”

Paorn was half right. Juna knew a lot about glitterstim from what she read in the books in the Grand Library of Rapier Manor. It had nothing to do with the Force; all glitterstim did was increase the electro-chemical stimulus in the frontal lobes of an entity’s brain, touching off and leaking overzealous thought energy from the reasoning and deduction centers. The thought energies acted like sonar waves; touching other leaking thoughts and then creating an image of what the thought was to those high on glitterstim on the rebound. It was useful for those beings that possessed in their evolution at one time telepathy or have a range of empathy; beings that didn’t have such heritage attributes it was a crap shoot for them, more often than so they just hallucinated, the high lasting for hours, even days at a time. This was going to be a very rich haul based on demand and based on its fragile nature; unprocessed glitterstim was too photosensitive to light, if exposed the whole spice would become non-potent, thus ruined.

“I know you like to look at the product before securing it on your ship, but you understand the problem with that.” Paorn closed the case, took her goggles off, and turned on the lights. Juna shut her good eye closed, but even then she winced as the Force took it’s time dissolving out of her eye; with the lids closed, she still saw the room, and in her mind it was as if her eye was still open. “Sorry. I’ll pay you five thousand now. My buyer will pay you forty-five when you reach Naboo.”

Juna didn’t know what surprised her more; the forty-five thousand credit prize, or hearing that this was going to her home port. “Naboo?”
Paorn smiled mischievously, “I know can you believe it? There’s apparently a dying demand for this. Just think…”

…If there is ever a more compelling reason to build up and reaffirm our arms, our divisions, and our ability to hold our own in this galaxy to protect our fine and noble people it is the threat of vice, in all its intoxicating forms. Never has the threat of easy pleasure, of drugs and slavery, been so close to our yard let alone our backdoor steps. All it takes is one of those evils to put its insistent salesperson’s foot in the door, and these Royal Nubian States will have an evil it cannot win against. To strengthen our military is not just to defend us from those threats we can see but the threats we may not. To chase away the decadent and illegal pleasures is to ensure that in our children’s future the pleasure of life and living as responsible, free beings is guaranteed. Such evils enslave us: we did not survive the Oceans of the galaxy and the Oceans of our great seas to then allow ourselves to be placed in the bondage of others through the use of substance.  We shall not be made slaves by spice and its trade!
The words of the acceptance speech she had given when she became Queen of Naboo at the tender age of nine cursed Juna’s once certain conscious as Paorn spouted off about her newfound Nubian opportunity. To date Naboo was not perfect as everyone enjoyed plugging, but such things as spice addiction and other drug problems were not a massive problem; it wasn’t even that much of a threat to Naboo or the other planets that made up the Royal Nubian States compared to worlds like Coruscant and Corellia. She admittedly played on the possible threat as part of a political gain, but in reality the drug lords were knocking on Naboo’s figurative door trying to open a new market for their bad goods. The worst criminal enterprises were doing was using Naboo’s open borders to get their goods to their clients cheaply and quickly, often going into hiding in the sector to get away from law enforcement. Livid of that idea then Queen Angelleia used her bulked up military to watch over and defend the frontier and deployed Rapier Technologies’ satellites to secure the gaps. Maybe she didn’t stop all the flow of such trade then, but she made it damn difficult and unattractive.
But now, such as it was with her taking over and altering what Queen Landana had done, it had all changed under King Veruna. Juna heard about his roll backs and cuts. He had changed a lot of the laws dealing with such offenses that she left well enough alone; sometimes toughening an already tough law only toughened the criminal. Given the economic undercurrent even the more educated fell susceptible to the need of spice and other mood altering narcotics, so with changing policies and changing wants beings like Paorn were not going to pass up on the freshly opened market.
This wasn’t the first time Juna had reservations about a job; it wouldn’t be the last time either, and Dizzy had often told her that his fringe life was filled with a lot of regret before, during it, and after. What smugglers moved was illegal for a reason, or rather there were many reasons they did not want to think about. Often the goods were really bads when looked at without the terrible pun usage. There was no such thing as harmless spice, no such thing as an adult’s only market on it. Shifters, those who push spice on the streets, were the pseudo-example of the perfect being: that they held no biases, no prejudices; they did not care if you were male or female, hairy or scaled, old or young; the only equalizer was money, and if one had it who were they to deny them the right to spice pleasure. The shifters could not, and did not, exist if there were no one supplying the product they were selling, a case found in any capitalistic market. But that was so true when there was no means to move the product from supplier to seller. To just transport the spice was supposed to make a smuggler feel blameless.
Here, though, Juna could only think of her Royal acceptance speech, and the Oath of Order she took to become Queen and to become a infinite member of the Nubian Royal Court, to ‘now and forevermore to uphold and defend, to beset upon and draw upon, to never let bend and to never allow to break, to teach and to pass down the honor, the integrity, and the promise to protect and defend the great nations of the Sovereign Systems of the Royal Nubian States, on her honor and on her family, everyday to her noble end’. All the sudden her conscious could not have been in more conflict. Hypocritically she was going to delivery to her people the very thing she had promised to protect them from. Enothchild’s words about what her father would think of her in this came back too.
But just as the crisis of conscious almost changed her mind, Juna found a reason to do this. If it wasn’t for Enothchild ruining the Hyabule job she wouldn’t need this job to get paid. She was running out of saved smuggler’s funds; it was expensive to operate a ship, to keep it maintained; even with the forty percent she had gotten from Rooney Tufuse when she worked for him that was barely enough to save extra on after maintenance and supplies were bought for the Millennium Falcon. If it wasn’t for Enothchild having slept with her Mother, she wouldn’t have went down this path to begin with. If it hadn’t been for Enothchild not being strong enough to save her father…

“Okay,” said Juna abruptly. Paorn frowned a bit and stopped talking. “I get it. I’ll take the job, but the five grand is non-refundable.” Paorn nodded. “Good. Let’s get this stuff loaded up and out of here.”

“I hope you rush this to Naboo just as rushed the conversation, geez!” Paorn gave Juna the five thousand in hard currency, like in all jobs, and then lead her out of the office. “It should only take you two days to get to Naboo, yes?”

“Way less than that,” corrected Juna. She kept telling herself that all of this was Enothchild’s fault. All of it was Enothchild’s fault. All of it. Enothchild’s fault!
Which was probably why she didn’t sense the problem that had been unfolding; apparent when both women entered the main floor of the warehouse. It was a familiar scene to Juna: all of Paorn’s men were scattered everywhere, holding an injured leg from a deflected blaster bolt. Before the spice dealer could even gawk at the carnage she looked upward towards a large container upon hearing it open. Her eyes exploded wide and she yelled, “NO!!!! YOU’RE RUINING THE SPICE!!!!!!”

Emerging and showing himself on the edge of the container with lightsaber in hand, Enothchild appeared and practically assumed a poster boy for Jedi recruitment pose. He yelled back, “DUH!”

“A-A JEDI! HERE?” Paorn stuttered around physically as well as vocally. Her eyes found Juna, and after a triple take she pointed at her. “You! You, go kill him! He’s-.” There was another container being opened somewhere in the warehouse; Enothchild was doing it, he was no longer where they both last saw him. Paorn cringed, clawed at her own hair, and said, “I swear to god I’ll pay you a hundred thousand credits to kill him!”
Once again Juna found herself right smack in the middle of a moral dilemma and she really didn’t know why. She found herself asking Paorn, “Excuse me?”

Paorn nearly yanked out all of her hair when Juna said that. She said, “You-you are a shootist! You did kill Sword Serpentine and his brat kids! And those others! Are you smecking telling me you have a problem killing people?”
Juna saw an out. “No, I have a problem trying to kill a Jedi.” She gestured towards the nearest, withering man trying to stand up. “Like him I don’t have health insurance.”

“I just paid you!”

“To haul goods. That’s all, and I’m not returning it. Besides, you offered a hundred grand.”

“Fine! I’ll give you two hundred thousand! Stop him! PLEASE!”

“You’re a thief, Paorn! You don’t have that kind of money. That’s why you stole the spice! If you loose this batch go steal more!”

“There are millions and millions of credits worth of glitterstim in those cases! It took me a lot of pain and sweat to get it! I won’t be able to do it again!” Paorn reached for Juna. “I’LL GIVE YOU HALF OF WHAT’S LEFT!”

Juna, however, leapt back and let Paorn eat the warehouse floor. Her danger senses flashed…

One of Paorn’s men was stupid enough to grab a blaster and point it towards her; his intentions were clear; Juna would help his boss, or Juna was going to die. In a flash based on instinct and the need to survive, Juna turned, pulled her weapon, and put a blaster bolt right between his eyes. Paorn gasped and sputtered backwards when Juna turned the weapon on her. But Juna had no attention of killing anyone who knew she was no match.

Paorn cringed one last time and sobbed loudly, “NOOOOOO! HE OPENED THE LAST ONE!!!!!!”

It occurred to Juna that if it was true, then Enothchild was coming for her next. She turned quickly, cursing her hobbling hip, and ran the best she could for the Millennium Falcon. She was up the ramp, closing it, sealing it, and she blindly threw herself down the corridor and into the pilot’s chair. She worked the controls after dropping her blaster. It felt like she was taking forever to get the power build up for take off.
When the ship was ready to go Juna’s sigh of relief cut short when she looked out the window. Arriving to a stop on top of a large freight container was Enothchild, looking at her with stern and certain eyes; a look she had seen too many times before in the past, when he had no doubts. His intentions were very clear now; like he had done to so many criminals in the past when he patrolled the Hutt lanes Enothchild was going to make it difficult for Juna to make anything that resembled a living in smuggling. She knew when he had such confidence radiating off of him he wasn’t going to stop, he wasn’t going to take no for an answer, and he was going to win.

Shaking her head in anger, Juna said aloud, as if he could hear her through the  canopy, “You don’t own me! You aren’t going to win! I won’t go home! I won’t go home with you!”

Juna threw the levers for the lifters, and the Millennium Falcon quickly ascended straight up. She got the primary drive going to quicken her escape and to put miles between her and Enothchild; sooner, she planned on making it light years. She slapped the dash of the controls. “How! How does he know where I’m going! How!” She had to figure it out, before she went to the next possible gig or Enothchild was going to screw that up for her as well.
Also, she vowed, she had to do something with all these feelings of second guessing and guilt. She had to get rid of them. Too easily she was nearly swayed not to deliver the spice to Naboo. Once again, she blamed Enothchild for that. Once again this was all his fault.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
CHAPTER 37.2

A few days after Plaristal, just little over a week after Hyabule, Juna managed to reach Baristhal, a Hutt-controlled world with a heavy Hutt presence. It was her belief that Enothchild would be foolish if not suicidal to be caught dead on such a world after she had learned a price was on his head; apparently Enothchild had pissed off Jabba the Hutt enough; personally Juna thought it was Yabbula’s doing, not Jabba’s. She had heard before Plaristal that the Omie Iu’gath needed a freighter or equivalent size ship for a cloak and vibroblade haul to Corellistana, a small Corellian state world at the beginning of the Mid Rim. The job was to run small handle weapons and munitions to a distributor that worked out of Corellistana using the trade spine as his main deliver network; the planet was so close to the spine it was practically on top of it, allowing ships to disappear amongst the heavy trade traffic. It was a very risky mission that not even the most desperate of smugglers wanted to take; even if the intent was not to use the weapons against Corellia it was a life sentence spent somewhere unknown in the galaxy when -- not if, not with CorSec suspecting someone -- caught. That is if CorSec took the being alive.
If Juna didn’t have her problems with Enothchild as of late she would have balked at the opportunity. It was only over a month ago she had that run in with CorSec on Corellia; only her affiliation with the Nubian Royal Court saved her ass from a murder charge even though she didn’t kill anyone; just being within spitting distance of Mousk Amel when he executed the undercover officer was sufficient in Corellia’s eyes. On paper they forgot all about her, but not every digital integer or piece of paper, or most of all memory, was put through an atomizing grater. To have her flying around on more smuggling jobs in Corellian space with no signs of her so-called assignment known as Rooney Tufuse her covert operations story held practically no weight; by now the word that Tufuse retired had reached as deep inward as Coruscant.
The high risks associated with such assignments were just as high as the rewards that were dealt out in accomplishment, thus why Juna elected to go Baristhal. It was no money up front, but a successful mission was a guaranteed one hundred thousand to start. With her name recognition she could command two hundred thousand.

Baristhal was not too bad in appearance outside of the space port when Juna flew over it. Landing in the docking bay, in a space where other ships landed because the leaders didn’t know she was coming, revealed the a-typical affair of ‘décor’; crappy ships and a floor that has seen more than it’s fair share of crap on it and forever imbedded in it. She took the long way to Baristhal to see if Enothchild was giving chase; there were jump off points during hyperspace travel for major course corrections that all ships had to take; no such ordeals with Enothchild. Maybe she had given him the slip. Maybes didn’t pay the bills; if she didn’t earn a living soon she would be forced to use her vast personal accounts; she didn’t want to do that, leave any more trails for Enothchild or her Mother to use to track her down.
It didn’t take Juna long to track down Iu’gath. The Omie, with his transparent exoskeleton and bright, hopeful eyes and winning smile, said in a cheery voice, “I would absolutely be delighted and honored if you made the weapons run to Corellistana. With your YT-1300, it would be all too perfect. Alas, someone has beaten you to the job; I will have nothing for you for another six months.”

Not liking the situation one bit, Juna bit out, “Iu’gath, I really need this job. The last few haven’t been all that good.”

“So I have heard,” said Iu’gath. “However I do not think less of you. It is just that you are too late. I do not dare tell the man I hired that he must forfeit his prize. How would you react?”

Noting his point, Juna still insisted. “Look, I’ll let him keep three-quarters.” Twenty-five thousand was better than zero; assuming the guy that beat her was getting at least the minimum. “Just tell him you have to have me on this run. I’ll be the guard on it.”

Iu’gath thought about it; it was a no brainer to have the fastest gun in the galaxy riding point for so little. “The merchandise is loaded, but he has not left yet.” He motioned towards on of his aides, another Omie, and the aide gave him a comlink. Active and on, he spoke into it. “Fine sir, this is Iu’gath. There has been a change in plans. Do you mind having a wing person follow you? It is the gunslinger known as Juna.”

When the pilot spoke Juna let out a gasp of obvious shock. No….it couldn’t be….

“Iu’guth, this is the Ruby Heirloom,” said Enothchild Sarch, clear as if he were just a docking port down from them. “That will not be necessary, I assure you. I am lifting off now. Goodbye.”
“NO!” Juna heard the familiar sound of Centerline 100 engines gearing up and ran for the nearest opening in the docking bay. From the catwalk she was on, she watched her Father’s glossy red Corellian 20-03 model Yetal space yacht lift off and taxi skyward at the enforced speed limits.

Almost totally undecided on what to do, her mind filled with anger and all sorts of thoughts brimming with subject matter, Juna did decide to do one thing. She turned around, nearly knocked Iu’guth and his group off their feet when she ran through them, and headed for the Millennium Falcon. In no time flat she was off, breaking the speed limits to catch up with the Ruby Heirloom in the upper stratosphere after a minute of flight time. She dared open a channel to the ship, even though it was likely Hutt agents were listening; after all, they were trying to call her for being a total idiot for nearly causing every ship she passed to catch up with Enothchild to crash.
“Enothchild,” bit out Juna as the hailing signal, “talk to me. I know it’s you.” Only static greeted her as the void of space greeted both of their views. Pissed off, she barked, “Sarch, answer me damn it! I know you can hear me!”
The hail was answered: coordinates were sent back to her. The next second afterwards the Ruby Heirloom’s engines flashed, the ship finally entering hyperspace. Juna quick fed the coordinates to the navicomputer: it was to nowhere in particular, a one hour jump to blank space. It was as understandable as Basic: if she wanted what he had, she had to come get it!

Juna hesitated for a few seconds, but her anger got the best of her. With the fed coordinates she could make the jump instantly, and with the pull of the lever she went to light speed. She had forgotten about Bendian’s collection of vessels; he had collected the rare and the expensive, and one of the reasons she had learned to fly -- even though it was part of her Royal training she had her own reasons -- was to fly those ships at least once; the ones that still could fly and dare fly. The Ruby Heirloom was one of her Father’s favorites, a work of art that was required to be flown. It was so special to him; he was shown the vessel plans, falling in love with it so much he bought the very first one literally still on the assembly line at Yetal Fleet and Movement; the credit transaction took place just as the last bolt on it was fastened tight. The shakedown and first flight miles were going to be owned by him; it was so well made, put together, that it didn’t need much done to perfect it anymore than necessary. Her Father flew the ship a half a dozen times before he had died.
It clearly explained how Enothchild got around at all; the Ruby Heirloom could fly itself and nearly land by itself. Typing skills and coordinates and the knowledge of flight lingo was all one needed to operate it and it’s state-of-the-art flight-guidance system. She was angry at him for flying the ship more for taking the cargo. It was her Father’s ship! How dare he fly her Father’s ship!
Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh! And it occurred to her, almost making her mash her teeth into dust: HER MOTHER! This was her Mother’s idea! It was her Mother’s idea!! Enothchild got the ship, from the mansion, from and with the blessing of her Mother!!! Naressa knew very damn well how much her Father adored the ship! How much he wanted Juna to fly it when she was old enough! She knew, just as she knew how much Juna loved Enothchild, how much she adored the Ruby Heirloom! The whole idea….
It made Juna’s blood boil the entire trip through hyperspace. When she emerged, when she saw the Ruby Heirloom staring head to head with the Millennium Falcon in parked mode, she just about diverted all the power her ship had to the dorsal tri-cannons. As it stood what kept her from firing the weapons she had no clue; it would be later when she realized she didn’t fire because it had to do with her Father’s ship.
For now, Juna nearly broke the transceiver controls when she mashed her finger to turn it on. “You…have a lot of nerve you dirty rotten son of a bitch!”

From the other end of the transmission Enothchild said calmly, “I’m only trying to show the error of your ways by making your new life not worth its time.”

“I don’t care about the fricking shipment! I’m talking about my Papa’s ship, you bastard!”

Enothchild said, “I know what you are talking about. I know how much your father means to you; how you cherish everything that was his. It is why I could never sell the home and land Nadja and I have.” There was a bit of pause; he figured to let that set in; Juna was just too upset to talk so soon after that. “Which is why I find this behavior of yours a total contradiction to your eternal love for Bendian.”
“You know NOTHING! Of that,” screamed Juna at the receiver.

“I know,” said Enothchild sternly, clearly insulted that Juna believed she was the only one in the galaxy that had ever lost someone so dear to her. “Bendian loved ships, especially his ships. Importantly he knew never to slander, or worse yet steal, another’s ship. You did that with the Falcon; you contradicted everything your father taught you.”
“I didn’t mean to take the ship,” Juna strained out of her mouth. “I just…I don’t know how…but I did. When I got enough I was going to buy a ship of my own, with my own money, none of it inherited. Hard work like everyone else. What’s so wrong with that?”

Enothchild said, “The fact that Bendian worked so hard so you wouldn’t have to do it, Juna. Good parents sacrifice much for their children; they trade their pleasures in for the growing pains of their children. Remember he left the Senate for you, Juna. He separated himself from much that was his life in order for you to reap in his accomplishments. You’ve said it yourself there were times where it appeared that he hated you. Men of his position do, men that seek to make a name for themselves with what they have, only to be affected sometimes by the little things that hamper or stall them. But in the end, and you know this, he loved you. By loving you he was certain you would never, ever do anything this stupid with his fortune. If he had thought otherwise he would have saw to it that you had control of nothing.”
Juna got over the critical reminder, wishing she had never told Enothchild nearly all of her deep feelings. Yes, there were times when her Father seemed to hate her. He stayed away from her a lot. But there were times when they were together, and those times were so great and memorable. He wasn’t perfect, but no man ever was. Still, he was her Father!

Juna said, “I’m not doing this with his fortune.”

“So easily do you forget the fact that you inherited the fortune of his knowledge. His wisdom. His wit and his style and his know how and his desires of achievement. Fortunes are a lot of things, and they are what you make of them, Juna, and last I checked you valued, like all fortunes, Bendian Rapier: everything that was him you so dared treasured.”

Not wanting to think it, not wanting to believe that, not needing it back in her life, Juna said with pain in her voice, “Just…please…get off my Papa’s ship. Save the talk for someone who gives a shit.”

There was a silence, and she thought he was going to continue with the psychobabble. Instead Enothchild said, “I’ll make a deal with you. If you care so much for your father, even when you are pretending you don’t, then follow me back to Naboo. Come home, and I promise you I’ll land the ship and never step foot on it again.”
“Are,” began Juna calmly, and then let it built up into exasperation “you kidding me? You’re kidding me? Go to Naboo, with you and my Mother waiting for me? Ha!”
“Before you go let me make another offer: I’ll trade you ships. Take the Ruby Heirloom, and this cargo you desperately need, and let me have possession of the Millennium Falcon. It’s only fair that Dizzy and Muriel get their ship back if you’re going to continue this joke called a life. You name the system. It doesn’t have to be Naboo.”

In the high of the emotions that almost made Juna say the following: DEAL! Then she realized what such a trade would involve. They would land, and from there Enothchild could possibly talk to her some more, or even go so far as to subdue her. Juna did not want to be in that position again, where she had to decide if she was mad enough to kill Enothchild for all that he was doing and all he had done. Then again…
“And you’ll leave me alone,” she quizzed. “Walk away. Never speak to me or pursue me again.”
“No.”

Juna crossed her eyes, or rather made her one eye move into a crossing position. “What good is the deal then?”

“I was offering you the deal because how much this ship supposedly means to you,” said Enothchild diplomatically. “But by no means does this mean I’ll give up on you. What do you say?”

“If that’s the case no,” said Juna with a frown. The whole idea of saying no, though, caused her heart to break. Her brow knotted, causing her to pinch the bridge of her nose in disgust.

“Hard isn’t it? To let go?”

Suddenly Juna remembered that Enothchild could see her; they were still there, floating in stationary position, facing one another. She could barely make him out, for the Ruby Heirloom had a smaller view window. She said, “Funny, I would ask you those same questions. Especially after what you said on Tatooine.”
“What I said on Tatooine was genuine,” said Enothchild. She could have sworn he had just stood up…

“So now you love me,” said Juna, mocking him slightly. “Suddenly you know it. So tell me, since we’re both still floating here, doing nothing, in what way do you love me?” There was a long pause; the longest pause between them since Tatooine. He didn’t have an immediate answer. Finally, she had scored a point in this battle of the wills. “Come on, Big Man, in what way do you love me?”

Enothchild sighed and said, “As I said on Tatooine, Juna, you are all I have left. There is nothing, no one left for me. I…have very little doubts about this now. You and I were meant to be together, when the time was right. I can see that time is now. You need me, my help. My love for you.”
Juna shook her head no enough so he could see it. “Prophet said the same things, too. You know that? He too wanted what he couldn’t have, or have you forgotten that?” She reached up and yanked off her veil; she had no doubt that he could see her face. She fought back the urges she had to hide her ugliness from him, from the rest of the universe. “This is what I got from someone that cared that much! You’re stalking me!”
“I would never do that!” Enothchild yelled back, appearing unmoved by her appearance. “Damn it, Juna, you know me!”

“I thought I knew you,” yelled Juna back. “I thought I knew so much about you. Instead I was wrong.” She pointed at herself. “You did hurt me like Prophet did. You hurt me first! In here! In my heart! You disfigured me there! Like I said if you did love me you would know it!”
Enothchild appeared to show frustration in his mannerisms; throwing his hands around after trying to get a thought of out his mouth. He said, “Did it…ever occur to you that maybe, just maybe, you were hiding your feelings from me!” She could see him put his hands on his chest to emphasize himself. “I don’t impose myself on other beings unless there is purpose and reason for it; an outcome I find favorable for myself and all. By that if you give me no reason to impose…then I don’t try to find out what you are thinking and feeling. When it comes to people like that, like you, I take what you say and what you reveal. I don’t go probing or pester.
“I respect the emotional barriers of others, Juna, and you know that. I don’t press unless I have to. During all the times we were together, nearly last year now, you gave me no reason to press. Perhaps I cared too much.”

“You cared too much because you slept with my Mother!” slammed Juna back.

“I know, and I know it would hurt you, but not for the reasons it does now,” said Enothchild. “But see it from my perspective-.”
“I DO! EVERY SINGLE TIME I THINK OF YOU!”

“Not THAT perspective Juna!” Enothchild threw his hands up in the air. “I’m talking about the shock that I felt when you expressed your love for me.” He sighed heavily, a long exhausted exhale. “Yes…I didn’t want you to know about Naressa and I. At the same time I had old, non-confronted fears. The Force…had expressed to me in the past that you and I would be more than just linked together. I…misinterpreted it. I understand it now: it was the future. You, Juna, are my future.
“Getting back to what I said before; about what you kept from me. Juna…you hid your deepest and most true feelings from me. Me, of all the people and the friendships you have you kept them from me. If…If-if you would have told me sooner, maybe matters would have been different. Maybe I don’t take you to Coruscant after Uiennar. Maybe I realize what hampers you the most then, and now, is me. Don’t you see, Juna: we both fooled one another.”
Juna was now shaken by what he had said. She slowly fell back in her seat, contemplating, or trying not to think, over Enothchild’s words. Replacing the image of the Vhinphyc and her Mother was the examination she had with the Jedi Council on Coruscant. It was the day they scolded her when she told them all she was interested in becoming a Jedi was for justice. It was true, but truly what was justice, especially when they asked her what if they told her she couldn’t go after Prophet. She said, “I couldn’t tell you. I…wasn’t old enough. I wasn’t ready. I wanted…I wanted revenge for what Prophet had done. Then Qualeggoes attacked…I read the letter earlier…I was finished with my Jedi dreams, so all I had left…”

“Was me,” said Enothchild gently, finishing her sentence. “We both ruined that dream.”

Looking up from her seated position, Juna could see Enothchild also sitting down. He said to her, “It isn’t too late. I am a much better life for you than-than this. I know I can prove to you what I say is true if you just give me a chance. I care so much about you; so much that I breaking every rule I have every placed against myself in order to secure your trust and love again. I will not stop, Juna, and understand this, I Will Not Stop pursuing you. At minimum my goal is to have you give this up and go home. Best case, we come together, we talk, and just maybe something positive will come out of it for the both of us. I warn you; you haven’t seen me sink to a low yet; continue this nonsense if you don’t believe me. If I have to, Juna, I will end organized crime as we know it to get you to quit!”
Juna was finding herself in a state of emotional exhaustion and couldn’t answer him immediately. She had went through all the flavors available, which drained her because she wanted to hate Enothchild; such an investment, though, was appearing less attractive with every word he spoke. Her options were very open, and her solutions to the problem were met with hard deflector shields that repulsed many of the thoughts: the one that was deflected the most was to kill him. The opportunity was now, with his shields down, with him so vulnerable. It just made more sense to her to do it. Otherwise he wasn’t going to let her live the life she wanted.
What if it wasn’t the life she was supposed to live?

The question, the thought, the questionable thought: all the sudden it weighed the most in her mind. There it was, amplifying everything in her life and making her head swim and her body heavy. There was a something in her, and something out there; there, in the boundaries that divided her from Enothchild from the galaxy at large, that told her that this was not her life; the life of a poor and struggling space pirate. It was a profound realization but with no answer: it demanded more than asked that she seek it. It scared her for she had never, ever had such a feeling like it before. Her fate was suddenly not this, not of a smuggler, not as a gunslinger. Juna found herself being told something she didn’t like to hear: in her Mother’s own point of view the reality that she, that Juna, was going to be profound player in the galaxy; that she was going to change it and make a difference.
Confused, Juna now found herself a bit scared; just as scared as she was on Corellia while being processed by CorSec. She gulped and said to Enothchild, “I…I can’t sort this all out. With you. Not right now. I really, really can’t.” She exhaled. “I need time alone.”

“Then you should have it,” said Enothchild calmly. “I would recommend that if you need to take a lot of time you should go home. Otherwise, remain out here, and your time grows very short.”

The Ruby Heirloom’s loading hatch opened and the cargo of weapons was jettisoned. Juna did not care about the shipment, or about the ship anymore: she was just too filled with questions with herself. She snapped out of it when Enothchild used the weapons on the Heirloom to destroy the cargo.

Enothchild said, “There is going to be a gang war, Juna. And if you don’t pick sides in that the sides will eventually pick you for target practice. Trust me: Yabbula all ready has you on his roster by leaving your name off the wanted list. That can change. So please, hurry. Make up your mind.”

Juna stuttered to get the words out of her mouth when she saw the Ruby Heirloom pull away from the Millennium Falcon. “W-wait! If I want to hook back up with you how do I do that?”
“You won’t; I’ll look you up. Just go the next place in your heart.” She didn’t understand that, but Enothchild didn’t give her time to think or ask. “I suggest you use the Force to speed the process up. Preferably with a calm, peaceful mind.”
Before she could ask another question the Ruby Heirloom went to light speed. The remains of the illegal cargo bounced off the ship and snapped Juna out of her trance. Yet she made no adjustments to her new found plans. She did not leave the void. She found herself sitting down again, thinking, and doing everything she could to sort her feelings out. 
Juna didn’t like none of Enothchild’s suggestions at all, and yet she did like them; the contradictions were heavy, constantly growing in her mind. It had been so much easier to think when she was around mental lightweights the likes of Rooney Tufuse, Haus Sarain, and Pyl Perveus and just about every other being in the fringe; for most of her natural life, and at times it felt long than that for reasons she couldn’t explain, she had been around at or above college-level minds that handled complexities and complications. To had been around such low sum thinking was a breather for Juna; an extended, refreshing break she normally had by hanging around with Dizzy, which went to show such breaks were most definitely not a bad thing. She knew when they were honest and when they weren’t without using the Force or thinking. She could have conversations with them that were short and not filled with extracurricular thinking or deep metaphoric postulating. She could be around them without feeling the weight of their intellect rubbing against her through the Force. Now, having been away from such high minded circumstances, everything was daunting and frightening.
All that was there was questions: like it or not, only Enothchild had the answers.
