CHAPTER 66.0

Whereas Mos Eisley was the center of the scum and villainy universe, Tosche Station was a lonely place of good and services that connected the local community from the slave towns to the moisture farms to the Jundland Wastes. It was a central building, small and on the outside it looked like any other home shelter found on Tatooine. Inside and down in the ground in the protective security bowl was a plethora of goods from clothing to food to -- its best selling department -- spare parts. The parts, most used, were for everything but they were often bought by the bored teenagers of the moisture farms to fix their hand-me-down speeders, pods, and atmospheric craft or build all sorts of creations, mainly vehicles -- metaphorically their ‘escape’ vehicles to get away from the hard life for a short period of time that ninety-nine percent of the surviving young adults were destined for. The owner of Tosche Station -- Paven Markreader, a fifteenth generation owner -- could also send out for special orders on new parts and equipment and supplies with a relay link that stretched across the desert world all the way to the main transceiver in Anchorhead, but such orders were expensive and there was no guarantee that the orders would make it to Tatooine let alone being what the person had ordered; the option was seldom used by owner and customers. When it came to better parts that individuals could afford and when the Jawas were not around to sell their highly suspect wares many went to Tosche Station.
The place was not immune to the comings and goings on the world even with its isolated existence. The Markreader family awoke in the early morning to find their vaporators over filled with water and the sands muddy and sludgy from the unreal, unsuspecting Sith Maiden-induced rain; their underground collection well was half full. The family opened for business after collecting the water quickly, and like so many others that came in that morning none really knew what to say about this sudden turn of good fortune, much less know how to walk through the gray soup the rains created and the suns did not dry up until second sunrise; in one night they had accumulated two months worth of water profit.
As the sands dried a commotion from the south broke the standard day. The first group of Mos Essa survivors thundered through the flats that surrounded Tosche Station, their numbers and engines buzzing the small contingents of people coming in and out. Out of the large group of hellions two riders stopped for refueling and four broke down. They were a desperate looking bunch to the others. They were scum, but they had a fear in their eyes that was burning and resonating. Those that stopped were like the ones that kept riding; their clothes appeared acid wash and tattered, and their skin was reddened, cracked, and blistered as if they spent an entire day under double noon. The six collectively didn’t answer any questions and stole Merlin Hullpatcher’s land speeder; they just pushed the old man out of the way, jumped in, and left. The Darklighters were appalled by what occurred, so Paven and his sons and Merlin got in a speeder and went around the farms to form a posse to go get Merlin’s speeder back; they were sure the hoods were going to Mos Espa. That left the youngest adult son, Yale, in charge of the counter.
An hour later, fifteen hooligans collectively stopped at the station. They were like the previous group: from Mos Essa, in a physical mess, and in fear-induced anger. No one else was around to help Yale so he played it cool by going outside to greet the group. One of them, a rough-looking Trandoshan -- the least weary looking with his scaly skin and high healing properties -- pointed one of his stiff fingers at Yale and said, “You got an energizer station here?”
“Yeah, I do,” said Yale doing his best to be tough. “Look, I don’t want any trouble-.”

“Then shut the hell up,” hissed the Trandoshan. “We need the works on those bikes, some fuel some energy. Snap to it!”

“Howabout some money, pal.”

The group pulled out blasters and pointed them straight at the young man. One of them said, “Howabout charity.”

Yale held his hands up; outgunned, he knew better not to start something he couldn’t finish, not without his family. The Trandoshan grabbed him by his collar roughly. “We’re with Jabba. Have a problem with this arrangement: take it up with the Hutt! Keep quiet and we might only just slaughter you.” 
The young took the hint and got to work on the speeder bikes, swoops, and pod sleds. Two of the hoods stayed outside; the rest went inside to beat the heat and find whatever they wanted to have. They small talked on what to do next as they raided the place, trying to understand what had occurred back in Mos Essa.
Trouble stirred up outside when one of the guarding hoods helped himself to the spigot that supplied water rations to paying customers from the in ground commercial well; he demanded water and Yale directed him to the spigot. He gagged on the water and threw up, and when done he stalked down Yale. Yale was stopped by the other hoodlum as the first hoodlum pulled out his blaster and shoved it in his face. “You think you’re really funny, punk! Tricking me in drinking anti-heat!”

Yale could only frown slightly. “I-I don’t know what you’re talkin’ about! T-That’s water! We’ve been drinking from it and selling it all morning!”
The hood dragged Yale by the shirt collar and forced him over to the spigot. “Water, eh? Then have some!”

The young man only showed apprehension because of the two men pointing their weapons at him. He opened the spigot, drew his mouth to opening, and drank. Finished, he shut it off, wiped his mouth, and found it neither terrible tasting or poisonous. “See, its water.”

“You had too much ale last night you dummy,” remarked the second hood, reflecting their previous night’s party activities. He walked up and took his turn despite his partner’s negative retort. 
After one gulp he pulled away coughing and gagging and fought the need to puke; both men’s rain blisters began to pulse and ache to further the affect. He pulled his weapon back out and grabbed the young adult roughly by the neck; his partner grabbed Yale by the arm. “You’re pulling somethin’!”
“I swear, man, its water,” begged Yale as two blaster barrels were stuck in his face. “I’m not pullin’ anything!”

“Screw this,” said the first, shoving Yale down to the ground. Both men pointed their blasters at him, ready to execute…
In a blinding flash a rider on a high performance speeder bike buzzed by, disappearing before Yale realized who it was. The men’s heads slowly rolled off their necks before their large bodies collapsed.

Returning to a shocked Yale, Juna slowly piloted her expensive ruby red ride from the Ruby Heirloom to a stop before him. Her lightsaber was in hand, lit, and just as frightening as she was. He couldn’t find his mind to put the words together to thank her. For all he knew he was going to be killed next.

Juna stepped off the bike and said, “The others, where are they?”

“I-In-In-In-Inside,” said Yale, pointing towards the station.
“This is not all of them.” Juna turned her attention back to Yale. “There was more than this.” She pointed the tip of her weapon towards the bewildered local. The buzz of the lightsaber scared him even more. “You are lying to me!”
“There was a bunch that passed through here over an hour ago,” said Yale hurriedly, shaking from the cold of Juna’s presence. He felt as if dying all ready; her emotion of anger alone was scaring him to death. “They stole a speeder. They’re heading for Mos Espa, I’m sure of it.”

Juna turned her attention towards the station. “Get out of here.” She didn’t wait for him to leave as she stalked up the sand hill to the entrance of the station. Her lightsaber raised before her in one hand as she entered the darkened corridor…
The lightsaber cut the chair someone attempted to smash in her face, but the debris still struck Juna enough to cause her to loose her grip on the weapon. She was still in a state of confusion from the transformation, her power slipping overnight and thus she wasn’t at her acceptable level of proficiency. The hood that struck grabbed her by the shoulders and tossed her inside and down the hard steps of the station. The others, having heard her speeder bike’s approach, were waiting for her and were now coming towards her with weapons drawn and blunt weapons raised.

Against Magus Prophet Juna would have had trouble at this stage in her new Dark Purity existence, but against these individuals she had enough advantage to make the brawl without a lightsaber an even toss up. Driven by a dark rage, she found memories that were not her own but were essentially to her survive, activated by her instincts. She did not know her name, but Juna knew her to be a deep, good friend but more importantly an efficient warrior. The red hair the purple eyes the black body armor: Juna did not know it was Muriel Thahada in her thoughts, or if she was actually the Guardian, but what she did know was an assorted list of deadly moves.
With Force enhanced speed she was up with a kick, moving forward, kicking a firing late blaster out of a Varn’s hands. A hand thrust to his nose broke it…

Juna kicked sideways and caught another Varn on the jaw…

The others attempted to draw around her again….

Juna went back to the first Varn and drove a foot into his midsection, dropping him backwards…

She backhanded, catching another hood by the throat…
She tripped a fourth, spun…

An overhand right connected with the face of a wide-eyed Tongsca. That proved to be an error as Juna was filled by assorted memories from the alien; when her hand pulled away, she tore a significant amount of flesh from his face….

The Trandoshan wrapped his strong, reptilian arms around a confused and distracted Juna’s midsection, lifted her up, and plowed her face first into the wall. He backed up and did it a second time. A third time was stopped abruptly when she gave out a yell and his grip was broken by the invisible hands of the dark side of the Force. She tapped deep into herself and drove a strengthened rear kick into her foe’s midsection that sent him flying across the junk-filled store and knocking silly two of his allies.

Juna leapt away from a heavy pile driver meant to split her skull that was swung by one of the more heftier hoods. He was out of position and Juna reacted by standing in place and delivered a set of five violently fast kicks to his face that kept him upright until she leapt in the air and delivered a spin kick that killed him upon impact with the side of his head and sent his body right into a stack of crock pots.

One of the hoods finally drew a bead on her and managed to hit Juna in the left shoulder. She cried out, he hesitated, and she gestured towards him: he was sent through the thick wall behind him with brutal, body smashing force.

The several remaining foes threw shots and whatever else they could handle at Juna. Juna ran holding her left arm and dove behind the main counter. Clearing her mind, she pushed herself to focus on the counter; the counter lifted from it’s bolted down anchoring and she tossed it towards the others; it caught two of them.

Feeling weak and confused again, Juna stumbled back down on all fours. The Trandoshan rushed quickly at her and hit her over the back with a piece of heavy pipe designed to lead water from the vaporator to an underground holding tank. The blows were crippling, causing Juna to yelp in agony once but that was all as the Trandoshan continued to swing and made her fall. Weakly she flipped onto her back and did a twisting leg maneuver that messed up her opponent’s hold on pipe. He was weaponless, but not helpless. He dropped down hard on both of Juna’s arms, cursed her in his own language, reared back with a right hand and drove it into her face, a blow that was going to crush her frail, Human skull.

On contact things changed. His hand did not cave in Juna’s face, but suddenly his hand merged with her face and skin. He lifted his appendage up and her head and body came with it. His arm began to vanish into her skull; his scaly skin changed from red to white. He turned colder than his blood, and before he could understand the full blunt of her power he was absorbed by Juna in seconds, dissolving into Force energy and dust. Only his small amount of midi-chlorians and his thoughts ‘survived’ the draining process.
The others stood stunned as Juna stood up and turned to face them. The blaster wound faded off her shoulder. Her white flesh became scaled, wet, and hardened, and her beautiful face returned with the same hard edges as the Trandoshan. She charged in hard and fast with new power and delivered a combination of Guardian death blows, Sith Maiden speed, and asilamorph power draining; a combination that made a Sith Lord with a lightsaber look pathetic when it came to a comparison of dominance over lesser foes. None of the others could get off any more offense.
Finished with the killing, Juna found her relish of victory suddenly draining; the lack of control over her absorbed power, not directing it towards control and healing, continued to bane her. She was not as weak as when after she had gone through the Fading Light; however she allowed her grief and anger to blind her from the reality that she did not need to drain any more individuals to gain more power or replace the power she believed she was losing. The dark side, on the other hand, was not about to tell her the truth especially when she chose to follow it and ignore it at the same time; ignore it’s plodding and hints. Her rampage, her lust for vengeance, the emotions she felt and the emotions she was eliciting from those around her continued to pay tribute to the dark power. She fed a continuously starving engine; ironically, she was just as hungry.
Remembering why she was on this quest, Juna forced herself out of the station and picked up her lightsaber. Secured, she walked over to one of the swoops, the one that felt familiar to her or rather it had something that felt familiar to her. With a white hand still covered in scales, she ripped the security compartment lid on the swoop and tossed it away, locating the massive wad that was Enothchild’s Jedi robe. She carefully pulled it out, and even before she held it in a hugging embrace the impressions of her late love dominated her, chasing away the shadows and fog of darkness and despair that clouded her mood and judgment.
For the time being Juna Rapier was not the Dark Hope, not the Krayt Dragon that was ravaging the lands and slaughtering the black lambs in the name of revenge, but Juna Rapier the widow, Juna Rapier who had lost her Husband. She had been a lot of things in her young life: youngest ambassador, youngest Queen; personally, she felt like the youngest widow to have ever lived; the only widow in the entire universe.

She let herself fall to her knees and held the robe to her body as tightly as possible, squeezing it has she felt herself all ready missing his large body, strangling the heavy brown cloth has a part of her begged him to come back.
The act momentarily bathed her in calm. The Trandoshan scales flaked off her body from a slight Tatooine breeze that swept the area. Juna did not feel it; that is she did not feel the harsh, heated, sand and salt blown air of the desert world but the gentle mountain winds back on Mesuera. She could smell the freshness of a spring day when she buried her nose in Enothchild’s robe, inhaling and remembering the memory. Though spring it often brought a chill in the breeze when the wind blew from the mountain tops. It was in those moments Enothchild would draw her closer to his large, warm body by wrapping his arm around her: he never, ever wanted her to feel cold.
“I feel so cold,” said Juna to the robe, closing her eyes and snuggling the bundle in her arms. “I need you so I can be warm again.” 
Juna stood back up and put the robe on, doing the best she could to fill its massive height, length, and width, drawing her arms through the sleeves so her hands could pull the hood over her head. She wrapped her arms around herself and stood there for a long time with her eyes closed, hoping that the chill in her heart would thaw when the heat of the twin suns slowly approaching first noon couldn’t do it. She hoped for more than that.
When Juna opened her eyes, Enothchild Sarch still was dead, and he was not before her. Before her predator eyes could moisten with fresh tears the wind whipped past her from south to north in a radical shift. Before her the wind cut a path northward, the dust curling on the outsides of an unspoken way: the way to the others that had done her Husband wrong. In her mind she saw events from the previous evening running backwards, starting with the thug’s time in Mos Essa. She saw how he came about the robe. She then saw in who’s hands had Enothchild’s weapon; an Ephant Mon had given it to a Human; the Human was part of the pack that was still running. 
Remembering her dark purpose and forgetting herself again, Juna removed Enothchild’s robe and stored it in a pop out store all located on the rear of the high performance vehicle that figuratively was better suited for space battle than land cruising. It was what she needed to chase down the source of her anger; but even then, when she destroyed those who have taken her Husband, the anger would still exist for it was her anger that she sought to destroy by killing the enemy -- the contradiction was only surpassed by the irony.
It was no time at all for Juna to leave Tosche Station and follow the trail of those left. The wind of the acceleration was kept away from the minor deflector array on the front of the speeder bike; it was activated once she surpassed the nominal maximum control speed -- the fastest a humble, normal layperson could go on the bike and still maintain reasonable control.

Juna fit in neither of those criteria: humble, normal, a layperson, and in control. She just accelerated faster until the engine became a constant whine that surpassed any high-pitched Neimoidian’s unending filibuster in front of the Republic’s Galactic Trade Board. It went faster as Juna got angrier. She got angrier because the speeder bike was not going fast enough. She pushed it, and it gave back all that it could from being pushed. Fast was a pathetic concept for she was beyond the word: her predator eyes could see everything, her body could react faster than the machine she rode hazardously on, and her mind thought in speeds and saw such things in ways that could not be perceived that made her eyes, her body, and everything else she was envious.
It was in her mind that she found she could do anything, fueled by a passion for revenge that was not tempered by fear and not hampered by compassion. Juna had nothing else to live for. Juna had no reason to care about others in the galaxy like she used to, like she was supposed to do. She had sacrificed for so long, and her reward for such diligence was to have love at last, and have love taken away from her because she dared to be selfish for once in her life! How dare she love, the Force appeared to be ‘saying’ directly to Juna without truly doing so, when she should be sacrificing! Did she not know her place? Did she not bend to the Force’s Will? Did the Will of the Force not break her? She had not learned her place: we take away the last that was most dear to her.
“Faster!” Juna cursed at the machine as she shook with fury. “Faster, damn you!”

Time was lost on everyone; on Juna, on her prey. One by one the runners began to falter and submit to the ills of their environment in the form of sickness and the growing heat that was the approaching noon of Tatooine. The rains of the Sith Maiden had blessed the meek, the humbled, and the innocent -- the ones that would become the slaves of the Sith. The same rain boiled those she had cursed. She did not know that she had cursed them, like she did not know she had cursed Enothchild, like she did not know she had cursed Magus Prophet. The rains were that curse that burned them, and the water that filled all the coffers in the dry lands would be undrinkable to them. There was a truth besides the guarantee of torture and death by the hands of Juna Rapier; the Sith Maidens had the power to wish, but only the Dark Hope of the Sith had the power to curse.

One by one Juna began to pass the bodies of living beings withering in agony from the popping boils and blisters of her rains of sorrow; dying in great agony from the wounds and the unyielding heat of the twin suns that began to apex over them all. Some lost control of their machines and had crashed or had fallen off. She came across one who was riding slowly; she took care of the too-slow death process by removing his head with her lightsaber while speeding by without slowing down. There were others with stronger constitutions still running. They were not far from her reach now. 

Impatience was so rarely rewarded, but that was a Jedi view. Patient beings were rewarded for waiting; impatient beings reward themselves by being hasty and taking care of the damn problem; they did not wait for the solution to show itself, they sought the solution: hell, they were the solution!

Juna continued on but slowed down enough in order to cut down a live target trying to get away from his shady spot amongst the rocks under the cliff. The fourteen fools that were left could no longer ride under the intense coverage of the suns of Tatooine. Residents of the world typically took a four to six hour break from outdoor activities during the summer season to seek cool shelter: it was just too much sunlight, too much heat for any biological creature. The wind did nothing to cool them or their machines.

Juna’s machine and Juna herself were affected as well, but the rider chose to ignore the danger and chose that her machine ignore it as well. It was mute as soon as she stopped her machine, let the momentum of the sudden stop throw her over the hovering parked machines of her prey, ignite her weapon, and upon landing on her feet she began chopping down aliens one right after another that emerged from their cooling off places. 

Some foolishly thought they were courageous enough to fight back with their blasters, but Juna moved faster than their aim; she disarmed them with a forehand that removed both arms, killed them with a backhand in passing. She thinned the herd, the task becoming a tad harder when they all ran up a large sand dune. The sweat that soaked through her clothing and the effort she put forth were not enough to dissuade Juna from her Dark Side rounds.
The last one, a yellow skinned Pokkin, let out a yelp of shock just after she made it over the dune. She was falling and then tumbling end over end. She hit a boulder that flipped her, and when she landed he came to a stop. She laid on a slope of sand that was giving away, and the sand trickled down to a large, gaping maw far below. It was no ordinary hole. It was a real Sarlacc Pit, and the Sarlacc mouth of many rows of teeth began to shiver and quiver when the Pokkin’s panick-induced sand slide touched them. She turned and tried to climb up, but the sand she grabbed just crumbled and fell downward. No hand holds of any kind save for the boulder outcropping above her.
Juna saw the situation immediately and did not hesitate. She jumped down and landed without a hop on the boulder above her pray; landing in a crouch. She did not give a shit about the alien, but she had something she desired.
“It appears,” she began to gloat, causing the Pokkin to shriek in fright, “the saying is true: you run without wisdom you are bound to find a leg breaking pothole.”

In broken Basic, the female Pokkin said, “Please, help!” Her frightful eyes kept looking up at Juna and down at the Sarlacc hole; up and down, trying to decide which death she rather prefer. 
Juna took full advantage of her prey’s fears, gloating, “Word has it that it takes a Sarlacc a thousand years to fully digest its meals, and according to myth the ‘meals’ somehow live to experience such a slow dying process; something in the digestive juices keeps them alive, but no one really doesn’t know.”

“Please!” the Pokkin begged.

“Please what?” Juna turned her head in mock concern.
“I-I don’t want to die!”
“You don’t want to die?” Juna just said it flatly with no second thoughts to extending the female’s mortality. “My Husband did not want to die! I did not want him to die! What makes you an exception!” She craned her head as to observe the Pokkin when she did not answer the command. “You act as if you have lived a selfless life worthy of salvation!”

“N-No,” the Pokkin said tearfully. “No, I just don’t want to die!”

Juna just sniffed at her contemptuously and shook her head with deliberately slowness; she was in the position of judging, and time was for judgment to be passed upon those who held no power to judge. “You have something that belonged to my Husband. He was the Jedi Master that was hanging up in your pathetic little town. You were given his lightsaber by a Hutt helper in exchange for a pleasure favor that you willingly gave. When finished, you went and joined the others in the desecration of his body. It was the only time you have ever touched a good and descent man! You cheered and celebrated the death of a good and decent man that had never harmed you! You enjoyed his death! IF THE LIKES OF A JEDI MASTER IS NOT IMMUNE THEN WHAT MAKES YOU AN EXCEPTION TO DEATH!”
The last words she spoke shook the ground and her eyes flashed with a blinding glare; all scared the female below Juna and she bellowed, “I don’t know! I just don’t want to die!!”
For a second, and only a second, the fury in Juna’s heart simmered when the female begged; it was replaced by a feeling of power. Such a feeling should have sickened Juna, but that Juna was nowhere to be found. Perhaps that compassionate Juna was just as dead as her late husband. There was no hint of the innocent girl or kind governess on her person, in her cold yellow eyes, or in her shattered, black heart. In the heart shards, so black were the pieces, there was no reflection that bared that innocent girl’s reflection back at Juna when she looked at them from within.
Juna sneered out. “The lightsaber, the cylinder thing on your belt. Give it to me and I’ll spare you my wraith.”

The sand shifted under the Pokkin and she began to panic as she slowly slid down, closer and closer to the nearest, feeling tentacle. Juna yelled, “DECIDE! NOW!”

She nodded, and Juna used the Force to lift her body away from danger. She had the Pokkin grab onto the boulder with both her arms before letting go of her. In response the Pokkin barely got a grip on her handhold because she expected to be lifted all the way up. The act of lifting her caused Juna to feel weary again, causing her to sit back on her butt to collect herself.
The Pokkin did not have that kind of time. “Hey! Help! I’ll give you the lightsaber! Here!” She went to grab it, but she had no strength in her one arm to keep her attached to the boulder. “Help!”

Juna became aware of her again, and with returning strength she gestured towards the weapon and the long lightsaber handle landed in her hands. She fought the rush of familiar impressions on it that threatened to make her weep. She let the relief of reclaiming her Lover’s weapon dominate her though. She had Enothchild’s lightsaber back: he was almost complete.

“Hey!” The Pokkin’s shouts finally began to register in Juna’s mind. The Sith Maiden looked at her, watching her struggle with holding on. “Hey! I’m slipping!” Her body was covered in heavy sweat now.

Juna stood up and clipped Enothchild’s lightsaber to a ring next to her lightsaber. She turned, squatted, and jumped for the top of the gorge. She landed and turned her attention back to her one time prey.

“WAIT!” The Pokkin struggled and fought a losing battle against fatigue and strength-zapping heat. “You swore you wouldn’t kill me!”

Juna flashed her inherited Solo smirk and said, “I spared you from my wraith, as promised.” Her whole cheerful expression faded away along with the Pokkin’s hopes. “But I don’t speak for the Sarlacc! You’ll have to make a bargain with it!”

The Sith Maiden turned her back on her one time prey and walked down the rising slope, ignoring the other woman’s long string of curses and put downs that covered as much subject matter as possible in the remain breath she had in her body. It did not amaze Juna that someone near physical exhaustion had the lung capacity to scream obscenities. It didn’t concern her that it all stopped when a long, wailing “NO” was cut off sharply, signaling the beginning of the end of a pathetic, harmful, uncaring creature. All that mattered to Juna was bringing peace and closure to her Husband; one more ‘peace’ of the puzzle laid large in both her hands as she struggled over to sit under a darkening outcropping of rocks to shelter her from the heat of the day that she found herself no longer immune to.
Once again the confusion created by her hate cleared when her evil eyes fell upon the weapon of a Jedi Master. Through her hands many memories were read to her and helped remind her who she once was.

Even in the present times, Juna was so amazed that her adult hands were dwarfed by the lengthy shaft and thick handle of Enothchild’s lightsaber. She remembered the first time she had ever touched the weapon, having done so with much smaller, more innocent hands, and realizing -- even though she did know better at the time -- that she gained absolutely nothing from it; no magic power that granted her great strength or great size or grant her something that made her an invincible warrior so the likes of Jurivicious Pern and Magus Prophet could no longer harm her. But there was something to it, something about holding the weapon; there was more to it all. She read into it as a metaphor: no matter how much she tried, regardless of age or growth, she would always be smaller than the great man she had loved and married. In that she missed him and desired to be held in the arms of the giant. It was his size physically, mentally, and spiritually that was so big and so powerful that had held her back from embracing the evil self she always knew existed within her. With the lightsaber, Enothchild fought the wars that came looking for her and had made attempts to persuade Juna to accept her dark calling. Without him, without the lightsaber in his hands to protect her, both his and hers fears had come true. Without him Juna fell down a deep, dark well fast and hard: she was too small to get out; the lightsaber, still so large in her adult hands, confirmed such reasoning in her clear mind.
“I am lost without you,” whimpered Juna, speaking to Enothchild through his lightsaber, hoping he could hear her. “I am shallow and consumed by my need for you. Without you, I hate everyone.” She closed her eyes and squeezed the weapon tightly in her hands. “Please, come back to me. Save me! Save me from myself!” 

There was this hope within her that by doing this Enothchild would come back; perhaps as a being of Force energy, a ghost in other words. Maybe in spite of the odds he would be before her not as energy but alive, breathing, healed and not defaced. Juna opened her eyes and she saw him there at his best. He waited there like the warrior deity that he was with a calm face and gentle arms spread wide to welcome her. Juna rose and walked towards him to meet him, and she fell into his embrace. She stretched out with her feelings to feel all of him, take him all in.
“You are my guiding light in the dark,” cried Juna, eyes closed and arms around herself, imagining that she had her arms around him instead. “With you I am no longer lost! My Enothchild, my Light at the end of the universe! Please, come back to me! Help me!”

Juna then opened her eyes. She had indeed walked from her sheltering rocks to where Enothchild had stood, but Enothchild was not there and in her hugging embrace was his lightsaber.

She was alone. She was still all alone, in the Dark.
Gripping the weapon in her hands again, Juna slowly began to boil in rage again; a hatred that threatened to defy the heat of the twin suns above. She knew he was dead, knew that her life was taken when his life was taken by those that had no right to take anything. They, whoever they were, had errantly removed the lone safety on a terrible biological weapon of mass destruction. She was a forest fire that covered a world and they were firefighters trying to put her out by using a flammable substance. They would learn they would all learn the hard way.
Remembering vengeance over substance, Juna’s mind was poisoned again by darkness. In her dark mind she could see how the weapon changed hands, going backwards from the Pokkin that was no slowly melting within the innards of the Sarlacc to the previous, male owner, to another, to an Ephant Mon. The last was very familiar; his identity was confirmed when she saw Jabba the Hutt standing behind Ephant Mon; Jabba was the only Hutt who employed the big faced alien, and this was Jabba’s world.
Eyes opening, Juna turned to the south from where she had come as if to come face to face with the Hutt right now. She never knew what roasted Hutt smelled like. Today was a good day to find out.

However, things had suddenly changed.

Juna felt weak again and hungered for more power. She dropped to a knee in famishment, her inside craving for the Force. Her mind showed her a source of power: Mos Espa, no more than another four hundred miles to the north, teaming with thousands and thousands of lives that lived on various forms of dark emotions every second of every day.

“NO!” Juna’s shout chased the way the urges. “I choose…when to FEED!” With that proclamation she felt her body grow strong again. “And I choose the murderers and pillagers of my Love!” 

She grew stronger the more control she had over herself. But once again things suddenly changed. To Juna the southern part of Tatooine became darker than she was. Something stirred and disturbed the Force and it was both familiar and unknown to her. The voices in the Winds of the Force returned, their little voices getting inside of her head and telling her that if she wanted to complete the collection of her Husband, if she wanted Enothchild’s wedding ring, than all she had to do was go south at that very moment and claim it! There was something far more dangerous than Jabba the Hutt there, and it was responsible for the deaths of Enothchild Sarch, Ros Ofcheck, and to Juna’s last lines of innocence.
Juna was quick to her speeder bike, put Enothchild’s lightsaber with his robe, and in no time was backtracking her way back towards the south. Once again she sped faster than it was safe to. She couldn’t get there fast enough to cool her growing hot edge.
