CHAPTER 39.0

Tragonforth. 
Another really ‘glamorous place’, located near the trade lines and in the Outer Rim. It existed in the same palate of subject matter like Mos Eisley, like Hyabule, like Maradest, and like a horde of other places on worlds nestled deeply in the fringe: one big festering boil of rotten puss on the rear end of civilization. It was so stereotypical it was a old joke awaiting a new punch line: lots of poor, lots of braggarts, lots of ships, lots of bars and lots of others. And yes, it smelled like a Hutts unclean bottom; apparently a bureaucratic requirement on all Hutt-controlled worlds. Architecturally the homes and business resembled Mos Eisley in style, but the surrounding spaceport of Gunthor had a heavy, woodland backdrop.
Entering the Heathen’s Pub and noting the thick feeling of distilled despair, Juna couldn’t ignore the ironic thought that entered her head after her long walk from docking bay sixteen. Somehow she knew he was coming, and it would be here.
Enothchild had told her in order for him to find her if she wanted to talk all she had to do was go to the next place in her heart. After sitting down at a large table with her back against the far wall away from the doorway, she wondered if her heart had become, or was becoming, just as dank, dark, and thankless as this world. This was not the first time she had such plethoric thoughts. She had them every time things went solar, but Corellia just about scared her straight; a combination of her common sense and the reality of what the fringe was all about from the prospective of law breaker and law enforcer.
Despite being beaten, being arrested, being charged with murder, and then being released thanks to a good lie and the forgotten Locus Program, Juna wasn’t convinced to give the smuggler’s life up. It was still all about what Enothchild and her mother had done. Getting caught meant that either or both were going to catch up with her; in a way, it did allow Enothchild to catch up. Having time to think about it lately it was the same old reason why she went into this life; to be as far and as away as possible from the two, deeply attached physical lovers that had kept the relationship from her.
The reason for staying in such a dangerous game, her reason, was pathetic when Juna viewed it from her old life; the life of a royal, of an educated and successful businesswoman that oversaw billions in terms of people and currency. To her the have-nots and the haves were equal: just because of circumstance it did not give them the absolute right to do what they wanted. Perhaps there was exceptions when it came to life and death, to dehydration and starving, but it still wasn’t a omni-license to steal or rob or destroy. What she was doing was deplorable and not worth it for her. She had to wonder if her reason for doing it in the first place was even valid.

Just when the thoughts were in second phase she would see the betrayal all over again. From the memory, her seeing it through Enothchild’s eyes. Looking down at the one woman she had thought she could never hate like she hated her now. Feeling what she felt. Emotionally. Physically. Mentally. And then there was what Enothchild felt at those moments of ecstasy…

The memory in Juna’s mind still burned when Enothchild appeared at the doorway. It had been an hour since she entered the pub; she had told the droid waiter to beat it several times so she could think, and wait. He saw her, which she was thankful. She didn’t want him to use the Force to find her; those few times she had the memory pop up she figured it was because he was somewhere using the Force to find her. It made sense since every time he was physically close to her she kept getting flashbacks and full playbacks of the Enothchild-Naressa sexual romp. Try as she could during the meditations to clear her mind it just didn’t go away; like the scars on her face and body the memory scarred her mind. She had the good mind to run and steal back her father’s ship. But since she couldn’t purge the memory from her mind, staying was the only way to be fair to him.
A few beings gave Enothchild obvious, measuring looks ever since he left docking bay forty. Every good being and every scum bag on Tragonforth knew he was Enothchild Sarch. He past a few holomonitors that sported his Padawan Learner likeness; only the bad haircut was what made him cringe. Not that he was being bold and foolhardy, he knew the danger was all around him. On any given day a Jedi Master could die, a Vhinphyc could die quickly, by the simplest of beings with the simplest of means; right time, right circumstances. This world was filled with enough people with ambition and desperation; if those were not enough, encouragement was provided by the rather large dollar amount that also went along with the bad holoimage of his younger self. Making the risk worth the reward was that it was only for his death. So Enothchild was constantly wary, but not just for himself; if he was foolish enough to die, how could he protect and watch over Juna?

 He was here to spite the odds against him, for Enothchild had no attention of dying or doing anything else until he at least convinced Juna to give this foolishness up. It wasn’t that he was trying to avoid the subject of love, of exploring a relationship with her, but first things were first. He had to get her out of the climate where the elements had tainted her and were on the verge of consuming her. Either she was going to become the worst of beings, or the worst of beings were going to kill her for not being one of them. If there was nothing more between them the least he could do was just get her out of the fringe and get her somewhere, anywhere, and doing something positive. That alone was going to be an order far taller than a building on Coruscant.
But if successful…

Realistically Enothchild had to keep himself grounded and not think that far ahead. So much was riding on this one sit down; there was no guarantees, no feelings that it was do or die. The future did not seem all that set in duracrete, which just played up on his feelings that this had to be it. He could only save her now; not later, now! Lost in this was the potential affect of the dark side of the Force; once again he could feel it within her, staining her, and worse it was growing very prominent. He sensed it in her on Mos Eisley, and the last time they met it was dominating most of her conversation with him. Of course him being the cause of such anger didn’t help. It left her vulnerable to the whims of those unbeknownst of her power. She could do terrible things, be swayed very easily if it continued. Whatever it took, short of physically manhandling her to convince her to go home, or go do something else, Enothchild was willing to take it.
Just as he reached the table a young Human man bumped past him, walked up to Juna’s table, and without asking sat down in the chair across from her. Enothchild nearly reacted, but based on the look she gave the stranger he figured for now that she had it well in hand.

“You,” said the youth. “Juna. The fastest gun alive. Jyno Garza.”
Juna sighed and fought down the need to close her eyes and pinch her nose in frustration. She didn’t need an wannabe name-maker who thought they had a ‘big gun’ and the desire to prove himself he was faster than her. “Are you implying that I’m the fastest gun alive. Or you are?”

The young man looked stumped at first. Obviously the byproduct of the wonderful ‘school system’ of the Hutt controlled territories. “Well…um…I am! I’m here to prove it.”
Enothchild stopped well short of the situation and surveyed it; he was mindful of the rest of his surroundings the whole time. Beings still stared at him; hard to read their intentions mentally, but clearly they were trying to work up the courage to act.

“How old are you, Kid?” asked Juna plainly. She always tried to reason with them, like all the others. “Sixteen…fourteen…twelve?”
“I’m no kid, I’m a man!” Jyno stood up in a flash, clearly insulted. Both his hands were out; he sported two blasters, one on each hip, high and barely over the belt line. “I can prove it, Baby, in so many ways.”

She knew the implication of the statement, but said outside the context of his ‘blaster prowess’ and his imagined ability to sleep with any woman he wanted, “Okay, pull down your pants.”

Again, Jyno stuttered. “What?”

“I said pull down your pants, Kid.” She gestured towards him, wishing that she actually had a glass of water or something just to have it in her hand. “I want to see if your balls dropped.”

It took a moment for Jyno to get it, which it only caused him to smile and chuckle. Enothchild grew a bit nervous; like on Tatooine, Juna’s actions were reckless and provoking. She may wanted not to fight, but she was creating too many circumstances; on accident or on purpose was what bothered Enothchild the most.
“You are just all talk, I knew it,” said Jyno, cocky of his current position. “Just like a girl, all you want to do is ‘talk it out’.” He made quotation gestures with his fingers. “The fools are right: all you’ve taken down are drunks.”

Juna smirked behind her veil and said, “’Were’. Not ‘are’. ‘Were’. To say ‘are’ is to suggest they are still alive. In this case and I assure you, they are quiet dead.”

Jyno kicked the table; he kicked it hard, but all it did was jittered and vibrated and created a lot of noise. Juna didn’t move, looking very slacked and relaxed. Enothchild on the other hand tensed along with everyone else in the pub. The racket had increased the unwanted stares towards the Jedi Master; it forced him not to act too irrationally.

“I didn’t come here for an Basic lesson, lady,” said Jyno.

“Your death, Jyno,” said Juna in return, “is a cold lesson you can’t unlearn.”

The young man looked ready to grab his blaster. Enothchild intervened by walking beside him, focused, and with a simple hand gesture he said quietly, “You’re sorry for being rude to my date.”

Jyno went blank and said, “I’m sorry for being rude to your date.”

“You’re going home, and you’ll be listening to your mother from now on.”
“I’m going home and I’ll be listening to my mother from now on.” Blank in expression and totally calm, Jyno turned and left. With his departure the other beings in the pub immediately found some semblance of peace.

Enothchild assumed a seat and looked at Juna with some disappointment on his face. She let her feel it, too. “That was reckless and wrong.”

“Well I’ve learned some things since our falling out a year ago,” began Juna plainly. She wasn’t going to be lectured on what she just had done; something that was not her fault. “People in this galaxy as a whole learn one of two ways: book experience, and hands on experience. The latter is the hard way, and you know what: it sticks in their heads a lot better. Especially when you kick there heads with your boots hard enough a few times.” She shrugged her shoulders and sat back more in the booth. “Though I do appreciate the fact you did step in.”
“You didn’t need to aggravate the situation,” stressed Enothchild. “You should have just got up and walked away.”

“I’ve tried.” Juna removed her blaster and laid it on the table to show him the notches on the handle; the notches that belonged to the Serpentines, ‘Southpaw’ Puduowmot, and Devin Merqui. “I’ve honestly tried. I know I can beat these guys every time they try. But out here a turned back is a targeted back.”
“Your troubled and yet you notch your blaster,” questioned Enothchild. It was very hypocritical to say such things.
Juna let out a grunt and said, “I put my kills on my Nubian starfighter: what’s the difference really?” She put the blaster away. “If I don’t people wonder. It enhances the fear a bit.” She held up a hand quickly just as he inhaled to speak. “Don’t! Lecture me. We’re not here to go over the Force one more time. Besides, fear of who I am has saved lives. Normally when I get to talking to them they don’t draw. They don’t try. The talking makes them think longer than need be. Their minds talk them out of it. Their fears and doubts make them walk away. I don’t see why you have a problem with it: you use your bulk and a stare; my Mother only has to walk in the room.”

Enothchild laid his hands on the table and gestured towards her to concede the point. It was a fine line she was walking, but Juna possessed a moral clarity. She had all the advantages, and yet she gave her challengers every opportunity to change their minds. Several minds couldn’t be changed; one had to be by Force tonight. “Why not use Affect Mind? I know you used it on Greta.”
Mentioning the head housekeeper Greta Culla changed Juna’s mood a bit. Juna had used the Force technique to change the woman’s mind, to make her go back to her room and forget that she was running away to go after Prophet. She sounded like her old self when she asked, “How is Greta?”

“Worried sick about you. Like Muriel, like Dizzy, like everyone else that cares so much about you.” Enothchild leaned in more. “Myself. Your mother. Deannta too. I’m certain you put the king in a rather difficult spot with your Corellia exploits.”
“I get the picture, and I have on every person you just mentioned,” said Juna, leaning in and trying not to yell. “But it’s not about them.”

“It should be.”

“But it’s not!” Juna closed her good eye and stressed that through clenched teeth. She relaxed after Enothchild showed signs he wasn’t going to press. “It’s about you and me. Mainly you.” He gave her a look. “Yes mainly you.”
A droid waiter interrupted the conversation, in which Enothchild ordered club soda for the both of them. He put down a few coins as the waiter left to get their order. Afterwards he gestured to her, indicating he wanted to listen to what she had to say first. To this Juna was a bit confounded; she lost everything she wanted to talk about all the sudden.

Enothchild sensed it. “It’s difficult, I know.” She gave him a little frown, but it went away. “Maybe…we can small talk are way to what’s on our minds?” She nodded a bit. He asked, “How’s this career of yours going?”
Juna chuckled a little and said, “Before you it was bad. Smuggling operations and shipping operations are galaxies apart; they’re not the same. I knew this going in, but knowing and experiencing it are two different things.” Juna sighed and said with regret, “It’s no way to live. That’s before you figure in the danger. Then there’s the consequences.” The droid came with their tall glasses filled with clear, bubbly soda. Suddenly she was grateful to have the cold drink so she could wrap her hands around it. “At Moxozol I was supposed to take that glitterstim to Naboo.”

Enothchild misread what she was implying into the statement. “And you began to realize the error of your ways.”

“Yes, no, and maybe,” said Juna. “I wrestled with it consciously, until I found a reason to do the job. It was you. I took what you did a year ago, add to it what you did Hyabule, and there was my excuse.” She played with the glass, moving it in place clockwise and counterclockwise. “Looking back at it now…I’m thankful for your intervention.”
“Hate can make beings do things-,” began Enothchild, but stopped when Juna held up her hand again. Again, she didn’t want to hear a sermon. “Sorry. I just have my experience to fall back on, that’s all.”

“I know that. It’s who and what you are. Your Jedi training is an amplifier that projects your soul.” Juna looked around consciously. Her voice was drying and she wanted to take a sip of her soda and she wanted to make sure no one was looking. When it looked clear she lifted her veil a bit, sipped quickly, and put the glass down. “Right now, though, I would like you to turn the amplifier off and leave it off. Be you, not more than you.”
“I understand what you mean,” said Enothchild, nodding understandingly and agreeing with her. Although he felt a little vulnerable not falling back to his Jedi ways. That didn’t mean he couldn’t fall back to his ordinary life experiences. He knew that some women could relate to men easier when men show legitimate vulnerability; when such vulnerability was warranted. Juna was able to communicate with him on those levels before, such as when she took him to Clyon Tower on Alderaan twelve years ago. Then eight-year-old Juna knew what had plagued him for the eight years he had spent in solitude after Nadja had died, but she wanted to hear it from him and wanted him to confront it. Looking back at it now, Enothchild realized that was a vulnerable time, and it was when they were the most open to each other. From that point onward the openness slowly closed.
“I would think after a while I would be able to shut it off,” said Enothchild in continuation. He frowned just a little when he realized that there was still a ton of things Juna wasn’t aware of. And one of them………

He lifted the glass to his lips and quickly mumbled, “Ever since I left the Jedi Order for good six months ago.”

Juna watched Enothchild drink; what he said did not register at first. Whether it was some lingering hate that was enough to prevent her from hearing everything he said, or perhaps he was taking too long to drink a little bit of club soda, she realized now what he just said. She leaned in blinking rapidly, in disbelief like Naressa was six months ago. “You…left the Jedi Order?” He nodded with the glass still on his lips. She looked around and asked again quietly, “You left the Jedi Order?” He nodded again, and suddenly Juna found herself locking her jaws together hard. A string of curses wanted to come out. Her disbelief was compounding it. She wanted to shout the question, but again she asked through locked teeth in a volume that nearly inaudible. “You quit the Jedi?”

“Yes,” said Enothchild quietly. He too looked around to make sure no one was close enough to hear. An admission overheard of his status may give someone an open license to act if they believed the Jedi Order would not seek justice for Enothchild’s murder. He sensed that no one heard.

“Are you crazy!” Juna didn’t yell, but she emphasized the whole sentence with her disbelief in full disclosure, from muted voice and expression. “What made you do a stupid thing like that?” Before Enothchild could answer, Juna wasn’t finished. “You can’t just drop everything that you are like that!”
“You did,” he said quickly. Juna clamped her mouth shut. “To be frank, you did the moment you left Naboo for Coruscant with me to seek the Jedi Council’s approval for Jedi training.”

Juna raised a finger and purred out, “Me?” She turned the finger towards him. “Me. Yes? Yes it was. When was this?”

“When you gave up everything that you were: the throne, the responsibility.” Enothchild expected more from Juna, but the Nubian just stared at him with wide eyes and upturned brows. She was in shock. “I don’t see why it bothers you. You’re a good person, Juna, and yet it was so easy for you to throw away everything you were.”

“But-but-but-but that’s me!” Juna put her hands to her chest; more and more she become less able to control herself. This whole idea that he would leave his religion, his way of life, for her just stunned her. Yet she didn’t realize the irony of her thoughts. More than a year ago she did imagine it. Her envision of a relationship was predicated on Enothchild committing time and energy towards her and their relationship; how could he do that and still be a Jedi. “You-you are who you are, Enothchild, my God. You-you don’t strike me….Oceans!”
“What,” said Enothchild in mock exasperation; he was slowly getting annoyed by her reaction for some reason. “I can’t change who I am? To others I was supposed to be Vhinphyc, a hate-filled warmongering brute. I was supposed to be a failure, an Initiate who would never be a Padawan and never have a master. I was supposed to be finished when Nadja died.” He drank some of his soda and sat the glass down with a little strength behind it. “I have changed in my long life, Juna. Not dramatically, but I have and I have changed the perceptions that others have projected of me.”
“Count one more in on that,” said Juna emphatically, referring to the perceptions. “I-I just don’t believe it!”

“You don’t have to believe it. Just accept it. Just as when you left to face Prophet we had to accept that too and do nothing.”

Juna frowned. “I left…okay, I wanted Prophet’s head. What spurred that on was Krendel. I saw his involvement in Prophet’s plans and I broke. I broke right there! But did you and Mother have anything to do with that: no. I didn’t come to this decision on lifestyle change until I realized where I was. Let’s get that straight right now! I don’t know what I going to do with the rest of my life then, but the idea of smuggling was not one of them.”
Juna held up two fingers from her right hand. “Two: I never, ever wanted to be more that I felt I was. I went along with expectations but did I ever loathed more than that. Even when it was for the best of Naboo, my friends, or the Republic way deep in my heart I hated it. It made me feel freakish. Add to it everything else…I never felt so alone and worshipped at the same time in my life. After Coruscant, again, I had no clue what I was going to do with my life, but I knew it was going to be a quiet, solitude one. Billionaires can live out of the glare of the spotlight: my Mother is an example of that.”
Enothchild frowned a bit again and said, “So you’re the only one in this galaxy that can change.”

Returning the glare, Juna said, “No, but there are people that shouldn’t.”

“I can’t believe it, how can you say such thing?” Enothchild shook his head. “Life isn’t assigned socialism. If I wanted to do what I did” again he was careful with not saying he left the Order “to become a clown to bring joy to sick children then I would. It’s no different really in what I’m doing and what I have done.”

“But you have the ability to help millions of sick children by keeping them alive by doing what you do best,” stressed Juna.

“You do too, or you did. I could do with my might. You could do it with your authority.” Enothchild held up a finger. “But I went the way of selfishness, just like you did. I felt I could no longer do what needed to be done, that my life was with you. You gave me the same reason when you left.” Meaning when she left the throne, but again he was careful with what he said.

“I didn’t want to put the people through a full scale war,” seethed Juna unhappily. “Not after I was personally attacked.” She then pointed out. “You made your decision out of guilt.”

Enothchild sat there for a few moments, drank the rest of his soda, and said with a measurably slow nod, “I did.” He eyed the glass over and over, more than once as he gathered his thoughts together. “Because I felt I owed you.”
“For you did with my Mother behind my back?”

“Yes, and for what you did for me years ago.” Enothchild leaned back in again, leaning as close as possible towards Juna. “Before you, slogging across Alderaan in sorrow, I honestly believed that it was all over. My life was Nadja, and Nadja was the Jedi Order to me. When she died, the Jedi Order…the galaxy was just as dead. You know what I say is true. You know that you gave me life. You believe that because otherwise you wouldn’t have loved me.”

Juna wanted to deny it, but she found herself swallowing; whether it was the retort or the revelation that was the truth he just spoke she wasn’t sure; all she was concerned about was taking a drink of soda. Damn everyone else! She pulled up her veil and threw a considerable amount of  the beverage down her throat. Still parched, she asked, “The galaxy dead now?”
“It is without you in it,” said Enothchild gently. As he continued to speak he found himself less afraid of his vulnerability. He was less afraid of thinking of a relationship between himself and Juna. He loved her, and he could love her. Ironically, he realized that this was more or less a first date! A blind date in some ways between two people who quite honestly didn’t know each other as it related to their deepest, personal feelings for one another. “I can’t stand it, you hating me. I can’t.”

After a few moments of quiet that was disquieting, Juna said to him with raised eyebrows, “Wow. That was a lot more than I expected after you turned the Jedi in you off.”
“No. It had to be what you had always hoped for.”

That bugged her; it sounded too much like he was reading her mind, or that he knew everything about her. Again, though, she realized the irony; an irony she had considered privately only five minutes ago. Juna said, annoyed but not overly annoyed, “Yeah, I did.” The thoughts were cobbling themselves together very quickly, which annoyed her more but pointed her in the direction she wanted to go.
Just as it all seemed changed and it was real, the absorbed memory of Enothchild and Naressa’s tryst popped up in Juna’s mind again. Juna clamped her mouth shut and laid her forehead in her opened right hand. The distant anger she had for him returned. She quelled it, but it was not at the near non-existence level it was only seconds ago. She tried to sigh the vision out of her mind a few times, but all that came out of it was rough, haughty exhales.
Enothchild sensed the return of turmoil within Juna and watched her slowly suffer from them. He was hesitant to say or do something. It had to do with him he was certain. He had hoped that not bringing up Naressa at all would perhaps levirate the return of negative feelings, of bad memories. Ah hell, he had to be honest: what else could be flashing in Juna’s mind right now other than what he had done with Naressa. It was a subject that had to be touched on.
Enothchild reached over and grabbed Juna’s free hand carefully. She jumped a little, whimpered. He rubbed her hand with his large thumb and said, “I’ve hurt you. I may not have known your love for me, but I hurt you nonetheless. Your reasons for what you are doing now is based solely on what I did. It haunts you. Blinds you. In good conscious I can’t let you suffer like this. One solution would be to leave you alone.”
He reached up and grabbed her other hand, holding both of them as the both of them made eye contact. For Juna the memory faded into the background; the nuisance of it, though, was there: the feelings and the smells and the emotions just continued to drip.

“My solution is simple: replace all the bad memories of your life with good ones.” Enothchild looked about with his eyes to convey his next sentence. “Let me take you away from all of this. Give me a chance to love you.”

Such sentences slapped Juna into a stuttered. “I…I really…I don-don-don…” She swallowed and tried to get a grip. “What about my-my Mother?”

“There is nothing more there, Juna,” Enothchild assured her quickly, for his sake. There was nothing more there, that part of their lives -- Enothchild’s and Naressa’s -- was closed. “That was between two people that needed each other at a desperate time. A moment for the sake of survival, nothing more.” He gave her hands a squeeze. “Our survival will be based on a long term commitment. It will be true, Juna. It won’t be passions getting in the way of common sense.”
“I don’t know,” admitted Juna, nearly crying. The doubts brought the memory back, making her close her eye. “I just don’t know.”

Enothchild was so close, so damn close to swaying her to go with him. He had to think of something to close the deal. He had it, all thanks to Nadja; of what she told him to do while he listen to her on Helle’s ship. “Let me listen to your heart, Juna.”

When he said that Juna’s mind went completely clear. There was no hint of sin, of evil, of darkness; of the wrongs Enothchild had done. She blinked as if to shake off the affect, but it didn’t work. It felt…right. Proper. She felt aglow with the idea. Touched deeply.

With wet eye, Juna nodded and didn’t give a damn what the others in pub may or may have not been witnessing. “Yes. Please, listen to my heart.”

The smile on Enothchild’s face was bright and enlightening. It was as if the sun that was hidden behind dark clouds finally had it’s light rays bleach the surface with it’s warmth and beauty. He stood up, never letting go of her hands. He sat down beside her, gulped, and slowly lowered his head down to her chest….

Suddenly it all went to hell. At the entrance of the pub Dagger Serpentine burst in with at least ten beings with too many weapons in their possession. He saw Enothchild and Juna just as the both of them saw him. The crowd turned their attention to Dagger, to Juna and Enothchild and back and forth over and over.

Dagger ended the volleying by yelling, “I’LL PAY A MILLION CREDITS TO THE MAN OR MEN WHO CAPTURES FOR ME THE TWO LOVE BIRDS RIGHT OVER THERE!”
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 39.1

Riot.
A four letter word. Subtle, yet clear in it’s meaning. Synonyms for riot were uprising, insurrection, disturbance, unrest, demonstration, insurgence, mutiny, and rebellion. Each one of those words had their own synonyms that were either common with one another or unique and many, like revolt, sedition, recalcitrance, conflict, expression, show, uproar, fracas, disorder, strife, instability, and turmoil.
At this particular point in time, all those words best fitted the immediate reaction to Dagger Serpentine’s startling demand, for everyone knew he was good for the reward offer he had just announced. The mostly testosterone environment collectively stood up and acted at their own paces. Some pulled weapons. Some pulled blasters. Some pulled knives. Some pulled other lethal objects out of nowhere. Some pulled other beings out of their pockets, or laps: depending on circumstances, everything and everyone was, or was going to be used as, a weapon.
Some moved aggressively, others didn’t move until those who were moving moved aggressively against them. Some took exception to that, especially with a million credits at stake. Some turned their attentions towards potential enemies to their jackpot. Some took exception that others were going to take away the reward from them. Some took exception to those very same people. Some did not.
Some attacked one another. Some attacked Enothchild and Juna.

Both Enothchild and Juna thought of a few more four letter words unsuitable for print in children’s books as they threw the table up to block the on coming blaster bolts; bolts that by no means appeared to be meant for capture. Enothchild gestured immediately behind them, throwing a group of bad guys hard into the nearby wall. As the table slowly began to get chewed up by the shots, Juna said loudly as she drew her blaster, “Perhaps Dagger didn’t get my apology for putting his family down!”

“You think!” Enothchild shout was followed by a shot that punched through the table and grazed his right shoulder. He drew out his lightsaber and said, “We got five seconds of table left! You ready?”
Juna blew out an exhale, tapped the Force, and said, “We drop whoever’s in our way to the door! No exceptions!”

Enothchild didn’t argue; if they were both going to live a lot of bad guys had to die. He used the Force and threw the table across the floor towards the shooters firing directly at them. He stood up and began blocking shots coming his and Juna’s way. Juna was up and shooting with deadly, unmatched accuracy; one shot per target, each shot seemingly finding the Jedi Harmony region of their heads. Enothchild deflected blaster bolts back at their origins or towards anyone with deadly intentions; he did not strike down anyone yet. He stood his ground as Juna at times ran behind him. She would emerge from his other side and fire at a collection of targets aiming for them, and then change sides to avoid having them get a bead on her. What helped the couple was the lack of cooperation amongst the heathens and their need to one up, or kill, their competition. Skirmishes broke out and sometimes took out piles of beings trying desperately to cash on Dagger’s reward. Alas though the fights were many they were too many; too many beings in one place, easily clogging the quickest way to the door. Some of the brawlers took notice of their foolishness and decided to join forces with those gunning for the couple; splitting a million credits was just as good as having it all. It did, on the other hand, begin to create minimalist groups: the less people joined forces, the higher the payout for each team member. In short order, battles within the battle began to break out again.

Meanwhile, Dagger had his posse fire at the two targets, and immediately the returned shots from the Vhinphyc’s white lightsaber chased them out of the pub. Outside and frustrated, the young gunslinger walked out into the street and yelled at the top of his voice, “I’M OFFERING A MILLION CREDIT REWARD FOR A JOB! ALL INTERESTED BRING YOURSELVES DOWN TO THE PUB RIGHT NOW!”

After a quick, frantic assessment of the situation in the bar with his darting eyes and feeling out with the Force, Enothchild realized they were in a much bigger problem situation than first perceived. For a small pub the place had well more than a hundred beings -- that was counting the ones that were still alive and had not turned their whole attention towards him and Juna. The bartender and employees had barricaded themselves in the rear of the establishment, the only other way out; to get out that way would required time they didn’t immediately have and wouldn’t have soon. Other avenues of escape would take even more time, and the time to examine and pursue the idea was nil.
Juna’s aim was still deadly, but she was becoming more selective in her kill shots. A lot of it had to do with movement of herself, of her hands, of her eye, and of her focus from one object to the next; moving objects in which some were wising up and finding strategy to be the savior of their day. The targets were living beings that moved in various dimensions. Distance changed elevation changed angled changed to a new target and so on. Shots found center of mass, blowing up hearts in chest cavities just as well as it scrambled brains within skulls, effectively ending lives as painlessly as possible. One shot one kill was saving her life and it was saving her power pack supply. But even she could see that it was going to take more than the three packs -- one in blaster and two in reserve -- she possessed to thin this rabble enough for escape; there was the possible long run from the pub to the hangers to consider as well.
A sizzling sound reached her ears, and Juna noted the small flameout on Enothchild’s left shoulder. The Vhinphyc nearly missed a much more lethal blaster bolt, one that could have penetrated his thick skin, because of it. “You all right!”
“I will be once we get out of here!” He cried out. A warning to his right told him to shift. He did, but the blaster bolt managed past him. The warning was for Juna, which he stole a glance over his shoulder. The shot had lanced through the drape of her hat; she returned the shot in kind. “How about you!”

“I gotta go pee,” said Juna nonchalantly. There was no laughter, for the seriousness was too real and she let off a blistering, rapid succession of shots that chased a running fast Bothan towards Dagger and his group. Seeing Dagger, she aimed for him…
Enothchild missed the shot heading for Juna, and this time it just barely grazed her shoulder. She yelped and retreated behind Enothchild to collect herself. The Vhinphyc redoubled his efforts, and this time he began to go on the attack. Holding ground in defense, he reached out with his mind and directed objects at beings; a chair into one, a table into an other, a mug of something in the face of a third. A rather large Human charged towards him with a really large club. Enothchild reduced the club to nothing with one swing, and then delivered a kick that connected with the Human’s gut and sent him violently across the pub, smashing him dead into the wall. Whipping his lightsaber around he deflect a shot right into a Garn that looked ready to throw a pitcher of brew at him; the bolt shattered the picture, and ignited the alcoholic content that in turn splashed on the Garn. The Garn ran towards the gathering crowd on fire, effectively causing beings to part to let the burning ally pass.
Juna recovered from her injury, slid between Enothchild’s legs, used the Force to yank a fallen blaster to her hand, and proceeded to unleash a high-low flurry of shots; the low shot dropped targets and the high shot killed them on the way down. She began to flutter her arms, alternating them from high to low, turning on a knee from right to left. With Enothchild on the defensive again, returning volleys of shots, the current offensive action was clearing out a sizable amount of opposition. Yet it appeared no one was thinking twice about the consequences of taking the duo on. They pressed. Juna and Enothchild pressed back harder.
Dagger tried to get in a few quick shots at the duo, firing rapidly and with his deadly lock on. What promptly stopped him was the close calls returned courtesy of Enothchild’s lightsaber. Dagger’s own lethal shots began taking down his own men one by one by one. With about three dozen people left, he ran back outside to yell out the deal again. He didn’t need to: hundred of people were emerging out of their poor, decrepit homes with weapons galore: blasters, vibroblades, blunt objects, rocket launchers, and other objects found in any home. And sure enough a large Ephant Mon came walking out of a screaming woman’s home with her kitchen sink.

“The action is this way, you all!” The gunslinger motioned with a whirlwind arm motion and pointed at the pub. “A million credits to the being, or a split among the group of beings, who capture the two fools in here! You kill them, you get shit! Don’t worry, you can’t miss them!”
Suddenly, the shooting stopped. Dagger ran inside….

Inside, those remaining who were directly interested in Juna and Enothchild and didn’t fight over the reward were busy clearing out their empty power packs. Some found cover to do it, some foolish stood out in the open to do it. Juna changed her power pack in a breath and began shooting again with her blaster, dropping the other blaster she borrowed because it was spent. Enothchild gestured with one hand towards any freed up target and sent them on their way crashing against the nearby wall, and blocked any surprise shots with the other. Juna would take care of those enemies quickly. 
Both were keenly aware of the new arrivals trying to get into the pub, their progress hampered by bodies, both dead and trying to leave with bad injuries. Both were aware they were unnumbered. Both were aware of a brewing problem that was occurring behind the wall where Juna had sat by earlier; they could sense a contingent of beings tearing through the wall from outside. If they succeeded, the beings would successfully outflank them, forcing the two to fight two heavy fronts one hundred and eight degrees opposite of one another.

With the short hesitation between the bad guy’s reloading and piling in, Enothchild said, “We gotta get outta here now!”

“I would do anything to have a hyper-repeater right now!” Juna, sensing suddenly approaching doom, suddenly jumped up…

The world around her slowed to a stand still as she felt she was moving at her normal speed; in reality she was a blur; a blur that produced her own thunder. Everything blurred out except for the round object heading their way: a stun-flash grenade. In the air, Juna spun a snap kick….
As she landed she closed her eyes, and the grenade went off and effectively blinded most of the newcomers trying to take away their left side.

Enothchild let loose his hardest telekinetic push at the bulk of beings at the entrance, effectively sending them back outside to jam up the entrance. But there was enough of them inside to make his and Juna’s life hell. He began to toss objects again with his mind, and within his mind he found a epicenter of calm and let the Force take over his actions and motivations. One moment he was standing and deflecting shots, the next he began to orbit Juna tightly counterclockwise, rotate like a planet as he orbited, and let his lightsaber move to deflect shots meant for Juna. He blindly held his lightsaber over his head and down his back, blocking a shot right into the original source; he brought he blade around as Juna timed it and ducked under it and sent a shot right dead center into the chest of a foolish idiot charging towards them with a long, old sword. During this process an idea had formed. With the shots coming their way he deflected them upward and into the roof. He let Juna take over on offense.

Feeling more than seeing what Enothchild was doing, Juna began to head shot again; with the slow go of reinforcements, she could afford to take an extra quarter second of time to end their aggression quickly and painlessly. A few times she lead her shots back up towards the stairwell, towards where Dagger was. If she killed him the fire fight was over: there would be no reward giver to pay out a reward for their capture, which was just utterly ridiculous to pull off. Then again Dagger wasn’t thinking rationally; Juna knew from experience, when she had lost family.
The burnt splinters and shards of woodchips rained supreme over the duo as Enothchild tiredly continued to create a hole through the roof to escape. He was nearing completion as more and more debris rained down on the both of them. He planned to grab Juna, jump with all of his might towards the docking bays, and from there decide which ship to take; preferably both, but if it came right down to it one was enough. His knee and lower left leg were throbbing, but he existed beyond the pain at the moment; reading himself for the jump that could possibly ruined any healing that had been completed on the leg, but a risk he was willing to take in order to save Juna’s life. The reinforcements were plentiful and making headway in; the odds of Enothchild’s and Juna’s survival were good, but that stock was dropping with each passing second. They didn’t hold the field of battle and conditionally it sucked. Soon it was now or never time. A few dozen shots or so should loosen the roof enough for him to punch through during the leap if need to.
The wall behind them, which was thirty feet away, blew inward because of the portable rocket that was launched outside by one of the earnest and desperate locals. The debris and shockwave stunned everyone momentarily, drawing both Juna’s and Enothchild’s attentions towards the blast. Beings, mostly Human, began to pour in through the smoky hole. They were met immediately by both Enothchild and Juna throwing the largest chunks of debris back at them with the Force. Quickly Enothchild concentrated his attention back on the main door; Juna took on the new front with both blaster and Force, firing and sending live and dead back out the whole to block up the new entrance, hoping that perhaps they could escape if there was chance to escape that way.
Enothchild couldn’t focus on the roof anymore as that battle split and the growing numbers of aggressors were becoming to much for him to handle under the circumstances. He was moving his body more to avoid shots than deflecting them with his lightsaber. The deflect shots had no direction anymore, he couldn’t send them where he wanted to send them. Energy was being spent wildly physically and mentally, in directions were it was not necessarily needed. A blaster bolt glazed him. Then another. Then a couple more. One hit him solidly in the left leg; though not powerful, it caused his lower left leg to flutter, causing himself to collapse.
“Enothchild!” Juna grabbed another blaster again when he went down to one leg and began to fire in both directions, blaster held out. She fired, but there was too many and both her weapons were beginning to smoke badly; signs of overuse. Blaster bolts wheezed freely by her as the mechanical parts of the blasters were slowing her time between shots.
Enothchild yelled and stood back up, whirling his blade wildly and frantically as the pace quickened and the reality of the situation was clear. The place was flooding with too many people with too many weapons in too little of space; they didn’t need to aim all they had to do was shoot and was bound to hit something. They were overzealous for capturing, which was apparently all lost on Dagger: the young man did say he wanted them captured, not killed. Some of the shooters suddenly realized they had a stun setting, and soon blue halos of energy were directed towards them. He took some of the energy, and though it he channeled the energy away with the Force he was affected by it; his reaction to blaster bolts on kill settings was waning, slowing.
Juna got tagged by a stun bolt, stumbled…

“JUNA!”

But suddenly she squeezed her eyes, grunted, and yelled; the stun energy emerged from her body on a larger scale and spread evenly throughout the pub, knocking out several foes out close to their position. Enothchild wasn’t aware of Juna being remotely able to do such a thing. Following that was her yell, or rather scream that made Enothchild’s knees buckle. It’s pitch was in the Force and it shook their enemies and the pub quite a bit; it was reminiscent of Naressa’s Banshee Scream, but it wasn’t as impacting or melting. It did, however, create space for them to act.
Enothchild reached back, grabbed Juna in one arm, squatted, and prepared to leap….and his leg gave out!

With shots closing in on them, Enothchild looked up at Juna and thought it was the end. Juna bent down, grabbed him tightly…

Then there was silence.

There was silence after both fronts of attackers struck each other with hastily shot bolts. There was some exception fire, but it stopped when the dust and chaos of the scene had cleared. Their intended targets, their winning ticket to fortune to fame, both Enothchild and Juna, were gone.

“Where are they!” Dagger leaped down the stairs in a rush with three of his men, pushing and shoving their way through the door crowd front to where he had last saw them. “I said I wanted them alive!” He thought they were dead because they were there the one moment, there was a considerable amount of flashing from blaster fire, and then they were at least no standing anymore. Reaching the forefront, he did not see bodies.
What caught Dagger’s eye made him do a double take while the others just stared on in confusion. He walked forward, stopped, and squatted over a collection of clothing; a purplish woman’s survival dress with a gun belt, hat veil, and eye patch laying over Jedi robes. Close by was a blaster; opposite of the blaster laid a large handled lightsaber. He grabbed the two different articles of clothing, frowned, and chuckled at the sight of it. He noted the burnt holes in the clothing and stopped chuckling. A thought, a fact known actually, occurred to him, and in anger he stood up and held up the partially ruined clothes.

“You all see this!” yelled Dagger angrily. “This is what happens to Jedi when they die! They vanish!” He threw the clothing awkwardly in a fit. His left eye began to twitch uncontrollably as he looked around and berated the entire town. “I could have SWORN! I said I would pay a million credits for these two captured alive!” He gestured towards the clothes, than to the spot, and then to the clothes again, and then to the spot again…. “Does this look like alive to you all! Which part of ‘capture alive’ do you mud hicks don’t understand! This!!!” Dagger gestured wildly with his right hand towards the clothing, towards their weapons. “THIS IS DEAD! NOT LIVE! DEAD!! QUITE! DEAD! D-E-A-D, DEAD, DEAD, DEAD!”
There was an unusual, eerie silence that followed. It was broken. A Rodian asked plainly, “[So we are not going to get paid]?”

Dagger stared at the Rodian in a frozen position of disbelief. Before anyone else could blink or finish with the appropriate reaction, the gunslinger had emptied a shot into the spoken out of turn alien. He said, “No, you’re not getting paid! Everyone out!”
The rest of the crowd suddenly muttered their disapproval, turned, and began walking out. A few passed by the scene eyed the leftovers, their fingers twitching at the artifacts of a Jedi Master’s weapon and a blaster that was owned by the late Juna. They then noted Dagger’s glare and his hand constantly resting on his blaster and thought twice. 

“All this stuff is mine!” Dagger began collecting all the items that had belong to Juna and Enothchild off the floor, including their clothes. He looked to one of his cronies and ordered, “Go find the frickin’ owner. Drag him back here. We’re getting drunk and he’s serving us.”

When the man left, another took his place, gawked at the remains, and said, “Well that explains it, don’t it?” Dagger wasn’t in the mood to play guessing games and it showed in his sour look. The man gulped and added, “I mean…I mean if she vanished like Sarch too……Jedi are quick, you know?”
It finally dawned on Dagger; his head tilting downward to gawk at the purple woman’s outfit in his left hand.

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

CHAPTER 39.2

A mile away from the pub, opposite the spaceport and on a road leading up a wooded hill, an elderly Talz couple had spent the past half hour putting distance between themselves and the suddenly rowdy town with their thankful and loyal pet bantha pulling their large store of wares they had sold for years on the street. The large, fuzzy creatures with four eyes and a tubular proboscis had enough of the ruckus and left earlier than usual to avoid death; when there was too many Humans or just too much testosterone with alcohol additive there was too often stray shots. No profit was made tomorrow if they died today.
“[I think the shooting stopped, Mubrak],” said the wife in her Talz language and tones that sounded too much like a goofy noisemaker toy toddlers of various species played with. “[It has gone quiet].”
“[They probably shot up all the booze, Kabek],” said the husband. “[Best not stop until he reach our front door. It will be getting too dark for good people soon].” The lamps attached on their wagon began to dim. “[Strange. The solar cells were fully-].” Mubrak wavered a bit before he could finish his sentence, as well as Kabek; they were suddenly very physically weak. “[I say, the day’s caught up with us, has it not]?”
Suddenly their bantha came to a stop and became very apprehensive. It walked backwards, grunting and moaning in distrust. Mubrak got him quickly back under control. “[Easy there, Cinnamon, easy. Whoa there, old boy! Whoa! What has gotten into you]?”

The bantha quieted. In his wake was the distinct sounds of two, Basic speaking creatures.

“What? What happened?” The female voice was definitely Human, but the elderly couple couldn’t place the accent.

“What happened is you teleported us….” Began a much deeper, much larger voice. Definitely a man.

“OUTTA OUR CLOTHES!” interrupted his female companion in horror-filled shock.

“Our….oh, OH! Oh!” The male sounded very embarrassed. “Shit, you did, didn’t you?”

“DON’T LOOK!”

“DON’T YOU LOOK!”

“I WASN’T!”
“YOU WERE TOO! HOW ELSE WOULD YOU HAVE KNOW-!”

“HOW DO YOU KNOW!”

The couple couldn’t see around their pulling bantha; they didn’t need to because the bantha knew when they left the home they went to town, and when they left town they were going home. Old Cinnamon was smart enough to stop when something, or someone or more than someone, got in the way of the path so Mubrak could clear it. The Talz, both of them, wasn’t sure if that was a wise idea at the moment.
Then Cinnamon sneezed.

“Ack! Ah, oh, that’s sick!” said the female. “Did you have to sneeze? Now, awful, it’s like…dripping off my…you weren’t supposed to be looking…”

“Juna…that wasn’t me.”

“It wasn’t you?”

“No.”

“Then who…”

The couple heard her inhale sharply. Facing forward, off to their left and on the left side of the bantha, the two saw a young, female Human’s head and face peer around Cinnamon with their infrared sight. The head vanished back behind the bantha. The bantha lifted it’s head a bit as to clear something that was interfering with it’s comfort.

They could still her whisper. “Oh god! We’re not alone! HEY!” Her shout was followed by a grunt by the male, and the Talz couple saw a very large, tall alien with bantha-like horns appear from behind their bantha’s head on their right. “Get your own hiding place!”

“Juna-.” The horned male however stopped when Kabek said…

“[He’s….so big].”

Mubrak gave his wife a look and said in disapproval, “[Cover your eyes, Kabek]!”

Suddenly he looked down, made a noise, and tip toed quickly over to a nearby bush. He squatted down, but even then he was barely covered. Blushing, for his heat sourcing indicated he was to their infrared eyes, he said to them nervously, “Hello.” He then said back to the female, “Can you teleport us to the docking bays?”

“I’m not sure how I did it the first time. And for your information I don’t feel like getting close to you again anytime soon.”

“Okay, let’s improvise here. They look like they sell things. Talk to them.”
The female said in exasperation, “YOU talk to them! I’m not leaving this spot!” The bantha snorted his disapproval. “And you be quiet! And stop slobbering….eewwwwwww. Gross!”
“Look, the sooner we get this over with the sooner we get out of here.”

“Then you go do it, Enothchild! I don’t speak Talz.”

“The longer we sit out here…just get talking…”

“Okay, and just what I am supposed to barter with: my smile! All my money is in my clothes! It isn’t like I have a secret compartment on me! I’m not a droid or a marsupial!”

The Talz couple looked at each other and realized that the unusual situation was sounding more and more like a profitable one. Mubrak cleared his throat -- which sounded like a bulb horn being blown. The ‘Bickersons’ -- and the naked beings reminded the two of a married couple in a standard quarrel -- stopped arguing. He pointed to the sign over his left shoulder; there was a message written for him by someone who knew Basic: No Money Now? We Do Equal Value Holding!
The woman called Juna was looking at the sign, using the bantha’s ear as a means to cover her naked body up. She said to Mubrak, blushing and speaking in a nervous tone, “Ah, hi…ah…so if I just give you something to hang onto until I get the money you’ll let me have some clothes?”
“[Yes, Miss],” said Mubrak. He then remembered to nod his head at least three time quickly so his new customer knew he was agreeing and answering her question. “[If you have at least one thing, I will consider it a deal until you bring me currency].”

She seemed to get it. She jerked a thumb to her left, their right, and said, “You got my large pal there in the brush.”

The male stood up and said, “Now wait just a minute! You’re not using me for barter!”

“You got no choice in it, pal.”

“[Oh my, he is really, really big],” remarked Kabek. The male suddenly squatted down, blushing more. “[And so modest…]”
“[KABEK!]” The female cringed and covered all four of her large eyes. Mubrak just about changed his mind, but in his thirty-five years of being in business he never turned down desperate people. And these two were desperate.

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

CHAPTER 39.3

Enothchild objected to the whole idea. To Juna, it was the principal.
After getting dressed in second hand clothes that hadn’t been through a second hand wash, Juna proceeded back into the town in her bare feet, leaving poor Enothchild behind in his birth wear laying out all of his arguments against her going back. He ultimately felt that they could get clothing, or just get to their ships, and go off together. Although it meant that his lightsaber was in the hands of a braggart like Dagger Serpentine he felt it was much better to just get away with their lives intact. He was thinking of her safety and welfare. Enothchild was always so thoughtful that way. It was one of the things she liked about him from the beginning.

Seeing him naked just for a few seconds helped her remembered why she liked him too during her recent, maturing years.

Dirty embarrassing thoughts aside, Juna just couldn’t let Dagger get away with it. She couldn’t let him live. The man hurt: fine. If he wanted a fight, a fair one could have been arranged she once owed him that. Now the compassion gloves were clean off. It wasn’t about her clothes, her blaster, or Enothchild’s possessions. It was Dagger Serpentine wanting to capture them both to kill them unfairly, perhaps even torture them first. Whatever the case she was rankled and she wasn’t going to put up with it. Dagger wouldn’t give up if he knew they still were alive, and like a festering disease he would just keep coming back; odds were he could get too lucky and kill them both. Juna didn’t like those odds. The old Juna would have taken the discretion path; life was a victory, might as well keep it. The new Juna would have perhaps waited until later to get her things or Enothchild’s weapon; the latter essential because no one other than a Jedi should handle such a weapon. This Juna was the Juna that went after and had beaten Magus Prophet: this Juna didn’t take anything or anyone for granted, and just assumed to end a problem before it became a much bigger problem, and end all problems for good. Enothchild objected, but since the deal was only good for one set of clothes he had no further input on the matter.
But unlike that Juna, Juna wasn’t going to walk into a trap. She surveyed the town, and the pub, before she made her move. It was clear; everyone else had gone home, convinced the whole sorry affair was over. Her instincts told her that Dagger was still at the pub. It would have been wise to have back up, but Enothchild was her pawned item, and besides the lack of clothes he had the lack of mobility; she saw the awful scar over his left shin, telling her why he was currently having great difficulty even walking; if he was healed, he wasn’t a hundred percent. Her piss poor attempt at using the Force like her Mother did to teleport saved them both at a critical moment, when Enothchild needed to be standing on his feet to be effective. He wasn’t needed with the lack of extra guns around. 

Juna did not need him. Not now.
She was unrecognizable to the others in the town; just another pathetic creature that looked as if she crossed the wrong man. Juna used all that advantage up to the pub. The door was still open, but the pub was closed except for the small, private party inside. She surveyed the scene; Dagger and his three remaining men were busy drinking around a table; on it was her and Enothchild’s things.
While the others drank up, Dagger just stared at the pile on the table, drink warming in his hand. He wasn’t drunk, but he was off his guard due to contemplation. Juna figured as much: with what she did, they all must had figured she was a Force user and assumed she ‘faded away’ with Enothchild, like all Jedi do. It was clear to her that he wasn’t satisfied with the results. Even as the others laughed the whole scene up, even going so far as flinging around Juna’s undergarments, the young Serpentine was just far more depressed than ever before. Some of that had to do with his father losing to a Jedi. In some way Juna could relate; her late Father was the perfect Father and the best Father in all the galaxy; all children that do love their fathers all thought the same way. Sword losing to Juna, a Force user, should had been a vindication; it took a Force user to stop the legendary Sword Serpentine and his brood. The idea held no value for Dagger because he emulated his father, and his father was a cold blooded, miserably man. Dagger would never be happy, and to fill the void of happiness he murdered along with the draw kills he accumulated. 
When the others were in the process of drinking, Juna reached out with her mind and called for her gun belt. The belt, with her blaster firmly back in it’s holster, sailed across the room into her outstretched hands. The occupants around the table stumbled to their feet; Dagger rose smoothly, throwing aside his drink and drawing in blaster in a smooth motion.
Juna stepped back into the pub with her gun belt around her waist. She stopped at the foot of the steps and said, “I’ve come to finish what your dad started, Dagger.”
Dagger hadn’t recognized her disfigured form at first, even though it had only been months ago that he had seen it. Her voice was sufficient enough to make him recognize. He stepped away from the table, prompting his fellow partners to clear away; they thought about drawing weapons, but the question was which one of the two legitimate gunfighters would kill them for doing it. The bartender they dragged back to the establishment ran for the back again.
“Nice dirty trick you pulled tonight, Jedi,” snorted the young man contemptuously. He waved a hand. “Slight of hand on a mind smeck scale. Just forgot your clothing. And your friend.”

“I haven’t forgotten him,” said Juna, unmoved. “He’s just not here. I don’t want him to see this.”

Dagger let out a snort. “See what? You and me? You cheating? Me trying to kill you? You cheated against my family! Is that what you don’t want your ‘master’ to see?”

“I’m not a Jedi, Dagger,” said Juna casually. Some of what she was saying was her own thoughts that had been prodding the surface of her mind before Dagger had broken up the conversation between herself and Enothchild. “Nor am I gunslinger and smuggler. I’m not those things, I know that now. I got to stop.”
Looking amongst his support group, Dagger said, “This…is what happens when a man’s world is infected with this touchy-feely crap!” He looked at her with indignation. “You are what you are, lady! Changing means your weak! You’re nothing! You’re nothing if you’re not who you are!”

Juna flashed her inherited smirk, touched by the irony of that statement. “You don’t realize how right you are. You’re right: I am nothing.”

Dagger twisted his face in revulsion and disgust. “What-What the hell does that mean! You’re nothing! Don’t say that! That means my dad was killed by nothing! That makes him nothing! That makes me nothing! I’m not nothing!”

“What are you, Dagger?” asked Juna. “Who are you then?”
“I am the best!” Dagger waved towards his men, ordering them to back off. “I have no problem being who I am. Because I am a man. A man! Something you will never, ever be!” He hovered his right hand over his blaster, starring a hole through her. “I won’t let you beat me with your talk, woman!”

“I know,” said Juna. For the first time since Tatooine she actually moved into a stance. “Like I said I got to stop being this thing I’m not. That means I got to exorcise all my demons and move on. Even if it means I draw against you fairly and not use my advantage.”
“You’re a fool if you don’t because I don’t plan to loose.”

“Again, as I said, one way or another I’m getting out of this sorry excuse of a life. I promise you, this will be fair. When it’s done, you’ll even admit it.” Juna, true to her word, breathed out her intermediate connection to the Force. Her body and mind were screaming for her to tap back into it, but she ignored it. Her body then began to ache and throb from the previous actions that occurred earlier in the night. She felt a bit more fatigued, but she was still alert. She was fighting her natural instinct to call upon the Force and against her own fears. “Draw.”

Dagger shook his head. He reached…

Juna reached…

Dagger’s blaster cleared the holster…

Juna’s body began to turn into her shooting position as her blaster cleared….fighting herself the whole way….fighting to keep her word….

Dagger took aim…

Juna got her arm up…

There was an exchange of blaster fire, and Juna fell backwards to the floor.

The pain excruciating, Juna curled up into a fetal ball and let out a yell. She could barely probe the blaster wound in her stomach. The Force had returned to probe the injury. It also preoccupied her conscious mind with visions that made no sense to her. The visions caused her to go blind to the real world for a few seconds, she was totally unaware of what was occurring outside of what a spontaneous nightmare in her mind. She was no longer curled up in a ball, but laying flat down strapped to a table; apparently conscious, but held down so tightly she couldn’t even make her fingers move. Above her was machine that rammed a long needle violently into her lower midsection and proceeded to draw out what felt like Juna’s insides. It had powerful suction, and it constantly pulled and pulled on her as if the suction wasn’t enough to suck all her innards into it.
At different times, appearing and disappearing in flashes of milliseconds, was Faradi hovering over the whole scene gleefully enjoying the torture Juna was undergoing. She reached over, grabbed a lever, and upon pulling it the machine grew arms and legs to wrap itself around Juna so it could hold her tighter and drain more and more out of her…

It went away as another throbbing pain seared down her legs. Sweating, Juna realized for the first time that she had been shot. The wound wasn’t lethal, but it was painful. She expected Dagger gloating over her when she opened her eyes, perhaps with his blaster pointed at her ugly face. He would want her to see her death coming. He wasn’t there.

Juna rolled onto her left side in pain and looked on as Dagger’s men celebrated around their boss, patting him on the back. Dagger looked honestly surprised at his accomplishment, still standing where he was with his blaster still drawn out, smoking. He stared at the weapon for a moment as the pats on the back continued and the men cheered his name.

Dagger saw Juna and just stared. For a few moments the celebration continued until the drunks noted what he was doing and quieted down. He blinked a few times, measuring her, and said calmly, “You weren’t lying.” His gun hand began to shake, followed by the arm. Suddenly the happy faces of his posse were not so happy. “I shot you first.” He nodded once. “I shot you first. I beat you on the draw.”

“Yeah, you did,” Juna squeaked out barely. “You win, Dagger. Congratulations.”

A single tear drop dribbled from his eye, and then Dagger lost his grip on his blaster and put the weakened hand over the hole that was just left of his breast bone. Tiny drops of blood barely dribbled out of the burn hole, just as Dagger Serpentine dropped to his knees. He keeled over onto his left and laid on the floor with a frozen look of shock.
The drunks looked at their late boss with blinking uncertainty. That changed when Juna fought her way back up to her feet, whimpering loudly the whole way. They looked at her with trepidation, of shaking, and indecisiveness. She kept her weapon out, but she lacked the strength to raise it at that moment. They could have easily taken her, but instead the three men stumbled over each other on their way out of the pub in a hurry. Their loyalty only went so far as their wallets; with their meal ticket dead, there was no reason for them to hang around.

Juna holstered her blaster and stumbled her way to the table, grabbed her and Enothchild’s clothes in a big waded mess, clipped his lightsaber to a ring on her gun belt, and with slightly improved steps she left the pub. Though she had better footing and moved quickly the pain in her gut told her that stopping was not good; it was a good option for carrion that enjoyed picking at the flesh of the dead. The climb up the hill was grueling. Most of the time it felt like she was going to be split apart. Towards the top she dropped most of her clothing and things, whimpering and seething as she bent over to pick them all up. She staggered in trying to match her previous, hurried pace but she didn’t feel the energy to do it. She swayed and stepped carefully at times. She thought she saw the back end of the wagon…
“Juna!” Enothchild emerged from the wagon with a blanket wrapped around his waist. He appeared genuinely stunned to her, as if he didn’t know what happened to her. “Hold on, Juna!”
She smiled weakly at him, dropped the clothes, took a few more steps, and finally fell into his arms with her eyes closing….
