CHAPTER 3.0
Over a hundred tips, which around ninety-five of them were beyond absurd, the rest not necessarily close to reliable. About two dozen jumps through hyperspace not counting the drop outs for course and heading corrections. Six long weeks later. Two hot suns burning a sand dune for a planet. Added together, it all equaled one. As in one confused, pilot weary, time consumed, and now hot, sand weighed down and sick-of-Tatooine Sullustan who was a self-proclaimed complicated Sullustan who normally would be amazed by how he amazed even himself.
Right now, all Dizzy Arnes wanted to do was find shade, drink something cold -- preferably alcoholic, the stronger the better to ebb his growing bad mood -- and loudly curse every single cubic mile of sand his large, black eyes the size of tea cup saucers could see; which his eyesight wasn't much due to the modified welder safety goggles he was forced to wear due to his eyes being overly sensitive to light. The glare of two suns on near white sand was too much for anyone, but too much for Dizzy who's species did more underground living and cave dwelling than anything else.
But what really got him was the sand, and no matter what he did, no matter how high his boots went, or what liberal amounts of duct tape he used to close up the tops, it did its job, keeping the sand out for at least two small dunes and a short trek to a familiar plateau that was shadowed by rough looking, brown colored mesa. Eventually nature would catch up with him just as he reached his point of interest; he couldn't mistake the feeling of sand between his toes.
"Ah for the love of my Wife's biscuits!" After referring to his wife of ten years' buttocks as part of the eight major food groups, Dizzy sat down on the nearest small boulder and attempted to remove the all purpose tape. He stopped and stood back up, realizing that his own 'biscuits' were burning. It was only a few hours before first sunset, but the rocks were still burning. "Ow, ow, ow, ow, sonuva-."
Dizzy felt the seat of his pant, wet from sudden perspiration. "Man, its going to look like I crapped myself." Sighing and throwing his three-fingered hands, he accepted his current dilemma and decided the sooner he checked out his hunch, the sooner he could get back to the ship, change clothes, and have a cold one.
Thinking of having an idea was rather funny to him and he did laugh about it as he took note sands ahead of him as he approached the mesa with brownish rock. It wasn't that he didn't have ideas, but to have the one he had when he and the others landed was on the order of magnitude of a supernova -- take it either as a once in a life time occurrence, or just the fact that Dizzy Arnes thought of himself as a super genius and once again amazed himself on how amazing he was. It was perhaps because he was traveling around with perhaps the smartest people he had ever met, and whatever they had an extra supply of intellect it was finding its way to him.
Or maybe, like one of those group philosophy deals, he was one fourth of a super brain.

"You have a hunch?" His Human wife Muriel Thahada questioned him after he had said he had a hunch. Then she had looked at his back, has if she was trying to find a hunched back, and asked "Where?"

Dizzy could only chagrin at that as he looked off to the west and could see wife crouched down and looking at something with keen interest. Ever since they had met he and Muriel have had smart-alecky goes at one another; in the beginning he was the smug smuggler and she was the intellectually tight girl who knew a thousand ways to snap an entity's neck through her Order of Guardian's training; an unexpected red headed, purple eyed combustible mix of Alderaanian and Nubian. From then on the shots continued, seemingly leading them towards -- of all things sane -- marriage. And for over ten long years happily so, even with the 'minor' complications.
He kept telling himself that this newest go around and look was just that, another minor complication in a series of them featuring Dizzy and Muriel's best friend Juna Rapier. But they weren't minor; none of the episodes involving the young woman who the Arnes' knew well since her childhood -- Muriel knew Juna far longer -- were minor, but sometimes Dizzy had to look at this current problem as minor to keep smuggler's doubt from proclaiming the search of Juna a loss and give up. It was hard though, and that was the problem with thinking it was no big deal: if it really wasn't, he would have given up five weeks ago.

This latest adventure started six weeks ago, when a battered and comatose Juna decided to wake up and leave her home very rudely. Well, it wasn't has simple has that. Again, when it came to Juna nothing was minor. It happened nearly six months ago, when Juna had kissed the male of her dreams and discovered the worst nightmare she had never imagined.

The man in question was the Vhinphyc Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch, another good friend of Dizzy's, and Muriel's. However it was a lot more than a friendship between Enothchild and Juna; they became very close, more than friends, but they went about it in two completely different ways. From Dizzy's point of view Enothchild had found a reason to be a Jedi again after his wife and former master Nadja Moranna had died and left him in a state of uselessness; through saving and helping Juna -- through many ways that on the surface didn't look as if they impacted Juna in anyway it did -- it gave him an honorable purpose as well as a great friend. Juna, on the other hand and who already had a soft spot appreciation for the Jedi, wanted to be more than just best friends with Enothchild; she had admitted her feelings of love for him on many occasions to Dizzy and Muriel, but Juna's good girl nature just choked her from saying anything to Enothchild about her feelings; a mixture of her shyness and the do-good philosophy of putting aside one's desires so the day could be saved. Well, apparently Juna couldn't wait anymore and kissed Enothchild.
Dizzy stopped to examine the old tracks before him filled with blown over sand, once again trying to wrap his head around what made Juna and her mother Naressa Rapier so different from other Force users. Apparently just mere touching was enough for either of the two ladies to learn and get a genuine feel for things; the best way Dizzy could use for an example was if wanted to know who last touched his hydrospanner, when it was touched, and how it was used, then all Juna or Naressa had to do was touch it; there was a name for it, but Dizzy couldn't think of it. The ability wasn't regulated to just touching objects, which Juna discovered by kissing an unsuspecting Enothchild on the lips. She discovered the ultimate betrayal: Enothchild and Naressa -- the mother knowing her daughter's desires -- had a sexual fling. Having believed -- they all believed -- Naressa was dead, Enothchild could never bring himself to tell anyone that he and Naressa had a relationship; especially not to Juna.
Juna didn't take it well. She left Enothchild behind, and irrationally left everyone else behind to get revenge on the Vhinech Magus Prophet, the dark side beast who had made Juna's life one full of fear with his obsession for her and the one who murdered her father in front of her. It was reckless, and the results showed when Dizzy and the others found what was left of Juna. After four months in a coma it apparently didn't do anything to correct the recklessness or simmer her emotions. 
Thus why they were looking for her. Her departure was very suspicious even when considering the facts. Even Dizzy, a novice at such things, was perplexed. Right from the very, very start it appeared to him has if Juna had been kidnapped; Muriel had been found with a nasty blow to her head, and Dizzy himself was unceremonious dumped and locked inside an unloaded, air tight cargo container, and his ship the Millennium Falcon had been taken to complete the conspiracy theory. However the Rapier's were not only one of the richest families in the entire galaxy they made their fortunes through Rapier Technologies where advanced technology research and design and creation of all kinds for anything was tops, including security measures; none showed signs of tampering or being defeated or set off. Also there was Naressa and Enothchild: two strong and highly tuned Force users that could sense the faintest trouble, and they felt nothing wrong even when they saw the Millennium Falcon leaving; nothing before, during, or after the events that would suggest someone had taken Juna. Therefore it could be only assumed that Juna had waked up, wasn't in the best of moods under the circumstances, took out both Muriel and Dizzy and stole the couple's ship to get away.
It didn't make sense to Dizzy. It didn't sound like Juna at all. To attack her friends? And to take his ship? Juna was a pilot too and knew that was a sin no sane being would do to a friend. They just had to know what happened exactly and why exactly; like Enothchild had said six weeks ago at the beginning, nothing was certain and they had to keep an open mind. Dizzy volunteered because it was Juna and she had taken his ship; Muriel felt having the two people Juna hated right now the most wasn't going to bring her back home any sooner: that is IF she was in control of herself.
Dizzy shook his head as he left the old tracks behind that suggested the nomadic and vicious Tusken Raiders had made them. The whole situation had put a lot of strain on the people involved in this search, especially between Muriel and Naressa; much of it starting long before Juna left, but it had gotten steadily worse and Dizzy was caught in the middle, between sticking up for his wife and being a good friend to Naressa. Enothchild was a bit testy too because of the silent infighting, and when tips didn't pan out he would spend a lot of time meditating to cool off. 

Right now, the Sullustan could imagine the Vhinphyc Jedi Master chewing metal because he had to remain behind on the quest ship, the Ruby Heirloom, because of Tatooine's oppressive heat. The extinct Vhinphycs -- Enothchild was the last known one of his kind -- were large mammalians, very Human-like in appearance with bantha-like horns and were built for the harsh environments on their home world, the destroyed world Vhanba. Vhanba was a mountainous planet that had forty year winters, thus Vhinphycs were naturally geared for the cold, having high body temperatures. Warm environments Enothchild could handle, but not the twin blistering suns above Tatooine; he had to wait close to or at the first sunset before he could go out onto the planet. 
Tatooine was there best lead to date; there guesses and Naressa's strong Force insights had lead them far away from the desert world that was practically in Naboo's backyard, and seemingly for six weeks, after all this time, Juna had been on Tatooine with the Millennium Falcon. A week ago word in the fringe surfaced about the four deaths of the gun fighting Serpentines, employees of the crime lord Yabbula the Hutt. They were outdrawn and defeated in the town of Mos Essa by a mysterious, tall, and badly scared young woman with one good left eye. She went by the name Nobody Important, and had last been seen leaving the scene of a victory and moments later a Corellian stock light freighter took off. Juna was tall for a Nubian and had lost her right eye and the freighter in question had to be Dizzy's ship.
And then there was Mos Essa, which Dizzy was sure he and the others would get to later on. It was significant for it was where Dizzy and Muriel had taken the Fednori religion's High Priestess Maynade Maymanno -- Dizzy's ex-wife -- to keep her safe from a plot to kill her back on Sullust. Juna was well versed of the details of that tale, and it there was a slim chance that Mos Essa, Tatooine would be a place she would go because she needed some form a familiarity; go to a strange place she had heard of, perhaps even go inspired from her contact with Muriel and Dizzy despite the circumstances. At any rate it was worth looking into because nothing else was working.

The hunch was also based on the Mos Essa theory; the mesa and the area Dizzy was now approaching in question was the exact same place he had landed the Millennium Falcon ten years ago with Muriel, Maynade, and Maynade's young understudy. If Juna was relying on her experiences, perhaps some she saw through her touching contact with the Arnes', then perhaps she would follow the same pattern and land in the same place. Farfetched, but it became less so and more than intriguing when Dizzy found a familiar impression in the hard, packed sand very close to the mesa's wall.
Wiping the sweat off his brow first, and then wiping his wet hand dry on his pant leg, Dizzy reached in his pocket with the same hand and pulled out his comlink. Thumbing it on, the artificial intelligence routines patched the signal to all related sources tied into it, such as other comlinks and the comm system on board the Ruby Heirloom. "Hey, I got something!"
Dizzy turned around and looked towards the west and could barely make out Muriel; the rising heat obscured her beautiful image, but did nothing to her voice. "What you got?"
"An imprint of the Falcon's starboard landing skid plate," beamed Dizzy with a small smile; he just loved to be right, especially since he being right was kind of a playful joke between him and Muriel -- she was supposedly right all the time. "Ask me how do I know?"
"Why don't you tell me anyways and save the suspense," cooed Muriel back.

"C'mon, honey bunny, play along," he mused cheerfully; he really needed her to lighten up because her attitude as of late was getting a bit on his nerves. Everyone's nerves were a bit raw, but he didn't need his wife to be even slightly venomous. "Enlighten me at least with your best comm sex voice."

There was a noise, and then a long pause, and finally Muriel said in her best comm sex voice, "Just how do you know it is the Falcon's landing skid plate, you big…hunk…of manly cheese? Oh don't tease me, baby. Give it to me."
"Am I interrupting something," boomed Enothchild Sarch's voice through the linked up transmission.

"DIZZY!"

The Sullustan winced and giggled at the same time. "Whoops."

"Oh you just wait until I get over there!" The tell tale sound of a comlink being shutoff was heard, and Muriel's figure in the distance began to come towards her husband, complete with stomping feet.

"Not that I oppose such marital meanderings," Enothchild mused, "but you said you got something?"

Dizzy looked towards the south where the Ruby Heirloom was but only saw mesa wall; the ship was behind it. He put is big, protected eyes back on Muriel and said to Enothchild, "Yeah the Falcon's landing skid plate." He bent down over the track and let his fingers touched near the 'dead giveaway'. In the event his ship was stolen, Dizzy engraved his name and initials on key parts that couldn't be changed or no starship thief would dream of changing. The landing gear, the largest assembly of moving parts on a starship, was convenient for obvious reasons: who would bother looking under a skid plate, especially if they couldn't with the landing gear deployed?
His real name -- Arness Arnes --, initials, and the ship's name stared right back at him in the packed sand. Dizzy said, "It’s the Falcon. It's got her name written deep in the sand."

Enothchild made a noise of affirmation and said, "We're pretty lucky. The mesa wall must have blocked any sand storm winds from covering it."

Dizzy nodded and peered around again. "Yup. Everything else around here has been covered up. But Juna was here."
"So it was her that killed the Serpentines two weeks ago," said Enothchild. There was no mistaking his lack of enthusiasm in his voice.

"Hey if you know the Serpentines like I do, Bantha Head, they probably had it coming," stated Dizzy in Juna's defense. The Serpentines were a family of male gunfighters; more like thrill killers in the minds of many. They were lead by Sword Serpentine, perhaps the fastest blaster hand alive in the modern era and who had single handily survived that last 'blaster renascence' more than forty years ago. Last anyone heard he was training his children of various ages to follow in his footsteps, footsteps that were stopped permanently starting with Sword's very own. "You make it sound like Juna killed them in cold blood. You know her better than that."

There was a bit of silence; perhaps Enothchild biting his tongue, Dizzy wasn't sure. He said suddenly, "What bothers me is that now looking for Juna will be even more complicated. Yabbula the Hutt won't let Sword's death go unpunished."
"If the slug really does care," Dizzy pointed out, but Enothchild did have a point. Sword Serpentine was one of Yabbula's 'boys', one of the Hutts' most useful employees for the last half century or so. Sword's longevity in the Hutt's organization was more impressive than his longevity has a shootist; Yabbula was such a strange and peculiar Hutt that even his fellow Clan Lords in the Hutt hierarchy were troubled by him, and that was saying a lot given the foulness of the Hutts in general. "I wouldn't be surprised if that screwy Hutt offered Juna Sword's old job."
"I know Yabbula. Having the four Serpentines gunned down in his backyard will make him look weak in the eyes of his fellow Hutts. At least that's how he will view it."
"Well technically this is Jabba's backyard. Yabbula's just getting tribute."

Enothchild made a small noise. "Jabba's paying rent, and the right to stay alive. Make no mistake: Yabbula will take this as a challenge."

Dizzy said with a convinced tone, "I still say he will offer her a job."

"Nonetheless we didn't need this complication. Worse if Juna was here on Tatooine all this time then we are in trouble." Before Dizzy could ask for clarification, Enothchild said, "We're a few hours from first sunset. By that time the town should be filling up with people."

"They're there now," said Dizzy, making a bit of a face at Muriel as she approached. She didn't look amused by it. "Muriel and I can go ask questions."

"No, we should all go together."

"Easier said than done," said Muriel loud enough with her arrival. Dizzy cringed under her purple-eyed glare. Her face was red, and it wasn't sunburn. "Unless Naressa is with you on the ship."
There was a pause. And then Enothchild said, "Naressa's not here. She's still out there in the desert."

Dizzy made a face at Muriel, a questioning look. Muriel said, "Figures. I followed her tracks for a while. She seemed to be following some old looking bantha tracks." This time Dizzy really made a face and she just gave him back a knowing look. "Doesn't make any sense to me."

"It doesn't make sense why you would worry too much over what Naressa is doing, she left a few hours ago," said Enothchild calmly, yet there was hints of disbelief in his voice. "She may be onto something."

"Like the something that has all ready put us six weeks behind Juna?" Muriel pointed out sharply.

Dizzy shrugged his shoulders and said into the comlink, "Well, two weeks actually. But she has a point, Enothchild." 
There was a bit of quiet on Enothchild's end. Then he said, "I know. So far Naressa's sensing abilities haven't been a help and they're far better than mine."

"How goes the solitude, by the way?" Muriel was curious about a subject that had been brought up repeatedly outside of Naressa's presence. Enothchild was having some difficult 'reading' the Force in his mediations. The way Dizzy understood it best, it was as if the Jedi Master -- hard to say former Jedi Master, even though Enothchild had left the Jedi Order for good so he could be by Juna's comatose side -- was a transceiver dish being pelted by an ion storm. There was a lot of darkness around them apparently, and those who leaned more to the light side of Force matters would have great difficulty interpreting the Force.
No, it didn't make sense to Dizzy either, nor did it make sense to even suggest that Naressa could have been the cause. Naressa was the complete opposite to Enothchild, a user of the dark side of the Force; the evil powers. A power that apparently had changed the way she had looked like, but to Dizzy she acted and sounded like the same old friend. Muriel thought otherwise for the sole reason that it was believed for a while that Naressa was dead. She also suggested that Naressa's presence had an affect on Enothchild through the Force; that her dark Force signature was blinding Enothchild's inner eye as it were. Muriel had assured Dizzy that Naressa was not doing it on purpose, but in Dizzy wasn't sold on that either.

"It hasn't helped," said Enothchild to break Dizzy's chain of thoughts. "It isn't Naressa. The Universal Force just feels…shadowed."
"Soooooooooooo, it that like a bad thing?" asked Dizzy, who was relieved that it wasn't Naressa's fault. But the way he was talking Enothchild sounded a little like a guy who owned the Hutts money.

"Not necessarily; this isn't a phenomenon," assured Enothchild. "Often the Force leans heavily on one aspect of itself. Like any energy, it needs ebb as well as flow. This is just ebb."
Wiping her brow and failing to stop the sweat forming on her forehead, Muriel stressed, "Okay, Juna and the Falcon were here. Can we have this conversation back on the ship? Maybe even decide on what to do next? I'm baking out here."

Dizzy nodded and said in the comlink, "Yeah, we're coming back. There's nothing more here to do."

"Okay, I'll see you both in a little while," said Enothchild, and he signed off.

Muriel began walking back to the ship and Dizzy was hot on her heels. He asked, "Is it the heat or did Enothchild sound a bit off?"

"Hard to say to either," she said in response, adjusting the tan, hooded hat on her head that was apart of her desert soft gear; normally in situations like this Muriel would have her Saberhide body armor, which was designed for survival in harsh environments and contained built in technology to help them in the search, but that was on the Millennium Falcon. "Jedi can't do it all, he knows it. I'm sure Naressa knows she can't do it all either. I don't know what's worse, Mouse: Enothchild or Naressa being wrong."
Muriel stopped and grabbed Dizzy by the arm to stop him. He obeyed, expecting her to give him a tongue lashing for his little prank. She said, "They're both not telling us something. Worse, my gut says they're totally separate problems."

Dizzy hopped from one foot to the next apprehensively. "I don't know, Red. This situation has got us all wound up tight. Worse, they both gotta feel terrible about this, how it all came about because of them. Enothchild don't like hurting anyone, and Naressa loves Juna."

"I can forgive Enothchild for his part in this; he didn't know." Muriel shook her head. "But not Naressa. She knew Juna loved him. And Naressa goes and sleeps with him."
Dizzy couldn't argue that against that point, but he didn't like how the conversation was panning out. "Could we…just….take Naressa off the targeting cluster here?"

"What?"

He held up his hands and said, "Look, I'm not siding with Naressa but you're going way past blame here."

She frowned at him and said, "Really? Are you implying that I'm being vindictive? That I'm taking it personally? What are you saying?"

Dizzy held his hands over his head and said, "All I'm saying, Red, is that you should ease off the throttle, use the clutch, and downshift and gingerly tap the brakes to a complete stop. Every little thing that comes up now with you is Naressa's fault." Muriel dropped her mouth open. "Or maybe you don't think that. But I'm not a Force user here, so I can't read your mind. All I'm hearing is that everything is Naressa's fault. Fine. Get over the fact and let's start being more constructive here."

Muriel crossed her arms in front of her and threw her head back in indignation. However, she said, "Maybe you're right. But you know what would solve the problem? If Naressa just went home." She turned and continued to walk.
Dizzy blew out a long exhale and said, "Minor. It's just a minor complication." He began walking again, feeling the sand in his toes, and was just dying for a drink. He was getting too old for this crap.

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

CHAPTER 3.1

Shutting off the comlink, Enothchild Sarch let his body just flop onto the elongated bench seat running along the hull in the habitable lounge located in the rear of the Ruby Heirloom, trying hard not to sulk. With the passing of days it was getting hard, and the ice on the lake was him having to stay on the ship unable to do anything except go over his thoughts. Patience was usually his strongest virtue, many of his former brothers and sisters of the Jedi Order claiming it was legendary and perhaps second to Grand Jedi Master Yoda. After six weeks of practically nil in progress his patience was just about as low. 
It was a lot things that was testing him. Yes it was the sitting, the waiting, the tension and both spoken and unspoken disagreements among the group members, and the fact for about the first weeks in their search for Juna they were so completely off in their tracking that it took them nearly one more week to reach Tatooine after hearing about her run in with Sword Serpentine. There was no question in his mind now that Juna wasn't kidnapped, that she did run away. That she took rash actions and continued to do so, beginning with that night nearly six months ago on Coruscant when she had kissed him and discovered the secret he had kept from her still grieving heart. With her anger she was blind to the known dangers of going after Magus Prophet to avenge her father's death, costing her more than what was revealed to Enothchild when he found her battered and broken, and later saw her still and quiet just moments before she took the Millennium Falcon and left. 
All this was his doing; not just Juna running away but everyone else being affected by it. That fact alone tested Enothchild most of all. It was why the sitting, thinking, and waiting this time wasn't the same like all the other times. All that would fill his mind was the events that occurred in order to cause this whole mess.
It started long before the kiss Juna gave Enothchild. It was six months before that, or a year ago to be more precise. When he and Naressa just gave in to one another. It was totally unexpected, and from afar it made no sense. He was then still with the Jedi Order, a Jedi Master. She was a Sith Maiden, a dark side creature of terrible power according to myth but the only time Naressa was ever terrible was whenever Juna was in danger and that was few and far between. Light and darkness; figuratively and philosophically they weren't meant to be together. Yet on that cold winter's night a year ago they came together and consummated the growing relationship they had, one that started when he had saved Juna when she was eight years old, and then furthered when he went to Rapier Manor to pull Naressa out from her self-imposed doldrums and spending time with her, finding out that despite their differences in the Force they had a great deal in common. One of those common purposes they shared was making sure Juna never fell into darkness.

Unfortunately Juna had very much in common with her mother. Juna was also a Sith Maiden; unlike the Sith Lords of the old Sith War, Sith Maidens were born not made, or so goes the theory. Sith Maidens were theory, the term born from the lips of Darth Nefarious, who had given up his Jedi ways to protect his dark side beloved; the wife, Luna Mystery Nimh, was the first Sith Maiden. Supposedly she had died along with Nefarious, but all it took was his time around Juna and Naressa to enlighten Enothchild how wrong that assumption was. Like Nimh, like Naressa, Juna was a rare breed of Force user known as assimilation metamorphic. Asilamorphs -- asilamorph the common short term -- were creatures whose Force sensitivities were so unique that just be touching something they could learn everything about it. It wasn't any different with leaving creatures.
In this terrible case as an example Juna learned everything Enothchild experienced with her mother Naressa by merely planting her lips onto his. It wasn't just the fact of what occurred; Juna bore witness to every tiny detail of Enothchild and Naressa's night of passion together, right down to the very last forbidden kisses and the feelings and emotions attached. Practically Juna relived that decadent moment in Enothchild's life from beginning to end. He never knew prior to that kiss that Juna wanted to be more than friends with him. He never told her that he had slept with Naressa because at the time it appeared has if her mother was dead, murdered by Magus Prophet at Uiennar, and that the news would be too much of shock for a young woman who had lost her father to the same beast to hear such a revelation.
Enothchild was damned now because he was so right. Now here he was, trying to chase down the best friend he had ever had, and dragging miserably along three more best friends; their attitudes based solely on he and Naressa's one night stand. Muriel, who had a close sisterly relationship with Juna, loathed what Enothchild failed to mention and was suspicious if not just mad at Naressa who wasn't dead. In turn Naressa was taking Muriel's feelings and throwing them back at the red head in the form of critics, insults, points, or through unwelcome silence. Poor Dizzy, married to Muriel and a beneficiary many times over of Naressa's friendship, was stuck in the position of side chooser; although Enothchild did his best not to put Dizzy in that position on his side of things, it couldn't be helped that when such things came to pass Dizzy had no choice.
What kept them together for this long? Juna. Again the evidence suggested strongly that she wasn't kidnapped and being held.
And if she would have been kidnapped, who would have done it? That was what began the killing process to the kidnap theory. It wasn't the hows of it, despite the fact that if someone did do it they would have had to defeat Rapier Manor's ultra high security measures, knock out a capable fighter in Guardian Muriel Thahada Arnes, sneak up and push aside a reliable Dizzy Arnes, and do all of this while not one but two masters of the Force were around. The question would have been who. Two beings came to Enothchild's mind that were farfetched, if not ridiculous: Magus Prophet -- who was last seen falling to his fiery doom -- was obsessed with Juna and thus would have had the motive, and Grand Jedi Master Yoda, who possessed both the power and the skill to actually pull it off. Neither was possible: Prophet was dead, and although he felt Yoda knew more than what Enothchild had told the others on the Jedi Council it would have been out of character for him to do it, especially physically harming innocent people; Muriel was attacked from behind and had suffered a hairline fracture of her skull.
Who else? As far as Enothchild was concerned no one else. No, Juna was out on her own, with Dizzy's ship. No one in the group wanted any more harm to come to her and that was more than enough reason to go after her and drag her back home if nothing else works. 

But as Enothchild sensed Dizzy and Muriel getting closer to the Ruby Heirloom, he began to fear the possibility that the very reason that kept them together was going to become the very reason that would drive them apart. 
Enothchild got up, moved, and met the couple at the hatch. The wind blew just a tad, and the heated updraft was enough to make the Vhinphyc back up to absorb more of the ship's air conditioning. Whereas the Millennium Falcon was the perfect smugglers' ship, the glossy red Corellian 20-03 model Yetal space yacht Ruby Heirloom had nicer accommodations. In spite of the expensive ship's good points like reflective cooling, Enothchild still had to lose his Jedi robe and tunic, leaving only a tight shirt to cover him.
"Can't blame you, man," popped Dizzy, taking off his welder glasses and letting Muriel pass him on the ramp. "My cheese was starting to cook out there after I took a few steps. I hate to be here during the summer. At double noon to boot."

"Let's hope it’s the last time we're here," said Enothchild.

Muriel came back with a sterling silver, cylinder-shaped container a little bigger than her hand and tossed it to Dizzy. He took a drink and frowned a little; his wife had gotten him only water, which was the right thing to do. He swallowed and said, "Hey if we wait a while for first sunset or even at dark, you think you could go to the mesa and use the Force on the clue?"
Enothchild knew what Dizzy was going with the question. It wasn't a question anymore that Juna was here, but out of curiosity how long she had been on Tatooine. It seemed impossible for him and Naressa to not get a feeling that Juna was on this planet, so close to Naboo, the entire five or six weeks since Juna had left. "If we had time, Dizzy. We need more tangible clues to keep us on the trail, and that means going to Mos Essa. Get an ear full on fringe scuttlebutt."

"If Juna is causing any save for wiping out the Serpentines," noted Muriel, pausing to take a drink of water from her container. "I think the last thing she would have wanted to do was draw attention to herself."

"Too late," said Dizzy. If amongst the four there was a true authority on fringe happenings, it was the former smuggler that kept his ears open; Enothchild was a distant second. "To be the icon, you gotta kill the icon. I know she wasn't going looking for trouble, but out here trouble finds ya. Like it or not Juna's the man…er, woman. Somebody's going to get brave and go looking to become the woman…er, man. You know what I mean!"

"Which makes it all the more imperative that we find her sooner rather than later," said Muriel with urgency. She wasn't frantic, but there was no mistaken the worry. "The fringe is full of beings that want to make a name for themselves."
Dizzy said to calm her, "Now, hon, I want to find her too. I'm worried, but I'm not too worried. Cripes, she took out four of the five fastest draws in the whole galaxy. We both know what she can do with the Falcon."

"The latter of that concerns me the most," interrupted Enothchild. "If she had been here, or anywhere else but later came here, how could she afford it?" He looked at Dizzy and asked a question that had all ready been answered before. "The ship was low on fuel, right?"

"It was," Dizzy said with an annoyed sigh. Rapier Manor's large underground landing field housed many ships, and thus had its own fueling supply stations. "I never got a chance back at the mansion to fuel up. One trip into hyperspace through the Mid Rim would be all she could have mustered."
"How about sublighting it?" asked Muriel. As in traveling from Naboo to Tatooine using only the sublight engines.
"Oh." Dizzy rolled his eyes around. "She could do it. She had enough fuel for the entire two hundred-year trip at point two five." Muriel blushed a little; with hyperspace sometimes people forgot the actual means distances between star systems. "A couple thousand years if she walks."
"Okay, we get the idea," said Enothchild to get his point back on track. "She's low on fuel. She needs to buy it. How?"
"Well, she's loaded." Dizzy then realized what he had just said and his big ears folded a little. Juna was rich; in fact she was one of the richest females in the galaxy. She had monetary holdings in every Republic jurisdiction, including funds that had all ready been exchanged to native currency. A convenience for her if she needed any money and a convenience for Enothchild, Dizzy, Muriel, and Naressa if she did withdrew any of that money. "Oh. If she doesn't want to be found…"

"She won't access those accounts," said Muriel in admonishment. "She knows if any of us is tracking her we can use any transactions she does like ducks following a trail of bread crumbs." 
"So are sure about the low fuel?" asked Enothchild again.

"Yeah," said Dizzy.

"What about money. Did you have anything she could have used? Republic credits or wupiupis?" Now he had never asked the question before; perhaps because he kept remembering that Juna had money.
"I had some wupiupis in storage, BUT!" Dizzy yelled the last word when his wife's eyes bulged and Enothchild pinched the bridge of his nose. "Not enough to buy fuel here, or in the next fifty sectors in any direction. The Hutts charge triple the going rate. Besides, if you want something that passes for hydrogen slush you go to Mos Eisley, Mos Espa, or Anchorhead. Mos Essa has a crappy space port facility, and their fuel is probably Hutt urine."

Enothchild folded his arms across his chest and looked thoughtful. He was thinking, thinking about the possible bad decisions Juna could be making right now. The first that comes to mind was smuggling; during their private conversations Juna had always wondered what it would be like to actually do something like that. She had the idea long before Dizzy ever came in her life to influence her, so it was merely a childish fantasy. Now with a very capable smuggling vessel all she needed was cargo. Worse she now had a reputation for killing the Serpentines, and such reputations got smugglers more money.
"Looks like all are answers, or no answers, is in Mos Essa," Enothchild concluded one more. "Even if the story is old and everything is cold here and no one knows which way she went, at least it can clear out a lot of unnecessary possibilities."
"Especially since by the time we heard the whole story about her and the Serpentines it probably had been through several pub revisions," said Muriel with a smirk. One story retold so many times passed by several dozens of individuals to hundreds and hundreds of more over half the galaxy was bound to be different than the original. When they heard it, Nobody Important had shot all the Serpentines, Yabbula the Hutts skiff guards, and had used her ship to destroy the town. Dizzy made some calls to weed out the junk, and they knew who Nobody Important was for certain, and that was their only advantage over everyone else. 

Dizzy gave his wife and Enothchild a look and said, "Okay, I'm game. But are we waiting for Naressa to come back?"

"It would be wise to wait," said Enothchild.

"Yeah: a Vhinphyc Jedi, Mir Thahada's daughter, and me," said Dizzy sarcastically. "Oh yeah, we'll make lots of friends."
Enothchild gave Dizzy a little smile for the Sullustan touched on his unspoken pointes exactly. On top of being the only known Vhinphyc Jedi Master and Vhinphyc known in the galaxy, the husband of the late Hutt-buster Nadja Moranna wasn't going to be forgotten by anyone with a criminal background; a fact that made rounding up the Vhinech a few years back even more difficult for him, but luckily the Vhinech smartly didn't go to many Hutt-dominated sectors. There was a time long before Nadja had died that they both had a price on their heads, but the bounties were cancelled when they took out the source of the bounty, Zorba the Hutt. It also didn't help that he was biggest biped on the planet, and extra size always meant extra attention from the extra paranoid.

For a long time Mir Thahada was only known has Mir, and there were only three kinds of beings that knew that: law enforcement, beings that hired Mir and beings that were killed by Mir. The former Guardian was a man of utter hate and contempt, sometimes murdering beings in between contract killings. He was what many in the area of law enforcement and apprehension 'too good'; he changed his killing tactics, kept much of his identity a secret for all these years -- his first name was only known because of reputation --, and always maintained a healthy distance between himself and apprehension. It would be hard to believe a man like that would want a child, and he told Muriel when they fought against one another that she was a mistake, Serena Bastain's mistake; if it was a shock to Enothchild that Mir was Muriel's father, but it was even more so when she told him during the recount of her fight with him that her mother Serena was a prostitute; not once had Muriel ever give anyone that impression of her family with the way she carried herself. At the end of Mir's life was the daughter that he loathed and the woman that killed him; the only thing father and daughter had in common was red hair, purple eyes, fighting backgrounds, Serena Bastain, and their minimal abilities in the Force. Other than that, she didn't shed a tear for the man. Muriel had to kill Mir to save Dizzy's first wife Maynade Maymanno. Question was would Mir's ghost going to haunt them in some way.
Although Dizzy had met and worked and played hard and got along with a lot of characters in the fringe didn't mean they always liked him. When he got his huge reward for returning a then eight-year old Juna to her family a little over a decade ago he discovered very quickly who his real friends were. There were some that praised his good fortune and luck; there were more that loathed him, and even more that despised him. To those that turned on him there was no set perimeters to it, whether he knew someone for decades or he knew them for minutes, whether he had partnered with him a lot or a little during his smuggling days, and whether or not he saved their lives at least once; all this attitude was well before he gave some of his money to some very close acquaintances of his to get them out of smuggling forever. Without the money factor, there was very little explanation has to why it came to be. Maybe it was he allied himself with a Jedi. Maybe because he helped someone of high financial standing. Maybe because he was the Hero of Evramora, thus he and ship were now in Republic history data cards. Maybe all those things. Maybe none of them.
So there was a good chance they were going to receive the customary warm welcome of blaster fire if they walked right into Mos Essa. Enothchild wanted to avoid a large conflict in order to protect Dizzy and Muriel; he was more worried about them than himself. And if they all succumbed to death, then who would be there for Juna? They had very little doubt when it came to their skills, but there was always the unknown; that at anytime, anywhere, anyone of them could perish. Therefore, the old saying of 'strength in numbers' was a sound strategy.

Especially when you had Naressa Rapier on the team.

At best Dizzy was good with a blaster and closed fist. Muriel had many ways to break many bones in very little time. Enothchild had his multi-years experience Jedi skills and his tough Vhinphyc physiology. Naressa trumped them all and them some, and even though his Jedi beliefs told him it was wrong Enothchild -- no longer part of the Jedi Order -- actual enjoyed the fact just a little that he had a dark side powerhouse on his side that didn't pull her punches. Unlike the historical, factual accounts of the Lords of the Sith thousands of years ago, the Sith Maiden used her abilities only out of defensive necessity and was incredibility, selectively accurate with her lethal measures. She was omnipresence; a security blanket that covered all those she loved and trusted, for she wouldn't let anyone she knew come to harm. With her, the odds were greatly in their favor.
Without her, it was fair to say the odds were even. And her lack of response for the last few hours was turning his sulking and thinking into being annoyed and again impatient. He could barely sense her, a black smudge far away, still walking in one direction unhindered by the suns above.

"We'll have to try, Dizzy," Enothchild said finally, answering the Sullustan's point. "That's all we can do."

"So is Naressa on her way back," asked Muriel. She was sensing Enothchild's feelings just a bit, but enough.

"No, she's still out there. Closed up." Meaning Enothchild couldn't read her emotions or any wander thoughts that may have been leaking through her focused mind. "Then again just trying to sense her in this new form of hers is often times difficult. One time you feel overwhelmed, the next it's like she's not even in the galaxy."
"Well," said Muriel, her tone changing the gears of thought, "if that's the case, I'm going to make dinner for all of us. And I say if she's back by the time we're done we go on to Mos Essa without her."

Part of him hated that idea, but Enothchild couldn't argue against it. There were times in the past decade and during the past six weeks that Naressa's behavior put him either on edge or just put him off. She was a good person, but she wasn't an open person; in fact there seemed to be too much hidden under Naressa's snow white skin, but what it could be was never betrayed in her glowing yellow eyes. Enothchild had his suspicions, and they were obvious ones. However he could never bring himself to confront her on them. He thought when she was moody it wouldn't be the best time to, but trouble was that was nearly all the time now. 
No. Naressa wasn't 'moody'. She was a mother that was both depressed and suffering and struggling to keep it all together. She had lost her and Enothchild's unspoken, unborn child; a shocking fact he discovered second hand when he thought she was dead. Feeling that at least half of what had occurred in the galaxy was her fault, and what caused Juna to separate herself from her friends and end up getting dissected by Prophet, Naressa feared losing Juna as well; dead or alive, it didn't matter which. Enothchild didn't want to find out either way, making finding Juna even more imperative. 
And if that meant doing so without Naressa present….

"Agreed," said Enothchild. Muriel smiled and walked over to the cool storage box for foodstuffs. He heard Dizzy mumble and turned back to him. "What's that, Dizzy?"

"Oh," said Dizzy nonchalantly, "minor complications. That's all I was saying."

Enothchild watched the Sullustan sulk to the bathroom and said to himself after taking what Dizzy said out of context, "I keep telling you to eat more bran, Old Friend, and there wouldn't be any more minor complications." 
