CHAPTER 12.0
As soon as it was all over on Bothawui Naressa wasted no more time with the Bothans. It was as she feared and worse, including what she didn't say to the others what would happen when the third day of the year began and all hell broke loose. As predicted the markets slide down when the trading day began, and then Supreme Chancellor Valorum's announcement caused them all to take a doomsday plunge down the dankest, darkest hole of depreciation it could find. Immediately all of Bothawui went into chaos mode. Suicides were reported all over the planet, causing the central government to stop the trading and declare a State of Emergency that effectively locked everyone down. Some people did develop a nasty 'going down and taking everyone with me' habit late in the day, culminating with the head of one of the Bothan's most prestigious corporations to detonate a liquid mix bomb that took out a quarter of his building and most of the people in it; the company hit rock bottom the previous day and were up for an immediate audit/bankruptcy hand over. 

The affect swept through everything and government was no exception; the latter prolonging Naressa's stay even more than necessary on top of the panic transmissions she had to answer from Rapier Technology heads back on Naboo. Most of the members of Tradable Metals, Ores and Precious Stones committee decided to end their lives on different days and at different times, getting so bad it fell below a quorum, thus putting a delay in the meeting and making Naressa sit on her hands, but at least she had convinced the group before the New Year to hold off on putting the value hold until they heard her out. Two things came out of the situation: Naressa was successful in changing their minds after another week of conversation and she only had to bribe twenty-five Bothans instead of all three hundred original members of the TMOP that resided on the committee before the New Year. For now, after days of delays and taking longer than necessary, Naboo and its currency were safe.

While on Bothawui Naressa split the last third of her time going through the paces of being a worried sick mother and a Dark Purity Sith Maiden Matriarch. She hardly slept at night in the room she obtained through the same means as the one on Strumder; her time spent lying in a lavish bed trying to feel her Gessa even if it was for a fleeting moment. It made a lot of the time spent on Bothawui unbearable. More so only a few days after her arrival.
On New Year's Eve she had heard the voice of the sad little girl again crying out in the E'sithropian tongue. Only this time it was close, very close to Bothawui -- Bagtheist, a world in the Bagton System, the Winds of the Force spoke. The day after New Years she had heard briefly through the Bothan's news agency during the morning before her next schedule meeting with the TMOPS there was a terrible fire that broke out in Bagtheist's capital city. To the news agency and to many of the people aboard it was tragic and insignificant at the same time. Naressa never glossed over it once: it was no coincidence that the little girl's cry for her father and the fire were unmistakably connected. Her first thought was to contact Enothchild and the others and tell them that Juna was on Bagtheist. She stopped when she remembered the Darth Rune problem of the equation. And to that laid another question: who was the little girl? Was it Juna? There were so many disturbing and at the same time confusing questions. Making it worst was Naressa really had never thought what to say to the others after all this time; that is if after all this time Rune was in using Juna's body.
She also remembered that she had the Ruby Heirloom. For now everyone was left in the dark. Naressa couldn't go to Bagheist at the time with Naboo's future solely left up to her, and even afterwards the planetary government there put the entire world under quarantine. Too many thinking heads believed it was a terrorist attack and not a simple arson; given the amount of space ships coming and going every New Years Eve it was logical to assume that dastardly deeds by evil persons could easily be perpetrated when planetary policing agencies are taxed in every strategic security category. What really stirred up the gundark's nest were loud shouts by small minded people that the Vhinech were involved. With that accusation it forced the Republic's strained hand to act and send a contingent of ships, soldiers, and a few Jedi Knights to investigate.
For now the only option for Naressa was Strumder. She gladly returned there, desperately wanting to get back on the trail. Perhaps find a way to Bagheist. But outside the Jedi problem Naressa still had to answer her own tough questions if they went there. She just assumed to return piloting the ship to Dizzy and try to sort it all out; perhaps, she felt, with good level headed people around it would create a much more productive, calm atmosphere around her; Bothawui was a maelstrom of negative emotions, thoughts clogging the Force all around. On that same subject Naressa had a deep feeling that Enothchild, Dizzy and Muriel had been talking about her.
Perhaps talking about Juna and the possibility that the ghost -- Naressa's mother -- Faradi had taken possession of Juna. Naressa was not certain if that was what was being discussed per se. It was only a general feeling she was getting through the Force, and she wasn't too inclined to put a lot of trust in what it had to say. Hence why she didn't just drop everything and go to Bagheist. She wanted to. She wanted to dearly. But she wanted to be hundred percent certain but with the Daughters of the Dark Side possibly trying to trick her it was hard to believe what she heard and felt.

When she arrived in the system Naressa contacted the others in advance. The good news was that she could land without waiting for a security check. The bad news…
"Duro," said Muriel when she and the others arrived at the docking bay. "There's a guy there that has information on Juna. He left Dizzy a message two days ago."

There was no mistaking Muriel's displeasure, but Naressa sensed much more than that from all of them as they made the trip to the planet Duro. Everyone was very quiet for most of the trip; Muriel and Dizzy were mute to one another at the beginning, but they found their voices and were talking along the way, more and more as they grew closer to Duro. Enothchild was being very private, keeping to himself by staying in his quarters for nearly all the trip. At a better time Naressa would have enjoyed such peaceful circumstances to think. She knew in her heart that this wasn't peace this was animosity, doubt, and uncertainty plaguing good people and infecting them with sour moodiness and affecting their ability to talk to one another. Naressa knew it was about her.
Deciding that discretion was the better part of valor for the moment, Naressa stuck to the matter at hand: the informant on Duro. They landed in a small port town called Unwemesur, and they were walking to the location. Dizzy said surely, "It's not that far of a walk. Hifubbae is the kind of Duro that lives and breathes by the religion of paranoia. Then again Black Sun will do that to you."

"He works for Black Sun," questioned Naressa, observing Dizzy and Muriel from behind -- Enothchild was quietly bringing up the rear…his eyes observing her, his mind pondering. Her attention was drawn back to Dizzy, who reached out with his right towards his wife. To her satisfaction she watched the red head accept the call for holding of hands. It was the first step for them to clear the air; people that truly did love one another didn't let petty things break them.

"Yeah, but he's like any other information broker: if the price's right he'll give it up to you," said Dizzy. "And if its high enough he may even develop a nasty case of old codger syndrome and forget." Naressa could tell he was trying to be his normal, relaxed self. He was loosening up a bit, but he was still trying to hard to be funny. "I don’t know him personally, but folks have said he charges reasonably."
"But can you trust him?"

"Well," said Dizzy, looking over his shoulder for a moment. "We won't pay him until you two confirm he's telling the truth. He didn't know that I'm bringing two truth detectors with me."

When Naressa heard Enothchild's voice she was filled with person relief. "It would have to be on a factual basis, and that's not saying much given what we know. Duro minds have an unusual set up in the area of emotional projection."
Before she turned to talk to him Naressa first took in what she knew was a hint from Enothchild; he fully intended to say 'given what we know', taking advantage of an unaware Dizzy's comments. He was tossing it right at her, demanding without asking to tell him everything she knew. Naressa didn't think the time was right, especially if all she was going to get back was angry grief. She couldn't blame them, but at the same time, with her emotions all tied up in knots and her stomach even more so over Juna and what information this Duro had, she wasn't going to take any shit from anyone. "I'm sure with the both us we can come to a consensus when it comes to the truth."
"I sure hope so," said Enothchild.

Making sure he didn't see her face, Naressa couldn't help to frown at that. She said, "Well since this does pertain to Juna I would think I would be allowed to exercise some of my…advantages." She turned towards him and smiled just a little. "I did promise, and I have followed it to the letter."

Naressa watched Enothchild slowly smile a little and he said, "Like I said you can use your abilities primarily to find Juna. It falls under this category, but let's just go about it normally for starters."

"Good," she said brightly. "And I will be patient." It was then that she realized that she and Enothchild were outpaced by Dizzy and Muriel. They were several paces ahead, standing still at a corner that lead down the street they needed to go based on their intended body language. It was then Naressa finally felt the Lips of Death upon her own and came to a stop; the air was thickening with diminishing hope. "Oh no."
Enothchild walked past her and joined the other two at the beginning of the street. He didn't look to happy either when he looked back at Naressa. He asked Dizzy, "Is it Hifubbae's house?"

"Well, I think the proper verbal usage would be 'was'." Dizzy's answer was sufficient enough explanation.

But Naressa wanted to know more. She gripped her hands together in growing anxiety and stormed past the group. Before them all was police barricades and at least a dozen Duros scouring the fifth building on the right, all surrounded by Duros of every size and shape. An ambulance speeder pulled away after it was loaded with a bloody sheet covered body, but its lights and sirens were not running. There was a group of Duros dressed the part of this particular neighborhood being questioned by the authorities.

"Wait!"

Naressa was suddenly grabbed by a strong hand at her shoulders, not hurting her but it still did surprise her enough to jump to Enothchild's touch. Without realizing it she was about to walk past the barricades and draw unwanted attention. However she was ready to curse common sense, that is until Enothchild spoke to her again with Dizzy and Muriel bringing up the rear. "It's a crime scene. Let me talk to them."
"Why?" Naressa was totally perplexed and not thinking clearly at the moment. She wasn't even sure if she asked that question because of what he said or because Enothchild had stopped her. She never felt so dumb. Actually the last time she did feel this way for sure was after she had gone through the Dark Purity process.

Enothchild seemed to sense that. He said to her, "They don't know that I'm not a Jedi anymore. Just hang back." He motioned for an officer and it was no time at all that he and the officer were going to the man in charge of the investigation.

While it was going on Naressa felt her heart sink deep into her bowels, heavy with frustration. There was also a desire to run away. There was a desire to break her promise to Enothchild, teleport inside the house to look for anything the informant left behind about Juna's whereabouts, teleport to the ambulance and use her assilamorphic abilities to read the Force impressions off the body or bodies. There was a growing hunger within her to tear the entire town apart to find the answers she was looking for!
"Hey!" Dizzy's exclamation snapped Naressa out of it. "What the-! Enothchild!"

Naressa turned back towards the crime scene, looking back at the rear side of the sight and noting why Dizzy and now Muriel were upset. The Duros were leading Enothchild away by blaster point. All the sudden she could feel the wanting separation between them all fading and giving way to the need of loyalty. Charged with her own emotions and the sudden excitement leaking from both Muriel and Dizzy, Naressa quickly moved through the crowd after the married couple, growing hell bent on reaching the landspeeder. Anger creeping more and more into her conscious, Naressa began to use her mind to shove people out of her path; a little at first, but as the crowd decided to focus on who the police were putting into custody the more they got in her way so the more harder she began to mentally shove. Before she reached the speeder there was a ten foot space at all times around Naressa, everyone and their relations swept away noticeably. She about cleared Dizzy and Muriel out of the way too, but satisfied with her progress and having reached her destination she reeled it in.
"What the hell are you doing?" asked Muriel demanded. It took Naressa a second to realize that she wasn't talking to her but to the Duro in front of them. "That's our friend you got there."

The Duro looked at them all and looked back at the crowd; he was rather perplexed as to why everyone behind them appeared to be recovering from having been shoved around. Then he said, "This man is going down town to be questioned for what transpired here. What do you know about it? You say he's your friend."

"What exactly happened here?" asked Dizzy.

"You are in no position to ask questions."

Naressa could feel her blood boiling. She said challenging, her evil dripping on every word. "Neither are you."

The Duro looked at her and she could feel him suddenly loose his holier than thou all confidence. Duros were hard creatures to read due to their lack of facial expression; their big red eyes were lidless and their brows all ways firm and hard. Naressa could read him just fine, felt his fear very clearly.
"Y-You are in no position, Miss," said the Duro. "I might even be inclined to take you all down and talk about the double homicide that occurred here."

"And you suspect a Jedi Master of doing this?" said Dizzy exasperated.

"Under the circumstances I do." The Duro looked at them all, and then he looked right back at Dizzy. "Sir, may I ask who you are?"
Dizzy looked between Muriel and then at Naressa, and then back at Muriel again, his eye beginning to nervously flutter. Naressa clenched her fist tightly as she reached furious and was beginning to go beyond it. The Duro investigator taking Enothchild away was bad; pushing around Dizzy, making him nervous and fearful, was pressing her rage button. Dizzy said defensively and arrogantly, "What's it to you?"
"Dizzy!" Muriel exclaimed, correctly interjecting. She cut in front of Dizzy and said, "Sir, my name is Muriel Thahada. I am a licensed attorney through the Republic representing this Sullustan. Until we know what this is about my client will remain silent and refuse to give you his name under the Thirty-Forth Amendment."
"Very well." The Duro gestured to two of his men. "We will take Dizzy Arnes as well."

Naressa shot a hard glare at Muriel, who was just beside herself as well when they two men grabbed Dizzy and his weapon and took him to the speeder's holding section. The red head had mistakenly said Dizzy's first name. Naressa quickly guessed that the late Hifubbae might have left information behind with Dizzy's name on it, or he had Dizzy's name lying around; either way the police found it and now, conveniently enough, they had a suspect in double murder. To pick on. To prod. Maybe even frame. She didn't know who she was more pissed off at: the Duros, Muriel who slipped up and now looked completely stumped on what to do except assure her husband it was all right, or herself for not doing anything! She was doing nothing! She allowed them all to go on this quest and she had now lead them to this potentially life altering problem with no innocent solution! What would Juna think of her mother for doing this to her friends? To the people that laid their lives down for the both of them and ask of nothing in return? She couldn't let that happen. She wasn't going to let it happen! She wasn't! She won't! SHE WON'T!
NARESSA!
Naressa flinched when she heard Enothchild shouting loudly in her head.

Naressa, it's all right! I'm not in trouble! The door to the back opened up and Naressa saw Enothchild looking right at her then at Dizzy when he was put in with him. The Vhinphyc sized up the scene all around and looked back at her. I will clear this all up for the both of us. You and Muriel go back to the ship. Wait for us there! DO NOT DO ANYTHING!
The door closed with a loud thud that startled Naressa again. Enothchild's assurances continued to soak her down, cooling her off and slowly ebbed her way down to a much calmer, more manageable state of mind. At the last moment she grabbed Muriel by the arm to prevent her from further pursuing the matter. She said quietly, "Enothchild wants us back at the ship."
"Bullshit, they got my Husband, and for no reason!" exclaimed Muriel, looking down at her arm where Naressa's hand refused to let go no matter how hard she pulled at it. "Naressa, you're bleeding." She looked at her in the face. "Oh god. Come on."

Naressa looked at Muriel's blue dress sleeve before they walked away from the pulling away speeder with Dizzy and Enothchild in it and noted that it was stained where she had grabbed her. Muriel pulled her over to the nearest archway in the street with darkened windows reflecting their images back at them. It was there that Naressa noted in glass the drops of blood coming out of her nose and the corners of her mouth. She looked down at her hands and saw where her fingernails had dug open multiple bloody wounds in her palms from squeezing her hands.
She looked back up at Muriel and noted for the first time the highly trained warrior that had seen much battle and caused death was riddled with goose bumps up and down every visible part of her body. Muriel was ignoring them as she used a part of her dress to clean the blood under Naressa's nose. She said, "So this is what holding it in looks like?" Naressa cocked her eyebrow, and realized in another first that she too was shaking. "Holding in your anger I mean. Well, holding back all that you could that is. So much fury and rage that it's practically bleeding out of you, demanding to be released"
Naressa gently raised her hand and stopped Muriel from her task. She asked, "Was it that noticeable?"

Muriel looked at her with some genuine sympathy. "To be honest, Naressa, I heard Enothchild long before you did back there; I just didn't want to leave Dizzy. He was screaming so loud that even my minute Force sensitivity was picking it up." She hooked her thumb back behind her. "You…don't recall what happened to the folks around us?"
Naressa felt her insides flip and she looked around the bend of the archway. Every Duro looked all right. She looked at Muriel for an explanation, gripping herself for the worst. Muriel said, "They were acting like some of those punks did back on Tatooine when you showed up. Like they were being crushed."
"Their fears and hates and sorrows were crushing them from the inside," said Naressa quietly. She stared into her wounded hands, thought how they would look if they were not injured, and before her and Muriel's uniquely colored eyes the wounds closed with the growth of skin from where the damage began. "I had accidentally made them feel it on the outside. I didn't mean to do it on purpose."
"I know," Muriel said to her gently. She sighed loudly and gestured outward to the street. "Well if you're sure Enothchild and Dizzy will be all right then let's go back to the ship."

Naressa nodded and quietly kept to herself, doing all she could to keep herself from finding Muriel contemptible because the red head was leading her away by the arm. Although she wasn't as highly upset as before she was far, far away from calm.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 12.1

The trip to the police station was a short one, but the whole time there was what made it monotonous. It started, though, as soon as Dizzy began to think this whole sorry situation was Enothchild's sole fault. Whatever the Jedi Master had done to piss the Duros off dragged him into it, even though he knew that Hifubbae had, for whatever stupid reason, used his name in some way. So far during this dragging trip Enothchild had been nothing more than a piece of bad luck, a real big piece Dizzy the Smuggler would have flushed down the toilet if he had a large enough toilet to do it, purge his bilge tank, and make the jump to light speed as fast as he could to get away from such bad luck. Unfortunately Naressa felt she needed Enothchild just as much as she needed him and Muriel, so Dizzy the Good Friend of Naressa had to put up with Bad Luck Sarch. After this, if they ever got out of the mess, Dizzy could only guess what trouble laid ahead if they continued to go on as a group.
Once Dizzy and Enothchild were separated and placed in different rooms they made the Sullustan wait for a long time before the lead investigator and one of his subordinates walked in with data pads and several stacks of data cards. Once they sat down Dizzy found himself smiling just a little, prompting the lead investigator to ask gruffly, "What's with the grin?"

"Time warp," Dizzy chagrined. The Duros looked at each other, so he elaborated. "It's been nearly two decades since I had the good cop-bad cop routine ran against me."
"We know," said the subordinate much more gruffly; and right away Dizzy knew he was the good cop. He looked on his data pad and read information off. "You, Arness 'Dizzy' Arnes have had an extensive record of suspicious activity in your life up to that time: smuggling, piracy, hustling, merchandising-."
Dizzy pointed a finger at him and said, "Now I never merchandized stolen property when I became an adult. Besides I had receipts for that stuff."

The good cop looked at him and said rather dejectedly, "Serial abuse of sacred religious animals."

"Hey now," Dizzy said a little embarrassed, "I only did that because it was a bet. Weevel Masciev hid my payment for…" He realized he was going to say something he was going to regret really quick and changed gears "’babysitting his children’ in the Bustek religion's prize heard of banthas. Besides, I was only suspected of the abuse."

"So you didn't do," the good cop hesitated as he looked on his data pad "a comprehensive body cavity search of thirty-five banthas?"
"If I did, and if it weren't a crime, do you think I would owe up to that!" Dizzy couldn't help to laugh at that, but he made a mental note to himself to find Weevel Masciev and knock him out: he never did find his payment for the shipment of distilled fossilium in that herd, and all he had to show for it at the time was a rather stinky arm.

"Can we get back to what is at hand, please?" exclaimed the bad cop. He touched a few keys on his data pad and the well lit room grew darker. Before Dizzy a hologram appeared baring a Duro's identification file. "Do you know who this is?"

Dizzy was honest, looking at it and finding that he had absolutely no clue who it was. Honestly the picture didn't help because he looked between it and the two interrogators and said, "Well, to my Sullustan eyes, it looks like you two." He was being honesty: Duros looked the same to him; hell, they looked that same to everyone else except Duros.

"You know who this is: he went by the name of Hifubbae! He is a known information broker. A native we had our eyes on for a while for stealing state secrets and selling them to the highest of bidders." The bad cop brought up a schematic of the Duro System, detailing several flashing dots. "Do you know what this is?"
Dizzy looked at it and really didn't have a clue. So, he answered honestly. "A…hologram of the Duro System with several flashing dots?"

"Don't play smart with us, Sullustan," exclaimed the bad cop.

“I ain’t playing smart,” Dizzy pointed out. “I’m being genuinely stupid. You can ask my wife, she would validate that clam pretty damn quick!”

The bad cop stopped, thought for a few seconds, and then appeared to be fuming. "These dots represent the strategic locations of our hidden ships that are being used in our continuous sting operations in our war against smuggling. A file with your name on was attached to this file." He sat back with an air of confidence. "So we ask ourselves if that's how a smuggler of note such as yourself has stayed off the active sensors of law enforcement. Buying government secrets?"
Dizzy felt his left eyelid flutter and realized where the Duros were going with this. "Whoa there, Tex, you got it all wrong. I haven't been in the smuggling business since I was ordained a hero by the Nubians over a decade ago. I've went legit ever since. Ain't that in that file of yours? If it ain't call Naboo and ask Governor Sio Bibble. He'll tell ya."
The two Duros exchanged looks quickly. The good cop leaned his body against the wall. "Your name then being attached to this piece of traitorous espionage is just mere coincidence?"

"I'm a victim of circumstance," said Dizzy calmly and clearly. He figured the best way to reason with them was to go about it like an average man would, or better yet he asked himself what would Enothchild Sarch do. He would be calm, rationale, and probably use a lot of metaphors. He would tell the truth, or least as much of the truth as he is willing to tell; after all the Jedi Master held back a lot. 
"Look fellas, here's the Sabacc deck on the table. Me and Master Sarch, the big guy you got there, are looking for a friend of mine, goes by the name of Juna. She borrowed my ship and I haven't heard from her in a long while. I had to go through some old connections of mine from the old days trying to find her and I haven't had much luck. I heard about Hifubbae, but I never knew the guy or met him before. All I know about him is that he handles info he hears and he sells it for a price. Desperate, I sent a feeler to him. Two days ago he sent me word that he has, or had, information on Juna and my ship, so me and Master Sarch came here from the planet Strumder as soon as we could. You can check the flight controller in town; my ship, the Ruby Heirloom, made landing only a couple of hours ago."

Finished, Dizzy sat back and folded his arms across his chest, watching the Duros look at one another again, and finally they stood up to retreat towards the door to have a conversation. He watched them scour their data pads and he felt confident that he was going to get out of here as soon as they came back to the table. He couldn't see why they would hold him any longer: he told the truth, or as much of it as he was going to tell them. Leaving out a few facts however wasn't going to hurt him if the core of his explanation remained solid.
The bad cop left the room, while the good cop sat down in front of Dizzy. "So to understand this, you were only coming here to buy information about a friend and your ship? Is that your story?"

"Yes sir it is," said Dizzy with a little smile.

The good cop sat back, nodded, and said, "Captain Arnes, do you realize that you have just admitted to conspiring to commit a crime under Duro law?"

Dizzy unfolded his arms and gawked at the male. "What the hell are you talking about, Junior? I told you the truth! I was just here to buy information on my friend."

"Captain Arnes it is against the law to buy any information on Duro," said the good cop plainly. Dizzy couldn't believe it! "The law was created to stop unscrupulous individuals from profiting on any information on anyone in any way; brought about when this planet's media continued to broadcast false information, protecting themselves by hiding behind the so called ethical moral ground of protecting confidential sources. It extends beyond the example that created the rule of law; from protecting government secrets to protecting the people from solicitation from businesses. My partner is transcribing your confession right now. You will need to authenticate it when he returns."
Dizzy stood right up and glared at the taller alien standing up as well. "Screw you, Pal! I'm not authenticating anything! You got no right!"

"This is Duro, Sullustan, we can!" The good cop began to thump his finger on the table in front of him. "Either you will authenticate this confession, or the alternative is to be charged with two counts of capital murder during a criminal act, that is the attempt of purchase of information from a spy! You choose!"

Frowning and thinking, Dizzy weighed his options at this point: his weight, the table's weight in front of him, the chair's weight behind him -- he checked it by pushing it with his foot discreetly -- and guesstimating the weight of the Duro in front of him. He gave up a foot, but Dizzy was half convinced he could take him. But from the interrogation room where we go with a station house full of Duros? Taking a hostage to get him out of here was a big no-no and would just sure up the charges all ready on him. He couldn't put Muriel through this either. And just as suddenly he realized what would happen if he didn't do anything: Naressa! Naressa would get him out of here! She had money! She had more attorneys on retainer than most law firms. She could do that tele-whatever and get him out of jail! She could sweep in even naked and have everyone forget! She could level a building and everyone else in it and leave him alone! She could threaten them! She could…

Dizzy realized how dangerously stupid that suddenly began to sound in his mind. Would he want Naressa to kill these idiots that were monorailing him towards prison? What if he couldn't convincer her not to do that? He recalled that she looked ready to slaughter an adorable herd of baby nerfs back at Hifubbae's place. Before the door had closed on the speeder he did see the folks around her suddenly act a little nutty, like they did back on Tatooine; curling up in the fetal position like some scared out little kid. He trusted Naressa…did he trust that she would wipe everyone out that was giving him a hard time right now? In the long run, what would that mean for Naressa? Even for Juna?!?
The door to the interrogation room opened and when Dizzy looked he about had a baby: Enothchild was walking in, followed by the bad cop and another Duro with a enough pomp and circumstance all over his uniform to suggest how high in rank he was over the other two Duros. The good cop looked bewildered, even as he snapped to attention.
Overconfident, Dizzy smiled and said to Enothchild, "What kept ya, Bantha Head? Me and Junior here were going to trade collectable Jedi trading cards if we waited any longer."
"Sir," said the good cop to his superior, "this Sullustan just admitted to trying to buy information from one of the victims in our case."

"I know, we saw it on the monitor outside upon our arrival," said the superior. "The recording of that confession will be destroyed, Private, and you will hand over everything to Jedi Master Sarch here, and you will forget having any conversation about anyone involved in this case. You are to develop selective amnesia. You will work this case once Jedi Master Sarch is through looking over the records, which you will still forget these two men. Do I make myself clear?"

The good cop looked at his partner. Dizzy did as well and although he may not know for sure but he thought he spotted contempt and defeat in the bad cop Duro's face. Enothchild, of course, wore that calm face of his; Dizzy was sure he had something to do with their good fortune, but for once he wished that Enothchild would gloat; especially when he couldn't understand why the Jedi Master was arrested in the first place.
The two cops left with anger in their eyes, but their boss overlooked them and said to Dizzy, "My apologies, Special Agent Arnes, if my men were too overzealous in seeking the truth."
Dizzy frowned a bit at that, but then he noted Enothchild making a funny face towards him behind the police commander's back; the Jedi Master widened his eyes, tilt his head, and continuously kept trying to show emphasis by nodding his head forward every second. To Dizzy, Enothchild looked like the most complete moron in the universe: on second thought he preferred Enothchild to hold a straight face.

Then it hit Dizzy; Special Agent Arnes! Special Agent Arnes! "OH, General, that's all right!"

"Captain, Special Agent," said the Captain Duro, slightly affronted.

"Right! Right! Just testing ya!" Dizzy laughed a little too nervously, feeling a complete womp rat's ass. Noting Enothchild's 'why me' eye roll, he realized he absolutely no chance in hell in the wacky universe called cloak and vibroblade.
The Captain turned to Enothchild and said, "Take as much time as you need, Sir. Call me personally through the intercom if need any assistance."

"Thank you, Captain," said Enothchild with a respectful bow, a bow Dizzy knew was reserved for high power dignitaries.

"And," added the Captain, loudly at first then mutely, "my condolences on the loss of your wife. She was an extraordinary being."

Enothchild gave the Captain a small nod and waited for the Duro to leave before raising his hand up, silencing Dizzy. Dizzy followed the Vhinphyc's line of sight towards a spot on the wall, guessing that it where the snitch wire was that heard and saw everything that occurred in the room. He guessed to that the Jedi Master could sense the energies powering it, and was waiting for it to be completely shut down. He turned back to Dizzy and said, "Well, ask away."

Dizzy didn't quite expect that, so he stumbled around his questions, and he had a lot of them. "W-well the first thing I would ask is why in the hell was you arrested?"

Enothchild approached the evidence lying on the table, and then opened his robe and produced Dizzy's blaster, giving it back to him. "Because the other Duro, not Hifubbae, was decapitated by a lightsaber. Immediately the investigators suspected me."

"Beep, beep, beep back up the cargo loading droid there." Enothchild was going through the information still, so Dizzy suspected he was still listening. "A lightsaber? Are they sure?"
Enothchild brought up an image of the crime scene, focusing on the second Duro's body. "I verified it for them. And then some. Look." Following Enothchild's pointing finger Dizzy looked at the image of the street in front of Hifubbae's place. "See it?" Dizzy shook his head. Enothchild pointed at a handful of dark shapes, the last shape the largest; it looked like a stain. "The victim's head rolled out of the house after it had been cut off. Then it was brought back in without any know means of physical contact."
"Oh man, does that mean….what exactly does that mean?" Dizzy had an idea where this was going but wasn't quite too sure.

"It means the Jedi Order will send someone to investigate based on the murder weapon alone," said Enothchild. He looked at Dizzy with a little sly look. "That's where you and I come in."

Dizzy finally got it, snapped his fingers, and said, "Ohhhhhhhhhhh. Right. Got ya. But…ain't we here like way too early? I mean by the looks of it these murders happened hours ago."

"This is why I explained to Captain Ommynep that we have been on the trail of a Republic Intelligence operative that mysteriously disappeared, and that Hifubbae possessed information on her whereabouts. We -- you and I -- now believe that Hifubbae was silenced for what he knew."

"Ah." Dizzy scratched his head. "So was Hifubbae decapitated too?"

Enothchild didn't bring up that crime scene photo; instead he was going through Hifubbae's hard drive files. He said glumly, "No. His missing head was ripped off his body, and his body was partially eaten."
That news got Dizzy feeling really, really nervous, causing both eyelids to flutter with consuming fear. All the stuff seemed to click for him: lightsaber, eaten body, heads removed, coinciding with their search for Juna. "E-Enothchild, w-what does that e-exactly mean?" He caught Enothchild's hesitation and his slow resumption of searching the hard drive. That really bugged Dizzy now; harking back to the feelings he had towards Enothchild holding back. "Enothchild, who in the hell did it!"
"I don't know."

"Bullshit, Sarch! Really, who did it? I know you know." Dizzy was a little irate, but he realized he needed to calm down to get the information out of Enothchild. "It's Prophet, isn't it?" Enothchild just sighed. "Well? Is it Prophet or not!"

"I'm not certain, Dizzy," Enothchild blurted out loudly, not moving his eyes of the hologram in front of him. "The Jedi Order will have a more complete investigative unit here by tomorrow to determine this; I insisted that Captain Ommynep make that required call since, if we were on a covert ops mission, these murders really aren't are concern. We can't be here when they arrive, not with Naressa around. So right now my only concerns are what information Hifubbae had on Juna. The question is where to start?"
Dizzy sighed because he knew that Enothchild was thinking along the lines he was in terms of Magus Prophet but wouldn't admit it. That was it though; he watched Enothchild throw Prophet to his death. The dark side, Vhinech monster was burnt to a cinder before hand when he touched Juna's Force-enhanced comatose body. There wasn't much left of Prophet when Enothchild got to him; he pummeled Prophet with blows that seemingly shook the Orpheus prior to tossing the bastard to his doom. It was all very convincing in its finality. Then again Dizzy knew long before that the end of the Rapier Manor Battle more than ten years before, where Enothchild had also tossed Prophet from high above the Tower Maze roof onto the duracrete foundation and surface below it. Prophet survived that fall and didn't look too shaken up by it the last time Dizzy had seen Prophet.
It was the last piece of bad news Dizzy ever wanted to think let alone hear; actually it was the last, not the first thing, he would believe right now. Enothchild's demeanor caused the idea to leap frog past all the other ideas. Including…

"Wait!" Dizzy smacked his head. "Wait, Enothchild. The Duros showed me a file where it showed…hang on." He looked at the list of files and pointed at a familiar file name: Curtail Exploitation. "There! The two idiots said there was a file attachment with my name on it. That's why they snagged me!"

Enothchild opened the file, saw the same Duro System map Dizzy had seen before, and then clicked the page number in the upper right. Instantly the hologram transformed into a floating text message. Enothchild read it aloud. "'Dear Mistress of Illuni, Made contact with the Sullustan aligned with the Jedi who was on Tatooine three weeks ago very recently. He is inquiring about Shooter, as you expected. Will give him dummy information. Seek my outland source off Duro, Mrecan, in regards to Shooter. Love Milk Dud.'"

Dizzy frowned and cursed, "The asshole! He was going to give us piss."
"Indeed." Enothchild cleared the text and typed in another message entirely, essentially explaining what was being shown on the screen. He then signed it Forlorn Warlord, replaced Dizzy's name with that signed name, and closed the file completely. "Let's go."

"Whoa, wait, why did you do that?"

"The message was in code, but it was about us and Juna. He sent the message to Yabbula the Hutt."

"How you figure? Hifubbae was in bed with Black Sun."

"The Mistress of Illuni is an alias and metaphor Yabbula used in the past to lure weak minded senators in the Republic over to his position." Enothchild ho-hummed a bit. "This could be a ruse set up by Black Sun to trick Yabbula, but I don't believe so. As you yourself pointed out, Dizzy, Juna -- the Shooter -- will be in high demand and as we have discovered Yabbula is trying to consolidate power in the fringe to war against Black Sun. But at least we can find out what's the truth. Mrecan, I'm certain, is a slicer handle.
"As for changing the message: it has nothing to do with the murders. Plus when the Jedi team gets here the Duros will explain to them that we were through here. If all goes right the Jedi team will focus on the case and not do a back check on this."
"I dunno, Enothchild," said Dizzy with worry. "I mean you guys in the Brown Robe Bunch don't like stuff like this."

"It'll depend on the investigators. But if you haven't noticed it yet the Jedi are not all seeing and all knowing." Enothchild gestured to the door. "Shall we go?"

"Sure thing," said Dizzy, following Enothchild out of the interrogation room, noticing the nod he gave to someone across the room. It was the captain, who in turn was heading towards the interrogation room while they were leaving. "So, how do we find Mrecan?"

"Naressa," said Enothchild instantly. "Through the Force or through her computer expertise she can find Mrecan."

Hearing Naressa's name being spoken, Dizzy suddenly remembered the thoughts he had earlier before Enothchild entered the interrogation room. He licked his dry lips with his dry, purple tongue and said, "Look, Sarch. I…I kinda realized that you were right back there." The Vhinphyc looked at him with curious sincerity. "I mean…not letting her use her powers, you know? You know…past trying to find Juna with them? I was figuring she was going to break us out. I got worried on how she was going to do it."
Enothchild nodded and said, "I must say that contrary to what you thought before, I do trust Naressa's judgment. But judgments, even mine, can be obscured and suddenly changed by sudden shifts of positions, all caused by one, unforeseeable, sudden event that none of us can control or prevent from happening. The best course of action in some scenarios is to do nothing at all with the Force, like in this case." He then stressed. "Understand, too, that I don't possess the power or ability to destroy a planet either."

"Oh yeah," said Dizzy in a 'well duh' tone as they exited the police station, heading for the docking bay. Curious about one last thing, he asked, "By the way, you told those guys that I was a special agent. So which agency was I a special agent of?"
Enothchild shrugged his shoulders. "I just told them you were a special agent. They didn't ask."
Slyly, Dizzy mused, "So I'm special, eh?"

"Oh yes, Dizzy, you're special all right." Enothchild chided back. "Very special. I wasn't in the wrong when I told them you were special. It was the truth."

Dizzy heard him chuckling, stopping when the Jedi Master didn't elaborate any further. It took him a minute to realize that he was getting roasted by the special tag, turning the joke back on him. "Oh ha, ha, ha, ha! I get ya! I'm 'special'. You're a real load, you know that? A load of what is the question of the day!"
Whether it was the circumstances, the escape they just pulled off, or time Dizzy really didn't have any animosity towards Enothchild anymore for what he and Muriel had suggested a few days ago. He disagreed with it still, but gone was that need to be mad at the both of them. He felt bad about it, and found the 'special' tag very, very appropriate. For the first time in his life Dizzy had disinherited a friend. He silently promised never to do it again.
