CHAPTER 5.0
Without any more discussion on what had occurred on the surface or where they had to go from there, the group had boarded the Ruby Heirloom and left Tatooine. Dizzy plotted a course quickly and announced soon after they were heading back into the Mid Rim, into the Friendly Territories -- the areas of space not under Hutt control. More centralized in destination, they were heading to the Royal Nubian Planetary Colony world Nazavier, in the Jududan System, where Dizzy they could use the very peaceful place to go over the ship as far as maintenance was concerned, have it refueled, and where he could use the much more reliable hyperspace transceiver stations to quietly make some inquires with old friends who still had ears about fringe news. It was a good idea for all concerned.

For Naressa the trip in hyperspace allowed her to go to her room for privacy, so she could attempt to sort what had occurred to her alone. She made the announcement to the others, taking her leave while the rest remained seated around the large, all purpose table that had so many uses short of being a bath tub. She ate very little of the leftovers from Muriel's dinner, which was a fine meal. She left the remains behind, and when she left the room without saying anything to the always listening sensors, the domestic computer controls on the hi-tech yacht assumed she was done and the space on the table where her food and plate sat on opened, and it all fell into a hole, and through a channeling system within the table to the refuse facilities. A misting unit came down, sprayed the surface, then a blower followed it and dried the surface with hot hair, and all vanished back in the roof. Normally Naressa would take care of her mess herself, but she had a lot on her mind; now more than ever was it true when she took the exoskeleton with her after ogling it with her eyes throughout her short meal, taking it with her with blast door closing gripping hands.
The noise settled down, Muriel took her eyes off the doorway where Naressa had exited and waited for Enothchild to say something. She didn't care what, whether it was what happened back on Tatooine or why the two lovers weren't sharing a room; anything to kill the silence and mutilate her curiosity. After all the damage the Jedi Master and the Sith Maiden had done by sleeping behind her good friend's back it was not hard for to mix in words of violence with common expressions. In her psychiatry studies while training to become a Guardian, such thinking of course was for those who were angry or irrational. Under the circumstances Muriel didn't care if she was both when it came to them. All she wanted Enothchild to do for now was explain himself and defend Naressa because if they ever found Juna the red head was going to make sure that was all they were ever good for.
For most of her young life, Muriel Thahada Arnes had been Juna Rapier's teacher and best friend. They were closer than that, practically sisters; when Juna cried or laughed, Muriel did so too when it was feasible; when she wasn't busy having to remove trouble from the equation. They confided with each other constantly on almost everything, and sometimes Muriel had shared what she knew to Dizzy, or to Enothchild or Naressa, when it was appropriate to do so; it was more often that all three were not in the loop. One of those secrets was Juna's hope and desire that she could have a serious, romantic relationship with her Jedi savior.
That revelation had trouble written all over it from the very day it was revealed. Juna was eight years old at the time and was just getting over her terrible ordeal on Vhanba; she and Muriel had met Enothchild and Dizzy for the first time there, and with Dizzy's ship the Millennium Falcon they escaped and fled to Alderaan, where the Jedi Master had his quaint home overlooking the Marymaine Plains where he lived with his late Jedi Master wife Nadja Moranna; a triple treat for Juna to wake up to from her first coma; to not only be saved by a Jedi, but to be saved by the husband of the woman who wrote the true story masterpiece 'A Knight is Born', the true story of the short, tragic, and heroic life of Padawan Siren Gheruit told in the classical style of story writing, and secondly wake up in the home in which Nadja had lived and wrote the story. In short, Juna went through hell and woke up in heaven. The ultimate hero worshipping, Jedi groupie experience!
Add it all up, the close calls as well, and Juna's eight years of experience in life at the time that was too much for an eight year old to handle, and suddenly Juna was so damn certain she was in love. In love with a man who wasn't Human, who was over ninety years older than she was, and with the added complexity of he being a Jedi Master. And the thought back then that they would never be together had made Juna cry. She believed it in her little heart. Over the years she still believed it, and it was so profound to Juna that she made the few people that knew to never tell Enothchild how much she really loved him. Those few people were currently on the ship.
That burned the hell out of Muriel the most. If she would have known this would have happened she would have persuaded Juna to look elsewhere for romantic affection. She considered it a few times before, but it would have been like Muriel to ask Juna in terms of emotional connection to go get a shovel, dig up a hole, and put her dead father in it, and cover him up. Juna was at her happiest with Enothchild around, and she enjoyed making the Vhinphyc happy. That was what probably hurt Juna the most out of this mess: she didn't want to receive anything; she wanted to give him so much more. But if she knew this would have happened, Muriel would have told Enothchild long ago. So she blamed herself a little for this.
However Muriel's guilt ended with Naressa. The woman knew Juna's feelings long before her daughter expressed them. Their mother-daughter relationship was supernaturally, uncommonly close; no, it wasn't the Force they felt, it was beyond the Force. She knew, and at one point Naressa was threatened by that more than the fact that Enothchild was a Jedi hell bent on uncovering her dark side secrets; she went so far as to psychologically destroy him.
Admittedly Muriel was just as hell bent too, but Enothchild changed his mind for Juna's sake. The logic behind it was crazy, but she bought it. From that moment on for the past ten years Enothchild and Naressa had a straightforward, compromising understanding. Light and dark in mutual agreement that got along just fine.

By no means did Muriel ever believe 'fine' would have meant the two would have sex nor have more than an adult relationship. Like a stock trader with inside information Naressa took it and made herself rich on Enothchild stock, leaving poor Juna and her emotions lying in a heap on the street. She had to wonder if the older woman had any shame at all. Here was Juna, struggling and praying for well over a decade while losing her father brutally before her eyes by the obsessed animal Magus Prophet, having to be a good politician and world leader as Queen of Naboo, putting her own wishes and desires aside and help everyone else, all for the hope that she would become a woman and on that very day have her patience pay off and have Enothchild there at the end of her long journey waiting for her so she could tell him how much she loved him and wanted to be with him and make him so happy, and discover with a simple kiss that the woman she called her mama, the very tall girl she looked up to that looked like her, and the very creature she had felt so comfortable and safe around before Enothchild came into her life had took her most sacred of confidences and besmirched them.
Muriel had a great idea how pissed off Juna would be even now…

"You know," Enothchild said finally, and finally Muriel was glad he was talking; it was what she had been waiting for, "if you don't let your boiling emotions out, Muriel, you're head will explode."

Dizzy did snicker a bit before Muriel's icy glare stopped him. She shot back with snap. "Are you reading my mind? Or do you think I'm menstrual?"

Enothchild sighed and said calmly and instructively, "Muriel, I don't have to read your mind. You're giving off so much heat towards me and Naressa right now it feels like we haven't left Tatooine."
"Could be sunburn," suggest Dizzy quietly.

"I don't have sunburn," said Muriel with some annoyance towards her husband.

Dizzy crossed his arms and looked at her sidelong. "Then I can't explain why in the hell your face color matches your hair."

Muriel grimaced a little, realizing now that she was being a too much like a real bitch. Especially to Dizzy, when really she had little reason to be mad at him; little, for it seemed like he wasn't taking sides with her, his wife. Actually he was being very honest and wasn't taking anyone's side. That still irked her, but it didn't give her the right to butcher him.
"I'm sorry," she said with some real remorse to it. "It's everything getting to me again." She got a disapproving look from Enothchild that spoke against her being so diplomatic. "Okay, Naressa is getting to me again. And on top of that what the hell was that 'conquerable' thing all about?"

The Jedi Master sat back with his large arms crossed over his chest to match Muriel's body language; he didn't do it for the same reasons she did, though. It was more out of frustration towards himself. "I don't know. I don't have any answers. I've said before that Naressa is on a totally different plane of existence in the Force and in this white skin, darker form of hers she is even more so. Before I had a slight grip on it. Now?" He just shook his head. "Where do I begin to understand it?"
"Even after all you two shared?" questioned Muriel. A reasonable question since he had spent a lot of time with Naressa before the Uiennar incident. He gave her that look again. "What."

He said with hardness, "You still don't believe me. I thought we had settled this six weeks ago."

"We did: I'm not mad at you for that!" Muriel tried to sigh away her frustration but it didn't work. "Look, you two were together for a year and a half-."

"The length of our romantic interlude was on the last day of that," Enothchild reminded her. "We didn't have anything more-."
"- I would think there had to be something….secretive she shared with you. Some insight into what makes Sith Maidens' tick. And if not you had to see something. You're a very observant guy after all. You're famous for it."

While this happened, the volleying back and forth between his best friend and his wife, Dizzy laid his head down on his folded arms on the table.

"Do you want an observation?" asked Enothchild with full Jedi calm. "Here's one. If you're mad at Naressa, you're mad at me. You can't separate us no matter how much you want us to think we are. Let me help you out of that way of thinking. If you haven't noticed on this trip alone Naressa and I haven't had even five minutes alone collectively together. We don't share a room. We don't share the same air space for very long. No, we aren't remotely attempting to hide our 'relationship' from you. There is no more relationship. We're not in love anymore. We're just friends again."
Muriel clamped her mouth shut. She wanted to plow into him but found too much truth in his words. He had a point, and yes six weeks ago she had told him that she wasn't mad at him. And he had a point with associating him with Naressa. She asked for an observation, and she got one like it or not.

Before she said anything, Enothchild leaned in and this time his amber eyes bore right into her with heavy sternness. Suddenly, for the first time in their friendship, Muriel felt threatened by him. She had seen him give similar looks to others before; it was reserved for those hundreds of notches down from the one he would give to Magus Prophet, such as for the likes of Tomas Krendel or the late Jedi Master turned foe Qualeggoes, or when young Juna had lied in front of the Royal Inquest to protect her father. It caused her to drop her arms in bewilderment. 

"And if I were you, I would seriously consider not pushing your luck with Naressa, for you own sake. You absolutely have no idea what kind of hell she's going through right now, what she went through to get where she is right now. Every day that passes without Juna directly in her life is one less day of sane patience; you, a trained psychologist and a woman, should see that. And I don't care how gender biased that sounded; in this case it's absolutely true!

"What happened at that bar tonight is the beginning of the end. She can't take it anymore. It’s a danger to this quest, I agree. I am going to speak to her about it when it's appropriate. What's more dangerous is one of us pressing our luck against someone that has nothing to lose by using her unstoppable dark strengths. I for one am not going to give her a reason. Not only can't I understand it, Muriel, I can't stop her. Up to now she has resisted the dark side from telling her what to do. She has been willing to help us, and let us help her. That can change, and believe me I don't want it to. We need to find Juna now, and we need to be supportive to Naressa. I need you to be Naressa's friend again, and not Juna's surrogate emotions outburst apparatus."
Muriel felt like the only person in a spot light ever in the recorded history of the Republic, and although he had a point again she was still feeling affronted. That sounded too much like all of this was her fault! Especially the part about being Juna's mouthpiece. Maybe she was, but someone had to nail Naressa for what she had done. She said, "Look…a long time ago Naressa told me when I had a child I would understand what it would be like to be a mother. She's right. So imagine for one minute the hypocrisy of that statement from my point of view. She took her daughter's confidence, her daughter's dream, and ruined it. Why?" She held up a hand to answer her. "Your answer is noted. I want to know why from her. And frankly I don't want your observations about it because, honestly, when it does come to women you don't have a smecking clue!"
Dizzy sighed loudly and said, "Can you two….just stand up and kick each other in the crotch to get this over with?" Muriel shared in Enothchild's look towards him. "C'mon, the way you two are smacking each other is pathetic. He made a point. You made a point. Stop pissing around and follow up on those points." He looked at Enothchild. "You're right, but there's something you're not telling us so until then go to hell." He looked at Muriel and without fear said, "You're right, but for crying out loud why don't you stop being a hypocrite and actually ask Naressa personally. Until then cool down, cool it with Naressa, and let's all find Juna and save ourselves from killing each other."

Wanting to cry because of his tone of voice, Muriel bit it back. Dizzy had never sounded so cruel to her before. Never. She sat back, totally aghast, and felt more bruised from that than from glare Enothchild gave her only a short time ago. Enothchild seemed just as equally shocked because he knew Dizzy never spoke to her that way before either. The Vhinphyc looked at her and she could see some regret in his eyes; this conversation alone was more destructive than the search for Juna was alone. But she wasn't accepting his damn silent apology; she opened the door to the discussion.

"Naressa and I lost a child."

All the sudden, Muriel felt herself go numb. Blind. Deaf. Speechless. Suddenly that came out of nowhere, and for what felt like a long time to her she didn't know what happened, or who said it. Somehow she knew Dizzy had raised his head and shouted a loud, Sullustan expletive and was staring so wide eyed at the Vhinphyc the whites of his large black eyes showed. Somehow she regained her senses and could see Enothchild Sarch in front of her, across from her at the table. Somehow her anger vanished. It was gone. It had never existed.
"Wh-wh-wh-ho-how-wh-really-how," was all that came out of Dizzy's mouth, both his eyes now fluttering uncontrollably in nervousness and disbelief; usually it was comical to see, but Muriel didn't even feel a snicker.

Enothchild leaned back and said what he had to say directly at Muriel. "Our one night together produced a miracle. At Uiennar, it was taken away. She fought and struggled, she sacrificed all what she considered goodness in her to save her. Our unborn daughter that is. I...she wanted to surprise me. I found out about the pregnancy from Nue, while I was stuck in jail for protecting the location of Sanctuary.

"She failed, and for the first time in her life she truly knew what it really meant to lose someone so precious. Her greatest fears realized. She experienced a true nightmare, the one she had where she lost Juna, only it wasn't Juna. Because of it now more than ever she doesn't want to lose Juna." A clear tear trickled down Enothchild's non-healing bruised cheek and he wiped it away. "I don't want her to lose Juna. I may not love her the way you think, but I'll be damned if I let Naressa go through that feeling of loss. It's not, and it will never be, about what would happen to the galaxy if she did. Like Juna, Naressa can't stand the pain anymore. For the love of humanity, the torture has got to stop."
He stood up, looked at Dizzy and finally Muriel and said, "If you care about Naressa at all, it can start in this room."

There was a long, mute silence once the large Vhinphyc's heavy footsteps were heard no more. The married couple was clearly stunned, and for Muriel she felt like she hit a real low. No way could Enothchild have made it up, or was he gullible enough to be fooled by Naressa with something so unbelievable. He had also mentioned Nue Cadabel, an Ithorian Jedi Knight who wouldn't make something like this up for whatever reason, an independent and reliable source. Still, trying to grasp the concept of a Human actually having a Vhinphyc's child was just as hard to understand as Enothchild and Naressa having a relationship of any nature.
It was beginning to feel too much for her to take at the moment, and Muriel buried her face in her hands; elbows on the table, arms propping her up while she got teary eyed. Yet at the same time other thoughts began to rummage through her head. Some she threw away because they were so uncalled for; they centered on Enothchild bringing up the loss of his child to make her feel guilty. He wouldn't have done it just for that reason.

"Wh-where-how-how-ho," stuttered out Dizzy, attempting to start conversation. He found some coherence. "Why didn't they tell us before?"

Now that was a good question that caused Muriel to bring her head up. She should have asked that question if she had the courage. If she had the convictions of their friendship. Yet she didn't, and all she said was, "Because we never asked, Dizzy." She let out a weary exhale. "Cripes, the signs where right there. Naressa I mean. The whole time she was with Juna at the Palace of Theed prior to Uiennar. She was glowing. She was eating more and more everyday. She had morning sickness on the Royal Cruiser the day of the attack."
She shook her head and said, "He's right, I should have seen it. My god, I can't believe…"

It wasn't long after she choked down a sob that Dizzy had stood up, walked over, and draped himself on her from behind in a hug. She really did need that; it helped Muriel lose her edge and start crying. She didn't really hate Naressa, she just wanted to trust her and be her friend again. She felt bad for being so angry with her, but no matter how hard she tried now she couldn't totally get rid of the feelings, including the mistrust and the belief that with Naressa with them they would fail.

And it didn't just factor with Juna either. That was what Enothchild didn't understand. It's what made everything to Muriel seem so selfishly unfair. And that made her feel worse.

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

CHAPTER 5.1

Shortly after leaving the Arnes' behind, Enothchild took some time out in the main corridor that lead to the residential cabins to center himself. He wiped his eyes again to remove the Vhinphyc blood tears that had followed his normal tears; a sign that he was under great emotional stress, typically sadness. He hadn't expected to bring up the subject of his Lost Dream, of the child he thought he could never have, did, but lost. Thinking about the possibilities made him cry and no amount of any of his Jedi training could prevent the emotional outburst. Oddly the quest to find Juna was successfully keeping his mind totally occupied from dwelling on his sorrow, for Vhinphycs were highly emotional creatures that put so much of themselves into what they cherished and who they loved. Enothchild had suffered before from the condition known as the Longing; it took eight years of his life after his wife Nadja had died, and it could have taken more if it weren't for Juna; looking after her and taking care of her gave him purpose. Many Vhinphyc had died from the Longing; in short layman's, essentially they die of a broken heart. Nadja had shown him the way to Juna, so it made it all the more apparent to be there for the young woman.
Even with his friends it was too hard to talk about what he had lost. It was too personal, and besides that it didn't seem fair to bring it up to two people struggling to find a way to have children. Dizzy and Muriel, married for a decade now, had natural limitations working against them; Sullustan and Human reproductive chemistry just doesn't work. Time and circumstances did as well, for whenever they found time to settle down and really get to it they were back on their feet again doing something, from taking people to and from on their ship to coming to Juna's aide; including now it wasn't necessary for them to come but they did, they cared for Juna that much. Someday they wanted to have a child like Juna. Of course not with all the drama; not a Dark Hope of the Sith. 
The adventuring and sacrifice was wearing them down; Muriel was thirty, Dizzy was somewhere in his mid-fifties if Enothchild was ever a good judge of Sullustan aging. And if so, Dizzy was pushing his fortunate luck. Sullustans were known to have very low life expectancies; males that lived past sixty for a year or two were considered God sends in their culture. The signs of Dizzy Arnes' soon coming winter showed themselves nearly six months ago shortly after he had carried an unconscious Juna for a considerable distance through the extensive guts of Magus Prophet's massive destroyer to reach the Millennium Falcon in order to escape; being in a Force-enhanced coma, a condition in which her natural Force abilities reacted violently and blocked out other forms of Force energy, no one else in the group that was Force sensitive could touch her. With age and not in the best of shape to begin with, Dizzy carried Juna what seemingly amounted to fast walking ten kilometers while carrying a hundred and twenty pounds of dead weight cradled in his arms in front of him; he was pale and weary for days afterwards. Muriel had seen it too; she knew it too.
On top of that, Enothchild could sense it. One of the terrible banes of the Force and since he was conditioned by Nadja's slow death to feel the slowing and the dimming of energies within beings it was always hard to be around beings. No, Dizzy wasn't going to die soon; or at least, not in the foreseeable, cloudy future. Perhaps within the next ten years if he was careful. It was the burden of knowing it would happen. The burden of friendship, of being a Vhinphyc that could live for hundreds of years without sickness and was almost invincible. Dizzy, Nue Cadabel….eventually Yoda. Muriel. Eventually Juna. If he was lucky, Enothchild would outlive them, and honestly that wasn't good luck at all if he did.
All the more imperative to settle everything now.

With an exhale, Enothchild continued his way towards Naressa's room. He had to see her because Muriel had made some sense, and honestly what happened at the Sarlacc Pit was totally unnecessary. It was counterproductive towards their investigative future. Yet he couldn't explain why the hell the rumble had started in the first place. He had so many questions and concerns he didn't know where to begin once he reached her door. Then again, the beginning was simple: all he had to do was knock.
Enothchild raised his hand and went to knock, but the door just slid open; not done so because of proximity. He stepped inside the room, and when the door closed the darkness nearly consumed everything except what the candlelight did not. She knew he was coming, but he still felt compelled to announce himself. "Naressa, it's me."

"Over here, Enothchild." He looked, and saw Naressa in the far corner of the cabin. She was sitting on her very large bed, her back resting against the hand crafted wooden head board, hair down, wearing a black nightgown that showed a great deal of her snow white flesh around her neck, shoulders, and breasts; the distinct tattoo of a rose, all in black, was visible over her heart.
"I'm sorry, were you sleeping?"

"No, and no you're not intruding or being improper." 

He smirked a little and approached the bed, and rather surprised he wasn't overwhelmed by the memories of the passion he and Naressa had once shared. She was still beautiful, not at all showing any sign of being fifty or having had any children. Yet none of it affected him like it did that night. The memories were just that, memories. Nothing overly aroused him, not knowing that her skin had been so soft, her hair so much softer, and her lips the softest. Not her natural eroticism or the fact that her tattoo extends a great deal in length and ended downward at…
"Sit, please," said Naressa warmly, patting the bed space beside her. It was then that he noticed two things she had quickly put out of his sight. One was the rehab suit; the other was the old, snowy white bantha plush toy Juna owned and grew up with since she was baby she affectionately called Chewie. Naressa had been telling him that she was having difficulty feeling Juna, and the lack of feeling gave her a craving for anything her daughter may have touched, used, and possessed. He surmised that it gave her some solace, but clearly they were no substitute for the real Juna.
Enothchild sat down, taking care that his great weight didn't cause Naressa to slide towards him or break the bed. But like everything else she possessed it stood up to any scrutiny. The old saying was true: money could buy longevity and durability. He put his right leg on the bed fine, but his had to use his hands to pick up his left when it ached and he couldn't get it over the horizon line.
Concerned, she asked, "Are you all right?"

"It's okay; I just…did something really stupid back there I shouldn't have." Enothchild rubbed his leg merely out of affect. Naressa said nothing else about it, which was a bit odd; he thought that she would have offered to heal it, it was within her power to do so; it was far faster than anything he could do naturally and through the Force. Normally she had always been willing to help in the past. "Like…going there in the first place."
"We had to go there," said Naressa. "You all just couldn't wait."

"Yeah, silly us." That made her smile for a second. Enothchild took it to the next step. "But was it necessary for you to kill those men. You had everyone else under control. You could have just disarmed them."

"I could have," she said sidelong, but then shook her head and said, "Nope. Evil men like that are persistently evil, and persistently a problem if left to breathe. Their whole intent was to kill you, Dizzy, and Muriel, and if not at the moment then later. And trust me when I say the files on them were filled with deadly wrongs that no real legal authority could put them away on." She gave him a smile of flattery. "Its sweet of you to worry about me, it really is. But Enothchild I'm the mistress of my soul."
"True, but I also thinking about the whole deal and what it means for the future. Those people back there are going to talk, despite your threats, and that talk is going to spread out. By the time we get to the next fringe hotspot we'll be tagged just as we walk in, especially with you with us."

"Well silly me then." Naressa threw her head back so her long, black hair would stay back. "Oh now you're looking at it wrong." He gave her a 'oh really' look. She said with her womanly charm that had to get a rise out of all the male Nubian aristocrats at Rapier social functions in the past, "If they do talk, which I know they won't but let's say they do, the next time they see me they know to give me the damn information. The sooner I have it, the sooner I leave, and the longer they live. So the sooner I have Juna, the sooner I don't have to go around asking, and the better off they will all be."
"So stooping down to the level of Hutt brutality is what's going to get the point across?" said Enothchild slightly exasperated.

"If that is the only language they will understand and the lifestyle they want to live, then yes." She then made a slight frowning face and mused, "Hutt brutality? What's wrong with you now?"

"What?"

Holding her pose, only her right eyebrow inched up in amusement. "You're suddenly afraid to mention the dark side 'S' word that describes me best?"

Enothchild didn't really have anything to say about that at first. He wasn't sure, but he thought Naressa was flaunting that fact that she was comfortable with being a Sith Maiden. All the times before he knew her she wasn't even remotely proud of her dark heritage. She never wanted to accomplish anything with it to extenuate the heritage, and so was extremely proud of what she had done when the Force was never used.
"Now that you mention it," he began. "Yes, I'm afraid to say it just as much as saying your name on this journey out in public. To have you know, before I left, the Jedi Council practically admitted to me that they were on to you. They know more than they pretended to know, and that's before they interviewed Juna." She didn't seem affected by the news, so Enothchild spelled it out for her. "Naressa, we're in the heavy patrol routes. During this time of the year, every year around New Year's Day, there are three hundred Knights scattered around looking for suspicious activity or persons from the Kathol Sector to Kessel, all down the trade spines and the edges of Hutt Space. If any of them see you do something or hear what you had just done on Tatooine, it may give the Council the reason to take steps against you."
Naressa blinked a few times, and then said, "Suspicious activity or persons like you." He didn't quite get it, but she didn't prod it in with white hot poker stiffness. "In case you have forgotten, you're not a part of the Jedi Order anymore. The news that you had become part of the Lost Jedi should have reached every Jedi by now. For all they know you, the last Vhinphyc alive in this galaxy that everyone that should know knows about, are suppose to be looking after Juna, with me, on Naboo; keeping a vigil over my Gessa by her bedside." 
She pointed at him, her black fingernail poking his muscular chest. "If I were a Jedi, I would be wondering what the hell you were doing snooping around in the Outer Rim when you have no appointed legal power to do so, talking to criminal elements from all walks of life and level of importance. Remember, they don't know that Juna is gone. And the Jedi Council…well…they might not like that behavior. Hell, they may think I put you up to it." She wiggled her fingers at him playful, as if casting magic. "Got you under my spell, perhaps."
Enothchild thought about it, and although he didn't think Yoda would be so naïve to Naressa's point he was still only one member of the twelve-member Jedi Council; they had overruled him in the past; the rank of Grand Jedi Master carried more prestige and knowledgeable clout that many Jedi agreed to follow, but very little real power; the Supreme Chancellor had more pull in those terms reflectively. She had a really good, very honest point. No one knew they were out here looking for Juna, and the reasons for it were all good as to why. 
He smiled a little, and felt a little defeated. "Maybe I am under your spell."

She looked away from him for a moment, smiled weakly when she looked at him again, and mused, "Not anymore."  Naressa sighed and said, "But you do see what I mean. You're in a much lousier position than I am. Everyone knows you."

"Point," he conceded. "But no one really knows you. They don't know you like I do. That's my point, Naressa. I don't want you to give anyone any reason to hate you."

Naressa gave him a sly grin and said, "'Not only can't I understand it, Muriel, I can't stop her'."
Enothchild looked away, a bit disgusted at himself. "You heard that."

"When anyone talks about me now, no matter how obscure, wherever it may be, I hear it," Naressa said confidently. Before the thought crossed his mind on what else she heard, she said, "And your timing wasn't exactly right in telling them about our Little One. Muriel has been a major pain in my ass with her attitude and her overblown suspicions, but she and Dizzy have their own issues. Oh, they should have been told. Not right now, not with their adoption plan problems."
Enothchild grimaced, and he wondered aloud, "It sounds as if they're having more difficulty, more than they deserve."

"I fear it will get worse before it gets better." She didn't elaborate on that any further. "I just stay out of her way and ignore her as much as I can. What you told her won't sway her until she's satisfied. Unfortunately she doesn't know what that satisfaction is anymore. Juna? Children? The sooner this is all taken care of, the better off we will all be. And if it means I must take measures you disagree with, then I will. For everyone's sake."

Naressa grabbed Enothchild's large hand and held it. He felt immediately the coolness of her power within and the danger of touching her flesh outside what memories it would bring with it. He was getting use to the feel of her dark side-endowed flesh, but he couldn't break his bad Jedi habits that came from his danger senses; his shifting around nervously was all too noticeable, and the feelings would be translated through the contact with the asilamorph. Honestly, he couldn't hide anything from Naressa anymore. In fact he doubted anyone could.

Yet, that door swung both ways. There, in her face, he could see her concerns and worries for him. She said, "Trust in me that I will make the right decisions, Enothchild. I do what I do because I fear for you all in this. Especially you, for Juna does need you."
"When we catch up with her it isn't going to easy to convince her of that," said Enothchild sarcastically, rubbing his bruised cheek as the memory of Juna's slap seemed to come back to him on that statement. Finished, he noted Naressa's long stare at him. He said to her with the need to assure her, "It's nothing. Just something that's lingering for too long."

"You don't know how right and wrong you are," she said sadly. Her little mouth worked around a little, trying to sound out the words. Enothchild gave her hand a little squeeze and he gave her a smile of encouragement. At first it seemed to brighten her mood, but then Naressa turned away for a moment. With her free hand, she held it up to her nose and took a deep breath; if he didn't know better, he thought she was trying not to cry.
"Hey," he said gently. With his free hand he encouraged her to turn her head towards him. She was showing control and composure now. "Why the worry? You can tell me. Better now than later."

Naressa squeezed his hand back, sighed, and finally said, "You have been cursed, Enothchild."
Now he knew why she sighed; it sounded so corny it had its own personality flaws, or so the old Nadja saying went. He snickered and mused, "Cursed. Cursed, as in fairy tales and folk lore cursed?"
"As in death curse cursed," she said bluntly. "One of those deals that ends when you die by the hand that bestowed it on you."
Enothchild didn't know what to think of it at first. There was too much sincerity in her voice to suggest that she was joking; Naressa knew her stuff and knew a lot, and he never pressed her on matters like this; why he didn't know. Then again he had just got done telling her that it was a mistake for him and the others to have gone in a situation that was hostile for them without her. Naressa was rather a quiet worrywart, and like him she felt bad when something went wrong and she was there and couldn't do anything about it; although her guilt was more geared around the people she really cared about, whereas with Enothchild it was everyone else. In this case it wasn't that she couldn't do anything, she was suggesting that he was going to die by Juna's hand. That made it all asinine to him.

"Death curse," he repeated. "You're fretting over a bruise that's not healing."

"And you're not?" she questioned honestly. "You've healed from far worse injuries faster than this, and this was from a simple, womanly slap. I know it's on your mind; that's why you grew your beard back out, trying to hide it."

He was struck dumb for a moment, and then he waved it off. "If you know me at all I distract myself with my hair growth." An all too familiar tingle at the base of his bantha-like horns, where the growing bones met the scalp, caused him to scratch. "To get my mind off of certain things, like what I did to gain Juna's disfavor."

Before he moved on to the other side he felt Naressa's fingernails scratching the spot that bothered him. She said, "I know you enough. You're more conscious of everything than even you are aware of or willing to admit." She finished, and her hand caressed his forehead, and finally her fingers found the bruise on his left cheek and jaw, giving it a slow, mournful-like stroke that made Enothchild look more towards Naressa. "The Krayt Dragon has been scorned, and she has wounded you with her vengeful fire. You bare the Mark of the Flames. It will continue to burn, fueled by the ever presence of evil, until you have suffered enough."
Enothchild let out a little laugh. It was sounding so outrageous, and on top of that Naressa mentioned krayt dragon instead of Juna to give it a more doom and gloomy assertions. About eight years ago then Queen Angelleia -- Juna -- had secured a fair trade treaty with the Seoven race by getting a large body tattoo after the initial niceties blew up when it was discovered that her painted Royal Face was not permanent body art; the Seovens lived for the truth that was etched decoratively on their bodies through the old, body modification practice and had thought the queen was truly powerful, bold, and brave at such a young age with her white face and her split lip 'expression' before it was revealed that it was makeup. Juna took part in the Ritual of the Soul, where a Seoven artist -- spiritual man -- mapped her soul, and then applied the image to her body in what their soul represented. Interestingly enough Juna showed Enothchild her little back months later, and it was a rather eloquent and angry looking krayt dragon with -- more interesting now than ever with Naressa's eyes -- yellow eyes. He was rather unnerved by the tattoo at the time, but grew accustomed towards it because Juna grew comfortable with it; she even made her Bravo Squadron call sign Dragon Leader. Naressa, on the other hand, loathed it; obviously for motherly reasons, but it went deeper than that with her; this, of course, from a woman with a body tattoo that could shock any man into a stupor.
To him it was just all amusing how Naressa was making this sound so coincidental and serious. Enothchild mused, "I'm suffering. Really I am."

"You think this is a joke?"

"Not…really. When you take things seriously I do listen." He gave her hand a squeeze again. "I promise I won't go anywhere dangerous without you on this trip."

"Enothchild, this isn't a joke or some guilt trip I laying on you," begged Naressa. "This is very serious. You must pay heed to it."

"And I will," he said, raising their joined hands together afterwards and giving the back of her hand an affectionate, appreciative kiss. He released her and struggled to get back on his feet. "There has never been a time that I have ignored you."

"Then don't start now." Naressa stretched herself towards him. "Don't let your feelings of Jedi invincibility blind you to the truth of what I say."

He looked at her with some boredom now; it was just getting a little too heavy the doom content was, and now she was dropping 'J-bombs'. "Now aren't we being a little bit Sithy here?"

"The bar brawl, Enothchild," said Naressa to stop him. She leapt out of her bed, stood before him, and gazed up at him with deep sincerity to hold his interests. She grabbed both his hands and held them in between them. "You still don't know how that started back there. You sensed no danger. There was no indication. It just happened."

"A lot of bar fights do, Naressa, for no good reason." Enothchild looked down at their hands and had an epiphany: she was reading his thoughts and feelings through their direct contact, through her assilamorphic skin. The whole time she was gauging him through the contact; it explained why she knew where exactly to scratch his head. He pulled his hands away gently. "I admit a Jedi can't see all danger coming. Especially when you're dealing with people whose minds are floated by booze or fried by drugs. Looking back at it now: you're right I am too well known in the fringe to just casually walk in and ask questions. Someone's going to notice and take a swing."
"They may or may not have their reasons, but believe me their actions are predicated on the curse upon you," she assured him. "It will never go away. Not until you die by Juna's hand. Until that time you will go through suffering."

Enothchild forced himself to roll his eyes; he did so because he almost was buying it. He said, "Juna hates me, but not enough to kill me."

"Really," said Naressa matter-of-factly. Not questioningly. Coldly.
All the sudden Enothchild was feeling uneasy. Naressa had created the feelings before; the last time was two years ago when he commented that no one was born evil. She said the very same response and then as it was now it seemed to scream that it was the truth.

He waved everything off again, or at least he tried to; it wasn't simply going away, the idea that he was marked for death by someone he considered a great and dear friend. He fell on his doubts -- a big NO for any Jedi to do, but then again he wasn't a Jedi anymore was he -- and covered up his feelings. "Look, if this some way to get me not to move around and about without you…then you've succeeded. If you care for me that much, then I won't make another move without consulting you first." Enothchild shifted the gears back to the original reason why he had come here. "But you have to promise me not to do anything rash like you did back at the bar."

"Rash," said Naressa, annoyed. "That was not rash."
Enothchild cut in before she continued having the previous conversation. "If you promise me that you'll not use your powers, then I'll heed everything you said tonight about this…curse." She looked at him with complete exasperation. "I mean it, Naressa, we're all ready behind the eight ball has it is. We can't let it get worse."
Naressa opened her mouth, and then closed it. She crossed her arms under her breasts and asked, "How am I going to find my daughter if I can't use what I have?"

"Using your powers for scanning to find Juna is one thing I don't have a problem with. Using your powers to summary execute people or make them quiver in useless despair is something else. And this isn't about me: people will talk, and from gang lords to Jedi with big ears they will hear about it and disapprove of it too. You must be careful, for you and Juna's sakes. And mine, and Dizzy's and Muriel's. Just promise me that."
She looked at him with some slight defeat. "Okay."

He found himself raising his right hand and letting his finger trace a line down her jaw to her chin. He said, "Don't think I don't appreciate you. I wouldn't be asking this of you if it weren't for the best. I'm glad you're here, besides the fact that we're looking for Juna. You're a very smart woman whose insights and views come from a different tact that we do need. I believe your brain more than your darkness will help us to the end of this." 

Enothchild bent down and gave her a small, quick kiss on her forehead. Naressa smiled just a fraction and said, "Careful." He looked puzzled at her has she drew back from him. Somberly she said, "That kind of appreciation is what got us in this in the first place." She turned away and said, "Perhaps you're right. It's for the best I don't rely on the Dark Side to get us through this."
Sensing that the conversation was over, Enothchild said, "You'll see. Everything is going to be all right." 

He was still puzzled by what she said for a few more moments. When he left her room it finally dawned on him. Naressa was referring to their night of passion; it had started with a sudden, spontaneous kiss they both shared at the same time. Was she suggesting that the friendly smooch just now was a signal that he wanted to continue what they started? 
Enothchild didn't want that. No, it was over between him and Naressa. There was nothing more than deep friendship there, and beyond that nothing lingered between them. She didn't get a rise out of it; he certainly didn't. Unlike before, months ago, practically a year ago now, there wasn't sexual tension. There wasn't a need to explore any curiosities, or the desire to explore her heart or her flesh on his part. Their relationship seemed to end with the loss of their child, but in honest review it ended when Juna discovered the truth through the meeting of their lips.

And with that thought Enothchild realized what Naressa really meant.

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

CHAPTER 5.2

The following morning for those on the Ruby Heirloom was actually very late at night on Nazavier, where the capitol and the planet shared the same name; by Royal Nubian Law ships outside of their own ports and homes must land in the city at the public spaceport, and for the small colonial state that meant only one, small port. Like many of the thousands of planets that made up the Royal Nubian States it was 'one jump convenient' from Naboo; short in distance from the home world in terms of lightyears as well as no need for astrogation-mandated course changes that forced multiple jumps like most long distance hyperspace travel often required. It also made it nice for communication transmissions given proximity and the aid of high gain relays for excellent standard and HoloNet broadcasts. Since Naboo held control over them it also meant the transmissions were almost absolutely private; the beams were dedicated only to the receivers, and thus it gave the encryption layers already a part of the transmission quadruple their redundancy. 
The late hour made it all more redundant. That is it delayed the group from making inquires while they waited for an administrator's associate to make the long trip into the city to, for all things, unlock the door. Like all 'country cities', Nazavier practically closed down when the sun set; in comparison with Mos Essa, the planet was ultraconservative in terms of night life. The vast majority of the people lived within the time zone of the city, which was roughly six hours behind Theed via Coruscant Standard Time so it was well into daybreak there. The rest of the population, not necessarily hustle, bustle and tussle, lived scattered apart in one hemisphere with very little need for outside communication.
At first it didn't look as if they were going to get anyone to let them in. Enothchild suggested they wait, but Dizzy -- not Naressa -- was very insistent. The persons he needed to contact were night birds on various worlds and locations where it was still very well night, and if they weren't reached now there was a good chance they would have to wait weeks (!) for another opportunity; habit was Dizzy's only explanation. There was half an expectation among them that Naressa would simply use her dark gifts to either play with the lock or teleport them all inside, but to Dizzy's and Muriel's surprise she didn't do it. However Naressa did use the power of her Rapier name to get them inside; otherwise the Prime Minister of Nazavier would have told to piss off before falling back to sleep. Instead his mood changed after his rather nasty hello introduction when the head of Rapier Technologies cooed her name back; the man after that went above and beyond the normal requirements of being a political butt kiss and almost caused Dizzy to ask him if he needed a wet nap and a couple of breath mints; a knowing glare from Muriel prevented it.
Once inside and all powered up, Dizzy went to work and it was hard work; direct instant messages were not in these people's cards so it could be days let alone hours before they got back to him, and money would obviously have to exchange hands with the better connected -- again Naressa came in real handy. Meanwhile Muriel had checked their personal message accounts and continued to do so when they kept showing up empty. 
Enothchild checked his still active message account through the Jedi Order, and to his discouragement found nothing as well. That wasn't good, for he had figured long ago that his former Padawan Ros Ofcheck would have known that he left the Order. When the Vhinphyc abruptly made his decision to leave, Ros and his Padawan Learner Casper Knightshade was off the investigation rounds and doing the interesting -- as in boring -- diplomatic rounds; their 'reward' for a job well done for their part in the whole Sleeping Vhinech crisis and a total waste of their talents. He wished if not to talk about Enothchild's decision to leave for the Twi'lek Jedi to just complain his situation in a short message. Nothing and that spoke a lot. And it told Enothchild that for now he shouldn't bother his former apprentice.
Naressa's multiple message accounts were like her days: packed with woe. It was the banes and boles of being the super majority owner of a multibillion credit earning company: contrary to popular belief being wealthy in this matter was not a permanent vacation. To the people that were a part of Rapier Technologies Naressa was the brain that ran the body and made the feet move and the hands work, thus the solution to all their problems naturally ended with her. Her decisions had an affect on millions in both currency and people -- either directly or indirectly under her. The indirect was what drove others in the throws of business and high finance to gravitate towards her like dust particles, comets and whole stars to a black hole; whether they like it or not, at some point, they would be moved and motivated by her influence. In scarier terms Naressa Rapier was one of exactly twenty people that weren't an elected official that was so much a major part of the whole galactic infrastructure that could bring the Republic crashing down financially; she was potentially the only one thanks to GRS 45293482039202, which the buyout/termination clause was three times more than the current Republic federal budget.
So a perk for Naressa would be a day with only ten messages, not ten thousand like it was now; this was an accumulation of two weeks worth of messages from the last time she checked her accounts. None of the messages looked useless, nothing in there like ad messages that wormed their way into her accounts like it did for other people and most of the messages she allowed herself to slow read -- which the others caught hints of in their spare time -- seemed to openly and truthfully suggest that a crisis had happened, was going to happening, or could happen within the day. Most of the senders had familiar names, and their location of origin was Rapier Technologies; there were a few from elsewhere. A vast majority of the messages though were deleted without so much a bead of sweat on Naressa's brow in worry. The deletions eliminated about a tenth of the messages, so there were only nine thousand messages to go.
Looking over her shoulder at her station to give Dizzy some privacy, and because he was bored, and it had been four hours of tediousness, Enothchild asked Naressa, "Do you have to go through all of them? We could be here all day."

Naressa glanced up at him, her face peering over the shoulder of her simple but expensive black dress, "I wouldn't think the Jedi Order skipped over all the messages with HELP in the subject line."

Enothchild chuckled briefly. The Jedi Order was accustomed to getting close to a million messages a day, ranging from help to hope. There wasn't enough Jedi to answer them all, but it wasn't mandated for them to do so; it was made easier by the fact that most of the messages for help weren't necessary dire and desperate; children that needed their pets removed from tall trees was a good example.

"Besides," Naressa continued, "we're not going anywhere anytime soon."

"Yeah, no one Dizzy has contacted has sent even acknowledgement back," moaned Enothchild. He then felt a dark flutter from Naressa, just a smidge of her power drifting towards the list of messages before her, and finally watched her delete even more messages. "Ahem."
She looked at him innocently and mused, "Oh don't tell me the Jedi don't use the Force to sort their messages either."

"And how would you know," Enothchild mused back.

She smirked and mused again, "Let's just say when I get touchy-feely with a Jedi Master, I know just as much as he does." He shook his head and smiled. Naressa turned her attention now to a real time message alert, opened it, and examined a three dimensional chart showing a positive upturn. However she frowned and spoke over her terminal towards the other on the opposite side. "Arness?"

"Yeah, Naressa, what's up?" Dizzy's large eyes followed his large ears, both now just overlooking the divider horizon between them.

"You are still playing the market aren't you?"

"Well I'm just in it, not playing it," he corrected her. The market was the stock exchanges, where Dizzy had invested much of his reward for returning young Juna home twelve years ago in on her and Naressa's advice. After giving most of his ten million credit payout away to friends to get them out of smuggling, he invested the rest; some in Rapier stocks, but a good share of it the company that made stir sticks for drinks; Juna's highly profitable suggestion. The dividends and profit shares have kept him and Muriel happy and nearly job free and had kept him from trouble. "I gotta tell ya, though; if this market keeps growing I'll totally retire."
"Arness, you need to sell everything right now," said Naressa instructionally.

This time the short Sullustan strained on his tip toes to look over the divider. "What you mean sell everything?"

"I mean all of it. Right now. Get in touch with your broker and tell him to dump it all. Tell him to put the profits in a bid hold to avoid taxes, and near the end of the trading day have your broker use it all to buy all the shares in Incom Flight Dynamics he can."

"Even Rapier stocks?"

Naressa didn't even nod. She continued. "No matter how ugly it will get, never sell those Incom stocks for five years." She then stood up and said empathically, "What in the hell are you doing? Do it now!"

The Sullustan sat back down with a loud thump and soon he was talking to his broker back on Naboo. Enothchild asked, "Problem?"

"Problems," said Naressa. "In five days the last in a series of tax increase that was passed shortly after you left Naboo a year ago will go into effect to capitalize on all growth revenues to clear twenty-two billion of red ink off the federal books. The Republic will appear to gain ten percent in revenue; every business with a debt loan will have to gain forty percent to cover it thanks to current high interest rates; instability thanks to Vhinech problem the last ten years; guarantee loans were given not only with high interest but with fees to secure them. 
"So that means either a fifty to sixty percent markup on products and service, or a fifty to sixty percent reduction of something somewhere, and the first liability is employees; employees that pay taxes. By early next week, the markets will lose ten percent of its wealth, and the Republic will lose between one to four hundred billion in one day. If it doesn't change, the federal combined debt load will surpass eight to twelve trillion in Republic-valued currency."
Astounded, Enothchild asked, "Why so much?"

"Because Senators had bet their re-elections on the ills of success, and they have followed through on their promises; never mind that they saw the people through the threat of the Magus Prophet and the Vhinech chaos." Naressa rocked back in her chair, turned it so she could look at Enothchild. "So never mind that on top of the budget deficit that the very same government with no patience and is doing this terrible policy is about to default on its own loans and bills still unpaid as far back as the Sith War a thousand years ago."
She leaned forward and pointed out with the aid of her finger, "Chancellor Valorum put a freeze on pushing back the owe date. Bendian thought it was a terrific idea. I liked it. Problem was Bendian stepped down for Juna, and a good share of the other fifty thousand plus Senators hated the idea and there wasn't a strong voice of any kind for it. You would be surprised who didn't like it - I won't name names, but a lot of the worlds with heavy amounts of vowels in them. Now throw in the taxation of trade routes to penalize the Trade Federation with no offsets and that's it." Naressa brushed off her hands. "Now they're going to reap what they sowed. In seven days, the Republic will enter into an economic depression."
Enothchild finally understood it and shook his head. Dizzy came around the divider and said, "Okay, I did everything you said. Now how am I going to make money between now and five years from now?"

"Easy," said Naressa with a smile, "you'll be working for me. I'll give you the Rapier stocks you just sold back at no charge; I can do it as a gift. I'll make you a salary employee, which will get you a few more free shares. You will be my Head of Personal Procurement." That got a laugh out of Dizzy. "Along with salary you will also get monies to cover expenses. You'll only have to answer to me."
Dizzy looked at Enothchild, who just shrugged his massive shoulders. The Sullustan rubbed his chin and said, "Well…..if you're doing this because I'm helping you find Juna-."

"I am," said Naressa bluntly. "And I'm doing this because you're going to need to show you have a steady, traceable income for the adoption agencies. Just being a player of the market won't do, especially with a depression right around the corner."

"A depression!" Dizzy's questioned was answered with a head nod; he didn't hear what she had told Enothchild just moments ago. Suddenly he running back around the divider and back to his comm terminal. 
Just arriving from her own terminal down the hall, each private room only had two terminals, Muriel had heard just the last part. "Depression? What depression?"

"The economic kind," said Enothchild, answering for Naressa who had turned her attention back to her terminal. "According to Naressa the Republic's going to experience a crash in seven days."

"Really?" Muriel strolled up to the terminal station and took a look at the graph Naressa had based her analyst on. "I figured there was going to be a down turn soon after all the prosperity, but not a crash. Dizzy?"

"I already told him, dear," said Naressa, still going through her messages. "We have things worked out. You two will be okay."

"Oh really," the red head suddenly mused. Enothchild frowned at her slightly because Muriel sounded just a tad jaded; he could have sworn things would be different after their talk last night. "Did you offer him a job or something?"

Naressa just looked at her casually without a hint of disdain in voice or through the Force. "I gave him a job. Do you want one too?"

"You know, I do have a guaranteed Royal pension," said Muriel, sounding a bit offended. "We'll be just fine."

"Well just think about it. Dizzy hasn't given me an answer yet. And really I'm not going to be your boss or anything. You need all the help you can get, Muriel. Especially with trying to adopt a child."

Muriel shook her head, and she didn't bother noting Enothchild's warning look to back off. "Thanks, but no thanks. To all of it. I want to earn my keep my own way. I can't keep taking handouts from you. And you'll see that Dizzy will agree with me."

Naressa looked away sadly disappointed and said, "Very well."

Enothchild had hoped that was the end of it, but it wasn't. Muriel wasn't riding Naressa as badly as before, but what the older woman was offering had apparently been a figurative slap in the face. "So, like with the stock market crash: did the ever reliable dark side of the Force tell you that this is going to happen?"

That was alluding to the fact that so far Naressa had been wrong with tracking Juna with the dark side. Enothchild went to butt in at this moment, but Naressa cut her off. "Give me some credit, Muriel; I do have an advanced degree in business." She then sat back with a musing face. "Interesting."
"What?"

Naressa turned her chair around to look at both Enothchild and Muriel, a hopeful look in her glowing Sithian eyes. "This could be a blessing for us."
Muriel looked at Naressa as if the Sith Maiden was about to drink a hot cup of urine. With some thought, however, Enothchild seemed to grasp it. "Exporters are going to need other ways to move their goods cheaply in bad economic times, especially with taxed trade routes. That includes those who use legitimate means to move illegal wares. This is the Mid Rim Conflicts all over again."

"Smugglers, Muriel, are going to be in high demand from the Trade Federation to the Techno Guild," noted Naressa. "Especially since the Republic tax increases are going to be heavily placed on trade routes." The red head understood it now with a 'oh' expression. "Rooney Tufuses' crew would be in high demand if I'm not mistaken. He sounds…very independent."
"Well smugglers are," said Muriel a tad exasperated.

Dizzy, however, cleared his throat and stood up. However he didn't look impressive because no one could see him. With the realization, the Sullustan strutted around the divider. "Not really, my Honeydew. I mean, yeah, a lot of us floated around out there looking like we owned the galaxy and I told you that a few times. But…if you want to cruise around a territory, picking up and dropping off and living to tell about it you got to swear an allegiance to someone: the bigger the buck, the tamer the does."
Before he went further, an incoming signal alert came from Dizzy's terminal. The Sullustan raced around with the others hot on his trail. Quickly he held up his hands and said, "Don't! She thinks I'm alone. But stand by with money, Naressa." 
She nodded, and the Sullustan hit a button. The screen fluttered alive before them, revealing Rodian female with a considerable amount of bright orange hair that was in stark contrast to her bright green and buck naked skin -- from the upper waist on up, that was all her transmitting sensor. Her large bulbous eyes measured Dizzy, and she said with a slight sigh of jubilation, "Dizzy Arnes, what the hell….hey? How are ya?"

Muriel crossed her arms and made a slight sound of disapproval. Naressa found it amusing that the Rodian continued to talk without even attempting to put anything on. Naressa smiled a little more when Enothchild turned away; the Vhinphyc was always so modest.

Dizzy on the other hand didn't mention clothing. "I'm good, Trino, really good. I'm not bothering you, am I? You look busy."

Trino scrunched up her shoulders and acted a tad embarrassed. Yet it didn't motivate her to go put a top on. "I just got done on the bareall, and I had some business to take care of before I answered my messages. But when I saw your name you were number one." She cooed closer to the screen. "Of course you were always number one in my book, Dizzy. You always gave the best rides."
He shifted around in his seat and shared in the laugh with Trino, but then he caught Muriel's glare. Clearing his throat because he felt imaginary fingers around it he said, "Well good times a plenty with ya, but look I need some info. You heard about Sword Serpentine and his brats being scratched?"

Somehow Trino whistled through her long, round, rubber snout. "Oh man that's like the talk of the century down here at the Pull-N-Push! Every Barney Bad Butt keeps talking about it. A few wannabes too young to be in the joint are talking about making a name for themselves against this Juna gal."
Dizzy shot a look really quick at Enothchild, Muriel, and lastly Naressa. That was the first time anywhere they heard Juna's name having been mentioned from anyone. He looked back at Trino, who looked a little confused -- if it were possible for anyone to tell, for Rodians had practically no facial expression. "Really? Happen to catch a last name on Juna?"

"No," said Trino with a shake of her head. "She's like one of those chicks that go by one name. Like a diver."
"You mean diva," Dizzy corrected.

"Yeah, yeah: diva! That's it! Like she's so bad one name is sufficient. But you know she did wipe out the Serpentines and that cargo load of Hutt assassins on Tatooine with a borrowed blaster, so maybe she can back it up, you know?"

Their worst nightmares were getting worse: not only did folks know Juna's first name, it was sounding more and more like she took out a whole army instead of four fast draws. Dizzy didn't have the heart to correct Trino. "Look, Trino, do you remember who gave you the name? You'll be doing me a big favor." He then smiled and looked at her slyly. "Remember the bantha rides?"

She giggled and said, "Well you were always the best." Trino disappeared for a moment, and then returned with a blanket over her. "Sorry, I was getting cold."

Muriel whispered, "Like we didn't notice." Naressa smirked and chuckled at the remark.
Dizzy about lost it, but he then said, "That's okay, kiddo. So?"

"Erm…..I don't know. Honestly most of the dudes in the place were spouting out the name. It started last night."

"Okay. Uh…do you know Rooney Tufuse or Belt Besirmesserresuron?"
Trino shook her head a little. "I don't know of them, but I have heard a lot about them recently. I think the loudest that spoke about them were bounty hunters." Dizzy's brows raised up. "But I haven't heard about any bounties on them so I'm not sure. Anyways, what I hear is that Besirmesserresuron is in real deep shit. In his last run he abandoned his ship thinking it was going to explode, but apparently the Republic was able to save it and his cargo."

She suddenly moved very close to the screen and whispered, "Is this line clean?"

Dizzy gave the others a brief glance but answered, "Yeah."

Trino gulped a little and continued, still close to the screen. "The rumors are that the cargo belonged to Black Sun. What's screwy about this is that the Republic got the ship deep in Hutt Space. No noise about it on the HoloNet, but a few government clients here on Strumder talked nervously about it."

For a moment Enothchild stood up taller and made an audible noise of concern. Dizzy made a similar face to echo the Jedi's feelings. "What was on that ship?"

"Don't know, and I don't wanna know," said Trino. "But between you and me, it looks like Besirmesserresuron was screwing Black Sun out of their merch, trying to get it to the Hutts. Probably…" She hesitated, and then said, "Yabbula."
"Why you say that?"

She sighed and said, "Look, Dizzy, don't go looking for this Juna gal. I don't know where she is, but every rogue, pirate, and scoundrel dying to make a name for themselves is out looking for her. Some of these newbies…they're scary; she's bringing them out and doing it without a bounty on her head, and you don't wanna run into them. And by the sounds of things, Dizzy, it sounds like Yabbula isn't just asking for smugglers to haul for him he's telling them to haul for him, and it don't matter who they're working for. That includes those that take a chance in the Core Worlds. You know and I know that's Black Sun territory. I don't know about you, but it looks like Yabbula is muscling in. And it looks like he's doing some forced recruiting if you know what I mean."

"I'll keep it in mind, sweetheart, thanks," Dizzy said gratefully. "Oh, what about Tufuse?"

Trino lit up a bit, glad to get off the subject of Black Sun and Yabbula the Hutt. "Ever since Besirmesserresuron blew it no one has seen or heard a thing about Tufuse or any member of his crew, and it’s a sizable bunch. There's a lot of rumors going around about that, but I don't believe any of them. My guess is they went into hiding."
Dizzy nodded and said, "Thanks Trino, you were a big help. Look, can I call you up again for any more info? I can pay ya."

She giggled and said, "Ah no, Dizzy. You were always my favorite. When nobody else would baby sit me when mom was working you were always available when you were around. And outta all of them you always gave me the best bantha back rides."

Dizzy chagrined, only because he now knew Muriel felt just a little stupid; all this time the red head thought he was talking to one of his former girlfriends. "Hey how is your mom anyways?"

"She's fine: if you stick around for five minutes she's almost done with her strip show so you can talk to her. She's still the main event after all these years."
Greatly amused, Dizzy said, "Nah, I might see you both pretty soon. Who knows? Later, Trino."

"Later Dizzy."

Dizzy turned off the transmission beam, sat back, and sighed out and long, "Ahhhhhhh poopy drawers! We don't need a gang war. We most definitely don't need a gang war."
"The Republic doesn't need a gang war," said Enothchild with a frown. "And it's going to hurt us trying to find Juna."

"Especially now that folks know part of her name," sighed Muriel. "This is wonderful! If we go around asking about Juna now people will get too overly suspicious." She looked at Naressa. "You still think the whole need for smugglers thing is still a good thing."
Naressa put her hands together and thought for a few moments. She then said, "Yes. I firmly believe Juna is still with Besirmesserresuron, and he is trying to find, or has found, Tufuse. I know enough about smugglers from Arness that they can't live on bread alone. They can't hide forever. They're going to have to make a living in spite of the odds. Juna is not going to access her credit accounts, so she's going to need a job under the table."

Naressa slowly strolled around, and the room just seemed to buzz as she pondered. She sounded calm, but she was anything but calm; the pace in her walking back and forth almost became a run once or twice. "With her name and the notoriety attached my Gessa will be in high demand in the fringe. In pure capitalism, you sell yourself and do so on what you have done and what you would do. She's knows this; Bendian taught her well." She stopped and held her hands tightly in worry. "I don't want her to do that. We need to find her."
"So where do we start," Muriel asked the inevitable question.

Dizzy interjected quickly. "Look, I got a dozen more or so waits on some messages. Since we don't know where to start, why don't we just chill here for a few days and see what comes up?"

Both Naressa and Muriel didn't like the idea, but Enothchild said somberly, "Why not go to Strumder? There seems to be a lot of loose lips there. How long would it take us, Dizzy?"

"About two days if we risk cutting through Hutt Space," he warned. "Seven if we do it the safe way, which I can probably narrow it down to four."

They each gave one another a look, and Naressa said before anyone else, "Please Arness get the maintenance done on the ship and we'll head quickly for Strumder."

"Yes Boss," said Dizzy cheerfully. When he got out of his seat, though, he stopped when Muriel gave him a look. "What?"

"Boss?" she repeated warningly.

"Oh. Right. You don't know. Naressa gave me a job. A hundred a year, right?"
Naressa just smiled brightly when Muriel gave her a scowl. "Yes, Arness, one hundred thousand a year, plus bonuses on top of everything we discussed."

"Ain't she great, Hon," said Dizzy happily. He gave Muriel a quick kiss on the cheek. "She saved us from a market crash, and now I have a real job. We'll have the adoption agencies throwing kids at us in no time!"

"But…but," was all Muriel could sputter out, but Dizzy was leaving with Naressa going back to her terminal to finish checking her messages. Enothchild went to say something, but she held up a finger and said, "Not one smecking word." She turned on her heels and went through another door that led to the terminal she was using earlier.

Enothchild couldn't blame Muriel, but then again he didn't like her pride getting in the way of things, and this was why she was upset; she clearly wanted to do everything on her own. He put the bickering problem aside for the moment and focused on the much larger issue. Juna was out there and was now a marked woman, and worse she was a marked woman in the middle of brouhaha pitting the worst of the universe against the scum of the galaxy. Somehow he felt that she was going to be the preverbal rope in a tug-of-war that was going to be very, very bloody.

