CHAPTER 47.0
The bright sunny day in Alderaan City was interrupted by the whine of the Millennium Falcon’s powerful repulsor engines. And it’s rightful owner and pilot wouldn’t have had it any other way.
Not because Dizzy had regained ownership of his improperly ‘borrowed’ stock light freighter just yesterday, and in one piece after it had spent nearly two weeks alone on Tragonforth. Well….then again, he couldn’t help to love the fact that he was behind the controls of his very own ship again; the second real true love of his life; Maynade Maymanno, his first wife, the first love, his current red headed ‘complication’ next him, his third wife Muriel, his third; second wife, what’s her face, was a big, big mistake he never wanted to talk about. He didn’t care too much when Muriel mused that perhaps she should leave him and the ship alone since he was busy humping it; he only leapt on the landing gear and hugged it; sometimes women just didn’t understand.
Just as after leaving Tragonforth for Alderaan to keep their very important appointment, Muriel didn’t seem to understand why he went from euphoria to totally angst when he discovered the hatch to their bedroom was ruined with dents. There were a few, superficial burn scars in the interior hallways which only Dizzy seemed to remember were not there prior to Juna taking the ship. Part of the ramp had been replaced at the tip; minor, no more than one inch by three feet, but the Sullustan was beside himself.
Over time, less than she thought possible, Dizzy cooled down when he was reminded that he had his ship, it was fine, and more importantly -- the part he was suppose to really, REALLY, care about -- Juna was safe with Enothchild. They were both thrilled of the news that they were both safe and sound, both hiding away somewhere in secret. Both had a good vibe about that, that perhaps they were doing more than just reuniting and rekindling their close friendship. Both felt certain Naressa knew about it, and hoped she was allowed to go to her daughter and unite and patch up their differences. Muriel had her doubts, but Dizzy was very confident with all involved.
Dizzy cooled down for another reason, the reason for being on Alderaan: Alderaan had the most liberal adoption policy in the Republic, and today they were determined to finally adopt a baby. Landing a ship was complex, but as of late it was a nothing compared to landing a child.
The climate of the depressed Republic was one of giving up by those who could not continue with the elements that defined their life. One of those elements was children, and the inability of their parents, or parent, to continue to care for them. Thus orphan centers through the Republic were filling and filling fast, more so the closer one traveled towards the Core in spite of the fact the Core Worlds and the surrounding territories were by and far the wealthiest in terms of per capita income average. Although bulging at the seams on some worlds, the worlds did have their rules and regulations; some were lessened, others so tight time couldn’t escape it’s seal.
Yet despite the mass increase of unwanted children it didn’t appear as if such agencies were ready to release even one child too willingly and so easily. That is that’s how it appeared to Dizzy and Muriel. Since departing the mission of finding Juna they spent nearly a month at their permanent address on Naboo to establish their residence; a nice home in Triden, a clean upscale suburb in Theed. Dizzy’s employment in Rapier Technologies was firm and secured, although he hadn’t done anything since leaving Enothchild he was still getting paid. Muriel was officially retired from work and public service, focusing on being a domestic partner and soon to be mother, making their home and yard modest and forthright. 
When they felt all was in proper place, the two of them worked hard to get their credentials, and the dozens of solid referrals from prominent people which included Lady Terese Maltanaw Landana the former Queen of Naboo and from her husband Eric Maltanaw, from Juna from two years ago, from Enothchild Sarch, from the former dancer Alouha Bitter, from Naressa, and from a horde of others, placed in a file that was put on numerous lists from Naboo to Natilus.
Despite the mass increase of children, they never got an answer back from them right away.
Naboo was the easiest to discover why; the small number of children there, all Human, were already reserved for parents ahead of them. Or so said the Royal Director of Orphanages. They didn’t buy it, and therefore they wisely took their adoption efforts off world. Maybe King Veruna had his thumb on this, maybe he didn’t; Muriel didn’t want it to become a court fight or a hot topic political issue.
Off world the challenges became stiffer. Even when worlds didn’t mind off worlders adopting what they had they were still insistent that their citizens had first choice. Muriel tried to tell Dizzy it was political, that some of the worlds just didn’t like losing the one child that meant the difference between a small amount of federal funds and a large amount of federal funds from the Republic; one of the few budget items that didn’t get the dreaded ax.
Dizzy didn’t buy it. Muriel couldn’t even sell the crap to herself. 
Muriel, though, just wasn’t ready to believe the reason Dizzy give for their failure was because of racism and ignorance. They had money, a home with a yard in a great city to live in, and even a ship: in his humble opinion, if he was Human, and even if they weren’t married and both Human, they would have had their pick of children months ago. He had no evidence of that fact, but as the weeks went by and denies came nearly as quick as when they sent their names in for adoption consideration she was beginning to believe it. The idea that the galaxy suddenly frowned upon the marital union of a Sullustan and a Human boggled her mind still. To test the theory, or rather denounce Dizzy’s well spoken accusations that were sent to those who rejected them and thus killing any chance they may have had left in adopting any child through those agencies, Alderaan was their last, best hope. If they couldn’t adopt a child on Alderaan, a society who’s selling points were family and diversity and the going beyond tolerance and acceptance to embrace others, than they couldn’t adopt a child from anywhere.
They landed, and went deep in the heart of the beautiful, spacious capital city; spacious only because they didn’t crowd their buildings and homes together; they did not want a second Coruscant on Alderaan. It sprawled for miles and miles, but it looked good from above in the sky, and even better on the ground in the air taxi they took to the modest building that housed the Nadja Moranna Home of Hope; a government run orphanage and adoption center.

“Cozy looking place,” remarked Muriel, doing her best to inject some more positive energy into the moment. It would have helped if Dizzy looked and projected more enthusiasm; that way she didn’t have to spend time and energy reassuring that particular front. So she wouldn’t looked not focused and downtrodden. “Don’t you think it is, Hon?”
“Cheesy, Red, cheesy,” said Dizzy. He did his best not to be sarcastic, but this sarcasm was not the accepted form of sarcasm he enjoyed projecting and Muriel tolerated. And he knew it, and he regretted it. That was the problem being a eternal realist; he accepted the realities of the situation all too much when the obvious was apparent. He engaged her with his black eyes and said, “So when do you think they’ll close the door on us: after we touch the merch, or when they see us at the door?”
“Dizzy,” she purred to him when the air taxi stopped and the doors opened. They exited along with the rest of the people who needed to use the walk way to reach other venues. “Try to be a bit more upbeat about this, will you? We can’t fail here, I know it.”

“I’m trying, but maybe if you, like, promise to snap a neck if they say no…”
“Dizzy!” Muriel looked around; the last thing they needed was an over reacting good Samaritan bounding away looking for the nearest constable because of a glumly gus Sullustan was dropping threats.

She said quietly to him, “I understand your frustration. Believe me, I’m frustrated enough. Right now, Mouse, I don’t want to be frustrated. I want to be happy. I need positive flow here. Get on my side, please?”

Dizzy looked at her with a slight smirk on his face. He still didn’t appear positive, and worse his gloomy outlook that he was projecting from within could be sensed by Muriel’s minor Force sensitivity. “I’ll try, Muriel, really.”
She was on her own in terms of emotion. She inhaled, smiled, and squeezed his hand. “You’ll lighten up when you see children. You always do. Come on.” That was Muriel’s one sure trump card as they both entered the building and after going through security checks were allowed to continue and meet with the director of the center. It was lightsaber, though, that cut all around: Dizzy would be positive, happy, and cheerful with and around the available babies and toddlers, in turn they would respond uniquely, but when rejection and denial came that metaphoric lightsaber would swing back and cut his legs off, make him smaller, and thus unable to reach the edge of the hole of depression he would quickly find himself in.
Once it was verified who they were with the director, he passed them over to a woman named Reese Mammeran. The woman was tall, past attractive but professionally pleasant. There was, however, one caveat in Dizzy’s opinion and fought with all his might during the initial ‘listen to me banter’ phase of Miss Mammeran’s presentation: she had a witch’s mole that was aligned along the left nostril of her nose. Every time the woman looked at him, Dizzy wanted to offer his services in removing the mole; when this happened, Muriel would give him a warning glare; she knew what he was thinking. It didn’t help that he was on the woman’s left side. 
Constantly. 
Aware. 
Of the mole. 
That appeared to be growing. 
Smiling at him. The mole was smiling at him!
WINKING!!!!

“Now darling,” said Mammeran, who was constantly referring to Muriel by ‘darling’ as if they were old friends. Muriel had been called worse at diplomatic functions, she was used to the moniker runaround. She seemed more interested in talking to her than to Dizzy, which only prompted him to make hand motions; he was constantly, behind Mammeran’s back, reaching up to his own nose and pretending to pull an imaginative mole off. He was too far away from a jack slap, and circumstances prevented Muriel from doing it. “Our care facilities here are the best on the planet, providing all the needs of all species of being, of all age groups. Granted, we are the only orphanage now on Alderaan since the market collapse closed other facilities down and forced us to absorb their charges, we were more than capable to handle the surplus here at Home of Hope.”
“I have no doubts that you did,” said Muriel, turning on the fake appreciation bluster that was required with this sort of situation. She did her best not to look at the mole. “We just hope you have what we desire.”
“A weaned baby, yes?” When Muriel nodded, Mammeran asked, “You have any reservations in regards to sex, number of appendages, or species?”

“A baby is a baby,” remarked Dizzy. When Mammeran looked at him, he stuffed his hands in his pocket and thanked the Force his large black eyes weren’t so giving away; it was hard to tell if he was looking at something specifically from anyone’s outside perspective. The mole was following his every, stinking move…. “A life is a life.”
“Yes,” said Mammeran with slow amusement. “Very Jedi of you to say.” She turned her attention back to Muriel. “However, certain species do have special needs. In some cases such needs requirement full time supplication.”

“We understand that. All we’re saying is, as far as humanoid children go, we really have no qualms,” assured Muriel.

Mammeran smiled again and said, “Well, let’s just see what, or which child that is, best fits you. Here we go.” They arrived at a sealed door, which opened to reveal a modest size play room filled with bright loud joyful colors, toys both educational and time passing, and a wide variety of humanoid babies. They played by themselves, or with each other; pre-toddler and toddler age little ones with no concept of ignorance or history of rash behavior; all they had in common as a negative was poopy diapers. They were watched over by a platoon of female nurses and B-series protocol droids.
“They’re adorable,” cheered Muriel with an awe that made Dizzy’s fat lips turn upward in a smile. That was what actually changed his sour mood, seeing his red head vixen warrior of a wife become a melted butter girl at the site of fat heads, pudgy arms and kicking feet. Maybe the smell, too; unfortunately, it wasn’t that ‘new starship’ smell, but nonetheless a smell. “Can we…we look at them closer?”
“Certainly!” Mammeran gestured for the two of them to enter, and she stood guard at the door.

“I’ll go right,” remarked Dizzy, as if they were on Magus Prophet’s ship rescuing Juna again. Naturally, Muriel went for the girls first; the first group was two Bothans and a Human female playing with blocks. Dizzy looked at the loners first; be it out of pity or because he was a loner when he grew up, the Sullustan just had his preferences. Immediately, the Rodian toddler at the tiny drawing and doodle tables caught his eyes. The Rodian was perhaps a year old based on his standing height, and was doing what all one year olds did best; scribbling and scrawling stuff that only made sense to it.
“Hey there, buddy,” Dizzy mused gingerly to the child. The Rodian turned to the sound of his voice, staring at him -- he was a male -- with his large, blink-less eyes and hard to read face. It’s sucker-like ears floated upward and he let out tiny little sputtering purrs as if to say hello. Or that was how Dizzy read it: he understood Rodians, but they were adult Rodians. “Speak yet? Got a name? I’m Dizzy.”

“Mister Arnes,” interrupted Mammeran from the door. “The children have their names on their pajamas. His name is Mooglo.”

“Mooglo, eh?” When he said his name, the toddler craned his head and sputtered again. It carefully reached out to Dizzy, and it’s tiny little suction cups attached themselves to his face. “Affectionate little guy.”

“Actually, he is assessing you to see if you are a threat,” insisted Mammeran.
“A threat? Me?” Dizzy scoffed at the notion and picked Mooglo up in his hands. The child squirmed a little and puttered, but soon calmed down as if resigned to his fate. “See little guy, I’m no threat.”

“Mister Arnes, please don’t aggravate him,” warned Mammeran.
“I’m not.” Dizzy just shook his head at her, and raised Mooglo up a bit higher and a bit closer to his face. The usually awful smelling Rodian actually didn’t smell that bad for a change. “In fact, you even smell hap-.”

Without warning, Mooglo spat up a greenish stew right into Dizzy’s unsuspecting face. Dizzy caught some of it in his mouth, and he inhaled it up his nose, making him feeling ill. The baby wasn’t finished; it unleashed another vomit attack, soaking the Sullustan and his loud clothing with a vile, green slosh.
Muriel carefully sat a Human baby boy down, looked over her stunned husband, and asked, “Honey, what happened?”

“What happened!” was Dizzy’s exasperated response. Before anymore could be said, the Rodian child unleashed another, impossibly long and continuous stream of green vile on him. It just didn’t seem possible for such a tiny life form to have liters and liters of bile fluid to give, but it did.
Once the baby was finished, Dizzy very carefully sat the baby back down in his chair. He stood up, spat and sprayed the goo from her mouth, blew some of it out his large nostrils, and said in finally answering his wife’s stupid question, “Apparently, Mooglo here wasn’t satisfied with crapping out of the proper hole.” The Rodian baby let out a deep, loud belch out of his snout, prompting Dizzy to look down at him and asked, “You had veggie purée this afternoon, didn’t ya?”
Mooglo seemed to chuckle. Dizzy nodded, understanding his answer.

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

CHAPTER 47.1

After all disasters considered, the rest of the day went well in Muriel’s solitude opinion.
Once Dizzy left to clean up and change his clothes, Muriel continued to interact with the children in the room and in five more rooms with both calm and better positive flow emotionally. In turn she made better head roads and felt confident that she left a good impression on Miss Mammeran. Not that Dizzy was unwanted, but that vomiting situation wasn’t good even when it wasn’t Dizzy’s fault. In the fifth room, she stumbled across what she felt was the child to adopt. Barely out of the crib was a tiny, blonde colored, blue eyed Sullustan girl that melted Muriel’s heart and reminded her of Dizzy’s first wife with such uniquely rare colorations. She felt perfect, the little girl named Nomanae was happy to have so much attention from a complete, red headed alien stranger, and so Muriel chose her.
The entanglements completed, Muriel was ‘released’ to go back to the Millennium Falcon to tell Dizzy the good news. She ran into him half way in different air taxis, and for an hour played bumper tag until they finally caught up with one another. Along the way back to the ship she let him read Nomanae’s little dossier. She was only orphaned two weeks ago, left at the designated drop off of the Home of Hope -- a designated shelter station outside the building that protected the ‘door stepped’ children from the elements that was free of windows or other means that could identify the parent or parents that dropped the child off. She had cleared the kidnapping wires, so therefore Nomanae was free and clear for an unchallenged adoption. All that needed to be done was approval of parentage; Dizzy’s and Muriel’s submitted files were going to get a look over by the ones in charge.
They arrived back at the space port, and after ascending the ramp to their ship, Muriel couldn’t help to bristle about their lucky find. Dizzy couldn’t help it either; the picture included in the file made him smile and for once lifted his spirits outside the presence of children. She said, “She’s so perfect. Isn’t she so perfect? A gorgeous little angel. We’re so lucky!”
“Yeah, we are Red,” said the old Sullustan, sealing the hatch behind them for security reasons.

“What are the odds, hmmmm? What are they? A thousand to one. A million to one.” Muriel groused over the picture of the baby girl, smitten with how unbelievably cute and extraordinarily lucky they were. “Maybe that’s why we weren’t having luck before. Maybe we were meant to have this beautiful little critter right here all along.”
Dizzy laminated to her with an arm thrown over her shoulders. “The Force has thrown one or two curveballs at us. I guess if you want to say that’s what it is.”

“Oh come on, you’re loving this!” She gushed over the file and pictures again as he walked her back into the galley. “She looks so much like May! I wonder if they’re related distantly?” Muriel waved the notion away. “Silly notions! She’s just…a perfect ringer, that’s all. So cute. And she likes me, Dizzy. She adores me!”
“You have that affect on Sullustans, Honey,” he cracked wise.
Muriel gave him a friendly glare, a combination of the typical angry glare but with a smile on her face. She caught Dizzy looking at her breasts. Apparently all her joy and exhilaration was translating to what he happily referred to as pluming. She pointed out, “Is there something in my eye?”

“Hmmm. Oh yeah.” Dizzy then looked up and caught himself. “OH! I mean…” He closed his right eye and looked into her eyes with his left eye investigative. “All I see is a bright gleam in your eyes. I don’t think it’s metal filament.”
Muriel smiled at him, feeling a bit devilish. Maybe this wasn’t the time or the place to suddenly feel sexy or thinking about romping around the starship in her best blue fuzzy underwear. But she was so damn thrilled to be happy, and was confident that Nomanae was going to be their daughter by tomorrow morning, she didn’t blame Dizzy for being a little perverted; a long, noisy celebratory romp before becoming full time parents not only seemed required but an great act of parental responsibility.
“Well,” purred Muriel, bending down slightly and relaying her wishes with her body language and hints of voice, “it might be that light that leads to the bed room.” She kissed Dizzy on his fat, moving lips. “That leads to the top drawer.” She kissed him more, but deeper this time. The first time she had met him, she never imagined kissing him; she hated him. When she did kiss him, her caveat was those often slobbery lips and thick tongue, but he turned out to be an awesome kisser with such organic advantages. “That leads me to put on……blue, fuzzy lingerie.”
“YeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeHOOOOOOOOOOOOO!” Dizzy snatched up her giddy, giggling body and cradled her in his arms. He walked fast with a lot of strain, but she knew that would all pass once…

…The incoming transmission signal flared.

Dizzy stopped carrying her and turned them both around to look at the auxiliary control station across from the game board. He said, “Stang it! It can wait.”

“Wait!” Muriel about fell out of his arms when he stopped. “What…what if it’s the adoption firm? What if they’re tell us we’re approved?”

“Didn’t you say that takes a day?” he asked.

“Normally. At least that’s what Miss Mammeran said.” Muriel squirmed her way out of Dizzy’s arms, suddenly getting worried. She then fought the worry back with certainty; this wasn’t bad news. This was not Mammeran telling them that they couldn’t have Nomanae. This was not another rejection; she could feel it, they were going to get their daughter, and this was the call that announced it as fact. It was official: they were now parents of their dream daughter. “We got to answer the call, Dizzy. What if it is them? I left them our comm number.”

Dizzy gave up, and Muriel pulled herself away to answer the hail. She checked the board, and at first she thought she read the readings wrong. The Falcon’s rather outdated monitor and gauge units were bad enough on their own, let along the fact that neither Dizzy or Juna when she had the ship had cleaned the interior and exterior parts of the scopes. Another look told her she wasn’t; the source of the transmission was from a familiar address, the Providence of Pelteria, the planet Naboo.

“It’s Terese,” said Muriel in surprise. It was highly irregular for the former Queen of Naboo to want to talk this way, using direct communication to an off world transceiver.
“Ah.” Dizzy picked up Muriel again, surprising her. “She can take a powder. Leave a message.”

“Why does she want a direct comm chat?” Spinning out of Dizzy’s arms and forgetting her raised libido for a few heartbeats. “It must be important.” Just as she was about to answer the hail, Dizzy’s hand was around her wrist. “Dizzy?”

“Hey, we thought we both agreed not to mess around with anyone else’s problems until our problems are settled,” he said flatly until he got to ‘we’ and ‘our’; there he spoke with raised volume.

Muriel sighed only because he did have point. They were barely a month or nearly two since Ingles IV and since they left much of their troubles behind. Refreshed, they went out together on the adoption front, and without the recharge of mental and emotional batteries she doubted very much if she could have handled the first rejection, let alone the four dozen they received to date. But this transmission…it was not Terese Maltanaw’s style. Something serious had to be wrong.

“Dizzy, if it’s nothing I will kill the transmission without an apology,” she assured him quickly. She watched him sulk away and for a second she felt bad; if the transmission was nothing, she was going to feel much worse. Muriel keyed the receive node, and answered the non-visual transmission. “Muriel Arnes receiving.”
“Muriel, it’s Terese!” There was no mistaking the voice of Lady Terese Maltanaw Landana. And there was no mistaking the hint of panic in her tone. Not immediate, dire panic, but concern as well as frustration. “Where are you? What is going on?”
“I don’t follow,” quizzed Muriel. “You sound a little upset.”

“You guessed right I’m upset. No more than an hour ago I was just questioned by two Jedi Knights. About Naressa. And about Juna.”

Muriel turned to get Dizzy’s attention, but the Sullustan heard it with his sensitive ears and was returning from the bedroom. He had a frown, asking silent questions. Muriel waved him off, and Terese said, “Why didn’t you tell me Juna was out of her coma? I’m Juna’s friend, too, you know! I care for her just as much as you do!”

“Whoa, whoa, whoa, ease up there, Terese,” Muriel instructed back. They were friends, but there was a time when they didn’t see eye to eye in the political realm even as their beliefs fell inline; some of it had to do with Terese nearly ruining Juna’s political career; sometimes the animosity came back up to the forefront. “Listen, what happened to Juna Naressa wanted that kept in house, okay? We thought for a little while there that she was kidnapped.”
“Kidnapped!?!”

“But she’s all right. She wasn’t kidnapped….she just…it’s complicated, Terese, it really is. Look, what’s this business about Jedi Knights questioning you. I don’t get that.”

Terese released an audible sigh to calm herself down. “The Jedi Knights came here today, asking me and Eric character questions about Naressa. I asked why, and they gave me this short sighted answer that related to Juna not being in a coma at Rapier Manor. Naturally, they asked us to keep that a secret.
“Anyways, they asked us the typical investigator nonsense. When did I meet Naressa? What was Naressa like? How was our friendship? I cooperated, and they left without so much as a further explanation of what they were doing and why. So, I made a few calls to what little contacts I have left at the palace. Turns out Pirus Krendel was murdered on Hapes over a week ago and Naressa’s the primary suspect.”

“What!” said Muriel and Dizzy in unison. As her Husband leaned closer to her, Muriel leaned in more with great interests. “Murdered?” Then it struck Muriel. “And they think Naressa did it?”
“I don’t know if that’s the Jedi’s opinion, but that is Tomas Krendel’s repeated daily private message to everyone in the Royal Palace. He had used the power of his Royal Summons to drag Naressa back to Naboo, and from what I understand she hasn’t been on planet for quite some time. It’s arousing all sorts of speculative suspicions as it relates to Krendel’s murder.”
Dizzy snorted a bit and said, “Terese, this is Dizzy: if Krendel was on Hapes he was probably killed by the Hapens. They take their backstabbing quite literal there.”

“I don’t doubt you,” said Terese in sound agreement. “However my sources told me that the Jedi Knights that questioned me had went to Rapier Manor at the King’s behest to determine if Juna was there. They’ve been staying at the mansion since. Doing what, no one knows. They told the King that Juna was fine, but left out the part that she wasn’t there.”

“Terese, who are these Jedi Knights?” asked Muriel, confused. She was certain that Naressa would not be letting mere Jedi Knights have their own way with her home. Enothchild had often said the Jedi Order was too suspicious of Naressa as it were. The only reason why Naressa would make an exception, and Muriel was certain somehow that Naressa knew about this and had, was….
“They were the two Knights that aided Master Jedi Sarch nearly a year ago.”

Dizzy shot Muriel a look and said, “Ros and Casper?”

“Yes,” affirmed Terese, “That was their first names.”

…that Naressa knew the Knights in question.

Dizzy said quietly into Muriel’s ear. “I don’t see the problem. I mean it’s Ros and Casper. They’re cool.”

Muriel said quietly to Dizzy, enough in volume that his ears were the only receptors picking it up, “They’re looking at Naressa for Krendel’s murder. I would too if he turned up dead, given the history.” She turned her attention back and her volume up to the microphone. “Terese, I’m not absolutely sure what’s going on. But I can tell you this: Naressa didn’t murder anyone. She’s been with us for the past six months.” That was three-quarters true: she did take lives on Tatooine, but only to protect Enothchild, Dizzy, and Muriel from further harm. And they had separated on numerous occasions.
“Glad to hear that, and I don’t think Naressa murdered anyone either.” Terese than pointed out, “But this is the King’s father we are talking about here. You and I know the great amount of political forces involved. Veruna may not have a lot, but he has the Throne, and from that Throne he can make Naressa’s life a living hell if she just shows a niche of guilt. What disturbs me the most is the Jedi presence. Why are they being used to investigate this crime?”

Muriel sighed; she knew the real answer to that, but she couldn’t tell Terese. “Given that the murder occurred in a non-Republic territory it’s probably been classified as a federal investigation. When that happened…”
“It opened Veruna’s authority,” finished Terese, knowing full well what the King could do, and what he couldn’t do, based on her own experience with Royal Authority. Muriel was banking on that; it was faster, easier, and dodged a lot of explaining. She didn’t feel like telling Terese the whole, sorry Force issues part in the Rapier Clan saga; that was Naressa’s responsibility.
Terese continued. “I’m afraid he will do more than spin this to his advantage, Muriel. I just thought to let you know what had happened, in the event King Veruna makes this a hot button issue.”

“You mean he hasn’t gone public with this yet?”

“No, he’s purposely holding it back. Little bits about it our being leaked out, but without confirmation the media won’t run with it.”

Muriel didn’t like that. “Then clearly he’s hoping the Jedi reveal something he could use politically to weigh against Naressa with. It don’t have to be evidence of murder, just the appearance that she had something to do with it.”
“The old political play: it’s not the nature of the evidence or the claim, it’s the seriousness of the charge that hangs your opponent.” Muriel could hear Terese’s shaking head. “When will such nonsense end?”
“When the galaxy goes nova,” Muriel sighed out. There was a lot to think about, and she couldn’t do it over a live comm transmission. “Look, Terese, we’re sorry we kept the news about Juna being awake from you. Naressa just wanted to keep Juna out of the limelight. She’s gotten a little too over protective of her, you know?”

“I know. That’s why I called. I didn’t want to hold anything against her, or you, and keep you both in the dark because of it.” With that, the transmission ended. That was Terese’s way of showing she was still pissed off. 
Muriel couldn’t blame the former Queen; although political polar opposites Terese crossed lines to endorse Juna, and she tossed away the requirement of her other friends to become Juna’s good friend; at times the old woman looked at Juna as a daughter, which that sort of relationship helped her in the rearing of her very own daughter, Jarah. Terese and Naressa’s friendship was much longer, starting as pen pals even though Terese and Bendian never, ever got along until his last day of life. There was things and matters Terese and the rest in Juna’s exclusive friendship circle wasn’t ever going to know about; what they did know was too much all ready.
Dizzy switching off the transceiver brought Muriel out of her stuck thought pattern. He said, “Oh well. C’mon, the bed’s getting cold.”

Exasperated, Muriel gave her Husband an eyeful of disbelief. She wasn’t in the mood for any romping around; not with the added weight of concern for Naressa. Granted, there was still too much there to get over about Naressa, but Muriel had gone out of her way to make peace with the woman so she and Juna could have a much clearer emotional field…

Then Muriel remembered she had her very own priorities. She put a head in her hand, realizing that she couldn’t just leave Alderaan and have a discussion with Ros and Casper over what was clearly a mistake. Her daughter Nomanae…..her soon to be daughter Nomanae was less than twenty-four hours away from coming home. Leaving would ruin the adoption, and possibly blacklist them from ever adopting a child from this particular adoption agency. Only they could ruin what was their best, last chance at adoption, and she couldn’t do that! She couldn’t! She wouldn’t!
“I…have a headache,” was all she could get out. Once again Dizzy sulked away while Muriel sat quiet in the chair next to the auxiliary control system. It was there she started to quietly pray that tomorrow as going to be happy tomorrow. No jinxes. No surprises.

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

CHAPTER 47.2

“What do you mean you’re sorry!”
Dizzy’s loud retort to Reese Mammeran’s announcement that the couple had been denied adoption. Since Muriel remained seated, paled with big eyes and an open mouth, the Sullustan took the point, stood up, and made his response the mandatory yelling one.

“Mister Arnes, please, sit down-,” started Mammeran, who didn’t look all that scared of him or surprised by his shock. Perhaps, in his view, she was trained in the art of dispensing bad news: that was why she looked like she really didn’t give a shit about how this affected them.

Dizzy cut her off. “Why should I sit down? You’ve all ready planted a boot in our asses! This is bullshit! I knew the moment I came in here…”
“Mister Arnes, sit so I can explain to you the reasons for rejection,” she begged of him. “Please don’t make me call security.”

Grabbing his chair and slamming it on its four legs hard close to the woman’s desk, and closer to a still stunned numb Wife, Dizzy forced himself into his chair. He grabbed Muriel’s collected hands in his. He gestured with the other towards the bitch and said, “I’m all ears. You know, the ones you can’t miss on my big, fat head!”

Mammeran leaned in, gulped, and continued. “I can see you’re upset.” She held up a begging hand to stop another ear splitting retort by Dizzy. “You’re both passionate in your desire to have a child. I commend you for that.”

“Your people have a bright, smecking great way of showing it,” he bit out slowly. Never in his adult life did Dizzy ever believe he could get this mad; it was worse than the anger he felt towards what Jurivicious Pern had done to little Juna long ago. There was a few times in his life where he wanted to slug a woman, and this was one of those times.
“It’s like this: there is a legitimate socialization problem we must consider. Most of our orphans here are second timers, that is they have been adopted and returned. In all those cases they were returned by parents of mismatched species.” Mammeran pointed out the obvious. “You are Human. You are Sullustan. If you two were both Sullustan…”
“No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, No, NO!” Dizzy got up and parade his no’s all over the office, just to prevent himself from tearing off that damn mole from the woman’s face. He was so sick and tired of that damn mole! He turned towards her direction and said, “I don’t buy that psychological-child rearing-ethnic priority crap! You give me two parents that love a kid and every time I’ll show you a kid that’s all right. You ain’t going to give us the chance to prove it?”
“It is this organization’s policy now not to mix and match children of one species with parents of another,” said Mammeran empathically. “No offense, but you two are the worst case scenario.”

“Oh really, why did you forget that policy with all your talking yesterday!” shrieked Dizzy. He looked to his Wife; Muriel was beginning to shake and cry; she couldn’t talk. He could feel both his hearts beating in his large ears now. But he remembered himself, remembered how she would handle the matter professionally. He stalked up to the desk hard, making Mammeran back up in her chair. He grabbed the container with both their files in it, opened it, and began pulling everything out that was in it. “Did you bother to look through our files. Look into the worse case scenario? Hmmm.”

“Mister Arnes,” Mammeran begged. She stopped when Dizzy shoved a fist sized red velvet case in her face.

Dizzy opened it and said, “See this? See the pretty, shiny thing?” It was a tiny transparent globe with a tiny blue light resting in the case. “It’s the Order of Nebuta, the highest civilian award given by the Throne of Naboo. I won it, given to me by Her Royal Highness Queen Landana, the Lady Terese Maltanaw. I won this because I saved the lives of over half a million Republic military personnel, twelve Nubian fighter pilots, over five thousand Jedi Knights, and over twenty thousand Nubian settlers with one frickin’ shot. I’m the only non-Nubian to ever win it.”
Putting it away, Dizzy then yanked out several official-looking documents. He went through them, one quick moment at a time, repeatedly in a cycle so Mammeran got a full facial of them. “These, as you can see, are official government references of merit and platitudes. My Wife and I have gotten positive, glowing references and referrals from Queens Landana and Angelleia, Theed Governor Sio Bibble, former Prime Minister of Evramora Cessa Evannava Ferngully. My Wife here protected Queen Angelleia before she was queen, and later became her Royal Chief of Staff, the highest non-elected political position in Naboo’s Royal Branch. She’s met with power players throughout the Republic, and they too have given her glowing references. One of them, I might add, is a member of the Organna royal family.”

“I see-,” began Mammeran. He cut her off.

“I got a full endorsement of confidence from one Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch, former general, hero the Mid Rim Conflicts.” Dizzy shoved it very close to Mammeran’s face, nearly hitting her. He actually had hoped to with this particular form. Enothchild was a revered hero on Alderaan, who loved him just as much as they loved Nadja Moranna, their favorite daughter. Actually Dizzy himself was still surprised to see the Headbangers shirt with Enothchild’s image along with the rest in that group still selling after forty some years since the first shirt sold. “You do know Enothchild Sarch, don’t you? He was married to the gal who’s name is on this very frickin’ building!”
Dizzy slammed the document on the desk and pounded a hand right after it, making Mammeran yelp in fear. He glared at her hard, harder than he did anyone. IT WAS THAT FRICKING MOLE! “Right now, somewhere in the void, Nadja Moranna is wishing her name wasn’t on this place! You mock her memory by not giving good, honest, proven people a chance! It don’t have to be Nomanae!” Muriel whimpered, making some type of noise for the first time. Dizzy hated to say that, but he was grasping at straws to make his Wife, his Muriel, the happiest woman in the galaxy. In his frustration he could hardly think let alone talk.
Dizzy found words. “It can be an older kid. Give us a troubled youth: we’ll turn their butts around, make them great citizens! Give us whatever you have available for us, the worst case scenario, but don’t tell us no! Don’t tell us no like this, not after we spent time, money, and hope for a child!!! Not after you told us that something like this was no problem!!!!!”

“Good sir, you could show me platitudes from a thousand leaders from a thousand worlds,” stressed Mammeran with some sadness in her face. “The supreme chancellor himself can come here and vouch for you and Misses Arnes. It will do you two no good. These rules were put in for a reason.”
“You could have told us about them, like, the moment we came into this place. Letting us around those kids and then telling us no? What kind of game you playing here!” Dizzy then slowly laid both his hands on the desk. A very stupid thought had crossed his mind. A few years ago he would not have believed to be so to exist on a place like Alderaan, but given the circumstances as of late he believed anything was possible, no matter where it was. “This is a game, ain’t it? A frickin’ shell game.”
“I beg your pardon,” frowned Mammeran.

“You offer us a taste of paradise, then you pull it back and hold out your hand. A nominal fee will let us have the whole product.” Dizzy clenched his fists, still on the desk. “I saw this all the time with spice pushers and hard to get bedriders. Given how ugly you are I have a hard time thinking you gotta be givin’ discounts when it comes to the latter.”
“GET OUT!” Mammeran was hitting a button as she stood up angrily. Two men in security uniforms came in and waited for them at the door. “I won’t be accused of such impropriety. The nerve of you! I’ll tell others of you! I know people!”
“Good!” shouted Dizzy. He collected Muriel in his arms and helped her out the chair; she was so devastated her strong body had no strength, her mind had no will to run it. “You tell them about us!” He carefully lead Muriel away from the desk, and then stopped. The guards tensed when he reached in his pocket. He turned and tossed a few coins underhanded at Mammeran, who flinched when they struck her face. “Here’s a couple of dataries on me. Go pay a womp rat to chew that parasite off your face!”

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

CHAPTER 47.3

As they were lead out, and it was slow going given Muriel’s lack of motivation to live, Dizzy kept telling himself that it wasn’t enough, and at the same time told himself that a blaster wasn’t going to solve anything; being on Alderaan, they had to leave their weapons on board the ship. Killing would have just lead to a life sentence under the circumstances, no matter how many ways it could be justified. Their luck the key would have been thrown away before there was any trial, or so that was what Dizzy thought for sure. Worse, his One Good Thing, the woman that had the couple’s allotment of optimism and belief that all matters of the universe weren’t tainted, just found out the hard way. Muriel did know better than this, but that didn’t mean anything until the pain was personally felt.
“Did that just happened?” peeped Muriel, speaking through her tears as they passed through front doors. “That didn’t happen. This is all a bad dream. Just a terrible, bad dream. I just worked myself up, and my mind is just letting me have all that could go wrong flash in mind in my sleep. It’s all psychological. I know it. I’m going to wake up, and it’s the day we…we….weeeee.”
They reached the bottom of the steps that lead up to the front entrance of the building, where Dizzy stopped to absorb the new round of tears into his chest. He didn’t know what to say to Muriel to make her stop, or to give her enough strength to at least make it to the air taxi stand, and then to the ship. He spent most of his talking energy back on the hag, the lying little plit that led them by the heart strings and then cut them. What he had said to her at the end made the most sense to him, although he had no proof. That didn’t matter now; he still didn’t know what to say to his emotionally destroyed Muriel. He couldn’t say it would be okay, that it was all right; he couldn’t cliché this unfairness, this horrible event.
Dizzy patted Muriel’s head as she continued to sob, standing there for a while, not giving a damn what everyone thought that passed by. Not the gawkers, or the fancy air cars. One of them, small and insignificant, stopped at the side. Emerging was a rather cute, young couple. As they ascended the steps, Dizzy wanted to warn them about the place. But he had his Muriel to attend to, and he walked her over to the waiting station for an air cab. They both sat down with a heavy plop, resigned to their fate too easily and too dejectedly. 
“I’m going to wake up,” whispered Muriel again.

Dizzy rubbed her right eye free of a tear and he said to her, “Yeah, Red, you’re going to wake up.” He rubbed his face into the top of her head, into her red hair. “We’re both going to wake up sometime.” After what seemed to be a long while, he noted the young couple from the car emerging from the building with a bundle in the new mother’s arms. Right behind them, all smiles and no signs of regret, was the mole followed by Mammeran. Biting back the need to scream curses at the deplorable woman, he drew Muriel closer to his chest, to where his Girl didn’t see the scene behind them. That was the very last thing she needed to see, wanted to see, and was made to see.
“Nomanae?” whimpered Muriel, raising her head a bit.

Dizzy frowned and felt sadden even more; she was clutching, he had seen it from fools that lost tens of credits at sabacc. But she was no fool. “She’s not here, Honey. She’s not with us.”

“Nomanae.” Muriel, face puffy and tear streaked, rose up in a sitting position with a quizzical expression. She softly cried out the little girl’s name again, “Nomanae.”

The baby the Human couple was carrying to their car began to cry, causing Dizzy’s ears to prickle with the familiarity of the tones. Muriel gasped and turned around in her seated position, gawking in horror as she looked at the couple entering the car with the crying baby, clutching at her chest. It dawned on Dizzy what had just happened, why Muriel was reacting the way she was. The baby the Human couple just took away was a Sullustan.

It had to be Nomanae.

At first, Mammeran saw Dizzy, saw Muriel, and didn’t appear to recognize them even as Dizzy stood up. The woman took a few steps, and then when she reached the nearest group of her security personnel she stopped and looked quickly back at them. He watched her grow pale in horror, and he clearly heard her said, “I thought you said they were gone! You idiots!”

With a primal scream, Muriel stood right up and uplifted the old wooden back bench from it’s loosely bolted down moorings. Before Dizzy knew it, and long after Mammeran began to hurry for the front door as if running for her life in her line of work was a everyday concept, the former Political Guardian was carrying that scream with her as she ran up the steps. Suddenly, Dizzy was very concerned of what Muriel was going to do.
He got out, “MURIEL! DON’T KILL THEM!” before she violently crippled the first guard that couldn’t clear his blaster. She was so fast up those steps, the first group of guards didn’t have a chance against the specially trained, battled hardened, and especially motivated warrior. 
In stride, Muriel unleashed a kicked to the man’s knee that permanently made his right leg bend forever the wrong way. She spring board off the leg, drilling her left fist in reverse motion into the face of another guard, knocking him out. She charged and ran over the third guard, a much bigger man, with a clothesline that spun him out of consciousness. The forth fired a stun bolt that sailed wide, to which Muriel collected his outstretched arms, reared back, and caused the man to sail screaming down the steps. Dizzy had to leap over the unconscious and latest victim of his Wife’s wrath, surprised that she had heard him at all.
No, it had to be because she only wanted to kill one person.

“Seal the doors! Quick!” screamed Mammeran. She was barely inside the main doors giving the order when Muriel, barely getting by the last group of guards by barely touching them with physicality, snatched her target by the hair; getting a firm, fist full of the woman’s bun. Mammeran’s screams faded away as the slow closing, antique steel blast shutters closed around the opening and eventually on Muriel’s arm. The built-in sensors, though, prevented Muriel’s arm from being cut off. But now the guards had an open shot at her.
Dizzy grabbed the nearest guard to him, the furthest from Muriel, and tripped him to where he feel down the steps. The second guard turned to fire a stun bolt at Dizzy, but got an overhand right to his jaw. He took possession of the man’s blaster, noting that is a stun only weapon. A repetitive nose got his attention and he went to Muriel’s aide. She was yelping at times through her gritted teeth; the guards on the other side were trying to break her arm as Muriel tried to drag Mammeran through the six inch gap between the shutters.

Alertly, Dizzy forced his newly acquired blaster through the now expanded opening and unleashed a few blind stun bolt shots. He heard bodies hitting the floor, and then suddenly Muriel repeatedly pulled her arm back, making Mammeran’s head strike the shutters; the enclosure prevented the full blunt of force behind the attack, but given time Mammeran was going to be seriously hurt.
A stun blast from behind the opening struck Muriel. Dizzy was ready to catch her, but she only let loose an angry scowl and seemed twice as dedicated as before to attack Mammeran. Someone on the other side shouted, “It didn’t work! Just, just pull her!”
“NO! NOT THAT! DON’T!” came Mammeran’s impassioned plea. Muriel did appear weaker because of the stun blast, but when she was pulled forward she began to use her legs. “NEVER MIND! DO IT! DO IT!!!”

Dizzy’s first thought was they were going to pull Muriel in, and when Muriel literally kissed the doors he rushed to grab her by the waist to help her. Muriel then flew backwards into his arms and both fell to the marble ground. The doors finally closed and sealed to prevent anymore of her attack.

Muriel held up her bloodied and bruised arm and a hand with broken fingernails still wrapped in closed fist, and in her fist was a practically the Mammeran’s entire hair bun; blood soaked parts of the hair roots. In a shrill, cold, angry voice Muriel cursed out, “You’re dead, bitch! You smecking hear me! You’re dead! I’ll kill you if I see you again! I swear it! You hear me, I smecking swear it!!!!”

His ears picking up what sounded like sirens, Dizzy forced himself and Muriel up. “We’ve overstayed our welcome, Red. We gotta book.” But Muriel was more of a handful now than she was when she was all crying. Though the stun bolt had taken a lot of starch out of her, she was physically still giving Dizzy a hard time. He pulled her roughly away from the door, to which Muriel kept her purple eyes locked on and literally drooled over obsessively. “Muriel, we got to go now!”

“I’m not leaving until she comes out,” Muriel vehemently spat out. “She’s going to have to come out sometime! Let go of me!”

Sighing, Dizzy did as she asked. He done so to grab the stun only blaster again. Muriel was out of her right mind, and he firmly believed there was more than anger fueling her. He never really took into an account of her near-Jedi attachment with the Force, but if all that junk about anger and the dark side were true then it explained why that one stun bolt earlier barely affected her. He remembered that even Naressa, who according to Enothchild was a complete creature of darkness, warned Muriel once about her temper, about letting it get the best of her; a slick, slippery slope that if not controlled would doom her. Common sense said they lost and it was time to leave; Muriel was banging on the door, forgoing common sense, jazzed with the energy of evil. It was academic then; Dizzy pumped a stun bolt at close range into her back and caught her before she fell backwards down the stairs.
“Sorry, Kid,” said Dizzy regrettably. “I’m so sorry.” She only moaned in response, and still clutched her prize catch of hair despite her unconsciousness. He tossed the weapons and threw her over his shoulders. Quickly down the steps he requested an air cab, and the two got away.

