CHAPTER 23.0
The hailing chime coming from the auxiliary communication system in the lounge of the Ruby Heirloom somehow managed to penetrated every single wall, door, and bulkhead in the ship and even more impressively penetrated past Enothchild’s duracrete focus. Then again since it had been two weeks since the incident at Keterbawn, and after searching for Rooney Tufuse’s Rodia hideout became a bust the lack of doing something heightened the senses of the bored; they currently orbited the home world of the Rodians to give them a quick response edge. There, on the conscious, was a level of anticipation that was not detectable until some type of stimuli invoked it from hiding. In this case, if the hailing signal was music, Enothchild would be dancing.
Enothchild was quick to his feet and out the door. It was late but he doubted that Dizzy and Muriel were asleep. In his meditative state he kept his conscious away from thinking about them; so they could have privacy and he wouldn’t see something he shouldn’t.

His suspicions were proven when Dizzy emerged from he and Muriel’s room with his shirt on. Any other time, and for the sake of the Sullustan’s reputation as a lady’s man and his own eyesight, Enothchild would have asked him to go put something on. “You hear it?”
“I hear it,” acknowledged the Vhinphyc. His longer stride and quicker reaction time helped him beat Dizzy to the system. There was a prep statement on the small screen before them; typical prep statements was short for live audio and visual, long for text messages. This prep statement took up the whole screen and Enothchild had to scroll down. “This is odd. Who the hell is Rosa zero-zero-one?”
Dizzy realized that his big friend was reading the ‘from’ statement. “Don’t know her. Sounds like a slicer handle.” He frowned. “Don’t tell me we’re being sliced?”

“I don’t think so,” mused Enothchild. “Although my computer expertise is lack-.” He stopped talking once he got past the gibberish that filled up the first two paragraphs, filled with symbols and letters thrown together, spaced out by a series of letters and paraphrases. After that there was a great deal of space, and then an official Corellian Security Authority Correctional Storage image. “JUNA!”
“WHAT!” Muriel’s muffled yell from back in the corridor suggested that she was still struggling to get dressed in her room. Dizzy was a full second too slow in his pronouncement as well. There was a muffled yelp, followed by a more pronounced, louder ouch, and finally Muriel appeared in the lounge, running and finally closing her short, blue robe. “JUNA! WHERE?”

“Look!” Dizzy exclaimed and pointed at the screen. There, all three of Juna’s friends took a moment to silence to take the visual in. Enothchild had been taking it in the longest. It was Juna, but she looked far removed from the beautiful girl they loved and kept safe for all these years. It was her hair, her jaw line, her nose, her ears and the subtle separation between her shoulders and neck. It was her left, brown eye; big and lacking something, something that was taken away from her when they first met her. Beyond that the changes of her face courtesy of Magus Prophet’s rage because she wouldn’t love him stood out. Her right eye was missing so the eyelids were closed. Patches of pink scars ran down both sides of her face to the jaw line that contrasted her natural tan skin. Her right brow was discolored from where the orbital socket had to be mending back together. It looked fake, they could look past the scars and see the Juna that they knew. A bad makeup job, she just wanted to go to a Nubian scare festival as air kill; perhaps it was something she saw that splat against the canopy of her fighter once.
“Oh god, the bacta-,” Muriel began, but was overwhelmed and covered her mouth. While Juna was still in her coma and after the surgeries were done to fix her skull, Naressa had made a special bacta helmet to speed up the healing and fight off any infections. No, bacta didn’t cure everything and never did so all the time. If anything the bacta and the surgeries DID work. Even miracles had their limits, and with a sob the red head leaned against her husband for comfort.

Enothchild wished he had such support right now. Staring back at him was a reminder of why this was his fault. He had slept with Naressa and Juna found out and left him and went off to kill Prophet. He was too slow, too inept, and too stupid to fly a ship to reach her in time to prevent this from happening. There was a rationale in his mind about the wrongs of vanity, of physical appearance and why people shouldn’t believe what they saw in made up beautification; the logic was jettisoned out of the nearest airlock in his mind. He never bought the idea of ‘it’s not how you look, its who you are’ totally, and neither did Nadja who’s body was so scarred up from her fight with Dux and everything she did later on she spared no expense or time making sure not one of those scars on her forearms or near her neck in the front or back -- she always wore her hair long to cover up the spinal scar -- were hidden. Perception, Nadja had said many times, is nine-tenths reality. It’s the prejudice we will never dispel. It’s the unspoken truth.
For now Enothchild’s only support was the spinning chair in front of him. He gripped the top of it hard, the action helping him find his voice. “This mug shot was taken by CorSec. In Coronet.” He noted the date that was digitally etched on the image of Juna. He found himself blinking away more and more of bewilderment; not much, but enough to function. “Thirty second ago, actually.”

Muriel leaned over and wiped her face dry, her face baring surprise more than sadness as she continued to scroll the message. “It’s…a preliminary report. It don’t have her name or anything on it.” She stopped the scrolling and went very pale. “Murder.”

“What!” Dizzy couldn’t take no more surprises and it was clearly expressed in his shout. He nearly bumped his wife out of the way and read the statement in the report. “Suspect held on suspicion for the following charges: one count of battery, one count of assault, forty counts of discharging a firearm in public,” he stopped and stood up “and one count of murdering a Corellian Security Officer. More charges pending.”
Before anyone could say anything more about the alarming news the everything on screen suddenly vanished. There was a collective inhale, and Muriel pushed herself into the seat Enothchild was holding onto, typing furious on the keys. “Come on, come on! It’s got to be on the back up tapes! It’s gotta be! We didn’t just imagine that nightmare!” She kept going, and kept going one more time when she went through the same things again.

Finding himself again in the tumult, Enothchild put a hand on her shoulder and said, “It’s gone. Whoever sent it must have deleted it from their end. It was an open alert message.”

Muriel stopped, sighed, and threw her face into her hands in frustration. She then ruffled her long hair furiously and said, “We got to get to Corellia. Now!”
“No shit!” Dizzy was all ready running for the cockpit when he spoke. They could still hear him speak. “I don’t care what anyone says about CorSec: cops will kill cop killers!”
With Muriel running off to her room to change into more appropriate attire Enothchild went to the cockpit. Dizzy was all ready pulling the Ruby Heirloom out of stationary orbit mode and quickly laying in the coordinates for Corellia. With Rodia on the Corellian Run -- a designated trade line recognized and kept clean of disorganization by the governing bodies along the line -- there wasn’t much calculation needed and it was going to be a one lever pull jump.
Sensing Enothchild, Dizzy said, “On the Run we can get there fast. Pushing her we can get there in a day.” He sported a hard look, one that the Jedi Master really saw before; a knotted brow that added angry cresses to brow line and put a angle on his large eyes. “I can get there in six hours if I burn out the driver coil.”
“Dizzy, I have concerns over this too,” started Enothchild as Dizzy ignored him. “But I know quite a few people at CorSec over the years. They don’t kill people that kill their own when they arrest them.”

“Sure, and a banthas crap in a outhouse,” Dizzy barked out sarcastically. “Get real, Sarch!”

Enothchild put more of his body between the pilot and copilot seats, letting his body become a bigger presence in Dizzy’s sightline. “Dizzy, she’s alive. Well under the circumstances. I know it. She isn’t going anywhere.”

“Duh!” Dizzy sat down hard in the seat. “You saw the charges. How the smeck IS she going to get out of it?”
“I’m sure there is a good explanation for all of this.” He watched Dizzy look at him with indignation. “What?”

Dizzy used his right hand to ‘shoot’ out his next sentence. “You…are going to explain to CorSec…that there’s a good explanation as to why Juna had to kill a CorSec agent?” He let out a farting sound. “No offense, Bantha Head, but even you are not that good!”

“Alleged to have killed a CorSec agent,” Enothchild corrected. “We don’t know the circumstances of the situation.”

“Of that no.” Dizzy got the all clear by the navicomputer. “And face it: since we weren’t there we don’t have poodoo to say about it. What I do know is this: authorities that want vengeance, if they don’t get it early in blood, will get it in court later.”

Before Enothchild could say anything else the Sullustan got them into hyperspace. In all honesty he was thinking a little along Dizzy’s criminal paranoia lines. He wondered if he was talking up all these rationales because he didn’t want to believe it. Yet he knew Juna was all right deep in his heart.
Yet why did he want the ship to go even faster?

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

CHAPTER 23.1

Pushing the engines to the fullest on any ship was not just a reckless gamble but a potentially fatale bet that no being with real common sense and full knowledge of both physics and starship engineering would wager on; especially those on the ship. A complete failure of the system, either as a whole or in its significant parts, stranded the ship without power that was needed for critical life support systems as well as propulsion; light years from help, even on the heavy traffic lanes, it was a near guaranteed death sentence. The most rebellious, abusive and performance pushing of private ship owners large and small knew the performance envelope dynamic limits of their prides and joys just as much as the sane and responsible ship owners did; from the engines to the hull to toilet, they knew there was pretty damn good reason everything was put together the way it was with the materials and parts it was put together with, therefore there was a limit to pushing one’s luck with modifications of any kind to the ship and the ship’s performance. The limits were known, but not tested by the owners. Much of what could be done was based on practiced theory and data analysis from testing, and the findings were transcribed into the starships memory banks and printed in the owners’ manual.

However there were those in the building, designing, and fixing areas of the starship business that the limits could be pushed, for in some cases the limits were there for ‘the best performance with little maintenance’ aspect; generally, most of the time specifically, a tag line used to sell the vessel. Those in the trade of smuggling, piracy, or warmongering knew such limit pushing and threw caution to the solar wind whenever they wanted to get from planet A to Space Station B in a rush or added quadcannons and two more shield generators to the ship’s power grid and cooling system. A few, like Dizzy Arnes, had spent time learning the starshipwright trade, had even practiced it in some form, and applied the knowledge skillfully in modifying their vessels and knowing exactly when to push the ship to and beyond the limits, how long, and when not to do it. The added bonus of that knowledge was -- if a danger came up involving well known ship models found throughout the galaxy chasing him for instance -- knowing the limitations of other ships. Dizzy, with the knowledge all around, possessed a wisdom of knowing when and knowing when not.
Alas, Enothchild had seen it too many times, although one possessed wisdom it did not make them wise or help them make wise decisions. Wisdom was more than knowledge it was a readable translation of the person’s character; in most circumstances it revealed a lot. In a ‘good and evil’ defined universe it would be simple those who impart and exercise wisdom were good and those who selfishly acted with it and kept it for themselves were evil. In reality it was the previous example, a mixture of both, and everything else in between; the person defined the legitimacy of the wisdom, the wisdom defined the legitimacy of the person.

Enothchild knew Dizzy for nearly twelve years and felt he knew him enough now just as he did since the first day he had saw him on Alderaan just after Nadja had instructed Enothchild to go to Vhanba. Dizzy was not a bad man and never had been, but it also didn’t make him perfect. The Sullustan lead with his heart more than his head, but it was augmented by the lower than low life he had no choice but to grow up in; a world governed by the laws of impulse; a dangerous government of emotionally living. For years Enothchild watched the impulsive destroy themselves with reaction without restraint. 
That restraint was common sense, a fragile line of thought that barely held back those that knew rash behavior was their undoing but believed they just couldn’t help themselves. Enothchild thanked the Force from time to time for having such a impulsive but caring friend, and thanked Dizzy’s long timed passed away father who didn’t give up on raising his son; effort sometimes had more appealing results than the ‘do’ results that Jedi training demanded. That effort instilled value, and Dizzy in turn had used that value to impart some of the best logically sound thoughts and conclusions that would put most secular of Ord Mantell scholars in dormo-shock if they heard it from such a scruffy-looking, swill talking smuggler. It had been a help to Enothchild to have such a ‘another view reminder’ like Dizzy over the years. He felt he had to return the favors, even if the Sullustan found them impractical in his world.
It took a few hours longer than predicted by Dizzy to reach Corellia, and when they did and after they had landed Enothchild could see the remnants of a black smoke trail that followed them right down to the overheated sublight engines. His efforts, for the moment, didn’t appear to be in vain in regards to Dizzy. He spent the last nine hours telling both Dizzy and Muriel that Juna was all right and that she wasn’t going anywhere soon; the latter he wasn’t convinced of after they landed in Coronet City and he couldn’t sense Juna. Dizzy was clearly not convinced and the results were visible in the condition of the ship upon landing; during the trip the Ruby Heirloom screamed out numerous red line warnings. Muriel, who spent the whole time between Enothchild’s assurances reading up on case law and trying to find the proper court room attire, was a different story and the story wasn’t good.
From the news of Juna’s arrest to their cab ride to the Corellian Security Authority’s Aeon S. Samus Building in downtown Coronet, Muriel expressed all the emotional reactions one would normally express in a situation like this, although it was a situation like no other. However two things stood out: the first was the emotions she kept bottled up, and the other was how the unreleased emotions blinded her from her common sense, and in turn the wisdom she possessed in the areas of politics, law, and the protocol holding it all together. When bottling up emotions often intelligence was mistakenly bottled up with it.

Enothchild had reminded her almost immediately after her second change of clothes -- she kept changing and seeking Dizzy’s opinion, but not necessarily his approval -- that “no harm would come to Lady Juna Rapier Angelleia” once her identity was discovered, and he told her exactly that with Juna’s official Royal Nubian name title to help her remember the obvious fact. Juna, regardless of the crime she may have committed, was still a powerful and well known political figure that had a great relationship with the vast supermajority of the Republic membership governments that would frown very unfavorably at Corellia if one hair was moved on her head physically against her will. Corellia also enjoyed a good relationship with Naboo for years even though fundamentally they disagreed on a lot of policies. The relationship between the planets became predictably more solid when Queen Angelleia had acknowledge publicly that she had a Corellian mother; a fact she had included in her election biography.
Outside the facts, Corellia was a superpower that although respected and loved it had its good share of haters looking for any excuse to tar and feather anything Corellian with the bleakest of broad and reaching brushes. Everyday a detractor reminds anyone that would listen that -- even without absolute evidence -- Corellians made up the majority share of the criminal population in the galaxy, from smugglers to pirates and so on. Enothchild knew better having been around the galaxy, but to the everyday person that hasn’t they took it on its face; especially when some of the people they trusted also agreed to such accusations. In any event such criticism put even the most free spirited, highly placed Corellians on their toes. Something like the mishandling of a beloved political figure like Juna, regardless of what she may have done, had lethal implications for Corellia in the political realm. As soon as they took her hand print or DNA, Juna was going to be treated like “a lost family treasure”.
It was a bad choice of metaphors for Muriel to handle; she just simply turned it around on Enothchild, which lead to another danger of such bottling up: reversing logic. Never mind the fact that by now Juna’s identity was known to CorSec, Muriel was quick to remind him that some Corellians sold their family treasures to the most convenient of bidders. That under Corellian law CorSec didn’t need a beings identity to formally convict them in a court of law; a law that was enacted -- with many in the galaxy protesting it -- long ago when non-Corellians refused to give up their real names and lived by aliases; when the evidence still pointed to their possible guilt to the Corellians what was a name but a mere formality preventing justice at times. To ‘slam dunk’ an identity was if at least two entities could properly identify the person in custody, and Muriel didn’t like that at all. Loyalties were only as good as the beings one hanged around with, and if any of Juna’s new friends didn’t want such loyalty to get them a death sentence for murdering a CorSec officer they were going to be more than willing to point fingers, assign blame, and yes provide whatever name was convenient for any confessor taker to take down. Her greatest fear was that the mere strangers were going to let her take the fall for whatever wrong they had actually done. She cited, as Enothchild cited many times on the trip, that they didn’t know what happened. Not knowing was killing her insides and nothing he could say would change her mind.
Even now, while all three emerged from their squeezed confinement in the cab, Muriel was flush with anxiety; her muscles couldn’t contract much more than they were through her ornate, navy blue conservative dress that appeared to be choking her at the neck. Dizzy hadn’t calmed down either, raising concerns within Enothchild that were realistic beforehand when he had to remind Dizzy twice to leave his blaster behind; customs was only going to allow the Jedi Master to carry his weapon, therefore they didn’t need any more complications. Such tightness and anxiety was not healthy for the both of them, especially Dizzy given his age.

However Enothchild had to admit privately that he was in knots. He couldn’t show it, or undoubtedly he would have encouraged Dizzy and Muriel further down the worry trail; worse, encourage them into a rash action that was more troubling than the way they were acting now. His Jedi training helped him, it constantly reminding him that raw emotions solves nothing here, yet apprehension was the heckler at the cosmic circus tormenting the gundark that was his conscious mind, running up and down the old fashion iron barred cage with a stick making noises. It wasn’t the trouble that Juna may have been in, but the reality that this was it: they had finally caught up with Juna! Enothchild had thought he had thought about what he was going to say to her, but those thoughts were absent once they reach the doors of the Samus Building. He took the lead as always, but literally he doubted that beyond this he could take the lead in anything once they were in the same room with Juna.

Just as they passed the up-to-the-parsec news source within the interior corridor of the building, Muriel said something with suspicion in her cold voice, “There’s no news.”
Enothchild stopped walking and looked at the large screen on his right, featuring quickly a whole assortment of news stories throughout the Republic and Corellia. It was the middle of the day, just past the noon hour that most of the Republic shared, and there was not one report about a former Queen of Naboo being held by Corellia for suspicion of murder. Such a potentially high profile case demanded exposure, regardless who on Corellia wanted to desperately suppress it.

Then again…  “Maybe they do know who they’re holding?” wondered Muriel.

“Or maybe they all ready plugged her.” Dizzy’s paranoid buzzkill statement didn’t help his wife’s anxiety levels at all; Muriel tensed up even more, looking more like a highly trained warrior trapped inside a business dress than a bound and determined lawyer she had been trained to be as well.
“We won’t know until we ask,” Enothchild assured the both of them, putting a calming hand on Muriel’s tight left shoulder, encouraging her to find peace and follow him in. He hushed to her in jest, “This isn’t the time or place to start a war.”

Muriel loosened a little just after he had said that and before he moved his hand off her shoulder. She inhaled a few times to collect herself and wisely let Enothchild take the point as they approached the large grandeur of the information desk; twelve uniformed CorSec officers manned their own stations, ready to take complaints, check apprehended suspects and visitors in and see everyone out when necessary. The whole set up was rather tall; giving any mere average height person a feeling of being looked down upon. The arrangement was done for many reasons: to have a high ground in the event of trouble, to create a psychological intimidation scene to criminals hauled in to make them feel small when checked in.
Of course those who had no worries in a legal sense against them wouldn’t be so intimidated by the arrangement. And those like Enothchild who stood over the two meter mark. Enothchild was sure the CorSec duty officer that spotted his approach to the desk was in shock over the height and size deal than the fact that he was a Vhinphyc. Also the man was young and may have never known about his past dealings with CorSec; it had been a while, since the late Calvin Horn was Chief Inspector.

“Excuse me.” Enothchild started the conversation to bypass the need for the officer to introduce himself. “I’m Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch. I’m here, along with my party, to see about a young woman you have arrested no more than nine hours ago. She may not have given her name, but she’s about six feet in height, brown hair, and one brown eye; the right eye is covered by an eye patch. Her face is scarred.”
All the while Enothchild talked the officer was inputting the information about Juna in the system. The officer asked coyly, “What is her name?”

Muriel stepped forward and said, “As her private attorney and under Corellian law we reserve the right to not reveal her name at this time.”

“O-kay,” the officer said with a roll of his eyes. He peered at the screen after sending all the relevant information after a few seconds. “I’m sorry but no one is in our system with those characteristics.”

Enothchild gave Dizzy a look to quiet the Sullustan down after he had made a loud, flubbing noise. He turned back to the officer and said, “If you would try the criminal charges chronological filing database. This woman was being held for allegedly killing a CorSec officer; the killing occurring in the last twenty-four hours.”
When he mentioned the killing the man became more interested and so did his comrades nearby; obviously something like the death of a Corellian Security Officer would have spread through all the ranks by now; especially if the killer had been caught. Sensing that lack of knowing from all the officers suddenly made Enothchild tense.

“There is a criminal case open on the death of an officer,” said the officer with a shake of his head. “However no one is in custody for that case and no suspects are known.”
“Are you certain?” asked Enothchild. “The information we received said she was here, at this very station in Coronet, being processed.”

“We can try a name,” the man said insistently. He looked at Muriel and waited with some annoyance on his face. The officer had to have his dealings with lawyers in the past in order to hone such a look.
“Juna,” said Muriel. “She may have been using the name Juna. No last name.”

“Do you know how common that name is on Corellia?” the officer was totally flabbergasted. ‘Juna’ was not a Nubian name, but a Corellian name; the name for the ancient Corellian folklore goddess who represented love and understanding; Naressa had given her Gessa that name as a reflection of what she represented to her. If this were Naboo Juna Rapier would be the only Juna found in a name file search, hence why the man was beside himself. “A last name would help.”

“It could be an alias,” Muriel offered logically, but when she got a warning glare from the officer she took the hint. Enothchild couldn’t argue the point either. She thought, though, and with memory busting through her locked up thoughts she said, “Solo. Try Juna Solo.” Solo was Naressa’s maiden name.
The man typed both names in. “Nope.”
“Belladonna. Juna Belladonna.” Belladonna was Juna’s middle name, one half part of her late grandmother’s name on Bendian’s side; Belladonna Rosa Rapier.
“Nothing.”

“Rosa.”

The man shook his head. Sighing, Muriel finally said, “Rapier.”

“Like the Rapier in Rapier Technologies?” The man raised an eyebrow in curiosity.

“Spelled the same, no relation,” was Enothchild quick cut in statement. The officer typed it in, waited, and shook his head. Suddenly, Enothchild found himself not liking this situation at all, even if the officer behind the desk was innocent. “Are you sure you’re spelling the names right?”
“I did, on all your requests.” The man insisted. “She’s nowhere on this planet.”

Enothchild put his hands to his hips and said insistently, “I understand you looked everywhere you could, but I implore to keep looking. We all saw a preliminary report on this woman’s arrest and was processed, here, in this very building.”
The officer looked at all three of them and said, “I have looked. She isn’t in the system.”

“Howabout you get off your fat plumtart dead ass and look,” Dizzy blurted out contemptuously.

The officer’s face turned a little red, his brow knotted, and the Corellian came out of him. “What did you just say, cheese lips?”

“I said why don’t you get off your-,”

Wisely Enothchild stepped in front of Dizzy, laying his large hand barely over his friend’s large mouth. “Despite my friend’s non-astute use of candor I feel that I must agree with him. Would you visual verify whether or not she’s here? Better yet, allow me to look.”

The officer looked at all of them and said, “No.”

Enothchild stuck his hands and arms behind him to block Dizzy from walking around him (the Sullustan was muttering some very unquotable expletives). “No? Doesn’t this woman have a right to see her legal counsel?” He gestured towards Muriel. “Then let her look.”
Muriel stepped forward with her chin held high. “Believe me, pal, if she’s here and you’re trying to hide her you better stop if you know what’s go for you.” The officer was going to interrupt but she cut him off; the confrontation was drawing more and more of a crowd. “By law she’s entitled to legal counsel, and her legal counsel made aware of existence has the right to see her upon my request.”

“Look, the three of you, she isn’t HERE! HEY!” the man said adamantly. He pointed towards Enothchild. “I saw that you little shit! Stay right there!”
Enothchild looked down and realized that Dizzy had got around him and gave the officer a really offensive hand gesture. Before the scene got any more hectic a rather decorative looking CorSec officer emerged from a door behind the stations. Judging the medals and rank on his sleeves the man was the station’s commanding officer; Enothchild didn’t know him.
“You’re excused, Smitter,” said the commanding officer. The man named Smitter wanted to say something, but the authoritative glare and the commanding officer’s assistance to push pass him made any debate mute. “I am Colonel Herrod Bolt.” Before Enothchild could speak he continued. “I am aware of your inquiry, Master Jedi. The person you are looking for is not here. The crime you speak of has not occurred I assure you: not on my watch. You may look in our cells, but you may have better luck looking in Theed.”
When Enothchild heard that he finally understood it. He said, “I see.” He looked at Muriel, and the red head looked like she understood, but not completely. Dizzy was just fuming. He turned to the commanding officer and gave him a respectful bow. “Thank you, Colonel. Our apologies.”
Enothchild and Muriel turned, and then Enothchild grabbed Dizzy by the shirt collar when the Sullustan began complaining, “Don’t say sorry for me, Bantha Head, they can all just kiss my hey let go now.” When they were outside the Vhinphyc let go. Dizzy tugged his shirt sleeves. “Why the hell did you do that?”
“Because Juna isn’t here,” said Enothchild when they reached the public curb. “Colonel Bolt alluded to that fact in code. He couldn’t talk about it.”
“I know who can I think,” said Muriel, and with that she pulled out her comlink, tuning it to the planetary communications network. Enothchild had a pretty good idea who she was talking about to, and if she didn’t have anything to do with it she would know anyways.

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

CHAPTER 23.2

The ‘mansion estate’ of home world Senate Promontus Laruadus Bel Iblis wasn’t really much of a mansion estate at all; it was a two story home on a three acre lot located in the moderate wealth section of the city of Bristle, about ten miles from Coronet; a small city, but larger than the nearby townships. It was considered an estate just for security purposes given the home owners’ high ranking position as the head of the planet’s legislative branch; the Bel Iblis family were still rookies in terms of political history compared to the others, therefore the promises of wealth through politics had not reached them yet.
With Muriel in the lead the three had no problem with the security detail overlooking the family home. Largely the reasons for such quick access was not that any one of them knew the Bel Iblis’. The only child, a young man being groomed for a higher office run by the name of Garm Bel Iblis, had a political tutor that was very familiar with such matters, of whom all three knew well and Muriel knew even better, meeting Deannta Desser half way up the walk with a long awaited hug before all four went inside the home.

Deannta was the first foreign born member of the Royal Court of Naboo under then Queen Angelleia, discovered by the Royal Staffers under then Royal Chief of Staff Sele Nevere to be a near-exact body double for Juna from childhood to adulthood; the latter determined by genetic future rendering. They needed a body double, even at such a young age, to stand in for Juna when the security needs demanded it, but found no girl on Naboo that could fit the mold. One of the problems was that Juna was a very beautiful little girl, the other was her Corellian genes and from those genes was the indisputable fact that Corellian women on average were a good six to eight inches taller than Nubian women and typically sported an athletic bone structure that no amount of puffy, Nubian Royal Wear could conceivably hide. Deannta was perfect, or as near perfect, for the role of bodyguard, but rarely was she ever used; Juna never felt the need to use her, and even when the need arose she never put Deannta in play.
After it was discovered that Nevere had conspired with others in the Royal Court and with Rapier clan political enemy Pirus Krendel to trick Juna into giving up the Throne for his son Tomas and had summarily terminated them from their positions, Deannta was promoted to one of the vacated positions out of trust and friendship. Unfortunately the good times ended for the Royal Court a year and half later -- a year ago now -- when Krendel was used by Magus Prophet to lure Juna and her friends into a trap. In the aftermath of that process Deannta, along with Cessa Evannava Ferngully, were taken prisoner, squeezed of personal information about Juna, and then subjected to a lobotomy procedure that made them Prophet’s -- and in Prophet’s dark hopes and dreams Juna’s -- personal slaves.
Not surprisingly to Enothchild, Dizzy and Muriel was none of those scars of such a horrible time were visible in their observations of Deannta when she took them to the garden foyer to talk. All three had seen both Deannta and Cessa after the Sanctuary rescue mission and given all that happened to them the first thought was they were both incurable. Six months after that -- and six months ago -- the three ran into Cessa at Rapier Manor the night Juna took off and, like Deannta now, Cessa was more than her old self. In the Force Enothchild could sense a great change in the Corellian just as he did in Cessa on Naboo; unsettling if he didn’t know ahead of time that Naressa had something to do with the two young women recovering so miraculously.

It was only fitting then that Deannta, after the pleasantries and small talks of happenings were exchanged, started the private conversation by asking, “I know what this is about, but where’s Naressa? I would think she would be tearing the universe apart by now looking for Juna.”
“Naressa’s following other leads right now,” said Muriel, not revealing the fact that they haven’t heard from the Rapier matriarch for almost a month now. Also she felt she needed to word the statement carefully as to not throw Deannta into a state of concern. This seemed to come from a hint in Deannta’s voice that suggested that she knew what Naressa could very well do with the dark side of the Force; a fact Naressa didn’t share freely, but now both Cessa and Deannta knew well. “We’ve been trying to track Juna down for the last six months. We thought we had a break here, until you arranged to get her released.”
“I didn’t do that,” said Deannta, a bit taken aback by Muriel’s rising cantor. “Not directly. I was just the messenger; we couldn’t go through the embassy.” Before anyone could go further she asked, “What exactly is going on?”
Enothchild stepped forward, pausing because Deannta did look a little like Juna sometimes when the light was right and she held a pose. He told her some of what happened; that Juna woke up and left and was running around the galaxy as a smuggler with Dizzy’s ship. He really didn’t want to rehash everything; they had no time, and honestly he was tired of doing it and feeling guilty.

When he finished Deannta didn’t believe him; she held a stance and facial tone that suggested that she knew he was holding back. But she didn’t pursue an argument. “I see.” She crossed her arms. “Well, then, she did lie to CorSec about why she was here.”

“Did you talk to her?” asked Dizzy excitedly.

“No.” Deannta shook her head to stress the point. “I couldn’t. We had to keep things on the cuff. Anyone of a political persuasion going into a CorSec holding facility better have a good reason. I can’t jeopardize Garm’s position.”

Muriel nodded. “I understand that. But, just curious, I thought you would have went back to your study of genetic science. Why politics?”

“It makes sense to me and who I am now,” said Deannta with a shrug of her shoulders. “Besides if I didn’t take this tutoring position Juna would have been still sulking in jail.”

“Which brings us back to our original reason why we are here,” reminded Enothchild. “What do you know?”

Deannta raised her eyebrows and said, “Everything. She was here, according to her, as a covert operative working on behalf of the King. They were firming up a deal to transport arms.” She gave them a look of assurance. “Juna didn’t kill that CorSec officer; they got that guy; the reason why Juna got caught was that she tried to save the officer’s life. They arrested her, clubbed her a few times.” She raised a hand to calm Muriel and Dizzy down; Enothchild appeared to hold firm, but he tightened his arms around his body. “She’s all right.”

“How do you know that?” asked Dizzy skeptically.

“Because although we didn’t see each other she gave me all the details in a voice only message Colonel Bolt gave me earlier today. At the time CorSec didn’t know who killed their man. When they found out who it was, and then found out who she was, apologies and reprimands were expressed.” Deannta smirked a little, and there was the one glaring flaw in her likeness to Juna; she didn’t have that pronounced Solo smirk both Juna and Naressa had. “To tell you the truth, I think Juna was scared.”
“Putting that aside for a second,” said Muriel dismissively at the notion. “Just who did what to get her freed?”

Deannta looked at Muriel with some pain, and then she leaned herself against the railing of the foyer. “King Veruna, via the Locus program.”

Muriel looked at her, than Enothchild who only frowned as well. “Locus program?”

“It’s a special program built into all law enforcement databases that runs covertly in the background of the shared network. Persons who are or had served political office have their various identification markers stored in their respected government’s systems. That information is covertly available at all time to the program, so when someone’s DNA profile, face, hand prints, or whatever else is entered into the system it automatically identifies them, alerts the authorities and the respected governments, and like locus it ‘eats’ up everything gathered.”

Deannta shuffled her feet around and said to Muriel, “Only a handful of people are to know about it legally. I’ve know about it since the first day I was Juna’s bodyguard.” She looked at Enothchild. “Not even the Jedi know about it. They’re not suppose to. The Senate and the world leaders of all the worlds prefer it that way.”
“Juna never told me,” said a slightly pained Muriel. “I never knew.”
“She couldn’t, Muriel,” said Deannta gently. “The Juna Rapier we both know not only respected the law she obeyed it. Only me and Juna were allowed by law to know about it. Sorry.” She cleared her throat. “Anyways shortly after Juna’s hand prints were ran Locus took over and initiated the programmed protocols, contacting King Veruna immediately. He didn’t care about the details, he just wanted Juna out of there fast. So he contacted me, and I then contacted State Secretary Burt Yalent and from there Juna supplied the rest. Of course they bought it given who she was. They released her and her friends save for the guy that killed the officer, creating some bullshit story about a lack of evidence or what evidence was collected somehow got lost.”
“And they buried both the case and the man who killed the officer?” asked Enothchild.

Deannta held up her hands. “Look, the guy just didn’t kill him he executed him. It started out as a weapon’s sting set up by CorSec, and when it was sniffed out the guy took the undercover officer hostage. When he couldn’t drag him anymore he forced the guy to his knees and shot him in the back. Juna saw the whole thing. And not only that she shot the guy who did it in the legs to keep him from running.”

Deannta returned to leaning against the rail. “He’s going to get his day in court, albeit in secrecy. No one from here or from Naboo is going to allow the guy to mention Juna’s name even in passing.” Seeing some of their frustration, she added to return the frustration, “Look, if I would have know you all were looking for her I would have kept her here. I bought her lie, too. Since me and Tomas Krendel hate each other to start with we didn’t talk about this afterwards. It was over and done.” She sighed. “I’m sorry.”
“No, don’t be,” Enothchild said honestly. “You didn’t know. We didn’t know she would actually come this way. Where it’s so populated.”
“Well you know our reputation,” mumbled Deannta, referring to Corellia’s albatross. “I just can’t believe she would be doing this shit. It’s not Juna. Smuggling.” She looked to Dizzy. “Taking your ship. My god Juna had held in check conniptions when folks touched her fighter.”
“Oh yeah, I’ve been a held in check conniption throughout this whole thing,” mumbled Dizzy.

Staying on point, Enothchild asked, “Who was it that was arrested? It’s important.”

“A Bothan named Mousk I think,” said Deannta with some quick thought. Dizzy did a double take that she noticed. “Friend of yours?”

“Hell no!” Dizzy looked at the others. “He’s Mousk Amel, Tahcee Cental’s right gonad.”

“Cental the war profiteer?” asked Enothchild in recognition. Deannta and Muriel was in a lost, so he felt he needed to clue them in. “Cental runs one of the more successful Hutt-approved independent criminal operations in the galaxy: arms, ships, spice, slaves: you name it. Mainly she’s into gladiator presentations. ‘Sporting’ events. She rakes profits from the bets made on them.” He looked more to Deannta and asked, “You said Colonel Bolt passed on a message from Juna to you. Out of curiosity, do you still have it?”
“No, I ditched it. Don’t put anything into it: it was on a CorSec stamped data card, she didn’t talk much, and no she didn’t say where she and her buddies were going. They, too, got the royal treatment if you know what I mean.”

There was a bit of a silence, then Muriel said, “You said before that she was scared? Did she say it in the message she gave you that she was?”

“Oh no!” Deannta shook her head adamantly. She moved her body awkwardly in trying to express what she really didn’t want to say on her mind. “She really didn’t come right out and say it….but there was, like, an underlying tone there. This was, like, back when I thought she was doing what she claimed to be doing. It makes sense doing that and being afraid. Now with the truth….I think she’s scared because this rebellious life she’s been living isn’t fun anymore.”
Enothchild stepped forward after having thought about what was said previously. Options weighed, he asked, “Deannta, this is going to be forward of me to ask. If you say no, I will respect it.”

Showing some apprehension, Deannta said, “You want to read to my mind. Hear what I heard.”

Enothchild winced hearing his unspoken favor repeated by the young woman who had her mind violated by a Force user only a year ago. He honestly didn’t know why he had to read her mind. He believed her; he believed her observations and the fact that Juna didn’t reveal anything. It occurred to him that it was nothing more than a selfish request on his part, just to hear Juna’s voice.
“I’m sorry,” he said with a great deal of regret. “We’ve taken too much of your time.”

Deannta reached out and grabbed his forearm. “No. No, if you want to do it I’m open to it.”

Enothchild shook his head. He stopped when he noticed the way Deannta was holding his forearm, struck with familiarity that was eerie. It didn’t remind him of Juna, but of Naressa. In fact, finally noting the way Deannta had tied her hair and the darkness of her clothing, she more resembled the older woman before Naressa had become the being she was now.
Patting her hand, then gently removing it from his forearm, Enothchild said, “It’s unnecessary.”

Deannta’s shoulders dropped. “Okay then. I just…feel so bad about not being helpful at all here.”
“Don’t rattle yourself, kiddo,” said Dizzy, shrugging his shoulders. “You just thought you were doing Juna a solid.”

Muriel nodded too, but sighed in defeat. She said, “Looks like we’re back to square one. Which is nowhere we can go.”
Enothchild looked out at the garden, sensing the growing frustration in everyone on the foyer reaching a break point. Every break they got, every sure thing that got them so close to Juna, quickly turned into a mended wall of nowhere with Juna safely protected on the other side from their grasp. Never had he had such a hard time tracking anyone so close to capture. Never had anyone been so slippery based on circumstances. For a few seconds, for a few irrational seconds, he honestly believed the whole curse Naressa had talked about was true. And it was spreading to Dizzy and Muriel, who he knew were biting back with all their will not to shout at Deannta for what she had done.
Looking out, he watched a native bird carry a grub to her nest. In the nest were hungry chicks, stretching blindly upward, begging for the grub the mother bird had to consume and then regurgitate. For reasons that dumbfounded him at that time the whole thing was curious and viewable.
“Don’t give up.”

For a moment Enothchild thought he heard Naressa speaking right next to him, causing him to hesitate to look. When he did, all he was Deannta leaning over against the concrete rail like he was. She said again, “Don’t give up.”

“Who says I am?” he said in a low tone. Behind them Muriel had sat down in a patio chair. Dizzy had left to go use the fresher just inside the home.

Deannta peered at him from top to bottom, and then looked out at the garden. “You know, this is probably the longest amount of time I have ever spent with you. All those times you visited Juna we handmaidens were practically kicked out of the palace. To a out-of-a-looper, we shouldn’t know anything about you.” She shook her head a little. “But I know a lot about you. Juna talked about you just as much as she talked about her father. Maybe more so.”
“And what did she say?”

“The usual mumbo jumbo associated with people idolizing their heroes,” said Deannta with a small smile. “She really appreciated the fact that you never wavered from what you believed in. To her it’s more than the Jedi Code. She felt that you had your own heart enhanced standards.” She looked at him with some appreciation in her eyes. “You don’t give up, in anything that you do. Becoming a Jedi, being by your wife’s side on her final days, doing what you did for the Vhinech, for all of us. You didn’t stop, even when the irrational would.” She gave him a look again. “It’s got to be some kind of love.”
Enothchild turned towards her, feeling a bit unsettled by that with how it related to Juna. “Love?”

“Yeah, I mean sure call it duty….call it valor….call it being a Jedi. Me? I got to say you either have to love what you do” Deannta looked away, looking at the bird’s nest “or you have to love the person you are doing it for.”

Enothchild returned to leaning over the rail, letting out a cheek puffing exhale. For all of his doubts over the past year about him and Juna having a relationship beyond their once unbreakable soul friendship, today he couldn’t disagree with Deannta’s view, which was too much like Naressa’s optimistic view.
“Maybe you’re right,” said Enothchild, feeling more relaxed than he had been in a while.

Deannta nodded, but then was perplexed. “On which basis?”

It occurred to Enothchild finally that he hadn’t really stress where he agreed with Deannta. Then again he was too busy with the birds. Watching the whole scene play out, he watched the mother bird not feed her chicks; she turned with the grub still in her beak and flew away, vanishing in the misty distance. Weird as that was, for some reason it made sense to him. Why…
“Deannta,” Enothchild began with realization creeping over him, “the sting operation. You know about it, right?” She nodded slowly. “CorSec created the conditions. Were they buying or selling?”

“Redistributing,” said Deannta after some careful thought. “CorSec wanted Mousk and some other guy. Haus Sarain I think was his name. What Mousk was looking for was a new way to move arms. Instead of one smuggler or one set of smugglers, he was looking for two different groups. He put feelers out; CorSec decided to become smugglers. BANG! They get what they want.”
Enothchild stood up straight and asked, “Do you know…if CorSec took possession of the weapons?”
Deannta stood up taller in realization. She said, “I don’t think…so. See, Juna had told them that the weapons came from Keterbawn. That her whole covert op was based on Hutt smugglers and their link to the Trade Federation.” Her political common sense kicking in, she snapped her fingers. “If CorSec took the weapons then Juna would have nothing but trouble. With them…”

“She could complete the deal. She’s taking them to Tahcee Cental!” Enothchild gave Deannta a small shoulder hug with his hands, motioned for Muriel to follow, and went to the fresher door. He knocked on it. “Dizzy! Come on!”
“Wait your turn, Bantha Head!” was Dizzy’s answer.

“Dizzy, it’s not that. Where’s Tahcee Cental hold up at? Juna’s taking the weapons to her.” There was a loud, flubbing sound. “What, you don’t believe me?”

“I believe you.”

“You didn’t sound like it a second ago with that condescending flub.”

“That wasn’t me, that was my condescending butt.” There was strained sound from inside the bathroom that caused Muriel to make a face. She looked apologetically to Deannta; the young woman didn’t understand the look. Dizzy said, “Cental’s held up on Ingeles VI. Getting there is easy.”
With a rushing sound of water, it was followed by the opening of the door. Dizzy said, “Seeing Cental’s the…”

Enothchild pinched his nose and used the Force to shut off his sense of smell. Muriel pinched her nose, but soon was making sure Deannta didn’t faint from the stench that followed the Sullustan out of the fresher.

“Hard…part,” Dizzy finished. He looked at them all, all of their expressions, and said, “Hey…Cental knows me. No need for sour faces. Let’s go.”

The Sullustan left, but not the smell. Enothchild looked at Deannta with regret and said, “Sorry about that.”

“Yeah, sorry,” said Muriel after she was sure that her friend had her feet under her. “Any way we can make it up to you? I feel…really, really, really bad about this.”
Wiping a tear from her eye, Deannta stuttered out, “Just find Juna….and feed Dizzy cork so it can stop up his stinky poodoo chute! The universe will thank you! A lot!!!” After Enothchild and Muriel left her, she just stared at the bathroom and said, “Garm’s going to kill me. Pee-hew!”
