CHAPTER 61.0

The Coruscant evening just carried on, brightly lit and terribly black where the light did not shine. The contrast was always startling, with many looking and seeing and believing the lights of the city-planet were far more brilliant and plentiful than the darkness of the starless sky and the looming shadows of all that encompassed and shaped the solid and inanimate physical nature of the world. The truth was that appearances were deceptive: there was much more Darkness than met the eye; now so, more than ever, non-corporal, non-physical, it was there.
Such things were not fully known and realized by the Jedi Order, but to laypersons the concept was something they never bothered with. That ignorance only fueled the Dark Side, and it was as restless in its sustained growth like the constant traffic jams that polluted the skies of Coruscant no matter the time of day. This place had never been that ‘glowing orb of hope’ that hopeless romantics of any philosophy had preached it to be. This place, on the other hand, has become the epicenter of the New Evil, where hate of all forms, spoken and exemplified, occurred. 
The New Evil fed on the food of doubt, ignorance, and self-importance. The cattle that provided that food had to graze on the available, prosperous lands that were mistaken for the meaning of their lives. The New Evil was not satisfied with one form of food; to grow like any life form it needed a diverse and nutritious diet; the expected acts of evil, the common actions of criminals, and the mass-killing warlord was no longer enough. It would require new ‘products’ of societal ills and social consciousnesses.
So like the constant traffic above, the protestors angry with the Trade Federation continued their marching vigil in front of their consulate. The protestors were varied in species, gender, but not in purpose; some lived in tents, some did go home to come back another day while the diehards just pressed on in exhaustion, but they all felt obligated as well as important to do this nonproductive duty. They felt they were doing something important. They felt no one cared what the Trade Federation had done to Naboo, or had done before and did since. They felt they could change the universe by standing before the behemoth and telling the behemoth it could no longer exist. In that contradiction, in their hate, was that voice they spoke that said no one should die, but the Trade Federation should. Un-centered thoughts led to centralized stupidity, gathering those that did not subscribe to the ‘mainstream of society’ like gnats to an illuminator, bouncing around that light pretending they have a real purpose. Such was the power of ignorance, how it created a Dark Side shroud that added to the Darkness that polluted every sector of Coruscant, and this building heavily in particular, cloaking events from the Jedi.
Since it was considered Trade Federation sovereign territory, the Trade Federation handled much of their security in and around the consulate. Outside was a very light Republic Guard detail, there to keep the peaceful, very stupid protestors in their free speech zone, which were several meters from the wall. The Federation had made it clear that anyone marching unannounced onto their soil without permission was going to be destroyed, so the Guard was there to prevent the protestors from making such a deadly mistake. 
Occasionally, the large gate would open; the protective force field that enclosed the consulate from the top down to the tops of the high wall would deactivate, to let mobile elements of the Federation’s security system be deployed for outer guard duty. During the day, that outer guard was often living guards; at night, it was specialized droid units that were programmed only for apprehension. The war machines of the Trade Federation remained on standby inside the walls of the consulate; illegal to have on Coruscant, but at night and hidden behind the walls no one outside the walls knew of their current existence.

It started with a female protester waking up from a strange dream about running into the consulate, pushing some button, and blowing up the building. Although the logic was absurd, and supposedly it was against her nature to be so provocative and violent, the young woman nonetheless found herself running from her tent, through her line of friends who were protesting that night, and towards the front gate. The Republic Guard, fewer in numbers at night, converged to stop her.
Another young woman leapt from her slumber, dizzy, sweaty, and in need of water. Her thirst told her brain that water could be had just beyond the wall of the consulate grounds. She ran, thundering past the lines, but was stopped by the Guards that could get away from the apprehension of the first female.

One of the bigger male protestors felt a shadow upon him, and as it covered him he took exception to the Guards treatment – in his mind, mistreatment – of the females. He broke ranks from the crowd and jumped on the Guardsman. The Guard let go of the first female and proceeded to get into a physical altercation with the enraged protester.

A Guardswoman coming from the eastern side of the complex upon the request for assistance had the sudden urge to ready her weapon. She stopped, raised it, and aimed it at the crowd. She waited; she did not know why, but she waited.

Another male protestor suddenly came in with his sign and clubbed a Guardsman holding the violent offender down in the face. He was looking for provocation all this time, and it did not matter who it was. Be it the machine of the Trade Federation, or the machine of the Republic, the machine had to be fought against, raged against!

The Guardswoman felt her anger double than what was expected of her. In her overactive rage she trained her sights on the pleading crowd of protestors that did not seek violence and opened fire. She only realized the horror she had done by the time the second protestor she killed fell awkwardly to the ground.

Many of the protestors ran for their lives, but many did not; they became enraged just by what had happened, not by the unseen hand that had caused it. They attacked the Guard; the Guard fought back. Many took the opportunity to chase after the Guardswoman that killed their friends; this prompted her allies to call for back up. Trade Federation equipment would then come under attack, raising alarm in the fortress, bringing everything to high alert. 
As protestors stormed the gate in anger, Federation forces were immediately immobilized. The force field protecting above the wall dropped so probes could assess the situation and record the suddenly brutal riot to prove they were not responsible for. One of the probes unexpectedly dipped low. It corrected itself, confused by what had happened.
The interior wall of the compound came alive. Nestled in selective shadows battle droids became active, weapons drawn and ready, and awaited patiently for orders. Unlike biological beings, although clumsy and not bright beyond the perimeters of their programming, their cold processors and hardware were unaffected by war nerves. They were not jittery, they did not question the morality of their actions, there was no God they prayed to for forgiveness. They would only move upon a direct order.
One of them moved. 
The droid cried, “Hey! What is going on! Why am I moving! Who is doing this!” Indeed, it was a puzzle to the others that held formation as their assigned leader, with his yellow markings, moved without using its legs. By the time it reached the gate, it’s blaster got a mind of its own as well; the trigger, without the droid’s input, was pulled multiple times.

Suddenly, the protestors at the gate were being shot down, killed as they failed to breach the pocked-marked gate that kept them out, but allowed the droid’s fire to kill them. The Republic Guard on the other side began grabbing whoever they could from the gate, retorted with their own fire, and demanded more back up.

The probes relayed to security about the Republic Guard’s assault, unbeknownst of the battle droids’ own uncontrollable fire. The Neimoidians in security began notifying the powers that be, and soon followed instruction. Destroyer droids began to assemble from within the building in mass; a few remained behind at their protection posts. In a line, the Droidekas rolled out quickly through the door and through the energized protection screen that only allowed them in and out via their generated shield frequency. The rear of the rolling droid infantry spread out in a covering flank.
Security noted, as soon as the violence outside the gate began to die down just as suddenly as it started up, one of the destroyers had stopped transmitting. Upon visual scanning observation, the Neimoidians in their well-hidden security tower noted the malfunctioning destroyer rolling slowly, sparking randomly as it rolled from a collection of scattered, metallic debris.
“What happened there?” questioned the one guard.

“We have no probes over there,” said the other guard. They waited as they directed a probe to the wall on the other side, and noted the running of several protestors. “Damn them! They may have thrown some metal debris over the wall and it struck the destroyer.”

“It is responding to its retreat to replace programming,” noted the first guard. “We need another squadron of probes covering the blind areas. The last thing we need is those fanatics out there having an affect on our people’s bottom line.”

The door opened and the damaged Droideka rolled unevenly in. It continued onward, joining an unfurled, walking detail of destroyers but not unfolding; it just rolled along with the detail. They moved on towards a lift that was guarded by two battle droids on either side of the door. The detail walked casually to the right as programmed; the damaged destroyer droid rolled to a stop in front of the battle droids.
The droids looked at one another, confused as the damaged droids’ group had just kept going on, vanishing behind another corner slowly. One of them said, “Hey, what is your major malfunction, hard nuts? Did your creator drop your CPU when you were being programmed?”

The destroyer unfurled strangely….

The other droid remarked, “What the-?”

The droids’ articulation/translation processing modules within them shattered, abruptly causing a non-progressive action loop after one refresh cycle. The droids snapped right back to attention and stood there. Internally, their main processor had tried to get the motivators within them to move, tried to activate their comm systems to speak, tried to send a system malfunction warning through their uplink to their controllers: their commands just reflected back onto their decision/indecision matrix, furthering jamming script commands. As long as the droids had power, they could stand there and just watch the damaged Droideka return to its ball form.
The doors by the elevator opened up, and two Neimoidians, one of whom was completely in charge of security, ignored the scene around his elevator. He was too busy complaining and too little instructing his underling. “Those scum! Waking me up at this late hour! I will not tolerate it! Make sure our droids are hunkered down enough in the shadows! If any of those smelly noids enter the complex in those areas, I want them dead! We will process the bodies with our disposal systems: no one will know what happened to them!”

Their comlink buttons chirped and upon answering, the lone high authority in the compound demanded, “That blasted noise, Hueg, better be coming to an end in the next five minutes.”

“It will, Arbiter, you have my word.” Once the communication was over, Hueg grabbed his underling and pushed him on. “You hear that! If he kills me, I swear you’re next!”
The underling took his eyes from the closing elevator doors when his boss spoke to him. He nodded and swore not to fail him. The hall became very still and quiet, with only the shadows moving about as the lighting of the complex shifted into brighter hues. The Neimoidians did not like the Dark: it was not unusual to find them sleeping with their lights on.
The only reason anyone in the building knew trouble had occurred outside was because the defensive alarms had been raised; every part of the building was sound proof to provide comfort and keep secrets. As programmed, they wailed as soon as the guard had been raised, as security was believed to having been breached. There were meager, but plenty, of occupants throughout the building. The only one of importance was on the third floor down from the jutted inward rooftop.
The relevant floor had featured a significantly number of destroyer droids. When the alarm was activated, their orders were clear: kill anyone not Hidu Bog or did not have Hidu Bog’s permission to enter the floor. In this form of status, the destroyers’ shield power was diverted to the weapons for full, destructive effect; they did not need to hit their target directly with such blasting power, significant was the wattage. It did, on the other hand, made them susceptible to a superior Force.
The elevator door opened, drawing the attention of the destroyers. As one of their own rolled out, sparking as it went by slowly, wobbly, the destroyers paid only minor attention to it as it. They trained their optics on the elevator, and all they saw was the door close. Soon afterwards, they received orders that the head of security was coming up on the next elevator. They set perimeter, and five minutes later the doors did open and Hueg left the lift. When he did, the alarms inside the building finally ceased.

“Thank the gods!” spat Hueg. He walked around the destroyers and towards Bog’s living quarters. When he reached the door, Bog’s in-room Droidekas were in rotation mode, and two fresh destroyers moved in after two had left. He followed in and bowed to the approaching Arbiter of Inventories, “Arbiter, we have silenced the mess down below.”

“What in the nine blue hells was going on!” barked Bog. “Do those protestors have a life of any kind?”
“Our authority does not extend beyond our high walls.” Hueg noticed Bog’s look and sputtered, “But we will be more vigilant. One of those smelly rats damaged one of our Droidekas, so next time we can use much greater force.”
“In what form, Chief of Security,” thumped Bog. “No one can know we have military hardware in this facility or its diplomatic immunity status will be revoked!”

“The Jedi will be coming shortly to get our story,” reminded Hueg.

“Tell them to go home,” said Bog plainly. “That is all you will tell them. They have no authority to demand of us answers, not in this place! In fact, make them listen to our protocol droids; bring in our heavier presence! Let them hear the prissy undertones of our great technology. In here, we are answerable to no one!”
“Of course, Arbiter, I will do that!” Hueg bowed again. “Good night, Arbiter.”

“It will be as soon as I get drunk enough to fall back asleep,” cursed Bog. He yelled in addition, “Double every force field and raise guard watches! From now on, we have three shifts of organic protection, not just two!” Hueg left, and he cursed, “Damn droids, they’re just stupid tools.”
Bog proceeded towards the door and locked it. He walked across the large expanse of the floor for the adult beverage tray. In seconds he had a marquito smush chilling in a big glass, and seconds later emptied into his mouth, and a second after that having it burn his insides. The potency of the liquor woke him up, so he knew many more would be needed to make him pass out. He shoved three more into him before his inner eyelids momentarily froze shut. Satisfied he had reached a nominal buzz he made another drink, grabbed some cheap Human bourbon from the tray, and retreated to his lounger.

The situation could have been more appropriate to Bog; he was not at the top, so he had to settle with what he had; alone, with his power and his conscious. After the outcome that was the end of Coaxial’s political catcalling, he did not feel that measure of relief the others had who were under the spotlight. When word reached him soon after that Branch Lur was dead, it only reaffirmed his fears that the Sith would uncover what he had done so hard to cover up. Today’s report was not any better out of Commenor; the suspect with the Wettlespear had escaped capture after he had been cornered. Apparently the Jedi that had an interest in him had gone after another, as yet unidentified assailant, but the details were lost in the Justice Department. That meant the Jedi Order had a tighter lid on what information they shared with other law enforcement divisions.

Working the bourbon, Bog slurred, “To Branch Lur: the lost cause.” He drank his toast in one gulp, letting the poison throttle his gullet with its potency. Wiping his mouth, he shook his head. “Such a waste. Why did you have to care about other people, I will never know.”

Bog tried not to wallow in such pity; it was beneath him; he pretended it was beneath him. All those days as youth, being the smart one in ensuring his survival, casting others in doing his deeds and dirty work: there was no room for sorrow. Lur had made his choices, none of them were profitable save for marrying into money, but he never lived that way. Dying was perhaps the best Lur could do for what passed for a family in Neimoidian society; family, what a vile concept! What other entities saw in such arrangements he had no clue. Why baby a child until a year before they reached maturity, and then present them the truth of how the universe worked? Neimoidians survived on that reality where others did not.

A chirp from the captured Rapier desk irked Bog enough to get up and tend to the damn thing. Sloshing the contents of the decanter on his robe, he ignored it as he reached the comm and said, “Whats it?”
“Arbiter, your pardon,” apologized Hueg, “but the Jedi have left. The Republic Guard’s extra forces have chased away the vandals and have obtained forward positions.”

“I expected nothing less from you, Hueg,” began Bog, “than to annoy me with progress on the job I told you to do. Get it in your skull, you idiot: call me when you fail, not when you succeed!” He switched the comm off and babbled, “Dumb son of a bitch.”

Stumbling back towards his lounger, a flash of sparks caught the corner of his eye. Bog looked towards main door, noting that the destroyer droid on his right was terribly sparking. It slowly reverted into its’ rolling ball of death mode and shivered and sparked with malfunctions.

Drunk, Bog just sputtered, “Dumb machines!” He threw his decanter of bourbon towards the droid; it shattered against the wall no where near it; his aim was terrible. “This is all Gunray’s fault, giving me inferior products to guard me. For what: so it could explode in my face, maybe.”

Sighing, Bog staggered towards the shuttering automation. He nearly fell on it as he tried to kneel down. Cursing, he mused, “It appears you cannot hold your liquor like I.” He chuckled and slapped at that outer shell of the destroyer droid. “Tell me, I know you can’t but just tell me anyways: did you wipe Gunray’s bottom?” Snorting, he patted the hard shell again, frowning when he hurt his own hand. “Ow, you mechanical sex toy of Dod! Why can’t you be more like your ‘brother’?”
Bog turned towards the other destroyer: it was not operating either, but it was still in its folded mode. Flubbing, he turned back to the shaking destroyer and said, “So much for brothers. See, family always lets you down. I had a brother! He really was not my brother, but I liked him! I do not know why, but I did! He was such a sad fellow, had to get in so many fights to prove he was better as a child. Ah, did I ever convince him to join me. I assured him he would never starve. He was not necessarily muscle; he was just smarter than the others.”

Raising a finger, Bog assured the shivering droid, “But not smarter than me. I fooled him. I fooled them all!” He stood up and threw his hands out to his sides. “I live to see the day Nute Gunray falls again. I will see him fall, and when it happens I will toast my victory on his grave!”

He hushed and leaned back towards the droid precariously. He whispered, “The Sith will kill him. I have….foreseen it.” He raised a finger to his lips. “Don’t ask me how, that’s a secret, but….its going to happen. All I have to do is stay out of their way and let it happen. But that’s between you and me and your deactivated brother behind me.”
Bog smacked his lips and added, “And then those Sith can go back to wherever level of hell they came from. All that I want is mine; they can take the rest with them, so to hell with them, the cold-hearted bastards.”

The noise behind him startled Bog enough to make him turn around. His eyes took a while to figure out what had happened; unlike most Neimoidians, Bog had his apartment dark. Before him, all he could see was parts of the other Droideka scattered about. He just about laughed before his boozed-up mind realized something other than the droid’s body was standing right in the middle of the debris. Shaking his head, he peered up, seeing nothing until he barely made out someone’s mouth in the Darkness.

“That is the problem with hell, Bog,” said Darth Sidious venomously, “it is not grand enough for a cold-hearted bastard like me to rule it!”

Before Bog could shriek, understanding that by some amazing agility and trickery the Sith Master had posed as a Droideka, a gloved-backhand found the side of his head and the force of it bounced the Neimoidian off his feet, across the room, and over a chair. The swish of the Sith’s cloak told of his slow, deliberate pace in stalking the slow-to-recover Bog; Neimoidians were so frail, so the amount of force Sidious was going to apply did not have to be much. But Sidious only choose to pull his punches for good reason: he did not want to kill Bog so quickly.
Bog felt gloved hands find his deltoids, grip them, and in only blurry motion he was flying over the stolen Rapier desk, crashing into his chair, and bouncing off the shatter-proof window. Again, Bog could not immediately retort, struggling to regain some form of composure.

Again, Sidious took his time; it had been quite a while since he was physically engaged with anyone. He was going to enjoy it. He was going to enjoy it while it lasted since it did not require none of his power. That was why he had waited so long after the Jedi had left before he revealed himself; he was going to be absolutely sure they were not around if he had to use the Dark Side to its fullest; he was already glad they could not sense his minute use of the power tonight to get in the building and roll with the destroyer droids. 

Beating Bog to near death, on the other hand, made him grin very, very wide.

By the time Sidious reached the desk, Bog was coming to, trying to get his hand to open one of the drawers. He let the Neimoidian open the top drawer, which featured a sporting blaster. As Bog’s long fingers and webbed hand got inside, Sidious hissed, “Oh no, my blasphemous servant, your hand’s broken.”

Sidious did a half kick to the drawer, slamming it closed on Bog’s stretched hand. That made Bog jump and howl. Sidious just leaned his body against the drawer, using his leverage, position, and feet to keep the pressure on the very indeed broken hand. Crossing his arms, he glared down at the third in line at the table of the Trade Federation leadership. He said nothing for a few moments as Bog begged to be released, too afraid and too unsure to do anything else.
“You have greatly disappointed me, Bog,” lectured Sidious, unrelenting in his tactics to ‘sober’ Bog. “You have the audacity to hatch a diabolical plan against Viceroy Gunray without my permission. Tell me, name the system that you thought gave you the right to do such a thing, and I assure you it will not exist!”
Bog whimpered, “Forgive me, my Lord, I did not mean to defy you!”

“Yes you did, you miserable-.” 
Sidious, annoyed by Bog’s free hand pleading too close to his crotch, snatched it up by the wrist in that paralyzing grip Branch Lur had employed on Cus Tadlan on Ord Mantell. In a flash of movement, that hand replaced the broken hand in the drawer, and this time the Sith just applied pressure with his weight against the drawer to give Bog something painfully new to think about.

“Yes you did, you miserable stank-snuffer!” chided Sidious coldly as Bog whined again, continuing his point. “You withheld information from me. What did I tell you about withholding information from me!”
“I am sorry that I-.”

“WHAT did I tell you about withholding information from ME!”

Bog tried to shrink down, but all that did was cause more pain. He pleased, “You told us not to! And you were right, yes you were! Oh please, I cannot…”

Nonchalantly, Sidious stood up and said, “My apologizes: I did not mean to put you in such a disadvantage.” He watched joyfully as Bog struggled to free his hand from the drawer, and then collapse on the floor when he could not use the damaged hands to get up.

Continuing, Sidious muttered, “After all, I promised you vast fortunes if you obeyed me. That is, Hidu Bog, if you obeyed ME! And I said to you all, for those to hold the power that I shall grant them is to reveal all their secrets, bare all they possess. How is that difficult to understand?”
Hearing nothing but whining from the fool, Sidious just assumed a very rigid, undeniably threatening stance that made his physical assault seem very tame to Bog. As much as Sidious enjoyed throttling Bog, even over using the Dark Side or having others do his dirty work for him, he could not just haphazardly kill Bog….not yet. The Neimoidian had a use beyond being a punching bag.

“You do wish what is best for the Trade Federation, do you not,” said Sidious. It was not a question; it was a statement of demand.
Hissing for breath, Bog said, “What I did was what I thought was best for my people.”
“Liar,” chuckled Sidious. “You want what is best for Hidu Bog.”

Confused, not realizing the tormenting tactics of his master, Bog said, “I do not!”

“Coward!” Sidious raised his fist as if to backhand Bog again, causing the Neimoidian to cower. He did not strike; instead he just held his hand for a few more seconds before resuming his frozen state. “You want to prove your bravery to me, don’t you, by swearing again your allegiance to me.”

“I do!” begged Bog. Give anyone about to die a hope of living, and they would do anything one asked of them. Bog was bold, brash, but still fearful of his own mortality. It was one thing for Sidious to threaten him from afar, but how effective was that in getting what he wanted.
On that point, Sidious said, “Redemption always begins with confronting your own sins. Being the secularist you are, the proper term would be ‘correcting your mistakes’. Take myself, for example.” He raised a finger and pointed it at Bog. “You were a mistake.”

“Oh please do not kill me!” begged Bog again.
“That will depend if my ‘correcting’ has enlightened you.” Sidious just let him wallow on that sentence for quite a while before continuing. “I find your lack of faith disturbing. You not telling me about Project Korriban, and specifically Project Wettlespear, is not some oversight on your behalf.” When Bog looked at him, the Dark Lord only shook his head slowly, which ceased Bog’s pleas and denials and apologies.
Sidious seethed, “The problem I have with such secrecy is its connection to everyone I have involved in my plans for the Republic. It makes me believe you will all attempt to double cross me. However, since you made the first move to do so, you will bare the blunt of my wrath.”

Bog found the strength to plea again, but his throat constricted by itself before he could speak. In desperation, the pain in his hands was ignored as he clutched at his throat. He felt his body be lifted by his neck, which caused him to sway and kick worthlessly as he hung eventually in the air by the power of the Dark Side. The constriction was constant, just enough to cut air off and blood flow to the brain, but not enough pressure to snap his neck.
Under Sidious’ command, the chair in the Rapier desk pulled out and positioned itself underneath the slumping body of Hidu Bog. The Neimoidian was released, and the landing in the chair signified his freedom from choking than the coughing and gagging fit that overcame him had. The rush of blood back into his head just sobered him before it made him swoon in unconsciousness. The blackening lasted a few seconds; Bog knew this because the only bitter, venomous voice in the room said, “Wake up!”
Bog did as commanded, even as the pain in his hands and neck and other body parts from his self-inflicted beating by flailing about found his bare feet; he had kicked the floor and the desk many times, and in his panic he had kicked very hard. Sidious had walked behind him and said, “If you want to live longer, I suggest you do exactly as I command from this moment on.”
Bog was still coughing, so he could nod his head vigorously. Sidious said, “I know what everyone else knows about Project Korriban: from that cursed Guardian body armor to Rapier’s security system. What I want to know is everyone else’s involvement, starting with the Trade Federation.”

Clearing his ruined throat, Bog forced himself to speak in a croaked voice. “My Father, myself, and Edwaru Kurr were the only ones involved in the project. Gunray and Dod were left completely in the dark.” He rubbed at his throat to clear the phlegm and blood wanting to float in there. “It was not easy, their spies were everywhere, but Rapier’s wife had that uncanny knack of uncovering them. When Bendian married her, industrial espionage ended at their company as quickly as snapped fingers. It became my problem, at my end then, to secure secrecy of the project from ever reaching Neimoidia.”
“Rapier Neimoidians,” said Sidious plainly. This caused Bog to frown in surprise. The Sith Lord only smiled, privately thanking Rose Faith again for the information, and hissed, “Do you really need an explanation on how I know!”
Bog shook his head no in assurance. Seeing that Darth Sidious was not going to give the information away, he went on. “Rapier hired them, housed them at the factory to do our part of the bargain. We were responsible for Project Wettlespear, as well as Project Crom, Project Mielikki, and Project Romero.”
Sidious gave Bog enough time to clear his throat again before demanding, “Crom.”

Bog analyzed the command, thought for a bit, and noted, “Growth hormone and muscle enhancer. Many of today’s most popular and influential figures in athletics and entertainment use derivatives of Crom.”

“Mielikki.”

“A pain dissimulator, a mood enhancer, an anti-viral cure all, and a sexual stimulant: before death sticks, there were two other non-spice street narcotics of choice, Revstall and Astropunch; both were derivatives of Mielikki. In combat, Republic soldiers would never feel pain, hunger or exhaustion. At critical junctures in fighting, Mielikki injections would enhance the performance, give them an edge.”
“Soldiers,” mused Sidious.

Bog just said, “It was the belief of the Republic Military Apparatus that the Vhinphyc already knew all of our strengths before Project Korriban: that would mean the Trade Federation battle droids would be totally useless in such battles wherever they may take place. On Coruscant’s end, if war ever did occur, a draft would be implemented very quickly. The initial troops would be expendable against the Vhinphyc: the freshly drafted after Mielikki would be a new strategic dimension that, along with the advanced weapons, would at the very least put the Vhinphyc back on their heels. That is if the pacifist planets would ever allow a draft to begin with. History has shown time and again that even Alderaan will knee-cap a rescue mission if it means violence. Having key diplomatic Senators in the project assured their votes would sway most if not all the peace-loving worlds in voting in the affirmative.”

“Romero.” Bog’s hesitation was not because the Neimoidian had trouble breathing or talking again. Sidious repeated, “Romero, Bog! What is Romero!”

Bog cringed and said, “Acute biological resuscitation and shock troop manifestation by non-medical needs. Unlike droids this component of the advanced strategy was geared specifically towards the enlisted and drafted troops decimated under the first strike against the Vhinphyc on Vhanba, and could be counted on then to continue fighting shortly.” He shook his head. “We never got it to work; I got rid of it as soon as Bendian showed no interest in it. All he wanted….no.” He stressed to his tormentor that he was not denying him with that no. “All Naressa wanted from me was the Wettlespear.”
“After Ord Mantell, I can see why,” said Sidious venomously.

“I swear to you, Lord Sidious, it did not work!” Bog dared shouted, grasping at his throat as the strain fought against his need to shout. “Those technicians, who were my technicians, swore to me they had got it to function. When I got it from Bendian, with those plans, I replicated it several times over and no process I could think of made it worked.”
“The Rapier Neimoidians did not go with you.”

“They vanished! They disappeared as soon as I had received the Wettlespear. I never saw them again; I never knew what had happened to them.”
Sidious rubbed his gloved hand across the Rapier desk. “You did not happen upon them, in any form, while you had ‘visited’ Naboo recently.” He rapped his knuckles against the wood surface. “Do not lie to me, Bog.”
“I had found many skeletons in various places in Rapier Manor, including the closets,” said Bog seriously, not figuratively or in jest. He was not lying; not even about the skeletons. “There is no trace of them. Given what I know of Naressa now, of her….” He eyed Sidious and proceeded carefully, “dark infatuation with the Force, she could have found a way to make them disappear.”
“As careful as anyone can be, Bog,” Sidious pointed a finger in his face to illustrate this point on how easily it related to his situation, “someone can leave a trace for others to find.”
“I would not normally disagree with you, my Master,” dared Bog back, “but circumstances and curiosities separately can derail any closer look. Take that idiot Palpatine for instance.”

Sidious glared at him warningly. “Explain.”

“I locked onto him as an oddity when compared to Bendian. He did not fit that scheme being Naboo’s second in the Senate. I felt Naressa had put him there to spy on him.” Bog chanced a chuckle. “Bendian came to me to verify Palpatine’s existence, which told me enough that Naressa had picked him.”
Sidious crossed his arms and kept himself in check! “And.”

Bog measured Sidious’ demeanor, gulped nervously, and said, “B-Bendian was r-right about him. Orphans do not have that clean of a record in any bureaucracy. He was certain, then, that Palpatine was Naressa’s spy on him. He was right.” Bog threw his hands up. “No sooner does Bendian make his play for the Chancellor’s chair, he’s forced to leave. And over what: an unplanned pregnancy? That was the weakest excuse I had ever heard Bendian give.” He shook his head. “It was a lie, even if she did give birth to a daughter. He left because Naressa had slept with Palpatine and was having his child!”
There was a very uncharacteristic silence that followed that admission. Enough time had passed, causing Bog to look up at Sidious to make sure the Sith was still there. Indeed Sidious was still there, and totally unreadable to the Neimoidian, but to someone that was perhaps not terrified like Bog was at the moment clearly the dark visitor was shaken. This was truly news Sidious was not prepared for.
“Curious,” said Sidious. “I did not know that. Tell me more.”
Bog wiped his mouth and croaked, “It pays that I know my enemies better than I know myself, I always felt, and what better enemies were there than friends. Bendian was a competitor, first and foremost that. I had to know what made him tick. I had to in order to find a weakness in him. His family was tough before, but after marrying that woman with no history, no past, no lineage, he had become much too powerful for anyone in this galaxy to question or challenge. She is why the others had caved when Bendian gave up. I fought her, I fought her right to the end, right when she was about to pump out that little girl of hers. I thought she was going to have a miscarriage right-.”
Sidious’ hand found the back of Bog’s neck; the Neimoidian felt that impossibly strong grip freeze him dead in his tracks. Only he could still breathe. Coldly, Sidious spat, “You are avoiding my question!”

Bog recovered slowly after Sidious had let go. He panted at first, “Bendian….enjoyed females. He did not….care where they…..were from.” He swallowed a few times, wishing he could have a drink. “I offered him some….of my….special selection from home….when he had visited Cato Neimoidia.” He rubbed and rubbed his throat some more, and finally got his breath. “He was careful enough to test them even after my assurances for disease….but arrogantly he went in unprotected. Afterwards, samples were collected, and I discovered his sterility.” He shook his head. “No way is he Lady Angelleia’s father.”
Shaking his head some more, Bog continued. “I have been around Humans long enough to know their tells; females especially. Naressa, although she had betrayed my guess about Palpatine being correct, remained a block of ice. But she told me that information was useless; her husband was no longer in the Senate, so I could not blackmail him with it as I had hoped. She dared me to ruin Palpatine with the information, but back then what was the point? But I could use it against them, the Rapiers still. I did to leverage the Wettlespear from them. But I swear to you, Lord Sidious, all I got was a worthless weapon! I do not know how this man who possesses it now made it work!”
“This information you have would have been vital to me years ago!” bellowed Sidious. Just like that, out of the Sith’s own nightmares, was the damning link between himself and Juna that the Jedi could follow, and ruin everything. “This is exactly what is wrong with you!”

“Forgive me, please!”

“Shut up!”

Bog did for quite a long time, but he explained eventually, “I do not know why I did not use this information further. It would had ruined many careers and business opportunities associated with the Rapier Clan. It could have put a dent in the fortunes of that company sooner.”

Bog then said, in something that defied what was known about him, “I thought the girl child did not deserve to know such pain. She is a victim of a travesty, of some false premise of her heritage.”

“You have not used it because it would have affected your investments you still had in Rapier Tech!” chided Sidious. “It was not prudent back then: you held onto this secret when you felt it was the right time to unleash it for profitable gain! Do not play a male of sympathy to me, Bog!”

“I could care less about her now, my Lord, I don’t,” stressed Bog. “And the optimal time to use that information was on the floor of the Senate, when Palpatine had declared himself in the bidding for the Chancellor’s chair. I thought his move had to be blocked; I went to Gunray upon hearing this, telling him I had something spicy on Palpatine; I did not tell him what it was. Gunray instructed me that it was your wish, my Lord, that Palpatine become Chancellor. Any scandal involving Palpatine was not to be known unless you had approved it. So, I kept quiet.”
“Indeed: you did not tell ME about it,” assailed Sidious.

“An error: nothing more than that!”

“An error that could have come out at Bly Coaxial’s hearings!”

“I would not have testified!”

“Forgive me if I do not believe in your sincerity.” The Sith Master grabbed Bog by the back of the neck again and forced the Neimoidian’s face to press against the surface of the wood. “You would have cracked under lesser pressure than I am giving you now!”
“My apologies! Please, the secret does not go beyond my lips unless you tell me to!”

“Indeed it won’t! The Supreme Chancellor is at my beck, my call! I command him: he knows his place! Unlike you, he is a trustworthy puppet!!” Sidious let him up with a jerk with one hand, and then with the other hand slapped it hard against his throat; both hands encircled around Bog’s frail, bruised neck. He was not satisfied with choking with the Force. Hidu Bog could tell that, even though in the darkness he could not see that elation in the Sith Master’s eyes.

Releasing Hidu Bog, Sidious commanded, “Turn on your private transceiver, audio only. Collect yourself: you are going to use up all of your political favors for a task.”
Straining, Bog did as instructed, forcing his broken index finger to activate and warm up the array. Sometimes, as Sidious smiled at the sight of it, physical torture did not require another’s hand after enough damage had been done. The furthering pain process through self-infliction had a bonus psychological affect, forcing Bog to weigh between experiencing the pain he currently had by obeying Sidious or experiencing something far worse for not obeying Sidious. 

Sidious held his sigh in check: until the Republic was completely his he was going to miss such good times. Such the risk tonight was necessary; not just to correct an oversight, not just to remind his pawns that he was their king, but a strong reminder to himself that he and he alone was the beginning of Darkness and the ending of Light. This was his destiny, thus he was responsible for it, recognizing it, understanding it, and ensuring it came to be; it was his responsibility. The use of underlings and politicians and social outcasts and societal rulers and lost Jedi were merely the tools to achieve it, not the ones who would give what was destined to him. A destiny was there for everyone, but the one most willing, most able, most capable, and most selfish was going to take it.
After Bog was ready enough to speak, he asked in a strained, ruined voice bruised by the choking, “What is it that I must do, Master?”
Smoothly, Sidious ordered, “You are to arrange a battle force to head for Ancesca within the next two days.” Bog dared looked at Sidious in disbelief. “Upon their arrival, they are to vaporize everything that they can see, in system, around the planet, on that planet. It is not a world of importance so no one will miss it. I want every ship, every living being, and every piece of equipment to assume a very dead state of uselessness.”
“I…I do not know if I can do that,” strained Bog. “Gunray has too much hold over the military. He will be alerted.”

Sidious just said, “Viceroy Gunray is not your current problem now!” He slipped his hands into his robe sleeves and mused, “However, if you cannot do it, I then have no use for you, do I.”
Sensing the rhetorical nature of the response, Bog turned quickly after receiving the reminder of death and forced his pained hands to function. Sidious smiled again as the Neimoidian’s agonizing despair empowered him. And clearly the Arbiter of Inventories was not going to ask why such a monumental ‘favor’, an unquestioned order, was demanded. He reached the carrier group that was responsible for the ‘disappearance’ of Cus Tadlan and proceeded to convince the commanders to ignore the Viceroy’s authority for the next few days. If he knew of the many entities who were his enemies that were going to be slaughtered there perhaps he would had been more enthusiastic and less in pain.
Sidious, on the other hand, desired to be the only one who was going to reap this just reward. If all went well the significant threats to his existence would all be eliminated a convenient Trade Federation target practicing exercise little would care about. Every loose end and tight inconvenience was going to be vaporized; most importantly of all, the end of the threat that was the Dark Hope of the Sith. He was sick and tired of Nessie’s riddle: solving it would not help him with anything!
Finished with the transmission, Hidu Bog sighed and bent his head down in pain and stress induced exhaustion. He croaked, “I am finished, my Lord.” The statement had more than one context: he had just burned his last favors to the military commander, and when Gunray learns what he had done in about a week the Viceroy would have the Directorate remove Bog from the line of leadership. Much of his favors conflicted with the agendas and goals of others and when they came to pass, Bog would not have allies any longer as they cover their own asses and take the steps needed to ruin him for ruining them. 

Sidioius knew this, of course he did know, and he did not care. There was more than one way to kill someone, and with Bog he was going to make certain every single one of those methods of killing were completed. Bog was not going to have to worry about Gunray, the Republic, the Wettlespear, and the secrets he possessed about Juna’s parentage, and shortly Bog was not going to have to worry about the Sith anymore. Soon, Bog was going to feel so depressed he was going to throw himself off the highest point of the consulate building.
The back of Bog’s bent-down head and exposed neck revealed a curiosity that soon caused Sidious to reconsider his plan for him. There was a birthmark etched visibly in the Neimoidian’s green-gray, rubbery flesh; a bold statement to the only man in the universe that knew of its meaning. It was all too familiar: two clear circles, crossing one another at two close points, each line of the circle growing wider until it reached its narrow beginning tapering as if swallowing the lines, and that symbol that represented Angelleia Knightshade.
“Master?” Bog blinked and dared turned towards the Sith Master behind him. Blinking again, struggling to stay conscious as the pain overwhelmed him, he then realized the truth: Darth Sidious was no longer there.

Bog forced his hands to manually turn on every light in his room, and with every landscape bathed in a white glow there was no trace of his tormentor. Save for his battered body and the two ruined destroyer droids, it could have been passed for a terrible nightmare; indeed, with his shaking and cold sweat all over his body, he could had been in his bed, just waking up from the horror in his mind. He was riddled with guilt; drinking had not helped. 
It was not a nightmare. Lost in the mad dash by the consulate’s medical personnel to go to Bog, and the deactivation of many security measures because of it, was the quiet departure of an unauthorized guest. The next elevator was taken down. The droids remained still as a Shadow passed among them. The newly deployed organic guards felt compelled to look for noises in opposite directions. When the compulsion passed, and they felt the need to drop the force field for the simple sake of the probes, a wind blew threw and the Darkness rode it over the wall.
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