CHAPTER 56.0

Coruscant was just a tad quieter now. That is at least to Dace Palpatine, the area within a hundred kilometers of the Senate was just so desolately quiet. That was what happened as soon as the politics of the time had came to an end, and no sooner than it did the lawmakers ran for it. And just as the bottom feeding sea life had pursued the Gungans when they had to leave their beloved city behind to the Trade Federation, the political junkies, the spice junkies, the sex junkies, the bureaucrats, and the lobbyists had followed nearly every representatives’ example and had departed. Without the assembled, without the gallery of the self-interested constantly around flying in and out searching for their meal of blood, Palpatine joked to himself that the star above could finally shine through.
For such ingenuity, the Sith Master allowed himself one genuinely happy smile to grace his aging face. He deserved such a smile; he had adverted disaster, and a major pain in his ass was out of his way. But as with all smiles with him he would not let it last without conceding to reality: one more battle down, one war still to be won.
“Chancellor, I have the Senate security manifest,” announced Mas Amedda, entering the very vacant office. Next to security personnel, and what few Sith’s Hands that shadowed Palpatine, there was no one else in the building. As it was, the Supreme Chancellor was the last to leave the Senate as it was his duty to be the first to arrive. Certain things had to be tied up; officially, the last item on the calendar, was the known whereabouts of every member of the Senate. A routine, but hardly followed, plan that would normally not interest any Chancellor of the Republic; it was like a starship’s flight plan, but unlike a starship the Senators were going to intentionally fly off course the moment they got away from the Senate.

Mas Amedda continued, “Four hundred and forty-seven have not logged in their plans with us.”

Palpatine took the data pad that was offered to him. He read only a few names, the rest were the usual, uncooperative subjects. Only a few of them made up the hundreds remaining that had to campaign in their respected election cycles; the others just exercised their right to privacy; that privacy, in some cases the Sith were well aware of, was required for deviant, diabolical, and just plain wrong activities; some of which the Sith provided. The only names he was interested in were the ones associated with the mess that had delayed the recent session of the Senate.
Noting one name in particular, Palpatine said to his henchman, “Have we ascertained where Senator Coaxial is?”

Knowing the context, Mas Amedda said, “No, Chancellor, we have not. Your resources have scoured his usual haunts and have found nothing, unlike the rest of his committee. Do you think he’s dead?”

“It is a possibility,” said Palpatine, smiling just a little again. “As much as I would like to have seen the fool suffer a painful physical death, the death of his political career is sufficient. But if someone wants to kill him,” and he switched to Chancellor Palpatine mode to joke, “I hope they clean up the mess. It would be a pity if taxes are used to investigate his demise.”

Mas Amedda chuckled at the terrible thought. Then again, Coaxial had brought the hell upon himself siding with the Sith Hunters in ruining the political careers of others, and worse interfering in the plans of Darth Sidious. For once, the Sith Master really did not need to create some conspiracy and plot an elaborate scheme; he just used Coaxial’s own momentum against him, which left no traces for others to track it back to the Sith. It paid well to have someone like Rose Faith to give it a push.
After a whole day, Palpatine watched the reactions and measured them to decide what next for the Sith. Polls came out that dared to say Rose Faith should be Supreme Chancellor, which had made Palpatine laugh every time he thought of it. The other polls presented him with good news. Replacing the threat of Juna the Sith and her lap gundarks the Trade Federation was the feeling that nearly all the voters wanted what Palpatine wanted: accountability and reforms in the highest reaches of elected power. Thanks to Coaxial’s overreach and Rose Faith’s defiance in front of trillions of voters over thousands of worlds, the public was shown a vivid image of bone-chilling political corruption that could at any time use any innocent being against their free will to advance the agenda The elections were going to remain galactic, each remaining election race a referendum on subject, but that subject was on the terms all that were polled associated with the current Supreme Chancellor. Those who could articulate and demonstrate that they shared in Dace Palpatine’s vision the best were going to win.
The curious item, on the other hand, was that out of everyone on that committee, including Senator Gregin, only Bly Coaxial was virtually unaffected by the turn of events. The other Senator’s careers, including Gregin’s, was over – to Gregin’s dismay, and Senator Harmbles went from fifteen points ahead of his foe to ninety-eight points behind overnight. Senator Coaxial did lose his superior ground, but he was still ahead; just barely over the margin of error. Things could change in three weeks, Palpatine knew: people could forget Coaxial’s wrongdoing just as they were forgetting the idea that Juna was a Sith Lord. Chandiss Prime meant little to the Sith; with the so many other politicians ready to jump on the Palpatine bandwagon, that world’s vote was just an extra one not needed for the future.

What happens to Coaxial had no consequence to Palpatine. If he died, then so be it; if not, so what? The man was done, finished, and if he somehow won reelection he would be a Zombie politically; no one wants to work with the walking dead. There was one more name of interest he focused on, and he found it.
“Senator Grim is still here, I see,” said Palpatine before giving Mas Amedda the data pad back. “What a nuisance.”

“His election is all a formality,” said Amedda as he shut the data pad off. “It would have to take a major scandal to unseat him. Perhaps someone should suggest he and Coaxial are politically linked?”

“Amusing,” considered Palpatine, but he shook his head. “No. They’re friends, but everyone knows which side of the bread Grim puts his butter on.”
Mas Amedda cocked an eyebrow and said, “Lovers?”

Palpatine barked a laugh and mused, “Wouldn’t be the first time for such a scandal. No, you couldn’t put that kind of stink on shit like Grim.”

“He did help get those other Senators off of Courscant. I wonder if he did the same for Coaxial, or is about to.”

“Could explain why he hasn’t left,” offered Palpatine. “Not that I really care, one way or the other. My business here is finished.”

“Are you departing Coruscant, then?” Mas Amedda did not know his Dark Master’s wishes.

“I see no need to,” said Palpatine without another thought. He was honest in his answer: there was nothing for him on Naboo, or on Korriban for that matter. The rest of his Sith business was being tended to efficiently by Darth Tyranus and by his Sith’s Hands. “Matters could occur quickly; best to tend to them from here. I won’t need you.”

“Very well,” said Mas Amedda with a bow and a nod. “As always, I am available as your servant.”

“I have never questioned that.”

The large alien hesitated to leave. He asked, “A question, my Master.” Palpatine turned to him casually, unaffected by the use of proper Sithian moniker. “This move you made….it takes all the suspicion the galaxy had on Lady Angelleia as a Sith Lord off of her. Would it have been best to keep such suspicions on her?”
The Sith Master worked his emotions and thoughts around that point. After the committee was ended, and as Palpatine he had their files seized, Darth Sidious had studied the information they had possessed quickly. He told himself he had wished he had known just half the information they had not gotten around to before Senator Harmbles had fumbled such a brilliant plan. He told himself that such information revealed through Coaxial beforehand could had at the very least kept Juna in a bad light for years to come, the Sith Hunters who pursued her notwithstanding.  Though there was a risk, there had laid that temptation that could have been, where everyone could have been happy with the removed head of Juna Rapier, and all suspicions about the return of the Sith would lessen and so much more he could have achieved. Oh how he had wished to have known all of this before he had Rose destroyed it. That was why he left Gregin twist in the wind for she had failed to get this deeper, more hidden information; her career was going to be over, but Palpatine was going to show some sympathy and appoint her to a high ranking position, but alas why would he take such a chance.
Sidious liked to convince himself all of that, and that what had happened was what had happened. The ends politically had to be achieved. He did not do this to alleviate whatever pressure the Jedi was applying on her; the Sith Hunters were going to keep her running and hiding anyways, given the strong beliefs of their leader Coy Madex. Much of the Bothan Sith Hunter’s apparently strong blood thirst for revenge – indeed, the Sith knew revenge when they saw it – was heavily contained in those files he had ordered taken from Coaxial’s committee. As clear as the Sith Hunter’s main mission was, Madex’s true motives for what he was doing, going so far as to actually suspending his Jedi principals as well as democracy as anyone knew it, were brutal.
From his silent contemplation, Palpatine said detached, “The suspicions will continue the longer she has that Padawan Learner. The committee’s great error was to present all of their manufactured evidence, but a great charge of kidnapping would have augmented their accusatory position. A waste of their resources and time proved their inherited downfall. It is only a Jedi matter now; it will keep all those fools busy. The longer she runs, the better off we are in our plans.” He held up a finger and warned, “Do not mistake it for charity, Amedda. One thing I am not when it comes to those stupid enough to test me is charitable.”
“Understand, my Lord,” he said. He took his leave, and he left in a measured hurried that did little to hide the fear he felt.

Palpatine said to himself, where no one was around, “Through her, they will uncover me.”
Be it as Palpatine or Sidious, the man alone destined to rule all before him could not stop thinking that, and curiously he found himself unable to remember when the cycle of such fear had begun. Lately that fear had grown very strong in him, fueling him in power, and fueling his doubts after every attempt to quell those fears. At the very least he could map the escalations. It began seven months ago on Korriban with his meeting with Nessie. It happened again at Breslin after Juna had so successfully rescued the hostages, and had done so without a shred of Jedi morality. Coaxial’s ‘Speech of the Dark Ages’ contributed to the stakes as it affected his political position and shined a bright light on Juna’s whole life for the Republic to see, not just what had occurred on Naboo nearly five years ago now. Every instance just upped the ante of exposing him, so using Rose Faith to end Coaxial’s rogue committee at the very least should had dialed the fear back to what he felt on Korriban months ago. Instead, the fear just escalated within him again, doubling with intensity. He could feel it in his guts; someone was very close to discovering he was Darth Sidious. 
The truth about Dace Palpatine was now a morning star just barely below the horizon line, ready to rise along with the dawning star of the truth. Days ago, Juna was so close to ‘peering over that edge’ thanks largely to the fact he was stupid to think so boldly about her demise. He was just beginning to utilizing that very ‘feeling watched’ feeling through the Dark Side Sith Maidens like Juna could use so freely it was as natural as breathing; the concept of knowing when and at any time someone was deeply in thought about you, and through those thoughts uncovering who it was and where they were and who they were talking to, would be handy in the future. But it almost became his demise when it was used against him, and generally speaking that was what frustrated Sidious the most about the developing situation as it continued.
It was beginning to look like to Sidious that no matter what he did his enemies were very close to uncovering the truth. He kept thinking back to Darth Nefarious’ warning years ago – he couldn’t prevent the memory from leaping back into his conscious – and by abiding by it no reasonable danger had come to him. The curiosity he had for Juna had been expanded by Nessie’s dire warning and left behind cryptic message that now seemed less unraveled than before. Every step he had taken to ensure his destiny and solve that riddle was having contrary results. 
Right now, unbeknownst to all of his minions, he had never been so close to total paralysis when it came to making a decision. At some point either the truth about Palpatine would come out, or Sidious’ followers would realize their leader was ineffectively weak. This was becoming a far more pressing situation than Coaxial holding up the Senate, and Hidu Bog going against both the Sith’s and Nute Gunray’s authority to unleash his Wettlespear weapon, combined.
As in every trouble he had encountered, Sidious would not accept the outcomes before him; he wanted an alternative. With some thought alone, he came up with an idea so simple compared to anything he had ever thought of before it was rather bold and daring for him. Based on the current burdens and how they had begun, he just decided to start all over from the beginning. Out of that riddle, out of those collection of words and names and phrases, laid one thing that could perhaps get his mind and his Master Plan working properly again.

Palpatine had to go see Onidas Grim. Like it or not that man was mentioned in Nessie’s warning for a reason, and it was slowly becoming not for the reason he had not long ago had thought. Grim, indeed, was tight with Coaxial, so it was reasonable to assume he knew where his friend currently was. By seizing the Naboo Reconstruction Oversight committee’s work product the Sith Master learned much, it was a wealth of information, but it was possible that it was not all the information. Creatures like Madex and Coaxial were alike: blind and dumb to ambition and desire but not completely stupid. Indeed Madex made Coaxial his unwilling puppet, but was it possible that the Bothan Jedi Master exchanged off the record information with him, such as other possible Sith suspects, or perhaps a question about Juna’s parentage in regards to her father.
The last bit of thought finally cleared a lot of that fog in Palpatine’s head; it was not just Juna coming close to uncovering him that gave him his fears. Years ago at Rapier Manor, after the Vhinech ambush at Uiennar that lead to the alleged death of Naressa, Palpatine was confronted by Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch, which as always the miserable Vhinphyc was being overprotective of Juna yet again. There was a moment, after he had failed to get past Sarch, that Palpatine dare challenged Sarch’s position in Juna’s life, asking Sarch if Sarch had thought the Jedi was Juna’s father.

“Are you?” the Vhinphyc was so very quick to retort. From that point on, Palpatine had treated Sarch with more respect because out of all the Jedi clearly he was, at that time, his greatest threat. Sarch’s retort, such a simple question, betrayed so much. As much as Sarch cared for the Rapier women he was strongly intrigued by their mystery and like the great detective he was he was trying to solve them. It had appeared from afar that, after the Battle of Evramora long before the Ambush at Uiennar, the Jedi Order generally and Sarch specifically had softened their quest for answers in regards to Juna; Darth Sidious was certain, at least, Sarch was protecting the Rapiers from the other Jedi. Yet, Sarch was trying to get to the truth when the others did not realize what he was truly doing. 
That left a great unanswered question for years and years since, and it now came back to the Sith Master as if Sarch’s question had just been spoken right at that very moment. He already knew the Jedi, from Knights to the Jedi Council, never revealed everything they knew before he became Supreme Chancellor, so there was honestly no telling what Sarch did tell the likes of Yoda and Windu and Koon and Mundi. That secret knowledge, even if it was just Sarch’s suspicion about Palpatine being Juna’s real father, could have been passed from the Council to Coy Madex, and who is to say then that the Bothan Sith Hunter just did not tell Coaxial.
Seeing that he had to cover all the bases, Palpatine sucked up his pride and made arrangements to see Onidas Grim. He had to try and get Grim to open up, perhaps test to see if Grim knew the same things Coaxial did, and perhaps see if Grim knew where Coaxial was otherwise. He did prefer the easy way, but with some on his hands, the Sith Master considered it might be a good time to do some hunting of his own.

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

CHAPTER 56.1
In the two days that had passed since the Senate recess, Onidas Grim had become a little more leery by the hour as he sought Bly Coaxial. With his little meeting with Coaxial’s secretary it had switched from hours to minutes. He had at least half-expected every turn he made to find Coaxial to be a dead end in his search and the woman sitting across from him at his desk was not supposed to be an exception. Instead, starting with the first answer she gave him, Grim knew something was very wrong.
“I don’t know where Senator Coaxial is,” said the pretty blonde, pre-dawn middle aged Tansenil Grayty after all the greetings and her sitting down in her seat.
Grim had stopped himself from taking a seat for just a moment. Some part of him wanted him to stay standing up and treat the meeting not as a conversation, but as an interrogation. He knew, though, that tough questioning was only going to get her to become a repeating denier, perhaps chase her out of his office. He could not afford that; not when he wanted to know the truth that drove his good friend to become politically nuts for nearly a month. It just did not seem right, for whatever reason Coaxial had done it, that the end came the way it did and Palpatine came out smelling like a rose. Misses Grayty, on the other hand, was tempting him to change his approach, and not in the subtle, flirty way she wanted every guy she met and liked that entered her boss’ office to act.
Since Grim had met her, Grayty was a steady pro at her job even when she flirted a little with him; she was like that to every Human male of power he would find out. She was married, but that fact did not stop her from having slept with Coaxial a few times; it was Bly that had the audacity to tell Grim he had done the dirty, an idea that never had sit well with Grim and told his friend to never bring it up again. There were instances, though, where he saw the two cast glances at each other in a way that suggested they had spent time together, alone, late, in his office – by Grim’s accounting, and it was right on, that had happened four times. Grim only made it more his business when she tried to come on to him once at one of Coaxial’s social functions; he politely escorted her back to her husband and said nothing about it.
Another thing Grim knew about her was she was a fidget, a talking moving distraction of niceness that could not quite hold still even when working. She had exhibited little of that fidgeting upon her arrival, and now her body and her mouth were both too still. Grayty was very alert, doing her best to take control of the situation the only way she knew how, and the effort made her both stiff and someone hiding something. The effort was just beginning to make Grayty slightly out of breath and causing her to sweat: male or female, in nearly ninety percent of all Humanoid-Bipedal races, the physical concentration to cover up a secret, and not slip up in the process, was the same.
“A pity,” said Grim, finally sitting down. The direct approach was not going to work. He had to take her on a different way, and perhaps it would determine if she really did know where Coaxial was or not. “I haven’t been able to talk to him in the past month, really. After what had happened, I thought he could use a beer.”
Half heartedly, Grayty said, “Yes, but something far more stiffer than basic ale and a lot of it.” Normally someone in her position would have spouted the fact that her career as a secretary for him was probably over and she would have a hell of time finding a new job. Grim expected that, but again her answer was thoughtfully shortened.
Folding his hands together, Grim asked, “Now that it’s over, what’s your take on what was going on? I mean if you know? Bly didn’t tell me anything, really.”
It was taking Grayty too long to do the one thing she was not good at given her communication skills: thinking. “Not really. The….well, things just happened suddenly for him.”

Again, a thoughtfully shortened answer; Grim reminded himself that she was not some cadet on a starship in the Republic Navy, nor was she some criminal his law officer father had just picked up for questioning. He was beginning to think that perhaps Grayty was afraid of something. “What, his committee investigator that got that hot Rapier-Bog connection tip?”
“Senator, I really do not try to get involved in the process,” was Grayty’s tight answer; an answer that was tighter than the one size too small dress top she intentional wore all the time. “I mean Bly had never let me get involved in anything before. Recently did not change that.”
Grim believed her on that, but there was something else to that which made him not let go. “Tansenil….I can’t help to mention and bounce things off of Penn and Grosse and whoever else works for me. Its habit and I know Bly had talked to you in the past.” He then added, “Talked, as in talking mind you.”
Grayty just sighed and said, “Not this time, Senator. H-He didn’t share anything with me at all. It sounded like the same stuff he has always said before.”
Again he believed her, but she was still hiding something. “No new revelation that spurred on this new crusade? I mean he had to say something. I mean, he pushed the Senate to riot.”

“That was scary, those riots,” she deflected. “Who knew suits could get that crazy!”

Grim nodded in agreement, finding himself just circling the drain with her. Grayty was not shrewd enough to be so many steps ahead of everyone with Coaxial’s political plot, so it meant she was this way because of herself. She was not protecting him; she was protecting herself from some sort of unknown reprisal. If those who sought the most cruel of revenge against the Avenging Five their focus would be on those five politicians, not their staff. At worst, Grayty would never work in the Senate in any form again.

Although it really did beg the question what the threat against her personally was, Grim knew she would shut right down if he pressed harder. Sighing, he had wasted both their times; he hated wasted time. Profit and production, getting somewhere, required reasonable effort with a reason to do so.
“Hopefully the riots don’t ever happen again,” said Grim. “So you don’t know where Bly is, Misses Grayty?”

“No, I’m sorry, I don’t,” she said with some slight relief. She had sensed he was ending it.

“I really do mean it when I say that’s a pity,” said Grim. “I got most of the other committee members off of Coruscant as fast as I could for their safety. Based on my looking around, Bly never left Coruscant. His ship’s still here.”
“I just don’t know, Senator,” reiterated Grayty in her Coruscantian accent, which would normally grate on other Republic citizens’ nerves but today even the hardened anti-Coruscantian would honestly ask her if something was wrong with her.
“I wasted your time, I’m sorry,” said Grim, standing back up to escort her to the door. Though she knew it was over, he was still surprised by his manner. She got up and followed along with him. “You should be home with your husband, or at least waiting for him; not listening to some jerk looking for his fellow jerk.”

Grayty wanted to say something, but she was afraid to because it meant staying longer, and perhaps revealing more than she wanted. Grim just said, “Look, if Bly contacts you, tell him to contact me. Or tell me, just tell me he contacted you. You don’t need to tell me how or where….just tell me. And just tell him he still has at least one friend on Coruscant.”
Grayty nodded as the door opened for them both. As the two stepped out into the corridor a small security entourage filled the other end. Chancellor Palpatine emerged from the middle and gave the duo a smile. Grim, however, stopped right in his tracks. Upset, he inadvertently brought his female guest to a stop and ordered the other group, “HALT!”
The security group did stop, confused by the command. Palpatine took a few more steps before stopping. Grim said, “You are in Godric Sovereign Territory. Turn around, go back the way you came.”

One of the guards spoke before Palpatine could intervene. “This is the Supreme Chancellor of the Republic, Senator, you have no authority.”

Placing Grayty behind him, Grim stuck a finger towards them, and to the right the whole group. The turned collectively and saw a Declaration of Sovereignty displayed big and bold for anyone with poor vision to see. He then pointed to the opposite wall, and there was an exact duplicate.

“This corridor to this office,” began Grim again, “is the Sovereign Property of the Sovereign System of Godric. It is not only my office, but it is our embassy. As its appointed caretaker, and with the power invested by my people and the Supreme Chancellor himself when he swore me into the Senate, I can say who may, or may not, come down this corridor and enter my office, at any time. And yes, not even the Supreme Chancellor of the Republic has the authority to override it.”
Palpatine sighed; Grim was going to behave like this even if the guard said nothing. “Now, Senator, I did not come here for a fight.”
“Good: turn around and leave. Your visit is official business and I’m not conducting any until the Senate reconvenes.” Grim just made a motion for them to turn around and go. He did not want to hear any form of deflective posturing.

“I know you blame me for what had happened to Senator Coaxial,” started Palpatine, which Grim just could not stop the roll of his eyes. “Truth is I had nothing to do with that, contrary to what you claim.”

“Your denials mean absolutely nothing to me, Chancellor,” assured Grim rudely. “There is nothing to discuss. Leave, and don’t bother me with your excuses.”
“Senator Grim,” started Palpatine heatedly, “I’m not going to convince you that I had nothing to do with Bly’s political demise. I was not coming here to do that! I came here because like you the Senator’s whereabouts do concern me.”

This time, Misses Grayty took a step away from Onidas Grim. She never had a clue before that both powerful men were such adversaries, but she swore her boss’ friend was about to throw a punch. At least she thought Grim would had because she wanted to smack Palpatine; what she did know during the last few weeks having spent forced to work with Coaxial again by Coy Madex, the Senator of Chandiss Prime cursed the name of Palpatine and told her all the dirty tricks he had played on him. She had forgotten those dirty tricks, but Palpatine’s words just opened the save file.
Grim just held himself in check and just said, “You….have crossed a line, sir. You…concerned? You ruined his career, and put his life in jeopardy at the same time?” He held up both hands and said, “I have no time for you.”
Palpatine thought quickly and asked, “What would it take for you to give me your time, Senator? What would it take? I am tired of this.”

“Quit,” stated Grim very plainly.
Palpatine had to smile at that one. “So I take it you don’t know where Senator Coaxial is?”
“No. And if I did know where he was, I wouldn’t be telling you. Now, if you excuse me, Misses Grayty needs to be escorted to an air taxi.”

Palpatine urged his security detail to back out of the corridor to let the two through, but then he said, “Onidas, seriously, this cannot go on.” It brought Grim to a stop. “If you don’t know where Bly is, then I’m to assume he is dead. It is then my task, as leader, to assure justice is served. I ask you not to hamper my official acts, whether you believe I am sincere or not. That would not be you if you do.”
In the short time Palpatine has stopped him, an idea popped in Grim’s head. This was the best he was going to be able to do to prove how – not if to Grim – Palpatine had set up Coaxial. The information could only exist in one place, and one place only; the very source materials that had inspired five Senators to actually believe their own bullshit.

“You want to prove your sincerity to me,” stated Grim, “then let me see the evidence you took from Bly’s committee, all of it.”
Palpatine appeared a bit taken aback by the request. He said, “Senator, that material is currently under seal, awaiting the return of the Ethics Committee.”

“Your seal, Chancellor,” said Grim. He also reminded him, “It’s in your possession, meaning you can look at it at any time.” Palpatine did not deny it. “By looking at it, I might get some ideas to where he is.”
“Ideas?” quizzed Palpatine.

“Suppose he’s out there, trying to clear his conscious, or fix his reputation. Suppose, Chancellor, he didn’t turn everything over.”

Unbeknownst to Grim, Palpatine kept himself in check after that last ‘suppose’. He said, “Did you…see this information before?”

“No, but I know Bly; he wouldn’t go all in like this unless the evidence looked good to him.” Grim looked to Grayty as to ask for forgiveness. “He can be a bit over the top with his politics, but he knows the difference between propaganda and lying.”

After a moment of consideration, Palpatine said, “If anyone found out I showed you the information, we would both face ramifications. The secrecy seal is a legal promise, an honor that is more than some mere swear between children not to reveal secrets.”

Grim looked to Grayty again; she was doing her best pretending not to have heard anything. He said to Palpatine, “That’s why I’ll look at it at your office. It never leaves the Senate, keeping the intrigues from discovering this.” He looked to Grayty again. “I’m sure we can all keep this under our hats.” She nodded in earnest. “Agreed, Chancellor?”
“Alright,” agreed Palpatine. He eyed his guards for a moment, and then said, “Why don’t we meet later in my office. In the mean time, let me take Misses Grayty home.”

“Very well,” said Grim, turning to Grayty. “That is if you want to go with him.” Under the circumstances, she may not wanted to. After hearing all the juicy political intrigue before her, and since she was paranoid already, she felt she may never see her husband again.
“Sure, what’s a free ride,” said Grayty with lackluster zeal. She left his side and joined Palpatine on his left. “It’s too considerate of you, given the circumstances.”
Palpatine assured her, “You shouldn’t believe what some may say about me. I’m all heart.”

Grim watched the Supreme Chancellor escort Grayty away, neither he nor his foe saying another word to one another. He continued to watch the corridor long after the entourage had left, hoping Coaxial was doing exactly as he suggested to Palpatine. It was a dangerous proposition, violating the law just as he had violated orders. The differences were very paramount: six years ago as a Republic Navy lieutenant he disobeyed orders to save thousands and thousands of slaves and take back an old Republic space station; this time his rule breaking was only to save the life of one, very despised man.
And if he was right all along about Palpatine’s complicity in Coaxial’s conspiracy and demise, he may be brining down a very popular Supreme Chancellor of the Republic as well. Grim vowed to find all those responsible for ruining his friend’s life if they had a hand in it. He had not broken a promise yet.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 56.2

It had gone smoother than Palpatine had thought possible. Gaining just a tiny fraction of Grim’s confidence was a major victory for anyone not just the Sith. Therefore he was going to be careful in relishing in such victory just as he was going to be careful around Grim when the fool had finally gotten around to visiting him at his office later that evening.

The initial bonus prior to the meeting was Palpatine’s access to Senator Coaxial’s secretary. Once away from Grim’s chivalric sight line he was able to apply some of his Sithian ‘charm’ on the unsuspecting Grayty; in her adultery with Coaxial, Grayty demonstrated her weak mindedness, her inability to commit to any form of strong value thought that could have prevented his manipulation of her mind. Once he was done with her, Grayty had no clue what had happened, and as per his instructions she never asked why it took an hour longer than normal to get home. The information she had provided was very wealthy.

Granted, Darth Sidious discovered that Grayty indeed did not know where her boss was, but it proved that at least Grim did not learn of Coaxial’s location either. That is, if he believed the man did not know: Grim and Coaxial could have easily been playing Palpatine, trying to get back at who they thought ruined Coaxial’s career. Then again, that would assume Coy Madex had altered Coaxial’s mind in order not to reveal his identity to Grim. Given what he saw in the evidence before, Sidious strongly doubted the possibility. At the very least this move would accomplish many goals; one of them being that Grim would get off his back; another that, perhaps, a crusader like Grim may discover the Jedi involvement and, perhaps, take issue. He reminded himself to stay focused.
As Palpatine, he made certain in this situation that Grim held just about all the advantages; easy to do with no assistants around and minimal security beyond the outer defensive ring. As promised, even without a clarified hour of time stated, Grim arrived just after twenty hundred hours Coruscant Standard Time, well past the settled sun where the shadows cleverly cloaked his approach and would conceal his eventual departure from anyone curious.
Before the Chancellor of the Republic could indulge Grim’s curiosities, he had taken note of what Grim had brought with him; a cache of junk food and a case of mild yield brew. He asked in mirth, “Are we having a Godric block party here, Onidas?”

“Since we’re on a first name basis, Dace,” replied Onidas, setting the bag of goodies on one side of Palpatine’s pristine desk and the portable fridge system with the brew inside on the other side, “no, but when it comes to long, boring readings of docs and save files, stale snacks and hard liquor can put me to sleep. Besides, from what I heard, your ‘block’ was no different from my ‘block’.”
Dace just shrugged his shoulders and conceded, “True, but we were not given beer to drink at the Royal Orphanage.” He slid a large data pad – a scribe model – across the open space of his desk towards Onidas. “Nor am I honestly that much of a boozier.”
“Not what I heard,” chagrinned Onidas. He pulled out an array of items that would not kill anyone right away unless they binged on them. Much of it fried affairs like salted cranes and deep fried gelatin rolls and wisps rinds, dip foods such as cannasu, piera, and norota, with a choice of dips between Twi’lek salsa and Sullustan white cheese. Lastly was a rather large sweet concoction which upon seeing it caused the Phantom Menace to stiffen up in body uncontrollably. Noticing it, Onidas asked, “Anything wrong?”

“No, not at all,” assured Dace. The item in question was a big bowl of chocolate covered Mar’shan malts, tiny little drops of sugary-enriched white chocolate milk nugget surrounded by a double burst of milk-doused darkness. Just looking at the chocolate candy made his whole body itch and ache with desire for it. To take his mind off of them, he helped himself to one of those beers.
Deflecting, Dace said, “Okay, I admit it: there were times we junior representatives were made by our Senators to compete against one another in drinking games. Oceans,” he opened the container and drank, letting the mild burn chase away his deep craving for the chocolate malts, “after I became Senator when Bendian had stepped down, I swore off this stuff. I was so sick of it. Shots were more my sport, but oh no: Bendian insisted it had to be beer in order to even the playing field against the other species with better constitutions.”
Taking another drink before he sat down, Dace asked, “Who told you?”

After Onidas had sat down, he remarked, “Gabby.”

With realization, Dace said, “Oh yes, Gabby. I should have her shut down.” 
To which Onidas grinned smugly; everyone wanted to shut the poor ‘girl’ up, but after seven hundred years she was perhaps the last sacred Coruscant institution the people could relate to, and no one dared changed. Gabby was GBY Zero One, one of the very first protocol droids to ever be constantly posted to the Senate.  Contrary to her nickname the female shaped and sounding Gabby was not a gabber; she was restrained in conversation, better than modern protocol droids with their prisy ways and constant allusions. She was not ‘deep secrets’ informative, just very observant and politely helpful to those who ask for information. And yes, Gabby was a useful instrument in ‘the Game’; sometimes Senators brought Gabby with them for translation purposes, which the other party were sometimes frozen and careful what to say in their language, afraid of her by her reputation. One would think protocol droids, by their nature of helpfulness and ability to translate other forms of communication, made some creatures leery to have them at the negotiation table, but if they did it was nothing compared to the fear of having Gabby in the room.
“I’m afraid to even ask what she said exactly,” spoke Dace, alluding to the droid. “When I had asked her about Bendian, she was very blunt.”

“She was blunt,” pointed out Onidas, helping himself to the fried junk first. “But I would dare say Gabby was not as blunt as Miss Faith.”

Dace held his smile in check. “That one had trouble written all over her the moment I saw her walk into that committee room.”

“Didn’t you know she was in the cells below?”

“I did,” admitted Dace, “but I took Bly at his word that she was a dangerous criminal. I honestly did not know she was attached to Lady Angelleia in any way.” He could tell Onidas was not convinced, so he just accessed the data base in his office, and it linked to the data pad he had given to him. “Unsealing the records now.”

“Did you have a look at them?” quizzed Onidas.

“Very briefly: the part where Senator Harmbles had lied about,” lied Dace. Then he reinforced his lie with the truth. “Queen Amidala had observed the proceedings carefully and was quick to point the discrepancy to me via transcript messaging.” He shook his head. “Harm Harmbles….what was he thinking?”

“We’re about to find out together,” said Onidas, gesturing with the data pad and the beer both.

The next few hours became a matter of saying little and do everything else more. Having already read everything, Dace Palpatine just spent the unspoken time interpreting Onidas Grim’s revealed thoughts and controlling that extreme urge to eat every single one of those chocolates. It had become a great test of his Sithian will, which was taking some hits from the poor man’s drink he consumed to stem his desire for the decadent confections.
It was a given, by Jedi and scholar as it was by Sith, that it was the Sith who had destroyed themselves in the past, and there was no exception to that with the end of the Sith War. It was also agreed upon that it was caused by power struggles within as the primary reason for that end; the finer details were only known to the Sith that had survived the self-destruction on Korriban and the following purge done by the original Sith Hunters. The Sith Maidens that were dead and for lack of better description loyal to the Sith cause believed firmly that the fall of the Sith was due to the breeding between the natural born E’sithorpians and the Dark Jedi thousands of years before the Sith War; through the infusion of non-pure blood into the gene pool the native Sith would eventually detach themselves from the greater Dark Powers of the Force; that bond with the Spiritual Force was lost, according to the Great Mother of the Sith Maidens Luna Nimh. The breeding detail was a specific part of the downfall of the Sith that was unknown to so many, including at one time the Dark Lord of the Sith that sat comfortably in the seat of the highest power of the so called free society. However, there were other specifics never brought to the forefront of attention, in the limelight of ‘need to know’; one of those little, tiny, and wrongly considered insignificantly innocent details was chocolate.
The compound chocolate was never a food stable of the people of Korriban, in any of its known eras, until the Dark Jedi of Cantaspher had introduced it to the native Sith culture. It was one of the symbolic gestures the Dark Jedi had made to the old tribes to at least achieve an understanding; in the deep texts, the old Sith of the time proclaimed chocolate was the ONLY reason they had accepted the ‘lost, unfortunately foolish souls’ of the Dark Jedi. Even the great Xulm had etched in his great works of knowledge, passed down through the ages from Sith Master to Dark Apprentice, that ‘such a concoction, so simple a formulated mixture, just seems to break my Will every time I smell it, but magically restores my Will whenever I consume it. It is, without a doubt, a terribly powerful magic’. This ‘terribly powerful magic’ saved the Dark Knights and changed the course of Sithian history forever.
Chocolate’s physiological affects on different species were questionable and put to debate, but for the Sith it was dangerous; more dangerous than the beer Dace was currently consuming; it was worse than spice to a Sith; take every negative argument against chocolate consumption, except for fattening, multiply it by at least ten, and one gets how dangerous it was to them. Genetically, biological-Sith did not possess the genome that controlled the affects of chocolate on them, just as certain individuals were born without the genome that allowed them to tolerate higher histamine levels from allergies, or absorb ultraviolet light from a star. Even after thousands of years of consumption, the Sith of purest blood never really gained a real tolerance to its affects, and thus it was a dice shoot what the side affects were: mood swings, hypersensitivity, hyperactivity, feelings of epic euphoria that were far more powerful than any form of passionate love making, and without it negatively adverse physical and slash or physiological affects. The ancient Sith had died from it, or had killed others over it; there were wars fought over it. As stupid as it had seemed, history had shown that other great civilizations, if looked at hard enough, were brought down more by tiny little matters than one great battle; chocolate was one of those tiny little matters that never made the history books or the Jedi Holocron.
Dace Palpatine had never understood the pull of chocolate to him as a child until he was ‘saved’ by the Sith. Being a rare entity possessing a significant amount of pure Sith genes explained why his cravings were far more than any other child’s; the cravings were better controlled, and he was able to tolerate it to a higher degree, by his Human heritage. After learning of Naressa’s near-pure Sith heritage, it amazed him how she was able to control herself when it came to those wide variety of chocolate confections she so enjoyed after dinner every night whenever he spent time at Rapier Manor as a guest. He dared speculated, for he did not know, that perhaps the Sith Maidens over the years had developed control. But as he reflected back in his memories, he recalled all those times Naressa’s attention was pulled away by something chocolate; it grabbed enough of her attention for her to forget and to not hear a conversation. Perhaps the Sith Maidens, and Juna too, had gained some measure of control, and what little of their other heritages prevented them from succumbing to chocolate’s terrible effects, but it still had a powerful pull on them like the Maw.
Dace managed for quite a while until the beer began to dull him. He slowed his consumption after that and moved on to the other snacks available, forcing his hand to pass on the chocolates. If not for the heavy robes he wore the sweat could have been seen soaking through his undershirt. There was a technique that could alleviate the affects of the alcohol, but he had to keep his presence in the Force on the low.

Finally, after a very long period of silence, Onidas Grim stood up for the first time, stretched, and hit the head. When he came back, the Senator sighed and just asked, “Dace, be honest with me: did you believe any of this Bly and the committee had spewed? I mean don’t give me a ‘pro answer’, tell me what you think?”

Of course, a ‘pro answer’ was slang from the Players of ‘the Game’ describing quickly any politicians’ ready, prepped, and rehearsed answer to any question; convoluted, safe responses even to unsuspecting inquires, afterwards placing the Player in a neutral, if not a positive, position with their electorate. Realist/Giver-Takers like Dace, especially with his position in the Republic currently, had to be such a reactive. Pro answers, in Dace’s position, was how he maintained his high position in the Senate up to this point.
After considering his many options, including deciding not reveal to Onidas what he had uncovered about Naressa’s Project Korriban, Dace said, “Honestly, I never believed it. If Bendian was still alive, the relationship he had with Hidu Bog, I would had bought the conspiracy.”
Onidas took the answer, nodded, and asked a question no one else would dare ask now, except maybe by one with ambition. “What did you know about Senator Rapier and Arbiter Bog’s relationship?”

“I was only aware of the,” here, Dace made quotation-end quotation gestures with the fingers of his hands, “’mutual understanding’ between Bendian and Lott Dod as Bendian’s hand picked representative. At those parties he hosted, Bog and Cus Tadlan and Nute Gunray were invited, but so were a number of highly despicable figures. However, in hindsight, Bendian did tell a young, naïve young man,” and he was alluding to himself, which made Onidas grin as he drank his beer, “that he was never going to reveal all his tricks to me. ‘Master magicians’ he said ‘are out of business shortly after their apprentices have learned everything from them’.”
“What about Misses Rapier?” asked Onidas.

Dace smiled and said truthfully, “That was one of Bendian’s untold secrets, I would learn years later.” He then lied on, “I never believed for once she could use the Force, even after it was revealed to the high minds of Naboo that little Juna was a practitioner.”

“After Vhanba,” stated Onidas. He clarified, “The Vhinech Conflicts was never covered in grade school, but at the Academy we were drilled on that history. Even then, I was never satisfied with what was told so I researched it. My first mock Officer’s Debriefing was on the Battle of Uiennar.”

“Ah.” Dace nodded. “But Juna’s Force sensitivity was not wide spread knowledge outside of Theed until Bly made it his mission to reveal that information.”

Clarifying again, Onidas stressed, “I just assumed, and correctly as it turned out, that I could swap the Vhinech for the Sith, Magus Prophet for Darth Trogdor, and the reasons for kidnapping Lady Angelleia were the same. Plus,” he drank, swallowed, and continued, “as much as her private life was seal and protected, the intelligence report on Magus Prophet was an open file to anyone with authority; after his demise, the authority over the file had lessened. Some of her personal details were in that file, as it turned out.” In mock salute, he held up his beer can and said, “To bureaucracy covering all the bases.”
Shaking his head and chuckling, Dace followed the mock salute. Onidas’ point was a glaring one, one the Sith had freely exploited for thousands of years. It did not matter the system; there were holes in it so long as the bureaucracy existed that allowed that bureaucracy to control it. As Onidas addressed, Dace knew of this loop hole; as much as the Jedi Order and Theed had put a lid on Juna’s Force abilities, the long-deactivated Republic Intelligence had files on the Vhinech and Magus Prophet and illustrated to those willing to pay attention to the reports everything they had done and the reasons why. Dace had seen those files himself; right there, glaring a full decade before Bly Coaxial had revealed the ‘truth’, was the reason why the enemies of the Republic back then had craved Juna Rapier. As much as there was shock over Coaxial’s previous revelation fifteen years ago, a lot of it was fake. The point was, as every Bothan intelligence agency not named Si’ing knew there was a classified document that had a ‘related by marriage’-like, unclassified file to it in the current Republic bureaucracy that revealed all the secrets of the subject matter.
“I’m rather torn whether or not to correct that oversight,” amended Dace to Onidas.
“You’ll never get the votes,” said Onidas, and he was right – at least, for the time being. Politicians often exploited the bureaucratic oversights to their advantage, often with no help on their behalf. “Rabid ideologues will never let Reformation to touch that. They will claim it’s the government hiding information, and they will call it tyranny.”

“But you agree that private citizens have a right to privacy?” questioned Dace. “Rose Faith’s point was a fair one.”
Sighing, Onidas said, “It was a very good point. The caveat is that when it comes to privacy how absolute must it be? Should, say, a man be allowed to beat his wife and children so long as it is done in their home, out of sight, out of mind?” Again sighing, he said, “My father is a law officer, and he gets such calls and it just burns him when the wife with the heavily bruised face and the freshly missing teeth tells him nothing is going on. By law, he can’t do anything about it.”

Dace said, as Onidas got another beer, “So that is why you wanted that Domestic Violence Override law?”
“I campaigned on it,” said Onidas as he opened his beer. “Ironically, my world wants it, yet they don’t change the law as they should at the planetary level. From my Senate seat, I hope to get the leadership on my world to change their stance. Anyways” he drank his beer and waved it off “Enough about my woes, back to subject. Naressa Rapier: would she get in bed with Bog?”
“Oh no!” said Dace emphatically, he could not be any more truthful than that. “Naressa just placated Bendian’s relationship with Lott in the Senate. She hated the Trade Federation; she recognized back then how their tactics were not just hurting the business, but Naboo as a whole. Bendian cared only enough that it covered himself, then Naboo. Naressa….she had….dare I say an immigrant complex?”

Onidas nodded. “You mean, since she came from another world, she only had the best intentions and hopes for her new world.”
“Yes,” said Dace. “She had come from Corellia…oh, you know the story?” Onidas nodded; Dace figured as much, since Naressa’s arrest warrant file contained a great deal of information that was, again, available to anyone after the Shut Down had restored that information for public view. “She wanted what was best for Naboo only. Suffice to say, unfortunately, after Bendian had died, not when he had left the Senate, Naboo prospered as Rapier Technologies had its greatest financial growth under Naressa’s ownership.”

“Benefiting the young Queen of Naboo at the time,” pointed out Onidas. “Others would think the move was a rigged game, where Juna Rapier reaps the economic rewards of her mother’s company.”
“There’s no ways around that,” admitted Dace. “But back then no one had a problem with it. They have a problem now, but those same hypocrites back then, those kliffers, they enjoyed the money and the power both women gave them. Believe me, Onidas: despite what had happened, Naressa had Naboo’s best interests in mind all the time. She loved my home world too much she did some very questionable things, but her intentions were admirable.”

“Things do change, Dace,” reminded Onidas. “For either Naressa or Juna, many years with many enemies can alter their feelings.”

Recognizing the challenge, Dace said adamantly, and thus putting him in a position he did not really want to be in, “Neither Naressa or Juna had anything to do with the Invasion, or with that thing, that….Maul creature. Not if it had anything to do with harming the people and their home world. Do you believe that?”
Onidas’ turn on the hot seat was short. “Juna training this Darth Maul? I never believed it.”

“Okay then, Senator of Godric,” started Dace again, turning the burner back on the seat, “what one thing out of all you see here could convince you of that without Senator Harmbles’ error?”

After some thought, Onidas admitted honestly, “In this evidence: nothing. Not one thing here convinces me Juna had nothing to do with the invasion or with Bog and Gunray.” He then raised his hands wide. “As whole, however….” But then he stopped and shook his head.
“What?” quizzed Dace. For once, he could tell Onidas was reluctant to say. Because he enjoyed seeing his antagonist squirming, and for bringing that cursed chocolate to his realm, he pursued, “What? Trust me, whatever it is it does not leave the room.”

Knowing that by default under the circumstances, Onidas said, “Everything in this evidence, all of it together, is Bly Coaxial’s first election campaign overdosing on death sticks and growth hormones. This is his rhetoric fueling the muscles of paranoia in bulk. If you looked at this like I have, at first, you believe this than any campaign style he had expressed before. It’s filled to the brim with redundancy, and affirmation, along with the big glaring conjecture.”
Dace held his smile in check by drinking his beer. He said afterwards, “But?”

“Its still rhetoric at the end of the day,” said Onidas. “It’s effective in convincing those who don’t read between the lines. I bet he convinced enough people to believe him, even with the truth known.” He grabbed the data pad again, but then just tossed it back on Dace’s desk. “And this isn’t his work.”

Again, Dace hid his smile; Onidas Grim was entering the place he wanted him to go. He acted surprised and said, “It…isn’t?”

Sighing, Onidas said, “Just as you know the Rapiers, I know Bly.” Without going so far as to accuse the Supreme Chancellor of creating the conditions that tried to end Bly’s career, he continued. “You know as I know the members on that committee were done politically until a month ago with this nonsense. Everyone but Bly on that committee had gone home: they were politically irrelevant. Hell, Misses Grayty, that woman you met earlier, had stopped working for Bly!”

Dace raised a finger and lied, “I did not know that.”

“That committee had no staff.” Buzzed, Onidas’ behavior became just a little rough and he slapped the data pad on Dace’s desk hard. “This crap, all this new material, was not gathered by investigators working for them, nor did any of those committee members have the willpower to conduct such an investigation. I mean, I know Bly: he had no commitment for Rapier any longer! When that hostage situation happened weeks ago, Bly ten years before would have called it a conspiracy and try to prove it, even five years ago when I first met him.”
“But he tried,” reminded Dace.

“No; he didn’t. You weren’t there. He did not have the fight in him, as if he could no longer could stomach his own war. You could have dropped Bly on that space station of slaves before I helped liberate it and you would had never found him in that crowd.”

Faking shame, Dace said, “Not to speak ill of the dead, but Lotus…Lotus Illner was not much for work.” Mentioning the Senator he had killed and replaced, in the current context, was a stroke of emotional genius. “She redefined laziness in the Senate after I had returned to the Senate nearly a decade ago; elected the same year I was. She had a Jedi’s patience but none of their work ethic.”

“This,” stated Onidas, grabbing the data pad again, “is someone else’s work. I’ve seen my father’s police files growing up and this” he emphasized the data pad with the evidence on it “reads like a highly trained investigator parlaying his or her talents into politics.”

“You are suggesting someone that was in law enforcement?” suggested Dace dryly, pretending confusion.

“They’re still IN law enforcement,” clarified Onidas. He slammed the data pad on the desk again. “Or they are a spy? Or is someone still attached to a bureaucratic power with incredible access to more than one government data base. The problem is how are they pulling it all off?”
Sighing, Dace said, “Out of the major powers of the Republic, the Bothans come to mind first.” He stopped Onidas from speaking with a raised hand. “The Bothans and the Trade Federation having been exchanging non-violent unpleasantness since the last Galactic Depression, and given the slant on this mess, the Trade Federation really looks bad.”
Onidas shook his head. “The Bothans love the Rapiers. Why include them in a conspiracy with the Trade Federation?”

“There are interests in the Bothan society that disapprove of non-Bothan influences,” stressed Dace.
Onidas shook his head again. “No. The real question here is how do they…whoever it is, how do they get Bly and everyone on that committee to go along with this?”

“As you said, it looks convincing,” said Dace.

“But even they had to ask why someone would give them this. What? Out of the kindness of their heart they give Bly’s committee the very means to shut the Senate in? It hurt the Bothans in the market bad, Dace, and they haven’t recovered yet, so that’s why I don’t think it was the Bothans.”
Even at the late hour, even with the Senate adjourned, notices to the Supreme Chancellor were still sent to his office for him to eventually read. Since he was there, Dace just decided to help himself to reading the notice. He was genuinely surprised, and then secretly thrilled by the notice. The timing of things could not have worked out like they had. He even allowed himself to say, “Oceans!”

“What?” Onidas could see his face change and hear it in his voice.

Dace played it to the hilt. “I think….you may have an answer to your riddle.” He sent the notice to the data pad. “There is soon going to be a warrant issued for Bly Coaxial’s arrest.”

He watched Onidas turn white, which gave the Sith Master a private thrill to see, and fetch the data pad quickly. It was a Notice of Pending Affirmation Procedure, a legal document of political purposes issued to the Supreme Chancellor to let him know, within a certain amount of time, a delicate political matter was going to transpire in future. It was designed for specifically for this kind of matter: the impending apprehension of an elected Republic official.

“For….” Onidas stared back up at Dace, “For what?”
“Oh…the attachment. Read the attachment if there’s one,” stressed Dace. The joy of this was, as Naressa herself had once put it, tickling him in pleasurable places. He could guess correctly that this was something done by Coy Madex; the Sith Hunter’s timing was incredibly convenient for the Sith!
After a minute, Onidas stood up and dropped the data pad on the floor, missing the desk. He remarked, “They’re nailing everyone for terrorism. Not Senator Gergin, but the others….and Bly.”

“Terrorism?!” Dace acted appalled look at his own terminal to read the attachment. Right there, the knowledge he was already aware of, the Wheat Front conspiracy the Sith had orchestrated, with four of the Avenging Five’s names attached right to it.

Expressing false fear, Dace said to Onidas, “If this is true, Corellia will kill them!”

“Evidence!” Onidas ignored the data pad and joined Dace at his terminal. “Is there an evidence file attached to the pending indictment?”

“It’s only a notice to me,” said Dace. “You know the evidence won’t be released until he is apprehended. The pending arrest is encoded two weeks.” He turned towards Onidas and stressed, “The day of Chandiss Prime’s elections.”

“Can you do anything about that?” asked Onidas.

Dace Palpatine had nearly started to dance. He would have wished to had everyone just seen Onidas Grim actually beg to overstep his constitutional authority. Even better, nothing from Onidas suggested shame for having asked what was both impossible and wrong given his political philosophy.

“I could pardon him, that’s it,” said Dace. That seemed to make Onidas realize what he had asked; the shame showed in his eyes. “But Grim, without knowing what this is about, I’m not about to make such a decision.”

“I know, I’m sorry,” said Onidas, walking back around the desk. “I warned Bly about talking to subversive groups.”

“Do you think,” conjectured Dace, just for fun, “they made him do their bidding? They jumped on the anti-Trade Federation bandwagon after Naboo and rode it hard.”
“They don’t have that clout,” stressed Onidas. “Not the information Bly used against the Federation or Rapier.”

“Then that leaves your original point,” said Dace. “That some entity with authority had given him his evidence. Perhaps they hung this indictment over Bly’s head, maybe it’s untrue. The others are involved as well. Let’s be clear: the Justice Department is deeming this a forthcoming legitimate indictment, but you and I both know it’s another part of the bureaucracy here on Coruscant clouded by scandal. On the other hand, if the same ones who manufactured the Rapier-Bog conspiracy evidence are involved, then it could be said they have manufactured evidence against Bly and the others as well. You tell me, knowing Bly, would he be susceptible to such pressure, even a false one?”
Onidas took longer than Dace had known him to have ever thought. He said, “Yes, he would. But who’s to know for sure, without him admitting it?”

Things were going Dace’s way again, so he went with it. “Find him. If no one has killed him yet, Bly will have the answers. If he was forced to do this, Onidas, I swear to right now I want to know who so I may deal with them. They can get to one Senator they could get to them all. This galaxy cannot be controlled by a hidden agenda driven or bureaucratic tyranny any more than by a visibly theocratic one.”
Rubbing his head, Onidas said, “Then it can be only you and me that knows about this. I want to this, make those responsible pay. You’re right whether Bly did something wrong or not there is a bigger picture problem here. He could be running from this indictment; that’s why I haven’t found him yet.”
Dace let things simmer and cool down before suggesting, “Credit laundering! In the notice, in the indictment, there are charges of credit laundering. Suppose he is going after the credits?” He saw Onidas’ agreed look. Dace let his face fall. “But….that would require some….questionable tactics on my part to look at the sealed evidence.” He let his gray eyes look at Onidas mournfully. “You know, things you would not approve of me doing.”

Teeth gritting, Onidas gave it some thought. He relented, “We’ve come this far.”

Dace did not hide his smile this time; only its intentions. Oh how the righteous caved to pressure every time to do the ‘right thing’. He said, “Give me a day. It will take that long to get what we need.” He then added, “I must stress this, again, the ramifications in what we are about to do.”
“The politics of it don’t bother me,” said Onidas. “I win, I lose: that’s it.”

To get the situation where he wanted it, Dace said, “I’m not talking about politics or law here, Onidas. We could be dealing with some very dangerous foes.” He emphasized, “Deadly foes. Perhaps,” and he enjoyed saying this, “Sithian foes.”
“To maintain this between you and I, that’s the risk I’m going to have to take.” Onidas began to take care of his mess. “The Jedi Order has better things to do.”
“Leave it,” assured the Chancellor. “I’ll have maintenance take care of it.

“I don’t waste anything,” said Onidas. When he felt certain he had everything, he said, “Tomorrow night. Here.”

“Tomorrow night,” repeated Dace. The younger man departed with his goods. To himself he mused, “I could have planned this any better if I had tried.” He smiled at his suddenly good fortune and popped a chocolate in his mouth….

Stopping and frowning, the Sith Master glared down; on his desk, the chocolates Grim had left behind had somehow managed to slide towards him, and he had a handful of them. He had recalled none of his movements, or what had happened. Irritated, he realized he had subconsciously called the sweets to him.

Cursing the lack of control as bad luck, he took the sweets and threw them out. He was not going to have a tiny loss of control affect him this time. Matters were going to tighten under his grip, starting with the eventual and convenient disappearances of Bly Coaxial and Onidas Grim when the time came.
