CHAPTER 14.0
The unscheduled downpour that suddenly happened right at that very moment drenched hundreds of thousand that had thought walking to work was go for their health. For Senator Coaxial, who thought walking would be a nice change of pace, he decided to stand still since he was already soaked to the bone, dress robes ruined, so he could freely speculate whether it was Chancellor Palpatine’s conspiratorial doing, or that life in general was out to get him. It finally happened in his mind, as the rain storm that the planet’s environmental system was supposed to control poured on him, the rinsing of all doubt and the will to fight. It no longer mattered if it was Palpatine’s doing or not, any of it, the rain or the committee. Bly Coaxial had lost his will; he had enough. He was not going to campaign. He was not going to show up in the Senate anymore. He was going to quit. It was over; it was all over for him.
“Might as well make it official,” Coaxial said to himself. He turned and headed to the Senate Rotunda where his office still was. He could care less if he was soaking wet. He felt no guilt in looking like a bum, or in giving up on all the years he had worked to get to where he was going. It was not because if he went home to change his clothes he would change his mind, it was because the sooner he fired those staff members that still drew from his payroll, the sooner he typed up his resignation, the sooner he wrote up the press release announcing his retirement, as soon as he contacted his opponent on Chandiss Prime, as soon as he contacts his new girlfriend to tell her the good news, the sooner his torture ends, the better.
It no longer mattered to the Idealist that had become a useful Stupid; Coaxial was going to enjoy become an Idiot, that lovely designation often assigned to constituents of a politician. Normally, Idiots were useful, but Coaxial had decided not to be so useful. He had earned some credits and like all the other Players in the Game he saved it and invested it in areas where legislation only made it grow; he just assumed he was entitled like all the others to make money off the rich they worked so very hard to tax, fine, and punish. Even though he was given credits by his own government to match what he had collected in contributions from Useful Idiots, he still had to spend and spend and spend to stay ahead of his past opponents, such as he was doing now; he had to borrow, again, credits to keep pace with his younger, sturdier, and much more interesting opponent. It was going to be difficult to pay off the debt, but he could get half of it written off, and pay the rest off at the end of the election cycle and still have a sizable fortune left over. And his new girlfriend was a wealthy date. The longer he took to reach his office, the better he liked his retirement prospects. He was feeling much better by the second, more so than when he admitted to himself that it was over. He felt young again, alive, vibrant, and when the sun broke through the clouds and the rain stopped and its light got past the skyscrapers during the midmorning and fell on him, Bly Coaxial knew it was a sign that he had cashed out at the right time!
Sigh of relief escaping his mouth, Coaxial walked into the Senate Rotunda and ignored everyone inside; easy to do, they had been ignoring him for the past three years. Steps light, back straight, his overweight not a burden, he tirelessly trotted up the stairs to the second tier and right into his office. As he walked in, he took the stretch of landing that turned into the reception room and found his secretary Tansenil Grayty sitting rather passively in her chair. It did not matter to him; they only had sex four times in the last few years.

“Good morning, Tansenil!” Bly smiled at her and stopped at the front of her desk. “Isn’t it a lovely day? I’m pretty sure you’re wondering why I came in her wet. Well, I’ll tell you why, my lovely and charming secretary, I’m….oh, hello?” He noticed how she was looking at him; rather ashen faced for someone that had not been told they were fired yet. “Mrs.Grayty, was ever is the matter on such a fine day such as this?” He realized the movement off to his side, where guests sat.

Standing in front of the couch was a Bothan, a middle aged Human male, and a Kamarian male with eight green spots on his plateau-flat head. They were dressed as bureaucrats. The Bothan male took the lead with a smile and introduced the party. “Senator Coaxial, I’m Coy Madex, I’m with the Senate Oversight Committee on Ethics, this is Beja Tu Ramore of the Corellian Security Force, and Investigator Yars Meek of the Kamarian Securities and Exchange Commission. I know our appearance here is on such short notice, but as I told Mrs. Grayty this morning it is of the utmost importance that we have a private conference with you.”
Bly looked at the three of them and looked back at his secretary. That is when he realized how scared she looked. He looked back at the other three with sudden caution. “May I see your credentials?”

“Absolutely,” said the Bothan. They pulled out their respected digit-types from their persons. “In fact, Senator, I insist you take our numbers and run them through the Republic Authority Database to confirm our identities. You may never know with the Sith threat we have these days.”

Bly turned the nearest data pad on the desk around and he typed in the information he had gleamed from Coy Madex: his name and his badge number. In seconds both came up positive with his face to boot. If one of them was legit, then they all were. Yet a few suspicions rose in his mind as he took another look at his secretary; Tansenil had never looked so sick, even after she had cheated on her husband the first time with Bly.

“Hold all calls, Mrs. Grayty,” said Bly. He turned to the three men. “Follow me gentlebeings. I hope whatever this is it will be important or short.”
As they entered Bly’s office, Coy said, “Well, I might as well confess, Senator, it will be neither.” He shut the door behind them. He turned around and produced a data pad and gave it to Bly. “Senator Bly Coaxial, you are under arrest for conspiracy of committing a documented terrorist act, funding a documented terrorist act, consorting with terrorists, and the capital murders of one hundred and ninety-one Corellians-.”
Bly was sputtering the whole way after receiving the data pad, backpedaling to his desk. The three others did nothing but watch him retreat. What came out at first was pure gibberish. “Whofusthehellisthisshets! You the hell are you and what the hell do you think you are doing! This is someone’s sick joke, and I’m not laughing.”
“It’s not a joke, Senator, you are being arrested for those charges and that is just the first paragraph of the arrest warrant I just handed you,” said Coy with grim notice, although his hairs did not match his tone. “You should sit down and read the rest of it before we continue our conversation.”
“I’m throwing you out,” said Bly in a panic. He turned on his intercom and barked, “Get me security right now!”

“Mrs. Grayty will not be doing anything right now as we have instructed her,” assured Coy with his hands raised to calm Bly down.

“She’s my secretary!”

“She’s also looking at five years on Corusi, if she doesn’t do as I say,” said Coy. Bly stopped suddenly on hearing the Bothan mention Coruscant’s underground detention center. “Did you know, Senator, that it is against the law for any married woman to commit adultery on Coruscant? I mean the law is that specific, only honor bound women can serve five years of hard time for breaking that law. Pfft, how that work, actually? Their married man can have any relationship with an unmarried woman, or in particular a bedrider prostitute, and yet a ring-slave can’t even dream about having a similar tryst with any man. Obviously the Man-Child System still lives in the central corridor of all things proclaimed equal under the law.”

“I don’t know-,”

Coy waved his hand and shook his head. “We have so much evidence on that matter as well as yours, Senator. Her admission of guilt has already been recorded. Again, I suggest you sit and read what I have given you so you can understand the immense gravity well you have placed yourself in. Don’t worry; I will be narrating as you read along so you can get a better understanding of what is about to happen to you.”

Bly found his feet moving against his will to argue; the energy he once had from deciding to quit was completely gone. He found himself sitting down although he did not want to. He found himself looking at the data pad even as tried to speak denials. He found he could do nothing else other than what the Bothan had told him to do. It was very peculiar what was happening to him, but when he complied completely with Coy Madex he found his will. He had a feeling he knew what he was about to read, knew what was in it, even though the Corellian deaths were first confusing.
“I must admit, Senator, I admire your work,” said Coy as he sat down across from on the other side of the desk. The other two took guarding stations behind him. “Going after those fat Hutts we have in the Republic like you did. Making them pay dearly for shortening the little guy. Showing them how it feels to suffer under the weight of the boot of power, you my friend are truly a crusader of the people.”
Bly listened, but his eyes watered in frustration, fury, guilt, and fear; half his face paled and the other half got red hot as he read the long paragraphs of charges. There were major charges, but nearly all of it was minor charges, hundreds of them. A prosecutor would not have dreamed to charge so many charges; he would spend decades having to prove every single instance. The investigation of the cumulative charges alone should had taken longer than Bly’s own career in politics. It was a panel indictment, signed off by a Justice that had seen the evidence and found every count valid.
“You worked so hard to do what you had to do,” continued Coy. “And you got rewarded well for it. You won your seat three times; you got campaign contributions up the wahzoo; the bribes to you in your heyday had to be in the hundreds of thousands; the money laundering must have cost you at least five percent per transaction.”

“Five point three three percent to be precise,” said the Kamarian Yars Meek. “It had to match exactly my home world’s rate of inflation.”

“My apologies, Yars, I was just being general,” said Coy with blinking eyes. Meek only nodded. The Bothan turned his attention back to Bly. “On Bothawui the going rate of making dirty money clean is eight point nine according to the Fiscal Rinsing Index at this morning’s opening. I mean what’s money laundering to Bothans if you can’t actually trade on a criminal act? So long as you pay the taxes on it, of course. And of course, that was the only legal thing you did right in this whole mess. But, as you know, as we all know here, you are not a Bothan. Not even a shaved Bothan.”

Bly heard that, blinked, and said without breath, “This amuses you?”

“Yeah, actually,” said Coy. “I mean fools like you know others like you in the past never, ever get away with this. That’s what happens when Senators such as yourself never take the Senate Ethics panel seriously. I guess you never thought Supreme Chancellor Palpatine was a reformer.” Bly shot him a glare. “Oh come now, Senator, would you truly think he would waste fifty trillion ditaries in Reformation if he didn’t want results?”
Bly’s glare vanished upon hearing that, and Onidas Grim’s warnings from nearly five years ago echoed in his head. He tired not to let his shoulders sulk down to his ass, but it was impossible. His friend had told him Palpatine was using him to his end. At first, Bly considered the possibility that this was all a shove by Palpatine, as Onidas warned, to get rid of him. But an uglier Game Strategy began to present itself in Bly’s shocked mind. Palpatine was using him alright: he was using him as an example of Senate corruption! Palpatine had apparently set him up!!
“Oh, wait, I apologize again, Coloniel Ramore of CorSec,” brought up Coy, turning to the Human after he snapped his fingers. “I went right into summation and skipped over your part. Why don’t you take it from here, and then I will get back to the end?”
“With pleasure,” said the tall, dark Human. Bly looked at the man and gulped; Corellians of any walk of life, the law abiding as well as the law breaking, were not to be ticked off. Unlike others in the Core Worlds Corellia possessed a ‘shoot first, shoot accurately, no questions’ mentality that the pacifists planets all around them decried publicly but appreciated very much privately. Next to the Jedi Order, even during this long period of down turn for the Republic’s sanctioned Force users, CorSec was a powerful law force with a high arrest-to-conviction rate, but that was if and only if their suspects were caught alive. Corellians in general, and CorSec in particular, believed in justice: the swifter the better, and by ‘swifter’ it meant they hoped the dangerous criminal resisted enough to justify the blaster bolt in their brain. And nothing brought Corellians together than swift justice; the ‘citizen executions’ of the Red Jersey Pirates over three decades ago still made the Trade Federation jealous. People may joke about Corellians and long odds, but they didn’t push their luck with them too far.
Beja Tu Ramore stepped forward his hard, pirate-melting glare and said to Bly, “Senator, over your fifteen years in the Senate you had a close relationship with a known environmental Drall activist who liked to call himself Purge. His real name is unpronounceable to the Human tongue, and he had long ago erased his Corellian birth name from our records. Purge headed the Wheat Front political group in the Corellian System, who often was very unsatisfied with the way Corellia maintained its environment. As a professor at Coronet University, he often recruited whoever he could to his cause through populist sentiment. He drew people and their currency to him in the beginning, and then his operation evolved to include protests and lawsuits. He became a fan of yours when you put your name on the Starve Corellia Act, although it failed miserably. Purge liked where you stood on such issues about ‘those wealthy’ ruining everything. He contributed quite heavily to your political campaigns; in return, you donated money to the Wheat Front.

“Now one way to look at it is to look at it for what it was: a credit laundering scheme where Purge channels his undeclared, illegal income through your campaign in which you turn around and over a period of time you donate that same credit amount back to his peaceful, consciously aware organization of misunderstood but good-hearted youth.

“Another way to look at it is how I would look at it, Senator. You really did agree with Purge that the free speech way just wasn’t working. The very people Purge drafted wanted more than Purge had initially wanted, or at least he made you feel that way. When it came time to take action, Purge told you what he had intended to do, and he needed outside funds in order to do it.”

Bly turned green as a Rodian and interrupted, “Now, now, now you w-wait a moment…”

Coloniel Ramore did not wait a moment. “You gave Purge hard currency from your secret accounts from Bothawui and Kamarian accounts like you have done countless times before for your friends in need. You even had the audacity to do on Corellia. Since it was from so-called corporate accounts it did not tip off the Tax Revenue Collectors but any transaction of that size is always going to leave a trail. And in these scams CorSec doesn’t look at that loaner, we look at the applicant because he’s the one that’s going to make the mistakes with the credits that lead us back to his smart guy that did not make the mistakes except the one where he gave credits out to someone he can’t control.
“In this case, Senator Coaxial, you gave the exact amount of credits Purge needed to carry out his bombing attack.” Bly shook his head adamantly. “That bombing attack two years ago in downtown Coronet that murdered one hundred and ninety-one Corellian civilians.”
“I did no such thing!” screamed Bly, blood pressure forcing him to yell instead of exploding his heart. “I did no such thing and you can’t prove it!”

Ramore was deadly calm. “Would you like to know how those poor people had died, Senator? I am sure you read the reports because you guilty conscious made you. But unlike you I was there, covered head to toe in a biohazard suit, wading through the markets and small business sector of Coronet trying to find lucky survivors. I say lucky survivors because I had the hope the after affects of the explosion had not reached them. See, Purge didn’t just detonate a bomb; he had multiple bombs with timed triggers buried under thousands of pounds of pressurized grain capsules, which he contaminated with Hutt feces. When the bombs went off, minutes, hours, and days apart, the contaminated grain dust with rotten bacteria spread out and filled the air in that sector, so those who were not killed in the blast inhaled that dust and contracted some rather slow, nasty, incurable diseases Hutts were immune to. To date, a hundred ninety-one are officially dead from this terrorist attack; a thousand more will die in the next five years; approximately twenty five thousand will suffer before ten years have past.
“Just about everyone connected to the Wheat Front has been executed for their involvement in this crime. Purge is still in hiding, but we will find him. Until then we are going to focus on those entities that helped him in this, and are continuing to help him elude justice.”
Bly was about to crap himself in fear. In a heavy breath he whined, “I DID NOT DO THIS! I DID NOT KILL THOSE PEOPLE!” When he noted the stares, he continued rambling on as any man desperate for his life should. “I-I knew Purge, yeah, I did, a-and-and-and yeah we-we swapped money but what politician d-doesn’t do that.” He dabbed his drenched head with his wet sleeve; it was sweat, not rain. “H-He asked for r-real money a-a few times before a-and I obliged hell I didn’t see the problem all those times before when I did it it wasn’t like he was doing anything I knew that was wrong and this last time was because he needed travel money for Alderaan he told me and he never trusted digital currency of any sort that was why we did what we did that is I mean to say the money laundering I admit that now but you can’t hold me on this, for this, for this, are you insane I would never, ever commission this murder and that’s what it is murder of the most horrendous I can imagine.”

Ramore pulled out his blaster. “Do you know I could care less about putting a bolt in your right now, Senator Coaxial?”

“You can’t have that weapon in here!” screamed Bly.

“I’m CorSec: I can carry and use anywhere I go,” said Ramore. “I shoot you now, and I get a medal.”
“I DIDN’T KNOW WHAT PURGE WAS DOING! I SWEAR IT TO GOD I DIDN’T KNOW!” Bly got weak kneed and dropped to the floor painfully, but gave no indication he felt it. He was telling the truth, he didn’t know the rather vocal protester was going to do what he did. “PLEASE, HAVE ANY MERCY YOU POSSESS ON ME! I SWEAR TO GOD I DIDN’T KNOW! I DIDN’T KNOW!”

Ramore slowly put his blaster away. That did not calm Bly at all as he wet himself in fear. To his numbed surprise it was the vigilant Coy Madex that grabbed him by the arms and soothed him back up to his feet. “Hey, hey, you need to chill out, Bly. Do you mind if I call you Bly? Bly, you need to take a breath for a few moments. Here, sit down.” He guided him back to his chair. “Look at me.” He didn’t until Coy said, “Look at me Bly!”
Bly did. Coy said, “Breathe, Senator. Breathe very slowly. Match my pattern. In…….out. In…….out……In……out. Nice, calm breaths. In. Out. Repeat. There you go.”

Bly felt his heart slowing down to a constant flutter; no where near peaceful operation but not close to the point where his head felt like exploding. Coy patted him on the shoulder and flashed a smile that nearly caused Bly to throw up. “Bly, you are in some serious shit. You know it, but I needed to tell you so you don’t lose focus on what I have to say next. Just keep breathing, and shortly I will begin. Okay, good.”
The Bothan walked back around the desk to sit back down in his chair. He said to Bly, “Your case goes before the judge the night of the election. I purposely timed this indictment because that’s how your colleagues on the Ethics Panel would want it. They’ll release their findings publicly the next day, so if you somehow win your seat on election night your career is over.”

Coy leaned closer to the desk as the reminder had caused Bly to sob. He said, “How would you like a stay of execution and a walk on everything?”

Sniffling, Bly looked at Coy queerly. He mumbled weakly, “Y-You can’t prove…Corellia….”

“Bly, Bly, Bly, we’re past that. Didn’t you hear the Colonel?” Coy thumbed the Human behind him. “All he has to do is kill you right here, right now. That’s all the proof he needs to show his people that you were involved with Purge. And if he didn’t kill you, the trial against you would be short. You’re innocent until proven guilty on Corellia, but if you appear guilty enough the judges there won’t let you take the stand in your own defense, they’ll make sure your great attorney and your good attorney are disbarred so they can stick you will a lousy attorney that won’t be allowed to put up a defense, cross examine the witnesses, and question the evidence. At least show trials by the Trade Federation have intermission: hell son they’ll have the jurors kill you right there as they’re reading of the verdict just in time to pick up their kids from school! It does not matter what the evidence is, it’s what the evidence shows. Perception, Bly, perception is nine-tenths reality.”
Coy cleared his throat and said, “So, aren’t you interested in living the rest of your life free and in long form or not?” He didn’t wait for Bly’s answer as the Human considered the trio of men in front of them. “Your career: can’t save it. You’re done. But with what you have left of it you are going to use it to save the Republic from a far greater danger.” He then turned very serious. “It makes what you did allegedly with the Wheat Front look like an act of shoplifting.”

Leaning forward again, Coy Madex asked, “What do you actually know about the Geintaude Hostage Crisis?”

When Bly realized his would be jailers were waiting for an answer, he answered honestly, “I have no idea.”

“Really? Isn’t the Rapier Clan Dynasty your area of expertise? These were Rapier employees that were kidnapped, and word is Juna Rapier herself freed them.” Coy put his hands together. “Doesn’t it fascinate you as to how she did it?”
“I just assumed she paid the ransom,” said Bly honestly. Since the hostage crisis he hadn’t given Rapier another thought.

“Oh come on, Bly: you know these Rapiers they buy what they want, who they want, where they want, except the freedom of their employees,” said Coy. “There have been other times in the ancient past, before Bendian Rapier’s time, when these poor people were taken and never heard from again, no ransom ever paid by those cheap skates.” He craned his head and quizzed, “Yet young Juna Rapier goes against the family tradition once again. So….how does she, and she alone get these poor people free? Doesn’t it just arouse your curiosity how lucky she was to go to Breslin and walk out with all hostages unscathed?”
Coy clapped his hands violently, startling Bly. “Wake up, son! I need you to see the sunny, bright, clear picture I’m showing for you!”

“I don’t see it, I’m sorry,” said Bly. “Being told the things you’ve told me today has stilled my mind.”

“Okay, then let me help you think. Let’s focus on something you do know much about. Let’s go back to, say, almost five years ago now.” Coy held up his hands as if to show Bly a picture. “Imagine if you will: a once powerful entity, ruined by her own corruption and doubt, revealed by her enemies in the Republic, trying to recapture her old power. She takes the necessary legal steps to do it, but she knows deep down inside it isn’t going to be enough. She starts to manipulate things into her favor, puts up false fronts of promise and a false face of understanding that those who had hated her begins to soften their stance.

“Imagine this woman, bitter, dark, put back together after being torn apart by justice, rigging an election to ensure a weak, innocent girl become the leader of her own home world. 
“Imagine that she calls upon old favors from the Trade Federation, showing them a once in life time opportunity to right a wrong her family had done to them and to reestablish a friendship that had been lost because her old man had quit the Senate when he was about to be given the Chancellorship. 
“Imagine that this female Nubian, who had been taught by a Jedi Master to use the Force, who had a mother who had used such gifts herself to murder and pillage and manipulate the entire Republic for her needs, passing on what she had learned to an apprentice, who took his time hunting down the girl queen, murdering several Nubian citizens to cover her rigged election scam, killed a Jedi Master and nearly killed the Jedi apprentice and if had done so would have changed the tide of the Battle of Naboo.
“Imagine, that in the wake of the battle and when the dust settles, this Sith…”

Bly was following along, getting the gist of what Coy was saying, but flinched in surprise at the last part of that sentence.

Coy continued, “This Sith, this dark side creature who had barely made a comeback, who had her friends in the Trade Federation invade and ruined Naboo in order for her to come in and be the hero who rebuilds the democracy.” He let his hands open up as to present it all to Bly. “Do you understand what I am telling you, Bly? Do you see where I am going with this?”

Bly licked his lips as his eyes darted back and forth, left and right, as if he was reading Coy’s description in front of him. He can picture it, picture it all, and see the woman in question staring right back at him with that smirk he always found so annoying. It was interesting because he could see Juna Rapier Angelleia right now, standing between him and Coy Madex, staring at Bly as if he was some fool for not seeing for what she truly was, for not following up on one of his ideas from four years ago when he was given the committee to oversight the Naboo rebuilding effort.
“You…half-assed suggested it a few years back. The whole Rapier-Trade Fed conspiracy to bilk the Republic was a good political point…but it lacked depth and evidence, man.” Coy shrugged his shoulders, and when he did Bly watched Rapier disappear before him. “You had a great idea of epic proportions that unbeknownst to you was over and above politics. The gains you would have….gained if you could prove it. But you couldn’t.” He shook his head at him. “You kept treating it like it was political conspiracy. Sure, it’s a gust that lifts up a pretty girl’s dress but she’s wearing underwear and therefore the wind reveals nothing. 
“Sigh, just another rich folk taking advantage of the poor folk for a great cause. Do you see, again, where I am going with this? Please say something Bly, show me you understand where I am going with this?”
Bly Coaxial wanted to say yes, but something kept him. He so wanted to say yes, for yes would get him out of trouble. Yes would keep him out of prison. Yes would prevent his death. There was something about this whole thing that did not appear right at all, even though these men of law were offering him more than he was actually worth. Finding his courage, the Senator of Chandiss Prime asked, “Who are you?”
“We already done introductions, Bly,” said Coy. “It’s best that you really don’t know who we really are. That way when you are asked about us, you only know so much.” He then left that hanging in the air and slowly he smiled, and this time his hair bristled in amusement.

Stealing a chance because the idea occurred to him, Bly whispered for no reason the question. “Are you…are you all….Si’ing?”

Coy Madex’s smile grew as wide as it could, and at that smile’s apex he gave the typical Bothan response to that question. “Who?”

Bly’s blood, however, froze to a stop. He looked at the others very carefully and read the same thing he read from Coy. They held their own faces and postures, but there was something telling about them. And Coy’s smile was one that told Bly he had uncovered a fascinating secret.

“Such speculation,” said Yars Meek, “is something you should keep to yourself, Senator.”

“Easy there, friend, he’s are buddy,” said Coy to Yars. “He wouldn’t state an unsubstantiated accusation….Oh.” Coy made a goofy face and looked back at Bly. “Yeah, you did do that with Rapier now, didn’t you?”
“I….” Bly had to get over the fact he was dealing with the most lethal espionage group in the galaxy. He cleared his throat and said, “Bendian Rapier had a friendship with Hidu Bog…and Edwaru Kurr. They were competitive foes of Lott Dod and Nute Gunray. Rapier played them both against each other constantly, even convincing Dod to nominate him for Supreme Chancellor so long ago. Supposedly, Rapier did that in order to burn up both Dod’s and Bog’s favors in the Senate, and then resigned his Senate seat to really stick the fork in them. Without Rapier, Dod and Bog have had no way to communicate with the rest of the Senate, not one as powerful as Rapier was. To this day it’s been a three-way war of sorts without Rapier participating.”
Seeing the men’s interest in the story, Bly cleared his throat and spoke a little more confidently. He was exhausted, but his mouth worked on hyperdrive. “Bog and Rapier were tight, which was unusual between Neimoidians and Nubians because the two planets or what have you had never gotten along. Ideas and credits changed hands between them, and I do mean billions of credits.
“That whole thing, that invasion as I saw it, seemed too rehearsed,” said the man with no military experience or knowledge whatsoever. “She herself admits to leaving….” Bly stopped again and looked at the group. “She and her employees left days in advance. That’s on record. So I figured she was war-.” His eyes got quite large. “OH MY GOD, JUNA RAPIER DID SET IT UP!”

Bly ran his pudgy fingers through his thinning, graying hair. “She set the whole thing up! She set it up! Geez cheese, I….I just guessed that! Four years ago! It was just-just-just a conspiracy theory of my for the press, and….Holy Shit!” He sat back as hard as he could. “She really did it, didn’t’ she? This whole time, it was all staged?”

The others said nothing, letting Bly draw his own conclusions in order to regain his lost sanity. Bly continued. “She was done. She clawed, fought, struggled, her company made profits, but it was never going to be the same as it was before the Shut Down.” He scratched at his chin. “So…she asks for a favor from old family friends.” He licked his lips as his eyes focused on Coy Madex. “How does she get Gunray to play along? How does she make him commit Trade Federation resources to this thing?”

“Never, ever, Senator, underestimate the Sith,” stressed Coy. “The Jedi Order has overlooked any appearance of the Sith’s return. Strangely enough, they knew of these Sith long before the invasion of Naboo. We have very reliable information on that. Apparently attempts at rehabilitating these Sith failed terribly, resulting in Naressa Rapier using the dark side of the Force to kill the Neimoidian that could reveal all of her secrets: Edwaru Kurr.” Bly snapped his attention square again at Coy after letting himself drift away in thought. “Sadly, thanks to Jurivicious Pern prior to the Vhinech War, he had corrupted the soul of a very young Juna Rapier. He was stopped, but the damage was done. Juna Rapier was seduced by the dark side of the Force, and used it in everything she’s done. She used it to become queen; she used it multiple times over the course of years; she affected your witness” again, drawing Bly’s eyes back to him “and using it to block every attempt by your committee to uncover her terrible truth legally. The Jedi Order, through Enothchild Sarch, had done everything it could to control her, but Valorum screwed that up for them, separating their connection to her.
“Since the Shut Down, and since Naressa Rapier had become a wanted fugitive, Juna Rapier had become busy in many ways. One of those ways was training herself an apprentice; the Sith Lord that had killed Jedi Master Qui-Gon Jinn. However, the conquest of Naboo was never her intended goal. It was the rebirth of her father’s company, to return it to its high level of profitability, to make it the credit making monster it once was. In order to that, she had to have a very good P.R. stunt go right in her favor with the government credits to match. Mission accomplished, don’t you believe now Senator?”

Bly found his head nodding because it was plausible; unbelievable but plausible. It fit the cryptic narrative of the Jedi Order’s amended report made years ago about both Rapier women. Like any political entity caught making a mistake, the Jedi had wrote a cover-your-ass document to hide the facts. This was not the first time the Jedi had done it; he barely recalled the efforts the Jedi made years before over sending that Pern guy to Vhanba when they were not allowed to do so. Therefore this was nothing new to Bly Coaxial.
“So…she trained that…Mail guy?” asked Bly.
“The Jedi dubbed him Maul, actually, Darth Maul,” said Coaxial. “The Trade Feds called him that too. And Juna Rapier had trained him.”

“Based on what evidence, exactly?”

“Breslin.” Coy Madex pointed at the data pad, the forgotten data pad, he had given Bly what felt like days ago. “Why don’t you clear the screen of your indictment and called up the file marked Breslin. We will wait.”

Bly reluctantly cleared the indictment screen and found the Breslin file very easily. With a touch of his finger the file opened and a motion capture sequence began to play. It was dark, rather graining, and clearly the hand held device the recording was being made from was recording from a distance. Suddenly, as males clearly with rifles began running around, a cloaked figure entered the screen and flashed a red lightsaber. He never seen a Jedi fight, never seen them use their weapons at all in life or in demonstration, but somehow this shadow with a blinding beam of coherent light moved so swiftly the video recorder and Bly could not keep up. The black creature’s ruthlessness was inconceivable to him as it chewed threw superior numbers like a lawn droid mowing down grass.
Then there was a moment, a mere moment in time, where the creature stopped and held its lightsaber upon some lying down, unseen victim; they were clearly the terrorists, but Bly could only see them as victims after what that creature had done to them. Suddenly, the creature was yelling – just the way the creature’s head bobbed and moved. It struck, and held out arms went flying away as they were removed from the victim’s body. It held the weapon again downward in a taunt. As this happened, Bly noticed the last of the rescue hostages getting on board the ship in the background.

The evil, vile, devil turned and went to get on the ship, but then stopped. It then turned towards the direction in which the video recorder was filming. The thing was suddenly a woman; the woman, after Bly played that part back one more time, showed to be Juna Rapier. The light around the ship was shining just right to capture her familiar, beautiful face.

Bly let out a very long exhale of realization and acceptance. He put the data pad down in bewilderment and said, “She did all that. She did it, she’s a….She’s a….” He licked his dry lips again and said, “I need a drink.” He got up and went to the mini bar behind his chair. He didn’t ask if anyone else wanted anything. He poured a double bourbon, downed it with a hand that refused to stop shaking, and poured another double and downed half of that.
Falling back in his seat with glass in one hand and decanter in the other, Bly said to Coy, “Did she….plan this hostage crisis?”

“Yes,” said Coy without hesitation. “The fellow you saw having his arms amputated, he said a Human named Noss Phetter hired them to take the hostages. A records check shows that a Noss Phetter was a Nubian that had vanished during the time of the invasion of Naboo. He had worked for Rapier Technologies, and now supposedly he was either killed or taken away as a prisoner by the Trade Federation.” Coy gave Bly a knowing look.
Bly drained the rest of his glass and poured another double on that bit of news.

“There is a multitude of other things makes your one time theory a fact,” said Coy. “For starters the whereabouts of the Arnes family and their ship known as the Millennium Falcon: everyone’s convinced by Rapier’s story that the Arnes’ are dead and the ship was taken along with Rapier Manor. On the other hand we have heard the ship’s name and have had sightings of it all over the galaxy. The ship is not totally unique, but there are Fringe kin that know it, and have seen it flying freely throughout the cosmos. As you know Muriel Thahada Arnes was Juna Rapier’s personal friend and confident and knew just about the secrets to the clan. I believe the late Misses Arnes is flying the Millennium Falcon around on Rapier’s behalf.
“And then of course there is Rapier Manor: Hidu Bog did take that mansion, for it possessed a hell of a lot of secrets about the Rapiers and their company. When Naressa Rapier became a fugitive every search of that place was turning up something new. If investigators, and especially the Jedi, kept trying they would find a lot of skeletons in the place, and I don’t mean rumors and innuendo. Rapier owns a planet or two; seven is the rumor but we’re fact checking that. She could have put that place anywhere and no one would know. After all, she doesn’t live on Naboo anymore.”
Bly drank some more liquor, appreciating the buzz it was giving him. He asked, “Nute Gunray said he dealt with a two male Sith.”
“Darth Maul and Noss Phetter,” said Coy. Bly turned his head on that news. “Phetter acted as this Darth Sidious in place of Rapier. I got a feeling that Rapier used her apprentice and Phetter as proxies in order to deal with Gunray because Gunray wasn’t going to ally with Rapier. Hidu Bog, on the other hand, was in on this. Look at it from this perspective: Bog takes Rapier’s house out of the investigative equation, and since he’s gone when Queen Amidala takes back Naboo, Nute Gunray is left holding the bag. Bog has his alibis set up, and Gunray looks like a completely fool. Eventually, Bog is going to replace Gunray as his successor over this, it’s only a matter of time: that’s the deal Rapier made with Bog, a trade of goods where he removes Rapier Manor, she makes happen the removal of Gunray, and Bog is inserted as Viceroy of the Trade Federation. I would say nothing says kiss and make up like a good screw between bickering lovers.”
Bly did his best to wrap his head around all the information. He still couldn’t believe how right he was. This new information, however, made his point far more compelling and relevant. He looked at all three and said, “And…the Jedi Order let this happen, why? Why did they do it?”
“Because they are assuming someone else had based on Gunray’s testimony,” said Yars Meek. “The testimony is two Sith males; the proverb of the Sith is one master, one apprentice. Rapier is a known dark evil, and thus she had to put a decoy up as the Sith Master. Meanwhile, she’s pulling all the strings and making the Jedi look like the complete fools that they are. They know Gunray is telling the truth, but what they do not know is that Gunray was fooled himself. So they are looking for some joker named Sidious. They will never find the man, but they will keep looking until someone points them in the right direction.”
Bly looked at the three men and said, “You?”
“No, Bly, weren’t you paying attention at all,” said Coy. “You.”

“Me?”

“You.” Coy sat back deeper in his chair. “As you….already guessed who we truly are, Bly, we cannot reveal who we are. Not even our respective employers know who we really are. We also have our suspicions about the Senate; it too has been compromised by the Sith, in various ways.” He pointed at Bly. “You were once a suspect of the Sith conspiracy, but our investigation turned up…well….” He gestured to the data pad. “You know.”

Bly looked back at the data pad and remembered the indictments against him on it. He took another drink and poured another glass and he said, “I…didn’t know….”
Coy waved his hands and said sternly, “Save it. Look, Beju here is bound by the law to turn that stuff in against you. I mean imagine the pressure he’s under: he still hasn’t gotten Purge yet. So he better make some arrest or he loses his job, right?” He held up a finger. “But I convinced him to look at the bigger picture here. What you and Purge did was wrong and NO!”

Coy slapped his hand on the desk just as Bly was beginning to shake his head in deny. The Bothan said, “You gave a terrorist money: you’re done, whether you deny it or not you can go down for this regardless of your excuse. So listen to me, one more time, and don’t start whining and shaking your head at me about doing nothing, clear?”

Bly slowly nodded his head.

Coy said with a smile, “Okay then. The bigger picture is this: a Sith like Juna Rapier cannot get any more powerful than she is right now. She’s an operable cancer, but if she does something soon, and I have a feeling she will, she’ll become a cancer that spreads and no surgeries can ever remove. The Jedi Order has proven it can’t do anything about it unless certain things start lining up a certain way. So, myself and my colleagues are setting a trap for our Sithian foe as we speak. No, I can’t tell you what it is, but it is our hope that we catch her totally in the act of doing something very wrong.”
Bly gestured to the data pad. “That footage wasn’t enough.”

“Noss Phetter is not on that footage, Bly. What you saw was a rescue, not a staged rescue; that is the whole thing was planned in advanced, but there is no evidence there that can clearly show that. And as much as our Garn witness helps our cause, it doesn’t work without Noss Phetter. Our trap is to lure either Phetter-Sidious, or Juna Rapier, to either capture or kill.

“We need a mouthpiece, Bly. We need someone to be our voice. You, with your history of dealing with the Rapiers, are perfect for the job. You have the very committee that is overlooking Rapier Tech’s Nubian rebuilding efforts. You, sir, can keep us hidden to do our job while we supply you with valuable and verifiable information. Think of it as your last hurrah before you leave the Senate. Think about it, Bly, think about it you came in on empty rhetoric and leave as having been right all along. My word, Man, they’ll raise a statue of you outside the Rotunda!”

“Really?” Bly gave some small thought to the possibility. “You…you think this can give me a win in the election.”

“Ah…no,” said Coy. “See, you go out a hero, Bly, but your only benefit for having done this is your complete freedom.” He looked up at the Corellian. “Correct?”

“He walks,” said Colonial Beja Tu Ramore, a hint of disgust in his voice. “The indictments will suddenly vanish. All the evidence against him disappears. It only happens if he does what he is told to do and never, ever runs for public office, or accepts a position of political power, again.”
“The money, Coy,” hissed Investigator Yar Meek. “He loses the money.”
“I what!!!!” screamed a slightly impaired Bly. “I lose the money! How much!”

“All of it,” said Coy with finality.

“No way! I can’t….I can’t go out like that, penniless!”

“You’re not, Bly: you just lose what you have saved up,” stressed Coy. “You still have your Senator’s salary to the end of the year and last I checked your girlfriend….she’s very loaded. I would marry that girl if I were you.”

“But…it’s my money!?!?” cried Bly.

“Bly, Bly, Bly, Bly,” started Coy, “the evidence of your crimes have to disappear, it is as simple as that. This money will find its way to the Wheat Front victims fund and be dolled out accordingly: that’s the price you pay for dealing with terrorists, my friend. That money in exchange for your life and freedom? Should be a no brainer to you. It’s a small price to pay don’t you think? And what do you get for paying this blackmail, eh? Freedom, your life, and when everything goes according to our plans a legacy as the Senator from insignificant Chandiss Prime who put an end to the greatest Sith threat since Darth Nefarious.”
Bly stood up and wanted to throw the booze at the men. Prudence and reality held him back, for they had him by his balls. “You’re shakedown artists, that’s what you are! You Si’ing types, with your extortion schemes! It’s unfair!”

“Life’s unfair,” said Coy as he stood up. “It’s so unfair I’m going to need your answer right now because, technically, I should be dragging you and your secretary out of here in cuffs.”
The click sound was what drew Bly’s attention towards Ramore was the metal wrist shackles he produced and gave to Meek before he drew out his blaster to point it at Bly. Bly’s attention was on that blaster pointing lethally right at his chest. Ramore said loudly, “Please, sir, do not resist!”

“The Human was drunk when he came in,” said Meek. Suddenly Bly realized what he had in hands and quickly set the liquor and glass on his desk. But then he put it back on the shelf behind him. “We came into his office to secure his private files. We allowed him to drink some more. Unfortunately he became belligerent. He attacked me and injured Madex; Colonial Ramore had no alternative.”
“Yeah, that’s exactly how it went down,” said Coy as if speaking to an investigator asking him questions. “Man drove me right through his glass table.” And the Bothan took a full step back, prepared to throw himself. “Next thing I knew, Senator Coaxial was lying dead on top of me; the smell of a blaster wound burning my nostrils.”
After that, Coy stretched his hands out and gave his head a tilt. After another five seconds of Bly silence, he said, “I really, really don’t want to jump through glass, Bly.”

Meek opened a cuff.

Ramore raised his blaster.

Finally, out of preservation for his life, Bly Coaxial said, “Okay! Okay, I agree, I’ll do it! Take the money, take all of it! Let me live, I’ll be your mouthpiece.” The other males slowly relaxed and showed smiles as if they were always his friend. “I have a small problem.”
“There are no negotiations here, Bly,” said Coy in warning, his smile falling off.

“No, no, it’s not that,” assured Bly. “My committee, it’s worthless without a quorum. Even if you wanted me to do things, no one is going to care about one lone Senator talking his heart out all alone.”

Coy’s smile returned and he said knowingly, “You will have a full committee, Bly. Every single member will be present. I already have the guarantee that they will.” He chuckled lightly and added, “See, Bly, your fellow committee members….they made the same Wheat Front mistake. I mean, you turned them on to the Wheat Front.” Bly’s mouth dropped open. “Same mistakes, Bly, they made the same mistakes.”

Coy motioned Bly to come around the desk. Bly did and Coy put a friendly arm around his shoulders. The Bothan lead him out of the office and into the reception room where the secretary was still sitting and sick looking. Coy said to her, “Good news, Tansenil, you’re not going to prison! Thank your boss.” When she hesitated, Coy said in a happy, but impatient tone, “Thank your boss.”

“Thank you, Senator,” said Tansenil quietly.

“Oh, isn’t she adorable,” mused Coy. “Remember, darling, don’t tell anyone about this, and keep working for the good Senator here until he’s through” he chuckled happily and added, “or otherwise, I’m telling your husband about the affair, and he’ll press charges against you, and you will go to the prison.” She looked even more sick. He just said, “Bye now.”

Coy then pulled Bly along; the other two joined the men, one on each side. Coy instructed, “Now, don’t start anything in that committee for a few days. We’ll actually tell you when to go on offense. And don’t worry we’ll feed you some nice things to say when the time comes with the evidence to boot.”
The other two kept walking and slipped out the office and into the crowded hall outside. Coy stopped and proceeded to fix Bly’s clothes. “Force, you are a mess, aren’t you? Pull yourself together man: redemption is there for those who seek it.” When Coy appeared satisfied, he leaned closer to Bly’s face and said, “Tell no one about us, or about this arrangement. Don’t discuss it with your fellow committee members; don’t go to them and talk, and don’t let them talk to you about it. Don’t go looking for the information we just gave you because you won’t find it, and you will draw unwanted suspicion from the Sith.” 

Coy showed Bly the data pad that had the indictment on it and made it disappear under his clothes. “If you believe we are who you think we are we will know if you betray us or break the rules. I swear to you two things, Bly Coaxial: continue to repent your past ways with this present I laid out for you and your soul will become free, or don’t and discover what the true meaning of Corellian justice is.”

Taking Bly’s hand, Coy shook it and said, “Goodbye, Bly. We will be in touch, myself or someone else. Wish me luck, eh?” He chuckled, and then the Bothan turned right on his heel and left, vanishing in the crowd as the other two males had done.
Bly Coaxial stood there for a minute longer, and then said, “Why didn’t I quit yesterday?” He thought about what to do, and realized in order to save his life there was nothing he could do. He couldn’t do say anything; he couldn’t tell Grim. There was nothing else but his job.
