CHAPTER 41.0
Nowadays, with the Senate doing absolutely nothing, Onidas Grim spent his time in his office watching the live feed of the Special Republic Senate Committee on Naboo Reconstruction Oversight rather than in his Senate booth like only a handful of representatives were foolishly doing, wondering like everyone else what new catastrophe was going to be unleashed today. Even before he invited Pen to have morning caffe with him in his office, Senator Coaxial began to question….nobody.
That’s right: there was Bly, standing at his podium booth, looking down at an empty seat, and demanding, “State your name for the record.”

“Peninsula, come in here, you will not believe this,” was the only words he could get out because – at first -- of the shock of seeing complete idiocy unfold.

Grosse the Bothan producer of the Grim Show jogged in past Pen and said, “Are you watching this?” He saw the feed too, and he couldn’t believe it was happening. His hair was practically braiding itself in knots trying to comprehend the nonsense.
Poor Pen came in, watched five minutes of it, and honestly asked, “Who….who are they talking to?”

The three stood there and watched it all up until the lunch recess. In that entire time, the committee as a whole called and questioned Hidu Bog, Cus Tadlan, Nute Gunray, Rune Haakao, and Lott Dod in a pod race pace. They asked the witnesses questions, and kept asking questions; there was one minute for answers. The only problem was none – absolutely not one of the Trade Federation witnesses called – showed up; not them, not their representatives, their lawyers, their lobbyists, or anyone else on their behalf: no one! Serious questions were asked with serious faces by serious people to individuals that simply were not there!
And yet, as stupid as it was, it was the most riveting three hours of committee hearings any of the three had seen to date.

“He’s flipped his bottle!” exclaimed Grosse, finally finding his voice. It caused Pen to crack up laughing; Onidas on the other hand did not budge an inch; his first opinion about this nonsense was gone, replaced by the single thought that such theater was absolutely brilliant. “Grim, seriously, has the man lost his shoes!?!”

Grim thought about, shook his head, and noted, “We…watched it. All three hours of it.” He looked Grosse straight in the eye. “You tell me, is he crazy or were we for watching it?”

“Its faceplam, that’s what it is,” chuckled Pen. “Epic fail!”

“But you watched it,” repeated Grim again. “Everyone else watched it too, and they couldn’t stop watching it.”

“It’s a nuna eating a Hutt, that’s what it is,” remarked Grosse dryly. “No way on my gift list does this guy last another day with such nonsense! Yesterday he just started calling Senators left and right and asked who they were aligned with! Total audacity, these people!”

“Get the ratings numbers off the live feed,” said Grim. “You’re going to be surprised.”

“Okay, but do you want me to enact the lunch break on our feed?”

“Nah, keep it active. Strangely everyone enjoys me eating lunch.” Grim glared at the attractive Pen. “I wonder why.”

“They just like to watch you chew cud,” was Pen’s smart ass remark. She bobbed her hair in her hands, making sure her hairdo was even, playing on the fact she was a pretty young woman. “You want something good for us, good for you-bad for us, bad for you-good for us, or just plain bad?”

“Option two,” mused Grim, shaking his head at the monitor as the committee feed died. “Damn it, Bly, what are you doing?”

A few seconds later Grosse came back in and his hair was just standing up. “Senator, I hate to admit it when I’m wrong but because it’s you…”

“Ratings kept going up on the quarter hour,” said Grim.

“Peaked just before the end,” said Grosse. “You would think people would have seen land speeder wrecks enough before to know it isn’t wise to stop to look while in rush hour traffic.”

Grim said, “They rubberneck to look because every traffic accident is different, and therefore the outcome is always in question. This isn’t insanity, its pure genius.” He gestured with both hands to the large scale monitor on the wall. “He’s redefining show trial.”
“Enlighten the audience, won’t you,” offered Grosse, who then gestured to the Grim Show sensors recording and transmitting everything.

“The committee has sent these subpoenas out to compel these Neimoidians to testify, and by law they are required to appear. They didn’t, obviously, but instead of Bly ordering the Republic Guard to fetch them and have everyone go through a bunch of diplomatic immunity procedure, he just goes on with the show as if they were there. The audience can picture them sitting across that committee, the whole lot of them, not answering one single question. What’s the difference if they did or didn’t show up then? But in this context, has they asked hard questions of their imaginary counterparts, the committee actually looks pretty damn good. It’s like a shock ball team not showing up for their scheduled game, even though they are there in the locker room beside the pitch. It’s damning: it shows both clearly cowardice and guilt on the Neimoidians part.”

“If it is so damn impressive, why haven’t others done it before?”
“Outside of criminal trials, I have never seen this used before, in any political arena. Closest thing to it would be when the Trade Federation had their ‘war crime courts’ for the Vhinech years ago: they had the Vhinech they just didn’t allowed them to defend themselves. They went so far as to label five-year-old children generals if you can believe that. No, something like this, what Senator Coaxial had done, is a once in a galactic life time event: the circumstances, the timing: so very perfect.”
Without asking, Grosse turned off the Grim Show from his belt and said, “I cut the feed because I see the fish swimming in that head of yours. Out with it, now, what’s on your mind? As much as that bloke has lost it you don’t want to put him down in front of everyone if you can prevent it.”

Grim folded his hands together and said, “It’s too perfect. Too perfect is not Bly Coaxial or anyone else on that committee. They’re Stupids, Grosse: Bly is a Condemned, the rest were Zombies; they ran their careers deep into ground. Something like this is just a refreshment of their original point: Rapier worked with Bog; Bog worked with Gunray; Rapier scams Naboo through Bog and Gunray. The only difference right now is the word ‘Sith’ added to it. Everything they are doing, the slow trickle of information and accusation, the timing, the planning: they’re incapable of doing this; maybe part of it, but not all of it. That’s one of the reasons why Palpatine picked Bly: he knew Bly would pick utter idiots so he could control everything.”
“You said before Palpatine had nothing to do with this, then you said he did,” reminded Grosse. Grim had thought at the beginning of the Senate Riots Palpatine had not known what Coaxial was going to say; shortly after that he rethought the position.

“I was beginning to believe the second thought even more,” said Grim. “But Palpatine’s not getting the results he wants. The elections have gone bad for him. So, if he was behind it, then I can’t see the point.”

“Whatever it is, it’s getting mileage,” pointed out Grosse.

“That’s because there isn’t enough people in the Senate with the courage to step up and take a closer look at his evidence.” Grim tapped his chin. “The lip service is that powerful. At this pace, it can go on another week.”

“Why don’t you lead a coalition?” asked Grosse. “You’ve come out negative on this and it isn’t hurting you polling wise?”

“Because Bly just keeps pulling gold out of his butt just when his hearings start reeking of bullshit. I say it can go another week, but I said that last week, too. They come up with something else, and it’s just hot enough to keep their water pipes from freezing.” Grim shook his head. “Soon those I can count on to vote to stop this won’t be in the Senate. Right now, if there are powerful Senators not calling to end this, then there’s no point for me to even try.”
Grim sat back in his chair and said, “Either that committee is telling the truth, that they were investigating in secret for the past four years, or someone is feeding Bly the information. Question is who exactly? If it isn’t Palpatine, then who?”

Grosse chuckled, “The Sith.”

Grim gave a sour face, “There’s an ugly thought. And that’s a good reason why no one is stepping up and ending this: suppose Bly is right? Could you imagine the nightmare politically? People won’t be waiting until the next election cycle; there would be recall elections and world leaders replacing their anointed representation. Even I’m not crazy with my-.”
They both heard the noise outside; the arguing. Pen kept repeating, “You can’t go in there, sir! Sir! ONIDAS, COMPANY!”

“Action,” whispered Grim. And just as Grosse turned the Grim Show back on Senator Lott Dod barged right in, trailed by a handful of Neimoidian advisors. “Senator Lott Dod, I didn’t know we had a meeting.”

“Save it, Human!” barked the very angry Neimoidian. “And tell your flesh mate outside to park her ugly flesh in front of a cook box where it belongs!”
Grosse backed into a corner, while Grim just casually said, “Okay.”

“Leave, Bothan!” glared Dod. The Neimoidians really gave Grosse the stink eye; one would think the Trade Federation and the Bothans would have common interests in making profit, but philosophically the Bothans embraced the idea that everyone should have a chance to make money, not the select few by the traditions of the Trade Federation. That just made them at odds, and it was no secret the Bothans love for the Nubians, and in particular the Rapiers the Neimoidians specific enemy.

“So, Senator Grim,” began Dod as Grosse departed, not even dialing down his overheated reactor, “You and Senator Coaxial are still good friends, yes?”
“We are good friends, as you already know,” said Grim as he sat down. “In fact we are such good friends you know what we do? We make appointments when we go to each other’s offices and say nice things about our secretaries and treat our staffs with respect.” He threw up his hands and said, “The audacity of common courtesy. You should try it sometimes: may improve your reputation. I mean this current approach worked so well on Naboo.”

Senator Dod made some faces and steamed, “You mock me, that is fine! It is only myself on the chopping block with these false allegations against me! You believe yourself so righteous, but you are no different from us!”

“Can you please get to the point on why it is you interrupted my lunch,” said Grim. “You’re boring me, and I’m hungry.”

“Out of ‘common courtesy’, I want you to deliver a message to your friend from Chandiss Prime: he and the rest on his committee are walking on fine diamond wire with his little scam.”
“Then I’ll tell him to watch his step. By the way, you looked great today at the committee meeting.”

“You best watch your step as well.”

“I do. In fact, I have about thirty billion people watching my step for me.” Grim held up his hand and asked, “Senator, have you ever watched my Grim Show?”

Before Senator Dod could go into another tirade, the large screen behind Grim showed the office, along with transmission data and an indicator letting anyone looking at the screen know the image was a live broadcast. Grim said, “During times of official business, I let everyone see what I am doing. In real time. Broadcasted live and recorded for posterity. As a matter of fact, since you have come in, a whole lot of citizens have been watching you and have been hearing everything you said.”
Grim sat down behind his desk and continued. “Now, Senator, before you go off on some ethics lesson I need to remind you of some things. First, this is Godric sovereign soil; you just don’t invade it like its Naboo. Secondly, I have been running the Grim Show everyday for the past four and a half years. Thirdly, in your temper march to Godric sovereign soil you passed exactly five explicit warnings that your words and actions were being recorded and would be broadcast. Fourth….did I happen to mention we’re live?”

As Dod sputtered, Grim turned around and looked at the lower right hand corner of the screen where there were numbers. “Ah, you’re a viewing winner: we’re up to fifty-six….no, seventy billion views now.” He turned around and said, “You are impressive, Senator Dod. You draw a crowd with your witty banter.”

“Witty ba-,” started Dod, nearly screaming.

Grim stood up and yelled, “SENATOR DOD!” That stopped the Neimoidian. “Before you go and do or say something you will regret, I again say to you that your witty banter about walking on fine diamond line is just that: witty banter. I almost misconstrued it as a threat. That would be most unwise, good Senator, to make such a threat in the presence of an open, broadcast transmission that a good deal of people are tapped into.”
Senator Dod’s eyes got wide and the whole Neimoidian contingent froze like a mynock caught in starship lights. Senator Grim was warning him about Galactic Republic Senate Law 102, a provision that prohibited any threat of physical harm or death over any form of communication. Over the years much had been added to the law as progress changed the way people communicated. Every Senator knew important laws like that one; they had to in order to make their threats in the appropriate places at the appropriate times.

“I mean seriously, Lott,” chuckled Grim suddenly, smiling happily, “’walking on fine diamond line’? How can anyone walk on such stuff without losing their foot?” He gave him a knowing look, one that told Lott Dod what he could do with himself, and what to do next in order to achieve it. “Seriously, though, you do need to make an appointment. I’m having lunch, so off you go.”

Senator Dod said nothing else. He turned and his entourage went with him. As soon as the group left the office, Grim said, “Kill it, Grosse!” The Grim Show went off line and the Senator left his office to see to Pen. “You alright? Did they touch you?”

“I’m fine, they just slipped passed me,” said Pen.

“Pen, if they touched you even the slightest-?”

“I’m alright, Onidas, really.” Pen looked at Grosse and the small crew coming out of the studio. “Get it?”
“Got it all,” said Grosse. “You let him off the hook, Onidas. If you would have just let him roll on-.”

“I don’t want the headache,” said Grim with a head shake. “If this went to trial or before an ethics committee the Grim Show would be put on hiatus. I can’t let that happen, I owe it to the people to show what goes on here.”

“They got a taste of it,” said Grosse. “And it tasted bad.” The Bothan snapped a fist into his palm “Damn it, Grim, you could have done the galaxy a favor though. Dod would have dropped a real threat.”

“He did drop it,” said Grim knowingly. “Don’t believe for one second Dod didn’t know about the show. He knew what he was doing here, he delivered his threat.” He held a finger and said, “Don’t ever rerun that footage. Live was enough. Keep it archived.”

“But Grim-!?!”

“Don’t!” Grim went to Pen’s desk and turned on the comm system.

“Onidas, are you calling out for takeout, I already did that,” noted Pen, coming up to his side. “Option two, remember?”
“I’m calling the Republic Guard station at the Senate,” said Grim, his voice very icy and determined. “Something bad is about to happen.” It was a feeling, a feeling that had little to nothing to do with Lott Dod’s threat. His biggest problem was trying to convince security of a evil event was about to take place before it did happen.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 41.1

It never seemed to be the wisest of choices given the stress Coaxial’s committee had created, but committee member Senator Illner of Sagebay strolled through the outer halls of the Senate Rotunda, performing her after-lunch walk ritual she had undertaken nearly everyday for the past twelve years. As per Senator Coaxial’s security demands, a contingent of eight Republic Guards followed along with her. Even without the Jedi guard they had demanded, the troops were enough to persuade the Senators, administrators, assistance, bureaucrats and other occupations they passed by not to even try to engage in that kind of ‘witty banter’ Onidas Grim had warned Lott Dod about; all they could do was give her a rude eye.

“I need to relieve myself,” said the Senator without missing her stride. Unfortunately the iced tea she had with her lunch in her office just went through her frail body.
A female Republic Guards said, “There is a secured fresher station four hundred meters ahead.”

“I am afraid I cannot hold it for that many steps,” said Illner. “I will settle for common bathroom anyways.”

“Very well,” said the female Guard, detaching herself and proceeding towards the public female gender restroom no more than thirty meters ahead of the group. She entered to sweep the room. Upon the Senator’s arrival the female opened the door and kept it open for her. “All clear.”
“Thank you,” said Senator Illner. She proceeded in while the Guard closed the door; the rest remained outside. The Guard followed the Senator around the three ally partitions; she followed her to the first station and held up there. Illner, who was sometimes irritated by her armed presence, mused, “Oh pooh, I thought you were going to blot me when I was done.”
The female Guard said nothing, maintaining her level of professionalism. As Illner sealed her stall, Senator Aspra Gergin, a Human representative of the Clentdine Continuum, entered. Without word from the other Republic Guardsmen outside as per procedure, pale and ill-looking Senator Gergin moved quickly for the stall next to Senator Illner’s and sealed her stall. Seconds later, the sound of Senator Gergin’s stomach-empty retching could not be missed.

“Hello?” asked Illner from her stall. Finished, she left her stall and looked at her protector. “I thought this bathroom was secure.”

“It was, but Senator Gergin was sick and needed to come in,” said the female Guard. Lying further, she said, “She was checked out before entering.”

“Oh for pity’s sake, have some compassion! The woman’s sick!” Senator Illner turned her full attention to the stall door. She knocked on the stall door. “Senator Gergin? It’s Senator Illner, are you well?” The stall became very silent, but then there was more retching. Illner knocked again. “Senator? Aspra, it is Lotus, are you alright?”

“I’m fine,” moaned Senator Gergin. “Just…nerves.”

“Nerves? In a bathroom? Really?”

The female Guard stepped right up behind Illner, covered her mouth in one motion, and slit her throat at the same time with a long dagger from her right boot. Illner’s eyes rounded in horror, and her light body flailed helplessly in the taller, stronger woman’s grip as she was pulled away from the door. Her gurgles were muffled by the heavy padded leather of the Guardsmen’s glove. In five seconds, as the blood flushed from her head through the open neck wound, Illner’s big eyes shrank.
The stall door slowly opened and the ultra pale Senator Gergin stopped and looked on in horror. The female Republic Guard began to lower Senator Illner into the pool of blood that had poured viciously quick from the dying Senator’s throat. Senator Gergin began retching again, but the attacker whispered, “Get over here. Get over here now and put your hands…..I said get over here and put your hands on her throat! Hurry!”
Shaking, Gergin slipped-stumbled to the floor along side Illner, keeping her hands to her self in her robe folds. The Guard whispered, “Put your hands on her throat, like Lord Sidious had told you to do. We have maybe one more minute before the others get suspicious.”
“T-that wasn’t what Lord Sidious had told me to do,” said the clearly ill Gergin; filled with guilt and horror, knowing what was to befall Senator Illner beforehand, hence why it was so easy for her to get sick.

“That was what he told you to do!” The female was up, jogging to the first row of partitions to check to see if anyone was coming. She turned and jogged back. “Okay, we’re al-.”

Just as the Guardswoman took a third running step back to Illner and Gergin, Senator Gergin shot her dead in the upper chest, where the ceremonial shielding the Republic Guard wore in the Senate was weak. Just as the betraying Guard fell, frantic and adrenaline-fueled Gergin leapt physically across Illner towards the dead Guardswoman, shot three more times in odd directions, and then lastly shot herself in the left arm.

As the footfalls from the Republic Guards from outside reached the second ally partition, Senator Gergin tossed the blaster away, laid on top of the dead accomplice, and easily screamed in pain and anguish. She managed a strangled, “Help!”
The Guardsmen reached the main chamber and did not hesitate; two of them grabbed Senator Gergin and took her out of the bathroom. Two others secured the way in, while the last Guardsman checked his fallen comrade’s pulse. Satisfied she was dead, he grabbed the blaster Senator Gergin had used. He pulled a similar blaster from his hidden holster and dropped it where the first blaster used to be; he tucked the original blaster in his hidden holster.
Then, the Guardsman went to Senator Illner and compressed her chest with both hands, causing whatever blood was left in her body to spurt out. With that, poor Illner coughed her last, unconscious breath. He shouted dramatically, “Stay with me, Senator! Stay with me! Hold on! Hold on!”
On cue, one of the men securing the way got on his comlink and yelled, “Shots fired! Shots fired! Shots fired! Secure the Senate!” A second later warning klaxons blared throughout the building, alerting Senators and the Supreme Chancellor to seek safety in their chambers or in known security sectors. 
A minute later, the same man said, “We need a med droid at female rest stall C section four! Two Senators are down, repeat two Senators are down! One has a slit throat; the other wounded in the struggle with their assassin. Repeat, we need med droids and med beds. Assassin has been shot and killed; repeat assassin has been shot and killed! Stat on those med beds! Rest stall C, section four!”
Outside, the Guardsmen had made Senator Gergin sit down; one went on guard, the other tended to her wounded arm. She was stunned by what she was able to do, but equally stunned that so many Republic Guard personnel was involved in Lord Sidious’s plot. 
The man attending to her arm hushed, “Remember, I came in and shot Hurla. Do you understand, I came in and shot Hurla.”
“Y-Yes,” moaned Senator Gergin as several Senate guards and Republic Guardsmen came running to the scene; the med droids and med beds were right behind them.

The Guardsmen from inside the bathroom came out mournfully, one of them covered in Illner’s blood. He said to the others, “It’s too late, she gone.”

The Guard next to Senator Gergin gave her a shake, turned, and said, “This one’s going into shock! I need a bed!”

As planned, and so easy to do, Senator Gergin went limp and just looked like she was somewhere else. The protection unit of Senator Lotus Illner stayed behind to answer questions; the whole unit ‘stunned’ by one of their own being a killer. The assassination killer had shaken them up.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 41.2

Eight hours later, in Supreme Chancellor Palpatine’s office, Senator Gergin slowly recounted what had happened to Palpatine, Mas Amedda, and to the late Senator Illner’s committee colleagues – Bly Coaxial could not been whiter unless he was dead. Gergin’s small voice was too eerily calm, making a few in the room get a chill down their spine. Palpatine kept his face stoic and sympathetic as he held Senator Gergin by the shoulders as they sat together on a couch; a strong brandy in a large challis was in her delicate good hand as her wounded arm trembled in it’s sling. Everyone was in a first name only mood, the kind of mood that can make everyone agreeable – just as the lone Sith Master in the room had wanted the mood to be.
“I had…I had just left the stall after that woman had slit Lotus’ throat,” Senator Gergin said nearing finish. “I don’t know where that blaster came from, and I don’t know what had happened to the knife. I…..just remember one of the Guardsmen pulling me up and getting me out of there.” Quietly, she said, “Lotus and I, we were just….just talking only a minute before about things.” She held back her tears and said achingly to Senator Coaxial. “She was so afraid, Bly, but she wanted to continue her work with you.”
Coaxial dragged himself over and sat next to Senator Gergin on the other side and took her hand. “I never knew you and Lotus were good friends.”

“We were,” lied Senator Gergin; Palpatine made his smile into a mournful grimace. “Don’t think ill of her, Bly, but she talked to me a few times about your committee.”

Bly Coaxial quietly shook his head and said, “That doesn’t matter now what she told you.” He looked past her to Palpatine and said, “None of us could have seen such a betrayal coming.”

Palpatine just took the glare in stride; obvious Coaxial was going to blame him for not providing Jedi guard. That was now going to happen, he would order it, but Palpatine did not care who guarded the Senators of Coaxial’s committee. He was about to gain access to this secret fraternity. He only needed to have patience for a few more moments.
“Clearly the Sith can get to anyone,” said Senator Gergin dramatically. “Is what Lotus said true? That Juna Rapier is the Sith Lord behind the Naboo invasion?”

“It is,” said Coaxial without hesitation. “Whatever Lotus may have told you, my committee can vouch for it.”
Breathing in to gain strength, Senator Gergin asked, “Then, I would like to take Lotus’ place on the committee and continue her crusade? That is if it is alright with you, Bly?”
Coaxial looked at Senators Harmbles, Mix and Yaggle; as Darth Sidious had hoped, they offered no objection. He turned back and said, “It is certainly alright by me, Aspra. But we don’t need to confirm you or have proceedings so soon.” He looked to Palpatine. “Dace, we need a week’s continuance.”

Satisfied that Aspra Gergin was on the committee, Palpatine had to make certain things went as they should. He said, “Aspra, could you just excuse us for a moment. Please drink some brandy it will calm your nerves.”

Palpatine gestured for Coaxial to follow him, and both men were in the hall that connected the Chancellor’s office with the lounge. The Sith Master could not be too willing to give the fool what he wanted. Palpatine said, “Bly, this tragedy places me in a real dilemma.”

“I know what you’re going to say, Dace, and I can’t help that,” retorted Coaxial. “Lotus Illner’s death is not going to be in vain, I won’t allow it!”
“I was not suggesting you end the committee,” assured Palpatine. “Others will make motions to adjourn, suggesting that your relationship with Lotus will make your cause too personal, thus a new committee will need to be reformed.”

“To hell with them!” yelled Coaxial. “To hell with them, and you tell them that, Dace! This body has had its share of assassinations and kept on; hell, Hgear the Helmet was shot at years ago and he chaired the committee that investigated his attempted assassination! Don’t tell me someone here has a problem with me acting out vengefully!”

Palpatine wanted him good and angry and he got it. He held up his hands and said, “Alright, Bly, I can give you the week. But I implore you, Bly, you must come back with something substantive That stunt you did pull today was a good one, original, but if I see something like that again I will end the proceedings.”
Bly went quiet, but in those long moments to hard staring between the two the man was still clearly upset. “I will give them something, alright. I will give them flesh, I promise you!” He then threatened again, “I promise you!”
Palpatine said nothing as he took his time getting back into his office. This allowed Coaxial to go back into the office and entrench himself besides the Sith Lord’s new agent Senator Gergin. Anger, fear, sadness: these were the emotions the Dark Master gained power from, the emotions Darth Sidious exploited whenever anyone else felt them; the very example of Perpetual Empowerment. Perpetual Empowerment gave him strength; it made him Supreme Chancellor, it put his selected Senator in a seat on a politically-charged committee, and with Senator Bly Coaxial’s next move based on all three of the primary Dark Emotions altogether, it would end the committee’s choke hold on the Senate.

In one week it would all be over.

And the day after that the results would speak for themselves.

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

CHAPTER 41.3

Elsewhere, Sith Hunters Coy Madex and Beja Tu Ramore were on their way to Alderaan to pick up Jrimmer Dugal when fellow Sith Hunter Enfungo Nul contacted them from Coruscant. Nul’s news was not good news. In fact matters appeared to be a little more distressing than once imagined.
After a long pause of thought, Madex asked Nul, “Did the committee execute my plan?”
“In the morning session they asked questions of Neimoidians who did not show up,” said Nul, his image flickered a bit as he transmitted from the holotransceiver under the Senate. “It worked: it had half the galaxy riveted.”
“But what about the kidnapping accusation?” asked Madex. “Did they even make that?”
“No,” said Nul sadly. “The murder of Senator Illner took place in the lunch recess.”

“Damn it to hell!” Madex walked away from the holographic field.

Ramore continued on and asked, “Have you taken a look at the crime, Enfungo?”

“I haven’t let Miss Faith out of my sight as ordered,” offered Nul. “When the warnings hit, I thought it may have been a distraction to draw me away, an attempt to break our prisoner out.”

“It could easily have been,” agreed Ramore with a nod. “Well, what do you know if you know?”
Nul said, “Apparently someone paid off a Republic Guard in Senator Illner’s security detail to slit her throat, doing it in an unsecured bathroom in the Senate House. She didn’t count on Senator Gergin to be there. The two fought over a blaster; Gergin was wounded, but the other Republic Guards got in and saved her by killing the assassin. That’s it.”

“And as you mentioned before, Senator Gergin is going to replace Senator Illner on the committee?”

“Yes.”

Ramore looked over his shoulder at Coy Madex; the Bothan still had his back turned; he could sense how upset he was. He turned his attention back to Nul. “It sounds a little too convenient for Gergin. Without the Republic Guardsmen, if this went down, I would say Gergin had planned it.”
“She didn’t plan it,” said Madex, his back still turned.

“I know, as I said, without the Guard to vouch for her story she would look very guilty.”

“Gergin’s also a Champion Idealists,” said Madex, turning himself around. “The woman always attaches herself to loss causes that fail horrendously; it gets her elected every time she runs on failure. She isn’t conniving enough to take a life to elevate her stature.”
“If she wanted to avoid suspicion she should not take the position,” said Nul.

“There is no suspicion on her unless we put it on her,” said Madex, sighing. “Nul, get cracking on investigating this; do the whole thing but let no one know you’re snooping around. I don’t care if this is some same old political coup I want anyone involved in the murder of our asset to swing.”
“The prisoner?”
“She’s not going anywhere,” said Madex.

“But what about people talking to her?”

“Has anyone yet after four days of incarceration?”

“No,” said Nul, “and she hasn’t even tried to contact a lawyer.”

“Investigate the murder: suspect everyone. You have a week, Enfungo, to get to the truth.” With collected nods, they ended the transmission.

“Asset?” asked Ramore.

“Would you rather I call Senator Lotus Illner, a creature who kept her eyes close to the slave trafficking of Humans through the Brad’in’Dine Corridor near her world, a martyr?” Madex shook his head and headed for the cockpit. “The Force helped her find her destiny, her life’s endgame. Whether she found peace or suffering is no consequence to me.”

Their ship was fifteen minutes from Alderaan, but Madex dropped the ship out of hyperspace. From their position he began to make new calculations. Before Ramore could ask him what he was doing, Madex said, “My only concern is whether or not the Sith were involved; if Gergin is one of their assets.”
“What about your plans?” asked Ramore.

“They’re floating in the toilet now: Bly had to make that kidnapping accusation today,” said Madex.

“Anyone can now.”

“It had to be him, and it had to be today!” insisted Madex. “He’s going to be upset, and he’s going to go off the deep end with Rose Faith, I guarantee you right now when, not if when, it happens we can kiss our Republic pressure on Rapier goodbye! Then our efforts will be useless footnotes in history an hour afterwards.”

Ramore sat down beside Madex and said with a nod, “Then Gergin’s ascension to Illner’s chair is a bit too convenient. Maybe Rapier’s putting someone she knows into the committee to jeopardize it.”

“Maybe. That’s why it’s best for Enfungo to figure that in out before the next committee meeting. If he finds something substantive on her, we can perhaps get her off the committee and put someone else in her place thru Bly. If not, we’re going to have to ride it out. Regardless of that, we have slim hope Bly will pull this one out of the fire.”

“We should just come out and say Angelleia’s been kidnapped by Rapier.”
Madex sighed heavily and said again, “It had to come from Coaxial’s mouth, and it had to be today. It’s the only way we get a broader affect from the accusation. Now, Bly’s going to have to put Rose Faith into play without the kidnapping accusation to bolster him. He has no choice after that week postponement ends; he’s going to have to have something blistering hot.
“Besides, if we come out and say Angelleia was kidnapped we may have to reveal the massive amounts of federal fraud we have been perpetrating for the past four years. To get this far in finishing off the Sith and then have us stop ourselves is not how I want things to end.”
The navicomputer indicated that a jump to light speed was ready. Ramore noticed the course correction and asked, “What gives?”
“We’re scratching Alderaan; we’re heading to Naboo. I’ll have Jive and Novee pick up Jrimmer.”

Ramore rubbed his chin as the starlines of hyperspace filled the duraglass view port. “Any particular reason why we should join Yars on Naboo to find more of the same, which is nothing at all?”

“Did I forget to mention that Casper is there?” offered Madex. “Did I also forget to mention I couldn’t find Plo Koon anywhere since we brought Miss Faith to Coruscant?”
“You think Plo’s betraying us,” offered Ramore in return.

“That was bound to happen; you must believe Plo would watch out for Casper like we do with one another.” Madex shook his head. “He would not have been one of Nadja’s Headbangers if he didn’t have such feelings of loyalty. I’m certain Plo would like this to end positively, with Enothchild Sarch’s daughter out of the way and for that, I don’t blame him for whatever he does.”
“So we are going to cheer him on?” Ramore threw up his hands and said, “Well, that’s a relief.”
“No, Beja Tu, we’re going to Naboo to wait,” said Madex contemplatively. “One of two things is going to happen after Casper and Plo meet: either Angelleia is returned safely to the Jedi Order, or Juna Rapier comes to Naboo.”

“No third option,” said Ramore. “Like maybe Plo Koon bringing Casper in. A forth option: Casper finishes what he started with Branch Lur.”
Madex didn’t agree with Ramore. He did not showed he disagreed with Ramore’s two points either. Maybe Plo convinces Casper to go find Angelleia; that would run counter to the Bothan’s plans, something he could not, and would not, allow it.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 41.4

The blinking light on the control console had been blinking for hours before McBain was awakened by it. The large man had to get over the cramping of sleeping upright in his flight chair before he could look at the readout. Unfortunately, the name tag to the blinking light had rusted off a long time ago. What McBain did learn from his experiences with the small ship was to check everything else; old and new, vessel operation as a whole was not achieved without the individual systems and the individual parts working together.
Without warning, the ship fell out of hyperspace and the main drive engines ran at a fraction of its cruising speed. In a panic McBain checked life support and as far as he could tell by reading what was left of those ancient instruments it was the only system running in the green. As far as he could tell after inspecting the ship after leaving Ord Mantell, Gusto had done a superb job.

McBain studied the instruments for a long time until he noted one panel dial that was slowly increasing in boredom-inducing intervals. His attention was fully on as he knew the word ‘RADS’ written boldly under the ticking, ticking needle. Until now the needle had not moved. It was showing he was half way to the red zone.
McBain turned on his transceiver and sent a hail off to the other end. Unlike the other times, McBain’s benefactor did not make him wait long. “What is it?”

“I barely survived Ord Mantell, but I am away,” said McBain.

“Yes, I know. You disappoint me, McBain. What you did on Ord Mantell was inexcusable.”

“I was only-.”
“Inexcusable. You have ruined everything.”

McBain bowed his head in shame, but he said, “I don’t want to do this anymore. I can’t do it.”

“I know. There is a reason why you must push forward, but your mission is going to change.”

“I can’t,” cried McBain. “There is something still seriously wrong with my ship. Radiation is slowly filling the compartment; it’s shutting down the main drive.”
“Can you fix it?”

“Hard to say until I land.” McBain looked out his window at universe full of stars. One was very, very bright against the rest of the backdrop. “I may be able to land shortly, but there is no guarantee that I can lift off again.”
There was a long silence, one that made McBain thought he lost the transmission beam. Before he could speak… “You will need a new ship. One will be provided for you.”

Blinking, McBain asked, “How, and when, and where?” Attention 
“Soon after where you next land, a ship will arrive. You will take possession of that ship. Afterwards, I want you to do two things. First, you must give away your Blue Seed through the Ancesca Classified Boards under the name of Sdrol Htis Noitnetta.” He spelled the name out for McBain before continuing. “Classify the Blue Seed as is under Automation. After sign the simple message with this word, spelled s-i-d-i-o-u-s, and then have them reply to sender.
“Secondly, and you must do this after he retain your new ship, you must watch the universe and await a sign. That sign, my friend, will tell you all you need to do next. I promise you, McBain, it will enlighten you so all that you have done will be lost forever in the glory of it.”

McBain said nothing as he considered what was said before. He said, “The new ship: do I buy it?”

“You must do what is necessary to obtain this new ship, McBain. Use every power at your disposal.” There was a crackle of static over the transmission. “Every power, McBain, at your disposal.” The transmission ceased, cut off by the solar waves.

McBain held the freshly written information in his hands as he contemplated what was said. He would then work on getting more power to the sublight engines, and he set his course for the nearest bright star before him. It was not on his charts, but sensors told him he was only a day away from the lone planet that orbited the star. Somehow, that did not ebb his trepidation one bit. It was not the build up of radiation, it was the fear of what the next day would bring forth.
Unbeknownst to him, the CorSec tracking device began to transmit randomly; not steady enough yet to alert Branch Lur, but once McBain landed his ship after this long jaunt through on sublight power, the tracking device would blare loudly and coherently. Newer vessels, like Branch’s Jedi Joke, had ways to detect such poorly installed very noisy tracking devices. McBain’s piss pot of a ship had no such luxury.
