CHAPTER 60.0

At first, the tip about Kamarian had seemed feeble, but after a whole day that was the best Chancellor Palpatine could do for Onidas without raising too much suspicion at the now-believed-compromised Department of Justice. As the Nubian Human explained to the Godric Human, Palpatine had some friends of his go about getting only parts of the evidence at different times, focusing not so much on Bly Coaxial; just on any evidence that linked him and the rest on his committee together. It made sense to Onidas, that with the committee seemingly all held under the same indictment they had to be held to the same circumstances of extortion. The best the Chancellor’s agents could come up with was Kamarian.

Circumstantially, Karmarian was a good lead in any credit laundering scheme; they were secure as any Bothan financial institution and just as loose with the banking rules and accounting as Ord Mantell. Long ago, the Karmarians had benefited from ill-conceived regulation that had waived them from ever being audited, at any time; a gesture of good will and a token of appreciation for their helpful participation in the Republic’s war with the Sith ages ago; as with all good intention politics it, in reality, had turned bad. Unfortunately, thousands of years later, the laws had not been changed; they would not so long as many in the Senate benefited with the continued arrangement.
Without any audit of any kind for such a long time, Karmarian had floated their figurative accounting books as effortlessly as Jedi Knights floated stones; with such lack of even substandard bookkeeping, their government-owned banks had survived economic downturns that had bankrupted and ended whole sectors of economics and planetary systems. The method to their madness, what kept them from crashing in any market, was they continued to use their very own currency, which was value-backed and inflation-adjusted against all the accounts they had in their banks; officially no account was ever allowed closed on Karmarian. 
Since no other currency was accepted on Karmarian, not even Republic credits or even pure precious metals like gold, visitors were required to open bank accounts, have the Karmarians assess the value of what they had to exchange in order to fill the account up, and thus they were given the Karmarian rate for such wares. The Karmarians would take such currencies they never recognized and exchange them back into the Republic financial systems to fund themselves, but not their currency, throughout the Republic. What people did not realize was the paradox, for when they left Karmarian and try to exchange the currency left over back to Republic credits, they received much less than what they had put in; in the worst case scenario, they could have a thousand Karma – the name of their currency -- and at the Republic Currency Exchange it would be worth nothing; gold worth hundreds of thousands could get fifty thousand Karma, but that same amount of Karma would only fetch a little over a thousand Republic credits; meanwhile, the Kamarains took that same gold and got the price it was worth out in the Republic market.
With the system paradoxical favoring the Karmarian favorably, one would not expect to bank there. However, the system was made too complex for a significant reason: to make profit off the profit that was there. For what they called an ‘exchange rate’, an account holder could agree to let them take a percentage of their savings to keep it at the currency it was, grow it slowly over that same percentage with taken unfairly exchanges from other beings, and most importantly have it go unreported to tax collection agencies. The ‘reverse interest’ scam again favored the Karmarians because they held sway over the accounts and how they could be used to benefit them in hyper-inflating their value, and if the unsavory account holders were caught and busted they were allowed to keep the funds unless some other arrangements had been made. However, particularly with Coruscant politicians, the risk of having their undeclared, untaxed funds somewhere other than Bothuwui where the Bothans were not trusted was worth it. The rewards were, indeed, very profitable in the end.
After arriving and being forced to open one of those accounts where he wisely only exchanged five hundred Republic diataries for four hundred thousand Karma, Onidas proceeded then for the nearest Karmarian bank. There was no one particular institution he was going to since every bank was one bank, nationalized without private ownership of any kind; therefore every account here went through one central database. It was a bad crap shoot to take, he knew, because Bly was perhaps already through the system, and worse the Karmarians were not necessarily going to fork over any knowledge about Bly’s accounting history. There was just no indication that the accounts were frozen yet due to the indictments on Bly, and so it became the next to last idea he had. After this, Onidas felt Chandiss Prime was the next, and last, place to look for Bly.
The implausible idea, the only idea, Onidas could think of with the little time he had was pretend to be Bly. It was going to require a hoard of luck on the bright side of Corellia to pull it off, like a bored, blind, inept banker willing to not do his or her job without a bribe. Compared to every other Senator, Onidas had very little liquid assets and had not come from a rich family; most of his Senate salary over the past four plus years was repaying the previous campaign debt and going towards the current campaign. Since he was one of the very few politicians that did not take ‘flowers’, ‘candies’, or ‘hugs’, he was just not soaked in credit resources. Luck was all he had at the moment.

Reaching the glass turnstile to enter the Karmarian Federal Trust, Onidas blew out a sigh and entered and glass building. Inside, he measured his surroundings, finding a slightly crowded lobby but not an overworked bank telling personnel. So far, it did not bode well for him, so he just stepped away from the doors and glared at the surroundings around him, trying to get some better idea on what to do.
Onidas began to take note of the various people looking at him with double takes and recognition glances; some frowning, some blinking in surprise, some offering a little smile. A Bothan male was a lot more coy about his stare; as he passed he did a quick darting stare that drew Onidas’ attention enough to glance over his left shoulder to catch the very Bothan doing the same thing; the exchange was odd, but since the Bothan did nothing else, Onidas gave up on it.

An idea entered his mind, and immediately he hated it. He sighed, straightened his attire, and proceeded not towards a teller, but to a branch desk where currency exchanges and loans were negotiated. The male Karmarian sensed Onidas’ approached, looked up, and asked, “Yes?” He then seemed confused as he searched his own physical memory files.

Pompously, yet firmly quiet, he said, “I am Onidas Grim, Senator of Godric, host of the Grim Show.” The male Karmarian’s eyes grew huge as his recognition connected now with the name. “May I speak with a member of management? I have private business to discuss with them.”
“S-S-Su-Certainly!” The Karmarian said spastically, and he got up and left.

Onidas did his best not to visibly shake his head because he really hated to push the pompous Hutt characterization as it was. After everyone was giving him looks that suggested they knew who he was, Onidas’ plan was to flash his celebrity status. Anyone that truly knew him would have been appalled by his forthcoming antics if the portrayal was true. That was the tiny detail of it, on the other hand; as many people watch him on the Grim Show, many expected him to not be the man he was once the cameras stopped broadcasting him. Indeed there were people that liked his message, but there were real skeptics; they just liked the performance, even though Onidas had produced results, even though Onidas on camera was who he was in real life.
After telling himself just to do this for a little while, Onidas worked up as contempt as he could as the manager and the employee from the desk came back. Thinking about Chancellor Palpatine helped – he still did not trust the Nubian, thus he pretended the approaching Karmarians were him. He said, “Are you the manager?”

“Uresor Zoeber,” said the elder, fatter Karmarian. “I did not realize you were here, Senator Grim.” He them became terribly appalled. “You….you did not exchange currency, did you?”
“You know the law of your planet; I had no choice.” Grim frowned deeply. “As you know, Senator Bly Coaxial is a good friend of mine.” He did not wait for affirmation. “He recommended Karmarian specifically for its service and, shall I say, impeccable rate of return. But I have my doubts now.”

Zoeber slapped the back of the head of the underling that had absolutely nothing to do with the customs agent that exchanged Onidas’ currency and made him open his account. “This is all your fault. Please, Senator Grim, come with me: we are pleased to have your business; especially a man of your significant stature.”

Grimacing because of the abuse, but turning it into disgust towards his ‘situation’, Onidas said, “I’ve had better service at a land speeder wash, Zoeber. With such ineptitude you are making my friend Bly look like a liar!”
“Never! Oh please, please, let us correct the oversight,” begged Zoeber. He entered the office, leading Onidas in and showing him to the chair. “Just today, I told Senator Coaxial that when it comes to his current situation, his money here will be fine.”
Quickly Onidas tempered his reaction. He could not appear to be too eager to learn at the very least when Bly had showed up. “He was here? A pity I missed him.”

“Yes, I dealt with him myself,” assured Zoeber. “All my best clients get the supernova treatment they deserve. You are no exception, I assure you.”

“I’m not convinced,” said Onidas, handing over the Karmarian debit chit.

“Of course you’re not! You are a new customer, and thus a hard man to convince!” Zoeber accessed the account through his terminal. “What job would I have if it wasn’t to convince you?”

“So, Bly: he was here this morning,” questioned Onidas while Zoeber’s guard was down. Since Zoeber had already established Bly had banked at that particular bank, than it meant Onidas had landed in the very docking bay Bly had landed at. Onidas guessed the docking bay because its time was in alignment with Coruscant’s Senate time zone.
“Oh no, no, no,” stressed Zoeber. “I’m surprised you did not run into him in the lobby. We had just concluded an in-person transaction to Ancesca five minutes before I was summoned to attend to you-. Wait! Senator Grim!”

Onidas flew from the office in disbelief, dropping pretenses of what he was doing, and running outside. As he ran for the public port, his eyes kept darting about looking for Bly while he replayed every moment of his arrival on Karmarian, from landing to bank to at least inside the lobby. He had looked around him the whole time people had recognized him, so it was possible Bly could had seen him and darted away. It was too hard to piece the past information as he rushed for the docking bay, looking for his friend, or perhaps someone that was pretending to be his friend. The worst ideas had entered his mind as well in what was going on, like someone having murdered Bly and was posing as Bly to empty his accounts.
Entering the massive docking bay, Onidas passed a various and diverse groups of aliens near the entrance. He noted that Bothan that had spied him earlier at the bank conversing with a tall Human and a Dug and asked him, “Your pardon, but have any of you seen a Human male running through here or walking quickly in just the past minute or so?”
The Bothan thought for a moment, and then said, “Yeah, I’ve seen a Human male running through here in the past minute.” He quickly pointed, “There he is!”

Onidas followed the Bothan’s pointed gesture, made a step towards that direction, and after three steps he realized something; that something was making the Bothan and his friends laugh. Right there beside him, whereas before it was right behind him, was a reflective surface. The Bothan was pointing at Onidas’ own reflection in it, the only Human male breathing hard in a thousand meter radius, having a laugh at his expense.
“Sorry there, pal,” chuckled the Bothan, “but you did ask.”

This time the other aliens in the place laughed along with the Bothan; the tall Human man laughed as well. Onidas just ignored them and proceeded to go around the docking bay hurriedly, hoping to catch some glimpse of Bly. Or worse, he was going to see who was pretending to be Bly. The difficultly was increased by the fact Bly’s ship was still on Coruscant, so trying to find Bly by ship was out of the question.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 60.1

Meanwhile, Coy Madex sighed and said to the Dug, “So, doesn’t that joke knock the price down on your ship by just a little, Nobolus?”

The Dug Nobolus just chagrinned and said, “Sure, Mister Coaxial, whatever you say, ten thousand.”

“Excellent,” said Madex, providing two bags gold coins equaled to that amount. “But please, do call me Bly: we’re friends now, right?”

“Sure, Bly, whatever you say,” said Nobolus dryly. He just walked away on his hands while his feet began to count coins.

The Human with ‘Bly Coaxial’ let his face drop and said, “Coy, let’s go.”
“For once, Beja Tu, I’m not arguing,” said Madex, and the two Sith Hunters quickly walked away and towards their freshly purchased ship. “Hurry before Grim comes back, hurry.”

The ship, a basic Corellian light-corvette, a much much smaller version of the full size corvette, was being fueled and re-supplied through port lines. The two began working hard to get them unbuckled. As he worked to disconnect the many exchange lines to life support systems, Beja Tu asked, “What the hell do you think he was doing here?”
“Looking for Coaxial, my guess,” said Madex. He got the fuel line undone, but the septic line was not uncoupling. “Damn it!”

“What?”

“Can’t….get this….” The Sith Hunter took a look around and saw too many people paying just enough attention to what he was doing. Given the way their ‘friends’ in the docking bay were carrying on any display of Jedi prowess was going to invite blaster bolts; there was a strong anti-Jedi sentiment on this world. They could not afford the attention, for discretion now was the better part of valor.

Ramore ran quickly over and noted, “It’s coupled internally!”

“What?”

“It’s coupled internally, like all Corellian vessels are with the septic system. I have to drop the tank module down enough to where the outlet clamp is visible. Then you have to unscrew it. I’ll drop it and fire up the ship’s systems, get them warmed up fast.”
“Then go!”

Ramore had scampered up the ramp as Madex took a look around him again. And again, no sign of Grim, and again others were paying too much attention to their antics. It was all bothering him too much the attention. It paled in comparison to having seen Senator Grim just enter the bank after completing the Ancesca transaction; he just had a bad feeling as soon as they glanced at one another, which did not ebb for one moment since. If he had counted on Grim showing up, Madex would not have come to Karmarian, let alone project a mental imagine of himself as Bly Coaxial to the bank and also to the unsuspecting Dug; it was why the aliens around him had laughed so hard, because they saw a Human male putting down one of his own.
The tank module abruptly dropped, causing Madex to fall off the hose line, startling him. Cursing himself, he got back up and went to work quickly turning the hose off by the coupling. The smell, of course, was not healthy.

“What the….hey,” mused someone. Madex turned around and saw Nobolus staring at him peculiarly. The Dug frowned deeply and sneered, “What are you, some sort of Clawdite?”

It dawn on Madex that he had lost hold of ‘Bly Coaxial’. He could sense in the Force that the other aliens around him had caught wind of the change in their perceptions as well just as they had caught wind of the stench that was the septic line. Thinking quick, he said, “Suppose I am! What’s it to you, you got my gold.”

The Dug pulled out his blaster and pointed at him; his rising blood pressure made his veins pop out. “I hate Clawdites! I had one fool me once.” He shook in revulsion. “I thought HE was a pretty young lady!”

Grimacing, Madex put his hands up and tried to think fast on what to say. Unfortunately Nobolus’ story was not an uncommon one when dealing with certain members of that changeling race, and he could guess easily why the Dug looked ready to vomit in reliving the terrible memory. As it went, sometimes Clawdites had to do things in order to eat; things that they did not write home to mom about.
“Look, I can see you’re upset,” Madex tried diplomatically, hoping for two things; that Ramore come looking for him to back him up, and that Onidas Grim does not happen to come by shortly. “Look, I bought a fine ship here, so why don’t I give you another ten thousand for it and….well, we can forget this.”

In a bad turn, Nobolus spat at Madex’s feet. “You think you can buy your life like that fake-plit sold his affections?!? Blow it out your ear, ‘Bly’, or whoever you name is!”

Force senses tingling, Madex looked to his right and noticed Grim’s slow walk back. He sent a mental warning to Ramore just as his former apprentice was asking aloud, “What’s going on down there!”

In that moment, Grim had stopped and turned towards Madex’s direction. Grim frowned at the scene, but he frowned more at the Bothan. Madex whispered, “Ah shit!”
“Answer me, you freak, do you-,” began Nobolus, but then his blaster came free from his hand and sailed towards Ramore’s outstretched hand from the ramp.

For a few seconds, no one did anything.

Just as Nobolus inhaled deeply to exhale “Jedi!” Madex gestured at the Dug, causing the all arms and legs entity to fall back and land knotted up. Instantly, he made a run for the ramp, and as he climbed it some of Nobolus’ acquaintances had opened fired with their blaster. The blaster action got the Kamarian Port Authority’s attention very fast.
“Go!” ordered Madex, sealing the hatch. “GO! JUST GO!”

Ramore had already retreated for the bridge when Madex made his Jedi move. The Corellian Sith Hunter got the ship’s repulsors online and they flew out of the docking bay fast. When Madex joined him, he gave him the bad news, “The earliest we can jump to hyperspace is five minutes. That’s if we’re lucky.”
“Put as much distance as you can between us and Kamarian and we’ll sweat the small stuff later,” exhaled Madex. “Unless they scramble fighters we should outpace them.”

“At least we got the ship, but we’re down a ship again.”

“What’s that suppose to mean?”

Ramore frowned and pointed out, “They’re locking down that joint back there, which means we can’t get back to my ship, and Nobolus is going to tell them you are Bly Coaxial. I saw Senator Grim walking back through; he was looking right at you as the gunfight started, so they’re going to ask him questions. Witnesses are going to be put together, and there’s going to be talking.” 
Madex sighed and Ramore said, “Yeah, he’s going to find out you just used Coaxial’s bank accounts here to set up that bounty on Rapier. It can’t be a coincidence he showed up; we know he doesn’t have an account here.” He pointed out again, “They’re going to find my ship, and our stuff on it, and…”
“Turn us around.”

“What?”

“Turn us around!” Madex turned in his seat, got up, and ran to the back. “Get us back to the port. They can’t have that ship!” Ramore turned the vessel about. He dove down hard as he heard Madex say, “Warm up the weapons. If we can’t get back to the ship we’ll have to blast it.”

“Are you nuts, if I go weapons hot, they’ll blast us out of the sky!”

“Do it, Beja! We’ve got no choice!”

Ramore turned the weapon’s array on, and nearing the port he ignored the hails of the Port Authority. He flew the ship back in and towards where the ship they had come in on was docked. Hovering over it, the new ship’s sensors indicated that the ventral hatch was manually open; he closed it.

“Hurry up, hurry up,” said Ramore. As he orbited above the ship, he could see the authorities running towards them with weapons. “Come on, Coy, step on it.”

Comlink came to life on Ramore’s belt, and Madex screamed, “GO! GO! GO!”

As one ship flew out of there, the other trailed behind and absorbed the guard’s fire. The two were on comm channels, exchanging information. “Watch it coming out, Coy; Skipspray Blast Boats are coming over the docking bay.”
“Roger,” said Madex. As he exited, the Blast Boats soared right past him. The Bothan was on the light cannon controls, and quickly he fired to scatter the pursuit of his friend. “Step on it, Beja Tu, Let’s split up to shake these guys; meet you at Jananter.”

“Copy that.” Ramore’s ship went in a completely different direction from Madex’s heading. “What if Grim follows us?”
“He won’t, but big if, Option Zero him.” Madex heard nothing right back from Ramore. “He knows too much, and that’s one thing. Following us is another, especially after he just supposedly, by coincidence, just showed up here. We’ll discuss it later, if we can.”

The two said nothing else as they went about escaping.

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

CHAPTER 60.2

After over week of nothing on Ancesca, and having watched the poor, not-fed slave girls dancing topless under the rather too expensive looking water fountain, Sith’s Hand Noss Phetter gained some interesting information. The wait for the man that was suppose to deliver the Blue Seed was three full days overdue, so the news he had gathered was something that would break the monotony of waiting. The operation in obtaining the Blue Seed had surpassed the futility of entrapping Muriel Arnes at Travakask; at least the despicable Phetter had to deal with for the Sith had always kept their appointments.
In most situations, Darth Tyranus was the Sith Phetter was supposed to contact, but he chose instead his Master. Tyranus had a tendency to take his time in responding, and since it was Sidious himself that put him on Ancesca in the first place, Phetter just assumed whatever arose he had to contact Sidious directly, personally; especially this news and the information that he had gathered afterwards. It was not hard to procure the information: every bounty hunter was talking about, and nearly all of them had left to go claim the ‘easy mark’. Phetter had thought them fools; Juna Rapier would tear them apart.

But it was the deeper details that he had gathered that proved very interesting. Before long, Darth Sidious appeared before Phetter on his ship, in hologram. “What is it, Phetter? Do you have the Blue Seed?”
“The man with the Blue Seed has not arrived,” said Phetter unapologetically. “However, I contact you with interesting news. A death-note bounty has been put on Lady Angelleia.”

Sidious abruptly interrupted him, which to Phetter it was a first; it was not his place, though, to ponder it. “What?!”

“A death-note bounty on Rapier: she is being portrayed as a child-murderer.” Phetter had a feeling, because he could not tell for sure by looking at Sidious, that the Sith Master was not amused by the new information. “It is for one hundred thousand, and the bounty contains all sorts of information about her; too much information as a matter of fact.”

Sidious did not care for the particulars. “Who exactly had issued this bounty?”

“That is where it gets interesting,” said Phetter, and quickly he ended the suspense. “Apparently, if my sources are accurate, it was Senator Bly Coaxial that had put up the bounty.”

“That cannot be correct,” countered Sidious. “I been having Coaxial’s accounts monitored since his ‘takeover’ of the Senate, suspecting bribery at first.”

“The Karmarian account?” dared asked Phetter. He noted Sidious’ silence. “According to my source, the transfer of money came from there to the Guild here.” The Sith had yet to gain a solid foothold into the Karmarian banking institutions because not all on Karmarian had the Sith’s interests in heart; they were, after all, only thinking of themselves.
His seething causing the badly-tuned transmission to distort in image and sound, Sidious said, “It is not Coaxial. It is Coy Madex! Something else must have happened to push the Jedi to act so recklessly. It is a desperate move.”

Phetter said nothing as he could tell, in Sidious’ barely notable body language, the Sith Master was pondering things in the Dark Side of the Force. It was best to wait for Sidious to say something rather than interfere during his musings into the Black. It was, again, why Phetter contacted one who could see so deep into the finite than consult with a charlatan like Count Dooku who thought the title of Sith Lord gave him unlimited access to unlimited power. There was a big difference between one thinking they had power, and one that could show it.
“My Hand,” began Sidious, “stay where you are, and watch carefully. I sense Rapier will be arriving there, looking for the man who desires to give us the Blue Seed. If she arrives, send word to me immediately; you know by which method.”

“Of course, my Master,” said Phetter with a bow. “Do we still do as originally planned?”
“Indeed we do,” said Sidious, which surprised Phetter. “Take possession of the Blue Seed, by any means necessary to secure it. Contact the man again; tell him the deal is still on and where. Tread carefully here, Phetter: Rapier’s senses are far superior to yours and she may detect you. Still, I want that information, my Hand, not excuses.”
“Yes, my Master.” Phetter looked up from his bow again and saw no more Darth Sidious. The transmission had been terminated on his last word. Still, Phetter held a feeling in his gut if the transmission, that is if Master Sidious was still transmitting, had not ended. He even dared say aloud, “Something’s not right about this.”
Realizing he was speaking out of turn, against Sidious, Phetter shook his head and declared, “For the Sith, I serve obediently.”

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

CHAPTER 60.3

Jananter was reached by Madex and Ramore very quickly, and once they had determined they were not tracked or followed they gathered in close for a tight beam transmission. The level of paranoia on their part was beyond their character, but having the most ethically strict politician in the Republic Senate tripping over their highly questionable and for the most part illegal plan to save the galaxy gave the both of them a collective shiver of concern. It bothered Ramore more.
“Option Zero!” exclaimed the Corellian Sith Hunter the moment the tight beam link was made. “Option Zero a Senator! Coy, are you out of your smecking mind!”

“Take the sizzle out of your tongue,” was Madex’s sharp response. “Besides, it didn’t have to come to that!”

“You considered it!”

“Yes I did.” Madex just sat there in the cockpit, imagining Beja Tu’s face of shock at that point. “And if Senator Grim makes another appearance I’ll consider it again.”

“You’re joking.”
“I’m not joking! That man can cripple this operation with what little he knows right now.” Sighing, Madex leaned closer to his comm transceiver. “The bigger question is what the hell he was doing there in the first place. That’s twice now Grim’s poked into something.”

“Not in our business: this is the first time,” clarified Ramore.

Madex said, “The first time was when he warned the Senate Guard about Senator Illner’s assassination.”
At his end, Ramore frowned and remembered, “If I remember right Enfungo said he just warned them of impending danger, not the assassination specifically. It was after Senator Dod paid him a televised visit.”

“But he warned them.” Madex opened another transceiver signal and began to broadcast. “The point is Illner was still murdered and replaced by Senator Gregin. Gregin goes along with the committee, and then destroys it with her own antics.”
“How does that jive,” began Ramore, sensing something here that bordered on disturbing, “with what had happened.”

Madex sent out his hail and said, “Grim’s call to the security station was the signal to off Illner.”
Befuddled, Ramore said, “Why in the hell for?!? Grim and Coaxial are buddies!”

“They’re buddies alright: Coaxial might have confided with Grim with what was going on, perhaps without realizing the possibility that Grim is not looking out for him, but for Grim.” Madex speculated, “We have known for a while now that the Senate has been compromised.”

Which was true, and Ramore spoke the only possible truth. “Grim’s working for Rapier.”

“After what we saw in that replay of the hearing, and just now, yeah,” said Madex empathically. “Senator Gregin does not get on OUR committee without Senator Illner iced. She’s pretty much right with the deal, yet I watched her and Rose Faith get too cozy in that hearing. Their answers were too damn coordinated. Let’s face the facts: who in the Senate has little to do with anyone else? As my Master always said it’s usually the most well known person that people know the least. Grim just goes out of his way to keep others away from him, but he locks on to Coaxial? The two are water and acid!”

Checking to see if his new communication stream had locked on, finding it had not yet, Madex continued. “Grim’s got deals with the Bothan corporate interests to make his Grim Show happen, he’s got various forms of telecommunication equipment in that office of his, much of it separated from the common nets. Rapier could have been in contact with him this whole time, making the moves necessary to take out Illner. And there are the other methods we have discovered, too.”

“Damn, that’s right,” remembered Ramore. “We should have taken that stuff out earlier.”

“We couldn’t tip off Rapier, or her cronies, that we were on to them,” reminded Madex. “We need that stuff on when this is over so we can justify what we have done. The big question is what does Rapier’s little helper Grim do now.”
“Warns her? But wait, why does he go to Kamarian?”
“Who knows, maybe to try and weed us out? That indictment on Coaxial is coming down the pipe very soon. On Rapier’s instruction Grim’s probably trying to string the guy along.” Madex saw the incoming signal alert. “Look, we both know the Sith enjoy giving their victims false hope. After what Coaxial’s done the last few weeks, and the past decade or so, Rapier could be trying to save this guy in order to kill him. Then again, with what both Coaxial and Grim know about us can get the Senate as a whole to turn against us, and if that happens that only benefits her and her Sithian cause. Can’t let that happen.” He turned the stream on and said, “Yhon.”

The small hologram of the Elfin appeared from the projector. “Yes, what is it?”

“I need you to send an encrypt message to Jive and Novee; they need to stop whatever they are doing and begin tailing Senator Onidas Grim. Beja Tu and I had a close call with him on Kamarian; he showed up there looking for Senator Coaxial.”

“So certain are we to split up our resources further,” instructed Yhon. “Dangerous you said, many times before you have.”

“I know, Yhon,” said Madex, “but Grim’s not an ordinary suspect any longer. We’re certain he’s Rapier’s man on the Senate and had Illner killed to insert Gregin. Now he knows that someone is posing as Coaxial, accessing Coaxial’s accounts. Grim will notify Rapier, and I bet money she tells him to tell the Chancellor what we are doing.”
Ramore was joined in the conversation through his link with Madex’s ship, and so he said, “Grim’s words alone will not damage us, but if he convinces Coaxial to admit our involvement the Senate as a whole could be warned of our doings.”

Madex saw Yhon become worried. “If the Senate uncovers us before Rapier is stopped, attempts by the Senate to stop us forthcoming there would be.”

“We can discuss the merits of that not happening because its Rapier,” pointed out Madex, “but there’s too many in the Senate that would like to take a shot at the Jedi Order. Accusations of blackmailing Republic Senators to do our bidding don’t look good in anyway without Rapier stopped beforehand.”
“Understood,” said Yhon in agreement. “Transmitting your request, I shall.”

“And tell Jive and Novee if they see Grim and Coaxial together, they’re to capture them alive for interrogation,” instructed Ramore. “But if they fight back, they should take whatever measures are necessary to live.”

“Not need tell that to Jive Kring I do.”

“Thanks Yhon, we’ll be heading towards Ancesca if we’re needed.” Madex shut off his transmission to Yhon. “Beja, take them alive? That don’t sound like you at all.”
“I don’t want to be wrong about them as we were about the Blue Seed and using Angelleia,” said Ramore “Besides, if Grim’s got the goods on Rapier I want him to spill her plot to everyone. The evidence we have against her is pale thin without a witness. And with him as a Senator, he could name his accomplices.”

Madex snarked and said in historical retrospect, “Like Bartello Vesgevi. I see your point.” He scratched the back of his head. “Somehow I don’t think a repeat performance is going to happen here. If history is true about him, Grim’s a fighter.”
“The only blood that should be shed,” said Ramore “is true Sith blood. I don’t care about my freedom after this, or explaining myself. Rapier must be stopped, and so does her new apprentice.”

Smiling to himself, knowing Beja Tu  Ramore could not see it, Coy Madex said, “You took the words right out my mouth. Ancesca, then?”
“Sure; I’m sure Yars Meek has the Royal Nubian States covered quite well.”

“Meet you on the other side of the jump then.” Madex switched his comm off and proceeded with the coordinates for Ancesca. He congratulated himself again for continuing the quest of righting an unjustified wrong.

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
CHAPTER 60.4

He had already knew what had happened thanks in large to the few Sithian assets on Karmarian that were not hand-tied by its bureaucracy, but when Dace Palpatine had received Onidas Grim’s call many, many hours after the fact he hid his knowledge behind a concerned face. It was easy to pull off since as soon as Grim was identified as a Senator some report would have reached him; indeed, the Karmarians did send one, as vague as expected, as insignificant compared to the Sith’s resourceful information gathering. Still there were a few details that only Grim alone could supply.
Grim’s call was no surprise to Palpatine; the Senator was going to be at a loss on what to do after uncovering what he had. He had to reveal that information in order to figure it out, but Bly Coaxial was unavailable as a trusted sounding board. Grim had no one else to turn to that could relate to this situation, not even his family. Such a thing, seeing Grim succumbing to Palpatine’s help. It was only fitting then that with such an opportunity the hidden Dark Lord of the Sith should foster Onidas’ feelings, and point him towards a rather convenient direction.

Since he had attended a private gala that evening, the Supreme Chancellor appeared in dinner attire before the younger man. He began, with that mask of concern, “Onidas, are you alright? I just have gotten cryptic word about Karmarian.”

“Well, I take it the bureaucracy wasn’t complete, but in short I was questioned in a fire fight at the Karmarian space port here.” Grim held up his hands. “Nothing I did and I did nothing wrong, but without it I would not have gotten the dearth of information I have now. None of it, though, makes much sense.”
Only to you thought Palpatine silently. “Go ahead, we’re alone.”

Grim could not tell that, but Palpatine was alone. The man relented. “I got here hours ago and demanded to see the manager. When I did, I mentioned Bly recommended the bank, and the manager told me that he had just met with Bly personally.”
Eyes wide in mock shock, Palpatine said, “Really?”

“By five minutes, about that much time I waited for the manager.”

“And you did not see him?”

“No, and there was only one way out of that building save for the employee entrance. Later on I asked the authorities in charge whether I could see the tapes of the bank, but they wouldn’t let me.” Grim shook his head. “Damn nationalization, they classified it as a government secret.”

“I know, it’s no good, but you tried.” Unfortunately that little obstacle had hampered the Sith as well; not completely, but enough to slow information to them. Palpatine thought to make changes to that Karmarian policy in the future…
Grim shook his finger, “But the way the manager explained it, with me and then with the authorities later on, it was Bly, and Bly went out the regular door. Funny things were, I was right there at the doors, and I don’t think the manager was lying. There was no way Bly could have gotten passed me unnoticed.”
Face wrinkling in fake thought and false doubt, Palpatine suggested, “Perhaps he was wearing a disguise?”

“No. The manager follows the Grim Show religiously and knows Bly by sight. He described him right down his box-pint shoes.” Grim made a point, “Yet, something strange had happened. I ran out as soon as the manager said he dealt with Bly personally. I went to the docking bay, running, by his estimation I had to be just minutes behind him if he wasn’t running. Even then, whatever or whoever ship he would have been borrowing or on may have just begun to take off if he had spotted me.”

“That’s a lot of ifs Onidas,” wizened Palpatine. “Assuming Bly did as you hope he would.”

“But that’s where things get really weird. See, in the docking bay, just as I arrived, a Bothan was buying a ship from a Dug. At the time I paid no attention to it, but on the way back, that Bothan had used the Force to push the Dug to the ground; they were in a confrontation.”

Acting taken aback, Palpatine asked, “A Jedi?”

“Maybe; according to the other hoods I was incarcerated with for a few minutes the Human that was with the Bothan had used the Force too to disarm the Dug.” Onidas held up his hands. “That’s where it gets weird. See, from the Dug to everyone else in the docking bay that was close enough, they saw two Humans, both male, not a Human and a Bothan. I saw a Human and a Bothan.”

As Palpatine became confused, Grim said, “The pretend Human, who I saw as a Bothan, called himself Bly Coaxial.”

Parlaying shock with eyes wide, Palpatine inquired, “What? What does that mean?”

“That’s what I don’t get,” said Grim. “I saw that particular Bothan male leaving the bank at the same time the manager claimed he was done with Bly. He acted, at the bank, like he knew me. He really did when I came back and saw him with that Dug pointing a blaster his way. He saw me, Dace, and one gesture and the Force later he was gone. Wait, they did leave, but they came back for the ship they came in on.”

And this was where Grim’s knowledge ended, and the Sith’s knowledge just continued on unhindered by the constraints that befell others. Knowing what he knew about Ancesca from Noss Phetter, the non-Force mind trick played on the aliens not susceptible to the usual Jedi Mind Tricks just confirmed it was Coy Madex who instigated the bounty. The Bothan’s uncanny telepathic powers were not unknown to the Sith, who knew of Madex’s past very, very well.
The Sith had, in fact, benefited from a Madex past very well; just not from Coy Madex….
What was important was not to think about the past, but use Grim’s lack of knowledge in the full facts to the Sith’s full advantage. Blinking, Palpatine said, “Oh dear, this is too strange. You’re suggesting that you may have stumbled upon a Jedi operation of some kind, and they have involved Bly’s name in it?”

“It looks like it,” said Onidas, “but I don’t think so.”

The idea was too outrageous, but Palpatine had to maintain his form as a blunder head. “I could contact the Jedi Order, confirm the operation.”

“If you thought this could not get any more weirder, Chancellor, brace yourself.” After the warning, Grim said, “This Bly imposter had transferred Bly’s money to a planet called Ancesca. I’ve heard of it, but I can’t remember where.”

Eyes growing wide again in untrue disbelief, Palpatine said, “Oh dear.” Seeing that Grim had no clue, which gave him significant satisfaction, he said, “Ancesca is not a Republic world: it’s occupied by the worst of bounty hunters to be found in the galaxy; they go there basically to get their contracts. Ancesca’s relative proximity to several Nubian colonial worlds has always kept Theed on edge.”

“Bounty hunters?” Grim rubbed the back of his neck, thinking deeply. Palpatine had hoped that was a sign that he was getting an idea…. “This gets stranger.”
“Apparently, you are correct in some regard, this is not of Bly Coaxial’s doing, the real Bly Coaxial that is,” said Palpatine. “If what you say is absolute, this imposter undoubtedly has put a price on someone’s head. Doing so in Bly’s name is horrendous; the real question would be why?”

“Indeed.” Onidas leaned on the communication station controls.

“Could it mean, too, that Bly is dead?” Palpatine could see it in Grim’s eyes: the dread, the guilt, the bad feelings, all born from that one phrase, torturing Coaxial’s friend. How he wished he could smile!
Grim said, “I hate to think yes because does someone so boldly present themselves as Bly. But that’s just it.” He shook his head again. “The Bothan pulled off a great illusion, fooling everyone around him for a long time that he was Human. Like I said, when the Dug was talking to a Human, I saw he was actually talking to a Bothan. According to the Dug his kind is not susceptible to, as he put it, ‘Jedi parlor tricks’.”

“Perhaps the Dug is wrong,” said Palpatine. He blinked and pondered aloud another thought that should, by design, age Grim another ten years. “Oh no: Onidas, the question is not just why they done, or who had done it, but who the bounty is on?”
“Who?” Grim considered that and slowly nodded. “Damn, we might have stumbled upon a greater conspiracy. Finding out who that bounty’s for could tell us who it is that is posing as Bly.”

This was where Palpatine was going to enjoy the final strokes of this masterpiece. The fool Grim was too concerned with everything having to do with Coaxial to not see the palettes of color the hidden Sith Master was about to apply to the canvas of conspiracy. He said to Grim, “I fear the many possibilities, Onidas. Suppose the Trade Federation had taken offense to Bly’s tactics. Suppose they are setting Bly up?”
“Then explain the Bothan,” countered Grim. But the question was a sign of affirmation that Grim was buying what Palpatine was trying to sell. Only if Grim had thought he knew what that sale was, he would still be wrong.

So, Palpatine tossed a bomb at Grim. “What if it’s the Sith?”
Grim’s drop of face made Palpatine ecstatic on the inside. This would have worked so much better if Grim had known more facts; facts that the Sith could very damn well still manipulate, for only the Sith, Coy Madex and Juna Rapier knew exactly what was going on.

Abruptly before Grim could say anything, Palpatine said, “No. Onidas, no: stop looking for Bly, forget this investigation.” It was important to affect someone like Grim’s need to save a life. “If the Sith are even remotely involved you are in grave danger if you proceed. Let me dispatch the Jedi to investigate this.”
Turning undaunted, Grim said, “Bly could still be alive.”

Sensing that it was working for him, Palpatine continued, “Then please, I implore you, go to Chandiss Prime to find out. Where else could the real Bly Coaxial have gone if he is alive? I’m afraid if you don’t do that, your next course of action would be to go to Ancesca to uncover that information.” 
Palpatine knew he pushed perhaps a little too much there, but his masterpiece’s finishing touches needed Grim in it. Palpatine warned direly, “Bounty hunters and other uncontrollable scum are bad enough, but you know as I do the Sith are extremely dangerous. This is now a Jedi matter, in my opinion. Do not jeopardize your life for a man we know is facing hard time in prison who may already be dead.”
Grim looked thoughtful, but then predictably said, “Chancellor, you already know I don’t listen to you very well.”

“But Onidas, wait, think,” implored Palpatine, but Onidas had shut down the transmission. 
As the pathetic fool’s image faded to nothing, he sneered out a smile and said, “Always the hero, Grim. I can always count on heroes to do all of my heavy lifting.” 

An alert gained his attention: a secret message had reached his counsel with a stylized encrypt only he and one other person knew. The message was all but blank save for numbers that appeared random in different parts. To a layperson it would be a broken sent message, an error in data transfer; a message having lost its translation transfer matrix encoding. To Palpatine, the message could not have been written any more clearly.

“Such great news, my dear Rose,” mused Palpatine. He marked the message as damaged, to continue the illusion that it was a broken message, and therefore it would no longer exist even as a trace in the main frame. “So, many of my problems fly to Ancesca: well, isn’t that just nice.”
He tapped a few keys on his counsel, and the room in his private quarters went completely dark. After a long inhale, and filled with certainty, he disrobed and found more appropriate, Dark attire for what he had to do next. With almost everything he could possibly want to fall into place, there was one more matter, on Coruscant, that only Darth Sidious could attend to.
It would not just be an objective to this masterpiece he had just created, but a test.
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