THE SITH HUNTERS: PROLOGUE TWO: THE PHANTOM MENACE
Tidal Shift
If there was ever an overstatement of the truth it was this one: the planets that had respectfully made up the Trade Federation and the Royal Nubian States and its citizens rarely ever got along. They were societies that were off on their own tangents from philosophy to commerce to the different races that comprised the populace, and it was debatable to say which society was better. Those of the Trade Federation were often quick to act without thinking, a flaw that was born from their greed yet it had served them and the Republic they were apart of very well against common threats. Nubians, for most on the other worlds had their roots born from Naboo the central world of the realm, were overly conscious of themselves and held a passive vanity that made them weak, but there were few that had great valor and answered the call when many did not, and those Nubians were far better remembered by their enemies than by their friends.
For many years the squabbles between the two powers, represented by the Neimoidians of Cato Neimoidia and the Nubians of Theed, were nonviolent and often petty; cruel words and the expected political maneuvering so close to their ports and far away in the Republic Senate. There were exceptions to these expectations; not to say it was perfect, that the posturing still did not occur, but it was still very mutual and civilized. In the modern times, before the vanquishing of Evramora, there were alliances in the form of common purpose, between the Barrows of Dus’keel and the Royal Family Clans of Krendel and Rapier. In respect of the times: Trade Minister Hidu Bog of  Neimoidia, Pirus Krendel of Krendel Fisheries, and Senator Bendian Rapier, also Chief Executive Officer of Rapier Technologies.
All three parties involved were at best just associates, but they did not try to fool each other. They were honest liars, or the true definition of honorable thieves. They played ‘the Game’ as they called it: the game those of power and privilege enjoyed playing; that which gave them some intangible pleasure they could measure. They understood each other as players of the Game; masters with plus factors in every political stat.
Hidu Bog had inherited the position of third in line of leadership as Trade Minister of the Trade Federation; an honor before Arbiter of Inventories and Viceroy. Bendian Rapier and Pirus Krendel were unfriendly political rivals to begin with; the Rapier Clan Dynasty having held the Seat of Nubian Senator for over a fort term, often at the expense of the Krendel Clan Dynasty losing in the elections. The relationship, if anyone could dare or would call it that in any of their faces, was this: Bog played both Nubians against one another, often siding with the much more powerful Rapier unless it called for Krendel to be an alternative option; Rapier often argued for more favor for Naboo, but sometimes he did so when the Trade Federation needed an opposing voice, which played in all three’s favor in the markets in some way; Krendel was far more connected to the Trade Federation and often passed more than they could get on Rapier from Rapier himself. Though Bendian Rapier had a connection with Hidu Bog, Pirus Krendel made far more passionate efforts to be an insider. Each Nubian, it appeared, had a way in that Bog would only learn about much later; Rapier with Edwaru Kurr, and Pirus Krendel with Cus Tadlan.
In reality, Bendian Rapier had Bog, Tadlan, Kurr, Dod, and Gunray all in league with him; the Neimoidians only knew so little as to how deep each other was. Even when the group had collaborated together through the years, they were clueless to Bendian’s moves amongst them. Pirus Krendel had sniffed it out years later, but he did not say anything.

Alas the best of alliances between Naboo and the Trade Federation ended when Bendian Rapier had suddenly resigned as Senator, and being replaced by Representative Dace Palpatine who was not in favor of the Trade Federation. Hidu Bog was not pleased by this unforeseen move, for like Lott Dod he was banking on the rise of Supreme Chancellor Rapier; Rapier had made the moves necessary for the appointment, and Bog had begged, borrowed, and even stole support to make it happen; favors Bog could not ask to be returned. With Rapier retiring so he could be there for the birth and raising of his daughter, Bog made little to no contact with his most powerful Nubian asset until eventually all communication ceased. Made foolish by his choices, and then by Nute Gunray’s stunning acquisition of Dorvalla’s lommite ore mines that would eventually elevate him to Viceroy, Bog backed Pirus Krendel in anything the Nubian did to save face. 

The Trade Federation as a whole cared less for Bog’s troubles until years later, when the late Bendian Rapier’s lone child was elected to the throne of Naboo. The Directorate of the Trade Federation pushed Bog to make peace with Queen Angelleia for them, but Bog flat out refused, siding with Krendel. Even as the Directorate gave him the second-in-line office of Arbiter of Inventories, Bog lifted not one finger to address her royal highness.

On the other hand Queen Angelleia sought no alliances whatsoever with the Trade Federation, often accusing them, with clear evidence, of being in league with the Hutts during the Vhinech War. The Queen’s mother, Naressa Rapier, took up the mantle of her late husband’s powerful company and amassed such power Rapier Technologies’ profits rivaled the collected revenues of more than a thousand systems. The Trade Federation as a whole now had to fight the same enemy on the political front and in the trenches of business; the same enemy, surrounding Neimoidia figuratively on two fronts.
After having politically isolated himself having tried to dethrone Queen Angelleia, Pirus Krendel went into exile to escape prosecution, only to be uncovered by the Enemy of the Republic, the Vhinech Magus Prophet. A cunning plan was executed by Prophet to use Krendel to lure the Queen into a trap that, on its face, appeared to fail. The trap lead Queen Angelleia to believe her mother had died, forcing her to resign, and in her wake Krendel’s son became King Veruna, who pardoned his father and gave Hidu Bog a clearer view of Naboo that not even his rivals could ever attain!

Alas, the trap had occurred in Trade Federation space, and their actions had caused a great stir in the allies of the former Queen Angelleia, Juna Rapier. Soon after, when the Nubians launched a rescue mission to save her, the Trade Federation also went to confront their Vhinech enemies. With the Republic struggling in debate and sending no representatives, the Trade Federation seized the opportunity to destroy all who had went to the planet Sanctuary; Vhinech, Nubian, Jedi, and otherwise. They failed, however, and the surviving witnesses told of the Trade Federations’ treachery. Political enemies of the Trade Federation, and any who sought to gain anything from the loss of others, used this second error in judgment against them. The Republic Senate punished the Trade Federation with heavy tariffs on their goods and on the trade routes to and from all in their realm. A punishment that was all to last a few years.
The taxation of the trade routes was one of the catalysts that sparked the Republic Depression a year later. In the state of political weakness of all, not just the Trade Federation, the Master Darth Sidious took full advantage of the situation. In this dark hour filled with bureaucrats, there was no leader in the bright dawns, and thus most leaned towards the deceiver in the shadows.

Darth Sidious went to both of his bought and convinced powers and encouraged them to use the tariffs as a means to fix the Republic budget; with the climate against the wealthy, Sidious did not need to keep such pressures up. He then trained his focus on the Trade Federation, convincing the likes of Hidu Bog to unite with his rivals Nute Gunray and Lott Dod, to sure up the interests of Neimoidia specifically. It was so perfect for the Dark Lord of the Sith, who knew he was to assume the leadership of the Republic, to be on all sides of the issue, to encourage them to seek the most extreme levels of debate. There was no Bendian Rapier to slow the Trade Federation’s rhetoric, and Pirus Krendel had long been killed, along with Edwaru Kurr; both murders assumed committed by Naressa Rapier herself, causing her to flee and leaving her daughter Juna all alone.
Over the years the status of the taxation of the Trade Federation trade routes was a constant quo. Forgotten was the true reason the tariffs were enacted: the accepted reason was the taxes were there to save the Republic from the Depression, and then they were there because they must be. The curse of greed was heavy on the Trade Federation: in the past all Naboo had to say was enough, and the tariffs would have ended. It was too late by the time Nubian Senator Dace Palpatine spoke out to end the penalty; the taxes were entangled in so many pet projects to end their funding would end the careers of so many Senators and far too many more bureaucrats. It further insulted the intelligence of the Trade Federation, however, that Bendian Rapier’s understudy, Palpatine, would suddenly care about them.
As Darth Sidious had seen it, before the Trade Federation ever did, the only way to defeat the tax and to do so very cheaply in operation was to create a brand new hyperspace route. The best way, the fastest way to the Trade Federation’s many suppliers, would be through Naboo. The idea came late in the reign of the Trade Federation’s last Nubian ally King Veruna, for his corruption was too much for even he to bare any longer. The King was forced to call for new elections, and in his wake Queen Amidala the First won convincingly with no true backing.
The Trade Federation’s hopes did not end. They would have the route. Darth Sidious instructed them how to do it. Alas, in order to achieve the goal, many tasks had to be conquered first; one very, very important most of all.
Blockade Minus Three Days
It had only been two months since Queen Amidala had won the Throne of Naboo and one month since her Royal Coronation. Always the capital of Theed moved with the pace of the Queen, easy and slow and only beginning to gain a feel for the new surroundings. She was fourteen after all, and in spite of her training Queen Amidala was relatively new to the deeper power structures of her own home world, of how the Royal Court of Naboo truly worked. This also went for those new to the processes.
Such as it was for Terra Mirdaduine, a young woman who had befriended Padmé Naberrie before she became Queen Amidala. Terra was later in her teens and had a few more years experience in Theed politics; her special interests was in communications and summons, having spent some time interning in her great uncle’s office -- he was Gambrie Tandern, Governor of Palesdia. Queen Amidala put Terra in charge of high inquiries, taking communications from unannounced transmissions from very important people. She would listen to the people in question, determine the importance of the message -- often asking advisors if it is something she cannot handle -- and then either pass the message along, schedule a transmission or even a meeting for another time, or connect the messenger with the Queen right away. Often Terra would get the first contact of many meeting seekers.
Terra occupied an office with as many as ten operators with the duty of sorting and answering both written and holographic communications. It was often one would alert Terra if the transmission was important. This day was as unique as they came. One of the operators, old in her years, said to her much younger leader, “Miss Mirdaduine, I have a transmission from the providence of Iossessa. It’s from Rapier Manor.”
The other operators stopped what they were doing. Terra was slow to her feet but beyond that she took this news seriously. “Does it say from who exactly?”

“The transmission signal bares the Royal Encrypts,” said the operator. “It is the Lady Angelleia. Should I patch the transmission to Queen Amidala?”

“No, we follow the Queen’s new protocols,” instructed Terra. Indeed the system in place was brand new. Queen Amidala was being ransacked by so many she devised filters -- like Terra’s group -- to sort through it. As it stood, all messages -- All Transmission unless ordered otherwise -- went through Terra. “Send the transmission feed to the private office.”
Terra entered her private office and took into consideration what the transmission may be about. Queen Amidala, who with no backing of any kind, won by a considerable landslide; so much so the Governors of Naboo did not see the need to recognize a Royal Second Elect, in this case a Princess Elect. Princess Landana II had finished in distant second, the best showing by anyone in the Thorn Party yet. 

The Thorn Party was a brand new political house, going against the Nubian tradition of no political parties; though not illegal, party politics was certainly taboo. The Thorn Party consisted of many powerful, seasoned political veterans, including two former Queens of Naboo, which gave the Thorn Party a foothold in the Royal Court. The Lady Juna Rapier Angelleia was one of those former Queens; the Lady Terese Maltanaw Landana was the other, and the mother of Princess Landana the Second.
The Thorn Party, or simply referred to as the Thorns by many in circles, did not disagree that Queen Amidala had won, however they did not believe in the poor second place finish of Princess Landana. It was their right to contest the results even if they did agree with the outcome; a matter of power to many, a matter of pride to a few, but to the Thorns they felt it was odd. Queen Amidala herself allowed them to view the voting records, for she was a fair ruler and had enjoyed the rivalry with them created by the elections. Many of the Queen’s advisors, on the other hand, wished aloud when she was out of earshot that the Thorns just die. Like others off the world of Naboo those in Theed viewed the Thorns as a serious threat that they felt went beyond politics. They had to be stopped in their narrow view. Terra Mirdaduine agreed with the others that any Thorn was no good.

Upon sitting Terra put on her best friendly, professional face and turned on the holographic imager. On her desk a three foot image of Lady Angelleia appeared and even with the small scale and bluish light of the projection it did not take anything away from her. Lady Angelleia stood very tall, trimmed in a gown of red and white, and showed none of her thirty years at all. It bothered the seventeen-year-old young woman, and she did not know why besides the bias she all ready had towards the Thorns.
“Lady Angelleia, your Highness,” began Terra, sticking to formality. “This is Terra Mirdaduine, Her Royal Highness’ Communications Director. How may I help you?”
“I need to speak with Queen Amidala immediately,” said Lady Angelleia with a tone that was a slight modification of her Royal Voice; the voice many of Nubian Royalty learned to use. After so many years away from the Throne she still possessed it. “It is about a grave matter.”

“Grave you say? What is it?”
“I can only say to the Queen.” At this moment in time, Lady Angelleia did not trust anyone else; a feeling she had. “I need to speak to her right away.”

“Forgive me, my Lady, but the Queen is busy and she has entrusted me to bare the burden of taking care of transmissions and knowing what they are before I proceed to transmit.” Terra hid her happiness well; it was not often one could stiff a Royal and get away with it. “She is currently drafting responses to the Trade Federation over their routine running of illegal trade through the planet Keterbawn-.”
“Forgive me for interrupting,” interceded Lady Angelleia, “but the Queen has more important issues right now. I must speak to her about them. It is why I used the Royal Encryption, to give it top priority.”
“I understand, my Lady, but you must understand this is a time of transition, and the Queen has made it personally to me that I handle all communications. If you were to tell me the problem first, then I will expedite the process.”

“Expedite the process?” Lady Angelleia crossed her arms in front of her. “Very well: Keterbawn is a lost cause due to the fact that it is now a staging ground for the Trade Federation navy. Fourteen Trade Federation command ships orbit Keterbawn as we speak; I do believe more are on their way. This is a provocative action.”

Terra frowned at the hologram. “Ships around Keterbawn? How do you know of this?”

To this Lady Angelleia hesitated, but then she said, “My company still has sensors near the Keterbawn System on our borders. They became active when the first six ships arrived.”

“I see. Well, Keterbawn is in Trade Federation territory, deep in fact.” Terra was correct in her assertions. “They are probably conducting maneuvers. You know how military powers are. They just can’t help to try out their expensive toys.”

Lady Angelleia did not share that opinion. “They are not conducting maneuvers, not with fourteen capital ships. I implore you: let me speak to Queen Amidala.”
“Many ships merely orbiting one of their home planets do not constitute an immediate address of Her Royal Highness. I need more than just what you are saying.” Terra could barely tell that Lady Angelleia was flustered. That really got under the younger woman’s nerves a bit. “I can pass on your findings, and perhaps she can contact you later.”

Lady Angelleia glared at her and said, “There is no time even for that.” She appeared to give it more thought and then said, “Pass on my message, and also this: she must activate the ready reservists, call the Seovens of Seovenear in our own realm to augment our fighter squadrons, and have her send out the Call of Pamermedra.”
“Pamermedra?” Terra only said that because Pamermedra was one of the Queens of Naboo back in the old days. Unbeknownst to Terra, the Call would bring the Order of Guardians racing home. The Guardians, lost in the thoughts of many, were Naboo’s last link to their brutal past. They were on a mission now, independent of Theed, but if the Call was placed their priorities would shift!
“Yes, the Call of Pamermedra!” Lady Angelleia’s voice gained volume, though it held composure. “And beyond that, she must call for outside aide. Corellia will come to our call for help if it comes from the Queen.”

Terra held her tongue; other worlds were not going to respond to a call for help when there was clearly no need for it. She only nodded at Lady Angelleia and merely said, “I will deliver the message. When is it a good time for her to contact you?”
Lady Angelleia was mute for a few seconds longer that Terra would have liked. She looked up to see her just staring at her. “My Lady?”

“I won’t be home,” was Lady Angelleia’s response. The transmission switched off without another word.
“Oh well to hell with you, ‘lady’,” said a flustered Terra Mirdaduine. “Just because you flew in a few battles it doesn’t make you a military genius.” She did was what expected of her to do with messages: she wrote a short message that Lady Angelleia had called wanting to talk to Queen Amidala, and then she posted it on Queen’s ever expanding live message board, leaving out the Royal Encrypt. In time, it looked like every other message that came through the center.
Blockade Minus One Day
No sooner had the Lady Angelleia had ended her call with the Palace of Theed the employees of Rapier Technologies began receiving instant memos at their stations or they answered messages waiting for them in their electronic message boxes. Depending on the department the messages varied but they had a common theme at the end: leave Naboo immediately, with all haste. There was no explanation as to why, but the people that have longed worked for the company had learned to trust the word of their employer, especially during the Lean Years.
The Port of Theed was the only spaceport on the planet Naboo; only the privileged had private hangers. The ports had immediate public transportation that could accommodate daily traffic, and some vessels for rent. On this day the port was suddenly overrun by reservations and last second demands for departure. No one cared where they were going, but the lot of them from the providence of Ioessia, nearly all of them, just wanted to leave Naboo.
By the following day, relief came to public transport as hired ships, hired by Lady Juna Angelleia, arrived to ferry more of the people she wanted to leave. Yet in spite of the surge of sudden public transport usage, especially from one providence of people, not many of the people paid any attention; few outside the influence of the Thorn Party did. Some in powerful circles just scratched their heads as one of the justices from Theed took his sudden leave without saying why, a few lowly employees of the Royal Nubian Library that have worked there for years left, and some others of note just vanished along with their private yachts.
The Governor of Theed, Sio Bibble, had received a message from an old friend on the same day the hired ships arrived. It was rather unique and antique in its ways: a simple paper note, baring the modern crest of the Rapier Clan Dynasty, sealed in black wax with the imprint of a rose flower. He opened it quickly and read the short note in haste: ‘Old friend, stretch your legs: it’s time to run! Leave Naboo: we’re about to have uninvited guests - Juna, Terese, and Jarah’.
The combined message from Juna Angelleia, Terese and Jarah Landana stiffened the old man and in a bad way. Sio knew the three women very well, and knew them to be wise and serious. This was no joke. Something was amidst and he began to call out to old friends first; until he was certain, he didn’t want to cause too many waves in the new Royal Court. Sio Bibble discovered that many acquaintances of the past, those closely connected to the reign of Queen Angelleia, had unexpectedly left. In their wake were simple messages with no hints of where they were going. He tried one last individual, Miss Weena Welchrest, but found out she had been fired by the Naboo Division of the HoloNet News System. Miss Weena had just recently become senior political analyst director, but unbeknownst to Sio she had been fired because Weena wanted to report about the military buildup occurring at Keterbawn. His first thought was that she was fired because she was Lady Angelleia’s friend and a member of the Thorn Party.

With all the sudden movements of old friends Sio nearly took up the offered advice of the three women. At the same time he had sworn an oath to the current Queen of Naboo; he had to stay by her side, as he would have for the three that had sent him the note, the three he treasured so. Still, he was not going to remain silent on this: he would show Queen Amidala the note, and ask her to find out why there was such uproar of departures from Naboo.
Eventually, Sio’s barnstorming had managed to reach another old mutual friend of his and Lady Angelleia’s: Royal Captain Ric Olie, the Queen’s pilot and leader of Bravo Squadron. When he was much younger Ric had flown under the commands of Angelleia and the late Les Archer. Though not buddies, or even mutual friends, Sio could always get Ric’s attention when necessary; Ric took his duty seriously.

“Captain Olie,” began Sio, finding the pilot easily enough in the Royal Hall’s outer promenade, “I was going to see the Queen, but may I ask if you are aware of anything….strange?”

“Other than the extra space traffic above us, no, why?” asked Ric. He didn’t pretend to know Sio that well, but he could tell something was wrong.

Sio went to a light voice; the promenade which the two was on was very crowded with scholars and directors. He hid his worry in a code he knew the fighter pilot would understand. “Dragon Leader has fled Naboo.”

Ric Olie’s eyes grew big. When she had flown in battles with Bravo Squadron, Lady Angelleia’s comm designation was Dragon Leader. The term was born from the hidden fact Juna had gotten a large tattoo of the legendary beast on her back to gain the trust of the Seovens. It also described her relentless daring in the seat of an N-One snubfighter.
“Are you serious?” questioned Ric. “Why?”
“I think she ran because trouble is afoot, very serious trouble,” mumbled Sio quietly. “Her close friends are gone as well.”

“Not all of them,” pointed out Ric, indicating himself. “Then again I do have my duty.” He rubbed the back of his neck and whispered, “I’ll check it out and report to the Queen immediately if I find anything suspicious.” 

Sio nodded him away, and Ric walked away with a sour thought in his stomach. If anyone had ever asked Ric Olie that inevitable question of who he would have as his squad in the most serious fight of his life, he would name his former Captains Eric Maltanaw -- Lady Landana’s husband, father of Jarah--, Les Archer and his former Queen Angelleia with no disrespect to anyone else. He could have counted on those three to be there if anything went to hell suddenly. Alas Les had died at Uiennar many years ago, and good Eric passed away a few years ago. Yes, Juna his friend had suffered a great deal a while back after leaving the Throne just as she had just before with the belief that her mother had died.
But with all that thought, remained unspoken, old Captain Olie would have never, Never with a capital N, seen the day that on the eve of a potential battle Juna Rapier run. He saw no excuse in it; not in her passing of the years; not the parsecs she crossed.

The Blockade

When the thirtieth Trade Federation arrived it did not have a moment to orbit Keterbawn as the others did. It had come straight away from Cato Neimoidia, the Hoersch- Kessel Drive heavy freighter converted into a battleship like the rest of them, carrying over five hundred Multi-Troop Transports, six thousand Armored Assault Tanks, fifteen hundred troop carriers, fifty C-9979 landing craft and fifteen hundred droid starfighters as did all the others. It was different for it was the command ship of the fleet, and the Droid Command Ship that would remain in orbit once the invasion of Naboo was complete. For all the Nubians did know once the ships arrived, it was just a strong-arming political tactic. The Neimoidian Viceroy Nute Gunray and his associates knew better well in advance, long before he had began any discussion with the new Queen of Naboo about Keterbawn.
The Trade Federation did not need Darth Sidious to tell them where to launch the assault. The former King of Naboo had given his friend Hidu Bog information on Naboo’s planetary system defenses; he pointed out how weak Naboo was on its boundary facing the Keterbawn System. Lord Tomas Krendel Veruna and his kin had long ago moved from Naboo, fearing no retribution for his actions whether the Trade Federation succeeded or not. Unfortunately no one would ever learn of this betrayal. As far as Lord Veruna was concern, given his popular ouster, the people he once served could just suffer and die.
The weakness Lord Veruna exposed allowed the Trade Federation also to exit out of hyperspace deep in the Nubian System. They emerged from hyperspace at the same time, just over a million miles above Naboo’s relative surface and many light years past the planet’s advance warning sensor system. The command ship issued the deployment orders and began to execute Darth Sidious’ plan; within the next ten days the invasion of Naboo would commence.
Darth Sidious of course expected the Trade Federation to not fully obey him; the Sith Master counted on it. The Trade Federation knew what to do in the invasion, which also included their own interests and for some personal gain. One of them was Hidu Bog, and he wanted a pound of Rapier flesh and more than a googlebyte of their technological infrastructure.

The official time of the blockade lasted all of two days. The Jedi had come, forcing Darth Sidious to play his Trade Federation hand. The majority of the carrier ships landed in the equatorial areas of Naboo in order to take it north and south. Lost in the sudden chaos was the detachment of several carrier ships landing in the north, beyond the Kales Land. The northern border of Ioessia was laid vulnerable; the initial target was only thirty miles away.
The Invasion
Four hovering transports cut through the frosty entanglements of the Great Northfarthing Forest. It was just past the spring equinox; very little snow was left on the ground. The temperatures were above normal. Not even natural would hamper the progress of the Trade Federation droid army in this region. It was a matter of the unexpected, of breeching the security of the underground facility that was Rapier Technologies that worried the masters high above the planet’s surface. 

The transports came to a slowing halt when they breeched the huge clearing before them that was surrounded by the rest of the forest save for the road in and out of the clearing. A small business complex rested in the middle as the main entrance to the factories and laboratories located underground; a quiet building yet imposing with its metallic black architectural design going against the natural scene about it. Statues of dark metal instead of brick and mortar were so sculpted nonetheless in the classic designs often found in the planet’s capital, Theed; of men and of women who had run the company; tall in splendor, great in grace.
Instead of launching the battle droids, the transports unleashed the Droidekas, the main destroyer droids of the Trade Federation ground arsenal for this invasion in general. The forty Droidekas, ten from each transport, rolled quickly for the glass front doors, smashing through them in groups of four, and then unrolling. They were dead ringers in shape to their manufactures, the Colicoids of Colla IV, but of course those insect-like creatures and Trade Federation allies did not roll to get somewhere, and did not sport heavy rapid fire blaster cannons on their arms. There were more of these Droidekas, brought along to augment the strength of the battle droids and to match any possible Jedi involvement that may intervene. They would serve such a latter purpose, in the halls of such a dangerous, as in unknown, place of industry. One from each group had special purposes, weaponless and shield-less, their memory banks and programs designed to infiltrate not buildings but computer cores, terminals, small processors and hand held devices. These were the Drainers, and once deep in Rapier Technologies their purpose would be unleashed.
The Droidekas secured the office floors of the building, finding no one, finding no threats, and finding nothing for the Drainers to access -- not even a hand held device. The groups made their way to the factory entrance, rolling down the steep slope, over and around the locked in ascenders the employees used to descend to the factory floor. The lower blast doors were not closed. Access to the factory was relatively easy.
The factory was as cavernous as the clearing above it betrayed it to be; a smooth wall and ceiling with a primary floor area for mass assemblies with room to reconfigure or add more or new assembly lines for products. The primary floor was surrounded by both automations and manual machinery which both required a Human presence to run and maintain them; Rapier Technologies was that rare company, and ironically given its state of business, that used living entities to do most -- nearly all -- the work. Even during the Lean Years, when many had to be laid off, Lady Angelleia refused to replace them with automation, and slowly she had brought them back. Upon the entrance of the factory was a saying of one of her Rapier ancestors: ‘People Need Work!’
The factory still had power going through its wiring, so one of the Drainers activated the ascenders in order for a contingent of Battle Droids to follow them. The Droidekas would secure an area, and the data hungry Drainers would roll in on their wake digitally dying of information thirst! There was no quenching the Drainers, nor appeasing their handlers high above the planet surface. No terminal contained information on the factory floor, and the laboratories and the brainstorming room yielded nothing. There were bare areas on the floor, of equipment obviously taken of high value. There were much larger developments that could not be moved, but their dismantlement and destruction was obvious; key components stripped, all of their secrets taken. The doors were all open, inviting all to come in, take a look, and be disappointed. Rapier Technologies’ efficiency now included mass departure of people and trade secrets.

The ascenders would soon bring down the living commander of this operation: Hidu Bog. It had been a long time since he had seen the inside of the Rapier Clan Dynasty’s legacy. Not alone, Cus Tadlan was unmoved by the centuries old factory. “Pitiful place! No droids! No surpluses of goods! Why did we ever fear them as competitors? Blow this place up, Hidu: put them so deep in the red they drown in it!”
Hidu Bog was not going to rake his friend over heated vents of truth. He was going to relish this coup, every last second of it, as long as he could. “I for one am not going to just blow through it like Gunray is doing right now with this planet. We still have a job to do here, and to the south; once done, the rest is at our pleasure, and in that what Gunray does not know will not kill him.”
Cus Tadlan chuckled at the very thought. Allied they may have been, members of the Trade Federation never rested on their laurels, if they have any at all. The taking of Naboo was the Trade Federation’s revenge; this here and now was Bog’s own vendetta. And Bog’s greatest hope was that someone named Rapier was still on the planet so they could execute them; and what Darth Sidious did not know was not going to kill Hidu Bog. The general order to Gunray on down from the Sith Master was to take hostages, kill only when required to defend. Hidu Bog amended those orders for his own benefit; dead Rapiers were better than live ones
The two Neimoidians were quickly escorted to a find, or thought to be until they reached the great vats that housed Rapier Technologies’ greatest invention. From the high walkway decks Bog and Tadlan viewed the solid contents that filled the vats, the blackish ice that was once viable polymorphic carbonite composite.
“Saberhide!” Tadlan just about defied his gender and had children. The manufactured substance could ward off all blaster fire and even prevented lightsabers from cutting into it. “What a find! Imagine if we plate this upon our Battle Droids!”

Bog was not as happy. He looked to his droid guards and said, “Fire upon it.”
The droids aimed and fired once at the hardened substance. Once the blaster bolts struck the surface in the vat, the once bubbling Saberhide shattered like thick ice, breaking chunks of it in the air.

“Cease fire!” The droids stopped. Bog shook his head and said, “Though I have said Bendian Rapier was a fool his daughter is naught. It is worthless now.”

“We can analyze it,” stated Tadlan. “Learn its secrets. Reverse the processes.”

Bog frowned and gestured around the vats. “Do you see sensors?” Tadlan looked around and saw none. “Its stealth properties even hindered this company; our sensors will be no different. The victory here, so it would appear, is no more of it can be used against us. Those cursed Guardians have not come back to their home; none shall following them in their indestructibility.”

The two were lead to the computer core chamber of the complex; the cores themselves, in large and imposing clusters, continued deep underground. In that ingenious, the cores were naturally cooled by the surrounding earth; it maintained a constant level of temperature. The drainers found accessing the terminal controls too easy, thus they proceeded cautiously. They were all working, all four, in trying to find anything. They had been at for the past two hours.
One of the battle droids, a command leader, came up to its masters and reported, “Sir, the cores have been bled.”

“Not even a haunting file? What about a poltergeist?” Tadlan was referring to the digital signatures left behind of deleted or overly accessed files; traces of the program were transparent in the core library, like a ghost, thus they ‘haunted’ the memory. A haunting file that still used resources was called a poltergeist file.

“Negative, Sir,” said the droid with a beak-like headshake.

“They must have used a high speed transmission to dump the information,” said Tadlan. “We should have jammed all communications upon our arrival!”

Bog shook his head. “I am not sure, but even with such a transmission they would not have completed it so quickly.” He rubbed his chin thoughtfully, and then said, “It was like Rapier had been warned.”

Bog turned his attention to his commander. “I want hard target searches of this providence; bring to me any employee of Rapier Technologies that you can find! As for this place set charges; we will have the earth above crush this place.” He raised a hard, long finger and said, “From there, we head for Rapier Manor. Contact the fleet: we will need four more transports.”

Unfortunately for Bog he got his reinforcements but Viceroy Gunray called a halt to the leveling of Rapier Technologies. He told Bog, “I will use that factory floor! I use everything in it to hold this planet, so it is mine!”

To this Bog was very upset; he kept his anger in check. The droids would obey Gunray; he could not bypass the order. So he asked, short of begging, “And of the other target?”

“It is yours to do as you will,” instructed Gunray, “but you must find those election results first! We have the Theed copy! We need the Thorn Party copy! They must be at Rapier Manor!”

“Yes, Viceroy, and thank you,” began Bog, but when the transmission ended he added, “for nothing!” If he couldn’t have Rapier Technologies smote in ruin, he would take Rapier Manor. Bog said to his droid commander, “Signal my fleet of ships! The Viceroy has secured Theed.”
Tadlan followed in the wake of his friend quickly and said, “A pity we could not just accidentally blow this place up.”

“The Viceroy has more ships; otherwise I would be taking over this operation,” stressed Bog, unafraid of revealing his ambitions. His anger had doubled, his need for vengeance escalating beyond what was considered normal for any Neimoidian.

Tadlan was careful to ask, “What is this about election results? Of this planet he means? What is the imperative?”

But Bog chilled to the question, and his answer chilled the heart of Tadlan. “Only the Sith Lord cares for such things, Cus Tadlan. If a Sith Lord cares so much, then fear the Sith Lord’s response to the lack of our results in the assigned endeavor.” Bog had to keep some things in mind such as that, but still his anger reddened his mind to make him forget.
The Taking of Rapier Manor

To the south the droid army went, with their masters trailing far away as cowards usually did, even with Bog’s unnatural anger. Even if Rapier Technologies was taken without much of a fight it did not mean the great home of the Rapier Clan Dynasty was going to be so easy. Lord Tomas Veruna had warned them that a great share of the statues and monuments on the grounds of Rapier Manor were actually droids made of Saberhide; they became animate when the Head of Household was threatened or removed from the home. That was one foreseeable instance, but that left the Neimoidians to think of a thousand more. The mansion was just so big and held too many secrets; a danger that was ironically too succulent to pass up.

The Droidekas charged through the open gateway of the outer walls and rolled hard for the massive front doors of the mansion of hard wood and dark splendor. All was quiet before the Destroyers had taken the lawn. There were many more of them this time, enough to surround the grounds and all of them engaging every known exit out of Rapier Manor, including the Garden of Mazes. They blasted through the doors, causing cascades of heavy wood to fall dangerous around them; pieces huge enough to compromise a few energy shields and destroy Droidekas. Their audio sensors did not detect a hint of worried voices, of shocked people, but regardless the Destroyers invaded the great halls of Rapier Manor.
It would be many hours before Hidu Bog and Cus Tadlan had arrived to view Rapier Manor by the gates in their open air battle chariot. In those hours Destroyers and the Battle Droids from their Baktoid Combat Automata searched the floors, the rooms, the hidden places used and long forgotten even by the occupants of the ever too large home. The Hanger Bay below the Manor held no ships; the collection of high class speeders were missing; the most treasured of treasures were gone; no one was around to explain anything and tell of nothing. The Drainers had just as much luck as they did at Rapier Technologies, however much of the house that was once meant to be the new Royal Palace of one of the last Kings of Naboo was still not completely explored. There were so many lockouts in the data banks it gave hint to many secrets still to be uncovered. They were still scouring every inch and every byte when their masters decided to enter the great home of the Rapiers, the richest Humans in the galaxy; such a thing always drove Bog’s curiosity.
As it was with the factory it had been an age since Bog had stepped foot in Rapier Manor. In those days of the Senatorial reign of Bendian Rapier -- and indeed he ruled without being the Supreme Chancellor -- many parties were thrown and many enemies came upon his invitation. Much had changed in that time; Rapier Manor had been rebuilt from the attack upon it by the leaders of the Vhinech years ago, and parties had become a thing of the past.
“So much changed, yet not so much,” was Bog’s introspective statement. The taller halls of the ground floor took him back as would any trinket would of memory. “This place has not lost its splendor, or perhaps there is no one around to ruin it.”

“So much….wood?” was Tadlan’s observation. “Who would think, after the rebuild, they would go back to wood. Humans are so sensitive to nature. These Rapiers were clearly not.”

“I keep my admirations for them short,” was Bog’s response. They strolled towards the middle of the Manor; a long walk to the Walls of Vision. “I believe even as a weakness they understood the purpose of natural resources better than anyone. Wood and simple stone and fundamental ores; in its grandeur, they built it on the cheap!”
Tadlan laughed at the thought. “Not so rich then, were they?”

“Oh, on that I do not laugh about. They are still a threat to us and to all economies. Humans had never been this rich before, and Bendian Rapier made them more so. But his wife…” Bog shook his head in business disgust. “Women should not have such power to become more powerful. In his death, she made her bed far more profitable than even I could have ever believed.”
Bog recalled one of the last great parties, ceased when Bendian Rapier had left public office. He said, “That woman, that one was truly a dangerous female. Men could not stop looking at her. She could move. She could speak a man’s language better than any male. I wonder sometimes if she was truly the brains behind Rapier’s modern ascension.”

“Oh, that’s too much!” Tadlan gave a small chuckle. Bog joined him, but his heart spoke of laughter falsely. “No female has such pull in this galaxy! Nonetheless, it is best to keep them from the credit chits.”
The two had finally reached the central hub of the mansion, a long walk for any Neimoidian. The Walls of Vision were decorated with old portraits of the lords and ladies of the manor, along with simple clay busts and moderate statues. In the center of it all, lit by the sunlight high above from the ceiling window, was the Saberhide statue of Bendian Rapier that marked his grave site. Surrounding the mount was a large, circular foundation with a flower bed within it, sporting flowers that were closed.

“This is odd,” mumbled Bog at the site of the flowers, clearly roses, not opening to the bright spring day that shined upon them. Tadlan gave no comment; he was no flower expert either, yet he knew this defied nature.
To which after another moment Tadlan said, “They must be genetically engineered.”

“For what purpose than what we see now?” Bog waved his hand away and then looked around the statue’s neck. He had not seen the blue pendant that was hanging there before. “Ah, this is interesting. Lord Veruna did say the Head of Household would be wearing that trinket.” He pointed it out to Tadlan. “It would appear they conceded the house.”

“Is it best for us to leave the trinket alone?”

“Are you brain dead? Yes, we leave it alone! Clearly it is a trap designed to draw us in. Lord Veruna and his men were attacked when they had removed the trinket from these premises.”

Bog worked his rubbery mouth around and spat, “A real pity! I cannot have either Lady Angelleia or her father’s bones!” Just having the idea of bouncing Rapier’s skull around his office was an added joy to his thoughts. He could have simply mounted both their heads on his office wall.
The sigh that escaped him ended further conversations on this particular issue. “A real pity indeed, so therefore I will settle for something else entirely.” Bog’s point caused Tadlan to laugh. Gunray may have been daring, but when Bog’s ships arrived Bog would be rewriting the very definition of bold! Let Gunray have his conquest of a weak planet!
“Sir,” interrupted one of the battle droids in their guarding group, “transmission from Platoon E-Three-A; we may have contacts.”

The two Neimoidians shared a look. Bog hastily demanded, “Where are they?”

“In the dark tower located in the rear of the building outside.” The battle droids lead their masters towards the rear of Rapier Manor, passing through an arch by a blackened canvas wall that had once had a massive portrait upon it. Again it was a long walk for them, but Bog was insistent; if there were people, he wanted them caught for execution.
The walk took them through the Grand Library, past the long table, towards the stain-glass windows which the sun did not shine on yet. They exited through the rainbow-glass doors and paused abruptly. A very large figure was standing with its back to them. Bog stumbled backwards in Tadlan, both wondering why the battle droids had not warned them….

It took some moments to realize that it was a statue, and only a statue; a great marble statue of white, gleaming without the pale fires of the sun. The two Neimoidians walked around the statue, taking in its life size mass and understanding slowly why it was not bigger, because Bog knew who it was. The curled horns, the Jedi robe: this was a monument to the Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch, a Vhinphyc who had befriended the Rapiers and had saved Lady Angelleia many times. Ten years ago he had perished, but how and where was never revealed to anyone. The statue was more of a tribute than it first appeared; it was not overly dramatic, holding the stoic presence of the large, imposing, and kind man. The base of the statue said nothing; then again nothing had to be said here. The statue appeared to look heaven-ward; the gaze fell on something -- someone? -- at the top of the great Tower Maze.
After a while, when the battle droids could not figure out the three dimensional maze to the top, the Neimoidians requested their chariot. Bog had a feeling about the top of the Tower Maze, and upon arrival there, skipping the inside of the maze, his feelings were confirmed. It still left him perplexed to its meaning.

It was indeed another statue, made from Saberhide, black as the night before. The face was too familiar to Bog; it was Naressa Rapier, cloaked in the shadows of a robe, staring upward in the sky. There was no question that the white statue of Sarch below was looking at her. She had often stared at the moons of Naboo from atop of the Tower Maze, drawn by the spectacle of their light, by unforeseen need. The Neimoidians did not know of this.
Bog and Tadlan descended via their chariot, landing between two other white statues that flanked Sarch’s statue and was before the Garden of Mazes; one was of a woman, another a Sullustan; their names and their day of birth and day of death were etched on their bases. The woman held no greatness, and the Sullustan male looked too much like a smuggler; all that could be read in the intricate carvings of marble stone.
Bog’s attention was drawn by an approaching battle droid. “Sir, we have a list of inventory for you to see.”

Bog took it and read on, and found little. The great treasures of the Rapier Clan had all been removed; beds, pillows, linens, furniture, and other furnishings were all that were left. Valuables of wealth and sentiment were not left behind for the spoilers to reap. This bothered Bog too greatly.

“They were warned!” Bog shoved the data pad into Tadlan’s hands. “No one can move so much and so many people in so little time! No one can! Not without any warning! Not with any amount of wealth!”
“But Hidu,” stammered Tadlan, unsure what was going to happen next. “This plan was only known to so few.” Bog snapped a look at Tadlan. Tadlan gained strength from the accusation. “I did not say anything!”

Bog had to good mind to tell him he had Tadlan bugged, had listened in on all of his private conversations, and knew he did not reveal the plans to anyone. He said, “Of course you did not! I have a feeling who did!”
Tadlan’s eyes widened. “You do not mean….”

Bog glared southward; he knew Nute Gunray was in Theed. “He would embarrass me anyway he could. He needed my support, and he got it; that was all that he needed. All would be said of it is this: he can have this planet! I got what I want!”
On that cue, large shadows grow over the land, multiple shadows in formations of four; twenty ships with Bragama Excavation, Neimoidia etched on their sides. Smaller ships flew past the larger ships and landed in a clearing just outside the Garden of Mazes. The droidekas had torn a hole through the wall and hedges that separated the inner wall with the rest of the known world hours ago and both Tadlan and Bog took their leave through it. From the smaller ships came hazard droids, big and blocky automations from the world of Tazeria in the Trade Federation. They rolled on their tank treads to the Neimoidians, to the one that had bought them for his company. They rolled to a complete stop upon Bog’s arrival. Bog gave them very clear instructions.
The idea had long stewed in Bog’s mind, and thinking about it had always made him chuckle, but seeing it was going to make laugh aloud manically. Bog and Tadlan did not stay around for the beginning for it took the droids several hours to scour every part of Rapier Manor. The memory banks yielded them nothing, and anything important that was not encrypted had not been left behind. The departure of people and important materials had been too painstakingly precise and complete. At this point Bog just did not care.
In the late evening the excavation droids broke through the southeast corner of the mansion first, allowing the weight of the top floor to fall and begin a chain reaction that caused the southern hall to collapse. Another group of excavation droids, known as extractors, entered and secured the Walls of Vision perimeter and allowed drill units to work from the inside towards the outer wall. The exterior range of the manor were equally spaced, but the interior sections around the Walls of Vision were diverse, with rooms made up of different sizes and shapes and purposes that made them tall, or narrow, or secretive. Nonetheless, per Bog’s instructions, little was spared.
The droids would work day and night, tireless save for the need of coolant refills and fitting refits. The Trade Federation had always seen the need for cost effectiveness, and using automations for any tasks was paramount to their bottom line. Such thinking made others very wealthy, particularly those in the Techno Union the providers of high industrial robotics. Within the day of the Invasion of Naboo phase one was complete, and in the proceeding days Bog would succeed in the taking, in the dismantling and transporting the debris, the outright thievery, of Rapier Manor. He had taken the floors. He had taken the walls. He had taken the ceiling. He had taken the glass. He had taken the doors. He had taken what was known and what secrets were left behind. The rest was destroyed, despoiled, done with just before the planet was liberated. All that Hidu Bog left behind was the memorials, the monuments, the high darkness of the Tower Maze, and all around it an empty hole in the ground.
The Wave Washing Away the Sand Writings
It was evening, the eighth day of the Trade Federation’s occupation, and the situation had not lessened to any degree to the inhabitants of Naboo. Most were sequestered in their own homes, but the cities, and in particular the political prisoners, were held in make shift detention camps oversaw by legions of well armed battle droids. It did not matter where one was imprisoned, for they were prisoners and they suffered the indignity of lost freedom and the pains of starvation equally. The Trade Federation had no soldiers to feed, but the food supplies and surpluses were wiped out, and those housed in their homes only had what was in their stores; after that, they would have nothing. This was the tactics of not just the Trade Federation; the Sith needed the dire straits to force the hand of the Queen of Naboo, and it had finally succeeded.
The detention camps were far better than the Palace of Theed to Terra Mirdaduine now. She was plucked from Detention Center A-4 and treated unexpectedly harsh by the battle droids; normally they just provided armed escort, and those who did not comply were just shot, to which many were. The droids’ hands acted as clamps to her arms and they escorted her to the once magnificent home of Nubian Royalty. Somehow, be it day or night, it held no comforting luster to any Nubian. On this night the thought of it just caused the young woman to shiver and forget her hunger and her weakened body.

The droids took the prisoner not upstairs where Nute Gunray presided, but in the lower levels which very few had seen. The old rooms of the Palace were evil as a mystery, to which many did not seem hell bent to view them. There was nothing down there, in the old dungeons of the lost memories. It did not make the situation any warmer.

The droids reached a door, opened it, and shoved Terra in. The door closed with an electronic sound. The room was very dark, poorly lit by thin wafers of low wattage illuminators. There was a terrible smell in the cell. She thought her imagination, driven by the madness of hunger and despair, proved her mental undoing as her eyes could make out what she thought to be bodies.
The bodies were real. So was the Sith Lord behind her, turning her around with a slow hiss from his mouth. Terra let out a yelp, but was held still with tremendous fear. She could only see a face, a face of very little red, frowning with great evil, beset with glowing yellow eyes that barely shined brighter than the illuminators in the room. It did not comforter Terra to know this.

A voice of dread, Lord Darth Maul said in demand, “Woman, I know who you are, and I only want one answer from you. Did you speak to the Lady Angelleia.”
It was not a question: it was a demand. Terra did not imagine a question mark at the end of the sentence. All she knew to do was answer. She feared not so, or doing anything else. She must answer him.

“Y-Yes, she contacted the Palace before the in-,” she stuttered out, but Terra stopped in the half second it took Darth Maul to ignite his weapon, and the next half second it took for him to run the lightsaber through her. The red blade penetrated her between the stomach and the rib cage, cutting her diaphragm, causing her lungs to stop expanding and contracting.
Darth Maul shoved Terra towards the darkness of the room. He shut down his weapon, closed and locked the door, and left. Terra was easy to manipulate; she had no strength, and she could not breathe. She had no choice but to fall in the pile of bodies comprised of the young men and young women that had worked under her. With what little she possessed in life left she recognized one of them as she landed, face to face, only mere inches apart. As Terra suffocated to death in the dark room she barely wondered why the demand of Darth Maul was so important it meant her life in the end. 
Such matters of who and what they had known was all that Maul cared to considered. He left the lowered chambers behind, having killed very many and leaving them there to suffer, and then rot, and perhaps a little of both before death. Darth Sidious did not care how they were killed, just that they were killed. In Maul’s opinion, his own since his master was not with him to correct it; the weak had to suffer to their end. The weak deserved to suffer; their whole lives were suffering. The thought of applying nature to the drama allowed Maul to smile just a little; a secret smile, hidden by the raised hood of his Sithian cloak. He entered a room that he didn’t need save for the communication system. He bowed to a knee and concentrated, sending a simple thought from his mind.
In short time the holographic projector provided the hood image of Darth Sidious. The Sith Master spoke coldly, “Report.”

“It is done, my Master,” said Lord Maul, lifting his head, raising his body from the floor. “Those you wished done are finished.”

“Good, my young Apprentice,” said the Master of the Dark Side. “And of the other matter.”

Knowing what Sidious meant Maul only said, “They do not lie; the Trade Federation has not found the copy. They have destroyed the original data.”

“Then there is no need to find the copy,” said Sidious firmly. “Whatever remains that are uncovered will be discredited. It will not be in anyone’s political interests to raise it.” He then said, “Be weary, Lord Maul: matters are moving that I have anticipated, but there maybe one I have not.”
The transmission ended, yet the transition had not. Lord Maul gave a bow to the fading light of his master. He allowed a smile, for he knew the time was coming for the Sith to have their revenge, and Darth Sidious would have a high chair to watch it all. He did not worry about the warning: he felt he could take on all challenges. Let the Jedi come! There would be no Sith Maidens to save them this time!
The Tides Roll Out

Far away, in the capital of the Republic, Darth Sidious had rid himself of his Sithian dressings and concealed his secret transmitter back inside the sofa of his living quarters. Undoubtedly he would need them again very soon, but matters were moving quickly now. He finished his storing when the privacy field blanketing his door flashed to indicate someone was on the other side desiring to see him. Or rather, they had desired to see Senator Palpatine of Naboo. Sidious could guess what this was about, but it would not be a guess. He knew all ready, he knew everything.
Straightening his clothing, Palpatine approached the field and shut it down; the energy vanished to reveal a doorway with windows clear enough to see through. On the other side were administrative assistants to the Supreme Chancellor. They were unaware of who he was, but that was going to change. In fact they would not be appalled by the admission. They would welcome it, with charitable arms.

The doors opened and the lead assistant said with a smile, “Senator, the Senior Membership has spoken. You have won.”

Faking surprise, Palpatine let his mouth open. He spoke as if out of breath. “Oh, this is very good news! Very good!”

The assistants strolled in and stood at ready as the lead assistant continued. “The ‘official’ vote’” and he smiled and winked at the notion “will take place shortly and therefore the candidates must be present in the Senate chamber. You, on the other hand, will be presented on the raising dais of the Chancellor’s podium. You also have to do some formalities with Chancellor Valorum….”

Palpatine only nodded his head and smiled gleefully as he listened to every formality. Of course there was always a secret vote in the Senate to appoint the Supreme Chancellor of the Republic, there always has been; it was done by the Senior Membership, a collection of very powerful Senators that nearly always lead the debate and dictate the voting; the vote people see is just for show, mere procedure. In the past too many would-be Chancellors were presented victory like Palpatine, only to be made to look like a fool when the real vote took place on the floor. Over the years the Senior Membership had changed it in order to ensure the true Chancellor’s appointment long before the public vote was to take place. That way there was no way the appointed would be made to look like a smiling fool in front of trillions if the Senate had changed its mind. This technique was to save the face of the Senate as well, for there were a few who were voted Supreme Chancellor and had turned it down for a reason; in the short period of time, between nomination and vote, the candidate can get cold feet. The most recent of such an occurrence was Palpatine’s ‘old friend’ Bendian Rapier. Bendian had set himself up skillfully to be the next leader of the Republic; alas he was forced to change his mind; the reason Palpatine knew all too well but the rest truly did not.
Of course Dace Palpatine was not going to pass up the Chair of the Senate, and he knew he had the votes of the Senate for the ‘official’ vote; they would be the same as secret vote. The Master Darth Sidious had secured a quarter of these votes a long time ago; the rest are sympathy votes for Naboo, votes to spite the Trade Federation and their allies, and votes from those who had their own selfish interests that believed Palpatine could be controlled like Valorum. And there were the votes he secured that would be against him; he could not let it look like a clean sweep of victory; Queen Amidala’s victory sparked too much suspicion from a foe he rather let sleep. Such luck was pressed before and Darth Bravous fooled himself to his death. Now, Palpatine was in position to only be unseated by his own and only foolery.
The lead assistant finished speaking and said, “Now, Chancellor, if you come this way.”
Palpatine hesitated briefly, but then flashed a smile of great summer. For just a heartbeat he was not there, and he did not believe he had pulled off such a trick. He remembered himself and said, “Yes.” The ‘yes’ was more to acknowledge for himself that he was indeed the Supreme Chancellor. “Yes, of course. Let the tides roll out.”

