CHAPTER 67.0

The ride in the tight, stuffy cargo crate was as uneventful as it could have been under the circumstances. In the beginning, Onidas Grim was alone in his corner while the Narutan slave girl was in her corner afraid and doing all she could not to touch him. Before long, though, when the darkness became unbearable and the silence even so outside as well as in, she curled up against him, pleading something in her native tongues. He held himself in check until she made his arms wrap around her and, at some point, he heard her hiss in her sleep. Onidas unintentionally awoke her when he felt her blanket slipping off of her bare body, but after a few tense seconds he demonstrated his intentions and she calmed down and fell asleep again, hissing quietly against his chest.

Unable to see but feel, Onidas noted her broken shackles and sighed deeply, remembering one of the many reasons why he did what he did against the Hutts, why he became a Senator for the purposes of all the people, not just his people. He was beginning to see his errors with pursuing the matter regarding who was blackmailing and posing as Bly Coaxial. 
Yes, Bly was his friend, and he did not want to see him hurt, but he was one man, one grown up man, and a politician that knew better: he knew how to live right. The young woman in his arms – he did not known her species but it did not matter – more than likely had no such choice in her life. Bly knew better: Ignorance was not a defense for anything, but those who earned or were given their privileges in life were expected to be held to a higher standard of expectations over those like the slave girl who pleaded for them to help her. They did not for selfish reasons, and that alone made Onidas upset at himself more than against Bly or for those that threw him in this crate respectfully. The worry over a friend, over one man, could not trump the many that needed his help.
He sighed: his thoughts were out of sheer frustration. Bly got himself in a mess, but why should he be denied the same help as the Narutan girl?

Giving the Narutan a tighter hug, Onidas just said in mirth to break the silence, and his thoughts, “So, what’s your sign?” The Narutan just hissed in her sleep. “I don’t know about you, but-.”

The sudden shift in gravitational perspective lasted three seconds. Those three seconds were the longest three seconds in the Narutan’s life. Grim was familiar with such drops, but it did not make it any less unsettling. One moment all was well, suddenly their bodies went weightless in free fall. 
Worse, the girl woke up after a full second to spend the next two seconds panicking. Natural instincts were a terrible thing to have, especially when Onidas grabbed onto her tighter, and she began flailing against him in manic panic. The three seconds ended, and gravity was restored by a resounded sudden stop only found when objects fell from a considerable height. The stop was hard and abrupt.
Some time would pass before Onidas dared moved; the girl moaned on top of him, clearly hurt by the impact of them hitting the top of the container, and then the bottom upon landing, only to hit the top again with the impact. They were very badly bruised by the experience. Nothing was broken except a sweat.
“Dropped us off,” replied Onidas with half a chuckle. He smelled fresh air, and so forced himself to stand up and push the heavy crate lid up. The crash had unbuckled the lid.
It was night time.

They were on  Coruscant.

“At least they had the decency to send me home after they kicked my can,” remarked Onidas. He stared around and realized he was on one of the Senatorial Landing Platforms. He went to look for the ship that dropped him off. With so many vessels of various types up above he gave up trying to find it.
Helping the Narutan up, Onidas pulled off his heavier tunic top and gave it to her, revealing his lighter tunic and lean stature. He said carefully to her, “Put this on, and use that blanket as a skirt.” 
He gave her his belt from his trousers and showed her what to do, and when she got it he urged her to dress inside the box. He gave her the privacy to do it. She emerged with belt around her waist to hold up her blanket skirt. The tunic covered the rest of her fine.

“Miongwa,” she said with a little smile, a little chuckle, yet still too bewildered from the crate incident and now shocked by the sight of Coruscant all around her. She leaned closer to him, terrified by it all.

“It’s not as scary as you think,” assured Onidas. He showed her how to take his arm and he escorted her to the nearest taxi port on the landing pad. With no Senators around, there was no security; easy for them to be dropped off at the pad. “I need to get you to a hospital, make sure you’re alright. Who knows what has been done to you, and unfortunately I can guess none of it healthy in the long term if not treated.”

She snuggled up closer to his held arm. “Miongwa.”

“Sure, if you say so.”

The noise from behind drew their attention to a now arriving Dantooine transport. Onidas had a sick feeling that whoever it was would see them and make some crack about interracial relationships. Not everyone on Dantooine was like that, but unfortunately for Onidas he had only met the bad ones. The nameless girl on her arms was about to be introduced to civilized racism just after escaping the uncivilized kind.

The figure from the ship emerged with a carry on bag and gave someone a salute. The ship left as soon as the figure cleared it underneath. The light was uneven here: Onidas was unable to register the man until he reached the taxi port.
To the Human from Godric he went into numb shock when Bly called out from the darkness, “Onidas?”

The figure entered the lighted area and Bly said, “Onidas…what the hell? How did you know I was here?” He eyed the Narutan and mused, “Seafood?”
Onidas pulled away from the girl and decked his friend in the jaw. 
The young woman’s gasp was a sucking sound more than a sharp inhale, but it brought Onidas to a glaring halt as Bly tested his wounded jaw on the ground. Just hearing Bly talked had just made him furious. “Where the smeck have you been, Bly!”
“The cripes, Grim,” whined Bly, working his jaw with his hand. “Would it hurt you to warn a guy?”

“Where the smeck have you been, Bly!”

Although the first punch convinced him, Bly realized how serious Onidas was with the use of swear words in front of a lovely woman; the man never swore around a lady; he hardly swore unless someone ticked him off. Bly was upset, but he was in no physical shape to get in any fight, let alone get in a fight with someone fight ready as Onidas. He could tell in his eyes he wanted to fight, too.
“I…I went and got married,” said Bly, spitting some blood out of his mouth.
Onidas fell back on his heels. “Wait. You….said you went and got….married?!?”

Certain Onidas no longer wanted to kill him, Bly slowly got up, still playing with his jaw. “Yeah, I got married…to my girlfriend Nikki, cripes Onidas you really hit me!” He winced and added, “Could you have just pushed me or something?”

Onidas let out a soft “HA” before he gestured at his lady friend and said, “We’ve just spent the past several hours in a crate on some smuggler’s ship in interstellar space because of you.”

Bly looked between the two and said, “Onidas….I never knew you were kinky.”

Exasperated, Onidas curled his hands into fists and knocked them together. He started at the beginning. “I’ve been looking all over hell for you since the Senate recessed! My God, man, your ship was still here, I thought the worst!”
Pinching the bridge of his nose, Bly explained, “My girlfriend, my wife I mean, picked me up. She saw what happened and came for me straightaway. She was worried about me and, you know…who can blame her.”
“Bly,” sighed Onidas, running his hands over his close chopped hair, “I thought someone had killed you after you vanished. Palpatine and I-.”

“Palpatine!” Bly chubby face got boiling red. “What the smeck are YOU doing with that fiend!”

“For crying out loud, Bly, I thought you were dead! I thought something wasn’t right about this whole….thing you and the others pulled off! I begged your secretary to tell me what was going on and he happened to stop at the office at that time asking where you were!” Onidas took a breath and just continued calmly, “Long story short, Palpatine showed me what you had on Rapier.”
At this, Bly really went quiet; his body went very still, his breathing through his nose, slow and even. Onidas pressed on. “The notice of your indictment for terrorism reached Palpatine’s desk the moment I concluded you didn’t compile that evidence.” He pressed on. “I went to Kamarian on a hunch, and someone was there, as you, drawing from those accounts that are in the indictment. Turns out, to a great shock to me, it wasn’t you. In fact it wasn’t even a Human: it was a Bothan. This Bothan used the Force, Bly, I saw him do it in order to escape, and in your name, with your money, he put a death note bounty on Juna Rapier. I found this out when I went to Ancesca, where I saw the image of the wanted poster, where I met this young woman” he gestured towards the Narutan, who just nodded and waved high; she did not want to know what was being talked about, which was something she learned while a slave “after the both of us were thrown into a crate and shipped back here, after I was attacked for looking for you in all the wrong places, and arrived here no more than twenty minutes ago, bruised, battered, nearly suffocated!!!!!”
Inhaling, and then exhaling, Onidas asked, “What in the hell is going on Bly?”
Bly looked between Onidas and the girl repeatedly, closed his eyes for a moment, and then said to the girl in her language, “<What is your name>?” Onidas blinked and turned towards her.

“Edendell,” she said gently.

“Edendell,” said Bly with a nod. “<Would you like some food and be freed from those shackles>?” She nodded rigorously. Running his hand through his thinning hair, he sighed again and said, “The only class I bothered with in college was the course in Extraterrestrial Languages of the Outer Rim. Never came in handy in the Senate, but finally it does here, of all damn times!”

After some time shaking his head, Bly finally said to Onidas, “That Bothan bastage…I’m certain his name is Coy Madex, and….he made me….what?”

Onidas frowned right away when Bly said the Bothan’s name. “Coy….Madex?”

“Yes.”

“Madex? The Bothan called himself Madex?”

“He was insistent of it; a few of the others identified him as well. What is it?”

Onidas put his hands on his head and just let the news soak in and he breathed out in disbelief, “I can’t believe this. Madex? He called himself Madex?”
“Yeah.”

“Coy Madex?”

“Yes!”

Onidas had a very bad feeling suddenly, and he began to look around. “Let’s not talk here anymore.”
“Okay, where?” questioned Bly.

“You didn’t bring guards with you?” asked Onidas, pressing the call button to hail the closest taxi. When one did not materialize that second he pressed the button again. Edendell began to sense his panic and cuddled closer to him.
“I don’t have the resources for bodyguards; Palpatine pulled my detail, and Madex had frozen most of my assets.” Bly then thought aloud, “And he probably had the rest frozen. Madex double crossed me, Onidas, he swore if I did his bidding these false charges against me would go away. And I do believe you are right, Madex is a Jedi-.”

“Bly, whatever you do from now on,” said Onidas, the panic clearly on his face and in his voice now, “don’t say his name! Don’t say another word until we are out of here!” As he pressed the button again, it dawned on him something terrible. He turned back to Bly and said, “Your newly wedded wife picked you up, and so you didn’t say where you were going to the Senate Guard.”

“Yes, after that mess-.”

“Did you tell anyone you were coming back?”

As an air taxi pulled up, Bly said, “Why yes, I had to come back for my ship…”
With that, Onidas looked at the far edge and, lone and behold, there was Bly’s ship. He could not believe he had missed the fact they were on Bly’s landing platform. Of all the rotten luck….

“….and go home,” said Bly. “Hold on, you don’t suppose-.”
The driver of the open-top taxi pulled out a blaster and began to fire at everyone he could.

Onidas threw Edendell down to the ground and then jumped in front of Bly to intercept the one good shot the Beezer taxi driver was finally able to manage to get off. This as Bly watched his best friend crumple to the ground. The driver lined up his sights and smiled as he put blaster barrel towards target….

The driver’s head vanished in an explosion that only affected that part of the Beezer’s body. Calling it an explosion was the only explanation, for it was not an explosion of a bomb that had caused it. There was no BOOM, no eruption, no trigger, no fire: it was as if whatever was inside of the Beezer just wanted to come out, and it had done so abruptly, so violently, so shockingly, other words could not describe it. Needless to say, the ‘explosion’ in question had stayed the assassin’s hand, his finger, and thus his weapon from being fired one last time.
Stunned, Bly just stayed rooted where he was as time just slowed to a crawl. Edendell noted Onidas’ collapsed form and reached for him; she was physically fine, but emotionally she began to weep and panic. She felt about Onidas, blinked, and looked to Bly and said, “<He lives! He lives>!” But then she stopped and looked behind Bly with fear. She murdered out, “Boshan.”
Bly was afraid to turn around, fearing what Edendell had meant to say. But he forced himself to turn, and coming at him indeed was a Bothan, and the Bothan leapt up on one leg to kick him with the other leg hard and unwelcome in the face….

----------

CHAPTER 67.1

Bly began coming to when the air in his face became cooler; his face hurt so bad he welcomed it. He recognized Coruscant, and so he became more awake and made an attempt to sit up from his lying prone position. The muzzle of a strange blaster rifle met his forehead and the voice said, “If you want to live, you stay dead down.”
Bly did as he was told. No one else was in his bench seat he was forced to lay in. He dared asked, “Where are my friends?”

“What part of dead down,” said the riflemen, who turned out to be a Bothan, who now was really pushing the barrel of his weapon against Bly’s forehead “did you not understand? That means play dead. That means you don’t rise. That means you don’t say a smecking word.”

For once, Bly did not comply with his fears. The rifle-owner’s venom grated him. “No. I want to know about my friends!”

The driver uttered, “Epshay.” The gunmen retracted his weapon enough to let Bly breath again. In respect, Bly kept his downed position. 
They entered an underground place and finally came to a stop. The driver turned in his seat, and Grim Show producer/editor Grosse Pyiler’oya smiled and said, “Hey, Bly, how are you doing?”
“Grosse!” Bly blinked a lot and still didn’t move, even as the gunmen had left the air taxi to take care of something. “Grosse, what’s going on?”

“I hope you would tell me that,” said Grosse. He looked behind him and said, “You can sit up now.” As Bly did he looked back and saw another air taxi arrive; in it was Edendell, holding Onidas uncomfortably in her arms as if she was nurturing her lover.
Bly made to leave the taxi but Grosse stopped him with a firm hand. Getting his attention, Grosse asked, “Bly, that Narutan, she yours? Answer quickly.”

Flabbergasted by the turn of events, it took Bly another five seconds to stutter out, “She was with Onidas, according to him, forced back here in a crate. I don’t know the whole story, but she’s apparently a slave from Ancesca; she’s just a victim of circumstance.”

“I see,” said Grosse. He sighed and said, “Well, if Onidas doesn’t make it to verify the story we will have to torture her to be sure.”
“Torture her?!?! You can’t!”

“Why, because she’s innocent and accounted for? Oh, don’t worry: we don’t leave scars on those who crack before question one.” Grosse then smiled brightly and said, “Come on, you got a story to tell us.”
“Us?” Bly was made to get up by Grosse. They exited the taxi and proceeded to follow the med bed with Onidas on it and several medical droids hovering around him, working on his as they floated into a lift. Edendell followed, and Bly followed her as several more unrecognizable Bothans entered the lift with them.

As the lift went up, Bly implored to Grosse, “Where are we?”

“Bothan Consulate,” said Grosse with that all-too-familiar good nature of his coming through that everyone was so used to whenever they visited Onidas’ office. “Congratulations, Senator, you are now property of the Bothan people, and what you tell us will determine how much longer you will remain that way. Alive.”

“Alive?” Bly’s mouth dropped open. “Did…did you not just save us?”

“Actually, I was trying to save him,” said Grosse, his head gesturing towards Onidas. “He unknowingly gave my relief the slip here on Coruscant when he ventured after you. I’ve been looking for this guy for days, but when I got word you were stupid enough to alert Coruscant of your return, I figure someone was going to collect that death note on your head like they did the rest of your pals.”
The news made Bly’s knees buckle. He caught himself against the wall of the lift and asked, “You mean…Harmbles….Mix….all of them dead?”

“Where have you been?” wondered Grosse. He then smiled and added, “That’s…not one of my questions really, that was just sarcasm. But yes, they’re dead. Harmbles shot, Mix stabbed, Yaggle blown to hell. Let me just say when it comes to suicide pacts, you fellas went for the gold.”

“Suicide pacts?”

“That’s the official word,” said Grosse. “Harmbles blew his brains out. Mix stabbed himself in a ritual suicide. Yaggle was breathing paint fumes while painting his land skipper and accidentally turned on a torch. Unofficially, what really happened: murdered, murdered, and really murdered.”
“Oh God,” sighed Bly. The lift open and everyone was rushed out. Onidas was taken right into a medical ward, where both Human and Bothan doctors rushed in to take him into a surgical suite.

“Ah relax,” said Grosse, showing encouragement as the rest of the Bothans took guarded positions throughout the floor. “In ten hours, Onidas will be giving a campaign speech on Godric. No one will know he will have a hole in his chest and is breathing on one lung. And, no one will ever know he was shot.” This time his face fell and he said seriously, “And I do mean no one will ever know.”
Bly felt Edendell slither up to him for comfort; she needed someone to protect her; she wished for the Vhinphyc girl, or Onidas, but the cowardly Human had to do. 
Grosse smiled at her and said in her language, “<Would you like some real clothes and food to go along with it>?” He looked at Bly and said in Basic, “Encourage her to leave, Bly, won’t you. Don’t worry, for now she will be fine.”
Bly assured her to go with a guard Grosse gestured for to take her. After they went into the lift, Bly watched those doors close on Edendell and turned around and demanded, “What is going on, Grosse, I can’t take this any longer!”

“Neither can we,” said Grosse. “So right now, let me tell you this” he pointed at the doors “we have a chance to save Onidas, but mark my words if he crashes in that ward, and dies, the Republic Guard finds you where you were supposed to be assassinated. The official story will be you took your own life.”
Bly stuttered, “B-But I don’t own a blaster. I’m anti-blaster!”

“Which we know: which is why you didn’t fight back to save your skin on that platform. I assure you the story will go you picked up a blaster from some random dealer on the streets here and did it. You don’t need target practice when you kill yourself by blowing your brains out. Your reason for killing yourself is already a matter of public record conveniently enough. Rest assured this too, Senator: your colleagues will be the ones burying the truth. They will make sure these deaths are just suicides. You’re not just dead politically.”
“Who’s doing it?” asked Bly.

“Does it matter when the majority wants it?” reasoned Grosse. Sighing, he said, “It’s a shame. But you’re nothing to us. Senator Grim, on the other hand, is worth more to the Bothan people alive than dead. Martyrs do not speak on your behalf from the grave, believe it or not. Whereas you denounce every tenant of capitalism in every form he praises it.” He held up a hand to stop him from speaking. “Your freedom of speech ended the moment you entered this building.”

Grosse made Bly go over to the waiting chairs and made him sit. Grosse sat opposite him and said, “Now, you know a deeply held secret: me, Bothan spy, in charge of making certain absolutely nothing happens to Senator Grim.” He leaned in and asked, “Do you now know why he never had a security detail?”

Blinking, Bly said quietly, “Grim knew!”

“He knew just enough, just not all of the details,” said Grosse cryptically. “After all, he made an agreement to have the Grim Show produced and disturbed by Bothans. Geez, Senator, give him some credit here! Onidas is the next Chancellor of the Republic, and when that time comes we’re first in line for favors.”

“So….he’s your pawn?”

“No, Bly, he’s our favor. In our life time we will never have a Bothan in the high chair; the other major powers, and the Senior Membership, won’t allow it. We side ourselves with people not Bothans that have the best chance at becoming Chancellor and give us a voice to be heard. There are very few contenders, but only one of them is any form of power right now, and that one is Onidas Grim. His value, in our view, is immeasurable. You can’t buy a guy like this, and for once he’s the real deal. You should have paid attention to your pal Senator Feang Feuret of Sullust; the status quo fears this guy to the point they’re afraid to make a move on him, not because we’re in the shadows protecting him. Still, it does help to watch an investment carefully.”
Grosse leaned a little forward and said, “He’s more than Bothawui’s future. He can be everyone’s future: that kind of guy, that kind of leadership….once every few hundred years, or a few thousand years easily, and with the heart to match.” He put his hands over his chest in genuine sincerity. “By the trades, Bly, he went after you, a nobody that’s has pending criminal charges and everyone wants dead. Even after all he had done to rescue you as a man, when you ignored him, he still kept going. You want to know why he did that for you? I believe it’s because you are, in his view, the most honest man he had ever met next to his father.”

Figuratively Bly felt suddenly very small, forgetting the fact his own life was being discussed as a non-issue by someone he had thought he had always known. Clearly, Bly did not know people like he thought he did. All he could get out was, “But we’re nothing alike politically.”
“No, Bly, you’re nothing alike as individuals: Onidas cherished that. He really does believe what you say: I hate it, Onidas disagrees with it vehemently, but you’re not fake. It’s not an act. You are who you are; you don’t pretend to be this guy, and then this guy in other circles. If you haven’t learned anything in the five years you have known him, know this: Onidas relishes the truth and respects those tremendously when they are who they really are.”

Grosse placed a hand on Bly’s arm and said, “I tell you this because you were suppose to die back there, I was suppose to let it happen. Grim took that bolt for you, so you are worth something to him. In that case, it was imperative to save you at the very least to find out why.”

“Gee, thanks, I think,” moaned Bly.

“You’re welcome,” said Grosse. “The problem now is, Bly, that even if Grim lives, there must be a reckoning. That’s how it works; something leads to something and it ends up that a who knows a what about this particular something. My bosses will learn about what happened and let’s just say the order to kill you will be executed unless I can give them that something that makes them rethink their position.”

Bly licked his lips nervously and said, “I can’t take much more of this.” He shook and said, “It’s getting to my nerves.”

“Then it comes down to what you know, what motivated you to do what you did that lead to one of our more precious commodities to be shot,” said Grosse matter-of-factly. “Which also goes to one of the biggest mistakes you have undertaken your entire career that had also affected another of our most promising and highly lucrative investments.” 
Bly looked at him in confusion; Grosse expressed it in three to-the-point sentences. “Juna. Rapier. Angelleia.”
Bly paled and he sunk back in his chair. Grosse said, no longer smiling, no longer the Grosse anyone thought they knew, “You have been playing with a busted hand of cards all your career going after the Rapiers. You eventually damaged the goods for us enough to look elsewhere. Several times your demise was talked about, but no one pulled the trigger because, hey, this is the Rapiers: they always come back.”

Grosse pulled out his blaster and laid it on his lap. He continued with a frown, “Naressa and Juna Rapier were the most beloved non-Bothans in the highest circles of my government. Very respected. Many were touched by their appeals to and for us; not just in business, but in life. With the mother we were saved from many of our own errors, with the daughter…let’s just say if it weren’t for you, Senator Juna Rapier would have become Chancellor and not Palpatine during the Naboo invasion. 
“In short, unfortunately for you fiscally speaking, your escapades cost us more than forty trillion credits in capital during your crusade against them, but Force only knows why you were not killed even when we knew the Rapiers would come back. Imagine my superior’s surprise, really, when a month ago you came out, right when Rapier Technologies was right back on the market again, to stir things up. Only this time, Bly Coaxial, you did go too far.”
“I can explain that,” said Bly quickly.

“And it better be good,” said Grosse. “But to clarify any thoughts you may have on this: no, there was no collusion between Hidu Bog and Juna Rapier; no, I’m not saying the Bothans would have put Juna in the high chair, or had endorsed the Invasion of Naboo; and no, Juna is not the Sith Lord everyone has been looking for because, let’s just say, we have a very reliable source that can assure that fact for us.”

Grosse then leaned in and whispered in Bly’s ear, “And yes, I am Si’ing.”

Bly nearly threw up right there and also almost crapped himself. That fact just assured him Grosse was not lying when he said killing him was not out of the question. Si’ing, the shadow group of Bothans no one had been able to track or had identified, who was suspected in so many clandestine things that kept their existence off the books, was here. There existence remained a mystery predicated on the fact that no one – NO ONE – had real knowledge of them outside very few individual Bothans; those who may have thought they did were either dead or missing – which meant they were dead too.

Grosse sat back and his hand fell on his blaster. He said, “From now on, every question I ask better have an answer. Your life depends on it. I will start with the most important one of them all. This answer you give, Bly, have better not just be good, it better be the truth. And the moment you lie, the very moment you beg for you life is the moment I end it.”
Very still, and very sterile, Grosse clinically said, “On the landing platform, you mentioned to Onidas the Bothan that apparently forced you to do this called himself Coy Madex: is that correct, yes or no?”

Bly forced himself to say, “Yes” while looking into Grosse’s pale vision.

Grosse then asked, “At any time was there a Human with this Coy Madex by the name of Beja Tu Ramore?”

Bly brightened instantly and said, “Yes. Yes, Beja Tu Ramore, Colonel from CorSec! Tall, well built, very bombastic, scary even! And Yars Meek, a Karmarian, was with Madex and Ramore!”

Grosse said nothing else, and then his eyes tailed away. Bly anticipated another question and so drifted to the edge of his seat. His hopes died as the Bothan lifted his blaster up in a dueler’s position. The seconds ticked away as his hair fingers just played on the trigger guard of the blaster. Bly could feel nothing now: the intensity of the wait squeezed all feeling and all thoughts from him.
Finally the agent of Si’ing deposited the blaster back in his hidden holster. He then sat there, and it appeared Grosse was lost in thought. 
Bly only sat back, wiping the sweat of his brow, and he said, “I need a doctor. I don’t feel well.”
To Bly’s surprise, Grosse snapped his fingers and got a guard’s attention. He said, “Get a doctor out here, Senator Coaxial is ill. And make sure young Edendell is brought back here when she’s finished eating; treat her well.” When the guard left, Grosse turned his attention back to Bly and asked gently, “Do you feel up to seeing something you won’t believe?”
“Do I have a choice,” worried Bly.

“Actually, yes you do,” assured Grosse. When a spent Bly looked at him, he just said, “It will make sense if you decide to take a look at what I want to show you.”
Nervously, Bly said, “Okay.” 
Grosse stood up, and he had to help Bly up the man was just spent. A Human doctor came, but Grosse said, “Monitor him for now, I need to show him something. It may give him a shock, but he must see it.”
The doctor reluctantly agreed. Grosse lead Bly over towards the lift, and so Bly thought they were really going somewhere. Instead Grosse veered him over to a large dedication made out of pure gold shaped in the form of some ancient, round shield that was positioned between the two primary lifts. It had three languages etched into the gold: the modern Bothan language New Bethian, the old language the smart people of the Republic all knew to speak Bogawui, and last Basic. It read in all three languages:
THIS HOSPITAL WING IS DEDICATED TO THE MEMORY OF SENATOR LARA VEMPEST’LYA, HER HUSBAND MADEX VAMPEST’LYA, WHO HAD LOST THEIR LIVES IN A TRAGIC BOMBING ON CORUSCANT, ALONG WITH SEVENTY-NINE OTHERS, AT THE CABANIY SHORES. MAY THEY ALWAYS HAVE GOOD FORTUNE.
Bly read it again, and it finally struck him stupid. He turned to Grosse, panting heavily, “What…what?”
Grosse grabbed hold of the stunned Senator and said, “Jedi Master Coy Madex is the son of Madex Vampest’lya and a prostitute he had an affair with behind Senator Lara’s back. Just after he was born, Coy’s mother tried to see Madex about payment for her and the baby; there was no question Coy was his. For a time these payments were made, but when it escalated into blackmail, Senator Lara took exception and ceased the payments. The young Bothan, Xera, upped the ante and had threatened to go public with this news. Senator Lara ordered the mother and child killed, Madex was powerless to stop it, but the killers only managed to kill the mother; the baby was saved by a Republic Guardsman, who then handed the baby to a Jedi Knight named Nadja Moranna.
“On more than one occasion, Moranna saved Coy’s infant life as she tried to reconnect him with his father; at the same time she had suspected Senator Lara of being in league with Yabbula the Hutt over the Twin Moons of Eldir Conspiracy. Yabbula was not convinced Lara could do what needed to be done, so he had Cabaniy Shores destroyed, with both Lara and Madex and many others caught in the destruction. Again, Moranna had saved baby Coy from certain death, and Coy was given to the Jedi Order for training. 
“You see, the baby did die that night; just another tragic orphan, lost in an explosion for the Gods only knows why. No one on Bothuwui will acknowledge the existence of such a child for the ‘lya Clan will never have a scandal beyond the one Senator Lara had created for herself. So it was Knight Moranna who would name him Coy Madex as a means to remind the child that no matter what had happened, one Bothan, his father Madex, did love him.”
----------

CHAPTER 67.2

Bly felt pressure against the back of his legs and noted the hover chair a Bothan nurse had brought out for him. The doctor began to take his vitals; Grosse silently waited, assuring the Senator to just relax and take the story he had told him for what it was. 
Once the medical staff was more out of Bly’s line of sight, the Si’ing agent pressed on, saying, “My people do not recognize the existence of any Bothan named Coy Madex, even a Jedi by that name. It has more to do with certain parties within the Bothan government as it related, and in most cases was unrelated directly, to Senator Lara by blood or by activities. Those particular parties, Bly, are the most corrupt of us, and they have buried this reality as deep as anyone could bury anything in this galaxy.”
Feeling better, Bly managed out, “What does this mean for me, though?”

Grosse squatted down in front of him and said, “Protection, from both prosecution and from everyone else, by us.”
“Why though?” Bly could not get around the abrupt shift of the matter.

Grosse nodded to himself. He said, “Senator Lara, Bly, was an extraordinarily gifted female; very extraordinary. See, she had this tremendous ability to get just about everyone to do what she desired, no matter how ridiculous the request. It was very uncanny, very unusual.” He then appeared haunted. “She asked a collection of different aliens once to slit their throats. Without hesitation they did; so she could see how differently they would die.”

“What? You can’t be serious?” reasoned Bly. “Are you saying she used the Force or something?”

Chuckling a bit, Grosse said, “Oh yes: when you can’t explain it, blame the Force. Bly, such naivety blinds you. Let me approach it this way.” He sighed and continued, “Senator Lara was one of the very few successes of a Hutt-Republic conspiracy you know as Project Eldir: the devolution of a Bothan back to when we were telepathic entities. Oh yes, we were as mentally gifted as Caamasi and other mind reading creatures in this realm. Ages ago, my race lost that ability, apparently trading it in when our clans became organized enough to become a world society. We traded in one good fortune, telepathy, for another good fortune, direct relations through commerce. Funny how that works out, but that’s how it happened.
“Many, many years later, and many years ago, some back enders of the Camerot movement in our government wanted a new espionage organization dedicated in fighting against those species with mental abilities. By and large Bothuwui was swamped by such trouble; no longer were there trails of payoffs and corrupt politicians, the mind readers were just reading minds now. It was not just about fighting fire with fire. For once they wanted a spy net with absolute loyalty to the people, one that could not be bought or bargained with. Its only interests was in the Bothan people.

“Project Eldir was many things, largely a din of sleaze for Republic Senators, but there were aspects of it that really pushed the frontiers of biological exploration; few of the experiments were meant to be for good causes, and a few of those few are still today. 
“Shorten the story and getting back on target: Lara Vampest’lya came to be, born in a laboratory, just exactly what we wanted after so many failures. Alas, there was a problem. The problem came when Yabbula the Hutt wanted not just Senators on his payroll; he wanted an on-call demand vote in the Senate. He had convinced Lara of her independence, and so that insane lunatic released Lara out in the open, and in short time she used her mental powers to gain so much power she had become virtually unstoppable. She had her limitations, Yabbula knew them well, which was why she remained loyal to the Hutt. At least on the surface she remained loyal.

“What Yabbula did not count on completely was that independence he gave her; she began her experimentations to which any heir she produced would not have those limitations he exploited. These experimentations were private affairs, done directly behind Yabbula’s back in his own labs. Thankfully Nadja Moranna had short circuited it all when she brought Eldir down. Still, Senator Lara managed to salvage it.
“Eventually successful, Senator Lara had to do was find a man that could accept parts of her genetic code, and reintroduce it to her through mating. Her husband, Madex, was that man; although they were incompatible emotionally his body did not reject her process. Another reason she picked him was due to the fact her influence did not work on him; one of those many limitations was that some were just not affected by her whims, mainly most other races and few Bothans. She surmised that if she closed the Bothan loophole, the rest would follow. Try as they might, however, they could not produce the heir she wanted. This caused the physical schisms that drove Madex to Xera.”

Bewildered by all of this, Bly managed to ask, “So are you saying…through Xera, Senator Lara succeeded?”

“Yes,” said Grosse. “Xera was a bedrider, but you see she was Yabbula’s bedrider.” He gave Bly a look of ‘see’. “Lara discovered this and realized the bigger consequences of Xera having Coy. Yabbula would have discovered Lara’s betrayal, so one way or another she was going to be killed by Yabbula.”

Bly put a hand to his head and rubbed his temples. “This is so deep!”

“In any event, my friend, Senator Lara’s hope had occurred through another woman, who turned out to be a better specimen than she had ever been.”
“Specimen?” Bly found he had a voice and raised it. “These are people we’re talking about!”

“Outrage for people you never knew seventy or eighty plus years long dead is a waste of your breath,” assured Grosse. “At any rate, what should outrage you is the fact that a group in my government, and some in the Republic, made someone like Coy Madex vanish and pretended something like him never existed. Until now, no one outside of Bothuwui’s highest chambers has ever known this truth about Senator Lara, and for good reason: she used that power she gained to become the very evil someone like you enjoys fighting. Unlike the Rapiers, Lara was indeed a real threat, only her ability to influence did not fall under the purview of the Jedi Order. Even if the Jedi had known the truth about her, as opposed to saying she was using the dark side of the Force to get her way, there would be very little they could do about it. It’s one thing to have a law against mind reading, but try enforcing it. That alone was a fact Yabbula the Hutt knew full well about and played it; he was insane, but not stupid.”
Grosse crossed his arms. “And so, here we are now: the unintended consequences coming back to haunt many powers that be, and would hurt my people in the process. It must be done, though; for you see like you Coy Madex has gone too far.”

“Slighting Rapier?” asked Bly.

“You could say that,” said Grosse. “No, Bly, I’m talking about Coy using that power of his to influence you into your act of aggression against Juna Rapier. There’s no telling who else he has affected in the Senate.”

Bly felt the doctor applying something to his bruised face, and he felt extremely better. He managed to ask before the treatment process went further, “Are you saying I was influenced? I mean I was blackmailed into action.”

“Did it ever occur to you why you suddenly got new zest for taking out Rapier?” wondered Grosse aloud. He smiled and added, “When you visited Onidas’ office that day over a month ago I could tell you were through, finished. Our sources on the other Senators said the same thing. So you were blackmailed back into attacking the Rapiers, going by convoluted evidence that nearly matched Coy’s own facts of the matter. Strange how that evidence followed your failed template, yet it only works because one word, Sith, was added to the equation. 
“But riddle me this, Bly, ask yourself honestly: would you be so bombastic about this if a literal blaster was pressed against her head to carry it out? Would you have been so compelling right up until the moment Harm Harmbles blows it for you all? Your animus for Juna Rapier is genuine, wrong but genuine, however can you pull it off so flawlessly with so much pressured upon you after you were about to give it all up? For once be honest with yourself, Bly, before you answer that question.”

Bly did think about himself as the doctor tended to his face, and Grosse left his side for a moment, which frightened him. It went away with the realization that if Onidas lived, he was going to be alright, even though it was a spy making that promise. He made himself do an assessment of himself, of his whole life and political career as instructed, and Grosse suddenly made sense. It was startling how what was said was so, so true.
When Grosse came back, and the doctors were finished with Bly, Bly said, “I remember he changed his appearance before me in a coat closet. The others saw him differently as well, knew him as someone else, by name and by species.”

Grosse looked a little bewildered and laminated, “That’s…interesting to hear.” He chased that fear away with a different expression altogether. “When was that, when he had visited all of you?”

“Five days before the end.” Bly rubbed his head. “Actually, given how it played out, he was in and out on regular intervals. Before that last visit, I felt….out of steam?” He shook his head and said, “Was I…unraveling his influence?”

“Yes, I’m sure of it,” said Grosse. “Perhaps that was why you were so lackadaisical on the landing pad.” The Bothan put his hands together and contemplated, “This is unsettling. Senator Lara’s power was not enhanced by the Force. From what I understand from his Blue Harvest file, Coy Madex was Jedi trained by a very powerful mentalist in his own right; a Caamasi Jedi Master named Qualeggoes. Perhaps that was the difference.”
“Qualeggoes?” Bly rubbed his chin, repeated the name, and then brightened a bit. “He…he was killed by Magus Prophet, wasn’t he? I can’t quite….remember.”

“Qualeggoes indeed was killed by Magus Prophet,” said Grosse. “He was killed by Prophet shortly after Qualeggoes had tried to kill a young woman nearly twenty years ago.” Bly frowned at that and craned his head. “Whatever those reasons were they were his own, but Queallgoes was stopped by Enothchild Sarch. The young woman he was attacking, and trying to kill, was Juna Rapier.”

“Oh my God, you’re kidding? No, you’re not,” said Bly quickly, flabbergasted, remembering now his own notes from his own past about Rapier. Exhausted, he just asked, “Why?”
“Even now we do not know,” said Grosse, “It’s a very heavily guarded secret in the Jedi Order. Beyond the official report of Qualeggoes’ death, so very few people including then Chancellor Valorum knew about the Jedi Master’s attempt to kill Juna, but those circumstances were kept under the seal of the Jedi Council. Speculation has not unearthed anything; our guesses are not even close to rational. There are some walls not even someone like me can penetrate, and believe me, Bly, I’ve done this for a very long time. I’m quite good at what I do.”
Grosse crossed his arms again. “So, as far as we can tell Madex was using you and your committee, using his powers both of the Force and his natural gift, as some move of strategy against Lady Angelleia, and I mean her specifically. It appears as one of two things: either this is about the Jedi Order trying to achieve real justice for Naboo by pulling off a very remarkable, very Nadja Moranna-like ploy to flush out the Sith, or this is Madex wanting some kind of revenge against Juna for the death of Qualeggoes.”

Bly shook his head and pointed out, “He…basted the Jedi Order over hot coals in those reports he gave me. Why did they let him do that?”

“I don’t know,” said Grosse. “What I do know is this: Beja Tu Ramore and Yars Meek were trained by Madex, so this is a very serious reality you just revealed to me. One of Bothuwui’s bad secrets could see the light of day, and it will ruin a lot of corrupt bureaucrats on my world and on this one. Very few, but powerful, beings are still alive that had escaped Eldir prosecution. Would it surprise you to learn one of them was Hidu Bog?” He raised his eyebrows just as Bly raised his. “Oh yes, Bog toyed in Eldir before moving on to something else we know about.” Unbeknownst to Bly, it was Project Korriban. “But I can’t say what that is.

“However, what you told me can be used to clear a lot of ledgers, expose the corruption that I by and large have not been able to totally clear out. Present yourself as a victim of Coy Madex, a brand new victim of Project Eldir, and I assure you Bly you will never face prosecution on those trumped up charges.”
Bly felt his heart lift up. He tampered it with a look behind him at the ward and he asked, “But if Onidas dies, what then?”

Grosse only smiled and said, “When you were getting your face fixed, I checked on him: he’s going to be fine. He’ll be conscious in an hour.” He looked and pointed at Edendell’s escorted arrival. She looked much happier, freed from chains, feed, and wearing some garments of her home world.
“What about her?” asked Bly reasonably.

“She’s going to be scrutinized for security purposes, Bly,” stressed Grosse, “that’s something out of my hands. But if Onidas vouches for her, she’ll be okay. You, however, are going to have to make a choice here. I can offer you a clear conscious. I can place you anywhere safe in this galaxy, along with your wife, or you can just return home and be guarded by us for as long as you like. You’ll have everything back Madex had taken from you, even your political career.”

“My political career,” mumbled Bly, actually not liking that last part.

“Or whatever you want afterwards,” suggested Grosse. “In return, all you would have to do is reveal this reality about Project Eldir when the time comes. I’m sure it will be soon.”

Bly’s apprehension was genuine. “The last time I made a deal with a Bothan it still ended up burning me. What’s different this time?”

Grosse said, “I could be a cliché and say ‘I’ll kill you if you don’t say yes’, but I say you owe Onidas a lot. He took that blaster shot for you after all. Make him happy: take the deal.”
Grosse really did not wait for an answer. He just said to Bly before making as if he was leaving, “When he wakes up you should tell him everything that’s happened to you because he deserves that too. Just focus on that with him before we ship him to Godric like nothing has happened, because Bly” he looked at him very seriously….
“Nothing happened,” said Bly in return.

“Good man,” said Grosse. “And remember, Senator, there is no such thing as Si’ing.”

Nervously, Bly said, “Who?”

Grosse really smiled and threw a tiny salute, leaving the guards to keep an eye on him and Edendell. She smiled a little at him and said, “<You look better>.”

Bly put a hand on his chest instead on his magically healed face and said, “<Because I’m starting to feel better for myself>.”

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

CHAPTER 67.3

After an hour or so later, Onidas awoke in his med bed and was greeted by a familiar Bothan face. Grosse just smiled and the two shared a conversation that lasted a long time, which its outcome ensured Edendell’s safety. Edendell and Bly was brought into the room while Grosse took his leave, assuring the group had some privacy.
Onidas’ first words to Bly was, with a bit of a wheeze in his voice, “You have something you would like to tell me?” 
By design, the conversation was going to be long in order to let Onidas heal up more. Bly did all the talking, just focusing on what had occurred on his end. Eventually poor Edendell, who did not really understand Basic and was exhausted, curled up in a chair while the one friend conversed to the other for the next two hours.

Eventually, Bly’s own voice was getting worn as Onidas was improving. He said, “I couldn’t tell you, Onidas, I was just in so much trouble, over my head, and really I didn’t want you involved.” He kind of noted his friend’s smirk. “What?”

“Seriously, Bly, I can’t go over the fact you didn’t recognize that name,” said Onidas. He did some inhales; they repaired his left lung as well as they could; no yelling or running for the next few months, but as planned he could give a speech. “Senator Lara’s statue is actually right across from your doorway to your office in the Rotunda. Her husband’s name is on it too. It’s there because your office used to be her office.”
“Oh,” noted Bly quietly. “Well, you know me; I don’t pay attention to worthless statues. I just pay attention to those who are the object of my ire.” He had to ask, “Are you seriously going to give a speech after this?”
Onidas nodded and said, “That assassin was not working alone. Someone else saw that spectacle. I give the speech and it puts their story of what happened to their employers in a muddled area. I also have to put behind what had happened the past few days.”

“I can’t get over the fact you’re working with spies,” said Bly. “You could have told me.”

“I think discretion is a rule when working with spies, Bly,” chuckled-coughed Onidas. “And I’m not working with them, they’re my protection. I’m one who keeps his advantages to himself. So much so, I was told to ignore the fact they’re all around me. That way they can keep an eye on me in stealth, not draw other’s notice. Unfortunately I did too good of a job at that.”
The two just shook their heads collectively at one another. Bly looked over at Edendell and asked, “What about her? I know about her home world, it is not what you call a nice place for someone so beautiful. All females there are handled like shock ball trading cards.”

“She sticks with me until she decides what she wants to do,” said Onidas. “I’m kind of stuck with her, she’s my responsibility. I’ll console her, but that’s it. She is a free being, of her own free will; I can’t hang onto her forever.”
“I can ask her if she can type; she can be Pen’s replacement.”

Onidas tried not to laugh, but couldn’t stop and had to settle himself down. After a moment, he said, “You’re going to get through this, Bly. Just hang in there.”
“Are you kidding, Onidas!” Bly shook his head and just considered that statement. “You took a bolt for me. I won’t forget that, ever. You are some kind of hero, you know that? I mean you were before when you freed those slaves, but….look, I took all you’ve said and done for granted, and I’m sorry.” He let out a held breath and said, “I’m sorry, I really am.”

Onidas held out his hand and Bly took it; he just held the hand. “All I wanted from you Bly was your honesty and your friendship. That’s it, nothing more than that.”

“You were so right about everything before,” Bly kept going on. He withdrew his hand in shame. “Palpatine ruining my career, and everything else: say you don’t suppose Madex got to the Supreme Chancellor?”

“I wouldn’t speculate any more if I were you,” said Onidas. “For now, let’s just say it was a coincidence. I mean Palpatine did show real concern for you, but there was something going on behind his eyes that just…” He took a moment to catch is breath. “That just told me not to trust him. Whatever you do, don’t go beyond telling others you hate the guy. No more political posturing. No more wild accusations.”

Bly nodded his head. He then asked, “Ancesca, eh?”

Onidas shook his head and said, “Yeah, the things I do, the places I go. That was a mess.” He rubbed the side of his head. “I never knew a woman’s thighs could smart so much.”

“That’s what you get for just smooching the women we meet,” said Bly with a rather wicked grin.

Without fear or embarrassment, Onidas said, “I will loose my virginity only to the woman I truly love. You, on the other hand….married man…no more variety or late nights for you.”

“I’m getting too old for the stuff anyways,” said Bly. “I should finally, FINALLY, drop out of the elections here and just focus on loving Nikki. Become a better man, change my ways.”
To Bly’s surprise, Onidas said, “Only change what has never worked. What’s there is a great base. Take this chance and be who you really are.”

Bly shrugged his shoulders and finally admitted, “And what am I, Grim? What am I really?” He shook his head as those sequestered thoughts he had weeks ago when that rain fell on him had lead him to decide to quit before Madex made him stay. “I see myself as this crusader of righteousness, a pursuer of some clever game that eludes capture and kill. I wanted to be that hunter that bags the buck. I wanted to have that trophy, I wanted bragging rights.” He threw up his hands. “For what, really? For who? I mean, I never really put anything into perspective until a few hours ago. Even after Madex put me in that hole, I didn’t reflect.”

“You had no choice,” reminded Onidas. “As Grosse explained it to me even somebody like me wouldn’t be able to counteract Madex’s influence.”

“I was wrong, though,” said Bly.

“No one can be right all the time, not even me.”

“It made me arrogant.”

“Yes it did.”

“Ignorant.” Onidas nodded, so Bly said, “Susceptible to foolery.” Again, Onidas nodded. Again, Bly said, “A great big idiot to the whole of humanity.” Onidas nodded, but this time Bly said, “Anytime you want to stop me, Onidas!”
“You have to confront the truth of who you are, or you will just repeat it again,” said Onidas firmly. Clearing his chest with a cough, he sat up in his bed more and felt compelled to lecture. “I have never liked your politics, but there is a necessity to them. There is a need for what either of us do and believe in. What gets you in trouble is in your crusade to punish evil you go after the wrong people and for the wrong reasons.
“I like to believe we have roles and purposes in this life. Not all of us can be leaders, not all of us are going to be millionaires. Because of that fact, it does mean not all of those leaders and millionaires are going to be good or evil. There is no such thing as absolutes except in the minds of the absolute. In a perfect universe, we don’t have such problems in the Republic, but this isn’t a perfect universe.

“Thus, it stands to reason that not all of us can be followers and poor also. I actually agree with your premises that there are leaders and rich who would subject others into those lesser roles. I actually believe there are circumstances were the opposite holds true: the lesser telling their superiors what to do; this is done in order for the perception of equality to exist, knowing full and well it can be taken away somehow. Therefore, such evil exists on every level. In turn, such good exists on every level as well.”
Onidas took a moment to gather his breath and continued. “Someone like you needs to go after someone; that is how you got elected, that is what you believe in as it reflects what you believe. It makes sense to me, and I would respect it, if say you actually went after someone who was guilty. I will admit your first crack at Lady Angelleia, shortly after the Shut Down, made sense. In the end she paid a price, whether she was guilty or not. At least she acted as if she was responsible. There were times you went too far there, but there were other times where you exposed truths that did what it was meant to do: it made the Senate very uncomfortable in its conduct that lead to the Shut Down.
“But you just kept posturing on it when it was over. You can only slay that beast once, Bly. Going off like you did five years ago was a waste. You claiming back then and prior to that that Lady Angelleia was the ONLY evil in the known galaxy….that was just terrible, just terrible; by that point, one wonders why even a vulture is still gnawing on such a meatless corpse. After her, the Senate should have been responsible for its part in the Shut Down.”
Bly sighed and admitted, “But I joined the club didn’t I.”

“And the rest of the Senators and the bureaucrats that hid behind them welcomed you with open arms. It’s one thing to go after someone like you have been doing, Bly, but it makes no sense when there’s nothing there. It really makes no sense when those who do have something to hide, who are doing wrong, pat you on the back and they call you friend.”

“You think you would have told me sooner.”

“I did by example,” said Onidas. “If I told you in words, you would have thought I was posturing.”

“That’s true,” admitted Bly, slowly sulking in the reality he had created. “And I became the monster I was trying to slay.”

“Great way to put it.”

“So, is that what I am good at: making myself into something I’m not?”

“You don’t get it. You have always been the guy you have been, you just let yourself get carried away with it. By becoming that monster, you avoided the truth of what you were doing. It was going to take something to make you see the light. It took this.” Onidas pointed at his injured chest. “A lesser man, Bly, would have brushed it off. An evil man would have said better you than me under these circumstances.”

Bly pouted, looking into his hands. “What have I done, Onidas? I ruined so many lives. How can I live knowing I did that?”
“That’s my point: you didn’t brush these circumstances off. You’re remorseful; you realize the wrong you have done. Very few people, misguided as you were, get opportunities to right their wrongs. It can begin with this mess you tripped yourself in.”

Bly asked sincerely, “Do you think I’m guilty?”

Onidas laid back in the bed and shook his head right away. “Republic taxpayers pay the way of the Jedi Order, who sometimes go a bit too far in the name of justice, causing some damage and misfortune for innocent people. Some would say they are just as responsible as the lawbreakers and evildoers they pursue, but they have no interstellar function without the taxpayers. By that reason, does we the taxpayers face justice to enabling such activities, or when a Republic Guardsman gets too brutal with a suspect? Never, because there is an expectation that sometimes things happen that any of us can’t control. All we can do, when we do know better, is not get ourselves too close to those problems. Does what the Wheat Front had done make you culpable? Unless you took part in the planning or the bombing itself, the answer is no.”

Onidas just reassured Bly, “You’re going to pay a price for that, no matter what. Politically you’re done.”

“Oh, I don’t care about politics anymore,” swore Bly. “I’m done with it just as it’s done with me.”

“What comes next is still going to be up to you,” said Onidas. “Just be the one that makes that choice. Be who you are, or always have been, but be smarter and wiser about it. If you decide to change your ways, you still have to take with what went wrong so you can become that different person.”
Bly nodded to himself. He put his hands together, losing himself into thought as Onidas just relaxed again. Eventually he pondered, “So how does it all play out now? Am I, through Grosse, going after the Jedi Order, or after one rogue Jedi?”

“I think the real question is what is going on,” said Onidas. The door to the room opened and Grosse stepped in with a bundles of clothing, one under each arm. Onidas stayed on point. “A revelation like this begs to question why Madex is after Lady Angelleia like he is. Does the Jedi Council sanction such behavior?”

Getting the gist of the conversation, Grosse said, “We take this situation very seriously, and very slowly. We respect the Jedi, so for now Madex’s actions are his own. We really don’t want this to blow up in the Senate; it will, but it has to happen much later; too soon and-.”

Collectively Bly and Onidas said, “Nothing gets done about it.” The two looked at each other and just shook their heads at their agreed timing. But the point was correct, they knew many things were better off not going before the Senate at all, and if they did it had to be much later, preferably when the matter was just about resolved and whole sale politics could not dilute the process. Bly knew that all too well: his oversight committee was a glaring example.
“Polls on Godric and Chandiss Prime are a day away from opening,” remarked Grosse, and he handed Bly a bundle of clothing. “I took the liberty of breaking into your apartments to get your clothes.” He gave Onidas his bundle. “I put everything back in its place.”
“I’m not too worried about my election,” said Bly, eyeing the spiffy clothing with some disgust. It was clothing bought on monies he had collected based on an errant pursuit. “I’m dropping out, done.”
“You’re even in polling,” added Grosse.

Bly shook his head. “I don’t care.”

The Bothan nodded in understanding. “Just as well: you’re going to be busy with us for the next year or so, maybe longer.” He looked at Onidas. “You, on the other hand, just have to get Bly’s enemies to get their panties in a wad. They would have cheered your demise just as they would have his.”

“You make the appointment?” asked Onidas as he eyed the tunic.

“By text,” assured Grosse. “The Ramford Inn.”

Onidas snickered and mused, “You booked my speech in one of the most upscale residences on Godric? I’m not known for excesses.”

“You’re going to win by over ninety points; the gamblers have the line at ninety-one,” mused Grosse back. “I’m taking the push.”

After some chuckling, Bly dared asked, “Ah, Grosse….I have to know, but….you don’t have anything to do with his election, did you?”

“Absolutely not,” assured the Bothan. “Come now, Bly, you like Grim: the people of Godric think like you do and they love him. Can you explain why that is to me, other than what we have discussed before?” Bly shook his head. “Sometimes, you can’t explain the unexplainable.”
Grosse scratched his chin and suggested, “Say, I have to keep an eye on you” he said to Bly, “while still keeping an eye on you” he said to Onidas. “Bly, why don’t you make your announcement to drop out at Onidas’ rally? I mean just about everyone on Godric likes you, and they are a forgivable bunch.”
“Oh I couldn’t.” Bly looked at Onidas. “I mean, I wouldn’t be upstaging you.”

Getting the joke, Onidas smiled and said, “It sounds a bit strange, but I can see Grosse’s point. Not just for the fact it would be easier for him to watch you, but as a kiss off to those trying to kill you.”

Grosse smiled and said, “That thought did cross my mind. Nothing says ‘you missed’ like showing up at a public gathering. And don’t worry: Godric’s detail, and my group Kinetic Security Services, will have that place covered from top to bottom. We’ll get you two snuck out of here and tell no one. It’ll be a big surprise.”
Bly was going to correct Grosse on saying he was an agent of a well-known security company, but he remembered the Si’ing agent telling him to keep that knowledge to himself. He just said, “Well, if Onidas doesn’t mind….”

“I don’t,” said Onidas. “Let’s discuss it in further detail along the way.”
Grosse just smiled and said, “We leave in an hour.” He took his leave, closing the door behind him.

“You think Edendell is up for another trip in a ship,” questioned Bly.

“She better just go with us anyways, and maybe we’ll get more out of Grosse along the way.” Onidas eyed his tunic, sighed, and said, “I hate giving speeches when there’s no need to.”

“You hate wastes of time,” reminded Bly. He then said thankfully, “I’m glad I wasn’t one of them.”

Onidas warned, “And remember that because I won’t take a bolt for you again.” He rubbed his chest and moaned, “No running for a while. Damn.”

Bly could only smile at that as he prepared for his trip with Onidas. At least he felt better knowing his friend was not going to be putting his life in jeopardy anymore for him. At the very least he had to heed Onidas’ advice. He would have to become that crusader he had sought out to be in the beginning again, only this time he’ll be going after Coy Madex. The Jedi Order may be also involved, but this time Bly Coaxial did not reach that far yet in his mind: one evil, one Coy Madex, one guilty person, at a time.

Both men, however, felt they were brothers now. One would not go on without the other. There friendship forever solidified.
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