EPILOGUE –At Least One Promise Kept
Coronet Plaza was perhaps the quietest part of Coronet and for good reason: it housed the jail facilities there oversaw by CorSec. At this late hour, the loiters, pickpockets, gamblers, and other scoundrel were operating at their peek, keeping the garrison on its toes; especially inside, when the holding cells contained that night’s ‘catches’; they ranged in species and various forms of criminal offenses. Only the very special got their own holding cells, safe from any molestation from the others, or to be safe from themselves.

Hidu Bog had such a cell here, located in heavily fortified section of the garrison, where he awaited for his first official hearing on his Corellian charges. Here, he did not feel like a very important person in his private cell. It was all too lonely for him, all made even more terrible by the fact that all his attempts to access his assets were for naught. None of his lawyers on retainer were receiving his calls. His accounts were frozen stiffer than a male member in a cryogenic chamber. Nute Gunray had him perfectly disavowed; over a hundred years of existence vanishing like some neat magic trick displayed before Jedi children. All he had was his humility; his Corellian court-appointed lawyer said it could get him at the very least thirty-years.

As for the garrison, all was what it was: guards patrolling every corridor, eyes and sensors affixed on every prisoner at almost every second of the passing time. As with any jail, the main desk was in a lobby, which housed a simple night desk and a guard that checked people and officers in and out; the first and last line that kept prisoners in. The Corellian officer eyed his chromo, made a face, and wished his takeout would show up already.

Outside the partition field that was energized with five painful and lethal layers of protection, a Bothan sporting a container of takeout stood outside waiting for someone to notice him. The male impatiently just rocked back and forth on his heels, totally not seeing the summoning bell. The officer at the desk would have missed him if he had not looked up while rubbing his nose. He made some adjustments to the controls to the field, and waved for the Bothan delivery man to enter.

The Bothan was apprehensive at first, not understanding that the fields were now safe to cross. He then stepped through one field, and then the other, and finally walked normally. He reached the desk and remarked, “Jolly Holly Pholly’s, here’s your food, cha!”

“About time,” said the officer, standing up and preparing his credit chit for a payment transfer as the delivery man set the container down and get his receiver out to receive the transfer. “You new or something?”

“Nah, bro, I’ve been at this for four years: college you know,” said the Bothan. “Just Pelee couldn’t work his route, yo.”

Hearing the name of the regular delivery man of the district just passed through the officer’s head as if it was nothing. “So, what, you guys are like five blocks away.”

The Bothan said wisely, “Well, I could jaywalk, so I can get arrested, and that way next time the order will get here two full minutes sooner.” The officer just shook his head and made the transfer. “Yo, what’s up with the shields man, I never knew they could look like that.”

“Phase harmonics, college boy,” said the officer. “Prisoners can’t tell when the field is lethal or not if they manage to get this far in their escape.”

“Oh!” The Bothan checked the payout and frowned. “Seriously, that’s your tip?”

“I’m sorry, college boy, my mistake. I’ll give you a better tip.” The officer leaned over the desk and said, “Try walking faster next time.”

The Bothan just tipped his cap to the clerk, turned on his heels, and left. Only when he was outside that ‘idiot zone’ people talk about did he began to mumble about how fat and stupid the CorSec clerk was. He hoped he choked on the food, but he doubted it given the Human’s thick neck.

The officer sat down, shut off the warming system on the disposable container box, and popped the aluminum casing to reveal a healthy plate of dardengas, a Bothan-style spaghetti that featured the meat baked inside tasty, buttered bread, without a worry or care. Another quirk to the energy fields were there ability to detect weapons and explosives, thus why the officer was not worried about the new delivery man’s approach inside. If anything resembling a weapon or bomb had come in, the Rapier Technologies’ hardware and software would know and return the layers of energy fields back to their original intent; the closer any enemy was to the desk, the more lethal the field. When it was installed over twenty-five years ago, it was pitched that it paid for itself; Corellia may as well spare the officers somewhere else, but CorSec officials felt they needed to still justify expenditures in everything at the time and kept the guards. Because of it, the CorSec guards did not have to fret about some outside force busting in, and put their focus on the inmates.

The hours passed, and tonight had become exceptionally quiet; morning was still an hour or so away. The morning shift and the evening shift began to come together in preparation for transfer. That meant both groups of guards and officers had to do a routine head count, although the sensor systems had never failed them before. The drunks and quick releases were first to be counted; some were just on an overnight hold and were free to go. Next was the dangerous loose, and today was a good day because they behaved for a change in the full holding pens. Lastly were the very important persons in their isolation chambers.

Hidu Bog was no longer in his cell.

When that was finally discovered upon opening the observation door from outside his cell, the sensors acknowledged the fact and the alarms that had only been used in simulations went off for real for the first time. CorSec would spend a fortune after this trying to find out how the hell the Neimoidian had gotten out. No one had come to see him at any time. Nothing serious had happened at the jailhouse that night, all night. Besides the Bothan delivery man, who was found later and checked out, nothing else was out of the ordinary. Just a routine night that was anything but routine considering that for the first time ever since the installation of the security system someone had successfully escaped.
No one would really see Hidu Bog again.

Well….that was not entirely true.

As always the flaw in any advancement in technology was in the people that used it. After twenty-five years of being flawless, such a reliable system made the fundamental routines at the jail house more of a chore and less than a requirement. After such a long service of not being a problem – the Shut Down being the exception, then again not everything Rapier Tech was tide into the jailhouse – the redundancies themselves became redundant. Nothing, even in a Rapier product, was perfect: either the flaw was in the design or in the system of execution done by the users of the product inherited by the design.

As the Bothan delivery man had left, as the officer had turned off the power to the heating elements of his container, that small amount of energy transferred over and had activated a minute transceiver within the heating element itself. It transmitted a subroutine to the security system through its wireless network via a short wave transmitter. The program subroutine merged with the rest of the system software as a security patch to the existing software, and therefore was not logged as a change to the current configuration. When it ran, it ran recorded sensor readings in a loop, which would not end until the door to Bog’s cell was opened.

As for Bog he had no warning as the shadows of his darkened cell just seemed to grab him around the same time the container transmitted the subroutine. He went blind, deaf, and could feel nothing, and ultimately that made him feel very dumb, and very doomed in his emotions. Before he knew it, he thought he was dying, but then he could smell fresh air.

It took some time for him to open his eyes and look, but Bog did and he found himself outside of the jail, outside Coronet….outside everything; as far as he could tell, perhaps he was still on Corellia. It was the outdoors nonetheless; brush around him, the heavens above with its many, many stars. There seemed to be no tiny moving dots to indicate starships, so he was far from any port. This just astonished him to no end because, unless he was going mad, he was free! 

The how eluded his happy conscious. Even though his hands still hurt he clasped them together, dropped to his knees, and said, “Thank you God!”

“And why would you credit Her for my due?”

Bog heard the voice and gasped. Still on his knees, he remained still in horror. The delicate sound of fabric was audible here, and a figure in black walked around him to face him. The Neimoidian noted the figure, but the voice was enough for identification. He said, “Y-Y-YOU! H-Ho-How?”

“You of all people should know to never underestimate the power of the Dark Side of the Force.” Gloved hands reached down and grabbed hold of Bog’s still injured hands and raised them. He winced in response, but he learned not to pull away. “And with what you know you really should know better than that.”

Everything was bewildering for the Neimoidian: from how he had been taken out of the jail to this very moment. It was too much, much too much, for him to comprehend even as his hands were released. He barely registered the hands on his narrow, shaking shoulders, making him flinch and turn towards a Bothan with a kind face.

“Easy there, Arbiter,” said Grosse Pyiler’oya, smiling and helping Bog up to his feet. “You had one hell of a trip.”

“Don’t I….I know you from somewhere,” said Bog. He knew Grosse’s face if he could not place the name. Sometimes, when the Si’ing agent was in Senator Onidas Grim’s office, the male who pretended to be a producer and the videographer of the Grim Show was in the shot. Whenever he was bored, Bog dropped in on the Grim Show just to see how the ‘other politics’ lived.

Grosse smiled, pretended to spend time thinking about a period time much older than his last assignment. He decided on the first time he and Bog had ever met. He said, “Rapier Technologies, Naboo. Project Xavier.”

Eyes growing wide, after being reminded of the Bothan’s contribution to Project Korriban, Bog turned around and stuttered, “You mean it worked?!!”

“Of course it worked. The non-existence of Si’ing proves that it worked.” The group began walking towards two ships that were waiting in the brush. “Just like you with the Wettlespear.”

Bog was not too nervous to ask, “Are you responsible for getting the Wettlespear to work? Did any of my missing scientists lie?”

“No and no. Someone else will take full credit for that work in due course.” The group came to a stop in front of a Bothan minor-bird class vessel. “For now, you are going to have a three hour head start on CorSec, so time is wasting. Grosse here will take you to some old friends of yours in the Plomm Sector, on the other side of Corporate Sector Space. There, you can catch up with those who had made the Wettlespear.”

She let Bog absorb that news, for after all this time he had thought the Rapier Neimoidians lond dead. She continued, “You will like it there: no one to bother you, or kill you. You can spend the rest of your life there, safe, in peace amongst friends, with no means of being discovered and no means of escape. And I warn you only once, Hidu, if you try to escape I will know. I will find you. And I will kill you.”

Grosse patted Bog’s shoulders happily and said, “Come on, Arbiter, let’s get you out of those prison unies for some stylized common Neimoidian fashion.” The Bothan found no resistance in the stunned alien at first. Neimoidians were such frail creatures, but the shock had made him weak and useless as a wind sock.

However, Bog gained courage through curiosity. He stopped and begged, “Wait!” He found that Grosse was letting him turn around. “Why?” It took his eyes a while to realize that who he was talking to was still there in the dark. “Why do you do this for me?”

“I have had a great deal of trouble keeping my word over the years, Hidu.” The shadow strolled forward. “Promise after promise broken the moment it became too inconvenient for me to keep them. You would not believe how many promises I have broken. Looking back, I see that promises should not be so fragile.”
Bog sighed and cared, “That is why we have contracts.”

“If sincerity is measured by the file size of your digital signature we as a galaxy are truly doomed.”

“Who are you trying to fool here?” questioned Bog as he gained the feeling of bravado again. Inhaling free air can do that to anyone. “First of all this promise over protecting everyone in Project Korriban was between me and Bendian. We were smart enough to realize that all we were doing wasn’t just amoral, it was highly illegal. Never mind we were the only ones that took the Vhinphyc threat seriously.”

“Don’t change history: you did this for money and money alone: nothing more.”

“We cannot make money when there is no one alive to buy what we sell,” stated Bog matter-of-factly. “But beyond that, it boils down to this reality: You are not honoring some mere promise made between me and Bendian. You fear me talking. Everyone in the project fears me talking, but none more so than you. I know so much, and too much I imagine, about you.”

A chagrin was flashed. “I can kill you instead. Or I can have Grosse here do it. He can demonstrate that uncanny ability of his that Project Xavier gave him when he was born. It is one of the many things that has made Si’ing such a thing to fear. And after death, you and Bly Coaxial can compare your notes in hell on the experience. Would you like that?”

Bog clamped his mouth shut as he looked at the Bothan. Grosse just shook his head slowly, smiled, and said, “I don’t relish in what I can do, but don’t think I won’t do it. Take my advice: You’ve got to know when to fold them, ‘Kenny’.”

The shadow said, “Leave, or die here: either way you are not going back in that jail cell.”

The Neimoidian agreed with a shaken head nod and let Grosse again take him towards their assigned ship.

“Really!” The males turned around one last time. “Would it hurt to remember proper etiquette? After all that I have done for you? Even Neimoidians have shame. Shame on you, Hidu, what do you say?”

Bog was very hesitant to say anything, but it was not long before he understood he was being given a gift. He was not going to a prison that would kill him. He was not going to die by the hands of the Sith, or by anyone here. This kind of effort was just as sincere as the person that made his freedom happen. There had been a promise made many years ago, and she was right: in place of her husband Bendian, she held up the end of the bargain.

He allowed a smile, and he said, “Thank you Naressa.”

As Bog and Grosse backed and headed up the ramp, the cascade of light from inside the ship was bright enough so when she stepped into the light, Naressa Rapier in her full Sithian glory could be seen. White skin bright against the light, yellow eyes brighter, she spoke through black lips that held very many secrets, and with a smile happy that one secret – the one Hidu Bog had figured out about her and Palpatine fathering Juna – was for now going to remain that way.

“You are quite welcome.”

THE END
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