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The Bright
Though the stench of Emperor Vanis' ritual chamber hung in his sinuses like an unwelcome guest, it was soon evicted by the saline neutrality of this new environment. The void, as he would later describe it, was featureless, blank and as uninviting as a medical office. The sudden change from the dank darkness to the bright luminescence of the void stung his eyes. He squinted against the light, his vision narrowing to a tiny slits, in an effort to acclimatize to the sheer luminosity of the area. As his beading eyes surveyed the landscape, or the lack thereof, around him, he noticed that as he turned his head, he could see a Gaussian blur in his peripheral view. 

He felt more than saw that this situation was little more than an illusion of the mind, more than a dream or altered reality. A frown darkened his features, along with a furrow of his brow, as he sought the Force, and use it to determine the nature of this expanse. An emerald lance of light sparked out of the ether surrounding the huge man, and struck out at him, snaking back and forth through the air. It connected, firmly with his chest, knocking the Battlelord onto his rear. The man swore with frustration, eyes searching for an assailant or hidden trap. But the spark had disappeared, leaving the scent of ozone in the air, and a blackened mark on the man's chest.

He rose slowly to his feet, one hand clasped against this chest in a protective gesture. The flesh felt numbed and alien beside his undamaged skin, a clear sign of a burn. He would have to heal it as soon as possible. He drew on the Force, his hand pressed firmly against the wound. The green lance of energy appeared again, flashing out at him as far as a striking cobra. He dove to one side, rolling as he moved to maintain his momentum, and leaped to his feet, lightsaber in hand. The attack had already vanished, leaving him with a distinctly disturbed impression.

“What the hell is going on here?” he muttered to himself. As if conjured by the words, a spectre of a darkness whose depths could never be plumbed appeared before him, seemingly from the ether. He took an involuntary step back, his lightsaber up and ready once more. A thin line of read appears near where the head of the spectre might be, if indeed it had a head, and it expanded slowly, revealing dozens of rows of teeth. The maw opened slowly, curling into a manic grin, before a peal of laughter split the stillness of the void.

“Welcome, mortal!” the voice said, it's tone cruel and humorless, and despite the lack of eyes, it seemed to leer at him. It's shape was stark in contrast to the background, like a tear in the fabric of the universe, and a creature from beyond was now watching and grinning. He could feel the absolute pressure of the being's presence, a weight that pulled at his body, slowing his movements, as if he were striding through a gale. 

“Who are you?” Archangel said, his teeth gritted, straining against the creature's will. He moved forward slowly, advancing on the thing as meaningfully as possible, but his muscles soon began to flag under the constant pressure. The being noticed this and the grin seemed to acquire a more manic demeanor.

“Why, Battlelord Archangel Palpatine, scion of the Clan Scholae Palatinae, I am you,” the creature said, its voice and tone slipping into what could only be described as a facsimile of his own, “I am all that makes you evil and wrong with the world. I am your power, boy, your rage, your anger, your fear, your hate, manifest in this realm of utter isolation.”

Archangel stopped his laborious march, staring at the being with unrestrained surprise. A manifestation of his own power? How could that possibly be? Why was it in this void, one which Vanis must have created in his debauchery with the Force. His jaw muscles tightened as his resolve, and backbone, stiffened against the ridiculousness of the situation.

“You're the reason my connection to the Force is damaging me,” the Battlelord said, his voice calm with a twinge of anger. He could feel the creature's leer as prickles on the skin, leaving trails of goosebumps as it moved along his body. In a very real and definite sense, the creature could see right through him, through his outward facade and into the depths of his being, his fears, misgivings, and wants, splayed out for the world to see.

“Quite right. And now, I should think, you will die. That fool Vanis was unable to overcome his own darkness, and lost his mind for the pleasure. You will join him, soon enough,”

Lances of emerald flashed out from the creature, spearing at the huge Battlelord with deathly precision. He dodged and moved, his body arching away from the surges of power, the phantom ache in his chest reminding him of what might happen if another blast landed. He batted one lance away with his lightsaber, slapping it into the ground, or at least what passed for ground in the void. He charged forward, anger bubbling just under the surface.

“Yes!” the creature exclaimed, and moved forward, “Your anger is my sustenance, mortal!”

Archangel moved back a step, his charge redirected by the notion of giving this creature more power. It clearly had an overwhelming well of energy already, and to add more would make overcoming it that much more difficult. He could not use the Force, as it seemed to provide the creature's attacks with a focal point to which to aim, nor could he use his rage, the reservoir of pain and anger which he fed on in combat. He felt utterly toothless in the face of this monstrosity, one of his own making, what he had allowed his soul to become.

He was better than that. He was greater than one portion of his being, a fraction of his will, a piece of his soul. He had spent his entire life in constant war, with the Jedi, the other Clans, his father, and himself. He was no stranger to adversity. It was only the way that one reacts to obstacles and danger which makes the true warrior.

He thrust his hand out, and into the being, disappearing into the darkness. The creature seemed to falter for a moment, unsure as to what to do. The Battlelord grinned, and ignited his lightsaber within the creature, and ripped upward, tearing the being asunder. An unearthly screech emitted from the thing, its pieces flowing away and pooling like silk on the floor. It seemed to slither and whine, anguish and hunger without the ability to reduce either.

Archangel knelt down, gathering the fabric-like entity in his massive hands. He grimaced as the slick, oily texture of the aberration.

“You may be my evil soul, creature, but you are still mine. Vanis may not have been powerful or intelligent enough to know that simple truth, but I do. You are mine”

The silky fabric of the creature shimmered and roiled, running along his skin and wrapping around his arms slowly. He could not feel any malevolence from the being, only a solemn obedience, like a hound whose master had scolded it. It sunk into his skin, leaving an imprint of its shape in his skin, a tattoo of sorts, but of the finest possible creation: his own power.

The void slowly receded, leaving only the stench of the Emperor's hall and the dark tattoos on his arms. He closed his eyes for a moment, contemplate and calm. He smiled, and rose from his kneeling position. There was little more for him to do in this place. The Emperor was secure, the creature he had left in his wake displaced. He could feel relief from around him, the world itself almost screaming with triumph.

It would seem that had won. The Clan had always stood against the might of the enemy, no matter its construction or power. But losses were mounting. How many more of these conflicts could they sustain under the guise of a parochial empire without the strain of civil war exploding?

All that mattered was the current danger had been averted. Future wars could be fought in the future. For now, remembrance and drink were due.
