His eyes had finally become accustom to the darkness, though it didn't help him much. He had spent an excessive amount of time hunkered down, keeping away from the patrols. He hated the idea of hiding, especially from soldiers who were till recently under his command. He gritted his teeth as a series of hover tanks thundered by, rockcrete dust floating down around him. With a tap of his finger, the blue T-shaped visor on his helmet lit up.

“Showtime,” he whispered to himself, his voice echoing slightly within the confines of his helmet. He felt unclean, inside and out. Though he was used to spending days in his armor, without respite or bathing, the demon within was disgusted at the levels he fallen to. He was hiding from mundane troops! He could slaughter them without breaking into a sweat, a dozen times over in fact! Why now was he cowering from them, consigning himself to the shadows like a common street urchin?

Diplomacy, apparently, was required here. The troops would understand might, understand that they could not face him and would cower at his beck and call. The officers were not so easily swayed, or dissuaded from their current loyalties. Much to his distaste, he would have to parley with these officers, rogues even on to the Fallax troops, but not yet in the Scholae camp.

A nearby shadow seemed to blink in his general direction. Three red flashes, followed by a blue. He nodded to himself, and stepped forward, slipping between column and a shop awning. He moved quietly, as close to silent as a man of his size and bearing could. His ceramic plated boots crushed fallen masonry underfoot, and the sound seemed to echo throughout the deserted marketplace.

The reign of Fallax had strained the civilian population more than any single event in the past. He'd seen the death squads, Fallax mind warped traitors, herding men and women into the industrial works, forcing them to labor exhaustively in the foundries. Judecca had a strong metal working infrastructure, as well as a weapons complex which had supplied the Scholae Palatinae troops.

He dashed across the last few meters and into the cover of an alleyway, which he seemed to fill almost  entirely. A tiny droid sat on a food staff banner, it's little optical scopes staring down at him. Archangel glared at it through his visor, and the droid's head tilted to one side, as if acknowledging it.

“Buzz off, bird,” he muttered, advancing down the alley, “I know where I'm going.”

-

Captain Domin swore quietly under his breath as the others took their seats. Somehow, he'd been designated their speaker, if not leader. He wasn't even the most senior ranked officer in the room, and yet they had default to his judgment. He sighed, and lifted his hand, calling the room to order with the simple gesture. You've got to love the military sometimes.

“Thank you for coming, gentlemen,” he said, before nodding his head to Lieutenant Vera Hol, their representative from the local air wing, “and ladies. I appreciate you taking the time and effort to come. We've sealed the perimeter, and our jamming system is up and functional.”

The several of the assembled officers nodded in approval, while the rest maintained a stony vigil over their datapads. This was not a meeting for pleasantries, nor was it a happy occasion. He allowed a frown to crease his features.

“As you may have heard, Colonel Brinklet was arrested two days ago, and executed yesterday morning, on the charge of treason. We have no idea how they found out about his involvement with us, or any other movement, but we must consider how we can limit our exposure,” Domin continued, his eyes shifting slowly between the other officers.

A tiny man, barely five feet tall and narrowed bodied, seemed to flare with anger across the table from Domin.

“Are you suggesting he broke under torture, Captain!?” the man said, barely containing the building anger. Colonel Metz was a close friend of Brinklet, and Domin had expected this response. One or two of the officers, and at least one aide, nodded in agreement, their gazes glaring back at the Captain as if he'd said a dirty word.

“If it were you, Colonel, I'd be asking the same questions, as I would expect you all would be if I were the one who was executed. This is no time for sentiments. I am sorry for the loss of such a great man, but we will mourn him when this travesty is over, or we will see him in the next life. Right now, we need to make contact with high command, the true high command I mean.”

“Well put, Captain Domin,” a voice said, wafting in through a pair of tent flaps. The voice was a strong bass, bearing an accent of command with it. As one the officer's heads snapped towards the flap, more than a few reaching for their side arms. A massive dark form stooped low and under the tent awning, blocking the light from outside with it's bulk.

“En garde!” shouted Colonel Metz, his Bryar blaster raised and firing before he spoke. The blaster fire ripped through the tent in places, but somehow missed the giant as he moved towards the table. A moment later, the pistol was wrenched from the Colonel's hand with an unseen force, clattering against a bank of consoles on the far wall of the tent. The giant pulled the helmet from his head, and smiled.

“Good to see you are all alive,” Archangel said, before nodding to Captain Domin, “The Captain hear has kept you all on the straight and narrow I hope.”

“As always, my Lord,” Domin said, lowering his head in a slight bow, “How did you know how to find us?”

“A little birdie told me,” he replied, smiling, “Now,  you all know who I am. You know what I do for a living, which is much the same as you all, but... more involved. I trust you implicitly. This is not an easy statement to make, but I have fought along side most of you, and those who I haven't, I'm sure Domin's trust is warranted.”

Metz glared across the table at the large Palpatine, and sneered, ratlike and pitiless.

“Where were you when this disaster befell us!? Where were you when Fallax rose and enslave us!? Why should we follow you again, when we are quite capable of taking back this planet on our own terms?”

Archangel let the Colonel speak. It wasn't often that a subordinate spoke to him in this manner, but he understood that situations like these are rare, and some leeway was required. 

“What makes you think, my 'Lord', that we want you here?” Metz finished, his tone triumphant. The Sith smiled warmly, and spread his hands in a placating manner.

“Colonel, I could tell you of my exploits, how I killed Jedi in single combat, how I have been leading armies into battle for longer than you've been breathing. But I think the best I could do to change your mind, and those of your comrades here is one, simple display.”

His right hand suddenly clenched into a fist, and Colonel Metz's neck crumpled with a sudden force. He slumped to the ground, gasping pathetically. The other officers recoiled, the flight lieutenant falling out of her seat in surprise. The Warlord had expected nothing less. He stood, and walked over to the fallen Colonel.

“You see, Colonel,” he said, his voice a whisper, but audible across the entire room, “You leaked information about Colonel Brinklet to Fallax. I know this. I also know you were planning on giving up the rest of this cadre in due time. How do I know this?”

Captain Domin mopped his brow with his hand, and shook his head, trying to knock his brain back into motion. The Palpatine stood over the fallen Colonel, a leviathan above a helpless mortal.

“I command more than just man and machine, Colonel. I command minds, voices, thoughts. And I command you. I command you all!” he said, turning to the assembled officers, “Rejoin my fold, brethren, and I will lead you to victory, reclaim our planet and restore it to primacy in this system and beyond.”

The officers cheered, brilliant smiles appearing on their faces at the massive Sith's proclamation. Archangel turned to Domin, who nodded weakly.

“Captain, have the Colonel put into a bacta tank. I have questions for him. The rest of you? Communications net link is AZ-0091-Krayt. Return to your units and prepare for war. I fight alongside you, and yours, from this day forward.”

He slammed his fist onto the heavy wood of the table.

“For Judecca!” he bellowed, “For the Emperor!”
