Counter Operations – Lateral Thinking.

Mount Dakhan

Aeotheran

Orian System

Sanguinius studied the display in the war room between his and the Quaestor's quarters. “What is the situation Commodore?”

Auturra Krill looked up from the display. “The rebels have occupied an old Collective facility south-east of Kel Rasha. There seems to be a core of heavily armed leaders, however the vast majority are citizens. It appears they have unearthed a large Collective weapons dump and managed to reactivate the defence systems of the facility.”

“So you expect stiff resistance?” the Augur asked.

Krill shrugged “We can get in there,” he replied. “The first and third battalions have deployed around the facility and await further orders. I suggest a prolonged artillery strike, followed by precision bombing of the shield generators and heavy weapons before we send our forces in. From what we can determine there is an underground level below the main building. If they dig in we could sustain heavy losses digging them out again.” He glanced at the other summit member who was studying the display, apparently lost in thought. 

The Aedile glanced at the quiet Quaestor for a few seconds, but no response came. He sighed. “We have received a message from Sepros. The Consul has ordered the facility to be destroyed, and all inhabitants exterminated, as an example to the rest of the citizens. We are to record and play it over the networks, followed by a repeat of his earlier communication.” His voice betrayed his feelings on the matter.

Finally the Quaestor spoke, “Order our forces to withdraw two miles from the facility and hold position.”

The Aedile and the Commodore turned to him in surprise. “Are you sure sir?” Krill asked.

“You have your orders.”

Delivers of Justice Headquarters

Former Collective Facility

South-east of Kel Rasha

The defenders on the wall watched in puzzlement as LAAT troop and heavy equipment transports lifted off from the ground the ground and turned, moving off into the distance. “They're running away!” one shouted and there was a cheer around him. Amongst them the armoured figure of Darik watched them in suspicion. He knew these Dark Jedi, he had lived quietly amongst them with his fellows for over a decade, since his former masters had been defeated in the last attempt at stirring up rebellion. This was not their way. He raised his communicator. “They're up to something,” he reported. 

“I agree,” a female voice replied, “keep an eye on them. This may be a feint before they try something big.”

Darik nodded. “Acknowledged.”

He continued to watch, and then frowned as something glittered in the light. He raised his quadnoculars and watched as a small ship descended towards them. “Incoming ship,” he reported. 

“Attack ship?” the voice asked.

“No it appears to be an old HH-87 Starhopper,” he replied, “no military markings and it looks like it's seen better days. Do we destroy it?”

“Negative,” the voice replied. “see what they want.”

The starhopper simply named “Ship” landed in front of the facility, it's wings lifting into a vertical position as it landed in the immense jungle clearing. After a few seconds it's cockpit opened and a figure climbed out. He was wearing grey armour that looked like it had seen worse days than the starhopper, and a dirty brown cloak. After a few seconds he removed his helmet revealing his burned and scarred features and dropped it on the nose of the ship. Then he began to walk confidently up to the gate. He looked up and his gaze took in the defenders with their blaster weapons, and the turrets that had swivelled to cover him and his vessel. 

“I am Malisane Sadow, governor of Aeotheran and Inos,” he shouted, “You are in breach of the laws we have imposed on this planet. You will open this gate, surrender your leaders and then you will be permitted to return to your jobs and homes. If you do not obey you will lives are forfeit and those of your families.”

There was a bemused silence on the wall in response to the tiny figure stood in front of the large facility, looking up at the gates. Darik pushed his way forward and leaned over the wall. “Is that threat meant to be serious, governor?” he said, his voice emphasising the last word. “You have pulled back your forces which suggests you fear to attack. Now you are one small man. What threat do you think you are to us?”

The figure stood in front of them smiled coldly, and then pressed a button on his wrist communicator. There was silence for a few seconds, and then the immense roar of repulsor engines from above as a gleaming disc descended from the clouds, casting a shadow over the facility as the inhabitants looked up in fear and awe at the familiar sight of the Marakith skyhook. 

The inhabitants of Seng Karash, Kel Rasha and Mymidon looked in surprise as their televisions stopped broadcasting Ministry of Communications approved sports, drama and music programming and switched to the aerial view of the former Collective facility. They sat forward in their seats as the cameras beneath the skyhook hovered over the defenders, and then panned down and focused on the scared and burned features of their governor. Then there was a flicker of light from the skyhook and as the cameras pulled back again as an immense projection of the governor appeared behind him, towering over the facility as the defenders looked up at it.

“I repeat,” Malisane told them, his voice amplified so loud it almost shook the facility, “I am Malisane Sadow, governor of Aeotheran and Inos. You have broken our laws. You will surrender this facility and your leaders.”

On the wall Darik had found a loud hailer. “We can kill you at any time governor. Maybe you should surrender to us?”

Malisane nodded. He raised his communicator again. “Commence sixty second countdown to sterilisation, one mile radius and two hundred metres down from this position.”

Lights began to flash in the surface of the skyhook above and panels opened. A loud automated voice began to count down, “Sixty, fifty nine, fifty eight, fifty seven...”

“You are bluffing,” Darik shouted, “you would die as well!”

The features of the lone man and his immense projection twisted, the lipless mouth opening in a twisted smile of broken teeth beneath the missing nose. “Do I look like I fear death?”

“Thirty six, thirty five, thirty four...”

“Do not listen,” Darik shouted, “they are bluffing!” 

“Twenty nine, twenty eight, twenty seven..”

Malisane looked at the facility passively as activity heightened it it as figures scurried about, his hands by his sides as they waited and suddenly the sound of blaster fire sounded across the empty space from the gates. 

“Nineteen, eighteen, seventeen, sixteen...”

“Governor,” a new voice shouted, “please stop the attack. We surrender!”

Malisane waited for a few seconds, studying the facility as the count continued, and then the gates opened.

“Ten, nine, eight, seven.” He watched as three armoured figures emerged, hands on their heads as less armoured civilians pushed them forward.

“Five, four, three..” The citizens in the facility and at home watched as the small figure and his duplicate immense projection raised a hand and pressed the button on his communicator. The lights on the skyhook dimmed and the panels closed.

Malisane watched in satisfaction as the leaders were brought towards him, his hand hovering over the communicator. Then he lowered it. He walked forward.

A woman amongst the leaders fixed him with a glare. The rest stood passively. “You are a coward.”

“Silence,” he ordered. Then he looked directly up at the skyhook, as the view on the screens of the viewers focused on his projection.

“Citizens of Aeotheran. I am Malisane Sadow. I am here to enforce the rule of the followers of Naga Sadow on this planet following our destruction of those who call themselves the Collective. You may remember me. I have governed here twice as Dlarit Governor Jagos Var, the man who began the development of life on this world from a small mining town into planet wide business and  metropolis. I designed the skyhook that defends this world and when it was stolen I went out into the galaxy and took it back. My statue stands in the Seng Karash park, though it was made before my accident. And I am back. Your lives are in my hand.”

He paused, knowing that not only the citizens of Aeotheran would be watching but also amongst his fellow Clan members including the Summit. 

“We rule Aeotheran, and Inos, and the wider Orian System. We expect obedience in return for the life we created here. So you have three choices. You can rebel like those before me. I am being merciful this time but only this time. If this happens again the penalties will be extremely harsh.”

He paused. “You can leave. I will not stop you. You can go out into a galaxy that has seen decades of war and turmoil. You an try and find work. You can try and feed your families and find them shelter and safety amongst the chaos out there in the darkness. You may succeed. Or not.”

He paused again. “Or you can stay and work and obey the laws we have set. You will be paid for your work. You will have homes. You will have food and goods to buy. You will have safety from lawbreakers. Your children will be educated and when they and you are sick you will be healed. However in return for that generosity obedience is expected and disobedience is punished,”

He slowly looked down and then casually raised a hand above his head and brought it down directly at the ground beneath the feet of the three leaders. With a detonation they were thrown from their feet as the ground rocked beneath them. He lowered his hand and the woman who was leading grasped her throat, her features darkening as she fought for life before collapsing to the ground. One of the men raised his hand for mercy, before the governor turned to him and choked the life from him. Darik, who had survived, used the distraction to burst to his feet and began to run. Malisane raised a hand and an invisible force slammed into the rebels back, and then with a leap the Sith was on him. As the horrified citizens standing nearby and at home watched, the Sith grabbed the rebel's head as he began to rise, and then his shoulders, and slowly as Darik tried to grasp the hands that held him, Malisane began to twist the head round until there was a sickening crack. Malisane stood, and faced the cameras again. “I hope you understand your choices.”

Mount Dakhan

Aeotheran.

As Malisane entered the room Sanguinius looked up at him. “Bentre seems eager to speak with you.”

“Does he?” The Quaestor poured himself a drink.

“Yes, our Consul does not seem happy. I keep expecting to see the Perdition appear in the sky at any time.”

Malisane nodded and strode over to the panel and pressed several buttons. After a few seconds a hologram of the Consul appeared in the middle of the room.

“Malisane,” Bentre said in greeting, his voice quiet and deadly.

“Consul.”

“You have disobeyed my orders,” the Consul told him, “I ordered the extermination of all those in that facility, and the broadcast of my announcement, not your own.” 

“I considered your views when deciding on my course of action,” the Quaestor replied.

“I rule this system, including that planet, not you. You should remember where your loyalties lie!”

Malisane fixed the Consul with a passive look. “My loyalties are to Clan Naga Sadow, Consul, as they have always been. I have served under Astronicus, Vexatus, Korras, Manesh, Macron, Trevarus  and all the others. I worked for them but I was not their puppet, and I am not yours. You requested I take over the governance of this planet and this House. I have done so. And I will govern over both as I see fit until you or someone else removes me.”

The figure of Bentre studied him for a few seconds. “You should be careful Quaestor,” he advised coldly, “just because you do not apparently fear death does not mean you should actively welcome it.” 

With a flicker the Consul's image disappeared.  

