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Chapter One 

 

I woke up and knew I wasn't alone. 

Remaining still in the bed, I slit open a single eye and took stock of my surroundings. I 

was in my bedroom, in my own apartment. I couldn't see anyone, but I could sense the 

presence of an intruder. The chronometer on the nightstand beside the bed read three in the 

morning, which meant I had only been a sleep a few hours. 

It should have been impossible for someone to slip in unnoticed, but no alarms were 

blaring. My security devices remained inactive, and my twin droids—a pair of modified 

MagnaGuards—had not come crashing through the door with their electro-staffs ignited. 

Something was very wrong, yet I didn't feel the tell-tale prickling that warned me of potential 

danger. Odd. I was well-practiced at knowing when someone was coming for me with the intent 

to kill. Not feeling that bloodlust was more than a little disconcerting. 

The high-rise apartment complex I lived in was far from first class, but it had two key 

features that had made it an ideal location for a living place. One: it had state-of-the-art 

security. All of the doors required scans of both passcards and biometrics and every window 

was made of high-grade transparisteel. Security guards roamed the grounds at all hours and 

were well paid for their service.  

And two? Well, the other reason was the fact it was conveniently located several miles 

away from the dorms of the Taldryan Great Hall. A few miles was the minimum distance 

required to keep me and my new House mates from constantly coming to blows. I never 

learned to play nice with others and something about me just seems to rub them the wrong 

way. Getting a separate apartment just seemed like a good idea. 

How anyone had managed to completely bypass all that security, I didn't know—though 

I was sure as hell going to find out later. More importantly, only a handful of people even knew 

where I lived, so how would they know to find me here? Someone had some serious explaining 

to do. 

Still faking sleep, I shifted my arm as stealthily as a I could across the bed and grabbed 

the lightsaber hilt resting under my pillow. Don't ask. My fingers tightened around the cool 

metal and I rolled to the side of the bed in a blink, ready to ignite the blade. A woman suddenly 

appeared before me, unarmed and standing utterly still. 



 

 

It was impossible to tell who she was or what she looked like. The shape of her body 

was hidden behind bulky robes and her face by shadows. The reason I knew the intruder was 

female was because of the soft scent of perfume in the air. A stray beam of moonlight flashed 

on her left arm, revealing an intricately designed tattoo. Interlocking symbols and words joined 

together to form an insignia I didn't recognize, though I had a feeling I knew what they meant. 

She was from the Society. 

I lowered my lightsaber slowly, wary of any sudden movements the woman might make. 

When she remained still, I pushed myself to my feet and squared off against her. We stood 

there in my bedroom for what seemed like an endless amount of minutes just waiting for each 

other to react first. Finally, when I was about to demand an explanation—or just go back to 

sleep—she  extended her right hand, palm up, and offered me a rolled up piece of parchment. 

Cautiously, I reached out and snatched it from her. I looked at the scroll. It was plain 

looking enough, except for the black ribbon that bound it with an extravagant seal. A quick 

glance showed it had similar markings as the ones on the woman's arm. When I turned my head 

back to her, she was already gone, as if she had melted into the shadows and disappeared. 

The Society. I had only heard whispers about it since joining the Brotherhood. It was 

rumored to be a secret organization, which trained Dark Jedi in investigation, interrogation, and 

assassination. An intelligence division comprised of powerful Force-users, like the Dark Side 

Adepts of the old regime serving under Emperor Palpatine. It was exactly the kind of 

organization I wanted to join to further my own goals. 

Dismissing the mysterious messenger for the moment, I leaned over my desk and 

activated a small glowlamp. Running my thumb over the strange seal, I felt a trace of power 

bound within it. At my touch, the seal split into two with a sharp crack, and fell to the ground, 

letting me unfurl the scroll. I held it up and quickly read the words. It was short and to the point. 

A mission. A test. The message outlined a detailed assignment on the planet of Nar Shaddaa 

and the objective was clear: 

Discover who killed Orv Dessrx. 

 



 

 

The city spaceport was quiet in the dead of night, the streets almost empty but for the 

few unfortunates who had pulled graveyard shift. Security at the main gate waved me through 

without asking for identification—the robes and lightsabers gave one pretty much carte-

blanche on the Taldryan-controlled world of Karufr. The locals may not be aware of it, but the 

Dark Jedi controlled nearly every facet of their lives on the planet. Government. Police. 

Corporations. Even a few of the more infamous entertainment establishments. There was little 

not under the direct control of the House. 

I walked by the shuttered hangars until I came to number fifty-five. It was privately 

owned by the House and used by some of the Elders to store their personal starships. Despite 

being separate from the public bays (and costing a lot extra), the exterior wasn't much different 

from the rest of the spaceport. Sterile, durasteel walls, power conduits crisscrossing the floor, 

and the smell of grease and fuel. The only difference was the card-scanned security doors.  

I flashed my identification at the door, which beeped in acceptance, and let myself in. 

Docked on the far right side of the bay was my own ship, Ghost, already prepped and ready to 

leave at a moment's notice… It was always good to have an exit strategy in a hostile 

environment. I gave the ship a quick pre-flight scan, sweeping for potential sabotage or tracking 

equipment. You could say that I was a little paranoid. But then, I had good reason to be.  

"Going somewhere, Aidan?" 

Aidan Kincaid is my name, but I've only ever known two people to address me as 

"Aidan" aside from my parents. For the most part, people just call me 'Kincaid' and that's how I 

prefer it. There's a certain distance implied when you call a man by his surname. I felt it was 

important to keep things impersonal. It prevented anyone from getting too close. 

The sound of the gravel voice froze me in place. It should have surprised me, maybe 

even sent me reaching for my weapons. It was, after all, the middle of the night and not a soul 

had been around. But, instead, I just sighed and prepared myself for a lecture. Another lecture. 

The voice was one of the few in the Brotherhood that I could  recognize instinctively. It was well 

known to me. 

"Great," I muttered. I dropped my head in resignation and turned. 

Jac Cotelin, one of the most powerful men in the Dark Brotherhood, was standing 

before me, glaring. Cotelin is a Grand Master—the highest rank attainable in the Brotherhood—

and exudes a presence that could strike fear into a rancor. Standing just over six feet tall and 

built like a gundark, he was all bulging muscle and predatory grace. His dark hair, dark eyes, and 

chiseled jaw just added to his overall sense of menace. 



 

 

I stood a little taller than the venerable old man, but built for speed rather than power. 

Standing side-by-side, people often commented on the contrast between us. Unlike Cotelin, I'm 

more  wiry and all sharp angles. You wouldn't want to meet either of us alone in a back alley, 

but his appearance inspired a healthy respect. Mine? I usually drew the gamut between pants-

wetting fear and utter contempt. 

Oh, and as I mentioned? He's my master. 

 Despite the hour, he was wearing his usual suit. A black, sleeveless vest, trimmed in 

gold with matching black pants all form-fitting and tailor-made. His bare arms were crossed 

over his chest as he watched me. He didn't really need an explanation. His being here meant he 

was already well aware of what had happened earlier. We had a strong… connection. It could 

come in handy at times, but for the most part? It was a pain in the backside. 

"So," he began, drawing the word out. "Against my wishes, you decided to expose 

yourself to the Society?" 

Sithspit. "Yes, master," I confirmed. Lying was pointless. He already knew. 

"Again you dive recklessly into something beyond your ability to understand." He shook 

his head. It was something he did a lot when I was around and I knew it meant he was annoyed, 

rather than angry. Exasperation and my company seemed to go hand-in-hand. 

In our first meeting, Cotelin and I had formed a powerful bond through the Force. It had 

created an unbreakable connection between us; one that allows us to sense and even 

communicate with one another across great distances. It also allows him to keep closer tabs on 

me than I liked. It was part of the reason he had taken me on as his apprentice, despite the fact 

I was long past the need for instruction.  

The bond also gives us an uncomfortable amount of access to one another's thoughts 

and emotions. In my excitement at being contacted by the Society, I had dropped my mental 

barriers long enough for him to read me. Keeping them in place was the only way to ward off 

his unwanted scrutiny, but I had stupidly allowed him to learn of the mission. 

"We both know this is the best option if I want to gather information about the One 

Sith," I explained. We'd had this argument before and it was just one of many things we didn't 

see eye-to-eye on. "This is how I can track down Silas and make him pay." 

At that, Cotelin clenched his teeth. Darth Silas was my former master, a powerful and 

sadistic Lord of the Sith. He is a ranking member of the recently founded One Sith—an Order of 

powerful Force users following a new doctrine of the Dark Side: The Rule of One. They were 

currently in some kind of war with the Brotherhood. 



 

 

Silas had personally overseen my training, using me as his pet assassin. I was the tool he 

used to strengthen his own position. When his secret machinations were discovered, he had set 

me up to take the blame. He betrayed me and sent assassins to hunt me down. In fact, that was 

how I had met up with Cotelin. The old man had somehow appeared in the right place at the 

right time and helped me fight off an entire squad of Sith Assassins. 

Silas' death was my only desire. It was my sole reason why I accepted my master's 

invitation into the Brotherhood. 

"Master." If he knew about the Society, then he already knew about the mission. With it 

out in the open, I could ask him for information. Cotelin had ears in most places, so I decided to 

voice my concerns about the assignment.  

"If Dessrx is truly dead, any physical evidence or witnesses to the crime will be long gone 

by the time I get there. What point is there in investigating so long after the fact?" I demanded. 

This had been bugging me. Space travel was hardly instantaneous, so it would be at least a day 

or two until I could arrive at the scene of the crime. "And why would the Society care about the 

death of a Dark Councilor anyway?" Betrayal and death were both standard fare when it came 

to politics and the dark side. 

Instead of answering, Cotelin closed his eyes with a weary sigh. I took a step towards 

him, then froze. A surge of energy gathered around him. I felt the flow of power ripple through 

our connection causing me to tense uncomfortably. It was like being caressed by a blanket of 

lightning. I'd felt this before whenever Cotelin was accessing the Force in my presence, and I 

could even guess what he was doing. He was walking into the stream of time, trying to discern 

information from the past, present, and future. 

"This event," he spoke slowly, "has not yet come to pass. Unfortunately, it is too late to 

prevent this outcome." His eyes were still closed in a trance-like state. 

"'Not yet come to pass'," I repeated. "You mean the murder hasn't even happened yet?" 

I had reason to be incredulous. "Then why don't they just stop it?" 

Cotelin shook his head. "His Fate is already written and cannot be changed. The best we 

can hope for is to uncover the truth behind this matter." His eyes snapped opened and locked 

onto mine. I could feel the cold weight of his experience in that gaze. A gaze that had seen so 

much death and destruction. Honestly, it was unnerving, even for me. "I believe the 

Brotherhood is in far greater danger than it realizes." 

As cryptic as the statement was, I knew my master was probably right. This Society, 

whatever purpose it truly served, was bigger than what it appeared to be. To have knowledge 



 

 

of the Herald's demise before the body dropped? Planning investigations before murders took 

place? Clearly, something new—something powerful—was at work within the Brotherhood. 

And now I was caught in the middle of it.  

It was exactly what I was hoping for. In order to destroy Silas, I needed information and 

powerful allies, which meant I had to make a damn good first impression on the Society. With 

any luck, I would figure out this murder, gain their trust, and learn more about the mysterious 

cabal pulling the strings from the dark. 

My master wasn't happy with my lust for vengeance, but he also knew he had no way of 

stopping me short of killing me. All he could do was provide support. And, with the Council 

about to be in an uproar over the death of one of their own, Cotelin would need to stick close 

to home. His leash was short. It had to be, lest someone suspect him of having a hand in these 

affairs. Apparently, rampant paranoia is one of the traits I share with the rest of the 

Brotherhood. 

That paranoia was the reason Cotelin had apprenticed me. 

"I'll contact you when I learn something," I told him. It was part of my job to be his eyes 

and ears when he was locked down by the Council. 

Cotelin nodded his head in response. Then, with a slight whisper of cloth, he vanished 

into the night without another word. I bowed my head at his retreating back and re-raised my 

mental barriers. It was time to go to work and I didn't need any further distractions. 

I climbed the ramp onto the ship and shouted orders to the protocol droid who serves 

as my pilot. He started flipping switched overhead, readying the ship for take-off as I sank into 

the co-pilot seat. I had no idea what this mission would lead me into, but I was deeply invested 

now. The Society. The Council. The murder. Joining the Brotherhood had put me in the middle 

of all of it and I still wasn't convinced it was where I wanted to be. I closed my eyes to banish 

that thought and listened to the sublight engines roar to life. 

"Good evening, master. Might I inquire as to where you wish to travel?" The droid 

turned in the pilot's seat, its photoreceptors staring blankly in my direction. 

"Not sure if it's where I wish to go, but we're going anyways," I told him. "To  Nar 

Shaddaa." 

 

 



 

 

Chapter Two 

 

The Vertical City. Smuggler's Moon. Little Coruscant. There are a lot of names attached 

to the dirtball I landed on, but it could easily be summed up by two words that described nearly 

every sentient being that called it home: Worthless. Scum. Nar Shaddaa was a haven for the 

criminal element and run by the Hutts. It did gambling, guns, and girls like nowhere else in the 

Galaxy. 

It was corrupt straight to the core, and authority was something you bought rather than 

earned. Which was why a handful of credits in the right hands allowed me to bypass the usual 

security checks of the Corellian Port Control, and step right into the crisp night air of the city 

streets. I waded through the pedestrian traffic to the nearby taxi pad and hailed a ride to take 

me to the Corellian sector. 

Traffic was steady as we pulled into the flow of air traffic. I stared out the side of the car, 

ignoring the driver's brief attempt at chit-chat, and continued tracking the ominous feeling I 

had had since landing. It had hit me when my ship had entered the moon's atmosphere, and 

had grown stronger and stronger as we hit the surface. Something big had gone down on the 

little moon. 

After a brief ride, I got dropped off on Level 88—the worker's district. It was the place 

the blue-collar sentients of the planet worked and lived. The level was dominated by decaying, 

urban landscapes and polluted cities. Most of the sector had already been rebuilt in the years 

since the Yuuzhan Vong occupation. Other parts of the moon hadn't been so lucky. 

I walked swiftly through the narrow streets in the general direction of the energy I felt. I 

hid one of my lightsabers up the sleeve of my cloak as I walked, keeping it a short flick away 

from my hand. Whoever had killed the Herald could still be around, lying in wait, and I didn't 

want to take any chances. Besides, if one had to wander the streets of Nar Shaddaa, it was a 

good idea to be armed. 

The majority of the denizens on 88 were legitimately employed, but the desperate and 

depraved were still well-represented. The district had a lot of crime, but it was mostly ignored 

by the authorities. Port Control was run by the Hutts and, by extension, their gangsters. I wasn't 

expecting to find much of an official response to the murder of some random off-worlder. Even 

if the death was unexplainable. 

I made inquiries to the people I walked past. Most were plain old scum. They didn't 

want to be asked questions, and they never asked any themselves. They shuffled by before I 



 

 

could even try to pull information from them. I could still sense the pull of dark energy in the 

sector, but the winding, vertical thoroughfares of the Nar Shaddaa streets made it impossible to 

pinpoint an exact location by feel alone. 

After about thirty minutes of looking, I finally got lucky. A pair of babbling, Rodian 

tourists walked into my path rapidly discussing a big murder scene. Apparently, they had come 

to the moon to make it big at the casinos. But a gory murder in a back alley had been just the 

sort of thrill seeking they had been looking for. Tourists, right? I got directions and pushed past 

them. A little mental tweak blurred their memories of my face—not that the alcohol wouldn't 

have done the job anyways. I wanted to remain incognito as long as I could and you never knew  

when gossiping tourists would get you into trouble. 

 

The first thing I noticed as I walked towards the alley was the complete lack of transients 

hanging around street fires or sleeping on sidewalks. Street people seemed to instinctively 

know to avoid a bad place when they saw it, and there wasn't a single one of them within a 

couple of blocks of the alley. The second thing I noticed was the security cordon, which marked 

off the area as a crime scene. 

There was a small crowd standing just outside the mouth of the alley, all clamoring with 

stupid questions and recording equipment. Press. This was definitely the right place, but the 

fact that security was on site and that anyone on the moon thought a dead body was 

newsworthy was a bad sign. 

Standing near the back of the crowd, I reached out with my senses, hoping to pick up 

some information. Before reaching out half way, I was sent reeling back by a blast of sensory 

feedback. Nausea hit me hard for a moment and I clamped one hand over my head and the 

other over my stomach in a pointless effort to dull the pain. Whatever had happened in there, 

the power used had been so strong it practically nuked my senses. This was very, very bad. 

Taking a different approach, I strengthened by mental barriers and channeled the Force 

into my sight. My peripheral vision shrunk, narrowing my perception to a single point. The 

outer edges of what I could see became blurred and unfocused. They say each Jedi experiences 

the enhanced sight differently, most able to get clear details from their surroundings. For me, 



 

 

color bled out of the picture leaving a mixture of greys. I had no depth perception, so 

everything I saw appeared to be flat, but it was defined enough for me to check for bodies. 

I tracked my eyes from one end of the alley to the other and was able to make out a two 

bodies—one standing, one sprawled out on the street. To my Sight, both appeared to be  

overlapped with a dumpster and piles of refuse rather, but I had learned what I wanted to 

know. A single person was still on the scene—most likely a security officer—which meant that 

an investigation had already been run and was just finishing up. Ideally, I would have arrived 

before security, but this situation was the next best thing. It wouldn't take much effort to draw 

the information I wanted out of the officer.  

I slipped through the crowd and snagged a press badge from one of the reporters. With 

a casual wave of my hand, I sent a hovering police probe careening into a wall. The thing hit 

with a thud and a series of indignant squawks. It served its purpose. The crowd shifted its focus 

to follow the droid's drama, and I took the opportunity to enter the alley. 

I lowered my hood, shook out my hair, and made sure my robe was clasped tightly to 

hide the lightsaber on my belt. The body armor and a deep cowl I was wearing were fairly 

conspicuous and would not help put the officer at ease. I find it easier to extract information 

from people by playing a part, so undercover work was the best bet. Violence was always a 

close backup. 

The seccer looked up as I approached, his hand moving to the pistol at his side. I held my 

hands out before me, showing the guy I wasn't looking for trouble. "This area is restricted," he 

growled. "Get lost. Now." 

I flashed the press badge at him, my thumb hiding the identification photo. "I'm just 

here for the story, man." 

"You deaf? I said, 'get lost'." 

I swept a hand through my hair and took another step closer to the body on the ground. 

"Look, Officer—" 

"Straad. Les Straad," he answered, still annoyed. I forced a bland smile onto my face. 

"Officer Straad." I reached into my pocket for another cred chip and waved it in front of 

the guy. "I know we can come to some kind of arrangement." The push of power was subtle and 

a lot easier to sell with the promise of credits. 

The officer sighed. "I guess we can come to an arrangement." 



 

 

I passed the chip to Straad with a rough handshake, then turned to look at the body and 

shut the officer from my mind. The place was a mess of power. I couldn't read the scene or get 

a glimpse of the history with psychometry. The place was metaphysically torched. The sheer 

amount of power… it was like an explosion had gone off and vaporized every trace of 

information in the alley. 

The body was lying in a pool of blood and ichor. Bald, white skin, short frame. A Teltior. 

Having accessed the xenosociological database while en route to the moon, I studied up a bit 

on the now-former Herald. It was unusual for a male of his species to shave his head. The 

characteristic was distinctive enough to make the identification easy, despite the burns. 

The state of the body told me a lot of the story. A single, circular wound was carved into 

the chest. Cauterized. The weapon had obviously been a lightsaber that had been aimed with 

precision. I nudged a scrap of crispy cloth out of the way with the back of my hand. The blade 

had narrowly missed the heart, otherwise Dessrx would have been killed instantly. Instead, it 

perforated his left lung, causing it to fill with blood and collapse. It would have completely 

incapacitated him.  

Dessrx had died a slow, agonizing death. 

He had been brutally murdered in the streets, but his weapon wasn't drawn and the 

area showed no signs of battle. The fact that two powerful Force users had fought and hadn't 

alerted the entire sector to their presence? That meant it was a stealth kill. Assassination. 

Which meant the assailant was powerful enough to sneak up on Dessrx and overwhelm him 

before he could react. 

That first strike with a blade had been done deliberately so the victim would live long 

enough to be tortured. The body was decimated by the Force, ravaged by prolonged exposure 

to lightning, nearly burnt to an unrecognizable crisp. It was needless cruelty for the sake of 

cruelty… Given that Dessrx would have been able to talk, the objective hadn't been about 

getting information. The killer had just done it for the pleasure. 

The swift takedown, the overkill torture, and the supernova of energy? A person of 

great power—someone who wielded the dark side of the Force—had committed this murder. 

"Not something you see every day," Straad muttered, breaking into my thoughts. He 

shuffled where he stood, glancing at the body then looking away. It was a gruesome sight and 

one the officer had probably had never seen before. Gang violence was way prettier than this. 

I answered with a grunt. It was hard to agree with the guy when it was something I had 

seen regularly for years. But he probably didn't need to know that. 



 

 

"So why all the fuss," I asked him, gesturing at the gawking crowd and security presence. 

Nar Shaddaa was known for its loose laws and corrupt authorities. It was rare for a simple 

murder—even one as gruesome as this—to be important enough to send Port Control officers 

to the scene. 

Straad shifted his gaze from the body back to me. "Because of the Jedi," he answered. 

"Jedi?" I mentally cursed. "What Jedi?" 

"I haven't seen her myself, but it seems the Jedi sent some kind of investigator. She 

came to look into the other murder." 

Other murder? Now that was interesting. It meant something bigger was going on than 

just the death of a Dark Councilor. I wondered if the Jedi had anything to do with it. Maybe that 

was why the Society had taken an interest in the case. The Brotherhood and the Jedi Order had 

managed to exist side-by-side by staying out of each others' way.  This could be the first 

incident leading to open war. 

"Yeah," Straad nodded. "Not gruesome like this, but it happened not too far from here. 

Apparently, this investigator riled the Chief up something fierce." He shook his head, upset he'd 

been taken off his usual, and probably much easier, beat. "Which is why I'm babysitting this 

charcoal instead of playing cards." 

"Damn Jedi," I agreed. 

I spent a few more minutes making small talk to keep up appearances, jotting down 

random notes into a datapad. It was too risky to try and blank the officer's memories if a Jedi 

was involved. I had to play the part of the eager reporter to stay under the radar.  

As Straad finished saying his piece, I took one last look at the body before leaving the 

alley. A second murder… One that the Jedi had linked with the death of the Herald. That meant 

the two had to be connected in some way. There were still clues to dig up. I would have to hunt 

them down to make sense of this case, because so far I had nothing but the body of the 

Herald… well-done. 

Unfortunately, if the scene in the alley had been all but cleared, odds were the first 

murder scene was already swept of body and evidence. I wouldn't find anything useful if I tried 

to track down the other murder scene. Fortunately, Jedi tend to stick out in a crowd, even on a 

shifty ball of dirt like Nar Shaddaa. Tracking the investigator shouldn't be too much trouble. 

 

 



 

 

Chapter Three 

 

News on the street told me the Jedi was investigating in the entertainment district of 

the sector. I took a taxi to the district then followed the trail of bread crumbs left behind. Jedi 

and the word "covert" did not go hand-in-hand. Even on a world like Nar Shaddaa, a Jedi is a 

rather noticeable occurrence. The right credits in the right pockets will get you answers to 

anything. 

I found the Jedi's location after… "persuading" a group of Black Sun wannabes to part 

with the information. The scum were trying to cash in on the infamous crime syndicate's name, 

despite the fact the group was shredded by the Jedi years ago. Suffice it to say, they didn't hold 

back for very long. After some polite dialogue and bruised knuckles, the gentlemen pointed me 

towards the Slag Pit. 

I walked down the long, narrow entrance hall towards a pair of bouncers standing in 

front of a double-wide door. They were Houk—big, beefy aliens that were low on brains, but 

big on muscles. It would be a waste of effort to manipulate their minds with the Force, so I 

simply flashed the press badge I had copped earlier and mentioned Port Control business. The 

official-looking, laminated card went by quickly enough that the Houk couldn't read it, if they 

could read at all, and I walked by without breaking my stride. 

The door swung open to reveal a large, oval, two-story room filled near to capacity and 

blaring with smells, sound and sights meant to intoxicate. The place had been recently rebuilt, 

based on how new everything seemed to be. But, as with most things on the moon, it was 

already covered in a thick sheen of grime and decay.  

The lower level was packed, bodies crowded together in a crush of limbs gyrating in 

time with a heavy bass-filled rhythm. I looked up and saw that the upper level was quieter. Only 

a few tables were in use, no more than two to three people at each talking quietly over their 

drinks. There was a backdoor which I assumed led to the VIP rooms. I stretched out with my 

senses,  and immediately realized there was a Force-user in the VIP area—the investigator. As 

my senses touched upon her, she became aware of me. She had decent power, but nothing 

exceptional. Unfortunately, I triggered her alarm. A confrontation was now inevitable. I had to 

move fast. 

 Surviving in a galaxy crawling with Jedi and Sith required certain skills. One of these 

skills, which I had learned from Cotelin, was the ability to conceal the Force within me and even 

alter the signature perceived by others. Before the Jedi could get a proper read on me, I 

concentrated on shifting my presence in the Force, concealing my darker inclinations behind a 



 

 

grey-hued light. To the Jedi, I would appear to be playing for the good guys… or at least the 

harmlessly neutral guys. The camouflage would allow me to deal with her without things 

turning into another Jedi-related murder incident, which was the last thing this moon needed 

more of. 

Pushing through the crowd, I reached the VIP entrance and found it unprotected. The 

guards had obviously followed after the Jedi. As I entered, I saw a bloodbath waiting to happen. 

The lone Jedi—a Rattataki female—was holding a struggling man by the scruff of the neck in the 

center of a ring of some seriously armed humanoids, all with blasters aimed at her. 

I had to diffuse the situation quickly or there was a good chance I'd lose both the Jedi 

and the potential witness she had captured. I slipped the lightsaber up my sleeve into my hand 

and activated the bright, blue blade. Blue was supposed to have a calming effect, right? As one, 

everyone in the room turned towards me. 

"This is Jedi business," I called out. I tried to keep my voice stern, yet commanding. I'd 

heard other Jedi use the tone before. "Your friend has information valuable to our investigation. 

Stand down. Now," I ordered, taking a step forward. 

Taking on a single Jedi who was unarmed and heavily outnumbered was one thing. But, I 

found an activated lightsaber had a special kind of way with people and, no matter who the 

suspect was or how much they had been paid, these guys were thugs through and through. 

There was no chance of them trying to start something now. 

One of the meatier thugs glanced at my blade and then at the Jedi and made a decision. 

"Jedi business is none of ours," he called out. He slipped his blaster into its holster and stepped 

back. After a moment's hesitation, the rest followed suit. 

I waved them towards the door with my lightsaber and watched them file out without a 

backwards glance. I watched them go, leaving their charge behind. Money just couldn't buy 

loyalty. 

"I had the situation under control," the Jedi glared at me. "I can handle myself." 

White skin, bald, piercings, and a black crescent tattoo over her right eye. The Jedi cut a 

striking figure and she had an attitude. Judging from the mess she had been about to make, I 

had to guess she was a recently graduate to Knighthood. The attitude meant she still held a 

grudge against the over-protectiveness of her masters. With the way Cotelin keeps tabs on me, 

I could definitely relate. 

"I'm sure you did," I replied, "but I wanted to speed things up a bit." 



 

 

"Look, I don't know what you want—" the suspect began. 

"Shut up," the Jedi and I shouted together, silencing the man. 

"Who are you?" she asked. "I don't recognize you from the Temple." 

"Call me 'Kincaid'." 

I had my back story prepared beforehand, as it was something that actually came up 

once or twice before. I launched into an explanation about how I was a wanderer, spending 

most of my time away from the Praxeum and the Temple—convincing her that the memories of 

death in the Vong war were too difficult for me to deal with. It was a simple ploy to alleviate 

suspicious and gain sympathy, and it always worked on the Jedi. They're just too gullible. 

"I had just arrived on Nar Shaddaa," I continued, "when I felt that dark presence. I 

followed the trail and it led me to you and your investigation. What's the story?" Mixing as 

much truth into a story helps convince the mark you're on the up and up. She didn't seem to 

suspect me of deception, but I didn't want to make waves with a lie. I needed information. 

"You can call me Reyn," she introduced herself. "I was investigating a smuggling 

operation for the Council when I sensed the first murder. A male Miraluka was killed earlier 

tonight and I knew he was a Jedi based on his robes and possession of a lightsaber. He was 

killed without putting up any kind of fight, like he had accepted his fate." 

That was one of the weirder traits of the Jedi. Blind acceptance of their Fate. Apparently, 

the murder had taken place in an old apartment building and would have gone unnoticed if not 

for the Reyn, the Jedi Investigator. This told me that Dessrx must have been sent to deal with 

the Jedi. As it was a Brotherhood matter, it meant the first victim was likely a member of Odan-

Urr, a Light Jedi House. The odd part was the fact a Dark Councilor was sent to be an assassin—

something odd was at play here. 

"While I was checking out the scene," Reyn continued, "I felt a tremor in the Force. Like 

a massive ball of dark energy. It felt wrong," she shuddered. "Sick." 

Most likely, Dessrx had been attempting to make his escape when he was ambushed by 

an unknown, third party. I frowned as I tried to make sense of the Herald's actions. "Which led 

you to the alley?" 

"No. I was about to check it out when I noticed this guy," she gestured towards her 

captive, "poking around the apartment." She frowned down at him. "He made me and bolted. I 

followed him here where he flashed some credits and barricaded himself behind those half-

drunk sleemos."  



 

 

Those 'half-drunk sleemos' would have filled both of them with holes had I not shown 

up. I turned towards the man and locked eyes with him. With a mental shove, I pushed a single 

word into his mind. Brotherhood. He blinked twice, then turned his hardened eyes to the Jedi. 

"Listen, friend," I said, stressing the word, "just tell us what we need to know. Then 

we're done here." The need to know was the best I could come up with for code. I needed the 

information he had, but the Jedi had to be kept out of the loop. 

"Fine," he muttered and gave me a half nod. Message received. 

"Why were you snooping around that murder?" Reyn demanded. 

After a quick glance at me, the man answered her. "I was part of the Jedi's team. My 

colleagues and I were to help extract him from Nar Shaddaa." He cocked his head. "Apparently, 

his life was in danger." I forced the grin to stay off my face. 

"Apparently, you didn't do such a good job," Reyn pointed out. 

The man shrugged. Mercenaries weren't really the touchy-feely type. He had to have 

been part of the extraction team my mission outline mentioned, which meant he must have 

been investigating the assignment when Dessrx didn't show up at their meeting place. It was 

just bad luck that he ran into the Jedi right away. 

"The Jedi was taken out before we could meet up." His eyes met mine for a second. "He 

was late to the extraction point. My team followed protocol and returned home to report in. 

The few of us that remained were to scour the city for any sign of the Jedi." 

"Why was he here?" I let the Jedi lead the interrogation. It was easier than trying to fight 

her for control of the situation. Fortunately, she seemed competent enough to ask the right 

questions. 

"We were unaware of his mission on Nar Shaddaa. Our job was just to handle the 

extraction." 

"How'd you find the crime scene then?" I asked. 

The merc went silent. He was thinking of a way to answer the question. I whispered to 

the Jedi to draw her attention away from him to buy him time to come up with a story. "Any 

idea why our friend was here?" I whispered to her. 

"No,"  she whispered back. "I thought I was the only Jedi sent here." 

"Well," I prompted the merc, filling the extended pause. 



 

 

"I… traced possible routes back from the extraction point to likely locations. Based on 

how long we were supposed to wait. Eventually, I hit the apartments. When I tried to peek in 

on the scene, I saw the body and her," he nodded at the Jedi."I assumed she had killed him. So I 

ran." 

The Jedi pulled me back, putting some space between us and the merc. Time for a 

conference.  

"He seems to be telling the truth," I said. 

"Or some of it. Or he's made up the whole thing." She was growing frustrated. 

A chirping alarm drew all three of our attention to the merc's jacket. Before she could 

move, I swept forward and pulled a small comms device out of a pocket. 

"Why's it doing that?" Reyn asked. 

"It's a warning signal," the merc explained. "Code: Black. One of my team has just issued 

an alert to abandon the mission and escape." 

I turned to the Jedi. "The killer must have figured out was part of the Jedi's team." 

She nodded in agreement. "They're in danger." She turned back to the guy. "How do we 

find him?" 

"The comm device is also a tracker. The signal includes coordinates to the device that 

set the alarm. It's a beacon—a warning for the rest of us to avoid that location at all costs." 

Perfect. "Then we just have to follow the beacon and find our killer." I nodded at the 

merc and held out the device. "These coordinates… you know where they lead?" The merc 

shook his head. 

"Strange," Reyn muttered. "I think it's somewhere in the Old Duros Sector. It's been 

abandoned for decades." She looked down at her prisoner and pursed her lips. "What do we do 

with him then?" 

My thoughts raced. Somehow, I needed to find the other mercenary without being 

hindered by the Jedi. If he had information on who attacked Dessrx, I couldn't have Reyn 

hovering around. Pulling off the round-about interrogation wasn't going to work with someone 

actively hunting down the merc. 

I looked down at the man before me. He was solidly built. Fit and capable, probably with 

a mind to match. In his eyes, I saw resignation. He knew he was at my mercy. Losing Dessrx 



 

 

would probably mean his head once he returned to the Brotherhood. Maybe I could kill two 

birds with one stone. 

"He's still a person of interest," I told Reyn. "We can't just let him go. He may still be 

involved in these murders somehow." 

"But we don't have time to deal with him," she pointed out. 

"We split up," I suggested. "There's a monitoring station not far from here. You have the 

credentials to get him locked up. I'll follow the signal and intercept our witness." 

"Alone?" she demanded. 

"Unless you want to risk letting this guy loose?" I needed to force her hand. "Or… He's 

potentially dangerous. We could kill him…" 

The response was immediate.  "Of course not," she shouted in indignation. 

"Then this is the plan. We can meet up after you've dropped the merc off." I reasoned 

that a mercenary hired by the Brotherhood would have skills enough to escape Corellian Port 

Control. What he did after that would be up to him, but I could wash my hands of it. 

"We're running out of time," I gestured at the comm device. "What's the call?" 

She growled in frustration—it was almost cute—but it didn't take her long to realize I 

was right. "Go then," she said in resignation. "I'll take care of this guy and then join you in the 

Old Duros Sector." She glanced at the coordinates, despite my attempt to keep them hidden. 

Sithspit. 

I nodded at Reyn and cast one last glance at the merc in custody. He gave me a slight, 

almost imperceptible nod, then hung his head. If what he said was true, then his partner had 

run across Dessrx's killer. The man would serve as bait, while I hunted the killer down. I just had 

to complete the mission before the Jedi could intervene. 

Deadlines… They just made things more interesting. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter Four 

 

The Old Duros sector used to be home to the poorest of the poor of Nar Shaddaa. It had 

been long abandoned before the Yuuzhan Vong invasion and was now filled with vicious 

predators and little else. Because of this, it still suffered from the effects of Vongforming. No 

one wanted to pay to restore a sector that was uninhabited, and that neglect made it an 

excellent hiding place on a moon where you could be sold out for a handful of credits. It was 

easy to imagine why the mercenary had bolted to there. 

I ran from the Slag Pit for the nearest taxi pad. When the driver asked for my destination, 

I somehow knew exactly where to go. It was odd… like I had been to the place before. There 

was a secret tunnel entrance connecting the Corellian sector with the Old Duros sector, which 

had long been used by smugglers and pirates to move contraband. It was a strange feeling, but I 

just chalked it up to the Force speaking to me. 

I told the driver to take me to the warehouse district. Though the city never seemed to 

sleep, we still made decent time as we raced across the sector. I ignored the sites, instead 

focusing on the comm device and praying that it didn’t suddenly cut out. If that happened, it 

would mean my only witness would be dead. Probably fried to a crisp. And that would be the 

end of this mission. 

After being dropped off, I started walking. The underground entrance that led to the 

tunnel wasn't far from the taxi pad. It didn't take me long to find it. Again, that weird sense of 

déjà vu guided my steps. I lifted open a massive grating, then dropped through the hole into the 

tunnel below. 

It was pitch black, but my eyes quickly adjusted to the darkness. I felt a burgeoning 

sense of dread in the pit of my stomach as my feet hit the ground. Time was running out. I 

sprinted through the tunnel, drawing on the Force to propel me forward at superhuman speed. 

The rounded, dark grey walls blurred together and small creatures scuttled out of my way as I 

passed. 

At the speed I was moving, it only took a few minutes before the exit loomed ahead. I 

didn't bother to slow down. As the sealed grating drew near, I simply released a torrent of 

adrenaline-fueled power and blew the thing right off its rusted hinges. The grate slammed into 

the ground, the sound ringing out to announce my presence. I jumped through the exit and 

landed in the slums of the sector. 



 

 

The entire area had been overwhelmed by vegetation. The heat was sweltering and the 

air was filled with moisture making it difficult to catch my breath. The Vongforming had been 

left untouched in this place, and it was like stepping onto a different world. Natural springs of 

water, polluted from the restoration of the rest of the moon, criss-crossed the slums. 

I felt the presence of a Sith and heard the faint sounds of blaster fire in the distance. 

Dropping the comm device, I bolted towards the action, drawing a lightsaber from my robe as I 

ran. I had to make it in time. I pushed myself into one last, full-out spurt. 

I arrived just in time to see an Anzati towering over a human in body armor. The alien's 

proboscises were fully extended towards the mercenary. The man had obviously been 

overwhelmed by the Sith's telepathic powers, because he was standing completely still as if in a 

trance. 

I threw my lightsaber. The arcing blade sailed through the air at my guidance, slicing 

through the Anzati's two little tentacles with a squelching sound. He screamed in pain and 

tumbled backwards, clawing at his face. At the same time, the trance seemed to break and the 

mercenary dropped to the ground like a puppet whose strings had been cut. 

Putting the merc from my mind, I dashed at the Sith, willing my lightsaber back into my 

hand. As the cool metal hit my palm, I raised it up for a swift strike in hopes of ending the battle 

before it started. But, the Sith sensed his impending death and raised a crimson lightsaber to 

block the attack. Hate-filled eyes locked upon mine. He was ignoring whatever pain I had 

caused with my first strike, burying it under waves of anger and hate. 

An explosion of sound and light enveloped my senses as our blades crashed together. 

We pushed against each other, and I used the momentum to jump back. The two of us squared 

off, a dozen or so paces from each other. The Sith was average in height and build, maybe a 

head shorter than me, but thicker through the chest. He was fast. He nimbly dodged my second 

attack and returned a flurry of strikes. And strong. I could feel his blows all the way to the bone. 

His grey face was pale, marked with the traditional red and black tattoos of the One Sith. The 

marks mixed in with his long, white hair and glowing violet eyes to create a shocking motif.  

This Sith was definitely a monster. 

"Fool," he screamed. His harsh, rasping voice was powered by pure rage. "I will kill you 

for interfering with my master's plans. I will drink your soup and add your power to my own!" 

I wasn't entirely sure what that meant, but it was a special kind of disturbing. I had no 

intention of losing my "soup" or this fight. Fortunately, he didn't give me time to ponder the 



 

 

strange threat. With a bellow, he leapt forward and slashed with his crimson blade. I parried 

the attack and the fight started in earnest. 

He was strong. As strong as anyone I had faced before and as fast as me. After crushing 

melee engagements, our lightsabers rattling against each other again and again, he'd break off 

and throw fists of lightning at me. I deflected what I could with my own blade and dodged the 

rest. It wasn't the same type of power as what I felt in the alley, but it was no less deadly for it. 

I tried to push the attack, rushing forward with a low thrust aimed at his legs. The Sith 

seemed to be able to anticipate my every move. He was a fighter with a lot of skill and 

experience, and I had a feeling part of that was because of the "soup" he had mentioned before. 

It was a struggle just for me to keep up with him. 

I spun my lightsaber in a circle to deflect another blast of lightning. I was managing to 

keep him at bay. My own years of conditioning and heavy reliance on the Force was keeping me 

alive. But it wasn't enough. I just couldn't land a killing blow. 

Our lightsabers locked again, amber and crimson, as we pushed at each other. I was 

losing ground to the Sith, unable to match him in sheer strength. With a gut-wrenching 

moment of shock, I was pushed back. Overpowered. The Sith broke the lock and caught my 

lightsaber with a deft flick of his blade. My hilt went flying through the air leaving me unarmed. 

A blast of telekinesis slammed me into a wall before I could react. I struggled against the 

pressure, but the Sith had too firm a hold. He stepped forward, marching steadily towards me 

until we stood nearly face-to-face. I was forced to look down on him, given our difference in 

height, but he didn't seem to be bothered by it. With a satisfied smile, he reached out with his 

hand and slowly tightened his fingers around my neck. 

Wake up. 

I continued to struggle uselessly. My fingers clawed desperately at the Sith's face, but he 

twisted his head to the side and increased the pressure of his grip. The tips of my boots scraped  

at the ground as I was held suspended by his power. I couldn't gain enough leverage to push 

him back. 

Wake up! 

I struggled for air as his grip crushed my trachea. The pain was growing as the blood 

pounded in my ears. Through slitted eyes, I could see his proboscises regenerating at an 

alarming rate. By the time I blacked out from lack of air, he would be ready to use the things to 

do whatever he had planned for the merc. 



 

 

WAKE UP. 

My vision dimmed. My head lulled to the side. It was over. I had failed. 

"Hey, Sithspawn!" A voice echoed past the pounding in my ears. I heard a shot ring out 

and felt the Sith stumble. "Go to hell." 

The power holding me disappeared and I collapsed on the floor, sucking in air as fast as I 

could. I looked up to see the mercenary aim his blaster and fire off another shot. The bolt 

pierced the wounded Sith's left arm and he cursed in pain. 

The Sith gathered power into his hand and I could feel the wave of dark energy 

coalescing. Before he could launch an attack at the merc, I kicked off the ground and tackled 

him. Our bodies collided with a thud and we both crashed into the dirt. The blast of lightning 

shot from his hand, flying wide of its mark, and then we were rolling together on the ground. 

Things became blurry for a moment. My throat was killing me, and I was still dizzy, but 

the Sith had taken two shots and his left arm was useless. I managed to come out of the tussle 

on top of him. I smashed my elbow into the center of his face with a satisfying crunching sound. 

He screamed another curse at me as fresh blood spurted from his nose. 

A blast of pressure hit me and I flew straight into the air. I pulled my second lightsaber 

from my belt and activated it. Pitting my will against his, I countered with my own telekinetic 

wave. His body slammed deeper into the ground, the impact causing him to grunt out a gasp of 

air. Disoriented for a moment, he let his hold on the Force slip and I fell immediately back 

towards him. 

I fisted the hilt of my lightsaber with both hands and slammed it down. The blade 

pierced the Sith's chest and the ground beneath as I crashed into him. His mouth snarled, blood 

frothing at his lips, but he was no longer able to make a sound but for a gurgling gasp. 

I pushed myself to my feet and nearly lost my balance. I took a steadying breath and 

raised my lightsaber. I swung the blade in a perfect arc, watching with grim satisfaction as it 

parted the Sith's head from his body and sailed a distance away. Exhaustion hit me hard and I 

fell to one knee. 

It was over. 

"My lord!" the mercenary screamed. He ran towards me and grabbed my shoulder. With 

quick, gentle movements, he helped me back to my feet. I swayed slightly, but my legs didn't 

give out. 

"That," I said to him," was very close." 



 

 

"Damn right," he agreed. "If I hadn't heard your voice in my head, we both would have 

ended up killed." He glanced at the Anzati. "Or worse." 

"Or worse," I agreed. 

We needed to get moving, I knew. There was a good chance the Sith wasn't acting alone. 

The master he mentioned could still around—the one who had butchered Dessrx in the alley. I 

was in no condition to go a second round, and the merc was barely any better. But I shook my 

head and forced myself to deal with the situation. There were things I needed to know. 

I was already drawing on the Force to keep going, letting its power hold my spent body 

together. I needed to complete the mission and couldn't risk anything else going wrong. 

"Dessrx's killer," I demanded. "You saw him, right?" 

"I saw it," the merc rubbed his jaw, face paling at the memory. "I never want to see 

something like that again. 

Under my direct order, he recounted what had happened. It had started just like the 

other mercenary had said. After Dessrx missed the meeting time, the team had split up. The 

two left behind started searching in different parts of the sector in hopes of finding the Herald. 

"When I came to that alley," the merc continued, "it was already too late. Dessrx was on 

the ground and that sick bastard who killed him was still having a go at the body." The killer had 

continued to mutilate the corpse with blasts of Force Lightning. He must have been powerful to 

have left such a strong echo in the Force. And insane. 

"I was just about to bolt when he turned towards me." The merc shuddered, true fear in 

his eyes. "I knew I was dead. The guy stepped forward, but something stopped him. I saw a 

hand grabbing at his ankle—the Councilor was still alive. Even after all of that. The bastard Sith 

turned back for a split second and I took off." 

I couldn't imagine the kind of tenacity, the strength of will, it would have taken to stay 

alive through that kind of torture. The mercenary would have died if Dessrx hadn't drawn the 

killer's attention away. He must have known the merc would be the only chance the 

Brotherhood would have of identifying the killer. 

"What did you see? Describe him," I ordered. 

The mercenary thought for a moment. "He was wearing armor. Stealth armor. I couldn't 

make out what he was, but he was definitely humanoid." 

"What else," I demanded. I needed more to make an actual I.D. 



 

 

Again, the merc paused to think. "That's right," he finally muttered. "Before he turned 

to me, he lowered something over his face. A faceplate—I've never seen the like of it before. It 

was like looking into the face of Death itself." The merc shook his head, trying to banish the 

image from his mind. 

"Armor… and a faceplate. And power…" I whispered to myself. It told me nothing about 

the killer. Nothing useful anyways. This whole affair had been a waste of effort. 

Before I could force the mercenary to come up with better answers, I felt a presence. 

"Dammit." I summoned what little will I could muster, my head throbbing in pain, and once 

again masked my alignment. I had to hold this lie together because I was in no state to be 

fighting again. 

"Play dead," I ordered the merc. He gave me a questioning stare, but didn't ask anything. 

He dropped to the ground and stayed still. 

Reyn, the Jedi Investigator, appeared with an entire squadron of security officers in tow. 

When she saw me, she rushed forward, but pulled up short at the sight of the two bodies on 

the ground. 

"What… What happened here?" she asked. 

"Long story," I told her. I could barely hold myself upright. "I think… we need—" I fell 

forward before I could finish. My last conscious thought was how glad I was that the 

vongformed terrain would cushion my fall. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter Five 

 

I woke up in a med bay a few hours later. Alone. I was hooked up to several monitors 

that beeped softly. I took that as a good sign—it meant I was still alive. A medical droid entered 

the room and fiddled with some dials. When I asked it where I was, it ignored me and rolled out 

of the room. 

Reyn entered shortly after and I was forced to spin her a tale of heroics and sheer luck. I 

kept her in the dark about the true motivation behind the killings. Frankly, the Brotherhood 

would see her as a liability no matter what she knew. But, I had neither the strength nor will to 

care enough to deal with that. I had a feeling the Society would handle the matter soon enough.  

"I guess that's just about it," I said, leaning back in the bed with a sigh. Despite 

treatment, my body was still a mass of bruises and pain. It was going to take a while to get 

myself back into fighting shape. 

Reyn smiled, a bit nervously, and sat on the chair next to my bed. "You were lucky," she 

pointed out. "Not many Masters could have faced that monster and lived." She still believed the 

Anzat was responsible for the two murders. 

"Lucky," I repeated. I had been lucky, but I had also been playing by a rule set the Jedi 

would find repulsive. You did what you had to to survive, though. 

Reyn looked down and I felt the waves of emotion fluttering through her. She was 

troubled by what she had seen of the fight. "It was… worse than I thought it would be. The 

killing." She fidgeted in her seat and refused to look up. 

To a Jedi, killing was abhorrent. I had made my peace with being an instrument of death 

far too many years ago. It was practically second nature to me. Still, though, looking at her—a 

young Knight full of idealism—made me uncomfortable. Despite what I was… what I had been 

turned into… killing was still an aberration. Those of us with power just found it easier to do. 

"Reyn," I called to her softly. She looked up, pain clear in her green eyes. "The truth is, 

sometimes taking a life is the lesser evil. Had that… thing… been left unchecked, he would have 

continued to rampage across this moon and beyond." I locked eyes with her, trying to push the 

point across. "He had to be stopped." 

"I know," she said, nodding slowly. "It's just hard to accept." 



 

 

I sighed again and closed my eyes. With that, my fake identity should remain intact. I felt 

the uneasiness within her slowly dissipate just as I had expected. It was a fine line to walk. 

Manipulating my alignment only went so far. After beheading someone? I needed to make sure 

she didn't have any second thoughts about who or what I said I was. All I needed was an inquiry 

with the Jedi to deal with. 

We continued to chat for a bit, as I waited to hear back from the medical droid. 

Apparently, Reyn had collected the two mercenaries and placed them under arrest. They were 

sitting in Corellian Port Control waiting for a transport to Coruscant. I had a strong premonition 

that both would find some way to escape before they ever made it off world. The Brotherhood 

only hired the best, after all. 

The medical droid came in a few minutes later and ran through some final tests, 

reluctantly admitting that I appeared to be "fully functional". After assuring Reyn that I was fine 

for travel and needed elsewhere, I managed to convince her to let me leave the med bay. 

"See you around, Kincaid," she called. 

I continued walking and waved my hand in a casual reply. Odds were I would never see 

the Jedi Investigator again… but then, the Galaxy was a lot smaller than one would think. You 

never know when the Force will bring two people together. 

My mission had ended in failure, so I wasn't sure what I was going to do. My shot at 

joining the Society and finding leads to track down Silas were both gone. All I could do was 

return and report to Cotelin as I had promised, and hope he could salvage the situation. It 

bothered me to rely on the Grand Master's strength once again, but I really had no choices left. 

 

"So that's the story," I finished. 

We were sitting in Cotelin's personal quarters on Antei. It was far enough removed from 

the Dark Hall that we could speak freely without worrying about spies. Cotelin, as was his way, 

had remained silent throughout the story. He leaned back in his chair and mulled over the 

information. 

"I don't believe your mission was a failure, apprentice." 



 

 

I stared at him, confused. "What?" 

He leaned forward and rested his chin onto the steepled fingers of both hands. "The 

person your witness described: the armor, the faceplate. And, more importantly, your 

description of the power used to decimate the Herald. It has to be him." 

"Him?" I demanded. "Him who?" 

Cotelin eyed me for a moment, seemingly weighing the potential risks of telling me the 

answer. It was probably his idea of protecting me from the dangers of the Brotherhood, but we 

both knew it was too late for that. 

"The one we call, 'Esoteric'," he finally announced. 

Esoteric. Even I had heard of that name. He was a contemporary of my former master, 

Silas, but that was all I had ever heard about the man. Cotelin had filled me in on the events of 

the Brotherhood's Crusade against the One Sith after we had met up on Dromund Kaas. 

Esoteric had been the driving force behind the Sith's efforts, and his power and skill were such 

that he had caused endless amounts of grief and suffering for the Brotherhood. 

"Why would Esoteric want to kill the Herald?" I asked. Dark Council position aside, the 

Herald was not a valuable military asset by any stretch of the imagination. 

"Why indeed…" Jac went silent again and I left him to his thoughts. I still had one last 

duty. 

After our meeting, I followed the instructions the Society had given. I stored the entire 

details of the mission on an encrypted datapad and left it at the specified dead drop site. 

Hopefully, discovering the identity of Dessrx's killer would suffice. I would have to wait and see 

if it was acceptable to the Society. Whether or not I had earned my induction would be decided 

by some shadowy figure in an undisclosed location. That's just how things were after joining the 

Dark Brotherhood. 

No matter what happened, I still had my own mission to follow. Silas was out there. The 

One Sith were still out there. I had a feeling that as long as I remained with the Brotherhood, 

our paths would cross eventually. When that day came, I would be ready. It was just a matter of 

time. 

Until then… I would just have to wait. 

 

The End 


