“You're wasting your time Sith, I'll never talk.”

A small grin flickered over Nadrin's face as he surveyed the implements arrayed on a table that lay at the edge of the otherwise spartan confines of the interrogation room, his hand hovering over the tools he had available to him.

“Talk, no. Scream, now that is far more likely.”

Nadrin took off the mask that he normally wore and placed it delicately on the edge of the table before turning and stalking towards his shackled prey, his head tilted slightly to the side as he assessed the man before him. Captured during one of the preliminary skirmishes upon Ziost, Dajorran Intelligence had found that the man was a prominent leader within the One Sith, apprentice of one of their premier Generals who had been entrusted the forward post which he had lost as a test given to him by his Master. They predicted that he possessed information which could aid the war effort, and as a result had summoned Nadrin to interrogate him and glean what knowledge he could from the prisoner.

“You know, before this whole thing started I thought that honourable war was possible, that gutter fighting was an uncommon occurrence and that I would have the advantage of being completely detached from such a debilitating restraint as honour, but you and yours have shown me that I am merely normal, and that war is ugly, brutal and completely without limits. I've grown as a result, but I'm interested to know what the One Sith thought of the Brotherhood when you started this conflict, care to enlighten me?”

The prisoner scoffed, shaking his head slightly at such a seemingly pointless question.


“We thought you were weak, that you would roll over and be crushed by our forces without too much effort at all. The ease with which we infiltrated your organisation, the way in which you seemed to stumble in the beginning and fumble your way towards victory, we thought it was luck more than anything else.”

“How wrong you were.”

“We were not wr-”

Tendrils of lightning impacted with the prisoners chest and cut his rant short as he yelped with pain.

“No, I am talking now. The way you talk makes it sound as though your initial attack on the Brotherhood was almost too easy, but if that were the case the only way that could happen is if the Council was aware of your intentions, and allowed your plan to proceed. Why though?”

Nadrin stepped back and surveyed the panting prisoner, sweat glistening on the man's brow as he glared at the Sith stood before him.

“If we run with that impression, surely that would mean that the Council or someone on it stood to gain something from your attack and the justification that provided for us to wage war on you, wouldn't you agree?”

The prisoner clamped his mouth closed and defiantly looked Nadrin in the eye, his determination not to play the Arconae's games evident.


“Your silence is an answer just as much as words would be, but don't allow yourself to think you have any power here. Your life has only been spared this long through my intervention, but I digress. The war has stretched so far and there have been casualties, and if we examine the new Dark Council compared to it's predecessor we see that one member's power bloc has increased to dangerous levels, pointing out that maybe, this whole scheme was used as a way of Pravus extending his influence upon the Council by his allies being elevated to join it's ranks, but to what end? Power seems like an ugly reason, but that's not to say that it is false. I wonder...if that is the case, it certainly makes me think that the Grand Master's blindness knows no bounds, and that is a troubling thought because it means he is in a very precarious position.”

Walking over to the table of implements, Nadrin picked up a vicious looking curved knife and inspected the blade before moving back towards the prisoner and planting the weapon firmly into the flank of his prisoner, letting go of the knife and leaving it in the wound as the man in front of him shouted with pain. Curses filled the air as the prisoner made his torment evident and Nadrin felt the abuse wash over him, his smile growing at the agony flooding the One Sith's system. Stepping back, he began to talk once more, his voice cutting through the sound of his prisoner's yells.


“Whatever I think of the Grand Master and the Council, it is evident that this war was not only to serve that purpose. Arcona's strength has grown, but so too has that of several other Houses within the Brotherhood, and it is impossible to ignore the fact that we are not as untouchable as we appeared to be before this conflict began. We now have rivals where before we stood alone, and I believe that this may well have been another reason for the Crusade; to ensure that we were no longer so far ahead of our enemies. That leads to complacency which then leads to death, and it makes a lot of sense that the Brotherhood is stronger now due to the fact that we have competition, something we seemed to lack before.”

A quick lance of lightning sent the prisoner twitching once more as Nadrin lazily tapped his power to lash out with a vicious telekinetic hammer blow to the man's knee, buckling it and bringing fresh screams from the prisoner.

“I love the sound of screams, ready to talk yet?”

The prisoner dragged his head up and spat at the Arconan who neatly sidestepped the sputum and shook his head.

“Foolish.”

Nadrin drove a fist into the man's solar plexus and stepped back, surveying his work.

“It's interesting really, this war has shaped me in a way that seems to be at odds with how my old master envisioned, forging me into a weapon of hate and destruction as opposed to the carefully crafted tool of politics and warfare that he once believed to be the ideal. My father spoke of war as a glorious thing, but there is no glory to be gained from this conflict, and every victory we gain pushes us further from the grey and the shadows we inhabited before. I am no longer unique in my cruelty as every day this Crusade brings more and more people around to my way of thinking, my way of acting, my way of being.”
The Arconae retrieved another knife and walked up to his prisoner, holding the struggling man's head as still as possible as he slit both nostrils, blood spurting from the wound as he stepped back and scratched his chin pensively. 
“I can still hear him you know, my master? He died years ago, but he still talks to me and condemns what I have become, but I know the truth. I know he fears that I will surpass his legacy and force him from the history books with my actions. His blindness was his downfall, his honour was what killed him in the end as he stayed behind and was obliterated so that those who could not protect themselves were saved. Yes, he saved the Clan and helped destroy the final threat that the Brotherhood faced in that war, but he did it in the way that would make him a martyr. He was a fool, just as you were for ever thinking that you could win this conflict. Your army is dying, your territory is shrinking and your ideals are being trampled into the dust of oblivion.”
Nadrin's voice rose as his anger grew, the talk of his father stoking the furious fire that crackled within his chest. He lashed out with another telekinetic blow that snapped the prisoner's head back into the metal wall against which he was chained. The Warlord ran forwards and held the One Sith's head against the wall, spittle flying from his mouth as his rant continued.
“I am alive because I am stronger than he was, than you are and that is the truth. Your post fell quicker than any I have ever seen, your men fell like raindrops in a storm and you? Your pathetic attempt at a stand would be comical if it wasn't so painful to watch. You are not Sith, you are a fraud. Your master will fall next, where is he? Is his cowardice on a level with your foolishness? Why does he not stride into battle and show us any semblance of his power, or is it simply a sham?”
“He is twice the man you are, and he will crush your Brotherhood with his power!”

“Then why not prove it. Tell me where he is, and he can begin his own crusade against the Brotherhood with my death.”

The prisoner screamed again as the knife that Nadrin had held entered the soft flesh beneath his jaw, puncturing the man's skin as if it was nothing.

“Tell me.”

The Warlord could sense that his captive's resistance was weakening and so he harnessed the Force to implant the suggestion of total surrender in the man's mind.

“Tell me!”
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