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Cold Introductions
BANG!
"Oof!"
Aabsdu grimaces and rubs his head as his eyes adjust to a bright light. Three matters immediately make themselves evident to the recently re-accepted Plagueian. First, he is immensely chilled. Second, he can see nothing in this stark whiteness. Third, neither the first nor second matters describe the environment in which he had taken to sleep last night.
At least, he thinks it to be last night. Or this night. Some night. If not for the familiar feel of durasteel flooring beneath him, Aabsdu would not rule out his blindness to be the shine of a noon day star. Except it isn’t, and his vision slowly returns as the room takes shape around him.
He sees a dark wall in front of him, but this wall is merely the bottom shelf upon which he has slammed his head. Leaning up, without slamming him head this time, Aabsdu inspects his surroundings. Small. Four walls; each wall had a shelving unit upon which rests various boxes. A durasteel floor previously recognized. A door at the far end. The ceiling is as bare as the floor with one exception - a swinging light which is undoubtedly (he would stake his reputation as Headmaster on the theory) the source of his temporary starlight-inspired blindness.
Matter No. 2 has been resolved as he adjusts to the light levels, but matters No. 1 and 3 remain aloof. The small room is cold to the point that the shelving units have iced over. Aabsdu is already shivering in his standard sleeping gown, robe-less and without his lightsaber.
Matter No. 1 is decidedly more irritating than 3, so Aabsdu sets himself a goal. He steps to the door and reaches out for a handle that is not there. He pushes. The door stays. He shoves and throws his shoulder into it, but still the door holds stronger than a Hutt protecting its dessert. The room’s single entryway appears as frozen as the shelves.
As frozen as Aabsdu will likely become if he does not escape quickly.
"No matter," he says, always one to keep himself company, "I need not a lightsaber to cut through thin metal."
Aabsdu takes a step back and pulls his arms against his chest in a great theatrical flourish. His hands sweep up, down, and forward with a shove towards the door.
Nothing happens; an awkwardness Aabsdu has not felt since his teenage years.
He scans the space again, but this time through the Force rather than his eyes.
Nothing. He feels a total void.
"Something blocks me," he muses as he gazes across the shelves.
He pulls a medium sized tin box and opens it to find Alderaanian walnuts. A delicacy he enjoys well enough, though when cooked and boiled properly. Frozen, the walnuts are not cooked and boiled properly.
Tossing the tin, Aabsdu searches through three more boxes. The first contains a broken datapad, battery drained. The second is empty. The third contains more walnuts. His search is proving fruitless and Aabsdu is beginning to feel a sense of nuttiness about his predicament.
He takes one step back too far and slips across the floor, falling to his knees. Looking down, he sees a large plane of ice spread across the durasteel.
Ice that had not been there minutes earlier.
"It-"
Aabsdu starts to speak but finds his lips partly frozen together. A tug splits them but his teeth chatter, "It’ssss…get…tt…ti…"
It’s getting colder, he thought to himself, so I should probably conserve my energy.
Various teachings flood his memory but all involve conjuring/spinning/weaving/manipulating the power of the Force this way or that. The Dark Adept of the Brotherhood, former Headmaster, starts to wonder if he has grown sheltered and soft. He stares at the frozen door, breathing slowly while trying to think through the brain freeze roaring within his skull.
Room is cold. Getting colder. Door is frozen. Not getting less frozen. No weapon. No Force. No…no…
"WHATTTT….TTHE…FFFFFF….FFF," Aabsdu suddenly screams but cannot finish. His grasp on the Force may be diminished, but his inner rage still menaces as he grabs the nearest shelving unit and throws it to the ground in anger. It clashes loudly. Aabsdu grabs the second unit and throws it on top of the first before stepping across the fallen shelves towards the third.
Aabsdu freezes.
Metaphorically. Or, literally, but not due to the rapidly dropping temperature. He freezes in thought as his gaze floats up towards the single light hanging from the ceiling.
A light turned on. Which means a light connected to the power grid. Which means cabling running out of the room and, hopefully, somewhere that is no freezing.
Stepping on top of the teetering two shelving units laying horizontally across the floor (units surprisingly stable after freezing together), Aabsdu reaches up and grabs the light. He turns it to its side to reveal several electrical wires frayed and exposed.
He slowly pulls along the exposed wiring, following it up the light and into the ceiling through a small hole. Immediately, Aabsdu punches at the space where the wiring feeds through the ceiling. Nothing happens, but he punches again. Again. Again.
His iced over knuckles crack and bleed as he punches over and over, the blood slowing and freezing as it drips down his hand and forearm. He punches. Again. Again.
Crack!
A splinter appears in the ceiling, small but originating at the wiring hole. Aabsdu does not hesitated. He continues punching. The crack lengthens. Widens. More cracks appear until - 
SMASH!
Aabsdu’s hand and wrist shoot through the ceiling as he breaks through the frozen and fragile sheetrock. He sees not where he hand has appeared but can immediately tell the new dimension to be warmer than his current one.
Aabsdu pulls back his arm and gazes through the hole but sees only darkness. More blindness, but better than this claustrophobic frozen-over hell.
He pulls back, ready to start punching a larger hole with he hears several cracks behind him. Turning, Aabsdu is startled so much he trips and stumbles off the shelves as the frozen door opens outward.
Warm air spills into the vacuous space as Aabsdu lay on his back in much the same position as he had awoken.
Worse yet, a bright lit shines through the doorway that once again blinds him.
I have solved matter No. 1, he thinks to himself, yet resurrected No. 2.
"Please! Just…don’t destroy the whole ceiling," a voice calls from in front of him, "We need it for the next guy."
A voice. A voice Aabsdu recognizes. The voice belongs to a man only recently acquainted with but all the same recognized as the voice of Arturis Schulen.
Out of the darkness emerges a medical probe adorned in the golden trim of House Plagueis. It carries a thermoblanket that it drops on top of Aabsdu before pointing some sort of device towards him to take measurements. Frowning, Aabsdu pushes the droid aside as he climbs to his knees then feet, shivering fiercely. He steps forward towards the open door and out into a large, empty warehouse.
Arturis, Battleteam Leader of Karness Muur, stands before him and speaks, "Greetings, Master Dupar. We are pleased to see you warmed up."
Aabsdu lets his eyes wander as he takes in his barely lit surroundings. Several other members of Plagueis and Karness Muur stand around them including Selika Roh, Dralin Fortea, and Brimstone, Chiss blue skin contrasted sharply against his stark white uniform dress.
Further in the distance, Aabsdu spots the young Guardian Taranae Rhode pushing what he thinks to be a ysalamir inside a Force containment box.
"Where am I?"
"A shipping warehouse on Ziost," answers Selika.
Dralin smiles and proclaims, "Welcome to Karness Muur!"
Aabsdu looks behind him at the small independent room in which he had been trapped. Welcome to Karness…, he processes within his still brain frozen state, This is…a prank?
He looks back to Arturis, "Where is my lightsaber?"

"Still in your quarters onboard the Arcanum."
"Well enough, I need it not," Aabsdu says calmly as the Force channels back through his body. Suddenly, Arturis is lifted from the floor, dangling and choking by an unseen hand at the Kushiban’s furred throat.
Dralin steps forward, "It’s only an initiation, Aabs. No harm would have come to you."
The shadows around Aabsdu’s eyes darken as he grins maliciously, "Nor to the rabbit."
Arturis falls to the ground, choking as he regains his breath.
"I hope this team has warm beverages," quirks Aabsdu Dupar, the newest recruit to the brave and glorious Battleteam Karness Muur of House Plagueis. His future back in the Brotherhood seems very bright, indeed. Bright, warm, and all too familiar.
Matters No. 1-2-3 resolved.

