Oh crap, oh CRAP
DJK Kordath Bleu d’Tana, #13593
Kordath Bleu yawned as the sedatives wore off, stretching uncomfortably in the crash seat of the shuttle, before he realized he was indeed still on a shuttle. Confusion set in, he'd been assured the meds wouldn't wear off before landing, meaning the Ryn would be rested and not a ball of stress from his space flight related phobias.  His tail flexed uncertainly around the back of his seat, wedged uncomfortably between his body and the thinly padded seat as he stared towards the front of the ship.
Nothing was moving, that he could see anyways, both the pilot and co-pilot seemed to be sitting at their stations calmly.  Something wasn’t right though, he could tell, the Krath had always had a good sense for trouble, especially when it involved his safety.  Cautiously unlatching his safety harness, Kordath set his jaw in defiance to the irrational fear he felt, and stood up.  At least he tried too.  What should have been a show of grace from a trained martial artist and practitioner of the Force looked more like a comedy of errors as the Knight realized with great certainty that the artificial gravity was no longer working.
His head bumped solidly against the ceiling of the cockpit, eliciting a grunt from the Ryn, as he twisted slowly in an attempt to right himself.  Groaning, the Krath scrabbled for a handhold, finding the headrest of the pilot’s seat, which he used to pull himself forward.  Words of recrimination and anger died on his tongue as he took in the state of the control panels, dark and somewhat melty looking, like three day old cheese left in the Tatoonie sun.  The pilot and co-pilot didn’t look like they had fared much better, what he could see of their face’s under the helmets dashed any feelings of hunger the Ryn may have been nursing.
At a loss, as the Krath often was when in a spacecraft, he stared at the control panels, noting that the complex communications suite that all such craft we’re outfitted with, was slag.  Glancing out the front viewport, he noted that Eldar was right below...above….below...above...the Ryn shook his head and tried not to throw up his pre-flight meal of beer, steak and sedatives.  The ship was spinning dead in space then, comms were down, and artificial gravity.
Kordath tasted the air, noting the slight staleness, suggesting the life support had likely failed as well.  It wasn’t thin yet, though, and with him being the only person still breathing on the ship it would likely keep him alive for quite a while.  At a loss, the Ryn pushed back towards his seat, settling back down to think.  His flight from the Darkest Night had been scheduled, as all flights were in Clan space, through Selen and the proper authorities.  While Kordath was only a Knight, and leader of a Battleteam, they would surely note the loss of a shuttle.  Shuttles weren’t cheap, they’d come looking for it, probably.
Sighing, the Ryn slowed his breathing, slipping towards a hibernative trance to conserve the air.  A day, a week, it didn’t matter to the Krath, they’d find the shuttle floating above Eldar, slowly spinning, with it’s two dead occupants and one hibernating Knight.  At least he’d get to catch up on some sleep.
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