The greatest fallacies are those that are almost believable, in the same way that there is a hint of reality in the best lies and a smidgen of fact in every legend. In every cliché there is a modicum of truth, and it was this thought which seemed to rumble through Nadrin Erinos Arconae's mind as he watched a battle unfold beneath him. It was like music, a symphony of death and destruction that plucked at the artistic strings within him which he had never deigned to acknowledge. It was, in a way, beautiful; a macabre dance that moved with a fluid grace which could only be found on the battlefield.
He snorted at the thought, tugged at the slugthrower rifle slung across his back and turned back to the other men and women in the shuttle, surveying each of them silently as his mission flashed through his mind.
Drop behind enemy lines, pick off a couple of the commanders to demoralise the troops and create an opening for the Brotherhood. Simple in theory, not so much in practice.
When the idea of an elite sniper team going behind enemy lines to sow mischief had been touted, Nadrin had known that he was likely to be a part of the group. His experience with Soulfire at operating without support in hostile territory, tied to the fact he was the foremost practitioner of ranged killing within Arcona's new 'Shadicar' group meant that he had been fairly certain he would be sent in with the other sharpshooters. He was more than a little surprised, however, when he had been summoned and informed that he would be leading the small team. The Warlord had expected the sniper's usual CO to take command of the operation but, having been given the responsibility, he refused to allow himself any moments of self doubt, instead focusing on making sure that he acquitted himself well and did what he could to raise his stock in the eyes of the Dark Council. Shaking the memories away, Nadrin cleared his throat and began to speak.
“Right, you don't really need me here, but you've got me so let's make sure we have some things straight. We kill anyone who looks like an officer or might be motivating the enemy troops. We sow discord and if we see an opportunity to get any more information that might help swing this battle our way, we take it. This is what you have trained for; don't let me down and I'll make sure you're remembered as heroes. Mess this up...well, just don't. You are the best of the best; let's show those di'kuts why.”
It wasn't much of a speech, but then Nadrin had never exactly been much of an orator. His message did seem to be sinking in however, and he took solace in the fact that a droid could have led this team and emerged triumphant.
“We're reaching the LZ in about twenty seconds, get ready to move.”
Nadrin heard the pilot's words and checked his equipment one final time; slugthrower sniper rifle, lightsaber, custom slugthrower in his thigh holster and numerous ammo clips in pouches on his belt. Everything was as it should be.
Are you watching, Zandro? I won't be trapped like you were...I will surpass you.
The Warlord still seethed with resentment at being possessed by his father earlier in the Dark Crusade and, even though he had managed to free himself, he still had an inkling that his deceased patriarch would be somewhere watching.
“Ten seconds!”
The interruption was a welcome one, bringing Nadrin back to the present. Taking a moment, the Sith focused on pushing aside any other distractions, purging his mind of everything except the mission at hand. He imagined each issue as a holoprojector screen that he turned off, banishing it until nothing was left but the fight ahead. He opened his eyes and grinned, the expression hidden beneath the deathmask that he wore as he looked out at the approaching ground as the transport hurtled towards the ground. The ship set down and Nadrin jumped out, his knees bending to take the impact of his landing as he turned back towards the craft he had just vacated.
“Oya, let's go! Take up positions and let's start racking up some kills.”
Suiting actions to words, Nadrin swivelled around and set off in a run towards the nearby outcropping that would provide an excellent vantage point from which to snipe. Pulling his slugthrower rifle from where it was slung across his back, the Sith kneeled down and, closing his left eye, looked through the scope of his rifle at the enemy lines in the near distance. Rows of regular infantry were arrayed against the Brotherhood forces that were out of his vision, and every so often along the streams of men were beings who held themselves differently. Nadrin wasn't quite sure how to describe the men and women he was looking for, but he did know them when he saw them. One such person was strutting backwards and forwards, helmet in hands and weapon holstered as the blonde man seemed to below orders to those around him. From what the Arconae could see, the man obviously thought that he was invulnerable, and him continuing to flaunt protection without being hurt was lifting his men's spirits.
A bullet to the left temple quickly shattered that illusion.
First kill confirmed, Nadrin turned his attention away to look for another target, his scope slowly sweeping across the One Sith forces as he searched methodically for his next victim. This time it was a blue-skinned humanoid of unknown species that was felled, a plume of bright blood spurting into the air as the Warlord's shot slammed into her forehead and threw her backwards like a ragdoll. Next, a grizzled looking veteran who, although he did not seem to hold any particular rank or station, was a steadying influence on the soldiers around him. That influence died with him as a bullet ripped through his throat and into the dirt on the other side of his body. Even as Nadrin began to search for his next victim, he saw several beings drop from shots and realised with a grin that his temporary team was finally following his lead.
“That's it, let's build up some decent numbers.”
Nadrin had known that the team of snipers he was with were good, but his appreciation for their skills went to a new level as he watched them methodically work, killing officers and prominent One Sith soldiers with ease from the group's vantage point. Three times the Arconae found his target stolen out from in front of him by one of his squad members shots before he managed to get his next kill; a green-hued Twi'lek with his lower jaw no longer attached to his face. More shots rang out around him as he scanned the enemy lines and he saw that where once they had been menacing, more than one of the enemy soldiers was more concerned with protecting themselves than manning their posts.
It's working, I'll be damned.
Even as the thought entered the young Sith's mind, he saw a figure that matched that of someone who had been highlighted during the briefing for the invasion; Janni Kuran. The sight of one of the enemy's main commanders was too much of an opportunity to miss, and so Nadrin pulled his slugthrower rifle away and lay it on the ground next him, turning to the troops scattered around him.
“Team, one of the enemy commanders is down there. Red skin, pink hair and has three Akk Dogs with her. She is too useful to leave out there, so I'm going to go in and try to capture her if I can. I need most of you to clear a path towards her location while Stitch and Leto try to take out her pets and then see if you can bring her down without killing her.”
Nadrin paused for a second, his mind racing as he tried to work out any holes in the plan.
“Actually, you three keep picking off the enemy officers as you were before, while the rest of you do as I've just asked. Good luck.”
“I think you'll need the luck more sir.”
Nadrin had almost reached the lip of the small cliff that the group were sniping from when Stitch's response came. Turning back to the man, the Sith smiled despite the fact that none of the sniper's would see the gesture through his mask. He cocked his head to the lift slightly and threw out a lazy salute to the man.
“I don't need luck, I have the Force.”
With that, he stepped off the cliff.
=====*=====
Flashy? Yes. Dangerous? Most definitely. A good idea? Probably not.
Nadrin mused as he descended, thanking whatever Deity was listening that he hadn't miscalculated and that the floor beneath the cliff he had just been stood on was only about twenty metres away.
Only.
The first second of the fall was the worst, as the Arconae had to push the feelings of fear away to focus on the plan that he hoped would help him avoid some very painful and serious injuries. Concentrating his will, the Warlord pushed against the rapidly approaching ground with the Force, using the telekinetic energy to slow his descent to merely fear-inducing levels and his gamble paid off as he landed and rolled to absorb as much of the impact as possible. He rose from the roll and carried the momentum on, running forwards with his slugthrower pistol raised, firing as he ran. Shots rang out from his gun as he advanced, his shots joining those from his compatriots on the ridge he had just vacated as Janni realised her predicament, turned and began to try and deflect the shots that were coming her way. One of her Akk dogs went down in a heap, it's life snuffed out by a particularly accurate strike that scalped it and even as Nadrin changed his aim to one of the other creatures, it dropped with a trio of holes in it's body. The Sith kept running, emptying the weapon of the spent cartridges even as he reloaded the pistol and watched as a shot from behind him took the enemy One Sith Adept in the leg, a flash of anger bursting onto the woman's face. Soldiers seemed to drop in front of Nadrin as his allies continued their viciously effective work and the Arconae had to marvel at his team's ability.
They really didn't need me to lead them.
The Warlord watched as the Zeltron he was running towards batted away several other shots that came towards her, and he saw that her third and final Akk dog seemed to be making its way towards Nadrin. Turning his attention to the approaching creature, the Sith fired a trio of shots that hit the dog in the face and, just for good measure, he threw a telekinetic blast at the creature that snapped its neck back thanks to the blunt force of the strike. He ran past the corpse and used the Force to augment himself, his speed increasing before he leapt forwards at the One Sith, sending a pair of bullets flying out as he did so. The first missed, but the following shot slammed into the woman's gut even as she parried away a blaster bolt from Nadrin's sniper team. A shriek of pain escaped the woman's lips as the shot hit and less than a moment later the Warlord collided with her and sent her slamming into the ground. He scrambled forwards, kicked her lightsaber away and knelt on her chest, his gun pressed to the side of her head as he let a feeling of smug satisfaction wash over him.
“Well now, this is a good bargaining position I think. You're going to tell me what you know, and you're going to do it now.”
The woman's red skin flushed as she spat at Nadrin, a furious look in her eyes as she glared up at the man. Calmly, the Sith smashed the butt of his pistol into the side of the woman's head and ignored the spittle on his mask, leaning closer to the woman as she grimaced in pain.
“You will tell me what I want to know, scum.”
The laughter that met his words was not what he had expected.
“Oh you fool. You can't win, we have one of our own agents on your council. You have been led here from the start, and this planet will be your grave.”
Nadrin felt his anger rising and he slammed his weapon into the side of Janni's head again, but her laughter continued unabated. Realising that any more information would not be forthcoming, the Warlord squeezed the trigger and sent the final bullet of his gun into the woman's head, killing her instantly as her other temple exploded outwards and dripped gore to the ground. Standing up, the Sith frisked the woman' quickly, pocketed the datapad he found and picked up the dead One Sith's lightsaber as a trophy before running back towards the ridge, his thoughts dark and most definitely not focused on battlefield that he sped through.
He reached the ridge with the snipers several minutes later and picked up his slugthrower rifle, speaking as he did so.
“I've received some intel that I need to chase up. You will revert to your normal leadership within the squad as of this moment. Good work everyone, keep it up and we will be victorious.”
His short speech over, the young Warlord sped away, his commlink already raised and calling in transport as he did so. He had a new job to do.
=====*=====
“So, it’s been a good thirty minutes that you’ve been clacking away and staring at that screen, do you have any information yet?”
Nadrin had tried to hide the frustrated anger that threatened to boil over into his voice, but a small part of it came out anyway, however the woman sat at the terminal didn’t seem to care. She wouldn’t, she’d dealt with Nadrin and his frequent mood swings more than once before and now simply rolled with the punches.
“I can tell you what I haven’t found; a name. There seem to be a lot of personal files on here, but nothing so stupid as simply stating who this supposed traitor is. Are you positive that she wasn’t yanking your chain?”
Nadrin’s face was the picture of grim determination, beneath his mask of course.
“I’m sure of it, she had nothing to gain by trying to get me off the battlefield, but if she thought that this traitor’s plans were already at a point where they couldn’t be stopped, she would have no qualms with throwing them to the dogs. It fits.”
The woman, Syla, fell silent at his response, tapping away at the terminal in front of her for another handul of seconds before sitting back and letting out a small whistle.
“Well, this could be something. According to these records, our dead woman made fairly frequent stops at some out of the way space station, roughly once a month. Sounds like someone meeting a contact to me. Let’s see…”
Nadrin didn’t interrupt as Syla slid her chair over to another terminal, this one her own personal entryway to the Dajorra Intelligence Agency’s systems. The Warlord didn’t want to interrupt, and so he exercised what little patience he had and waited as he watched his Fade do her work.
I really hope we find something to go on, or I will be in fairly serious trouble for leaving the battlefield for no reason.
Several minutes passed and Nadrin let his mind wander, only to be interrupted by the fluid stream of swear words that burst from the woman sat in front of him as she glared at the terminal in front of her.
“What?”
“Ernordeth has apparently been making regular trips out to the same station as our One Sith, claiming he’s meeting a contact that he has cultivated in a smuggling ring.”
“So what, he’s not on the Council, why should that concern us?”
Syla turned to look at him, her expression grim.
“Nadrin, he works directly for the Fist and the Grand Master.”
The Warlord paled slightly, the prospects that were running through his head were anything but welcome.
“Get me his location, now.”
=====*=====
The room was brighty lit and brutally sparse, it’s metallic expanse filled only with a single chair, and a small table that was covered with various vicious-looking tools. Nadrin stood over by the table, surveying the items that it held while Ernordeth was sat in the chair, neatly bound to it and only just returning to consciousness. The Arconan Warrior had not expected to be blind-sided when he was summoned to meet one of the Arconae, and so he had been fairly easy to subdue and bring to the nearest DIA facility for what Nadrin lovingly referred to as ‘aggressive questioning’. 
“What the hell is this? Where am I, why am I bound?”
Nadrin turned to the man in the chair and grinned beneath his mask, walking over to Ernordeth and squatting down in front of the Warrior.
“Oh good you’re awake. Well, one of your bosses has been a very bad boy, and you’ve been helping them. That makes you a traitor in my eyes, but you have information that I need, and that’s why you’re still breathing. I want to give you an opportunity to help me, and if you do then I will be lenient; you are after all a member of Arcona. So, on whose order have you been meeting a One Sith leader on Drafkis Station, and what did you tell them?”
“What, One Sith?!”
Nadrin rose up to his full height and threw a punch at the other man, catching him in the jaw and sending his head snapping to the left.
“You’re not listening to me. You met a woman on that station, what did you tell her and did you give her anything?”
Ernordeth moved his jaw and, finding it wasn’t broken, glared up at the Arconae who loomed over him.
“It was more of a dead drop point than a meeting, I was sent out by a Dark Councilor to pick up the information that was dropped off there and bring it back to him. I never looked at the packages I brought back, and I was never asked to put anything there. Honestly, that’s all I know about it.”
Nadrin nodded to himself, slightly grateful that his Clanmate had been forthcoming with the information, even if it meant that he wouldn’t have a chance to practice his interrogation skills. Leaning down, he undid the bindings that held Ernordeth to the chair and stepped back to let the man stand up.
“One last thing, which Councilor was it? You have to know, this is treason and whoever it is must be brought to justice.”
The Arconan Warrior rubbed his wrists slightly and looked over towards Nadrin, something not too far away from fear seeming to have crept into his expression.
“Just make sure you succeed in taking him down, if what you say is true then he cannot be let free.”
“I will make sure that doesn’t happen. Now, give me a name.”
=====*=====
Nadrin stormed through the Arcona Citadel towards the ship he had asked to be prepared for him. The troops he had called to join him in his quest would be waiting for him on the transport, and he had already obtained the necessary clearance to fly out to the traitor’s location and get into his presence. Everything was lined up, and at the same time he couldn’t shake the feeling that everything was very, very wrong.
No wonder we’ve taken so many losses, no wonder our strength has waned and we have had so many problems dealing with a threat that we should have been able to crush with far more ease than we have had. They got the perfect man to work for them, the perfect mole to bring the Brotherhood into a trap that, thanks to the attrition caused by this conflict, we won’t walk away from. There is still time, but it’s going to be close.
Once Ernordeth had told him the traitor’s name, Nadrin realised just how much of a threat the man could be. He had led the Brotherhood into fights that had drained the fleets more than they should have and he had made it so that, while the Brotherhood generally won, the cost of the victory was always high. 
The traitor needed to be stopped.
=====*=====
Nadrin Erinos Arconae was many things, but he didn’t think that he was a fool. As he was enroute to confront the traitor, he had forwarded all of the information that he had compiled about the traitor and sent it to several different people so that, should he fail, they would have the evidence needed to finish what he could not. He was an ambitious Sith however, and that is why he was confronting the traitor in the first place. After all, the Sith who brought a traitor to the Dark Council single-handedly would surely be held in high favour, and that was definitely something that the Arconae desired.
It was for this reason that he stood at the door to an office, lightsaber in hand with a dozen highly trained soldiers at his back. He hoped it would be enough.
Here we go.
Nadrin walked through the door to the office and ignited his lightsaber, holding it out in front of him with the crimson blade pointing towards the man at the desk.
“For the crime of working against the Brotherhood’s best interests and betraying the Dark Council by conspiring with our enemies the One Sith, you are under arrest.”
Nadrin narrowed his eyes at the man behind the desk and felt adrenaline course through his body at the sight of those red and yellow eyes staring back at him.
“Come quietly Valhavoc, and maybe your fellow Dark Councilors will show you the mercy I do not believe you deserve.”
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