"When you first looked at my face, what did you see? A maniac?  A psychopath? A Savage? " -  Buck, Farcry 3

***

The lights within the room automatically brightened a fraction as Nath keyed in the code to allow herself access.  She stepped inside without haste and allowed the door to close behind her. 

The room itself held all of the Iridonian's most precious possessions. Rare and common books and tomes lined the walls, she had taken great pains to create her collection and it always took pride of place for her. There was also a low sitting armchair tucked into a corner, Nath retreated to it more often than she cared to admit. A neat pile of books sat on the floor waiting for her attentions, but that was not the reason she had come here today. 

Are you angry with me father? 

Another chair was positioned close to one of the walls, within it sat Nath's Master. He cut an imposing figure even frozen in place as he was now. The seat had been designed to sit higher and keep him comfortable even if he could no longer move for himself. 

Nath sat on the large Barabel's lap, his robes were set to perfection, not a crease graced the male's black garb. The texture was lost on the scaled hide of her Master but her pale fingers toyed with the finely woven linen with closely hidden pleasure.  

Thiz one cannot quite say, a part of thiz one iz proud, the other iz furious. 

The tall Iridonian shifted her meager weight, turning herself to rest her shaved head upon the shoulder she found close by.  Allowing a pleased sigh to pass from her lips, she nuzzled against his abrasive hide. Nath took a deep breath in, taking in his scent and trying to store it away forever in her psyche. 

Zakath had found his Apprentice many years before, he had diligently taught her the path of the Dark Side. Nurtured Nath's more aggressive qualities and ensured she was the best or die attempting to attain perfection. 

I am fond of you like this. 

Nath heard Zakath's snort of amusement in her mind.  He had realized quickly that his Apprentice had a fondness for control, all things had to be ordered and regimental; everything had its own proper place.  

Within Zakath's own mind he laughed, he should have known the insane Iridonian had a place for him too. Much akin to a hunting trophy hung on a wall she had made out a special mount for him. She had set out a large comfortable chair for him. It was opulent, finely carved lacquered wood stained almost black. Metal had been inlayed to shape the fine curves that had been whittled out by an artist that had no doubt met a grizzly end.  

He had no delusions, she had planned this out for many many years. Oh yes, he may have taken with brute strength but she had other ways. Nath was able to use brute strength when it pleased her, the malnourished form was deceptive, she drew strength from her pain much like he, but small lean muscles allowed her to seem docile and meek when it pleased her. 

The Iridonian preferred an alternate route to power, her time filled with research to which she stored for future use.  Zakath mused that she had found some old holocron and had used the ancient data to preserve him.  

He had not had much of a chance to fight her,  she had not drawn a lightsaber, had not given the slightest inkling of what she had planned. If he had to say one thing it would be that he was proud of her ingenuity, even if his pride was immensely sore by what had happened.  

You wound thiz one'z pride. 

Her Master's words stung, she had not wished to part with him and yet could not tolerate his control any longer. To her this had been the most logical option.  

Pride is for the weak, you would never willingly subjugate yourself to me.

If Zakath were capable he would glance down to his Apprentice with a furrowed brow, he could not move,  could not even call upon the Force to attack or defend; he was for the first time in his life completely alone.  

Thiz one iz much az he waz once before... 

You are not my slave. 

Az good az. 

Nath shook her head, rubbing the side of her tattooed face against the small roughened scales. Denying his whiplash words with the stubborn resolution of a toddler who believed themselves to be correct.  In her mind he could never understand, she could never willingly part ways with his soul,  and so she decided to preserve him, to keep him for as long as she survived herself. 

Never. 

As the Iridonian shifted her weight the stiff thick leather of her clothing gave a protesting creak breaking the silence within the room. It was relatively new,  the creases of repeated stress upon the material had just begun to engraving themselves. 

Zakath contemplated his situation, he wondered if his Apprentice had begun to teach another. It was highly probable, efficiency was something else the Iridonian held close to her heart. It was akin to a bed mate for her, if it had to be completed then in the most efficient manner was always preferable.  

You teach another? 

The inquiry was tentative, an uncertainty of the situation pestered his mind much more than he would care to admit. The pause between the pair was long enough to answer on her behalf but she still felt some form of morbid fealty to him.  

For a while now. 

The confirmation made her feel unclean, she knew the rules, knew that what she did broke the rule of two but logically it made little sense in her mind to continue a rule made eons ago by a long dead Sith.  She was alive, she would decide now. Not a pile of ash long ago scattered away. 

If Zakath could his lips would have peeled themselves into a smirk of contempt and amusement. He could do little to prevent the medley of emotions. Deep within he was angry to be kept like a trophy but he also knew he had lost his privilege to choose when he lost against his Apprentice.  

Foolish child, you'll fall from their graces much as I have from your own. 

With a sigh Nath stood, offering one final caress across his jaw as she pressed a chaste kiss to the other.  

You never fell from my graces. 

With her words spoken she left him, the door hissed open mutely offering much harsher synthetic light than that of the room she had prepared for her Master.  Her obsidian eyes blinked,  slowly adjusting themselves with a dull burn that always came. Nath ignored it but clenched her fists with impatience and stepped away from the doorway to allow it to close once again.  

What came next happened in quick succession. An interview precognition warned her of the danger allowing her to step back and avoid the dagger that swiped at her abdomen.  The keen blade grazed the stiff leather of her belt only barely leaving a mark.  

With very little forethought Nath called upon the Force slamming the lithe form of her first Apprentice into the metallic hull. Within her mind she could hear Zakath laugh, she recalled her own first attempt on his life and how he made her regret such a poor decision.  It had been educational to say the least.  

As the small female slumped Nath caught her by her neck, holding her upright and pressed to the wall. The half conscious Iridonian allowed herself to be disarmed with surprising ease.  

Nath took a moment to admire her Apprentice, a small crown of horns were just visible through the mane of wild dishevelled hazel locks. The usually sharp viridescent gaze was fogged as she fought off unconsciousness.  

The tattoos that marked her passage to adulthood were not as bold as her Master's.  Instead they were far more delicate and curved in nature, though Nath was aware it was a Clan styling rather than a conscious decision on the female's part.  

This one was still weak in Nath's mind, rash decision making and no power to carry out the actions which only added insult to her own injury. 

With a sigh she slung the errant Apprentice over her shoulder, barely noticing the weight or the tangle of long Iridonian made fabrics that made up the garb that clothed her almost tanned complexion.  Nath began the slow walk back to the public quarters and away from her private ones.

Upon the way she would contemplate what to do, if it was wise to even keep this one alive. Or allternatively allow the little creature to pass away into obscurity and remain nameless. 

