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Kordath Bleu had never made it to Antei before, he'd never had a reason before, but as the Ryn walked through the wide doors of the Dark Hall's Archive, he felt...ecstatic. A massive repository of knowledge, the Krath was nearly tingling with anticipation as he wandered the shelves, passing old scrolls and holocrons. Likely none of them contained information that could empower him, but knowledge itself was more then enough of a draw for the Knight as he moved aimlessly through the library. Deeper into the darkness of the archives he went, eyes roving across the various books and data cards, waiting for something to catch his immediate interest.
Some thought it odd that the Krath would spend days on end in the archives held by Arcona, never having a plan. If asked what he was looking for, the Ryn would normally shrug, preferring to read whatever he came across rather then worrying himself with finding something specific. It did mean he was an expert on such strange topics such as the 'Mating habits of water-borne mammals of Nal-Hutta', or 'Diseases of the Inner-Rim'. This didn't bother Kordath, knowledge was always to be gained, and would some how prove useful, someday.
At least if he ever got sent to the Inner-Rim or had to save a species on Nal-Hutta, anyways.  It wasn’t as if he sought to collect nearly useless knowledge, it just...happened.  One minute he’d be reading a study on Adegean crystals and their relative properties, then he’d follow a reference from that piece of work to one about the planet Ilum.  Eventually he found himself reading a tattered scroll describing the evolutionary progression of the cold resistant bacteria that one day became the Talz, with no idea how he’d ended up there.
What still disturbed him, to this very day, was that somehow the Talz females...breast...fed...their young in the freezing cold.  Sure he was aware that they were mammals, but the damn book had pictures that had seared themselves into his fragile little Ryn’s mind.  The sort of pictures that popped into mind when one was trying to have a good time with another person, and ruined it.  Those kind of pictures.
Lost in his own musings, and rapidly becoming lost within the dim lit Archive, the Ryn became aware of....voices? Wandering quietly in the direction of the sound, Bleu felt an uneasiness spreading through his being. The voices grew louder, and the Ryn could tell one was...distorted? As if spoken through the mouth piece of a breather mask, or a...speaker. A flash of blue and white light could be seen just past a set of shelves, causing the Krath to crouch and go still.
'Why am I hiding? Because it feels right,' thought the Knight, trying to ignore his own thoughts to focus on what was being said.
“...will be ready,” said the distorted voice of the hologram figure, Kordath couldn't get a clear look but the robes and symbols on it....
'One Sith? Who'd be talking with them within the Dark Hall itself...oh no.'
“See that it is, we have been on the defensive for too long, it's time to strike back,” growled the figure who had his back to the Ryn.
Kordath felt unpleasant, watching this act of apparent treason. Something about the man talking to the hologram seemed familiar, his build, manner, even his voice. Familiar yet distant, as the holo shut off and the man turned, the Knight stopped breathing, recognizing the former Arconan, Valhavoc as he strode off into the darkness.
'Well that explains why he seemed familiar, but why would the Fist be talking to the One Sith?' the Ryn wondered.
Deep in thought, the Krath barely sensed the presence behind him prior to the prongs of a saber hilt was pressed to his back.
“Skulking about, Kordath? Tsk, tsk, such actions are suspicious, especially during war time,' spoke the man behind him, 'Turn around, nice a slowly.”
Kordath did as he was ordered, lifting his robed arms up to avoid any suggestion of resistance, putting his best smile on in preparation of talking his way out of this. Turned to face his prospective captor, the smile faltered, and surprise came to the forefront.
“Ernordeth? What are you....,” he started to ask, before noticing the red skinned man's expression of contempt, 'Assisting the Fist in some project, are we?”
“Ah, I was afraid you spotted Valhavoc, tsk, a shame, you may be useless in all of the fighting, Bleu, but you have proven useful in the investigative sense before. Such a shame that you let yourself come to this point, though,” said the Warrior.
Bleu felt cold inside, he had witnessed exactly what he thought he had. And Ernordeth....the Sith was working with his Lord, it seemed.
Licking his lips, he had to ask, “Why? Why would Valhavoc, and yourself, do this? Why betray the Brotherhood? You're bloody Sith, and last I checked, the Brotherhood was winning the war, exactly where your kind likes to be.”
Anger flashed across the crimson face, moments before the butt end of the hilt smacked across the Ryn's face, 'Our business is our own, the One Sith may be on the defensive, but they're resources are far more vast then the Brotherhood's have ever been. They will win, in the end, Bleu, they will stand victorious, and those who stood with them will stand to gain much. I must say, you are taking this rather well, little Krath.”
Kordath glared at the Sith, 'What use would panicking do me? Or shouting, even, no one in here would likely hear me with how deep we are within the Archive, if there’s even anybody else here. Fear does me no good, I already know how this ends, Ernordeth, just get it over with, we both know I don't get to leave knowing what I do now.”
With that the Ryn closed his eyes, taking a deep breath as he heard the snap of a lightsaber come to life, the scent of burnt ozone filling his nostrils.
“That, you have deduced correctly, Kordath, and I'm almost proud of you for not begging or lying to me about joining us, it shows...surprising character,” said the Warrior, smiling as his blade took the Ryn's head off.
