A Dangerous Training Day
ACO Nashiro Kakos, House Galares, Clan Arcona PIN#14194
The shadow of Antei fell across the courtyard as the newest recruits into the Dark Jedi Brotherhood stood in tight formation waiting for roll call.  Head Master Dacien Victae stood against the railing of his balcony, overlooking this new class.  His eyes moved from face to face, taking in the collection of features from species from across the galaxy.  He noted a number of quivering chins.  Was it fear?  Was it the slight chill in the air?  Was it excitement?  He recalled his first day within the walls of the Shadow Academy, then on the moon of Eos.  He could not remember his exact feelings, but he would always remember the events of that day.

“Aarsin, Xavos!” called DB0t, one of many protocol droids assigned to the administrative work of the Brotherhood.  “Abristin, Vos!” he said again, his perfectly enunciated speech echoing across the courtyard.  With each affirmative, the droid would move on the next name.  Victae made it a point to mentally connect faces to names, a useful talent for a teacher, but almost essential when training Force users.  One never knew which ones would succeed, which one would fail or which one was a snake in the grass waiting to strike.  Such were the difficulties in training users of the Dark Side.

“Kakos, Nashiro!” said DB0t, and Victae scanned for the voice that would answer.  No answer came.  DB0t repeated the call.  “Kakos, Nashiro!”  The courtyard was quiet, save for the whistling of the Lysparian winds.  DB0t clicked its fingers on a datapad, making a note about the missing student while a pair of Dark Jedi on the flanks of the formation peeled off to go look for the offending Apprentice.  Victae smirked.  However memorable his own first day had been, it would appear that young Nashiro Kakos’ first day would be both memorable and painful.

*

*

*

Dark Jedi Knight Yuri Pathonan had only been an assistant instructor for three months, but as he walked the halls of the Shadow Academy looking for yet another Apprentice who decided not to show up for the first formation of their class, he thought that maybe since this was a frequent occurrence, the Shadow Academy should have a special team for this.  Instead, whenever a class started, assistant instructors drew straws.  The two shortest straws were on “Coward Patrol”.  Lucky for him, Yuri had drawn the short straw every month.

“Stupid antiquated traditions,” he grumbled under his breath as he keyed the doorpad to Nashiro Kakos’ room.  Yuri was born into a Kuati noble family; the notion of drawing straws for chores was beneath him.  He sighed in resignation as the door opened and he stepped into the Apprentice’s room.

The room had been completely undisturbed.  The bed had not been slept in, and there was not a scrap of evidence that Kakos had ever even stepped foot into his chambers, much less slept there overnight.  Yuri turned to access the doorpad, calling up entry and exit data to see if Kakos had left the room at some point during the night.  For beginning students, instructors controlled their ability to exit their small rooms.  Kakos should not have been able to do it himself.

As he punched in the requested search string, he felt a shift in the Dark Side and was barely able to push himself away from the wall as a human-sized shape launched from the ceiling and pointed an activated vibroknife at him.

He lit his lightsaber as Nashiro Kakos lunged at him, but a quick flick of his saber was all that was needed to slice through the blade of the knife, leaving Kakos with a useless hilt.  

“There, that will be enough, Apprentice,” he said, deactivating his lightsaber and summoning the Dark Side to restrain Kakos.

Kakos smiled and pressed a small button on the handle of his blade, discharging a concentrated burst of green gas that immediately assaulted Yuri’s nervous system.  He felt the poison seeping into his bloodstream, and it took ever fiber of his being to call upon the Dark Side and rapidly push himself into a healing trance.  He felt his muscles begin to constrict, threatening to break every bone in his body with their convulsions as the Dark Side took over, and dropped him into unconsciousness.

*

*

*

Head Master Dacien Victae stood on his balcony overlooking the formation of new recruits into the Shadow Academy.  He stopped on one in particular, well known among his instructors, and most of all, one of his assistant instructors who was lucky to be alive.

Nashiro Kakos looked very much like the standard human being.  His dark hair hung slightly above his cold, blue eyes, and his thin face sat atop an average body type.  In fact, he looked especially plain; however, even a cursory glance with the Force revealed Kakos to be a seething ball of hatred towards all of those around him.  His rage was a ticking time bomb, ready to explode at any moment.  Victae relished the feeling, drawing strength from the warmth of Kakos’ fury.

Gentlemen, Kakos had said when a group of instructors had finally captured him in the Academy’s flight bay, surrounded by the bodies of technicians and flight engineers.  I am ready to begin my lessons.  Victae chuckled at the memory.  How could he kill such a wonderful specimen of Dark Side potential?

An entire month had been devoted by some of Victae’s best alchemists to breaking through Kakos’ resistances using powerful Sith potions and dark magic, and though he felt comfortable removing Kakos from the restraints that had accompanied him everywhere he had go for the last thirty days, Victae still was not sure they had been able to get through to Kakos completely.  

DB0t began reading off names and Victae smiled.  Somewhere, buried in that rage and hate was a fury that threatened to consume not just Kakos, but all those around him.  “But that will be Clan Arcona’s problem,” he said to himself.
