Taken and read from Chapter 2 - Impetus

Grand Master Cotelin, Dark Prophet Cantor, Eminent Val Cole, Adept Montresor, Adept
Evant Taelyan and Battlelord Dracaryis stood in a semicircle facing the Grand Master’s
throne. They were his most loyal subjects and in some cases his most trusted allies.
Dracaryis, the Supreme Commander of the forces of the Iron Throne, removed his
combat helmet. He stepped forward and addressed the Grand Master.

“My Lord, the Iron Navy and Iron Legion are prepared to make the jump immediately to
Nancora. Our forces combined with the Clans, or acting within the confusion they cause,
will crush the Collective in one fatal swoop. The Dark Council merely awaits your
orders.”

Grand Master Pravus’ fingers ran across the stubble on his face, his eyes—hidden by the
darkness of ceremonial black robes—closed in contemplation. The Force whispered in
tortured tones and the potentialities of many futures made themselves apparent to him.
A thin smile crossed the Grand Master’s face as his hand flicked the air before him, as if
brushing the nuisance of the Force’s foresight away from his mind.
Darth Pravus, the Grand Master of the Dark Brotherhood, was not a servant to the Force
and did not do its bidding. He was the master of the Force and created his own future.
The Dark Lord rose from his throne and walked toward his allies, his voice leaving no
room for interpretation.

“Recall the Dark Council’s fleets to a defensive position around Arx,” the Dark Lord said
coolly as he continued to walk past his advisers. Without turning, he declared what the
assembled group already knew.

“The Clans are on their own.”

