	The door to Malfrost's room silently slide open as he removed his hand from the hand reader on the door; one could never be too certain with so many Sith wandering the halls that someone wouldn't try to steal his knowledge or outright kill him. As he walked into his room the lights turned on and the door slide closed behind him. He let out a relaxed sigh; the stress left his body as he took in the sight of his now familiar home.





	It was the perfect size for the somewhat reclusive scholar. His slim, single sized bed sat snugly in one corner of the room. He wasn't one for needing an extravagant bed three sizes too big for him. On the wall behind it hung his warbanner; emblazoned with his family sigil as well as the crest of the Shadow Academy due to his contributions in research. It was an honor he was particular proud of and alongside his banner hung his award case . He had kept the awards he had been given during his first term with the Brotherhood what felt like ages ago ; among them were awards for honor for fighting in Clan Taldryan during the Vong incursion. Some of the more ardent members of Arcona might have scowled at the sight, but Malfrost would never forget his roots, especially his Brotherhood roots. 





	Pressed up against the center of the back wall was his desk. His computer sat atop it and it served as his connection to the outside world as well as the life he had once lived. He took off his robes and sat them to rest on a coat rack by the door as he moved towards the desk. 





	As he walked, his closet door opposite his bed slide open to reveal I-One; his IG-100 droid standing in his charging station. I-One was almost always charging and in guard mode whenever the chatty droid wasn't escorting him personally. 





	“Salutation: Greetings, Master! Was your trip to the archives worthwhile? How I missed your company, being stuck in this charging station alone is dreadful.” The droid's tone was one of pure joy followed by depression upon his reveal of the already well known fact that he hated being charged without having a conversation partner.  Malfrost merely chuckled as he sat a dusty tome he had been carrying in his robes upon an already bursting at the seams bookshelf that was pressed against the wall near the closet. 





	“Other than finding that tome by some self-proclaimed alchemist, no luck. That's to be expected though. I wasn't expecting a ship full of Sith and other recluses to just be publishing their findings like we are all friendly academics.” He punctuated the ending of the statement with a shrug and resigned sigh; twas the life of a scholar at times to work with rather uncooperative fellows.





	Malfrost's attention turned to the floor now; it seemed like the floor of any other room on the Voidbreaker but he had made some adjustments to it. He reached out with the Force, concentrating as he slowly lifted out a few pieces of the floor one piece at a time. It would have been clear to anyone watching the these pieces were shaped in such a way that they had to be removed in an exact order. So intricately shaped were the pieces that any attempt to remove them in any other order would result in them becoming stuck even more tightly against one another. 


	


	Once these pieces were removed a polished wooden chest was revealed as the item that was hidden in this bottomed out floor. Malfrost flicked it open with the Force and then pulled out his personal Holocron from inside his robes. It glowed with a faint silver hue and in it was contained the amalgamation of all of his research to date; this fact of course made it his greatest possession and he spared no expense to insure it was kept safe.  He floated it down into the chest and then closed it in just the same manner as he had opened it.





	“I-One, brew me up something to drink, would you?” Malfrost asked of his droid politely as he finished putting the floor back together. Most people would consider it odd being so nice to a droid, but for Malfrost, I-One had been his companion for quite sometime and he considered him to be a friend among friends.





	“Proclamation: Of course Master! I shall start right away. Allow me to also play you some music while I prepare your drink.” I-One went about his task with pure delight and determination as he steped towards a small hole in the wall that was used to brew a myriad of different kinds of drinks; most of said drinks were used to give Malfrost some kind of energy boost or increased concentration for the long nights he spent studying.  





	For now though, Malfrost could relax. He let out a blissful sigh as he laid down upon his bed. Small as it was, it was quite comfortable indeed. His head sank into his pillow as the sounds of the Coruscant Philharmonic filled his ears as the aroma of Mocoa filled his humble abode. Truly, no other place at the moment could be a better home for the man who had spent the last few years wandering and studying. 


