	Malfrost was something of a loner during his time away from the Brotherhood; not counting I-One, he interacted very rarely with people and only sought to talk to someone either in debate or to learn. He had grown somewhat hardened and disconnected from people after the Vong incursion and the Dark Crusade. In both he had seen death on a large scale, death of people he considered friends and he remembered the pain and anger that had made him feel. He wasn't a Jedi, he didn't try to run away from those emotions; with how painful they were though, he wasn't eager to feel them again. Thus, he had avoided friendship in his travels and had intended to do the same upon his return to the Brotherhood, hoping to act merely as an adviser and teacher to some. That had changed quickly upon his meeting of the Captain of the Voidbreaker, the enigmatic Lucine Vasano.





	Her fiery hair masked someone who hid their emotions well and Malfrost recognized the mask she was putting up when they first met. After all, it was the mask all nobles and politicians wore and he himself was good a playing that game when needed. Lucine and Malfrost had come from different backgrounds and yet ended up in very similar places; she, from a noble family on Courscant and him from a family that had clawed its way up the crime ladder on Nar Shadda. Both had come to inherently not trust others and to mask their intentions and true emotions and both found great pleasure in gathering and using information against others. 





	Thus, their first meeting had been like a dance; a slow waltz where they tried to figure out each others intentions while masking their own. Before, Malfrost had an abhorrence to what some referred to as the Great Game, the machinations of politicians and the like against each other. Malfrost had played it while working rackets in Nar Shadda and had hated it then, preferring to project his influence through power. Now that he was more aged and wise, he saw the usefulness of the Game and he had actually rather enjoyed his interaction with her. Their first meeting was prim and proper as one would expect; their second meeting was much more interesting. They had each gone to their information networks in the time between to gather dirt on one another and both had succeeded to some degree. 





	When they next met, the gloves began to come off as the dance resumed. It started as a slow waltz but soon turned into something like a tango; each other them revealing hints and clues to what they had found. Emotions began to flare somewhat as the masks of each of them faltered slightly; then Malfrost couldn't help but let out a exuberant laugh. It had been sometime since he felt so alive and engaged with someone. Lucine was able to keep up with him both intellectually and manipulatively, and he found he rather appreciated that. Soon Lucine was chuckling as well and soon they were both laughing in the hall of the Voidbreaker to the confusion of some of the crew members. In this somewhat odd manner, a friendship was formed. They agreed not to take jabs at one another and instead agreed to games of holochess in the Captain's quarters and drinks of caf and tea as they discussed their research and recent events. The Game was still played, albeit with little to no stakes. While he was becoming more open with her, she remained reserved which he was fine with. Behind that reservation though, he sensed worry sometimes, and he was worried for her. Not for her potential, she had that in spades, but for what her adherence to that abhorrent Sith Code might do to her.





	She was too individualistic to be a Jedi, but he also was already seeing that she was at times too kind to be a Sith, and he thought that a good thing. For him, adherence to codes was an abhorrence and it fell to the individual to find their own answers to life's questions. He was happy Lucine was struggling with the adhering to the Sith Code, she was too good for it. He was just worried what would happen if she sacrificed part of herself to adhere to it. He decided to make it a part of his mission to insure that didn't happen, even if she hated him in the end. For now though, he was just happy to enjoy their games of chess and drinks together; a welcome distraction to the endless reading at times.


