Into the Abyss We Go
The room was vast in space, yet slight in contents. From the doorway that leads directly into the room, the opposing end was no less than 100 metres away in distance. The floor was stark, black, obsidian stone that had been torn from the very heart of the Coronoda system. It had been selected in order to represent the grandeur and decadence of the system leader; however, it was more fittingly an icon of a cold, detached ruler who believed in one path – with no divergence. This ruler was sat at the end of the room, comfortably poised in a duralumin throne. It was minimalist in design, geometric and offensive in its form. There was no frivolity to the chair, only clean folds and forms, with the Arcona crest laser-cut into the user engulfing head rest. Here sat the Zabrak overlord of the Coronoda System, the Consul of the mighty Arcona, the Praetor to the Dark Brotherhood Herald, Master Kaine Mandaala. Here sat a man of presence, of fortitude, of power, hatred and anger. Here sat Mejas Doto, di Tenebrous Arconae… but he was no longer the Zabrak Master so many had come to fear. He was different now. He was broken.
……………-----=====[[{{((O))}}]]=====----- ……………

Across the galaxy, far, far away another man sat in another office. This office was grand, almost regal. It reeked of self importance, of pompousness. It screamed out inadequacy, fear and lack of control. Its floor was not obsidian black, but white marble. Its size was far smaller than the office on Coronoda Prime. Its walls were adorned with drapes of extortionate materials. On hooks hung war paraphernalia - most of which had never saw the light of battle – from all ages of history and species of the galaxy. There were busts and sculptures sporadically dotted around the room. Art works hung on top of drapes and the walls looked disorganised, cluttered and overcrowded. Here resided Grand Admiral Stephan Ronin, Fleet Commander of the Emperor’s Hammer; the most powerful ex-Imperial in the known galaxy. A man who had rebuilt a smaller Empire, and united factions that should never have been forced together. This office was his and here he sat, upon on a plushly upholstered, golden throne. Ronin was not alone in this office. In front of him sat his Executive Officer, his right hand man, Sector Admiral, Dark Jedi Prophet, Astatine. Few men had as much power as Astatine. He had ascended to the second highest power within the fleet. He had served on the Dark Council on numerous occasions and he was good at what he did. What he did however, wasn’t very good. The two men sat in silence. They were not broken…yet.

……………-----=====[[{{((O))}}]]=====----- ……………

“He has shown no further signs of response my Lord.” Said JaM3z, conversing with the hologram of the Brotherhood Emissary, Grand Master Jac Cotelin.
“And his time with the Abyssal Tome?” asked the Emissary.


“It has only increased my Lord. He will move only to go to the Hall of Shadows, whereby he will consume the volume again and again for hours on end. Interuption has lost us two Yeomanry, unaware of the Consul’s mood, Later, when he returns to his office all he will do is sit, in some sort of catatonic state. There is no rage, no anger, nothing.”

“His power is great Pontifex, the tome however, is far more powerful. I fear for Mejas’s sanity, but that is not the issue here. You must ensure your Consul gets to see or hear the proclamation by Darth Firefox. He will not kill you for intrusion, of that I am sure. I believe that the time draws near for you to soon take the helm of Arcona Proconsul JaM3z.” spoke the Emissary before his hologram cut out.

The Proconsul entered the Consul’s office. His boots could be heard clicking on the obsidian stone, yet it did not relent in its silent fury. It was always solid, always dark, never fading or chipping or scratching. Just there, solid - forever.

Reaching the Consul’s desk the Pontifex bowed low, “Master Doto, the Grand Master has asked all Consul’s to access the holo-projector scandoc transmission system. He must conference with you all immediately.” 
Proconsul JaM3z waited. There was no response from the despondent Zabrak. He simply sat, poised in his chair, silent. His eyes seemed to flicker with life, but nothing else passed the lips of the Arcona Consul. JaM3z initiated the holo-projector and took the long walk back out the office.

The holo-projector flickered and hissed before bursting into life with a projection of Lord Firefox, Grand Master of the Dark Brotherhood, seated on the Iron Throne and surrounded by 6 others. Mejas knew every one of them, some better than others. There were three Emeritus Grand Masters, Lord Khyron, Lord Chi-Long, Lord Cotelin, the Brotherhood’s Master-At-Arms, Dark Side Adept Corran Force, the Head Master of the Shadow Academy, Sith Warlord Pyralis and the Proconsul of Naga Sadow, Krath Pontifex Trevarus Caerick.
Mejas’s eyes twitched in the direction of the hologram. A sneer grew on the face of the Zabrak and slowly the body moved to sit upright in preparation for the delivery of the proclamation from Darth Firefox.

“Consuls of the Brotherhood, now is the time…” spoke Grand Master Firefox.
……………-----=====[[{{((O))}}]]=====----- ……………

Meanwhile, in the office of Grand Admiral Ronin a different holo-projection was playing:

“…If the Emperor’s Hammer Strike Fleet is to collapse under the inept leadership of a fading Fleet Commander and his acrimonious, despot of an Executive Officer, then the Brotherhood of Dark Jedi will take immediate steps to ensure its continued survival. This discourse shall serve as the prelude to our actions.”
Ronin leapt from his seat and slammed the off switch of the holo-projector. He took a long, deep breath, composed himself and turned to Astatine.

“They plan on an exodus. It is the only thing that can follow such a precursor.” Spoke the Grand Admiral.

“My Lord, they would never dare force an exodus on their members. They have no control over their ranks and file. I have watched over as Deputy Grand Master for years. Firefox is a mere pawn, he has done nothing in his tenure, except bend to our will.” Scoffed Astatine, his plump, dough like face hanging over his uniform like the jowels of some inbred beast.

“There is something coming Astatine and we must be ready. I will NOT have Firefox and that band of insubordinates try to fracture my hold on the Brotherhood.” Ronin paced behind his desk, nearly knocking over the bust f his father, Lord Alvaak.

“Inform all Clan’s that an exodus may be approaching…”

“But Sir…”

“...alert the Tau squadron that they are not to protect but destroy the Grand Master’s strike force should one arise…”

“Really Sir, this isn’t necessary, I have everything in hand…”

“…I want all factions of the Hammer to be prepared for battle. Order it now.”

“Sir, may I sugge…”

“NOW Astatine! If this exodus has happened under your watchful eye, then you better ensure it is quickly quelled…or else.”

Astatine leapt to his feet, saluted his Master and shuffled out of the office, his redundant arse clearly stopping him from moving any faster.

……………-----=====[[{{((O))}}]]=====----- ……………
The voice over the communications channel of the Clan head quarters was unmistakable. It was rough and offensive, it hissed and spat. The words were shredded through the shark like teeth in ways that were unimaginable. Sheer malice and disgust, rage like few would believe, entombed in the seeds of the voices words. Like seeds they were cast and they resounded as they took plant in the minds of their listeners. Nobody else could make things sound so bastardised, so abused, so raw. However, it had been so long that few believed it were real. The corridors quickly became filled and JaM3z marched towards the Consul’s office, the communication still echoing about the corridors as he approached: 

“Prooooconsul JaM3zsss Luciussss EntahhhhR. Join meee in my chamberssss IMMEDIATELY!”

As the great doors swung upon JaM3z could see his Master sitting upright and attentive. He was hooded, as always, but his eyes were burning with life, with rage, with something new…something JaM3z had never seen before.
“Have yoooou been made privy to the Graaaand Masterssss proclomation?” spoke the Zabrak, his body not moving and only his lower jaw and teeth visible in the badly lit office.

“I have my Lord. The Emissary contacted me directly….to ensure….to ensure that Arcona was prepared.” Replied JaM3z.

“Wassssssss Lord Cotelin not aware that IIIIIIII would be viewing the proc-lam-ation?” asked Mejas, his voice oozing with contempt.

“He was my Lord, however, due to your recent state, he wanted to ensure that all Clan’s were thoroughly prepared for the exodus.” Retorted JaM3z, his voice strong and clear.

The Zabrak flew from his seat, like some beast of the jungle worlds on Kashyyk. In one feline-like movement he was ontop of the Pontifex, standing on his chest, crouching down on him, his hands around his Proconsuls neck.

JaM3z froze.

“Do you notttt believe in your Masssster, your Consssssul, the firssssst di Tenebroussssss Arconae?”

“Of course I do my Lord. But you have been reserved, unresponsive, we thought you were gone…lost to that Tome.” Said JaM3z, turning to look directly into his Master’s eyes.

As JaM3z looked on Mejas began to fade, to dissipate in front of him. Like some black smog or mist, he was gone….but his voice still spoke.

“I have been sssstudying the Abyssssssssal Tome for thisssss Clan, for thisssss Brrrrotherrrrhood. I have asssssssumed the powerssssss of the Tome and have much to learrrrn, but todayssss eventssss arrrre parrrrt of the Tome. I do not claim to underssssstand sssssuch timing, but know that ourrr time is now. Our Brrrrotherrrhood will grrrow and consssssume all beforrrre it.”

JaM3z rose to his feet and looked around the barren office. Mejas was nowhere to be seen, then like nothing JaM3z had ever witnessed, the Zabrak reappeared. Walking from a high shadow as if it were a doorway.

“Master Doto, I do not understand.” Questioned the Proconsul.
“Norrrr do I, JaM3z, norrr do I.” said Mejas as he paced the obsidian floor. He knelt down and placed his cheek against the ice cold floor. “I ssssssshall misssssss this lairrrr Proconsssssul. Brrrrrief our Brrrrrethrrrren and rrrrready the Wrrrrrrathrrrrrrraven, we musssst be at the frrrrontline of thissss exodusssss, the Abysssssal Tome commandssss it.”
JaM3z bowed low, leaving his Master in silence. Mejas wasn’t quite himself, but he was better than he had been for months. This was good for Arcona.
……………-----=====[[{{((O))}}]]=====----- ……………

Sitting on the bridge of the Sovereign Class Destroyer, Ronin was nervous. He tapped his hand against the armrest, his fingers fluttering in procession.
“All Clan’s have wrested control of their ships my Lord. They are fleeing….in exodus.” Spoke Sector Admiral Astatine, his chubby face wobbling as he spoke.

Ronin slouched, head in hand. “What about the strike fleet?” he asked.

“Firefox has compromised the Avenger Task Force, the ship is engaged in battle against the Challenge and Collosus. We are trying to recapture the ship without damage. Some of the crew have agreed to follow their Captain to the death, others we believe are under some form of Force Control.” Replied Astatine.

“Tell me that Tau Squadron are dealing with this…tell me SOMETHING!” yelled Ronin.

“Tau Squadron are not operational. Adept Reinthaler has ordered all Tau Squadron to stand down. They cannot compromise over so many Grand Master’s. Most of the squadron have served each Darth……… they have signed off as AWOL.” Mumbled Astatine.

Ronin looked out over his fleet. The majority of the Dark Jedi were his most powerful force. They held positions throughout the Hammer. This blow was crippling, the Hammer existed without its handle. It was just a dead weight now, useless and impotent.
Ships fled in their hundreds, only Alvaak remained loyal and a handful of Jedi from the other Clan’s who had over indulged in their Hammer careers. Not true Dark Jedi, not members of the real Dark Brotherhood.

Ronin stood aghast, powerless to intervene. He couldn’t control them and he couldn’t destroy them all without losing his Avenger Force. There had been too much loss already today. His Empire crumbled, as they all do. He was alone…

“Cough, cough!” rumbled Astatine.

“Shut up Astatine. I am retiring to my quarters. Clean up this mess.” Snarled Ronin.

“Yes sir!” replied Astatine,quickly assuming the free seat that the Grand Admiral had left, before barking contentious, contradictory orders to the staff of the SSD.

……………-----=====[[{{((O))}}]]=====----- ……………

As the Wrathraven broke free into deep space the Zabrak addressed his Clan. “At lassssst we trrrravel on the Final Way. I know not what thissss meansssss, norrrrr wherrrrre it leadsssss usssss, but the Abyssssal Tome directssss usssss towardsssss it. Sssssurrrrrrenderrrrr yourrrrssssselvessss to the shadowssss my brrrrrethrrrrrren.”

Mejas sat in his seat on the bridge looking down into his palms. He no longer felt like himself, but he knew the transformation was part of his destiny. Since reading from the Abyssal Tome his powers felt heightened, his gain of Shadowcrafting powers was remarkably fast and his devotion to solace, darkness and shadow was overwhelming. This exodus would bring about many changes to the Brotherhood and to Arcona. The Zabrak knew that he could no longer stay on as Consul. He must follow his own Final Way, while Arcona followed the path the Oracle would map out for them.

Looking down Mejas stared into his own shadow. Not so far away, a not-so- Grand Admiral sat in his own chair, head in hands also looking into the infinite darkness of his own being.

There couldn’t have been two different characters in the entire galaxy, yet here they shared a moment. Polar opposites, one in awe and ecstasy, the other in despair and defeat.

Mejas with a malicious, satisfied sneer and Ronin with a quivering lip, a tortured soul in absolute fear. Both continued looking into their darkness and said “INTO THE ABYSS WE GO.”

Dark Jedi Master Mejas Doto, di Tenebrous Arconae
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