Loose Ends


The Anchorage 


Somewhere in the Allied Tion Sector


Outer Rim Territories





	“Are you sure this is a good idea? I heard he fried an Acolyte to a crisp when he saw.”  Octavia said, struggling to keep with Vivackus' brisk pace as he cut through the corridors of the Anchorage. He strode as one with a purpose, intent on his destination, even if they both could sense it from here. The maintenance personnel and regular soldiers – unattained to the Force – continued on their duties blissfully unaware of the nexus of seething anger within walking distance of their stations.





	Viv smiled. “Excellent, so what are you worried about?” 





	Octavia stopped. “That he'll do the same to you?” She called out, her tone suggesting that such a thing should be obvious, before jogging to catch up with the Equite. 





	Viv stopped at a doorway and put his hand on the Knight's shoulder. “If he took the anger out on a peon, then he's not saving any for me. I'll be fine.” He left out the last word: 'probably.'





	The door opened and Vivackus stepped into darkness. As soon as he crossed the threshold, he might as well have put on a blindfold. He heard the door slide shut behind him. The air was thick, saturated with anger. After several seconds of silence, the darkness was swept away, replaced by a blinding flash. The Sith recoiled, covering his eyes.





	“Vivackus Kavon.”�


	“di Plagia.” Viv helpfully finished, squinting as his eyes slowly adjusted, bringing the lone figure into focus. Vivackus had to admit that it was an effective trick. The extreme shift from sensory deprivation to sensory overload should be disorienting – even frightening, were Viv not expecting exactly something such as this. The Dread Lord was angry, and not without reason. A display of power was to be expected.





	Aabsdu held a datapad in one hand, reading aloud, punctuating each word. “My participation in the Hyperdine takeover: Nothing.”





	“You would have preferred that I lie, my Lord?” 


	


	Vivackus suddenly felt an invisible hand clench around his throat, lifting up with such force that his feet left the ground. “You find this funny, don't you?” The Sith suddenly found himself hurling backwards and crashing into the wall before crumpling in a heap on the ground and coughing as he regained his breath. “Things have changed since you left, Kavon. Do not expect to hide behind the Clan honorific. Clan Plagueis is not your personal plaything. The leaders of both Houses are loyal to me.” The Consul's voice was acerbic. “So please enlighten me; why shouldn't I skin your insolent hide right here?” Good question. 





	Viv staggered to his feet, coughing. Things had indeed changed. Alaris had forsaken Plagueis to join Arcona, along with several other former leaders. Curiously Kal had vanished without a trace. Unknown figures sat at Quaestor and Aedile. Even more jarring, though, the Clan had left Jusadih. For good reason, granted, but Viv would miss the hall on Kapsina nonetheless. A mobile Clan, a dark fleet sinking its teeth into a galactic corporation – this was a new Plagueis. 





  	“Because...” he began slowly, “I'm useful.
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