YCHT Violator
Enroute to San Korinar
38 ABY
Locke sat in the Yacht's main crew hold, quietly drumming his fingers on the center table.  The cabin lights were dim, the room empty save for the Krath and Amelia.  She paced back and forth, as if slightly agitated, though she still wore that slight smile she always seemed to have on.  Her feet seemed to make no sound, as if the hum of the ship's engines obscured any she could make.  They were alone on the ship, except for the pilot and the two Warhost soldiers who had accompanied Locke on this trip, who for the moment were in one of the other compartments.  Locke had asked to be alone for the time being.  He laughed slightly at that.  He was never truly alone; Amelia could appear at any moment, as she had now.
"I serve the Clan," Locke said quietly.
Amelia stopped and turned to him, her smile growing slightly.  Her eyes betrayed a hint of worry.  "You are serving the Clan."
"But I'm about to do something that may start a war - an internal war.  A war between Clan members, when the One Sith are out there preparing to strike!"
"Sometimes things have to be fractured - broken - in order to get stronger, " Amelia replied.
That was the argument Locke had given himself.  His actions today would provide the aggressive Quaestor of Shar Dakhan a target to use to solidify his new position and bring experience to the Warhost while also giving the House a strong economic resource.  However, Locke knew that this action could anger Marka Ragnos and create Conflict within the Clan.  In fact, unless Malik stopped it, Locke thought such a conflict might be inevitable.
Yet, in the past, Locke had always wanted the Clan to stand united against outside threats.  To him, no member should kill another or any of the Warhost's members.  They were all part of the same empire carved out where Orian's own once stood.  Their enemies might be anyone else, from the other Clans, to the Galactic Alliance - even the Dark Council, if it came to that, but not each other.  Locke had never wanted them to fight each other.
Amelia was right, though.  In this case, if conflicted happened - and it probably would - it would most likely strengthen the Clan.  While they fought and died and killed each other, the strong would survive, the quick learners would elevate themselves, and the weak would be removed from the ranks.
Still, Locke could not help feel something wrong in the pit of his stomach.  Like that this wasn't right.  It went against what he had thought before, and while they were fighting themselves, the Clan could be caught unawares by any number of enemies, not the least of which would be the One Sith.  He had no doubt that the One Sith had spies everywhere.  He said as much to Amelia.
She sat down in the chair across from Locke and folded her arms, staring straight at him.  "If the One Sith attack while this is happening, the Sadow forces will stop fighting each other and attack the One Sith, and your point about their threat will be proven."
"Yes, but our people will be wary…"
"And more experienced," Amelia finished for him.  He supposed that was true.  The Dark Crusade had forged and shaped the Warhost into a fine-tuned blade, but they had to continue to get better and improve.
"This conflict will improve them," Amelia said, as if in answer to Locke's thought.  "And you will get what you want."
That was all fine and dandy, but then Locke had another problem - his former master, Teu, was Quaestor of Marka Ragnos.  When she learned of this, she would probably be really angery with him.
"Does what one person thinks of you really matter next to the grand scheme of things?  Besides," Amelia smiled wryly, "she's not Kiana."
"Right," Locke mumbled.  He had to remember that Kiana was why he was here.  Kiana was why he had returned to serving the Clan in a more public role, such as it was.  He had to protect her from the One Sith, and the only way he could see to do that would be to forge Naga Sadow into an impenetrable shield - or rather part of a shield, along with the rest of the Brotherhood.  They would stand together, or collapse on their own.
And that was all that really mattered.  His sister, and surviving the One Sith.
Locke didn't speak again until one of the Warhost soldiers came to inform him that the craft would be landing soon.  He thanked the man, noting that Amelia had disappeared.
