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Liquor Me Up
You could say it was seedy, or a dive, but somehow those words couldn't fully quantify the sensory invasion that was Big Pappies. Owned and operated by a Scholae Palatinae legend, Dante, the 'club' was a mix between a Corellian pub and a Tatooine cesspit. Bright neon lights lit the facade with florescent blues and pinks, promising intrigue, pleasures and a means to a thirst quenching end. And it could do all these and more, but it paid not to expect much. It's not exactly a Coruscanti pleasure palace, no matter how much it was presented as such.

“At least he has the good sense to stock proper liquor. I'd hate to see the plebs get their hands on this stuff,” Archangel murmured quietly, as the ice in the tumbler clinked the glass gently. His poison of choice this evening was an amber color, rich and warming, with a hint of evergreen needles. He took another sip, allowing it to play across his taste buds until it mellowed out, and swallowed appreciatively. His tongue flicked a stray drop from his lip, before turning a smirk on the individual across the table from him.

“I trust you are not here for the entertainment,” he said, tipping his glass towards the lithe creature dancing seductively on the center stage. The man across from Archangel turned to regard the girl, who was for all intents and purposes human, but with so much glow-in-the-dark body paint and glitter, she resembled the night sky. The man bowed his head to her and turned his gaze to Archangel, whose eyes had been focused him.

“Not to disparage her skills, but I've seen better,” Evant said, toasting his old friend with a mug of ale from Ptolomea. One of the greatest additions to the Cocytus system under the current Emperor, Xen'Mordin Vismorsus, had been the vastly improved distillation and brewing industry. Love him or hate him, Xen had managed to bring almost every man, and most of the women, in the system to heel by the generous distribution of libations. Only the truly genius or evil could make that kind of ploy. 

“Out with it, Evant,” Archangel grumbled, his pleasant mood vanishing in an instant. His temper had become a difficult beast to tame of late, and there were moments where his stubbornly expressionless features would crack under the immense pressure of the rage within him. He slowed his breathing for a moment, his eyes watching those of Evant.

“You don't come down from on high without a good reason,” he continued, refusing to let up the verbal prodding, “Slumming with the underlings as it were.”

“That's not fair, Arch,” Evant said, a measure of steel in his voice. Until recently, the pair has fought side by side against the enemies of Scholae Palatinae, and all the way through the Dark Crusade. But the Dark Council had called him up to serve as the Voice, and it was hardly a call he couldn't answer.

“We need your particular expertise,” Evant continued, running his index finger around the rim of the glass, drawing a slight watery whine from the fine crystal, “We have a list as long as my arm and getting longer by the day.”

“This is for your little Inquisition, is it?” Archangel replied, dismissively. He knew he was being harsh on the man, but his leaving Scholae had diminished the Clan. Selfishness and disregard were sins of the highest echelon in his books. Evant's eyes flashed with a surge of indignation, but he was far better at suppressing his emotions when he didn't need them than Archangel was.

“Yes,” Evant said, his tone even and calm, in spite of the spike of anger he felt, “We have all the analysts and sneaks we could ask for. The Brotherhood draws that style of individual in like a trawl net”

“Then what do you need me for?” Archangel said, downing the rest of his drink in one long draw, his eyes steely and grey in the shadows and neon. Evant played a bit more with his mug, before taking a long pull, wiping the foam from his chin with the back of his hand. He looked over the the center stage, where the woman had been replaced with a Twi'lek who seemed to have neglected to wear anything. He allowed himself a look before returning his gaze to Archangel.

“We need killers,” he said simply. Subtlety was not Archangel's strong suit, and sometimes undertones flew over his head. But what he was, unabashedly and exceedingly, was a destructive monster of rage. Archangel smirked, letting out a humph of air in response.

“Ah, there is the rub. You want me to do your dirty work,” the giant man replied, setting his tumbler down on the table with care, “I was under the impression the Brotherhood trained his members in physical combat”

“Of course it does, more or less. But how many can stand against a charging rancor?”

That gave Archangel pause. It was true that he'd faced countless enemies, and at least a dozen Jedi lightsabers adorned his trophy room. But this was outright fictitious flattery, far too obvious to be coming out of Evant's mouth. He let out a bark of laughter, his face splitting in a wide grin.

“Come now, Evant. You can do better than that. A rancor? Really?” he replied, before holding his tumbler up for a passing waitress to retrieve. He nodded his thanks to the girl before turning back to the Voice of the Brotherhood, “Who do you expect me to kill for you?”

“Rogues,” Evant replied, his voice quieter, as if not wanting to be overheard, “Our enemies multiple, but our dregs and leavings are as dangerous, if not more. Imagine if a Battelord decided to subjugate a world. What would you have us do? Stand back and let it happen? Allow the Republic to charge in and take him or her into custody? How long do you think it'll take their intelligence specialists to rip the Dark Brotherhood's existence from the rogue's mind?”

Evant had been speaking in the barest whisper, causing Archangel to strain to hear. But the utter conviction in his voice lent it strength, cutting through the din of the club without issue. Archangel stared at him for a few long moments, before bowing his head slowly.

“One condition,” he said, his tone suddenly grim. Evant's eyes shot open wide. He'd expected a stronger resistance from the brute. Archangel was not the most brilliant wordsmith, but his tactical knowledge was nearly unsurpassed within the Brotherhood. He knew if he was being flanked or outmaneuvered. A nearly immediate agreement was so far from Evant's mind that it took him a few seconds to think through his response.

“If I can make it happen, it will be,” he said finally, an air of embarrassment rising from him. He chided himself for not considering all alternatives, no matter how outlandish or unlikely.

“If you find her, I want to kill the Hawk,” Archangel said with finality. The burning hatred underscored his statement, cutting through to Evant's mind with a blazing edge. Evant allowed himself a smile. He had him.

“Done” he replied, before waving down a waitress, “Another round, madam, if you don't mind!”

Evant's cheery nature returned immediately, his characteristic grin reappearing like the moon from behind cloud cover. Archangel, however, bowed his head, looking down the scars on his hands, gravelly and misshapen. 

“You find her, Evant. Robin Hawk must die” he muttered, his finger tracing a long white line from his index knuckle to his elbow. Evant turned back to his friend and nodded, even though the larger man couldn't see the gesture.

“Soon, my friend. Soon. But first, a toast. To Scholae Palatinae!”

“To Scholae Palatinae!” Archangel bellowed, his emotions flooding out of him in a hearty roar. He grinned, his dark mood vanishing along with the echoes of his roar. He would have his revenge, in time. But first, perhaps, a few rogues would need culling. He's need to expand his trophy room.
