Tython

The clan feud was over and his job as Blackguard had come to an end. Firith packed up his few meager possessions from his small room in the governor's mansion where he had been Blackguard to Tasha’Vel Versea. Soon he would be joining her back on Ryloth where she was visiting her ancestral estate. Firith smiled to himself at the thought of meeting with his former master Bentre who was there too. Most importantly, he would be joining his wife, who like him, had finished her service to Darkblade as his Blackguard. While he had fought beside her in the clan feud with Clan Scholae Palatinae, he had been unconscious the whole trip back. As a result, they hadn’t even been able to chat. By the time he came out of the bacta tank, Lilith had gone back to Darkblade to finish her tenure as his Blackguard and Firith went with Tasha to Tython to finish his.

Ryloth, Inbound

“Buckle up sir, turbulence is going to make this landing rough.  A severe storm is covering the landing zone,” the Twi’lek shuttle pilot called back to Firith.

“Just get me on the ground lad, and all will be fine,” the exhausted Alban responded.  

Firith had taken a CNS transport to the outermost part of the Ryloth System and then hopped a supply shuttle to Ryloth while the transport jumped back into hyperspace on it way somewhere else.  Sadly, it took two days from the drop point to get to the planet, and the incessant chatter between the two Twi’leks flying the craft had begun to really get on his nerves. 

It also gave him time to think about the whole feud and what a fiasco it had been as well as his recent promotion to Mystic. If he survived the landing he would have to sit down with Lilith and figure out what his next adventure, if any, would be. If he was being honest with himself, he would admit he was very tired, both physically and mentally. Maybe a long rest away from the clan and everyone else was what he needed.

The craft bounced and rocked in the roiling air and Firith felt the military ration meal he had eaten earlier begin to crawl its way up his throat. The cargo in the back with him shifted and strained against its bindings, the crates of supplies creaking and squeaking as the small ship vibrated and bucked.

Gulping and gasping and trying not to vomit, he concentrated on looking at the corner of the shuttle’s bulkhead to calm his stomach. When his queasiness passed some he glanced at the shifting freight and then forward at the flight deck. “How much further? It looks like the freight is about to come out of its moorings!” He yelled up to the navigator and pilot.  

“Just a few more minutes!” The navigator yelled back. “We have the landing beacon on our navboard and we should be out of the clouds in a few seconds,” she continued.

As if she had willed it to happen, the shuttle cleared the clouds at that time. Rain splashed across the viewport windows and in the distance a bright light could be seen flashing in the dark. Lightning flashed off the port side of the craft and the pilot dropped the angle of approach to a steep grade. The craft seemed to pick up speed and Firith felt the G Forces rise as he was pushed back into the jump seat he had been assigned. The pilot pulled back on the throttle and control yoke and the descent became smoother the closer to the ground they got.

Firith sat back and watched as the two Twi’leks worked together with the landing controller to bring the shuttle down and settle it gently onto the ground. Grabbing his travel case, he walked to the rear door and waited for the pilot to give him clearance to exit.

“All clear sir, you can exit now,” the navigator said, flipping a switch. Firith felt the rain on his face and smelled the fresh air of his new homeward.

Looking back at the two, he gave a tired smile and nodded to them. “Nicely done, thanks for the ride back and the safe landing.” He said. Then, stepping out into the heavy rain he waved at them and walked into the Versea estate arrival lounge. 

Lilith was standing in the reception area, waiting for him. “Welcome home my love,” she said, opening her arms up for a hug. “Oh! You are soaked!” She laughed as he shook his head to clear the water from his eyes, spattering her in the process.

“Aye lass, tis a wee bit of a blow outside,” Firith acknowledged, dropping his travel case and grabbing his wife to give her a wet hug and a loving kiss.  

Lilith kissed him back and then laughed as the icy water soaked her outfit. “Come on, Tasha will want to see you. And you need to get dry before you get sick.”

Firith bent down to grab his case and groaned some as pain flared up across his newly healed ribs.

“Lass, Tasha can wait until tomorrow. Right now I want a cold cider, my pipe, some pain meds and our rooms. We’ll think of something to do tomorrow. The damn feud is over and I just want to relax for awhile.”  

“Now husband, you know we have after action reports to fill out and the Battleteam will surely have something for us to do.” Lilith stated, wrapping her arm through his and heading towards the house.

Firith stopped and looked at her and scowled. “Nae lass. I don’t give a kriff about the Battleteam or the clan right now. And I would just as soon go rogue or join a different clan as I would deal with a few of the sanctimonious nerf herders we have in ours. Liars that spew they will help and then offer only lip service. Or clanmates like the one that abandoned us on that frigid ice ball. Or the snarky, holier than thou attitude that some of the old timers have.  Maybe it’s the nightmares I have been having about the recent fights. Maybe it’s the being out of a job now, I don’t know.  What I do know is that I’m tired. Tired of all of it.  I’ll be honest, I’m not sure if I want to be in the Brotherhood anymore.”  Shoulders slumping and looking older than he had in years.  Firith stood there, listening to the rain splatter against the glass and roof.  

Lilith kissed his grizzled cheek and hugged him. “Come on, let’s go find you something to drink and a bed.  We’ll talk in the light, not now, not in the dark.  Maybe a picnic tomorrow, if the weather is better.”

Taking a deep breath Firith nodded at her.  “Aye lass, that is a bonnie idea.”

Together they walked to the main house, in search of strong drink, good food and plenty of rest and relaxation.

