Temple of Sorrow

Consul’s Office

Sepros
Firith sat back in his chair and stretched his legs out, causing his knee to pop. Glancing down at the offending joint he frowned, shook his head, and then smoothed the sash he had attached to his belt with the embroidered design of the Black Guard on it. The weather wasn’t as pleasant on Sepros as it was on Ryloth. The rain and pressure changes were causing his arthritis to flare up. Reaching back into a hip pouch, he pulled out his flask, unscrewed the top and took a swig from it.

Looking back up he noticed the seven other people in the room had turned to look at him. Giving them all a “Yes, you have something to say to me?” look, Firith eyed them all until they went back to what they had been talking about. 

As the meeting of the Clan summit finally broke up, Lilith, Firith’s wife and leader of the Devil’s Shroud Battleteam walked over to him. “You okay honey?

“Aye lass, just a bit tired from the trip here,” he replied stretching.

He stopped talking to his wife and briefly nodded his head to Kojiro, Quaestor of House Marka Ragnos, as the man walked out of the office. His nod was briefly met as the proud cybernetically enhanced human stalked out of the room. Firith relaxed enough to take his hand off of the EMP grenade he kept on his belt just for cyborgs and droids. One could never be too careful when acting as guard for the Consul.

Watching the leader of his house walk away he felt a light tap on his shoulder. Turning he looked up into the face of his friend and Battleteam leader. “Firith! It is good to see you again my friend. Will you be joining us on our mission?” DarkHawk asked smiling.

“I am not sure what Consul Sanguinius has in store for me to be honest. With luck it will involve someplace that isn’t so insect ridden and damp though.” The older man laughed. Greeting his friend with a firm handshake and a smile, he stepped back to allow him to hug Lilith and give her a kiss on the cheek.

“Miss Lilith, always a pleasure to see you,” the Battlemaster said stepping back, “I had best catch up with Koji before he leaves me behind. I am not looking forward to this trip back to Tarthos with him.” He shrugged and made a wry face, giving a wave before he headed out.

“I don’t envy him,” Firith muttered, looking at his wife out of the corner of his eye.

Lilith slowly nodded and took a deep breath. “Yes, there is bad blood there,” she answered.

Approaching footsteps made them both turn to see Lilith’s commanders walking away from the briefing table. Lilith nodded to both of the Battlemasters. “Quaestor Evelynn, Aedile Jurdan, you know my husband Firith’rar.”

Firith nodded to both of the leaders of House Shar Dakhan. He recalled what he could about them from his studies on the best way to kill them. He briefly shook their hands and gauged them by the strength of it. Both seem strong and sure of themselves.  

Smiling a smile that didn’t reach his eyes as he finished greeting them, “You’ll see that my Lilith is well protected in what is coming up, aye? That she does nae come ta any harm due to your mistakes?” The old Jedi growled in his heavy accent. A sign he did not trust the two in front of him that much. “Because ye know I’ll avenge her, aye? Just so we are clear.”

Lilith rolled her eyes and then smacked Firith in the back of the head. “Stop it,” she hissed, “I can take care of myself!” She continued angrily.

Looking Firith directly in the eyes, Evelynn squinted her amber colored ones at his blue gray. One side of her mouth curled into a wicked smile, then she gave a short laugh and headed out of the room. 

Her subordinate headed out behind her, raising his eyebrows and looking between the husband and wife next to him. “Uh, right, I’ll keep that in mind.” He laughed and walked out of the room. Firith watched him walk away and heard him muttering “crazy old man.”

Lilith gave Firith a quick kiss. “I’ll miss you, keep safe.” She said hugging him. 

Firith returned the hug and held onto the woman he loved. Whispering in her ear, ”Aye lass, ah will. I love ye.”

“Love you more,” she said teasingly. Which any other time would have started a childish banter between the two.

Firith placed a finger on her lips and shushed her. Jerking his head in the direction her bosses had just gone he gave her a sad smile. “ Go on with you. Keep in touch and I will too, if I’m able.”

A quick nod and another kiss and she turned to leave. Looking back, she saw Firith wave a hand in good-bye.

Feeling the tension in his body relax some now that all possible enemies of the Consul, except one, had left the room, he turned to check on his commander. 

Sang glanced up as he heard the office door close and the sound masker flip on and shift to a different pitch. The Consul of Clan Naga Sadow walked away from the briefing table to go look out the window. Firith could see and feel the tension radiating from the man who held the office he was sworn to protect. Coming to a decision of some sort, the Augur turned and sat down at his desk.

Bentre, the clan's Proconsul kept looking over the datapads and making adjustments to them.  Firith glanced at them as he walked over to Sang and positioned himself on the Consuls weak side. “The door to the office is secured, and the masker has been altered in frequency. 

“Good, thank you Firith. I am curious, where do your loyalties lie? Will you go and assist your Battleteam? Your House? Both your superiors have requested you assist them. Will you go and help your wife?” Sang asked, glancing up at the older man beside him.

Firith leaned back against a nearby windowpane and crossed his arms.

“My loyalty is to the office of the Consul and to protect the office Consul from harm, aye? So by extension it is my job to protect you, not that I think you'll need my assistance.”  The aged Dark Jedi said simply.  “Lilith knows the risks of being a Battleteam leader, my House knows where to find me if they are so desperate to call, as does DarkHawk In the end, it is your choice who I serve with and where I go,” pointing to the embroidered silver on black Black Guard design on his belt sash, “but as long as I wear this, you know where my loyalty lies.”

Glancing up at Bentre, his former master, his friend, and the man that branded him a member of the Versea family. Firith saw him smile and nod. There was trust in the man’s face.

Looking back at Sang, he saw the same thing.

