Shrouded Redoubt

Devil’s Shroud Headquarters

Myrmidon, Aeotheran

Rain spattered against the windows of Lilith’s personal quarters and lightning flashed here and there. The flickering strobes briefly lit the jungle in the distance and the buildings that were closer.

Firith looked out over the semi abandoned fort and city that once housed the Battleteam his wife had supervised and shook his head. A few lights here and there, the red and green rotating flash of the starport in the distance. What a kriffin’ waste of money this turned out to be.

The light from a door opening behind him showed his mirrored image in the window and the silhouette of his wife’s naked form standing behind him. They had made love numerous times already, but both were ready for more.

War, I never thought I would have to deal with something this asinine again. The Dark Jedi thought, a wry look appearing on his face.

“Janos? My husband? Are you coming to bed?” his wife asked in a soft voice.

Firith turned hearing his birth name, a name very few actually knew or remembered since he and Lilith had been taken into the Versea House and given Twi’lek names by Tasha’Vel.

“Aye lass, I’m comin’,” he said walking over towards her and taking her in his arms.

Holding her tight for a moment, he breathed in her scent and felt himself become aroused.

Smiling Lilith pushed him away and then led him into her bedchamber.

Some Time Later

This new team, Firith thought, looking out at the storm in the distance. A bunch of elitist morons all out for themselves.

“What is it? You have ‘that look’ on your face. What are you glooming and dooming about in that mind of yours? Thinking about going back to Sepros tomorrow?” Lilith asked, looking up at her husband.

Both sat on a couch and relaxed, cuddling and talking.

The old man sighed and shook his head. “This new team, they won't have your back. You know that, right? All those elitist jerks care about is themselves. You'll be left behind if you fall, or worse stabbed in the back by someone who wants your post.”

Lilith sat up and hugged herself. “You don't know that. Not everyone is dark in his or her soul. The Shroud has good people, people that work together.” She whispered.

“Aye lass, that's true. However, the Shroud is now dead, and I have seen better people than you fall to the knives of the people below them. All because they were good people who got greedy.” Firith softly said, staring at the curve of her back and her hair falling across it.

Lilith’s shoulders tensed up and Firith could feel her getting upset.

“I wouldn't have us fight my love, not tonight,” Firith begged. “I just want you to be wary and not so trusting. It is bad enough you're going to be stuck on some kriffin’ starship that anything can happen to, but you will be surrounded by people who have one interest now. Glory for themselves. Not the House, not the team, not the Clan. Only themselves, and some of them are Sith, so you know you can’t trust them.” 

“DarkHawk is Sith, so is Bentre. You WORK for them!” Lilith said, turning to face him.

Smirking, he looked back at her. “And I don't trust them, or Muz or Koji or anyone else. Except you,” he laughed seeing her roll her eyes.

Taking a deep breath and standing, he walked to her and took her in his arms again, holding her tight. “I'm afraid for ye lass, afraid ye'll meet yer end and I willna’ be there to protect ye.” He gasped, tears filling his eyes.

Together they cried, holding onto the only thing they knew was safe. Each other.

