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 Not sure why he was there, Janus stood in the corner and tried to be as inconspicuous as possible.  He was just obeying the brief message he received that morning.

Janus glanced at the two other Savants that were there as they spoke with each other in hushed tones. Aside from their names written on the communiqué, he knew little about them. Sa Ool was a male Kel Dor and the other was Aaleeshah, a female Togruta. He did not have much time to study their dossiers while he was enroute to the palace, but he knew they were Jedi like him. She was a member of a fighter squadron of some sort and Sa was not overly fond of humans. Either way, Janus knew they both had a lot more experience than he did within the clan.

Glancing around the room Janus saw the bodyguards of the various guilds. Many were heavily armed mercs. All were posted near their charges. Standing with the representative of the Empress were a couple high ranking Royal Guard, their “I’m better than you”, attitude plainly showing. Five Jedi, all mid-level in power, in attendance and two were house leaders. What was going on? 

The delegates and respective leaders sat at a large round table in the middle of the room, all made equal to each other. Janus watched them all focusing on the different groups, trying to get a read on them. Mauro got up from the table and walked over to the two Shanites. Looking around he spotted Janus hidden in the corner and waved him over. Without waiting, he began giving the other two orders.  

Looking at Sa he said “I need you to head to the palace and begin setting up our command center for our forces and the communication network. Our troops are being stretched thinner than I hoped they would be. I want a direct liaison set up with the Empress’ troops. I have been assured complete cooperation.” 

Sa Ool looked as though he might argue the wisdom of being sent away, but bowed to his house leader and turned away, leaving the room.

Looking at Aaleeshah he smiled, “I need you to return to your squadron. I want a total break down of needed supplies including ordinance. Then triple the figures for me and I’ll turn those in to High Counselor Archenksova,” the Quaestor told her.

“But sir! You cannot trust this-” the warrior began to protest only to be silenced by her superior.

“I need you to trust me on this. Please report back to your squadron and get me the figures I need,” Mauro stated simply.

The woman turned and looked Janus up and down in derision, making the aged Jedi smirk and snort in return. Seeing he would not be cowed by her attitude, she turned away and left the room. Both men watched her leave then turned to look at each other, the younger sizing up the older.  

“She is right yea ken, yea dinnae ken anything aboot me,” Janus said softly, his thick accent coming through.

The Quaestor cocked his head to the side and smiled. “I was warned you were difficult to understand sometimes. It's an...interesting accent you have.” 

Janus took a step back, squinting and scowling at the man before him. He felt his confusion and wariness building. He was still new to the clan and very paranoid about how he was perceived by the leaders and other clan members.

The man before him laughed aloud, making some heads turn. “You have nothing to fear. I spoke with your former clan leader.”

“Ye spoke with Sang? Why?” Janus asked, the confusion evident in his voice.

“Sang? No, I, oh right, you would not know. No, Sang stepped down. I spoke with the clan’s new leader, a Sith, and family member of your acquaintance?” the Seer said, his mouth making a brief moue of distaste.

Janus’ good eye opened in surprise. Taking a deep breath he concentrated on speaking clearly. “You mean my former master? Bentre? He leads that clan?” A range of emotions played across the Gray's scarred visage. Finally, he shrugged. “Well, I suppose my wife will be safe then,” he mumbled. “So you spoke to Bentre, and?” 

“And nothing, he told me I could trust you. More so he said you were a 'Black Guard’ for his wife, and later for him and Sang. I'm assuming that is more than a ceremonial position?”

“Aye, we were tasked to bring back an item from somewhere that would benefit the house or clan. In one case my wife and I brought back a 300 year old haunted Hammerhead design starship. Another time, I brought back an ancient Sith datacron from Moraband.” The old Jedi seemed to lose himself for a moment in memories. Shaking off the feelings, he looked back at his leader. “What is it you need me to do?”

“The same as you did for your master and former clan leader, just watch my back, and Talis’ too. Give us your impressions of the guilds and others here during any breaks. And if things get nasty, use that saber as you were taught,” Mauro said with a smile, already walking back to his chair and leaving Janus to his thoughts.

Janus stood rooted to the floor and then taking a deep breath, briefly nodded to himself. Turning he posted himself, back to the wall and watched the proceedings begin. It looked as though it was going to be a long day, arguments between guild leaders and noble houses going on and on for what felt like forever.  

Debating trade, security, and all manner of what would reap them the best profit, the guild leaders argued amongst themselves and with Slynn Keldra about troops being replaced with the ones from Satele Shan. The members of the other noble houses backing their agreement with the Empress as long as it kept her in check and they did not have to commit to being used unless absolutely necessary.

Janus leaned back and relaxed. His feet were sore and his knees ached from standing but he refused to show any fatigue like many of the merc bodyguards. Only the royal guard remained static, not shifting or yawing. 

Allowing the Force to wash over him, he slowly began ‘healing’ himself. His vantage did not allow him to see the faces of the men he guarded but he saw Talis stiffen some and turn his head to look behind him. The blindfolded Miralukan “looked” back in Janus’ direction, smiled slightly, and then turned forward again and rapped the table with his knuckles.  

“My friends, I believe we should adjourn for our evening meal. Perhaps we can pick this up tomorrow?”  

Janus felt his bowels turn to ice water when he realized that Talis was a Miralukan. His former master, the man that had raised him and the same man that he murdered, was one as well. Now years later he felt as though his past had finally caught up to him. Around him the delegates and guards got up and began to leave the room. Janus was wild-eyed and sweating. He felt his hand drift to his saber, only to have is wrist grasped by Mauro. 

Acting very nonchalant, he whispered in Janus’ ear as if telling him a secret order, “Easy man, easy. Relax, you are fine, just breathe.” Suddenly he felt his link with the Force vanish and he realized the Seer was using one of his more powerful weapons. It was the same one Janus used when wanting to gain an advantage against another Force user.

“I’m fine lad, I’m fine, stop what ye be doin’ so I dinnae have tae shoot ye,” Janus growled softly.

The Suppression slowly left the aged Jedi as the Quaestor stepped back. Talis stepped up by his friend and cocked his head. “Mauro, what is it, what’s wrong?” he softly queried. “Is everything in order?”

“Yes my friend, everything is fine. Janus was a bit shocked to discover you are a Miralukan. His former master told me some of his past. Apparently his first master, many years ago was a Miralukan. They had a bit of a falling out one could say,” he said softly as he looked around. “It will not be a problem will it Janus? I can still trust you to watch out backs. Yes?”

Janus nodded and glanced between the two men, “Aye, I’m fine, just a little tired I suppose. Sorry.”

“Good, that settles it. Let us go get something to eat and discuss this mess. If I read the guilds right, they will revolt against the Empress soon if they can.”

