
Echoes in the Underbelly

The frigid winds of Nar Shaddaa whipped through the narrow alleyways as Commander Orthala
stood over the lifeless form of his contact. His red eyes, signature to his Chiss heritage,
reflected the harsh light of the cityscape as they scanned the scene, bearing witness to the grim
reality of life in the underbelly of the Smuggler's Moon. His contact, a local informant, lay
sprawled on the filthy pavement, a blaster burn seared into his chest, a telltale sign of foul play.

Orthala knelt beside the body, the usual stoicism etched in his sapphire-hued features replaced
by a flicker of disdain. He patted down the dead man's clothes with firm, deliberate motions,
disturbing the lingering stench of burnt flesh and cheap cologne. It was a necessary action,
repugnant as it was, for his mission hinged on the information this man was supposed to
provide. And now, the only potential clue to that information was the content of his contact's bag.

He unlatched the worn leather pack, revealing its assortment of odd contents: a soft nerf-wool
towel, a handheld radiation detector, a glowrod, a BlasTech DL-21 Blaster Pistol, a set of
Fantafly Polyhedral Dice gleaming with metallic hues, a seemingly mundane ring hiding a
deadly secret, an Audio Recording Rod with a recording of Gamorrean opera, a key ring
overflowing with an inane number of keys, and a spool of dental floss. It was a collection that
would seem ludicrous under normal circumstances, but Orthala knew better than to discount its
potential usefulness in the ruthless streets of Nar Shaddaa.

His pale blue fingers moved deftly as he transferred the items into his carryall, his attention
momentarily captured by the Assassin's Ring. The object was deceptive, appearing nondescript,
almost worthless, but he knew it carried a deadly poison—a weapon in plain sight. He slipped it
onto his finger. The Blaster Pistol, too, was a welcome find. Even though the mission called for
an unarmed meet, the need for self-defense was now paramount.

Using the glowrod, Orthala ventured into the labyrinth of Nar Shaddaa's labyrinth. The soft
beeping of the radiation detector broke the eerie silence. It escalated to a steady pulsation as he
neared a dilapidated warehouse. The augmented radiation levels indicated a shielding
mechanism.

With the precision of a seasoned military officer, he advanced toward the structure; his new
Blaster Pistol gripped firmly in his grasp. He wrapped the nerf-wool towel around his mouth and
nose to shield his respiratory system from the airborne radioactive particles and mask his
identity. The luxuriously soft fabric felt oddly comforting against his skin.

Inside the warehouse, a motley group of thuggish characters was deeply engrossed in a
high-stakes Sabacc game, the pile of credits in the center lit dramatically by the glow of the
Fantafly Polyhedral Dice. Spotting his window of opportunity, Orthala acted. He tossed the towel
into the air, extinguishing the primary source of light and plunging the warehouse into darkness.

In the ensuing disarray, he capitalized on the element of surprise. With swift, silent steps, he
closed on the nearest thug, thrusting the hidden needle of the Assassin's Ring into the man's



neck. As his victim crumpled, Orthala removed himself from the immediate vicinity, fading back
into the shadows.

Next, he initiated a secondary distraction, fumbling with the Audio Recording Rod. Setting the
Gamorrean opera to play, he hurled the device toward the far end of the warehouse. The chaos
of raucous, alien music echoing through the darkened space created the perfect diversion.
Using the confusion to his advantage, he took down the remaining thugs individually. His Blaster
Pistol lit the darkness intermittently, each flash followed by the thud of a falling body.

Once the immediate threat was neutralized, Orthala resumed his mission. Using the glowrod, he
scoured the warehouse, its focused beam of light casting eerie shadows as he searched.
Amidst the detritus, he found a hidden wall safe, its complex locking mechanism requiring
multiple keys.

Glancing at the heavy key ring, he sighed, an unusual display of frustration from the typically
composed Chiss. He tested the keys individually, his patience waning as each failed to unlock
the safe. Finally, after an eternity, one key clicked satisfyingly into place. The safe opened to
reveal a data disk, the vital information he was sent to retrieve.

As he made his exit, Orthala felt a tripwire snag his foot. Pulling out the dental floss, he tied the
wire securely, preventing future intruders from triggering what was likely an alarm or a trap. The
seemingly ordinary dental floss had unexpectedly preserved his safety.

Orthala emerged from the warehouse into the labyrinth of Nar Shaddaa once more, bathed in
the omnipresent glow of the city's neon lights. A hint of a smirk touched his usually impassive
lips. He'd walked into the mission unarmed, yet through strategic foresight, resourceful
improvisation, and his inherent Chiss cunning; he'd not only survived but also achieved his
objective. It was a testament to the power of resourcefulness and the potential of the seemingly
mundane. A Commander's most potent weapon, after all, is his mind.


