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Loose Lips Sink Ships
He grimaced in the blue-white light of the pad in his hands, his eyes roaming the columns of figures like a prison guard keeping his charges in line. His pudgy finger tapped at a scroll control to the right of the display, moving the numbers slowly upward as he scoured them for inconsistencies. He stopped for a moment, his mind working through a notation in the margin, apparently a comment on the validity of a percentage rise in the price of raw metal ore coming from Talus.

“Bloody pennypinchers,” he grumbled, flicking the offending spreadsheet away with a gesture. A heavy thud, soon followed by the sound of a dozen metal cylinders falling and rolling over the stone flooring, distracted him. He rotated slowly, his circumference drifting as he tried to locate the source of the sound. A dozen meters away, a huge man, covered in layers of muscle, was fumbling with fuel cells as they made a desperate attempted escape.

“You big oaf!” he shouted, his bulk surging forward to chastise the brute, “Be more careful!”

The huge man seemed to bob his head at the rebuke, cowering as he tried to collect the fuel cells, but not having much luck. He fumbled for a pair, but managed instead to send one careening off into the darkness of the lee of the nearby YT-2000 Freighter. 

“What is your name?” the man shouted, his jowls shivering with rage as he spoke, “I'll have your handler's head for this!”

With a fluid motion, completely opposite to his previous gait and mannerisms, the giant stepped inside the fat man's reach, and neatly slide a dagger between his fourth and fifth ribs. He gasped as the blade entered his body, pressing through the layers of fat to arrive at the pink moist target of his liver.

“You are Salizar Sal?” the huge man said, his eyes calculating and cold. How had this man so clearly changed from an oaf moments before to this demon? Salizar gasped and shuddered, the pain cascading through his nervous system as blood started to well out of the pinprick in his liver. He managed a nod, his face going pale and drenched with cold sweat.

“Do not move,” the man replied, his voice steel in Salizar's ears, “It would not be a healthy choice if you do”

Salizar gasped quietly, his mouth dry with fear and pain response. His eyes cast around for assistance, another plebian in the area who might call for help or save him directly. The bay seemed deserted, far too quiet for the middle of the trading day. His eyes returned to that of his assailant, whose calm, calculating eyes were watching him intently.

“Tell me, Mister Sal, you are a commodities distributor, correct? A middle man who takes a cut before passing on the product?”

The man's voice had lightened slightly, a gentle artifact of sound which caressed Salizar's mind, massaging it into a more compliant mode. Salizar's face broke into a punch drunk smile, his thick lips spreading in a blissfully brainless grin.

“Of course, master,” he droned in reply, his tone slack and unencumbered by active thought or emotion. The larger man nodded, and slowly extracted his blade, pressing a pad of gauze in it's place, followed by Salizar's own hand. He wiped the blade off on the man's tunic, before slipping it into its sheath in his boot. He nodded in the direction of Salizar's desk.

“Give me all your deliver information, Mister Sal,” the man said, his tones congenial and warm. Sal complied quickly, holding the wound in his belly with an almost negligent ease. He slumped into his chair and tapped from menu to menu one-handed. The giant man turned away for a few moments, waving a group of four men and women over to him. After a few curt words and gestures, the group split up, and started to move product around.

Salizar's eyes watched as his fingers moved, but for some reason it felt wrong. He felt out of place, disembodied from his own mind. A wave of nausea rolled over him, with every sensation dulled as if from drink or drugs. His fingers, though, seemed to be unencumbered, moving effortlessly as he transferred files to a portable drive. Files? Salizar's brain was catching up with his fingers, and his rage started to rise again.

He rose from his seat, stumbling slightly with the inertia of his body and the fog in his head, but he righted himself, turning towards the giant man. He grunted with effort and unbridled anger as he surged forward, his bulk helping build momentum. One would expect nearly spherical individuals to be slow and heavy on their feet, but often times, they can hit a fair clip when spurred on.

He slammed into the giant man with all he was worth, his shoulder driving into the man's abdomen with every muscle left in his body. Damn the wound in his stomach, which now bled freely without the gauze held in place. Damn his employees who had deserted him in his hour of need. Damn this freak of a man who'd come to him for work from a business partner. Damn them all, he though as he rammed the man for all he was worth.

He might as well have bull-rushed a stone column. The man seemed to shrug off the attack with little more than an expulsion of breath, and with little obvious effort, lifted Salizar from his feet by his neck. Salizar sputtered and choked, slapping at the hand on his neck in an attempt to escape, to flee.

“Salizar Sal. Your merchandise, files and assets are hereby seized by the Hutt Namunok. You will relinquish these or pay with your life,” the man spoke, his tone returning to one of command and power. He didn't stress his words, or even seem to be straining, which made the giant that much more terrible. Salizar tried to nod, but the hand held his hand in place. The hand seemed to squeeze tighter, until what air Salizar could choke in was cut off entirely. His eyes bulged in fear.

“Your life, however, is already forfeit” the man said simply, before crushing the Hutt-like man's windpipe. He cast Salizar aside, who gasped and strained to take a breath which could no longer come. He spat up phlegm and blood, clawing at the ground. The giant watched for a few moments, only disdain on his voice. How had a man of his caliber caused damage to the Dark Jedi Brotherhood was beyond him, but at the end of the day, he was but a stepping stone.

“My lord,” a voice said behind him. Archangel turned and nodded to Kael, one of his assistants on this mission, “We have his files, and delivery schedule. Thirteen shipments to Commenor last month, all heavy on Lamininium”

The supply of Lamininium, the metal needed for the creation and maintenance of the Dark Jedi Brotherhood's blaster rifle stockpile, had been under attack of late. Finally, another goal for their team to head towards.

“Let's pack up. Get everyone on the YT and load up as much of the product as it can fit. Then burn this place to the ground, leave no traces”

“I am yours to command, my lord. Your will be done,” Kael replied, before running back to the other three in the team, spitting orders and gesturing to the boxes of ore and metals. Archangel turned back to the bloated corpse of Salizar Sal, who had finally expired. 

“So fall the enemy of Hutt Namunok,” he said, looking up at the surveillance camera in the high rafters of the landing dock. He knew someone was watching, hence the charade. Intrigue layered on intrigue, casting doubt and aspersions wherever possible. The Inquisition was a new body within the Dark Jedi Brotherhood, but most of it's members had been doing exactly the society's purview already, simply for their respective clans. This was just a natural extension of their already copious skill base.

Kael harangued the others into motion, moving freight up the loading ramp with hover sleds and by hand. He would make an excellent compatriot and apprentice in the Inquisition. He nodded to Archangel, who turned to the dead Salizar Sal one last time.

“You should have learned never to cross us, you porcine wretch,” he muttered, his voice venomous and full of vitriol. He kicked the man across the face, which was bloated and blued with oxygen deprivation. It slumped back and away from the strike. The dead eyes didn't see as Archangel turned and strode across the loading dock to the waiting freighter, nor did they watch as it rose into the mid day sky.

-------------------

Somewhere on Commenor...
A tumbler crashed against the far wall, shards and splinters of glass spreading away with a cascade of amber liquid. The man swore as his assistant, the bearer of the news of the dead Salizar Sal, and cursed in several languages.

“Put out a hit. Five hundred thousand for the head of Namunok the Hutt!”

The amber liquid dripped slowly down the wall. The assistant, nursing a cut on her cheek, disappeared hurriedly. The man simmered for a few more moments before subsiding. A setback, he thought, nothing more.
