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30 ABY, Nar Shaddaa, warehouse of a local gang

Lithar Andaris observed the interior of the abandoned warehouse, where his best friend, another human named Callis Narun, was held captive by a local gang. It was not a problem to find the location of the warehouse. Few discreet questions supported by few large sums of money were enough to get answer that Lithar needed to reach the building.

It was only seemingly abandoned. The human suspected that it had been utilized for various illegal operations run by the gang, which had probably killed the owners of the building or had forced them to leave it alone. Such situations had not been a rare thing on the moon. It was, after all, Nar Shadda, one of the hubs of galactic crime.

It was also clear to Andaris what had happened before his arrival. Callis, his best friend, was a private detective. Probably the worst and the clumsiest private detective of all in the history of the Galaxy. The prisoner had always found himself in troubles, even if a commission was relatively easy one to complete. It had always been like, if Narun had had to forget about something important. To him, whatever it had been, it had just a minor details, while others had seen that thing as one of the crucial factors of a mission. Still, Callis had somehow, missed it and, in the result of his mistake, could have not accomplished his task successfully without help of other people.

On the other hand, one might have claimed Narun to be the luckiest man in the Galaxy. Always attracting troubles, he had also always been given, on purpose or accidentally, help that had saved his life and had allowed him to finish his commission with a desired effect. That was why, he had always been hired by numerous clients, who had wished him to deal with various issues.

At that moment, Andaris' best friend had been in trouble, because he had agreed to investigate a case of stolen family necklace. Unfortunately, it had turned out that it had been stolen by a gang from Nar Shaddaa. As clumsy as ever, Callis had managed to get information about the necklace... by asking a member of the gang, which had stolen it. Soon, he had been captured and imprisoned in the old warehouse. However, he had turned out to be lucky once again, as Lithar Andaris had arrived on Nar Shaddaa few days earlier and Narun had left him a message just prior his capture. Thus, his best friend could have come him with help.

Now, hidden in the upper levels of the warehouse, Lithar Andaris observed the shadowy interior of the building. Apart from his friend, he noticed three more men in the middle of the room. He could not see them, but probably two more were guarding the entrances to the warehouse. At least two more were patrolling surroundings of the building, as he had seen them before he entered the warehouse. It meant at least seven people to get rid of, before it would be safe there.

Regarding his location, Lithar had an advantage. If these people were average thugs, they would have not realized where the blaster shots had come from, before it would be too late. Andaris aimed carefully at the man closest to him. The blaster bolt hit the criminal in his head  exactly when Lithar shot another one, aiming at the nearby man. Fortunately, all three criminals were close to each other, so the best friend of Narun managed to kill all of them, before they could do anything. The last one tried to run, but he was too heavy and to slow to avoid the shot, despite the fact that the shooter was just an ordinary human.

Fortunately, the remaining two criminals in the warehouse turned out to be stupid enough to come to the place of shooting, in order to check what just happened. Lithar managed to mortally wound one of them with a blaster shot, though the other one hid behind crates few meters away. Andaris cursed silently, but he had expected such situation to happen and he had prepared himself for it. He took out a thermal detonator  from an inner pocket of his suit, activated it and threw towards the crates. While he aimed perfectly, the throw was a bit too weak and the grenade did not reach the place, which Lithar had intended. Still, the explosion was enough to scare the thug away. The confused man run away few meters and stood for a moment in one place, looking for the attacker. It was enough for Andaris to kill him with a perfectly aimed blaster shot.

The human carefully descended from the beams in the upper part of the warehouse. He looked around, awaiting for the remaining guards to enter the warehouse. Few minutes later, they entered the building through both entrances. Lithar aimed at the one in front of him and shot him in his chest. As soon as he shot, he instinctively fell on the ground. The blaster shot missed him by few centimeters.

„Way too close,” thought Andaris, while grabbing his blaster pistol tighter and quickly aiming at the last criminal.

The blaster shot hit the thug in a hip, but was not deadly. Still, a grimace of pain appeared on man's face and he staggered few steps backwards. It gave Lithar enough time to aim more precisely and hit the criminal in the chest. Breathing heavily, the human stood up and asked, „Callis, are you all right?”

There was no reply from his best friend. Disturbed with lack of any sound, Andaris looked towards the place, where Marun was held captive and he immediately noticed hole in his friend's head. The shot that was aimed to hit his own back killed his best friend.

„Finally, you have run out of luck, my friend,” whipsered Lithar. „There is no more than I could do for you in this cursed place. Rest in peace, like they rest in pieces. I hope that you will not get offended, but I will make a better use from your credits and equipment.”

Aldaris searched pockets of all dead people in the warehouse, looting few thousands of credits and few blaster packs. Then, he left the warehouse and headed towards the spaceport without further delays. He had all others matters concluded on Nar Shaddaa and nothing else kept him there any longer. He only wished to leave the moon, before anyone would find dead bodies in the warehouse and tie them to him.
