
Threader’s​ ​Place 
 
Located​ ​in​ ​an​ ​alley​ ​a​ ​couple​ ​blocks​ ​behind​ ​some​ ​of​ ​the​ ​most​ ​prominent​ ​clothing​ ​establishments 
in​ ​the​ ​Sinchi​ ​Ring,​ ​most​ ​notably​ ​the​ ​[insert​ ​one​ ​of​ ​the​ ​other​ ​locale​ ​names​ ​if​ ​fancy],​ ​Threader’s 
Place​ ​is​ ​hidden​ ​out​ ​of​ ​sight​ ​and​ ​out​ ​of​ ​mind.​ ​While​ ​most​ ​shopping​ ​patrons​ ​haven't​ ​heard​ ​nor 
would​ ​even​ ​consider​ ​entering​ ​its​ ​street​ ​grime​ ​encrusted​ ​doors,​ ​those​ ​looking​ ​for​ ​some​ ​cheap 
brand​ ​name​ ​garb​ ​seem​ ​to​ ​flock​ ​quietly​ ​to​ ​this​ ​shop.​ ​One​ ​generally​ ​finds​ ​out​ ​about​ ​Threader’s 
Place​ ​from​ ​the​ ​lips​ ​of​ ​those​ ​in​ ​the​ ​more​ ​sketchy​ ​areas​ ​of​ ​Estle​ ​City.​ ​It's​ ​generally​ ​not 
broadcasted​ ​as​ ​that​ ​attracts​ ​security,​ ​and​ ​security​ ​means​ ​no​ ​credit​ ​account​ ​light​ ​clothing,​ ​just 
one​ ​of​ ​Threader’s​ ​rules.​ ​The​ ​second​ ​one​ ​is​ ​‘Don't​ ​question​ ​the​ ​wares.’​ ​Question​ ​the​ ​wares​ ​and 
you'll​ ​question​ ​whether​ ​or​ ​not​ ​you​ ​landed​ ​in​ ​the​ ​street​ ​face​ ​up​ ​or​ ​down.  
 
Threader’s​ ​Place​ ​started​ ​up​ ​three​ ​years​ ​ago​ ​out​ ​of​ ​an​ ​abandon​ ​soup​ ​kitchen.​ ​The​ ​banged​ ​up 
grated​ ​service​ ​window,​ ​unnerving​ ​vermin​ ​population,​ ​and​ ​the​ ​order​ ​of​ ​quarantine​ ​that​ ​has​ ​long 
since​ ​been​ ​forgotten​ ​about​ ​years​ ​prior​ ​has​ ​helped​ ​keep​ ​this​ ​site​ ​unknown.​ ​Threader,​ ​a​ ​Zabrak 
with​ ​a​ ​bum​ ​cybernetic​ ​leg,​ ​settled​ ​on​ ​Selen​ ​after​ ​his​ ​underground​ ​clothing​ ​business​ ​took​ ​off​ ​on 
Port​ ​Ol’val.​ ​Then,​ ​the​ ​shop​ ​was​ ​little​ ​more​ ​than​ ​selling​ ​out​ ​of​ ​that​ ​service​ ​window,​ ​passing 
credits​ ​under​ ​the​ ​dim​ ​overhead​ ​light.​ ​With​ ​cleaning​ ​and​ ​the​ ​found​ ​ownership​ ​of​ ​several 
durasteel​ ​cargo​ ​bins​ ​to​ ​keep​ ​vermin​ ​out​ ​down​ ​in​ ​the​ ​musty​ ​cellar,​ ​Threader’s​ ​Place​ ​has 
expanded​ ​to​ ​utilize​ ​the​ ​kitchen​ ​and​ ​small​ ​five​ ​meter​ ​by​ ​six​ ​meter​ ​dining​ ​hall.​ ​Shadowy​ ​patrons 
can​ ​skim​ ​the​ ​high​ ​class​ ​clothing​ ​hung​ ​from​ ​dish​ ​pan​ ​racks​ ​and​ ​the​ ​panels​ ​of​ ​the​ ​low​ ​ceiling 
under​ ​the​ ​piercing​ ​green​ ​gaze​ ​of​ ​Threader.​ ​Plastic​ ​drapes​ ​protect​ ​the​ ​goods​ ​from​ ​moist​ ​and 
scummy​ ​surfaces​ ​they​ ​would​ ​otherwise​ ​come​ ​in​ ​contact​ ​with.​ ​The​ ​old​ ​tables​ ​of​ ​the​ ​kitchen​ ​have 
been​ ​piled​ ​upon​ ​with​ ​leather,​ ​satin,​ ​corduroy,​ ​and​ ​more.​ ​The​ ​storage​ ​closet​ ​to​ ​the​ ​right​ ​of​ ​the 
cooking​ ​area​ ​had​ ​been​ ​converted​ ​into​ ​a​ ​private​ ​client​ ​consultation​ ​area,​ ​where​ ​commissions​ ​for 
unique​ ​handcrafted​ ​articles​ ​of​ ​clothing​ ​can​ ​be​ ​ordered​ ​at​ ​a​ ​fine​ ​price.​ ​Foot​ ​traffic​ ​is​ ​the 
recommended​ ​way​ ​of​ ​access​ ​the​ ​store,​ ​but​ ​once​ ​a​ ​month​ ​a​ ​small​ ​cargo​ ​speeder​ ​will​ ​block​ ​the 
alleyway​ ​as​ ​new​ ​illegal​ ​shipments​ ​come​ ​in.  


