




Quartermaster Disaster

A building

Somewhere

On a planet
Malisane stood leaning against the shelving unit looking in disgust at the crate in front of him. He had dragged it inside after he had landed. He felt like he need not have bothered. The dossier he had been shown on target he had been sent to intercept and detain described him as one of the Collective's most dangerous agents, and probably heavily armed. In close quarters with his weapons and abilities Malisane would have been confident of putting up at least a decent show. Unarmed and with the contents of the container that had landed next to him he had at best a slim chance, probably none.

He walked forward and peered into the container again, in case the high altitude drop had somehow affected his perception and it's contents were not the random collection of tat his first examination had indicated. As he scanned the items the porg crouched at end gave him a baleful look from it's large eyes and made a quiet but threatening noise. He moved his hand towards it and it made a louder cry, and he moved backwards for a moment. His hand linger near the heavy droid leg sticking up amongst the contents, and for a few seconds he debated grabbing it and putting the creature out of both of their misery. Then he backed off again.

He looked round the room. It was nearly empty. He had been informed this was a safe house but it lacked either supplies, a bed or any other facilities. The only feature was the tall metal shelving unit on the floor several feet from the floor, and a single light hanging from a fitting in the ceiling. He glanced back at the crate, and then leaned down and pulled the bottle from inside and studied the label. His already ravaged mouth twisted further in disgust. Years ago he had embarked on a business, chief among which was the production of the famous Ewok Liquor. Made by the sith-spawned ewoks on Kangaras, it was known far and wide for it's strength and taste of ten unspecified types of plants and berries native only to that planet. In an attempt to copy it's success someone had made a synthetic copy, a foul chemical tasting liquid when compared with the original. How a bottle had ended up in the crate was anyone's guess, he had threatened to kill anyone distributing it. 

Returning it to the crate he picked up the scattergun, confirming as he had already suspected that it had a single shot. This had given him hope briefly. He owned one himself, though in better condition. Perhaps one shot was all he needed if he could surprise the enemy, or perhaps not. Tucking it under one arm he picked up the datapad and pressed his thumb to it. The screen immediately lit. At least someone had got that right. Slowly he studied the contents, which appeared to be a list of audio files. Curiously he pressed one and a loud roar filled the room, startling him and spooking the porg which began to make a louder crying noise and scrabble around in the crate, causing some of the other items inside to be knocked over. Quickly he scrolled down the list and selected an appropriate file. Immediately the more soothing sounds of soft porg noises begun to emit from he and he heard the creature slow and then stop, making a few noises back. Slowly he approached it, putting the gun down and holding the datapad in front of him, and then carefully he leaned down and lifted it from the crate. It looked at him with it's large eyes and allowed itself to be manhandled, and he put both it and the datapad on the floor next to the crate. Reassured it remained still and continued to watch him. 

Looking at the rest of the contents  a plan begun to form in his head. He picked up the droid leg and one of the small rocks, and used the rock to slowly pry open the seals holding the leg together. He pulled it apart and examined the contents. Inside was a mess of metal wire. Carefully he stripped it out and began to tie it together to make two long lengths of it. Then he picked up the scattergun and tape and used the tape to secure the weapon to the shelves, the muzzle pointing upwards at an angle. Then he tied one of his lengths of wire around the trigger, and then slowly crouched down in front of the porg, who was still calmly listening to the recorded sounds of his fellows. He stroked it's head for a few seconds until it closed it's eyes in contentment, and then carefully he tied the other length of wire to one of it's legs. 

This done he picked up the bottle of synthetic liquor and the other length of wire and using the shelves to support himself he tied it to the light fitting so that it hung down from the ceiling, and he watched it for a few seconds until it stopped moving. Then with a final glance at the porg he picked up the three rocks holding them in his right hand, and moved behind the shelves and crouched down quietly, the only sound the noises playing from the datapad.

After what seemed like an eternity the door opened, and Malisane glanced over the shelf to study the figure. He was a tall man wearing a dark cloak. He was heavily built, about as much as Malisane himself, and had long black hair. He was also holding a large blaster rifle. Slowly the man moved forward, raising the blaster rifle as he took in the scene. The porg looked at him in surprise but remained still. The man stopped beneath the light and looked downwards at the creature, and then the crate empty except for the dismantled droid leg. Malisane knew time was short, and gripped one of the small rocks and threw it. It hit the crate and bounced off and the man's gaze followed the sound, pointing the rifle downwards. Malisane threw a second one that bounced across the floor. This was not going to plan. He had one more attempt. Slowly he drew his arm back, and then tossed the rock.  This time his aim was accurate. 

The rock hit the porg solidly between it's wide eyes. Making a loud cry it scampered forward past the man, making for the door and dragging the wire attached to it's leg. The wire tightened, and then with a loud bang the scattergun fired into the air causing the man to duck slightly and look up, just as the bottle dropped towards his head.  It was heavy and struck by the sudden impact the Collective agent crumpled, his eye glazing over as he hit the ground hard. The bottle hit the floor a second later and smashed, scattering gas and foul smelling liquid over the man and the floor. There was another cry from the porg before the wire snapped and it scampered out into the wilderness. 

Malisane moved out from cover, cautiously walking forward before standing over the prone agent, fake Ewok Liquor dripping from his body and a few cuts of glass now on his face. He reached down and picked up the datapad, turning the now unnecessary porg sounds off and tossed it into the crate. Then he grabbed the remainder of the roll of tape and began to secure his prisoner. He had six hours until retrieval. He could wait. 
