THE SITH MAIDEN: PROLOGUE FOUR: THE GUNSLINGER
Approximately two months after the end of The Fading Light, one month after the events that unfold in The Sith Maiden, Chapter One.
Eh? Fekler Mendeki? Who wants to know?

Oh. I see, you're a banker and would like to deposit a lot of credits in his name. A thousand?!?! Well, Mister Banker, you have found him. Fekler Mendeki is my name; information is my game. And since you are paying so handsomely well for what I may have to offer, you may call me whatever you desire.
Oh. Well, I don't see myself as one. But, of course, the dry desert winds of Tatooine do make one filthy, regardless if they are indoors. Add the sweat, and the scent-filled nuisances of the street-.
Oh. You've noticed. Well, this planet isn't Coruscant, obviously! Yes, you didn't just pay me to hear me ramble. Or did you?

After all I do know much.

That's better. Have a seat. Yes, just turn the pot over; if it isn't bought for the 'flowers', it's gotta be used for something; water -- hehe -- perhaps. Like everyone else here I have to practically sell my own possessions when the vaporators don't cover the taxes. Problem is on Tatooine unless you are the Hutts or the Tusken Raiders nobody here has anything unique to sell. Look at the gal next to me; the only differences between us and the stuff we petal is that her name is not Fekler Mendeki and she's not a man. 
I don't about the latter part, though. Her throat really bobs…

Eh? Not interested in her? Can't say I blame ya.

Oh, that's not what you meant! Yeah, yeah, sure, sure!

Where was I? Yes: my goods! Would you be interested in some flowering pots? Given your substantial wealth and your…well, out of town appearance…Oh, no way are you from Mos Essa, sir! That's a compliment! Anyways…
Eh? You'll pay me double just to get on with it? Gladly! Oh, I mean…I couldn't……Well if you think my modesty is not genuine: you’re right. Just a reminder, I'll take the payment like the previous: hard currency.
Now where to begin. Yes…two weeks ago….
It was two weeks ago when it all went down. Like any other story it's easily changed and forgotten about over time; no where else does it happen faster than here on Tatooine, and especially here on the streets of Mos Essa. To put it lightly, I wasn't drunk, high, or had my face buried in the sand when it went down and then afterwards. That is why I have such a sterling reputation as an information broker.
Okay…I couldn't afford the good stuff at the Sarlacc Pit that night. Allow me to rewind the track: you did pay to hear all of the details, and the details actually began a lot sooner, and involve a lot more relevant, although now relevantly dead, people.

It began just a few hours after second noon; we call it the late shade hours in case you're wondering; when both the suns are far past their zenith and the temps drop below eight degrees above zero Tatphus. It wasn't before long that all hell broke loose for the first time that day; the Serpentine family announced their arrival with blasters blazing.
See the scarring on the wall behind me? Yup, good guess. One of Sword Serpentine's brats decided that the pots and plates I had that day were great for picking off. Man, I was pissed! If he was all alone, and he didn't have a blaster, Wald -- No. Yeah, it was Wald, the eldest boy -- would be feeding the gravel maggots with his carcass when I got through with him. But I've lived long enough on this dust ball to know better; no one wins with fists in a gunfight. Even if I did have a blaster it wouldn't do much good. Each one, every single one of them starting right at the top with that old man Sword, was fast on the draw, quick on the trigger, and didn't discriminate when it came to targets.

Case in point, Ol' Mansy Blecher. The youngest brat, Dagger, got his feet wet in killing for no reason. All Mansy did was protect her dried up fruits for sale. He lined up, hesitated, and fired. The others saw it, and you know what Ol' Sword did? He chastised him for being off center! Suddenly, down went Mansy's next door neighbor Bookiuo, a rather polite Garn fellow that Sword used as an example on how to do it right. At that point, I was mad and I was…scared. I just sat really still. Me against five blasters? No thank you.
What's that? Oh, if you think you had a chance…well, it's too late to find out really.

Thankfully….or rather at that moment thankfully, they had enough of us street folk and went to the Sarlacc Pitt, the only brothel dive in the southern hemisphere. A lot of folks, and there ain't much of them here in Mos Essa, cleared out, went home, and locked the doors a full two hours before first sunset; that's when one of the twin suns…okay, so you do understand that? 
Anyways, there's no law here, so their only hope was that the Serpentines had their fill and the doors were blaster proof enough to keep them out. A lot of them left their stuff on the streets; I for one ain't no fool, the Jawas have their own morals: you leave your stuff unattended, then you don't want it. Come to think of it, a lot of folks here are like Jawas…
Anyways….again….I just grabbed what I had left -- much of it you see here by the way -- and threw it into my hatchback carrier to go home, which wasn't far. I heard a voice, and for sure I thought Ol' Misses Rimfinder was being harassed or robbed because she let out a screechy yelp. Figuring it wasn't any of the Serpentines; I took a look and readied one of my small pots for throwing, but after a few seconds I realized the old woman yelped because there stood one sorry looking young girl.
Yeah…she's the one you're looking for. Looks? Ah man, it was sad. She wore these…old, worn workmen's coveralls that were too small for her tall body, and she was pretty tall; about as tall as me, which made the whole scene kinda pathetic. That is if it weren't for her face. Ah man, someone worked her over. Took her right eye. Yeah, in fact I gave her an eye patch I had no use for; came across it one night, the guy was dead so he wasn't going to complain…

What's that? Oh, uh, yeah….she had one good dark brown eye. Dark brown hair. Tall, of course. Young, oh very young. You could hear it in her voice. But not too young. Oh no, the…well…the coveralls were rather tight on her….The bad guys didn't do any damage to her shape… 
Anyways, I didn't charge the mystery lady for the patch; I figured Misses Rimfinder needed whatever wupiupis she could get her hands on; she had a lousy day trying to sell her ragged clothes, and by the looks of mystery lady she couldn't have had much on her to pay for anything. Perhaps a spud bag for her head.

After getting my stuff home, I walked back into town and was just dying for a drink. Yeah. I know. Stupid. Take my stuff home, turn around, go back into town, drink, and finally go back home to eat. Why don't you try living out here? Thought so.

I arrived at the only bar in town; the before mentioned Sarlacc Pit. As fine of a place as anywhere on Tatooine. Just down the street. Did you see the sign? What does the sign remind you of? Hehehehe, most definitely not a Sarlacc let me tell you. Like the sign suggests, the 'pitfalls' await for you inside. Personally, I just drink the booze there. On occasion I'll eat the food if it isn't alive. The contents of the brothel? A little too young for even a teenage boy's tastes in my humble opinion. 
Oh, and it wouldn't hurt, if you go there, to have some kind of antibiotics on hand. Trust me! And watch where you sit!

So, I went in, and all was quiet. Of course it wasn't completely quiet; I was just being a bit sarcastic. The place was loud; it just wasn't as loud as usual. I recalled as I went to the bar that the Serpentines were last seen headed this way, but they were nowhere in sight. Find out later they were busy with some 'bed buying' if you know what I mean. I thought about leaving, but the mouth was just begging for some logger. Bad luck would have it I had enough for a full pint of the best stuff. No, not water: brew!
Bad luck? Yeah, I say that. I should be eating, not drinking my life away. So, that's bad.
So…there I am, enjoying my pint and minding my own business when lone and behold in walks Beltu 'Belt' Besirmesserresuron. Why is he important? Funny you should ask because, to many in the Outer Rim, he isn't. Even I, a beggar, can be more important than this walking, talking pile of bad luck. You see, Belt's probably one of the, no THE, lousiest smuggler, pirate, card player, and a few other unmentionables anyone has ever heard of in the Fringe. He's lost more hands, more deals, and more cargoes than anyone has a right to live and talk about. Worse, he often brags about it, like its some badge of honor. To a lot of folks, me included, we were surprised no one put a price on his head or had all ready just put him out of his misery. Then again, probably a lot of folks he ticked off thought it would be a waste of time and just let his reputation starve him.
Last anyone heard Belt had been with Rooney Tufuses small group of smugglers. Also the last anyone heard Belt had screwed himself in of all things that may have had a little more than Yabbula the Hutts' interests in it. Just a rumor though. Oh yeah, if it was true by the way, the Serpentines work for Yabbula, so you could probably imagine folks, knowing what they know, getting up, paying for what they had drank, and slipped out without saying a word.

The Pasulnamu -- that's Belt's species -- sat down at the bar at the far end, with his fodder eating grin ever present and his one, big, huge eye just so obvious and bulging out of his tiny head. He didn't pay attention to no one. That is he didn't quite grasp the fact that folks were leaving because of him, or ignoring him for the same reasons. Qufus, the bartender, did his best to ignore him but his cut on all profits, his only pay that is, was twenty percent. He had to get everything he could.
What's that? Well, Belt's important because of her. You see, I never saw her, the girl in question, come in, or even realized it was her until I saw the eye patch. She wore the worst that Misses Rimfinder had….come to think of it, I can't remember when she had fair clothing to sell. Some…long, tan deal with some hat/veil combo that covered a lot of her save for around her eyes; the veil, though, was very thin and with the right lighting you could see right through it when up close.
Which Belt found himself in that particular situation. She had taken residence beside him because that was where Qufus was. Belt took one look at her, and slid down from her.

But…oddly, he gave her another look. Then he shook his head and slid further down, and at the time unfortunately next to me. He had to say something, speaking Basic in some tone that made him sound….stupid. "Whoa, dude, did you see the chicky down the end there? Unkempt road, man."
I don't know if it was the logger playing with my conscious, or if it was just the fact Belt was a certified nerf's anal probe, but I found myself not willing to tell him a smecking thing about the Serpentines being in town, no more than a floor and a woman above him.
What's that? 

Maybe. Yeah, maybe I just didn't want to be the next convenient victim for the Serpentines. If I warned Belt, if he got away, they woulda wanta know how that happened. And who was responsible.

I just made affirmative and negative noises as Belt ran off with his big mouth when he wasn't drinking; I don't remember what he said. It's not important for what you want to know. Well…then again, he did leave with her……
Huh? It is important? I didn't think it would be……
Well, judging by this rather large denomination you just gave me, I can see you do care. Very well. Belt pretty much…dismissed her there and in his rather stupid way that befitted his rep he did so above a whisper. It got annoying, and I just affirmed or denied. 

Then the fodder hit the cooling unit. Gladius, Scimitar, and Wald Serpentine came down the stairs, and Gladius said to the other two, "Holy shit! Look!" 
Everyone had kinda shut up when they had hit the stairs to begin with, so everyone heard the shout. That included Belt, and his permanent smile vanished. The glint in his eye faded, he knew he was in deep, deep trouble. I looked back at the Serpentines, and by then the three sons had their blasters all ready drawn and at the foot of the stairs. Dagger had showed up behind them at the top of the stairs ran back, banged some doors, and not long afterwards came back with his blaster drawn. By the time they had Belt covered and close to him, Ol' Sword, half dressed, swaggered on down.
Wald, the oldest, grabbed me and asked, "You with him mate?" I told him no. The man took my pint for himself and ordered, "Then move your smecking ass."
I did what he asked and didn't give him another look; I wasn't going to be shot over Belt. It stung that I lost my brew, but if you live to see another night, you will live to see another pint I always say.
"No one leaves!" ordered Sword in his old man's voice. Ah, he was old. I couldn't believe this was the same guy that had survived the last great gun fighting era. But it was, and everyone knew it, and everyone still believed he could draw on anyone quickly and put a blood draining hole in them. Personally I thought the kids did the dirty work and he took all the credit.
When Sword saw Belt surrounded by his sons, he drew his blaster and dispelled the before mentioned theory. Ah he was quick; it just came out, and I did imagine what was like to be on the receiving end of that. No sir; I didn't envy Belt for one single second. 
Sword said to Belt with Dagger by side, "Well, well, well. Beltu Besirmesserresuron. Worst smuggler of the galaxy and high no my shit list." He huffed in irony. "I should play some high stakes Sabacc 'cause I can't believe my luck."
Belt used his held up hands and said, "Hey, hey, Sword. Short time, no see man." He was, of course, more nervous than anyone else in the damn bar. "What gives?"
"What gives? How about what you took and then threw away."

Wald was kinda behind Belt and was able to deliver a really nasty backhand to the back of his head. That sent Belt right into Scimitar, who decked Belt and pulled at his shirt. "Filthy green snot, I just had this fricking thing cleaned!" He grabbed Belt and decked him hard, kneed him, and then punched him a few more times in the gut. 

Belt was then shoved towards Gladius, who just stomped down hard on Belt's hand. Somewhere in the gagging on his vomiting from being hit in the stomach he let out a yelp. That earned him a swift kick to the jaw.

Suddenly - I tell ya this family is so crazy! - Papa Serpentine shot Gladius in the left shoulder! I kid you not! It wasn't a bad hit, but it got junior's attention for sure. Sword belittled him bad. "You idiot! You stupid moron! You broke his hand!"
"But Pa-!"

"Don't make me shoot ya again, Boy!" Sword raised his blaster and pointed it right at Gladius. Gladius, probably pushing forty, looked like a little kid ready to wet his pants. "You learned your lesson. The next one will be harder, trust me!" He turned to Dagger, his youngest who was pushing manhood barely, and said, "Dagger, why did I shoot your brother?"

Dagger didn't even hesitate. "Because he broke the dingleberry's shooting hand."

"My god, you’re a smart boy." Sword gave Dagger's head a rub and added with pure, sincere affection, "I guess I choose the right girl when it came to ya. Her genes were diluted enough it didn't cancel out my smarts."
Sword then addressed the quite, paying-attention-for-once crowd. "Now how am I supposed to demonstrate my superior skills?"
"Let me go and heal," Belt suggested. Hell, in all fairness, I thought it was a reasonable Last Request before the Big L.
Sword didn't think so. He thought -- like he really did think -- and said, "Nah. Boys, turn his green hide purple for a few minutes." And so they did; the old man shoved Dagger in there so the pup could get his knuckles bruised. While this went on, Sword found two women and just hung on them; Gladius joined him, smiling and holding his arm while he beckoned for another girl to stand beside him and admire him. After about a minute of his boys walking the mud hole dry on Belt, he said, "All right, that's enough."
Wald threw the rest of my 'borrowed' brew in Belt's swollen head to wake him. Or maybe even drown him. Sword motioned and said, "Get him up." His boys did, and with a lot of shoving and pulling they convinced Belt to stand up. 

Sword said, "Now, smart guy, do you have anything more to say? No? Good. Because I'm so damn tired of hearing about you. About your excuses. I don't know why anyone gives you the time of the galaxy."

Belt spat out a small molar and said in pain, "Probably because they feel sorry for me."

Sword snickered and said, "And that makes folks just as pathetic as you are. Do you know what I do to pathetic fools, Belt?"

Belt seemed to realize at that moment -- no seriously, he seemed to finally realize after all he been through -- nothing was funny. "What did I ever do to you to deserve this, Serpentine?"

Sword shook his head. "You came out of your mama's womb, boy. That's where a lot of the problems really began." He turned to Dagger. "Give him your belt."
For the first time I finally realized that at no time was Belt armed; he walked in a place, on this planet, not packing. Rule one on surviving Tatooine: arm yourself. This guy really was pathetic. Me? I got a vibroblade. I know, doesn't work against a blaster, but I don't go looking for a fight with a guy with a blaster now do I? And I don't walk in a place I'm not welcomed in, sit down, pretend nothing's wrong, and not have something on me to even the odds. Belt Besirmesserresuron was a bad smuggler with terrible luck; he was for sure going to add dead man to that sterling resume.

Dagger reluctantly took off his belt and holster with his blaster in it and threw it at Belt. Belt just looked at it. Sword wasn't amused. "Put it on, Besirmesserresuron! Now!"

"Just shoot me, man," Belt mouthed off.

Sword just ordered his boys to put the stuff on the alien. They did and backed off, taking residence on either side of their father. Sword said, "Now, Belt, here's the deal. I'm going to let you have the first move." He swatted the girls off him and stood up, holstering his blaster just as quickly as he pulled it earlier. "And if you beat me, you're a free man!"

Belt laughed and said, "And what, your kids won't kill me?"

"Oh they'll kill ya. But just think: if you beat me, you'll die having accomplished something huge! For the first time in your failure of a life you'll be a somebody. A short lived legend." That drew laughs from his boys. Sword, however, didn't laugh. "So draw, Besirmesserresuron. Draw!"

Belt Besirmesserresuron looked around with his swollen eye for help, and he didn't get it at the time. He had to be close to a even chance if he were healthy, but he was sporting a broken shooting hand; no way could he grip a blaster with it. He was a dead man; none of us was going to go up against the Serpentines. He had that look that said he knew he had no friends. He was going to die. He might as well get it over with.

Well excuse me all the hell for making it so damn dramatic! What, you can't stand the suspense? You know this story, or you wouldn't have asked to hear it from me. Okay. Okay, I'll continue…

Just as Belt was about to move his hand towards the borrowed blaster, mystery girl, for whatever reason everyone seemed to had forgotten, just stood up, threw a few wupiupis on the counter to pay for her water -- yes, water! THE most expensive drink the bar has to offer --, and went for the door.

"Hey, Ugly, set your pathetic butt back down, I won't hit ya," said Sword. Mystery girl just walked slowly out the door, probably hampered by her bad hip or something; she had a limp. But Sword didn't hamper her with his words. "Wald, go bring her back here!"
Wald yelled for her and ran out the door. Sword assured Belt by saying, "Just a little pause in the action. Take a deep breath 'cause it’s the last one you'll ever take."

And Wald came stumbling and crashing back in, hitting the deck in front of his kin. He was on his knees, bawling his eyes. He showed and told the story of what happened by holding his left non-shooting hand, eyeballing his three dislocated fingers; they were permanently bent back. 
The soft scuffling of soft shoes hit my ears, and when I looked at the door I saw Mystery Girl. She limped in, and that's when I realized that Belt was the only idiot: she wasn't packing; she never had been carrying a blaster; how I missed that before, I don't know.
She said to Sword, "You want something?"

"Get up!" Sword yelled at Wald, which also caused Dagger to stop from helping his older brother up.

"You broke my smecking fingers, bitch!" Wald screamed, pulling out his blaster and pointing it at her. I thought she was dead, until…

"WALD!" Once again, Sword had showed his fatherly concern and love by pointing his blaster at his son's head. "Put it away or I will!" Sword turned his attention back to Mystery Girl. "Yeah, I wanted something: you! You got a lota…." I think he wanted to say balls, but obviously… "Who the hell are you?!? And who said you can leave? And who said you could hurt my Son?"

Mystery Girl didn't move. Hell, she wasn't even remotely afraid. She answered in the order in which Sword Serpentine had asked. "I'm Nobody, Nobody Important. This is a free galaxy the last time I checked. Your son shouldn't have put his hand on me like he did." With gull or overconfidence she shook her head at them! I mean I couldn't believe it! "Bad manners get your hand slapped."

Gladius and Scimitar chuckled a bit. Wald threw them both a hard stare. Dagger didn't know what to do. Sword wasn't laughing, and that made the men stop and pay attention. Sarcastically, he said, "Well excuse us all the heck, my lady. I didn't realize that Queen of the Beaten by an Ugly Stick People was here. Straighten up, Boys, true royalty is before us."
Sword holstered his blaster and gave Nobody Important a bow. She wasn't impressed. He went on. "Maybe because of your hideousness you don't get out too much. So maybe you don't know who we are."

Nobody Important surprised him. Nah, not really. "I know of you and your sons, Sword Serpentine." 

"That's Sword Serpentine, Sheriff of Tatooine under the authority of his Vastness Yabbula the Hutt." It was news to me. Then again, Sword was Yabbula's 'boy'; it doesn't matter that Jabba supposedly runs the show. "And what I say or do goes on this dirt ball. That's right: I am the law around these parts. And my son is a deputy. Insulting an officer of the law: you're an immoral law breaker."
"Assaulting."

Sword was confused, and asked, "What?"

Nobody Important said, "That's 'assaulting'. As in 'assaulting an officer'. Not insulting."
Sword was a little miffed about that. "Oh really? Well…it don't matter.

Nobody Important moved from the stairs and down to the main floor, opposite of the entire Serpentine gang. She said, "It does matter when in comes to inbreeding. That's bad enough, but you give that practice a really bad name." She pointed at him and added; "Now that's insulting!"

Oh man, my heart was just pounding to be hell when she said that. She was dead and she didn't know it. That's what I thought. She gave herself the nails for her coffin, I guess she figured it was time to get the wood too when she went on. "But at least you have four boys from four different mothers. At least you broke away from your family tradition. Although you all are fine examples why birth control is a must in this galaxy.

"And on that note, Mister Serpentine, why don't you try and keep it in your pants. Or practice, for once, some kind of birth control. Let's face it: you don't have enough sisters left."

Every single one of those Serpentines weren't even smirking in fury. They all had cold looks. Scimitar said, "You got some mouth on you, whore."

Nobody Important just said, "Now I know you don't kiss your mother with that Corellian mouth. Oh wait….maybe you do."

Sword raised a hand in front of Scimitar to settle him down. The old man said, "Well, now I know why you came back in here. You're Nubian. The accent. The higher-than-thou feminist attitude. That need to be superior and to help the hopeless. Like Belt there. He qualifies in your eyes. Oh, pardon me: eye."

Nobody Important looked at Belt in front of her, then mused, "You may be right. Then again, I couldn't care less about this moron with a loud mouth."
Belt then mumbled, "I'm the moron?" We all knew what he meant.

Nobody Important glared at Belt and repeated what he had said earlier. "Unkempt road." Belt lowered his head and gritted his teeth: oh yeah, she heard him.

"Oh, you do. You care about him. For that, why don't you take his place? In fact, you will take his place." Sword gestured towards Belt and said, "Take my Son's belt off and give it to your friend."

"All right," said Belt. He did and threw it at her feet with rather obvious contempt; I guess he thought she was a moron because now they were both going to die. Her mouth wasn't helping them either in the way of how they were going to die. The best bet was that all the Serpentines were going to shoot. Everyone had the same idea and began to back away.

Nobody Important had looked at the belt, holster, and blaster at her feet, and said to Sword, "You don't want this. All I was doing was leaving."

"I do," Sword insisted. "It's been thirty years since I killed a female gunfighter. Some man has got to put you women back in the kitchen where you belong. Pick up the hardware."

Nobody Important said, "You won't win."

Sword laughed, and then he got serious. "Well, why don't you make me a loser? You'll become a legend one way or another. Now, last time: put on the damn blaster!"

Nobody Important stood there for a few more seconds, and finally she sighed, reached down and picked up the whole mess that she was borrowing from young Dagger. She put it on, and immediately the others chuckled a bit; you see, Dagger shoots right, so the holsters on the right side. Well, her good eye is her left eye.

Oya, don't ya get it? A gunfighter's dominate eye is on the side where they draw their blaster from: right side, right eye, left side, left eye. Even I know that you don't use the opposite eye when firing a blaster, even at close range. You know, the fight continues until the other man dies.

All right! I'll get back to it. What's the rush?

Okay, Nobody Important didn't bother asking why they were all laughing. She didn't look has if she cared about living let alone her own senses. I'm not saying that figuratively either: she had something in her eye that said she didn't want to live. She couldn't kill herself, so she would have someone else do it. Well, at that time, I thought mission accomplished. I thought Sword would win. If not, then his brats would finish her off. Either way, she was going to die.
Sword just kept the mouth going. "Okay, Girl, now listen up: I'm going to explain to you how it's done. Pay attention: this is a master gunfighter talkn'. A guy that's put holes in fifty-four beings in one-on-ones. First, you figure ten long strides because a bar's too damn short for twenty and I don't feel like going outside. So back up…and STOP! Right there!"

Nobody Important actually didn't move; Sword did, but he was just playing it up. He got in a stance and said, "Now, you want to position yourself. Ready yourself. Now this is where it gets tricky. There's you and me, eyes to eye, and you're wondering if you can do it."

She didn't get in a stance, but her positioning turned out in the end not to be so bad. Sword continued to psyche her out, or so he thought. "That's right, Nubian girl. This isn't an arcade. This isn't Guards and Gungans. Not even remotely close to Jedi versus Sith. Nah. This is death in its most quickest and most painless. But even then, you know this is real. You're about to kill somebody. You're going to draw your blaster. You're going to have to point it at me. To top it all off, you're going to have to make up your damn mind because if you don't, if you hesitate, if you change your mind: the next second will be your last. So think about it. Think really hard. You're going to try and take my life. Can you do it?"
I gotta admit: Sword wasn't stupid at the time.

Nobody Important then said something that would become the third most memorable thing I bore witness to in my life. She just said, "I don't try. I just do."

It was…I don't know: apocalyptic? I mean the way she said it. It affected Sword too, because his face just dropped. You figure it would given that he was about to shoot, but this was completely different. He paled. He looked twice as ugly. At that moment -- I don't know because this was really the first time I had ever seen the legendary Sword Serpentine in a gunfight -- he didn't look confident: he was scared.

It was probably why he went for his blaster without saying another word. 

I dove for the floor… 
Everyone dove for floor…
All we heard, and felt, was thunder. It was like that, like a thunderbolt had struck inside the bar! Yeah, Tatooine has heat lightening storms: no rain mind you, just electrical disturbances caused by the sand storms. It was like BOOM! A crack!
When I looked up, I saw Sword just standing there with his boys still around him. They were totally perplexed, and so were everyone else in the bar I could see. The boys I guess were looking at Nobody Important, and then at their old man, and did this a few times back and forth at their own pace. No one was sure what the hell happened.
I then saw it, and I only did because I smelled something burning first. In a second, I saw smoke rising from the big, black burn dot that was dead in the center of Sword Serpentine's forehead. In the next second, I noted the look of disbelief on his face and the fact that he never, and I tell you man he had NEVER, cleared his blaster out of his holster! The next second his hand came off his blaster, and Wald, Gladius, Scimitar, and lastly Dagger finally noticed their dad had a hole in his head before he collapsed. Still with that look on his face.
Maybe Sword wasn't scared. Maybe he had that look because he knew he was going to die.
I knew she did it, but I had to look to make sure. Nobody Important held her winning pose, heat coming off the blaster barrel. That, my friend, was the second most memorable thing I bore witness to in my life. 

Gladius suddenly grabbed his blaster and swore…

Wald sprinted to his right side, drawing his blaster free…

Scimitar dropped to his knees, blaster cleared….

Just when everyone had half way recovered from the last exchange they soon hit the floor again screaming. I ducked, and I felt someone land on top of me; turned out to be Belt. It sucked for me because if the remaining Serpentines would have finished off Nobody Important, their gun sights would lock on Belt once again. I tried to throw him off me, but I stopped when the bolts went flying above us. There were shouts of surprise, anger, crashes and bangs and all sorts of chaos.
It got really quiet after a few seconds of mayhem. Breathing had all seemed to had stopped; hell, until I took a deep breath I thought I was dead. 
What? Well yeah: when it all stopped so suddenly I thought I was hit or something. Yeah, it's stupid now: how could I think if I were dead? Hey, then again, it could have been my spirit, contemplating things before….
All right, all right! The story….

Okay…it was like only a minute after Sword bought it and the mayhem after that started. I finally shrugged Belt off me, and apparently he wasn't the only one trapped on the floor. We both had shrugged off Scimitar Serpentine's corpse. Has I got up, I saw that young Dagger -- who didn't have a blaster thanks to his late old man -- was still alive, standing still, in shock, surveying everything in front of him. And I couldn't blame him: his father, his one brother, and after I looked around I saw Gladius was lying dead on the remnants of the table that broke his dead body's fall, and Wald laid face down, spread out in front of the entrance, not moving. Every one of those dead Serpentines had a hole in their head, on the forehead, right between the eyes! Unbelievable! No one's that accurate with a blaster!
What? Nah, after what that little shit had done to Ol' Mansy Blecher, I didn't feel sorry for him for one frickin' second. And to top it all off, one of his late brothers shot Qufus the bartender!!! Damn them!!!! He had the control codes to the taps, so that ended everyone's drinking night!!!!!!
Anyways, I turned back to Nobody Important. She didn't look fazed or wounded at all. Not saying she was cold, but she didn't look like someone that's never killed anyone before. She wasn't shaking, or pale, or muttered some garbage like 'what have I done'. She didn't boast either. She kept looking around, blaster low and to her side, expecting more trouble. No one was going to give her any. Every one of those dead Serpentines had a hole in their head, on the forehead, right between the eyes! Unbelievable! No one's that accurate with speed with a blaster against four fast hands! I was like everyone else: shocked. Here's this young gal that comes out of nowhere without a blaster, was forced to borrow one, and with it and a bad eye she had killed one of the greatest gunfighters of all time and three quarters of his heirs, all who were just as fast as their patriarch. 
And we asked silently that obvious question: who the smeck was she? What's her name? Where did she come from? But nobody had the courage to ask. No one said anything. They just eyeballed her, some ready to duck or dive in the event she decided to go nuts and start dropping everyone else.

Instead, Nobody Important holstered Dagger's borrowed blaster, looked at the stunned and surviving Serpentine, and said very regretfully, "I'm sorry." He looked at her, but he then just kept looking around. He showed no sign of caring what she said or showed anything that suggested he was going to pick up any of the remaining blasters lying around and seek vengeance. When I left an hour later, he still was there.
Oh, uh, Nobody Important left soon after she had apologized. Interestingly enough, Belt Besirmesserresuron followed right after her, and was actually trying to get her attention. That's what made me think he went with her. According to a few folks I know who were outside at the time this all went down said a saucer-style freighter left Tatooine shortly afterwards. They said they were sure it was Corellian in make and illegally modified all to hell.
And that's it.

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

After finishing the story, the Hulfamag Fekler Mendeki took another look around with his four eyestalks, surveying the dusty, dank, shady back alley of Mos Essa where he had set up his spread of ceramic pots. His four, ultra thin hands tucked away the gold coins he had been collecting from his listener, who sat in front of him and was well hidden from view in his deep black, hooded cloak. The listener then produced three more gold coins, minted with Bothan seals, and with bandaged hands stained with drops of blood he issued them to the brown skinned street beggar. Both retreated their hands back mutually to prevent the few others sharing the alley from noting the exchange.
Clearing his large throat, Fekler added, "Now, you didn't hear it from me. The reason why the folks here aren't talking about it much is due to the fact that his Vastness is super irate about this. No one wants to become a convenient replacement for his anger if you know what I mean. But you wouldn't have come here to hear it from me if someone that was at the bar that night with a ship didn't brag about it all over the galaxy. At least whoever did that has a way off this dust ball."
"With all I have given you in payment," said the listener with a bit of venom in his vocal tones, "you should be able to hire a ship."

Fekler laughed and said, "And where would I go? Tatooine has been my home since I was sold into slavery."

"Your home world."

Fekler laughed again. "My home world is too expensive. My mother had to sell me in order for her to stay there."

"There are thousands of worlds, in the Outer Rim and in the Republic. Just pick one." The listener began to reach in his robes again. Finished, he pulled out a leathery coin bag; inside was more of the Bothan minted gold coins. Brandishing it with a bobbing hand to hypnotize Fekler, he said, "This bag should contain enough to get you started on a new life, Fekler Mendeki."
All four eyestalks locked on, and Fekler said, "Why be so chartable, Mister…"

"Renvarient," said the listener, "Maroki Renvarient. Let's say I'm giving away so much currency because I don't want to pay taxes."

"Rule number two on Tatooine, Mister Renvarient, sir," said Fekler with caution, his eyes once again looking in four different directions. "There's always a catch."

Renvarient gave Fekler an unseen smile. "Well, to find such common sense on such a dirty hell hole such as this planet gives me so much comfort and hope for the future." He slowly drew the bag back, and that drew Fekler's eyestalks back on the bag, betraying the aliens' desires. "The catch is, Fekler, is whether or not you leave this planet I don't want you to repeat the story you just told me. You were not at the Sarlacc Pit. You never heard what happened. Most importantly you don't know who you have told this story to because you weren't there…."
"And you were never here," finished Fekler, getting what the man was telling him. He held out two of his four hands. "Perhaps smart people are right: if you throw lots of money into education, folks get smarter."

"Indeed they do, Mister Mendeki." Renvarient handed the alien the gold bag. "Remember what I have said."
"I will, Mister…." Fekler tailed off, and put a finger alongside his nose. "I mean, I will kind stranger. I will remember."

The man called Renvarient stood up and dusted himself off. Fekler said, "Wait." The alien stood up, much shorter than Renvarient, and grabbed one of the largest pots in his collection. "I feel soiled if you didn't take this token of my appreciation."
Renvarient took the large pot and said, "Interesting. I shall take it." 

Both entities gave a bow, and Renvarient left the alley with the pot tucked under his right arm. He strolled down the street very slowly, not even giving the other locations a glance, and not even remotely worried about the dangers of the sand and dirt streets of Mos Essa. He reached his destination, and entered the small group of docking bays the pathetic town had to offer. 

Just inside the corridor that would take him down to his ship, Renvarient found himself confronted by a very large Human male wearing Tatooine rags and had seemingly never seen bath water for a very long time with the dirt and grime on him. He sneered, and looked ready to pounce on Renvarient. 

Instead, Renvarient gave the Human the large pot. He said, "His name is Fekler Mendeki. He's a Hulfamag. He's doing business down in the sixth alleyway from here on the right. If he is not there, he has a small home to the south not far from town. Use the pot on him. Strike his head. One blow ought to do it."
"Where is my payment?" asked the Human, sounding desperate as well as determined.

"It's on him, in the form of a leathery pouch. Take the pouch only; you will have virtually no time for anymore once the vultures come in for the scrapes." 

Renvarient stepped aside to let the tall Human carry out his dirty work; one he knew for sure would be carried out. He was too sure it would, so at the foot of the stairs leading to his ship, he met up with his insurance policy. He said to the Azubark male with the large tentacles, "The man I just talked to is your target. Follow him quickly." He produced another pouch, opening it to reveal the Bothan-crested gold coins inside. "Let him kill the beggar, follow him afterwards, and when the time is right do whatever is necessary. The other half of your payment will be on him, in a leathery pouch like this one. When you are finished, this never happened."
The Azubark made chatted sounds of affirmation, took the offered pouch from Renvarient's hand, and quickly ascended the stairs. Azubarks did things without question and literally had bad long term memory if the price was right; they're the only species in the galaxy with the ability to self-purge their memories; some sort of channeled chemical interaction within. Thus it made them the perfect assassins in dustbowl places like Tatooine, for they work on the cheap. Who knew how many times the Azubark Renvarient hired had killed for a price. Also, it was in Renvarient's experience that aliens were less chatty about their comings and goings and the things they had done. There were exceptions, of course, and thus the reason why Fekler Mendeki had to die. Thus why the Human had to die that was going to kill Fekler Mendeki.
The man named Renvarient boarded his small ship hastily, knowing he was virtually many, many days behind the girl Mendeki called Nobody Important. Contrary to her given name, she was very important. He knew who she was and he knew how important she was in terms of the wide galactic view of the future. Her name in full Royal Honor was Lady Juna Angelleia, formerly the Queen of Naboo. Her given birth name was Juna Belladonna Rapier, the heiress to the powerful Rapier Clan Dynasty. To those who knew her place in the destiny of the galaxy she was the Dark Hope of the Sith, and whoever controlled her destiny would be the most powerful entity in the entire universe. 

He was many days behind, but he was determined to find her first. He knew her mother, her protector, and her two best friends would be looking for her. He also knew of another, a very significant and powerful entity that had entered the Dark Hope sweepstakes. Because of them, he had to find her first; along the way he had to consolidate much of his assets and firm up his alliances, and make preparations for anything. 

For once he had eliminated Juna Rapier then the known future was his to shape and control.
