The Reception

Kordath Bleu's head moved half an inch to the side, not even glancing back, as the glass whistled past his head, smashing into the now pitted wall behind the bar, as he poured another round of shots.  Turning with a sigh, wondering how his friend Atyiru had talked him into bar tending her and Socorra's debauchery fest of a wedding reception.  He was almost certain his own Quaestor had thrown that last glass, the normally reserved Zabrak was at least twelve deep on shots, and still had a large mug of ale before him, his brother Sanguinius sitting next to him, both quite drunk.

Cethgus screamed something unintelligible, not surprising or unusual for an Obelisk, waving his hand towards several others who had chosen to sit at the bar.  Kordath quietly placed shots in front of them, shaking his head when they started to ask why, and simply nudging his head towards the sloshed Zabrak.  Mostly he got looks of sympathy or cruel delight.  Then he heard a voice he knew far to well yelling his name.

“Blueboy!  Me and the wife need drinks!”

“Right, right, Atty, coming coming,” muttered the Ryn, grabbing up a bottle of Corellian whiskey and heading down towards the two women clinging to one another at the end of his bar.  For something that he had assumed with more of a joke or a prank, they certainly we're playing their parts to the end.  Setting a pair of glasses before the newly weds, he poured long and tall.

“That's my boy, Bleu!  Always looking out for me,” said Atyiru with a wide grin, toasting in the general direction of her new wife.  Kordath shook his head, a wry smile on his face as he sighed and started to turn away.

“Ooooh no, not so fast.  You see those two Twi'lek's down at the other end?  Course you do, how could you miss them,” said the Miraluka, somehow making this simple comment sound incredibly dirty.

“Yes, I do....see them, how is it that you do?”

“Kiss a womp rat, Bleu, those two sexy ladies down there are very old friends of mine.  From back before I joined up...they're dangerous as all hell too.  Make sure they know they can drink as much as they want, okay?”

“Wait, what?” said the Ryn, turning to find the newly weds stumbling off together.  Horrible thoughts entered the Knight's mind with this, and he turned with a vicious smile, heading towards the Twi'leks.  Ducking slightly as another glass sailed over his head from the drunken pair of Entars, he poured two large, colorful drinks, and took them to the two women.

“Hi there, ladies,' he said, placing the drinks before them, both taking a moment to study the beverages before turning a calculating eye to the Ryn, taking in his scruffy and cheap clothing and discarding him from thought.  Perfect, thought the Krath.  “Now, I'm sorry to bother you fine women during this, but those two...gentleman, down the bar,' he spoke, gesturing towards Cethgus and his brother, 'They wanted to make sure you ladies we're well taken care of this evening.”

Kordath leaned forward a bit, lowering his voice as the two women instinctively moved closer as they took in the sight of the two Entars, in their fine clothing and fancy looking lightsaber hilts, 'I shouldn't tell you this even, but they gave me a hundred credit piece, both of them did!  Just for taking these down to you, so they seem to be very...generous, especially for their ilk!”

Kordath saw the two women exchange glances, before they quietly nodded to him and picked up their drinks, moving down to the two inebriated Entars.  He went back to the things bartenders do, wiping out glasses and occasionally actually pouring a drink, and listened as the volume of laughter from the two couples got louder and louder.   Smiling the rest of the evening in a manner that assured he would get no more tips, Kordath went about the task of getting Arcona drunk.

“....Sang?  SANG?”

A groan answered the Zabrak's call, 'not...so...loud...”

“Oh thank the Force, you looked dead mate!  You gotta get up!”

Sanguinius attempted to stand, found his head to be spinning in two different directions at once it seemed, and fell back down, 'Nope, no...not...not gonna happen...'

“Blast it, Sang!  Those two...those two...twi'leks?  We're they....I can't remember last night to clearly...”

Sang giggled a bit on the floor, apparently still quite drunk, 'A red one and a blue one, one for you, one for me, heh heh heh.”

Cethgus sighed, hanging his head as it swam in the after effects of what must have been a respectable amount of booze, “SANG!” he roared, making his brother clutch his head and curl up on the floor.

“.........what?  why do you keep yelling?'

With a sigh, the Zabrak replied, 'Sang, look at yourself.”

Sanguinius did this, and a look of confusion replaced the pained expression upon his face, 'Wheres m'clothes?'

“Exactly, get up you sodden git, we've been robbed.  Those bloody women took everything.”

“I...need...pants, gotta find some pants,” muttered Sang, finally crawling to his feet and stumbling towards the door, 'pants....'

“What?  NO!  Sang don't go out ther-' shouted Cethgus, cut off by the door slamming shut, leaving him tied to the bed, a plush twi'lek doll covering his unmentionables and a lipstick marking on his cheek.

“Helluva party,” muttered the Zabrak, before he faded back off to sleep.

--Fin
