Regrets
Kordath Bleu was attempting, with all his power, to get himself good and drunk, as his friend regaled him with a story. He wasn't certain if the alcohol was to distract him, block it all out, or just to cope with it. Oh gods, she was still talking, he realized.
“...and after we were done, we found a jawa under the covers as well. Not sure how the poor little fellow got in there,” said Atyiru, gesturing broadly with the half empty glass in her hand, before falling back in her chair and laughing.
The Ryn sat in for a moment, staring into the nothingness of the beyond, as his brain processed all of this.
“Two?” he said, incredulously.
Atyiru nodded, grinning as she held her drink out to be refilled, “Two.”
“And a jawa?”
“And a jawa. Not sure how much that one did. Never could find out if it was a girl or a guy,” she said cheerfully, taking a sip of her whiskey.
Kordath shook his head, mind alight with geometry problems, “How? How could all four of you....in a ship bunk? That's way too narrow...”
She laughed at this, “If you have to ask, you'll never find out, Blueboy. Now, your turn.”
He shook his head wildly, briefly disorienting himself before clutching the bartop, “Oh that's not a good idea, it's really not.”
“Comeon! I told you, now it’s your turn;or I tell them to ban you for a month!” she said, an evil smile spread across her face.
“You wouldn't...” he began, before looking at his companion again, “Oh gods, you would. Fine. But I warned you, the only thing I really have in that...vein, it's not happy, it's not pleasant, it wasn't fun.”
“Bills gotta be paid, huh?” she said jokingly.
“You are way too on point with that,” growled the Ryn, slamming his empty glass down and waving at the barkeep.
Kordath sighed, hunching over his drink, and started to speak, as his eyes misted over a bit.
“It was almost ten years ago, I'd say, when I'd first got to Nar Shadda....”
-x=x-
Kordath Bleu, a fresh twenty years old, just off the boat onto Nar Shadda, had been working his way across the Outer Rim, doing whatever jobs he could find to survive. He had no idea what was in store for him on this world; but then, he never did, his feet taking him wherever he was meant to go. The Ryn had learned to follow the seemingly random urges years ago, since they had always lead to safety so far. Maybe today he'd find a new job, one he hadn't done before. The young drifter had been collecting trade skills for years now, and always looked forward to new experiences.
Today, it turned out, was not going to be a good day, though it would be filled with new experiences. Moving with no discernible purpose, he wandered the streets of the smuggler's moon, the grimy surfaces reflecting the sometimes flickering lights of store fronts and tapcafs. A thirst was rising in the young Ryn, and checking his pocket he found he still had some credits to his name. He turned into the first establishment he spotted, a rusted open hatch for a doorway with the sign proclaiming it to be 'The Dizzied Gundark'.
A grizzled looking Nautolan stood behind the bar, doing the time-honored tradition of wiping out a smudged glass with a dirty rag, glaring at the patrons. Kordath did the standard and also time-honored tradition, of scanning the bar, carefully trying not to look anyone in the eye. A pair of Gran in the corner were laughing and drinking, pausing for a moment as one of them nudged the other and gestured towards the young Ryn at the door, before the laughter started again even louder.
Oblivious, Kordath made his way to the bar, ordering an ale, knowing full well what would happen if he tried to ask for water in a place like this. Sitting on a stool for a moment, he felt the eyes upon him still from the corner, and tried his best to ignore them, as he tried to ask the barkeep about finding some work on the down low. When it became obvious that the Ryn wasn't asking for another drink, he was ignored. Frustrated, Kordath prepared to get a bit more direct with the Nautolan, when his head lit up with feelings of dread, the precursor, he had learned, to trouble.
The sound of a blaster firing by the door cut through the conversation, forcing every head to turn towards a Zabrak with a gun, clad in leathers. The trio of Gamorreans behind him were nearly as intimidating, with vibro axes and grins on their tusked faces.
“Don Turno says you ain't paid up this month, Garkon!” shouted the Zabrak, a vicious smirk on his face as he leveled his blaster towards the barkeep.
The Nautolan reached under the bar, producing a stubby slugthrower, yelling back “Don Turno can suck my hemorrhoids, you spikey-headed sonuvajawa!” before letting loose a torrent of pellets.
Kordath hit the ground, hard, to avoid the ensuing exchange of blaster fire and slugs, spotting the two Gran from the corner near another door along the wall. They spotted him, gesturing for him to come their way, and another 'bad feeling' came over the Ryn, but he saw no alternative. He'd have to take his chances with the two brutish looking three eyed aliens, or get hacked in half by the Gamorreans. Scrambling across the filthy floor, he dove through the door after the two Gran, landing heavily in an equally dirty back alley.
“Thanks, gentleman, that was far more exciting then I needed tonight. Now, I'll just be on my way...,” attempted the Ryn, smiling at them nervously.
“Oh ho, where you going, little guy? Not showing much appreciation, after we saved your...tail, hah...” said one of them, with a leer.
“Excuse me? I don't really have much money or anything, I don't know how I could...”
“Oh, we know how,” spoke the other, reaching out to grab him by the arm. The other was taken by the first Gran, both now firmly holding him.
Kordath was shaking. He was having another 'bad feeling' and it wasn't one he'd ever had before, just that the Ryn didn't like it.
“Wait, I'm sure I could...I dunno, work off this debt somehow? You guys...run a shop or anything?” he asked, hopefully.
“Hah, a shop, sure, and don't worry, little buddy, your going to bring in your share of creds, hah,” growled one of them, grabbing him by the chin and turning his head one way, then the other, getting a good look.
“No, no no no,” whispered the Ryn, suddenly realizing what was happening, as the two Gran dragged him down the alleyway.
-x=x-
Atyiru was staring at him, in that odd way a woman with no eyes could do, glass halfway to her lips, as it had been for the past few minutes, as the Ryn spoke. The Ryn, on the other hand, had managed to get several drinks down while telling the story, despite the shaking that was happening the longer he told it.
“Took me two months to get away from them. Two. Months. Gods.” muttered Bleu, staring at the now empty glass before him. Atyiru waved at the barkeep, finishing her own and sitting in silence for a moment.
“So yeah, you asked for a story, luv, that's....that's what I got, what can I say?”
“I think...I think I'm going to go throw up now, Bleu,” she said, quietly.
Nodding, Kordath shrugged, “I did a lot of that, too.”
The Priestess left him at the bar, and the barkeep, who couldn't help overhearing two of his regulars’ conversations, placed a tall bottle of very good whiskey in front of the Ryn, muttering something about 'On the house', before going into the back room and shutting the door.
“Funny, how that story always gets me a free drink or five,” muttered the Ryn, opening the bottle.
--Fin
