Jawa Jail Break
Rins’zler was surprised when a bounty appeared on his pad one morning. He had a program running, scanning through the posted bounties on the various guilds he was a member of, one specific one had been highlighted due to the odd circumstances and ridiculously high bounty value. The Planet was simply listed as PX 4492, the target a one Arothal Apothal, being held in a High Tech prison, according to the tech specs provided; it was proofed against Force Sensitives and specialist assaults. Rins’zler had spent the best part of his life getting into such places, without even the barest knowledge of the force, so this should be interesting; It would also call for some “specialised” weapons.
Rins’zler walked to his armoury, his black and purple, silk dressing gown, dragged on the floor, h punched in the code on the wall panel and the door slid open to reveal his toy room. First he chose his Beskar-gam; he had not worn the full set for many years, so it would be nice to be Shadow Stalker again. Next he went to his weapons racks. He scanned the information provided on the facility and noticed a small sub note “Jawa Security Services are provided their first class services to the facility”, Rins’zler chuckled under his helmet, this could be interesting he thought. With his equipment loaded on The Deciever, he left the space dock and made his way. 
Mandalore's greatest hits blared out on his Firespray’s speakers, Rins’zler could help head banging to the music as he blasted his way across the stars. Coming out of hyperspace, Rins’zler realised he had cut it a bit close, he would have to use The Button, he tore off the label that read “Only use this if you have been listening to your music too loud and forgot to stop in time”. He mashed the button and two massive pink and yellow silky parachutes gently floated out the rear of the ship, when unfolded they read “Oh Sith Spit”. The ship slowed suddenly, Rins’zler flew out his chair, hit the windscreen and slowly slid down, ending up in a pile on the floor, not a great start he thought. Climbing back into his seat, he did a fly-by of the facility, expecting to see the sky light up like Empire Day with laser fire, he put shields on full, what he saw though was however… a mess.
Jawa Security Services offered a 1st class package for a bargain price, their “specialists” had “upgraded” the facilities systems, in real terms, they had done what Jawa’s do best, and stripped down every available system, and rebuilt them to Jawa Standards, the laser defences had been converted into large scrap blunderbusses, the shields worked, but turned off when under attack. However the Jawa's were heavily armed, each carried an Ion gun and a scrap blaster, some of which even worked.

Rins’zler landed his ship just outside the range of the prisons weapons and lowered his access ramp, from the ramp came hurtling a dozen R2 droids, each headed towards the prison facility. A blood curdling cry emerged from the prison, the doors opened and Jawa's came pouring out, and began to chase the droids, ion shots and the occasional blaster shot flew out at random as the Jawa’s tried to catch the droids. Rins’zler calmly walked down the ramp, a huge cannon like device carried in both hands, and sacks full of strange objects hanging from his sides. Rins’zler calmly strolled through the rampaging Jawa's, lower power bolts of energy whizzed past him, several Jawa's Spotted him, and jabbered some nonsense at him, he simply reached into one of his bags and withdrew a handful of items, bolts, screws, wires, any pieces of scrap he could find, he threw them at the Jawa's, who instantly scrambled around to retrieve them. Rins’zler reached the door to the prison, now wide open, he readied his weapon, activated it and it began to whine and gurgle, the defence systems didn’t seem to see him as a threat so he made his way into the prison, three Jawa's confronted him, blasters aimed, they fired without hesitation, one blaster sprayed what looked like cotton wool out of its barrel, another squirted water, the last ones blaster exploded into a puddle of silly string, typical Jawa weapons it would seem. Rins’zler readied his weapon to retaliate, the large container on the rear began to judder and the forward barrel began to spin, loud bubbling and gurgling noises emerged from the weapon, the Jawas froze with fear, expecting their doom to be imminent, the weapon juddered and jarred in Rins’zler hands, what kind of monstrous weapon was this to make such horrendous noises, The Jawa’s whimpered and trembled, huddling together, despite this making them a bigger target. The weapon was ready and Rins’zler depressed the trigger, from its spinning orifice splurted a almalgonus blob of yellow creamy liquid, the blob impacted on the Jawas, who quivered with fear, the blob coated them and their robes, and they fell down, sliding on the slippery substance, to their shock they were not dead, they were in fact covered in…...Custard. Rins’zler chuckled; he had been wanted to test the CIDSMR (Comedy Imperial Department of Silly Military Research) Custard Annihilator Cannon for some time. Leaving the custard covered Jawa’s behind he carried on through the facility, Custard dripped from the walls and coated the floor each time he met with resistance, and scrap pieces littered the floors of various corridors, jawas trying in vain to reach them while covered in slick custard. He soon reached the cell of Arothal Apothal, the door was constructed from weapons grade Jelly, so Rins’zler deployed his other weapon system The Spoon Saber, cleverly constructed from Adamantium, the hilt projected a blade akin to a lightsaber, however it was shaped like a spoon, in his left hand he wielded its paired system, The Bowl of Consumption, crafted from Phrik, it was resistant to all forms of Jelly. Rins’zler removed his helmet, putting it down to one side and began to carve his way through the door, his spoon took out chunks at a time, luckily it was Strawberry flavour, his favourite, he gobbled up as much as he could, however he soon began to feel sick from the quantity of sugar, his head was spinning, sugar rush, not a good thing to have, luckily he had managed to devour his way around the locking mechanism, and once his helmet was back on, he was able to pull the door open. Within the cell he saw the target, he yanked him out before he even knew what was going on, and dragged him through the prison. Rins’zler knew he would never be able to get back the way he came, it was full of custard covered Jawa’s for a start, so he made his way to the roof. Once there he located the nearest Jawa Cannon, and began to clear out the scrap, he filled it with custard and threw Arothal in despite his attempts to resist, Rins’zler rigged the firing mechanism to set the weapon off on a timer climbed in, almost slipping on a slowly gathering pile of custard, he and Arothal waited in the pool of custard, and then with a big bang, the pair were flung from the barrel. The Jawa’s outside the prison were still scurrying around after the droids when they heard a wail coming from above, they looked up to see a giant blob of custard yelling its way through the sky. Within the blob of custard Rins’zler released the remaining bags of scrap, the custard soaked contents fell to the floor, scattering their slicked parts across the floor below. Rins’zler activated his final trick and threw a large spherical object, the ball hit the ground and exploded, creating an expanding sphere of red wobbly material, the blob of custard impacted into the expanding sphere stopping it and its occupants before they hit the ground, the two passengers crawled their way from the ball and slid to the floor, Arothal looked at Rins’zler “Raspberry Jelly, Why Raspberry Jelly?”, The Bounty Hunter responded “ Well you can’t Have Custard Without Jelly” and with that they boarded the ship and left the planet, leaving the Jawas to enjoy what was left of the custard, jelly, droids and scrap.
