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Deadeye Dallas Davis didn't just sit; he perched like a vulture eyeing a carcass, at the far end of a poker table in Lulu's Last Chance Saloon. His fingers, gnarled from years of gunplay and bad decisions, danced a slow, deliberate ballet around the ivory handle of his revolver. The weapon lay close, like a loyal hound too old to bark but still sharp enough to bite.

The saloon was alive with the kind of ruckus only found where booze flowed more freely than water. Laughter erupted like gunfire, and the clank of glass on wood was the rhythm section to a drunken symphony. Dust motes swirled in the shafts of sunlight that stabbed through the grimy windows, spotlighting the revelry of miners, cowpokes, and drifters who'd all heard tell of Deadeye Dallas Davis, the man whose shadow spelled death.

"Y'all know the deal," Deadeye grumbled, his voice gravel wrapped in old leather, not bothering to look up from his cards. "Play straight or get out." He hadn't come for the money; he had come for the quiet. But quiet was a rare commodity in these parts.

Across from him, a wide-eyed tenderfoot with a shaky hand nearly spilled his bourbon. "Sure thing, Mr. Davis, sir," he stammered. The kid was trying to grow a mustache that looked more like a caterpillar had died on his upper lip.

A barmaid, her corset doing the Lord's work, sidled past, shooting Deadeye a wink that could've meant anything from 'You're cute' to 'I've poisoned your drink.' In Deadwood, it was hard to tell the difference.

"Deal 'em," Deadeye commanded, his eyes never straying from the room. A card shark to his left, twitching like a cornered rat, dealt with mechanical precision, hoping to avoid the steely gaze that had sent better men to early graves.

"Raise ya twenty," slurred a prospector from the end of the table, his beard a nest for last week's meal. "Heh, ain't scared of no legend."

"Should be," Deadeye muttered under his breath, tossing in his chips without a second glance.

The saloon thrived on the edge that Deadeye brought with him, each patron half-expecting to witness a showdown or become part of an obituary. They drank to forget their troubles and maybe, just maybe, to catch a glimpse of Deadeye turning some poor devil's lights out.

But for now, the cards were dealt, the stakes were high, and the only thing dying tonight was sobriety. Deadeye kept one eye on the game and the other on the exit because trouble in Deadwood didn't knock—it kicked your door down.

The cards slapped the table with a rhythm as reliable as the town clock, but the folks of Deadwood were caught in a loop of whiskey and worry, too worn out to notice much else. Old Jeb, who'd been mining the same dead vein for decades, nursed his drink like it was a tonic for failure. The widow McKinney shuffled through the saloon, her eyes scanning for the next lonely heart with a heavy wallet. And poor, daft Tumbleweed Tommy spun his yarns about desert sprites, which no sober man would entertain.

Deadwood was a town that had chewed up hope and spat out despair, yet its residents clung to their routines like driftwood in a stormy sea. They were a mix of gritty survivors and lost souls, oblivious to anything beyond their daily grind of dust and sweat.

Then, without warning, the ground gave a shudder that rattled the bones of the saloon like a snake spooking a chicken coop. Cards fluttered to the floor as patrons grabbed for whatever steadied them—be it bottle, table, or gun.

"Sonuvabitch," Deadeye growled, glancing toward the windows as the tremor passed. "What fresh hell is this?"

As if in answer, an ominous shadow sliced across the sky, turning day to night. Eyes widened and breaths caught as a spacecraft, vast and otherworldly, pierced the azure above, its silhouette blocking out the sun's lazy descent.

"Sweet Mary and Joseph," gasped the card shark, his face the picture of a man who'd played his last hand.

"Reckon they ain't here for the poker," Deadeye mused, his voice calm as a grave, even as the room fell into a hush thick enough to smother a scream.

The saloon's grimy windows framed the spectacle as if the Good Lord Himself had swapped out the usual dust storms for front-row seats to Armageddon. Slack-jawed and bug-eyed, the townsfolk could only gape at the sleek spacecraft nosing its way toward Deadwood like a hawk eyeing chickens. The thing was all gleaming metal and bad intentions, hovering with a menace that made the hairs on the back of necks stand up to salute.

"Damnation," whispered a grizzled prospector, his pickaxe forgotten beside him, his dreams of gold nothing but fool's wishes now. "Ain't no shooting stars I ever seen."

"Ma always said we'd get locusts 'fore the end," mused the barkeep, wiping a glass absently, as if the right amount of polish might ward off the coming doom.

Deadeye Dallas Davis didn't share in their slack-gaped awe or mouthed prayers. No sir, the only church Deadeye ever attended was the one where you confess your sins with lead and ask forgiveness from the business end of a six-shooter. He pushed back his chair, the legs scraping against the wooden floor like a challenge being drawn in the dirt.

"Looks like we got us some uninvited guests," he said, his voice the kind of calm that came right before a storm kicked up something fierce.

The room watched, frozen as if time itself was too scared to tick on, while Deadeye sauntered to the doors. His spurs sang a jingle-jangle dirge with each step, spelling out trouble in a language older than the hills. His fingers twitched near the ivory handle of his revolver, itching for the familiar comfort of cold steel.

With a shove, he flung open the saloon doors, the wood smacking against the outer walls like the report of a distant cannon. The evening light threw his shadow back into the dim room, painting a dark omen on the sawdust-strewn floor.

"Let's see what kind of hell these varmints are peddling," Deadeye muttered to himself, stepping onto the porch, his boots landing with the finality of coffin nails.

In Deadwood, courage was often just another word for madness, but as Deadeye faced down the alien armada with nothing but grit and gunpowder, it was clear which side of that line he stood on.

Deadeye stood on the splintered boards of the saloon porch, squinting into the chaos as the townsfolk buzzed around him like a disturbed hive of bees. Confusion painted their faces as they clutched at each other, whispering prayers and curses in the same breath. The gunslinger's presence was a boulder in the stream, forcing the current of panic to split around him.

"Listen up!" Deadeye's voice cut through the din like a hot knife through butter. "I ain't one for speeches, but if you've got a lick of sense, you'll saddle up and ride with me. We're about to give these star-spangled varmints a Deadwood welcome."

A frail hope flickered in the eyes of the townsfolk, desperate to cling to the legend that was Deadeye Dallas Davis. He was a man who'd stared down death more times than they'd had hot dinners, after all. If anyone could save their skins, it was him.

The first wave of aliens hit the streets, screaming banshee cries that sent shivers down spines and shattered glass like confetti. They were a blur of tentacles and gnashing teeth, an abomination against the very earth they defiled with their presence.

"Yeehaw!" Deadeye hollered, a manic grin splitting his weather-beaten face as he drew his revolver with the finesse of an artist. His finger worked the trigger, a symphony of lead that sang through the air and struck true. Each shot was a masterpiece, punctuating the shrieks of the invaders with finality.

"Come on, you sons-of-cacti!" Deadeye taunted, reloading with a speed that blurred the lines between man and machine. "Let's dance!"

And dance they did, the aliens swarming towards him in a grotesque waltz of death. But Deadeye wasn't one to be outstepped. Each bullet he fired was a note in the ballad of Deadwood, a town too stubborn to know when to die.

The saloon doors flapped in a frenzy, mirroring the chaos that had descended upon Deadwood. Amidst the panic, the townsfolk found their backbone, thanks to one Deadeye Dallas Davis. The old coot's gunplay was better than a shot of liquid courage, and it spurred the town into a frenzy of improvisation.

"Get yer pitchforks, pans, and pistols!" roared Slim Jenkins, a wiry bartender with an arm like a slingshot, as he swung his serving tray like a shield. Women, children, and the burly men of Deadwood scurried, tripping over stools and each other to arm themselves with whatever wasn't nailed down. A frying pan whizzed past Deadeye's hat, clanging against an alien's carapace with a satisfying gong.

"Nice shot, darlin'!" he called out to Miss Ellie, who'd traded pouring shots for throwing them. She flashed him a wild grin, her bonnet askew, and launched another kitchen utensil into the fray.

"Alright, you prairie dogs," Deadeye barked, slamming a fresh round into his six-shooter. "Listen up! We're gonna corral these slimy varmints using the canyons. Funnel 'em in and give 'em a taste of frontier justice!"

Quickdraw McGraw, a gambler with a reputation for being luckier than a horseshoe, nodded, his eyes alight with mischief. "I reckon we got enough dynamite stashed by the mine to turn those canyons into a real firework show."

"Damn straight," Deadeye agreed, tipping his hat. "But we gotta be quicker'n a jackrabbit on a date. Spread out and keep 'em guessin' where the next bullet's comin' from!"

"Y'all heard the man!" shouted One-Eyed Jack, his solitary eye gleaming with a mix of fear and excitement. "Let's herd 'em up good!"

The townsfolk dispersed, a ragtag militia moving with newfound purpose. They were miners, cowpokes, and floozies turned fighters, united under Deadeye's command. As they took positions, the streets became a labyrinth of death for the unsuspecting aliens. Every shadow held potential doom, every overturned wagon a sniper's nest.

"Deadeye, you magnificent bastard," muttered Black Bart, normally a thorn in Deadeye's side but now his right hand in this intergalactic standoff. "You sure know how to throw a hoedown."

"Son, when it comes to hoedowns or showdowns, I aim to please," Deadeye drawled, squinting down the sights of his revolver as an alien rounded the corner. With an almost lazy pull of the trigger, he sent the creature sprawling back into the dust.

"Keep 'em dancin'," he yelled, and the battle raged on, a symphony of chaos played to the tune of Deadeye's unwavering resolve.

The heavens themselves seemed to rupture, disgorging more of those interstellar varmints onto the dusty thoroughfare of Deadwood. They came skittering down like spindly-legged raindrops from the bowels of their hovering tin can, all shiny metal and malice. The outlaws, once solitary wolves, now stood shoulder to shoulder—a cobbled-together pack ready to turn their homestead into an alien abattoir.

"Time to paint this town red, boys... and green," Deadeye Dallas Davis hollered, his voice a gravel-laden growl that cut through the cacophony of gunfire and screams. He sighted another one of the bulbous-headed fiends. Bam! Down it went, its ichor splattering the saloon's swinging doors like some cosmic graffiti.

"Yeehaw!" whooped Crazy Clara, a saloon girl with more grit than sense, wielding a shotgun like it was born in her hands. She blasted away at the encroaching horde, her laughter almost as loud as the explosions she dealt.

"Stick to the shadows!" Deadeye commanded, his eyes darting from face to weather-beaten face, each set with the same steely determination that mirrored his own. "Use what Mama Earth gave ya!"

Black Bart, once a notorious cheater at cards, now proved he could cheat death just as well, ducking and diving between blasts of strange alien light that turned wood and stone to dust. He popped up behind a barrel, his revolver singing leaden lullabies to the otherworldly intruders.

"Gotcha!" he crowed, as another creature dropped, its tentacles twitching.

The townsfolk's resistance was a thing of beauty—like watching a desert rose stubbornly push through the parched earth. They were outnumbered, outgunned by those damnable space faring peacocks and their flashy weaponry, but not a single soul showed any notion of yielding. If anything, the harsher the battle got, the harder they fought back, an orchestra of defiance playing a symphony for survival.

"Keep firin'!" Deadeye bellowed over the din, reloading with hands that had seen more duels than most folks had hot dinners. "These critters ain't bulletproof!"

A mother, apron still tied around her waist, clutched a rifle tight enough to leave imprints on her palm. She let loose a shot that sent an alien reeling, protecting her brood with the ferocity of a cornered mountain lion.

"Come on, you cowards!" Old Man Jenkins shouted from his perch atop the general store, his false teeth nearly flying out with each insult he hurled, along with a barrage of bullets from his ancient, yet no less deadly, hunting rifle.

They were a motley crew, each with more reasons to distrust their neighbor than to offer aid, but when push came to shove—and oh, how the cosmos shoved—they stood united. Not even tales of the Alamo could hold a candle to the stand these folk made, ready to pen a legend all their own.

"Deadwood don't take kindly to visitors who don't know when to leave," Deadeye muttered under his breath, a wry smile curling the edge of his lips as he watched a young gunslinger he'd never much cared for save the life of a shopkeeper with a well-timed shot.

"Guess we're all heroes today," he thought, spitting tobacco juice onto the ground before chambering another round. The war for Deadwood raged on, and not a single defender was about to let their town go down without giving those star-hopping sons-of-guns a taste of true Wild West hellfire.

Deadeye Dallas Davis, his hat cocked at a defiant angle and his duster looking like it’d gone ten rounds with a tornado, stood his ground amidst the bedlam. Smoke curled lazily from the barrel of his six-shooter, lending a strange serenity to the scene that belied the cacophony around him. He squinted through the haze, fingers twitching like a rattlesnake ready to strike as he locked eyes with the alien commander.

"Time to end this little hoedown," Deadeye grunted, the corner of his mouth twitching upward in a grim smirk. His aim was true, his resolve steelier than the iron on his hip. This was it—the shot that could turn the tide.

But fate, that capricious hussy, had other plans. Like a bolt outta the blue, a blast of energy sizzled towards Deadeye, a silent promise of oblivion wrapped in a neon death shroud.

One-Eyed Jack, a scoundrel whose heart turned out to be bigger than his rap sheet, caught the glint of impending doom from the corner of his good eye. With a grunt that might’ve been a curse or a prayer—or a bit of both—he launched himself in front of Deadeye, absorbing the blast full-on. The impact sent him tumbling like a ragdoll discarded by a petulant god.

"Jack, you son of a—" Deadeye's voice cracked like a whip, but he swallowed the rest of his sentence. This was no time for eulogies. One-Eyed Jack had bought them a moment, paid for with the kind of currency you don't just find lying in the street.

The outlaws of Deadwood, witnessing the selfless act, felt something stir within them—a fire that no alien foot could stomp out. They rallied, their shouts turning from cries of fear to roars of defiance, as if One-Eyed Jack's spirit had lit a fuse under each and every one of them.

"Pour it on, you varmints!" bellowed Deadeye, his voice cutting through the tumult like a hot knife through butter. He'd lost count of how many rounds he'd fired, but he knew he still had enough lead for one more dance.

With a steady hand, Deadeye raised his revolver once again. His gaze was an unspoken promise to every soul who'd fallen defending Deadwood: "This one's for you."

Deadeye's roar tore through the air, a primal claim of defiance as the last of his bullets hurtled towards its fate. The alien commander, all slime and tentacles, loomed over him—a grotesque mockery of every varmint Deadeye had ever faced down. But in that split second, as he pulled the trigger, Deadeye wasn't just a gunslinger; he was Deadwood's avenging angel.

The bullet's journey was poetry in motion—if poetry was written with gunpowder and lead. It zipped through the dust-choked battlefield, a silver streak of justice amidst the chaos. Time seemed to slow, the world holding its breath as it watched the projectile meet its mark.

With a squelch that would've turned a weaker man's stomach, the round buried itself into the alien commander's wide-open maw. The creature's shrieks cut off abruptly, its many eyes widening in shock before its hulking body crumpled to the ground like a puppet with its strings savagely cut.

A collective gasp rippled through the townsfolk, followed by an eruption of cheers loud enough to challenge the heavens. The remaining aliens faltered, their ranks thrown into disarray by the loss of their leader. It was the moment Deadwood had been clawing for—hope blossoming from the barrel of Deadeye's gun.

"Yee-haw!" a grizzled prospector yelled, swinging his pickaxe with renewed gusto. Women armed with frying pans, men with pitchforks, and even the barkeep wielding a broken bottle—all surged forward, empowered by the sight of their fallen foe.

"Come on, you otherworldly sons of bitches!" Deadeye hollered, holstering his empty weapon and grabbing a discarded rifle. "This town ain't big enough for the lot of us!"

The outlaws, banded together by desperation and fueled by Jack's sacrifice, charged alongside Deadeye. Bullets and bravado flew in equal measure as they pushed back against the extraterrestrial tide.

For a moment, amidst the gunfire and the grit, Deadeye thought he saw One-Eyed Jack's ghost smirking down at him from the dusty heavens, winking that solitary eye as if to say, "Nice shot, partner."

Deadwood had seen its darkest hour, but now, with the fall of the alien commander, the first rays of victory were breaking through. And Deadeye Dallas Davis stood at the heart of it—revolver empty, but resolve never more full.

Deadeye Dallas Davis tipped his hat back with a lazy finger, the amber liquid swirling in his glass as he savored the smoky bite of the whiskey. The wooden stool beneath him creaked in protest—a sound almost as familiar as the hollerin' and piano-banging that served as the saloon's daily soundtrack. His gaze, steady and unimpressed, watched a fly attempt an ill-fated landing in his drink.

That's when the earth decided to get a sense of humor, sending a rumble through the floorboards that had glasses dancing a jittery jig on the shelves. The piano clanged a discordant chord as if the keys themselves got spooked, and patrons stumbled, some hugging their cards close like they were sweethearts not to be parted with.

"Son of a—," a gambler cursed, fumbling to steady his hand of aces and eights.

Dallas didn't flinch. He took another slow sip, feeling the tremor echo through the soles of his boots. His eyes narrowed just a fraction—a tell that something was off if you knew him well enough, which few did. Whiskey still in hand, he pushed himself up from the stool, the legs scraping across the wooden floor like a challenge being laid down.

"Reckon it's not wise to ignore an invitation from Mother Nature herself," he muttered to no one in particular as he sauntered to the swinging doors. A lesser man might've rushed, but Deadeye Dallas Davis wasn't about to let a little earthly shiver hurry him along.

The batwing doors flapped behind him with a slap as he stepped out into the dusty street of Deadwood. It was quieter out here, the usual ruckus dimmed by the strange turn of events. He tilted his head back, eyes climbing the expanse of the sky until they landed on the source of the commotion—a spacecraft, vast and dark, descending like a hawk eyeing prey. Its sleek body cut through the blue canvas above, casting a shadow that turned noon into dusk on the main drag.

"Huh," Dallas drawled, the corner of his mouth quirking up. "Ain't that somethin' you don't see every damn day."

The ship, a slab of metal menace hanging over the town, seemed to sneer at the laws of nature. It was a sight meant to cow, to instill the fear of God or whatever holy terror ruled the skies these days. But Dallas? He was fresh out of fucks to give, his reservoir of surprise long since dried up under the scorching Deadwood sun.

"Guess we're playin’ host to the stars now," he commented, his voice a gravelly calm that belied the absurdity of the scene before him. The whiskey in his glass caught a sliver of light peeking around the imposing craft, glinting with a defiance that matched its owner's disposition.

"Hope they don't expect a welcome parade," he continued, half to himself, half to whatever gods were rolling dice with the fate of his sleepy little hellhole. With a final tilt of his head, tossing back the last of his drink, Deadeye Dallas Davis squared his shoulders.

"Y'all picked the wrong dustball to come knockin'," he said, resolute as the iron in his spine. "And Deadeye ain't one for manners when it comes to uninvited company."

He placed the empty glass on a nearby barrel with a soft clink, hand hovering near the ivory grip of his six-shooter. Deadwood might not have been much, but it was his, and Dallas had never been one to stand by while strangers trampled over what belonged to him—or his whiskey.

The streets of Deadwood had never seen such a spectacle, and the townsfolk, those hardy souls who'd weathered storms and stampedes, emerged from shops and homes like ants to a kicked hill. They clustered on the wooden sidewalks, necks craned, eyes bulging at the behemoth floating above them. It was a sight that would've stirred poets into frenzies of flowery prose, but not a soul in Deadwood had time for that nonsense.

"Would ya look at that," muttered a prospector, his toothless mouth agape as if he could catch falling stars with his tongue. "Ain't no stagecoach I ever seen."

"More like hell's own chariot," a widow snapped, clutching her shawl with knobby fingers that had plucked chickens and wrung necks without flinching.

The spacecraft, a hulking mass of metal and menace, seemed to scoff at the laws of gravity, its ominous shadow swallowing the town whole. If it had been anything else, it might have been magnificent. Instead, it was just another Tuesday in Deadwood.

Then, the serenade of silence shattered. A roar thundered from the belly of the beast, a sound so loud it rattled teeth and sent a pack of dogs howling into the hills. The townsfolk clutched their hats and their children, whispers of prayers fluttering away on the wind.

"Reckon they ain't here for the hospitality," Dallas drawled, squinting skyward as the spacecraft's doors yawned open like the gates of a fortress. What poured out wasn't an army, but it might as well have been.

Creatures, all tentacles and talons, slithered and clicked into view. They were the kind of critters that'd give a nightmare nightmares, slimy appendages groping at the air, searching for something to squeeze or slice.

"Damn," Dallas spat, the word slicing through the collective gasp of the crowd. "Looks like we got ourselves a regular calamari convention. And I reckon we're on the menu."

The beasts hovered at the edge of the ship, as if taking in the sights of the quaint little humans gawping below. There was nothing quaint about the arsenal of natural weaponry they flashed, though. Those talons weren't for show, and everybody knew it.

"Never liked seafood much anyway," Dallas commented to no one in particular, thumb brushing the ivory handle of his gun, itching for action. He didn't have much use for aliens, but he sure as hell wasn't going to let some space squids make a buffet out of Deadwood. Not while there was still whiskey to drink and poker to be played.

"Alright, you sons of bitches," he murmured, more to himself than the invaders. "Let's dance."

The tremor of footsteps was the first clue that hell had just RSVP'd to Deadwood's shindig. A stampede of spooked townsfolk, their faces stretched in terror, battered through the saloon doors like rats fleeing a sinking ship. They scattered, tripping over each other as they sought anything resembling cover—under tables, behind barrels, some even making a break for the outhouse, figuring if they were going to soil themselves, they might as well be in the right place for it.

"Move your asses!" shouted an old-timer, his voice cracking under the strain as he hobbled faster than he'd moved in years. Women clutched their children, skirts billowing as they dashed across the street, while men cursed and bellowed, grabbing hold of whatever young'uns weren't theirs and dragging them out of the line of fire.

Amidst the pandemonium, the unearthly screeches of the invaders cut through the chaos, the sound somewhere between a banshee's wail and nails on a chalkboard. The noise clawed at Dallas's ears, but he didn't so much as flinch. Instead, he took a slow, deliberate sip of his whiskey, savoring the burn before setting the glass down with a clink that rang out like a challenge.

The creatures hovered menacingly above, their tentacles writhing in anticipation, talons clicking as if they were already counting their spoils. But Deadeye Dallas Davis wasn't about to let these intergalactic varmints turn Deadwood into a ghost town.

He stepped out from the saloon's relative safety, eyes locked on the swirling mass of alien ugliness. His boots left dusty prints on the wooden planks as he planted himself squarely in the thoroughfare, becoming an island in the stream of fleeing humanity.

"Y'all picked the wrong damn planet," Dallas growled, squinting up at the hovering menace. He felt the familiar itch of impending action, the electric buzz of adrenaline that had seen him through more shootouts than he cared to remember.

As the townsfolk ducked and dived, Dallas stood resolute, the embodiment of defiance. He was no stranger to staring death in the face—it was practically an old drinking buddy at this point—and he'd be damned if some space calamari were going to spook him. His hand hovered near his pistol, ready to introduce these extraterrestrial interlopers to a good old-fashioned Earth welcome.

"Time to show these critters why you don't mess with Texas—or whatever the hell this part of the galaxy is called," he muttered, steeling himself for the showdown. The chaos around him blurred into the background; all that mattered now was the fight ahead. It was high noon on an alien clock, and Deadeye Dallas Davis was ready to do what he did best.

The wry grin crept onto Deadeye Dallas Davis's face like a bandit sidling up to an unsuspecting cash register. His fingers, calloused from years of gunplay and good old-fashioned brawls, curled around the cool ivory handle of his trusty six-shooter. The weapon felt like an extension of his own arm—a loyal friend that had whispered hot lead into the ears of many a foe.

"Time to dance," he murmured, voice low enough to be almost swallowed by the pandemonium, but loud enough for fate to overhear.

He thumbed back the hammer with a satisfying click that rose above the din—the overture to the symphony of destruction he was about to conduct. He didn't flinch as the nearest alien monstrosity reared its ugly head, tentacles writhing like a nest of disturbed snakes, talons gleaming with the promise
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