The Life of Maxin

The World is an Oyster Part 2

“I need assistance.”

“Don’t worry three, im on him.”

“Im hit!”

“Scorched the little shit!”

“Scratch one bug.”

“ flight II, form on my wing, we’re going after that group of thargons over there.”

“torpedos away.”

“Woohoo! Scratch one mother ship!”

“chopped up another for the order!”

“Sir, wake up!”

“They’re all around us!”

“Everythings going white!”

“Sir, wake up!”

“Somethings wrong, im having some convulsions, I have to eject!”

the Bleakness of space turned to the white of the sickbay and I saw myself from above, a doctor applying a high current through my heart, my body jumping up and down on the bed.  The people were looking worried when my body wasn’t responding.  The Doctor gave up on the electrical devices and started giving CPR manually.  Suddenly I was getting closer to my body.  I got closer and closer then I reappared back in my cockpit. 

“What am I doing back here?”

“Edward Maxin, im coming to see you.”

“who….Braun is that you? Where have you been? You’ve been Missing in Action for over a year!”

“Im not the Braun you know, Maxin.  I’ll be seeing you where we last said goodbye.”

“Wait comeback, who are you?”

I awoke yet again, to the doctor with a look of relief on his face.

“Thank god you’re back, Maxin, we thought we had lost you.”

“Well you’ll have to wait a little longer for that.” Said Maxin, sitting up suddenly, draining the blood from his brain.  As the vertigo hit him, his brain clicked and Maxin jumped out of his bed.

“You have to take me to the Outer Regions now.  

I was in Grand Admiral Drifters office on Coruscant where he was doing work on a ‘project’ of his, he wouldn’t tell me more.

“So you’re saying that Ben Braun the one we met during our travels through the dimensions is coming back here, and that he told you during a coma of yours?” Drifter asked in a suspicious voice.

“That’s right sir. You got it in one.”

“Ok then, lets go.” Said Drifter, rising from his seat.  “We’ll take my Star Destroyer.”  I followed him out his office and to his shuttle. We clambered onboard and we rose up to his awaiting Star Destroyer, the Instigator.

A quick walk from the shuttle bay to the bridge, saw the ship ready to leave at Drifters orders and as soon as he was in his seat, gave the word for departure.

“You remember the coordinates sir?” I asked Drifter.

“Of course, and its only a week or so away.”

“Sweet as, lets go.”  Drifter relayed the coordinates to the navigation officer and the as soon as the Star Destroyer was away from the Gravity well of the planet, the Instigator rocketed into the hyperspace.

The Instigator exited hyperspace 12 days later on the fringes of the Galaxy.  The Last time I had been here, I was actually in another Dimension and Drifter and I borrowed the Eye of Palpantine from that Dimensions Emperor and flew it back to our Dimension with the help of the A Smuggler/Merchant called Ben Braun and his band of followers.  We had left him with our Shuttle that had lead us through so many adventures through the Dimensions which left him the ability to travel to other Dimensions.  When Drifter and I had been going through the dimensions, each time you Dimension Jumped, it was completely random and we had no way of controlling it, but by the sound of the dream I had had, Ben had found a way to guarantee he would exit in his Dimension.  We moved to the exact coordinates where the Eye of Palpantine had been parked and waited for Ben Braun to appear in our shuttle.  We had to wait less than a day.  At 1800 hours, imperial standard time, Braun arrived.  It was not how we expected though.  Instead of appearing in our extremely modified shuttle that we left in Brauns Dimension, he appeared in his outfitted Marauder Corvette which he had seen him and his crew using.  He must have used the blueprints we left him to modify his corvettes engines and somehow make the system accurate so he could choose which dimension he wanted to be in. His exit from dimensional hyperspace was magnificent in its self.   I had only seen it from the inside of the traveling ship and that was quite spectacular, but seeing it from the outside, I could only describe it as beautiful, as if an angel had drawn a heaven like picture in the bleakness of space.  The bridge crew of the Instigator stood agape, mouths drooped open at the site until Drifter himself regained some control and ordered a communication frequency open.

“This is Grand Admiral Drifter, whom am I addressing?” he asked.

“Grand Admiral? So you’ve been treated well in your Dimension then?” replied a cheerful Braun.

“And I’m a General!” I yelled.

“that’s a scary thought.” Replied Braun, poking fun at me.  “Permission to come aboard sir?” he asked, addressing Drifter.

“By all means.  I’ll have Maxin meet you in the main docking bay.” Said Drifter then closed the connection.  He sat still for a few seconds then turned to me.

“Well?”

“Well, aye.” I replied.

“go to the main docking bay.” He insisted.

“Sweet as.”  I left the bridge and headed down to the docking bay.  By the time I got to the docking bay, Ben Braun was almost docked.  It took only a few more minutes and his shuttle, which turned out to be our shuttle, docked in the bay and Braun and two of his companions departed their ship.  Ben flashed his smile and twirled his generals cape behind him.

“A General eh?” I said “How did you score that rank?”

“Its quite a story, Maxin, I’d like to explain it to Drifter as well.” He explained.  I led the way back to the bridge where Grand Admiral Drifter was waiting.

“General Braun.” Said Drifter, noting the General Cape and General insignia on his white uniform.

“Grand Admiral Drifter.” Braun replied, nodding.

“So whats happening Braun, a man doesn’t travel between dimensions to just catch up on events, how long has it been?2, 3 years?”

“Yes.  Almost immediately after you left our dimension, the Emperor was killed by a Dark Jedi and Grand Admiral Ged Larsen.” Replied Braun.  That didn’t sit well with Drifter, but it merely perked my attention.

“Did he have any reason for doing so?” asked Drifter in a sober tone.”

“Power, I believe.  He killed the emperor and darth vader and assumed the throne, naming himself Emperor.  That split the Empire up into its factions, one for each grand admiral.  Suddenly we had 8 Warlords claiming to be Emperor and a new force, known as the new Rebellion which fought all of them.  Our Dimension was a mess.  It has been civil war ever since.” Finished Ben Braun.

“Which side do you fight for?” I asked.

“Warlord Larsen seems to have the best ideas for the Galaxy, he has a mix between an Imperial State and a Republic and it works better than the dicatatorships of the other factions.”

“But the fight isn’t going well and you’d like some help?” inquired Drifter.

“Well yeah, that was the main reason we came here, knowing we could rely on our allys here.” Replied Braun.

“Well unfortunately we have also had a very serious war with an alien with another Galaxy who destroyed almost all of our forces and then we had destroyed them the republic came along and tried to finish us.” Answered Drifter.

“Oh, I see, that is unfortunate.” Said Braun, his hopes failing.

“But we still have a Few Star Destroyers we can send you.” Said Drifter.

“Actually I was thinking more along the lines of a Squadron of Tie Defenders. You see only one was ever made – a prototype.  They never seemed to get into production and the prototype was destroyed.  If we could borrow a squad of yours, we could get the designs and start making more of them for the designs died with the designers who were assassinated.

“Well that looks like a job for me and Iota.” Said Maxin.  “Also we can go through the dimensions, again, and see if we can find some superior equipment somewhere.  Our Galaxy is so depleted of resources that we’re not much help but im sure we can find someone else who can help.”

“Yes that would be a great idea.  We have improved your original designs and made it possible to select which dimensions we wish to travel to, well sort of anyway.  Why don’t you come across to the marauder and see?” asked Ben. Drifter stood up.

“Navigation, take us back to Imperial Order Space and call ahead to Admiral Porteous’ Star Destroyer to meet us at Coruscant where Iota Squadron will be disembarking.” He commanded.

I was watching the entire sceen out of the view windows on the bridge of the Blasphemous, Ben Brauns personal Marauder Corvette.  I had flown my Tie Defender from Admiral Max’s Star Destroyer over to the Blasphemous and found a great place to park it.  Now I was watching the rest of my squadron fly over, single file from the Star Destroyer to the Corvette.  Drifter was also on board, having given command of his Star Destroyer to his Second in Command.  Drifter was quite happy to see his little shuttle again and noted that Braun hadn’t modified it at all, if it wasn’t modified enough already.  Ben had then shown us his new dimension hyperdrive.  Some time and money had gone into improving the system.  I suspected it was a last ditch effort on the half of Larsens Faction to try and secure some surefire way of winning the conflict.  It was gonna be like old times, Drifter and I blasting through different dimensions, as well with Braun. Then a thought hit me.

“Braun, did u get your molecular DNA modified by an Imperial Scientist so that when u go through the dimensions you don’t take the place of your counterpart?”

“Yes, we realized this and made sure I was ready.  Unfortunately we couldn’t do it to all my crew that is why I am carting around a skeleton crew.”

“Iota Squadron isn’t going to be able to come either, they are going to have to leave their ships here, but stay here.”

“Don’t worry, we have some spare pilots.” Said Braun.   I ran off to inform Drifter of the changes, then I went down and told the pilots personally the deal.  They looked a little dejected, having missed out on the Adventure.  Jack Hamilton especially wanted to come. I stood him down and he surrended and left on a shuttle with the others.  I went back to the Bridge were Braun and Drifter were discussing which Dimension they should attack first.

“Maxin do you remember that system with the fine mechanics who souped up the shuttle?”

“the Mayan Galaxy? Sure, hell I’ll never forget those morsians ladies. Damn.” I replied.

“Yes…….” Said Drifter, then he turned back to Braun. “that would be a good place to start. He made quite a good impression with them and im sure they wouldn’t mind seeing us again.”

“I wouldn’t mind seeing Illia again.” I voiced.

“Im not sure Daz would appreciate you cheating on her again.” Said Drifter.

“I didn’t cheat on her.” I said, my heckles rising.  “I just spent a lot of time with Illia, I didn’t do anyting with her.”

“Ok I believe you.  Braun can you take us directly to that Dimension?” asked Drifter.

“Well, maybe – Each Dimension is from a breakaway during an event.  There is a infinite number of Dimensions – each time something happens, it happens the way it does which is what we get, but there is also the other ways it could have happened and that’s what you travel between.  For Example the breakaway point for the Mayan Galaxy is before the Old Republic for the Morsians control the Galaxy in that Dimension, so going there straightaway is going to take a lot more energy that bumping along like usual, but we should be able to arrange it.”  said Braun and he left immediately for the engine department to see what he could arrange.

“You reminded me I still haven’t seen Daz in over a Year.  I’d better live through this so I can see her afterwards.” I mentioned.

“Don’t worry, this will be a piece of cake compared with your last mission.”

“Ah yes, Prema Tel, the worst memory I could possibly ever have, that will stay with me forever, no matter how hard I try to forget.  Yes that was a good one.” I said.   Braun returned to the Bridge after a few minutes and quickly got the Marauder away.  As soon as we were out of the Gravity well of Coruscant, Braun activated the Dimension engines and the Blasphemous bolted into the unknown.

TO BE CONTINUED.

