The Life of Maxin

The World is an Oyster Part 3

The Entry into the Mayan Galaxy was smooth, more so than it was in the old days when Drifter and I had done that massive mish through the dimensions.  The Blasphemous reoriented itself and headed for the Esra Prime, a quaint little planet in the mid rim orbiting a sunny yellow star where Drifter and I had visited last time we were there.  The trip took most of the day, having entered the galaxy somewhere in the middle of the area known as ‘wild space’ Once we had arrived though, we were greeted by a Mayan War Wing, the equivalent of one of our battle groups.  It wasn’t surprising though; I wouldn’t have liked an alien ship heading for my home without reason.  The lead ship hailed us.  It was a woman’s voice.

“This is Commander Iilia of the Mayan Vessel Tacarlia.  Identify yourselves.” She commanded.  That was a surprise for me as last time I had see Iilia, she had been a simple hot headed mechanic…with other skills.

“Commander Iilia, this is Renegade Maxin looking for Trouble.  I presume you have some in stock for me?”

That was a private joke between us, so I expected the confused faces I saw on the bridge.

“Yes Renegade Maxin.” She replied, her voice still without emotion. “we have recently received a huge shipment of trouble, seeing how you have brought  more people and a bigger ship, we’re going to need it all.”

“Permission to come aboard?” I asked.

“Granted, please, with haste.” She added.  The line was cut.

“Well that’s that, ill see you guys later, don’t wait up.” I said and started to march off the bridge when Ben grabbed me by the collar.

“We’re coming too mate.” He said then led the way.

“Of course, that is what I meant.” I said.  I also noticed my sarcastic comments were continually dropping in quality.  Drifter, Ben and I went to the shuttle bay where our modified shuttle was moored.  We climbed on and left with haste and thrustered towards the behemoth before us.  It was the equivalent of our Star Destroyers, but half the size, with twice the offensive power, but it made up for this boost in power with its lack of defensive shielding, however it had what was labeled experimental last time I was there, organic skin for outer hull plates.  It was beyond our technology and I didn’t really understand it but it was basically super armour, and it looked cool.  Within moments we had ascended into the belly of the beast and after disembarking off the vessel, we were greeted by the Commander herself, the sexy, Illia Ortporlia.  If you had a keen eye, you’d probably have noticed that all the mayan names we had encountered ended with lia.   It was a thing that that race did, a lot like the ryloths and the joining of their two names.  I remember actually staggering backwards after seeing her, for her beauty had multiplied beyond sanity, and seeing her standing right in front of me reduced me to a horny little school boy, with my mouth agape.

“Something wrong Edward?” she purred at me.

“Yeah, It seems that a higher being is toying with me and continually making me travel through dimensions other than my own, when I quite like mine more than the others.  Its pissing me off.”

“Oh….poor Edward. Don’t worry we’ll look after you while you’re here.” She smiled that smile that I could never resist.

“Cant refuse hospitality like that.” I said, smiling back.  Drifter cut in.

“Illia, we need to talk, can we go somewhere?” he suggested.

“Yes, come this way , please.” She said gesturing the way she had come.  We soon found ourselves in her spacious office, which appeared to be infact some sort of ‘ready’ room.  It came that time again unfortunately, trying to sit in Mayan furniture.  I had never actually got the hang of it last time I was here, but I was gonna give it another shot.  I failed and ended up sitting on the ground, again.  Drifter seemed to effortlessly slip into the furniture while Ben remained standing.  Smugglers have survival programming hard wired – don’t sit down , especially in unknown situations, you’re inviting attack.  The other main rule was never leave your back to the door and I noted that Bens instincts weren’t slacking as he edged himself to Iilias side of the desk so he could get a panoramic view of the room and analyse threats etc etc   Personally I trusted the Mayans, they were good folk.  Drifter immediately got down to the situation.

“Last time we were here, you helped us out by fixing our shuttle to combat the rigours of space, and that was appreciated.”

“Morsians are always happy to help others.” Said Illia, a touch of pride in her race emanating through her voice.

“We were wondering if you would be able to help us again.  Well not us specifically.” Drifter turned to Braun.  Braun took the cue and spoke up.

“We also helped Drifter and Maxin on their last journey through the dimensions but now our galaxy is in strife and we need help, unfortunately war in their galaxy has left them with little resources and all they could spare was a squadron of Tie Defenders.”

“What would you like us to do?” Illia asked.  This was my turn.

“Well I remember reading the log of your scientist friend Breylia, his works in Snubfighter technology and he had some really wicked ideas which you could use on the Defenders – giving them more efficient power systems, mayan weapons perhaps some of that bio armour.” I said.

“This is quite an ask, I’ll have to see what I can arrange, whether I can do something local or if I will have to go through the powers that be.” Said Illia.  Drifter began to stand up.

“that’s all we ask, we thankyou for your help.” He turned to leave and Braun followed pursuit.  They stood at the door waiting for me.

“I’ll catch up with you.” I said.  Drifter and Ben left.

“I wish you had come here just for me.” Said Illia.

“Oh yeah im taking you back with us too. I need a souvenir.” I replied, flashing that lop sided grin.

“I would love to see your Galaxy Maxin but as you know I cant leave here.”    

“What do you think the chances are of helping us out?” I inquired.

“Im not too sure.  We just got a contract so our local shipyards are extremely busy.  We might be able to convince some mechanics to take on a ‘hobby project’” she said.  

“do we posess anything that would interest Morsian mechanics?” I asked.

“Im sure we’ll find something.” Said Illia.

I entered the mechanics cantina of the local Shipyard, a gigantic misshaped monstrosity, which produced the most powerful, if beautiful ships I had ever seen.  I liked to think of that as an Irony, but I was never too good with identifying ironies.  There was a substantial amount of ‘men’ in ‘overalls’ at the establishment and I could only assume it was lunchtime.  They were lounging around, drinking a substance called coffee, which stimulated body and mind.  Last time I was here there was a big rumour that it was an addictive drug which had long-term side effects, but there you go.  I introduced myself to the closest mechanic.

“Hey my name is Maxin.”

“My name is Zyfellia, and I make the scenarios in my head.”   He replied. I moved on.  I came across a rather dirty fellow, but something about him, gave me the distinct feeling he was the person I was after.

“G’day mate, my name is Maxin.”

“Greetings Humble Maxin, Servant of Commander Illia.  My name is Zerlia.”  He replied.  Not only did he know me but he knew I was working for his boss, I pressed this advantage.

“Yes, that’s me.  Tell me, would you be interested in restoring some old antiques to present day manufacturing settings?”  I definitely sparked some interest.

“Its not that pair of Zybermorlia Thruster Cars that have been seen around are they?” he said.  He obviously wanted to get his hands dirty in those toys, which I presumed were some sort of pod car or something.

“Unfortunately, no, you probably haven’t heard of this model of vehicle.”

“I like to fancy myself an Antique Connoisseur of Vehicles.”

“Have you heard of the ‘Tie Defender’?” I asked.   The man looked completely lost but hid it well.

“Hmmm maybe when were they used? In the last Rotation?”  he asked.  Fortunately I knew that the Morsians divided epochs into Galactic Semi Rotations, so I knew what he was talking about.

“No these were made a lot further back.  These are very very valuable, they were made when Ion Drives were the current system for propulsion.”

“I’m familiar with ion engines.  What are you proposing?”

“Well basically I have twelve of these ‘Tie Defenders’ and I need the engines replaced with current models, the best you can find and I need the power systems made up to date and the weapons and warheads replaced.  It has shields, unfortunately you’re shield technology is about as strong as the Tie Defenders so you can fix that up but it would be sweet if you could see if you can manufacture some of that biological skin onto the hull, for added protection.”  I finished.

“Twelve of them you say? How big are they?”  I laid out the approximate measurements.

“Well I’m really busy right now, but I can do some work on them at my home workshop.  It will take along time as I doubt I will be able to take too many people from here, we’re flat out as it is.”

“That’s great, that’s great.  Now tell me, how much will you need me to outlay for this project?”  the mechanic cracked out a calculator from the depths of his clothes and did some calculations.

“Well I’d say the raw materials and the parts themselves are going to cost you at least 50,000 Morlias.  Adding after hour labour and overheads, we’re talking 100,000 Morlias for the entire project.”  That was a damn sight more money than I had.

“That’s quite expensive.” I noted.

“Humble Maxin, you’re not only paying for my experience and knowledge and confidence that you will leave with the most powerful ‘tie defenders’ in the Galaxy, but you’re also paying for the fact that I wont be getting any sleep during the project so you’re paying for mental stress.”

“Point.” I conceded.  “It is quite an ask.  I’ll tell you what.  You finish my Tie Defenders in two weeks, and you’ll get your 100k.” I bargained.

“3 weeks, please, I will go insane with stress otherwise, leading to substandard work.”

“3, aye.  I’ll come back here after work and get the machines towed to your home workshop and we can begin.”  We shook on the deal and I walked away wondering how I was going to find 100,000 Morlias in 3 weeks.

2 weeks later I was sitting in Illias seat in her office, with Illia on me, as it had come to be, the thing that seemed to happen whenever I sat in her seat.  And I had just worked out how much money I had made.

“Well after that loss in the Lopol Casino, I only have 67,879 morlias.” I said.  Most of my revenue came from Gambling, big time.  Unfortunately Morsian games are a slightly harder to master than sabacc so It took awhile for me to get up to full potential and then I was onto the high numbers when I made a critical mistake and lost half of my winnings.  I was able to get back another 20k after that, but it still wasn’t enough.  It was at that time that Drifter and Ben decided to walk in, laughing away at some joke that Bens female company had said.  Ben was onto a good thing to say the least and Illia saw me staring and gave me a hell heinous look.  

“Lieutenant  Niolia.  You are dismissed.” Said Illia to her competition, who saluted and withdrew from the office.  Ben looked slightly sad but I was outright laughing.

“Cripes jealous females crack me up.”  That last statement cost me a push and stab at the chest.  It was worth it.

“You two stop clowning around.  We’ve got some good news.  We’ve managed to aquire some military drives from the Morisan Military Second Hand Depot.”

“They’re second hand.” I mentioned.  

“Yes but they’re still faster and more powerful than brand new civilian equivalents.  Besides they are in mint condition.” Said Drifter.

“However that raises the running costs to 109,890 morlias.” Said Ben.

“What?!” I exclaimed.  “ I don’t think I can make 40,000 Morlias playing these Morlian card games.  If it was sabacc I could do it easy, but I don’t think a week is enough time.”

“You don’t have to.” Said Ben.  I asked for an explanation.

“Weren’t you wondering why I haven’t been here for the last two weeks? I’ve been using the Marauder to do escort, delivery and cargo missions, off the Local Bulletin Board.  I made 42011 morlias.”

“That’s exactly how much we need!” I exclaimed.  To this day I still don’t know how I made that mental calculation so fast, but there it is.

“We’re all set then.” Said Drifter. “the military drives have already been sent to Zerlia.  Now we can sit back and relax for a week.” 

As it turned out, I did everything but relax, but no need to go into that story here.  If you ever find a Morsian couple madly in love in some random galaxy, ask them about it and they’ll be more than happy to tell you how they owe their lives to me.  They’ll make it into some glorious adventure, but really it was just one sentient being with a conscientious helping out another one.  Anyway, after picking up the modified Defenders a day late and handing over the largest sum of money id ever see in my life, we went for trials around the distant gas giant I dubbed Apogee VII.  As I was the only pilot between the human population of the Galaxy I was the only one doing trials, but I would be enough.  As soon as I got into the Defender and switched on the power, I knew I was going to see some serious shit.  It just hummed with power, it was amazing, but the best was yet to be.  I flew it out of the shuttle bay and was knocked back in my seat by the acceleration.  Its maneuverability was twice as good, turning on a laser point, deceleration, acceleration, It was dumbfounding.  Then I stumbled across an asteroid field or the ‘rings’ of the planet and decided to try the guns out.  I renamed the Tie Defenders Tie Apocalypses after that, I tell you what.  The Morsian Mechanic had modified the guns so instead of 4 lasers and 2 ion cannons, it sported 7 super charged Morsian Lasers.  And the recharge rate was dumbfoundingly fast also.  It was unstoppable.  I rammed various asteroids at various speeds.  The Biological skin absorbed all the punishment and was self healing.  It would take some serious firepower to penetrate the outer skin.  Then I turned around and headed for space.  I put the throttle to the stops.  The speedometer stopped at 220mglt, the highest partition on the speed scale.  In communication with the Blasphemous It was guessed I was doing at least 230 Mglt, an undeniably wicked accomplisment.  It was with great regret that I turned around and headed back to the Corvette to park up the greatest snubfighter that Bens Galaxy will ever see.  Drifter and Ben met me on the landing floor.

“Whats your opinion Maxin?”

“I want one.” I replied, jumping for joy like a kid who had seen what could only be the coolest toy ever.

“Well we have no time to lose then, say goodbye to Illia and wrap everything up here and lets go.” He replied.

I did as he said, tied up all the lose ends and made sure evertying was sweet for disappearance.  Then came my hardest chore, saying goodbye to Illia, for the second time.  Quite frankly it doesn’t get any easier.  I did the deed however and got out before I changed my mind.  Back on board the Blasphemous we were heading for the stars and an affirmative ringed down from engineering signalling the engines were aligned for a trip back to Bens Galaxy.  The switch was thrown and the Blasphemous bolted through the dimensions.

TO BE CONTINUED.

