The Life of Maxin

The World is an Oyster Part 4

I stopped suddenly, sporting the undeniable feeling of being followed.  Of course that didn’t really surprise me.  I was on ‘Coruscant’, the Capital of Emperor Larsens Imperial Republic.  I had just been at a meeting, with Drifter, Ben and of course the Emperor, discussing the use of our new ‘secret weapon’.  Although it was supposed to be a secret, it was written in plain basic in Murphy’s Laws: whatever can go wrong, will go wrong or another words, people will always find out about your secrets, and when those People are the enemy that’s when things got interesting.  Of course I didn’t know who he was; he could have been some thug looking for an easy mugging or he could have been spy, but I never got the chance to find out, for he quickly scampered away into the night, if you could call it night.  Not stupid enough to look around, I continued on at my normal pace.  It wasn’t long before I had ascended to the top level of the planet wide city, where I hoped to catch sight of Brauns Modified Corvette. I quickly spotted it, resting snuggly on a goliath sized landing platform, kept in the air by a few anti gravity devices.  I caught a ferry over to the platform and paid the flamboyant fee for the crossing.  I emerged from the taxi with the ferocious wind lashing through my slightly uncontrolled hair, the sun slowly rising in the distance, the lights of the city below me.  I smiled as I felt the beauty of scene illuminate me, for it was true heaven, and I intended to enjoy it because soon, I knew, It would be taken away and it would be back to the stamina stretching fulltime war that I had been fortunate enough to experience too many times.  As I looked around, I noticed the Blasphemous’s crew was quite excited, anxiously working on the vessel, most probably giving it a tune up after the rigors of inter dimensional travel.  As I strolled closer however, I noticed the activity was more urgent than it has first appeared.

“What’s the scoop?” I asked the closest man, a mechanic, judging by his choice of clothes.

“We’re shipping out in twenty minutes, we’ve been sent to Corellia to take the Sector from Warlord Zsinj, it’s a direct order from the Emperor himself!” he said excitedly

“Just us? Great, why wasn’t I told?” I inquired.

“You should have been messaged.” He guessed.  I grabbed my comlink out of my pants and looked at its smashed components.

“I should probably remember to get that fixed one day.” I said.  With that blatantly obvious remark, Drifter and Braun appeared from a Ferry, which to my surprise I didn’t notice.

“How’s it going Maxin?” Ben asked.

“A bit concerned, I must be slipping, I didn’t notice your ferry at all.” I said.

“That’s not a worry, Drifter, was playing with you, He used the force to make you ignorant to the ferry.” He said with a smile.

“Hmmm, that’s going to get me killed If I cant learn to combat it. Hmmmm.” I suddenly was lost in thought, my brain disconnected from my body, which happened to be walking towards the Blasphemous and heading for the bridge.  The sudden jerk from the Ship lifting off brought me back to reality.  

“Damn it happened again.  I don’t know if I’m ever going to be perfect again after Prema Tel.”

“Stop moaning pussy, toughen up.” Remarked Ben.

“Id like to see you do what I did and not lose some sanity.” I interjected.

“Take it easy bro, I was just joshing ya.” Said Braun.   Maybe I had gone insane, Daz continually told me I was, but I just always took it as a joke.  Once we were underway, safely in the realms of witchspace, I got invited, or ordered to attend a briefing on our situation and our task ahead.

“Basically.” Continued Drifter. “This is going to be do or die test run of the Apocalypse Ties Capabilities.  The Corellia System is a moderately defended strong hold of zsinj and if we can hyper in, drop off the apocalypses, hyper out and see what they can do.”

“Ahh I see, the old Commerce Disruption, as the Rebels used to call it.” I said.

“Have you got your pilots sorted out?” asked Braun.

“Absolutely.  Now I wanted the 11 best pilots I could find, but I had to go off the skills of their counterparts in my dimension, so pilots of great skill who didn’t exist in my dimension might have missed out, but anyway, I have enlisted:  John Harper, better known as Rear Admiral Trojan, Olorin Sledge, Bruin Denn, Wes Janson…..”  I was interrupted there by a outburst.

“A rebel!” cried Drifter.

“Well here, he is a diehard Republican who wants to kill Zsinj more than we do, so I thought he would be a good choice.”  Drifter sat back down and remained quiet.  I quickly rattled off the remainding names.

“Biggs Darklighter, Martin Bjerver, a man who calls himself ‘Him’, Tycho Chelchu, and the rest are Bens Choosing.  There is of course, myself, Braun and I found a smartarse kid called Jack Hamilton which will be flying on my wing.”

“How do you think they will do?” asked Drifter.

“Well in our Dimension, the greatest pilots are, ah were, Darthvader, Luke Skywalker, Wedge Antilles and that Baron Fel character.”

“Im surprised you didn’t rank yourself up there, Maxin.” Said Braun.

“Fresh out of ego, sorry.”

“That’s Good, Ego usually gets a pilot killed.  How about Biggs Darklighter, do you think he’s better than you?”

“Probably.  I’d say that if Darth Vader hadn’t killed him at Yavin he would have done us some serious damage.  Hey look that’s one good thing to come from the dark side of the force.” I said.  Fortunately for me Drifter dismissed it as one of usual taunts at the force.  One day I know ill get killed for playing with fire, but until then……..

“Ok, well we should be exiting hyperspace within the hour, I want your pilots ready Maxin and I want them to do some serious…….redecorating.” said Drifter.

“Righto, Righto.” I said and took off to brief my pilots.  It was quite strange to be talking to heroes of the alliance like they were mates and not trying to kill them.  Of course I didn’t know that I’d make a habit out of it later.  I briefed them all on the situation, then when I was about to leave I realized I hadn’t assigned positions to them.

“Oh by the way, you’re all elite pilots, so naturally choosing rank among you was difficult, but Troj is an old mate of mine, so John you’re taking 2-1.   You’ll have Sledge, Bjerver and Bruin Denn. Biggs, you have third flight and you’ll be flying with Wes Janson, Tycho Chelchu and Nowak Godfrey.  In first flight, we have Jack Hamilton on my wing and taking 1-3 and 1-4 are Fredderick Kruger and Him.  Now, just to make sure you all cause as much damage as possible, I’m going to get my TIE’s computer to keep tabs on who kill what and keep a record of your score.  Whoever scores the most, wins a Keg of whatever drink they wish and an upgrade to a room which would make a Fleet Admiral envious.  Oh Naturally the bigger the kill, the more points.” I could already see the pilots imagining themselves lying face down drunk out of their trees after winning.  Pilot Competition can sometimes ruin a squadron, but I felt confident that the group I had were above such pety ideas.

“Man you ships and Lets have some fun!”

Our first operation was at a quiet system in the Corellia Sector called Boran Fel.  Intelligence operatives had learned of a major staging base located there, used as the jumping point to various Imperial Republic Systems.  It was hoped that by taking the sector, it would significantly hampen Zsinj’s efforts to attack them.  Of course we didn’t realize they were planning just that and that a battlegroup had already set up shop in the sector.  Our mission was still a go of course, the Blasphemous dropped us off and jumped out of the system, just out or range, ready to pick us up when we had finished destroying all the ships.  My Squadron jutted out valiantly against the blackness of space in a left echelon formation.

“Ok who wants dibs on that Star Destroyer?”  I asked over the comm. I got 11 replies but I selected Jack Hamilton to test his stuff against it.  

“Ok the rest of you…..well just find something and break it.” I commanded.  It appeared that one simple sentence gave my men more motivation than any ‘for king and country’ speech ever would.  We moved towards the Capital Ships which were launching their Snub Fighters.  I made a quick calculation – two star destroyers one imperial class, one victory class, one modified frigate and 3 corvettes totaled 13 squadrons – 156 fighters.  The odds were a gift and I smiled as I sliced through a Tie Interceptor.  The cosmos lit up around me in green and purple hews.  It was evident that the purple colours were more dominate however as the quantity of green laser fire quickly diminished in the first fly by.  My ship rocked from Laser fire but there was just the usual absorption from the standard Tie Shields.  We moved quickly through the TIE’s which presented no Challenge and then moved onto the Capital Ships.  I turned around to face the Star Destroyer and then my cockpit lit up white and when it cleared there was nothing but floating debris and a Tie Apocalypse spiraling out of control.

“Jack you allright?”

“Aye, Just got a little to close boss.”

“Be more carefull. You’re starting to remind me of me.”

“Yes sir, I’ll be more dangerous next time.”

“Smartarse.” I said to myself as I clicked off the comm. and Concentrated my fire on the Victory Star Destroyer.  With the Detonation of the Shield Generators, I ordered my squad to finish off the support Vessels and leave me the Victory Destoyer.  I moved in slowly until I was floating mere meters from the Bridge of the giant ship.  My ship was continuously rocked by laser fire and a near miss by a turbo laser overloaded my shield generator, leaving me just the biological skin as defence, but it was proving enough.  I sat there, making eye contact with an Admiral.  Then I waved and pulled the trigger, releasing 7 streams of purple energy into the Bridge.  It took only a few seconds to penetrate the armour and expose the bridge to the vacuum of space.  I quickly flew off and left the Derelict floating in space.  After hearing cheers over the comm. I discovered the rest of the fleet had been destroyed.  That left the System Platform, sitting shit scared in the corner.  I started my run on the platform, with my squad following suite.  The Platforms crew must have been scared senseless but their devotion to their work kept them firing their guns well into the death of the Station.  My squad suffered minor damage to their ships, most of them down to their skin by this time, but the explosion of the Platform quickly solved our problems.  

“Blasphemous, Come bring us home.”  I informed Ben.  Minutes later the Blasphemous reappeared in the system and he headed home.  Back on board I headed to the bridge where I found Ben.

“I see you got that Victory pretty good.  Did the rest hyper out?” he asked.

“Nope, we got em.” I stated calmly.

“no kidding.”

“Good Stuff.  Larsen wants a personal report on the battle.” Ben informed me.

“I thought he wanted us to clear the entire sector?” I asked.  I knew it was a lot of work a lot of hard weeks, even months clearing a sector, but I felt like it after that battle.

“Aye, but he changed his mind, he going to play another strategy and he wants your personal feelings of the Apocalypse TIE’s abilities in real combat.

“Righto, Righto.” I said.  And with that, we were going back to Imperial Centre.

“Any Reports from Boran Fel yet?” asked an angered Zsinj.  Admiral Pretta, a Strong man, but nonetheless scared under Zsinj’s anger had entered the private chambers of Warlord Zsinj to deliver his report.

“Yes sir the Star Destroyer Avenger hypered into the system and found the battlegroup and the platform gone.  All that remained was the derelict  VSD Scrapper.”

“Survivors?”

“the Bridge was exposed to space but crew elsewhere were fine.  According to Lieutenant Jeffries, who had walked off the Bridge mere minutes before it was lost said a single group of Tie Defenders hypered in, destroyed everything and then were picked up by a marauder corvette and hypered out.”

“Impossible!” Zsinj screamed. “How can twelve Tie Defenders destroy an entire Battlegroup?”

The Scrappers Sensors had picked up some alarmingly discrepancies on the Tie Defenders. He was off to engineering to confirm them when the bridge was destroyed.”

“What were the readings?”

“Well for Starters the Tie Defenders weren’t TIE’s, they weren’t running Ion Engines, infact we have no idea what they were running. Nothing of known technology.  Their lasers also were like turbolasers and sported a purple hue-“ Pretta was interrupted

“Purple? But the energy required to do is theoretically impossible!”

“Nonetheless they found a way sir.  On the postive side they did have normal Tie Defender Shields, but they had superior armour that also looked like skin.”

“Skin?”

“That’s what the report said.”  Zsinj leaned back in his seat.  He wasn’t a superior tactician, but he had pulled off a few clever ideas in his time.

“Ok, bring the survivors of the Scrapper here, I want full debriefing and all intelligence they can get on those fighters.  Then prepare a Star Destroyer to go hunt down and destroy that Corvette.”

“My lord.” Said the Admiral, who saluted, did an about face then marched out. Zsinj stopped him halfway to the door.

“Oh and Pretta.”

“My lord.”

“I think It may be time to bring Steven Jones out of Retirement. And tell Project X that they have a week to present me with their final prototype.”  Pretta almost burst out the impossibility of a week not being enough but held it back, knowing how much wrath would be on him for talking back.  He bowed and marched out.  He was one of the few people aware of project X, a group of scientists refurbishing a Star Destroyer shell with all new radical technology that was being built on the run.  As  most money had gone into the war effort itself, the work was going slow, but steady.  Now as Pretta began authorizing huge payments to Project X he began to wonder if they could make their Ultra Star Destroyer in time.

I was back on Coruscant, again, walking back from my debriefing with the Emperor and having had no idea that the previous conversation had happened.  In hindsight, I wish I had known, for it would have saved a lot of lives.  But I didn’t and I was carefree and happy. I decided going back to a bar and getting irrevocably trashed was the right course of action.  By Coincidence I stumbled into the one my squad was using to get liquored up using the keg I brought them.  I decided to join them and it wasn’t soon before I was spaced out like the best of them.  Little did I know, but some arse added spice to some of my drink and I was so out of it, I didn’t even know I was walking home through a dark alley.  I did know I was confronted however, but to me it looked like I was surrounded by the Devils henchmen, breathing fire and stabbing me with their pitchforks.  In reality it was Zsinj’s Henchmen stabbing me with vibroblades.  I didn’t feel the pain and my body kept charging, and I killed a few of Satans Soldiers, before the rest fled.  It was then my body stopped functioning normally and I fell to the ground, in a pool of my own blood.

“Edward Maxin, long time no see.”  

“Tom! What are you doing here?” 

“I came to show you something, look over there.”

“Its too bright, I cant see!”

“Look closer.”

“I think I can see it, it, my god no words can express –“

“Isn’t it fantastic?  And its warm and its home Edward. You’re much better off here than in the dark over there.  Come join me.”

“Im in.”

“Yes, I’ll introduce you to your parents.”

“My Parents are here?”

Ka Zaap!!!!!

“What was that Tom?”

“What?”

“The Lightning!”
Ka Zaap!!!!!

“Tom where are you going?”

“Im sorry Maxin, but Its not the right time.  I’ll talk to you later.”

“Look after yourself Tom.”

I awoke, surprisingly, in a Medical Centre.

“He’s back.” Said the Doctor to the crowd of blurred people in the background.

“You took Tom away, you fool!” I complained, mustering as much strength as I could.

“No, I took you away from Tom.  You were dead, but I brought you back to life.” Smiled the Doctor.

“Dammit.” I said, suddenly depressed.

“You’re Welcome.” He said Coldly, and walked off. Drifter and Ben appeared by my side.

“Hows it going old buddy?” smiled Ben.  

“Just the usual I suppose, what happened?”

“Well we found you in an alleyway almost dead with 5 dead bodies who it appears are agents  of Zsinj.” Said Drifter.  Ben was smiling furiously.

“Whats so funny about that?” I demanded.

“Forensics discovered that the same knife was used to stab you  as your victims.  They reckon you must have been stabbed multiple times then you pulled the knifes out of your body and used them to stab the men before you succumbed to a coma.”  I stifled a laugh.

“Yes, well that is pretty funny.” I said, coughing after the laugh brought up a bad reaction.  That was when it hit me.

“Hey no bacta for me?”

“Dude, you’ve been in the bacta tank for the last month.  You had sever damage to most of your organs, hence why you died.”

“No way, I was talking to Tom for only a few minutes before I was dragged back to life.”  Ben pulled back his sleeve and showed me his wrist chrono. I checked the date.

“Well I’ll be damned – 36 days.  Anything interesting happen in that time?”

“Actually I do have a story to tell you.” Said Drifter.

TO BE CONTINUED.

