The Life of Maxin

The World is an Oyster Part 5

“Im listening,” I replied.

“Well as you well know a squadron isn’t much good without its commander, so I took your place in the apocalypse squadron while you were out of it.” said Drifter, smiling about being back in the cockpit after so many years behind  a desk.

“That’s not much of a story.” I said, unsatisfied.

“I don’t know if you remember but we were called back for a change of tact on the emperors orders.”

“I remember.”

“Well the Emperor ordered the ships fitted with reconnaissance gear, then split the twelve of us up and sent us to reconnoiter different sectors belonging to zsinj, all of them within an arms reach of his home sector.  I myself jumped into the zsinjs base sector. It was basically to scare zsinj, and we think it worked. Long range scans reveal increased activity at all his shipyards and huge logistic orders are being routed through all his channels.”
“Sounds interesting. So whats the status of the ‘war’ now?” I inquired.

“Well its quite obvious Zsinj is preparing for a massive offensive; we just don’t know where he plans to attack. If we could find that we would station the Apocalypse squadron there.”

“So where do I fit…oh no you’re not suggesting..” I started, guessing what would happen next.

“That’s right buddy.  Time to done those commando outfits – we’re going cloak and dagger!” a jubilated Ben replied.

“Gee, that’s a real great offer.  However I’m kinda occupied being in bed and all…”
“I’m afraid you don’t really have a choice Maxin.”

“I see, its like that.” I moaned, dragging myself out of bed.  I had had my share of Commando missions under the command of various bozos who never could do their job properly thus leading to varying levels of disaster which permanently stained my perception of commando raids, but if I was given command, I knew things would be different.

“I guess you’d better brew up some specifics for me.” I said.

“Not yet, we’ll get you released from hospital and meet me onboard the Blasphemous as soon as you have your stuff together.” Said Drifter as he left with Ben in tow.

“Catch ya later buddy.” Said Ben.

The Blasphemous was Bens Modified Marauder Corvette. Extensive alterations made it nearly equivalent to a basic Nebulon B frigate in armaments and protection as well as the ability to hold a squadron of fighters, though the Blasphemous wasn’t carrying any old fighters, it was carrying the Tie Apocalypse Squadron, the 12 Tie Defenders Drifter and I took to the Mayan Galaxy where they received extensive upgrades to all areas, including the addition of a skin which acted as a extremely strong, self healing armour. I was quickly dismissed and gathered my goods and headed for the star port. I was too tired to walk so I hired a taxi to take me directly to the landing pad the Blasphemous was on.  It looked the same, A shape which suggested its opponents ‘bring it on’ and a Shiny Sin Black which was more for deception than anything else.  A negative was how much heat it stored while sitting on a sun baked planet as I was witnessing right now. I climbed aboard with haste and found the Admiral.
“Ah General, yes, sit down. Are you ready?”

“As much as ill ever be I suppose.”

“Ok, well you’re going to be quite lucky. At the last minute, our tacticians devised another method to get the information we need and it was approved by the Emperor, but he is allowing you to choose which idea you think will work best for you.”

“Shit, I am lucky.” And that wasn’t sarcasm. I must have impressed the Emperor somewhat.

“Ok, the first idea is all Commando Raid for you, no flying. You’ll be taken in and landed at the installation on Vegulia 8a in a stolen shuttle. Dressed as a logistics officer.  Your Squadron will be your movers and machine operators.  You have to get in, steal the information, and get back out without them knowing that’s its been taken so no access logs can be left in the computer. No cameras can see you taking the information no officers can see you taking the information.”

“You make it sound rather simple for a one man infiltration of the whats been locally called ‘The Nest’ I replied in an equally calm tone.

“Ten years ago you would have complained that that was too easy and tried to make it more difficult for yourself.”

“I’m getting old, humour me.”

“You’re 27, you’re in your prime.”

“Oh, I keep forgetting that. Seeing how ive gone to hell and back twice and lived three lifetimes of experiences.”

“And the best is yet to be.” Smirked Drifter.

“I’ll drink to that.” I replied with a mock toast.”  Outside I was smiling, inside I was concerned. What was wrong with me? I had done much harder things in my time and never complained.  Maybe I just missed Daz or maybe I was going soft.  Neither answer really helped at the moment though so I put it out of my mind.

“Ok. What is the second method?”

“Well this is kind of different. What we do is sneak onto Zsinj’s flagship get you to take the place of their communications officer and get the word transmitted out to the fleet to rendezvous at a system of our choosing.”

“That sounds kind of easy.”

“The problem being you have to stay in that role until it comes time for them to attack.”

“Agreed.”  I mulled it over. The first plan, if successful we could have as much as we wanted waiting, but if it failed it would be disastrous, the second plan sounded a lot easier and a higher rate of success.

“Why don’t we do both?” I asked?

“What do you mean?” asked Drifter.

“Well if Ben went into the Nest but left behind clues to suggest the system had been identified, then it would make sense for communications to be sent out altering the system of attack.”

“That’s true, but we don’t have time and resources to do both simultaneously.  Pick one.”  Against my better judgement I went for the easy option.

“Okay ill take the second option.”

“Okay you already know how to behave on an imperial ship so we’ll just have to brief you on your ‘crew’ and how to use the specialised communication equipment like a veteran.”
“Sounds like fun.”

We entered the system discreetly out of range of sensors and then slowly crawled forwards towards the platform that Zsinj’s Flagship was berthed.  Landing went off without a hitch and the guise of a freighter worked perfectly, thanks to some makeshift alterations buy the Blasphemous’ crew in ‘normalising’ the craft.  I left the ship in all the hustle and bustle, my communications officer uniform on with a freighters jumpsuit on top.  It was easy getting close to the docking port of the Star Destroyer and the jumpsuit was quickly discarded in a recycle bin.  Then I walked calmly aboard like I belonged there and wasn’t given a second thought.  It was times like those I wished I had jedi powers to give the illusion of not being there and removing suspicion from the minds of others.  Being a good old fashioned human I had to rely on skill.  Not trying to boast, it worked pretty good most of the time.  Intel had provided the names and backgrounds on all the important staff on the Star Destroyer and those of the communication crew.  I knew the man in charge was a Malcolm Spencer.  By Coincidence he looked similar, but I had prosthetics on to improve the illusion.  I found the man in his quarters, reading on his bed.  As the door chimed and I entered, Malcolm looked up to the door and saw himself staring back.  To his credit, he didn’t stop and stare like a confused green officer.  He jumped up and quick as a flash went to attack me.  I was faster. He hit the ground hard and didn’t get back up.  I stole all his effects, including his communicator and swapped his authentic rank insignia and cylinders for my not so real counterparts.  Not wanting to carry the dead man around on my shoulder down the corridors of the ship I hunted for something to conceal him in.  I ran out of luck.  Then an idea struck me.   I made my way down to the cargo hold of the ship.  I made small talk with the Head Mechanic who was doing some back maintenance and found out that there was a supply of liquid helium on board in one of the containers, something to do with the mission.  I discretly borrowed some in a suitable container and took it back to my new quarters.  Liquid Helium is mere degrees above absolute zero so after a quick application of liquid cold against the carcass and it soon became a frozen spook.  I donned some gloves and set about breaking him up.  Somewhere in my mind I was screaming ‘sick’ at myself, this was going beyond the line of duty, but I knew it would be easier to transport bits of a man to waste disposal than a whole man, especially with extra technicians on board running around everywhere.  It was the most disgusting part of the job but I got it done and after several trips to the Disposal sector I had all the evidence destroyed. I was now Malcolm Spencer.  I was alone in my cabin.  I spent the next few hours familiarising myself with its contents and any information within that would help me more successfully play the part of Lieutenant first grade Spencer.  He had a diary which had valuable information and a few letters from his family on Kirkwood IV, a imperial mid rim colony, at least it was where I came from.  My next step was to get to the communication hub where the fleet orders and anything that wasn’t immediate such as orders from the bridge, were relayed.  It was close to the front of the ship near the sensor gear of the craft.  It was the basic circular room with four men manning com panels.  His arrival got a glance, but nothing more.  It was just their boss coming into check up on their work, routine.  Inside I smiled.  The tricky bit came up next,  having to fake his voice.  Intel didn’t have the info on such a low rank person to as make a voice modifier to fit on my Adams apple and make me sound the same as him so I had to rely on my skill again.  A coughing choke was called for.
“Are you allright sir?” asked the man to the far right. He was short, but stocky and featured ruby red eyes, that spelt something wrong to me, but this galaxy was different to mine, I had to remind myself.

“No I’m fine, my voice though, its died on me.” I bluffed.

“You should go see the medic sir.” He replied.

“No I’ll be allright, -“ I was about to state ‘how goes the war?’ but rule one when impersonating someone else, don’t use quotes that you would say.  Best bet is to avoid them all together.

“- how are all you guys going today?”  another man piped up.

“All ready to ship out sir.” 

“Excellent.” I turned to the man in front of me, who had his back to me, going crazy on his com panel.

“George.  About time you called it a shift don’t you think?”

“Sir?”

“Go get some rest, have some off time.  I’ll look after this for you.” I said, being the kind, all smiles supervisor.  He didn’t complain and went off all happy.  I sat down at the vacant seat and set about fulfilling my instructions.  Drifter suggested I write up a program to make a message pop up on screen that looked like it was from the Captain ordering a new rendezvous point, ordered directly from Zsinj, but after thinking about it, the more that I thought it had to many bugs in it.  It would be much easier and safer just to send a message to the fleet to tell it to arrive at a particular system. Such a short message from the commanding flagship would be followed, whereas trying to get the flagship itself to arrive there also would be much more diffulcult.  I sent my message to the fleet, signing it Zsinj, authenticating it.  It sent out across the holonet relays to every ship that was involved in the offensive.  
“You like the new ship sir?” asked the red eyed man again, making small talk.  

“Yeah, its not too bad.” I answered back.  I didn’t know of any changes to Zsinjs Flagship but I hadn’t been told that he hadn’t changed, it didn’t really sound important, people like zsinj changed their flagship all the time whenever they made a more favourable ship they would set up shop there.  In hindsight of course it was so obvious and id never forgive myself for such an obvious blunder that ignoring that comment would cost so many lives, but without the power of hindsight when I needed it, I continued unaware of the things to come. 

I finished my shift 5 hours later, relieved by George who had come back and let me leave.  I went back to my quarters. I lay down on the dead mans bed and stared at the roof.  My job had been done.  Now all I had to do was wait for the ship to jump.  I remember thinking at the time that I should have paid more attention to an escape plan.  All I knew was that I would have to stay there until the fleet jumped and got ‘jumped’ itself by our forces laying in ambush.  At the same time the flagship would jump to wherever it was going to go and hopefully it would jump out when it realised it did not have the fleet with it.

I didn’t have to wait long. I had drifted off to sleep, but was back within a few hours and ready for what was about to happen.  The call for hyperspace had been made so everyone made to their stations and then the huge hulking war machine made the transition to witchspace.
“Sir we have arrived in the Kothlis system.” Voiced the ensign at the navigator panel.  Admiral Pretta rotated around in his command chair sitting central in the bridge.

“and the fleet?”  the ensign turned back to his computer and nervously turned back a few seconds later.

“thers..theres no sign of them sir.”  Admiral Pretta accepted that easily.  

“They must be late, no use getting upset yet.  Whats the closest target? We’ll start without them.”

“It’s a Golan Mk III orbiting Kothlis II.” Replied the ensign.

“What a perfect start.  Have you ever seen a Star Destroyer take down a MK III Golan before?” Pretta boasted to his second in command.

“aye, once during the third great war, cunning son of a bitch of a commander.” He started but Pretta waved him to stop.
“Well you ruined my point, but nonetheless.” He turned to weapons officer.

“You have your orders lieutenant, lets see what she can do.”

The Apocalypse squadron, commanded by Drifter lay in wait in the Zertoff system in orbit around ‘ The Turner’ a natural satellite that despite its name, refused to rotate on its axis.  It was nothing more than a Tourist Attraction, but it was the chosen as the place for the ambush solely on in its location.

“Everyone ready?” asked Drifter through the comm. He got eleven confirmations.  He looked around him.  The Blasphemous was out there somewhere he knew, but in the immediate vicinity were a handful of friendly capital class craft ranging from the mightly Imperial Class Star Destroyer to  the infamous Dreadnaught.  It was more than enough to handle the incoming fleet, although they didn’t have an Interdictor on hand, so the trick was to get in and kill as much and as fast as possible before they tried to escape.  Drifter smiled. He loved the cockpit. He was born to fly. He had been in the High Command too long, behind a desk for more than half his career now.  His train of thought was smashed as the space ahead of him  distorted out of shape and a dozen dagger shaped opposing ships appeared.  It would only be seconds before they realised they were in the wrong place.  A cautious commander would retreat to the fallback point. A hotshot captain would try and show what he had.  Drifter didn’t have time for that anymore because he was now flying head first into his first battle as a pilot in ten years.  

“Okay Apocalypse. This is our show. Lets show Zsinj what happens when he plays with us.”

This was going to be fun. 
