The Life of Maxin

The World is an Oyster Part 6

The Hydrogen particles behind Drifters apocalypse snubfighter exploded in an unbridled frenzy as he pushed the engines into overdrive, expelling ferociously hot energy behind him and speeding towards the enemy fleet faster than he had ever imagined.  Zsinjs fleet has entered the system and immediately sensed the fact that something was wrong.  Not only were they in the wrong system but their command ship was no where to be found, to the delight of the Defenders. Drifter and his team of pilots zoomed in with one thought on their minds.  Destroy!  The opposing TIE’s had already deployed, but only a handful.  Drifter, an old hand at tactics looked at what was happening and smiled.  There was no one in command, so some commanders were preparing to retreat, others were reading for attack. There seemed to be no unified command, each Ship captain was acting on his own orders. That kind of behaviour would get the lot of them killed.  Drifter laughed aloud and gave the ‘fire at will’ command. They didn’t need any supreme strategy themselves either, normally Drifter would have assigned pairs to dispatch a Star Destroyer, but from his point of view, they weren’t In any danger, so hed just let them do what they wanted.  He knew the personality bio’s of all the pilots. He knew what they’d go for.  Young hotshots like Jack went for the big kills, while the veterans took more enjoyment out of simple dog fighting. They were all top class pilots, each an army in himself.  Drifter, took a more command approach to his flying, doubling up with everyone in their duties to see how they were going, give them pointers and evaluate their performance.  They didn’t let him down.  It took two minutes for the opposing fleet to direct their ships back to hyperspace, but it was more than enough for Apocalypse.  When nothing remained, the Blasphemous activated its beacon and the Apocalypse squadron flew home.

John pulled his helmet off in sync with the cockpit lid lifting to its upright position.  It had been an easy fight, he hadn’t even felt he was in danger, the enemy had been scared and tactically deficient. He hoped things would get more exciting soon.  He saw Drifter emerge from his Tie Apocalypse and chased after him.
“Trojan.” Said Drifter, calling John by his doppelgangers callsign.

“Sir.” John replied, being used to it by then.

“Whats the tally?”

“good question, why don’t we go fin…” Replied Drifter, but broke off when he ran into Ben Braun.

“Ahh, Ben I presume you’ve been watching the match?”

“Yes, well played by our team I must say.” Said Ben in reply.

“So how many did we kill?” asked an eager John.

“There were 12 star destroyers, 8 escaped, 4 destroyed. That’s a pretty terrific effort for two minutes of combat.”

“Don’t worry,” said Drifting, sporting a boyish grin.  “next time it will be 6.”

By the time Drifter and Ben were having their victory chat I was mentally kicking myself so hard for my stupidity.  I had thought that the captain would jump in, see he was alone and jump out.  I was wrong.  He took it upon himself to liberate this sector.  Not even the arrival of a Strike Cruiser and two victory Class Star Destroyers changed his resolve. All Communications from the TIE pilots and the Bridge communications were being routed through my station so I heard everything that was going on. And I didn’t like it.  The Star Destoyer I was on took out the 3 defending capital ships like it was putting down a rabid dog. Barely a flinch.  The TIES faired slightly worse though, with 6 squadrons against 3, Pretta lost a whole squadron, but vanquished his opposition.  He took it in stride and within a few hours the system had surrendered and a new province of Zsinjs empire had been created.  And it was all my fault. I just sat in my chair, stunned.  Only in the time of Thrawn had I heard of such a victory.  I knew Pretta was no military genius, just a snivelling man who had yes manned himself to the top.  Of course he had gotten from Ensign to Captain the hardway, I couldn’t deny him that, so he wasn’t an idiot, but unless he had some super technology, he could not have done what he had just done.  All the little clues began to appear in my mind, all the oddities and suspicions I had of this ship filtered back into my brain and I knew I need some more information.
I was relieved of my post for the afternoon and thus spent the majority of the time trying to find out more about this ship.  There had been several standard star destroyers only a system away, ready to take control once the battlegroup had defeated the resistance.  My mind knew that Zsinj wouldn’t be that confident usually, unless he had some secret up his sleeve.  Pretta’s Star Destroyer was relieved by the occupation force and we headed back to the rendezvous point to find out what happened to the fleet. I knew once we reached our destination we would dock to load munitions and supplys and probably my only place to unload myself, so I had until them to find out as much as I could about this ship. 

I had some limited ‘snooping’ experience, which by most peoples standards were quite advanced.  Not that I knew what I was looking for.  It was always easier to find a target when you knew what it was.  I surmised that any information available in the standard database would have winded its way back to Coruscant so the information I needed would be hidden in secret files, or maybe not even in the computer at all. The best place to start then, I guessed was Admiral Prettas quarters. I had two basic ideas on how to gain entry to his quarters, but which one I used depended on if he was in his quarters or not. I casually made my way to the Bridge and entered inconspicuously. It was so huge that no one noticed another officer, not that they were busy. Nonetheless I found my target sitting rather pompously in his captain’s chair.  Smiling to myself, I withdrew.  Back down the corridor I arrived at the door to his quarters. The captains quarters were never far from the bridge, so they could get back to command in an instant if needed.  The door was locked, which to my surprise, surprised me.  Don’t know why I had thought it would be unlocked, but I was sure wishful thinking couldn’t be all that bad. Normally, you would need to be pretta to gain access to the room, or a security officer in an emergency.  That was not a good option, I didn’t want to raise any alarms or any logs that the room had been entered.  Picking the lock was the only remaining option so I set my mind into gear.  All standard electronic locks had pins which locked into position or unlocked to a dormant position through the use of electro magnets.  Virtually unbreakable, unless you cut through the magnetic field, allowing the pins to revert to their dormant position.  This trick had been taught to me by someone from my distant past who dealt in antiquities.  He had told me that thousands of years ago the only superconductors they had were ones which operated at 70 degree above absolute zero. He gave me my current chrono, with a removable back.
“This here is a ceramic disk my boy, but not just any ceramic. This will turn into a superconductor at very low temperatures.” At the time it had seemed like a waste of time, but it was a good looking watch and indeed now it was quite convenient. I raced off to a lab to find something to make it cold.  I was trying to remember his references to gases.  When gases got cold they turned to liquid.  I was still tossing the ideas around in my head when I stumbled across a lab technician some taking some samples away to a ‘clean’ room.

“Excuse me, I need a cold liquid.” I asked, as politely as I could.

“What kind of temperature were you talking about?” she asked giving a questioning smile.

“Something just above absolute zero. Its just for an experiment I’m running in another lab.

“Oh, sure, let me just get rid of these, ill get something that should do the job for you.” The woman walked away, but returned in a few minutes. She removed her safety goggles, allowing me a quick glimpse at her eyes before she blushed and turned away. I followed her into the lab and she immediately found a thermos and handed it to me. 

“This is some extra liquid nitrogen we had, this should hopefully do the trick.” She smiled.

“This will be great, thank you.” I said, bailing out the door, but not before grabbing some tweezers off the bench top. I made it back to the door to the captains cabin and then dunked my ceramic disk into the liquid, which was evaporating away quite happily. I fished it out and put it up to the lock mechanisms.  It all happened at once and surprised, I fell backwards, but my superconductor didn’t come with me. It was spinning around in the air, hanging mere millimetres off the door.  A terrible groaning noise began, which died within seconds – the door unlocked and the superconductor fell to the ground.  I had broken the magnetic field which collapsed the circuit, whilst at the same time allowing my superconductor to be suspended in the air.  I gathered up my equipment and walked into the room.  I was blown away by its décor. More expensive tapestries and complex designs hanging everywhere than I had ever seen. I just stood there for ages, just staring.  It was out of this world. I would have kept looking, but I had things to do.
I quickly began to search the room.  I was thinking along the lines of a drawer full of datapads which happened to hold the information I was looking for.  Maybe I had been watching too many holovids.  I was just about to give up the search when the door opened and the Admiral walked in.  I froze. Luckily I was around the corner.  The Admiral walked past and into a door on the right.  He didn’t see me.  I quietly and slowly edged myself towards the door, but I could hear him coming back so I collapsed behind a chair.  He walked back into the main room and sat down at a computer terminal.  He logged onto the holonet and quickly received a message.  I recognised the caller immediately.  Zsinj.  I stayed perfectly still.  That man had eyes like an eagle.

“Well Pretta I am rather disappointed with your ability to effectively command your troops. And although I was planning some sort of punishment-“

“my lord!” exclaimed Pretta.

“-however, I have decided that because of your effective demonstration of Project X I will waiver your punishment. But you are not too disappoint me again. Understood?”

“Perfectly, my lord.”

“Excellent.  I have new orders for you. I need to report back to me in person.  Our Friend Mr Jones needs to check his masterpiece after its combat. You know how those people are about their projects.”

“Yes my lord.” Replied Pretta and shut down the computer.  Project X? I wondered. It was obviously something on the ship that was used during the last battle.  A new tie fighter? Or a new kind of turbolaser? Shielding?  I didn’t have the answers.  I was starting to think about how I would escape if I was heading towards Zsinjs’ headquarters when Pretta began writing into a datapad. He quickly finished and dropped it on the counter.  He got up and went back into the room he had earlier.  I sat their thinking if I should do things the safe way or the easy way.  My impatience won out. I leapt up, switched his datapad with my empty one and fled through the door with all my speed.  I had to get out. I headed for the shuttle bay again.  There were a few men on duty, some mechanics, some storm troopers.  I eyed what I wanted immediately.  A Lone Tie Advanced just finished being repaired but not yet put back on the ‘rack’.  Perfect.  I walked innocently around, getting closer to the Advanced Tie, but giving no hint that that was my destination. The storm troopers gave me a quick glance, but not a second. When I was close enough I made a dash up the ladder and into the control pod. I closed the lid and began a powerup.  Unfortunately the storm troopers had spotted my dash and was firing at me in the ship, while one radioed for help. I didn’t have time for that.  The ship wasn’t quite ready but the anti grav pads were starting up so I bounced out the opening in the bottom of the ship and fell into space.  The engines were cold but I brought them to full power anyway.  The ship accelerated at a tangent from the Star Destroyer and then the shields slowly started powering up.  Unfortunately Prettas Ship was quite efficient and word of my escape had gotten to those in command, for the darkness lit up with green stabs of laser almost immediately, with one intent - to end my life.  I headed away at full speed, but within minutes a flight of Tie Fighters had been dispatched to take care of me, but I kept flying away, not dodging, not manoeuvring, just getting as much distance as I could between me and the enemy.  It was surprisingly easy and as soon as the hyperdrive motivator signalled a ready, I made a random jump out of the system.
I reappeared in an empty system, two suns, no planets, no activity.  It was the perfect place to take stock of what had happened and to check out the information I had swiped.  I pulled out the datapad I had stolen and read the contents.   It was worse than I had feared.  It wasn’t a new snub fighter, it was a new Star Destroyer.  More powerful than anything he had seen bar a Super Star Destroyer.  We were in trouble.

“I’ve got to get back to Coruscant.” I said to myself.

TO BE CONTINUED.

