ViB Prologue -I: 
by: LCM mBind, Krayt III FL

 The ISD Intrepid had been in orbit around Aurora for a month now, getting repairs done on her main engines, and most of the crew had spend all of their leave-time already in the bars of the many beautiful cities on the planet…. not to mention their money. So where the Intrepid had been mostly empty up to a week ago, now it was filled with bored pilots, spending their time until the repairs were finished.

The situation in the quarters of the Krayt Heavy Assault Bomber Squadron onboard the Intrepid could not actually be described as "messy" or even chaotic – in case of a surprise inspection wonders could be done within seconds – but there was certainly an "over-relaxed" atmosphere. Most of the pilots where in the squadron lounge, some still savouring a slight hangover – the only souvenir left to them.

Mark Metallic was playing a game of sabbac with Patrick Blastfire over who’d have to clean their shared cabin, which looked like it had been searched by the Security Police, while Rizen sat in the corner watching some holovid about some weird space monsters on his datapad. The screams from the monsters’ scantily clad female victims stabbed through Patricks head like lightsabres, which didn’t improve his sabbac playing skills at all. 

"Can’t you just watch war vids like any other normal person?" he grumbled when the action in the vid reached a height, "They’re just a well stocked with babes as these things."

"Nahh," Rizen answered without looking up, "those remind me too much of my work to relax me. Come on… what’s the chance I ever meet a ‘Ferocious Murder Beast from Kwelzebob’?" He turned the "gore" setting of the vid a bit up.

"Please turn it down or you’ll meet a ‘Ferocious Murder Beast’ a lot sooner then you think."

Rizen didn’t really look impressed, but turned the sound down.

When Patrick looked back at his game, the smile on Mark’s face told him he’d have to clean another square meter of floor. "Euh… what about another one? Double or nothing?"

When the doors suddenly opened to reveal a higher ranking officer and his escort there was a bit of confusion if this called for the "wonder" that needed to happen in the lounge to avoid any reprimands. All three jumped up and tried to make the miracle happen by dumping dirty mugs and filled ashtrays in the trash chute.

"You guys should do this every time I walk into the room," their Commander Jdf1984 laughed, "then you two over there wouldn’t have that cabin problem either."

Xamon Blackstar was standing next to Jdf1984 and grinning his face off.

"Ohh, it’s only you…" Patrick sighed. Almost instantly he fell back in his chair.

"Only me?" Jdf1984 frowned.

Mark and Rizen instantly jumped to attention and saluted. Patrick made an effort to do the same while not leaving his chair.

"Any news from Lieutenant PJFO, Lieutenant-Commander mBind or Commander Maverick, sir?" Rizen tried to break the situation.

"Well PJFO is still on home-leave for personal reasons, mBind is on his way from the planet and Maverick hasn’t reported in yet," Jdf1984 answered while he grabbed a chair for himself.

Mark smiled. "Maverick must be the first Imperial Pilot that goes MIA in the bars of Aurora."

"I severely doubt that," Xamon countered from the drinks dispenser, ordering himself another caffeine filled drink from Malestaire. Contentedly he stirred it and took a sip… 

"And Xamon over there," Jdf1984 continued, "is on his way to the reserves…"

"What?" Patrick exclaimed. "Why are you going?"

"Well, although I respect the fact that you guys will be missing my genius…" Xamon started - only to notice that all the others were staring outside the porthole. "What the hell is that?"

"The Freighter from hell?" Rizen guessed. "Come on I’ll play you two for my cabin too."

The weird looking freighter had gone in a stabile escort course with the ISD Intrepid. And after a few minutes two big doors opened in the port container to reveal a small hangar, from which a TIE Bomber emerged that set it’s course to the Intrepid’s main fighter hangar bay.

"Well, what do you think?" Ender mBind pointed through the porthole.

The Squadron looked at what once could’ve been a standard type freighter, the stuff they as Bomber pilots had blown away so many times they couldn’t remember. It appeared to be created out of old hull fragments and second hand components. The fact that it had not yet imploded since it had arrived amazed them the most.

"What a piece of junk," Patrick murmured, "This thing couldn’t even make the jump through hyperspace."

"She may not look like much," Ender defended his new acquisition, "but she’s got what counts."

"And what might that be?" Rizen asked. "Bulk Metal?"

"And how did you actually get that bucket of bolts?" Jdf1984 wanted to know.

"Well euh…" Ender was not feeling very secure in answering this one… "Ok, I told you guys about the squad I was in before Endor?" They nodded. "Well, " Ender continued, "when after Endor the cease-fire was signed, we were stuck near the Outer Rim with a Calamari Force arriving at our Base any minute. This is the actual craft we got away in and battled our way to the Core with."

"Battled?" Patrick and Xamon exclaimed at the same time, after which they burst out in laughter.

Jdf1984 ignored them "How did it get here?"

"An old Squad mate of mine has ended up on the Greywolf and I met him down on the planet. He apparently bought the Luggage after we’d got to the Core…"

"Which included this craft?" Mark intervened.

"No, the craft is called ‘the Luggage’."

"The Luggage?" Xamon and Patrick were by now nearly rolling on the floor laughing. "No-one calls his ship…" Xamon tried to get out. "‘The Luggage’" Patrick helped him.

"It used to be called ‘the Jewel of Naboo’ but that wasn’t really fitting either," Ender explained…

"No kiddin’," Rizen murmured.

"…so we called it "the Luggage", mostly because it looks like the saddlebags I used to have on my speederbike."

"No-one has such ugly saddlebags," Xamon laughed.

Ender ignored that statement and went on about how cool the Luggage was. "It has four TIE fighter pods as turrets, the power generator of a Dreadnought, a Corvette’s main engines and best of all: the containers have been converted to hangars. Each has a rack for 3 fighters. Imagine, our squad now owns it’s own carrier!"

"Our squad? As in: ‘us’?" Jdf1984 asked.

Ender seemed to change the subject immediately. "Do you guys remember that pool the old TO Jordain had set up, the one about who scores the Capitals?"

"The one where we all put 1000 credits in you mean?" Rizen offered from the back.

"Euh… yes… well as the new TO I thought we shouldn’t miss a great chance like this so I bought The Luggage with the Pool money…"

A silence followed…even Xamon and Patrick were not grinning now.

"What?" Patrick finally asked.

"I was just about to ask that back," murmured Xamon. 

"I suggest you find your friend on the Greywolf immediately and get our money back," Jdf1984 said sternly.

"The Greywolf has just left the system, sir." Mark reminded his commander.

The insides of the Luggage were not as much a mess as the outside. It was crammed with "modifications" from craft bigger then the original freighter, but it was done in style. The bridge looked like an old nightclub because the interior had been taken from an old naboo yacht. The "racks" in the containers looked new enough, as if they came straight off a Star Destroyer. And while Xamon and Patrick were still grumpy about their lost pool-money, Mark started to be quite enthusiastic while Jdf1984 decided to put his decision on demoting Lieutenant-Commander mBind instantly on hold for a while.

"Doesn’t look that bad, hey guys?" Ender guided them on. "A bit of cleaning up, some minor repairs…"

"And what would those be?" Xamon asked.

"Back maintainance mostly, and we need a new hype…" Ender started coughing.

"A hyperdrive!" Patrick yelled. "Any idea what a hyperdrive for a craft this size costs?"

Jdf1984 had already put Ender’s demotion back to top priority.

"I can get us a hyperdrive," Rizen remarked from behind the captain’s chair.

"You have 50.000 credits?" Xamon asked.

"Nope but I know a corvette that doesn’t need it anymore…"

The intrests of the squad were awakened. 

"Why don’t we just take the Corvette then?" Mark wanted to know.

"Because the hyperdrive is about all that still works on that." Rizen turned to Ender. "Does the backup-drive still work on this thing?"

"Uhhhmm… I guess so, that’s what it arrived here with." Ender was not feeling as comfortable any more. "I think it could make one trip more…"

"Ok," Rizen started, "when I was stationed at the ISD Devastator around the time of Yavin we bagged a corvette. My flight got the assignment to dump its wreck somewhere where it would not be found easily. I doubt it was since then."

"Why didn’t you just impound it?" Jdf1984 wanted to know.

"Lord Vader didn’t want it that way, don’t ask me why."

Mark was awed. "You have known Lord Vader personally? Wow!"

"Most of us veterans have, Mark, he was always close to us pilots," Xamon explained.

"Wow, man, for me he’s just a legend, you know…"

"On a side note," Ender interrupted, "where would we find that Corvette exactly?"

"An uninhabited binary system between Kassh and Tri’Goh…"

Which was further then Jdf1984 had expected. "That’s far into Republican space!"

Ender didn’t think that was a problem. "So? We’ve gone further before."

"It’ll take you days. I can’t miss the pilots, the Intrepid will leave system within a day or two…"

"We can make the trip. I’ll take the Luggage, Rizen takes his Gun – presto."

"Aha, so you’ll not only be using Imperial Equipment in enemy-held territory, but also do it on the Navy’s time? Neither of you have any leave days left, if I recall correctly," Jdf1984 smirked.

"Mark does," Ender smiled. Mark was not convinced that this was his idea of humour.

"Well I’ve set up this ‘mission request’, as I call it," Ender pressed a button on his datapad and few pages worth of text appeared on Jdf1984’s, who immediately scanned it for more reasons to demote or institutionalise his mad LCM. "If you would be so good to present that to the old man – we could even do it before the Intrepid leaves the system." That seemed a good idea to Jdf1984, who wanted a word with Raith about Ender anyway. "Ok," he said with sarcastic smile and he immediately walked out to his gunboat hanging in the Luggage’s racks. Leaving Ender wondering if what had just happened was a good thing or not. Patrick just pulled up his shoulders. "Lets go back guys. I’ll order Ewok Pizza from the machine."

Ender jumped up the moment the doors of Krayt Squadron’s lounge on the Intrepid opened. "And? What did they say?"

Jdf1984 looked confused. "Ok, I didn’t talk to Raith… I talked to the FO himself and after I had convinced him that this was not some sort of medical emergency in the quarters of Krayt Squadron…" Here Jdf1984 looked even more confused."…he signed your request while asking if you were not on any medication – and just left!" He sent the puzzled Ender the signed mission request while the rest of the squad burst out in laughter.

Ender was not sure what the other squad members were laughing about. "Hey this just means that we have one day to get to some place between Kassh and Tri’Goh and that you two are coming along." He nodded to Mark and Rizen. Rizen just gave a thumb up, knowing that whatever mission this might turn out to be, he’d survive it – more or less. But Mark was not as agreeing. "Why me?" 

"Well," Ender grinned. "Xamon is practically gone, the Commander’s Assault gunboat is messed up and we’re using your leave days."

"What!" Mark jumped forward. 

"Great!" Ender cheered, "that’s the spirit!" He manoeuvred himself around Mark and patted Mark on the back, steering the pilot towards the doors. "We only have a day and time is running." Rizen smiled towards the rest of the squadron and followed Mark and Ender. 

"Are you sure that thing will get anywhere?" Rizen asked through the radio from out of his gunboat. He had taken an escorting position besides the Luggage. Mark trailed behind, being grumpy and playing loud music from Kessel over his channel. "Would it help if I got out and pushed?" Rizen asked again.

"Yeah yeah…. Gimme a break here ok?" Ender shouted towards to radio from where he was busy trying to set up the emergency hyperdrive. A piece of equipment most larger craft have but which will only get you "to the nearest inhabited system" as the commercial said. "Remember: We first jump to the border. You guys wait there for meaaarrrg…poodoo" Ender had slightly electrocuted himself plugging the backup drive on the main drive’s power. This way the backup might take the Luggage to the other end of the Galaxy… or burn out. 

The Luggage’s decoder had been changed back to "the Jewel of Naboo", just as Krayt1-3 and Krayt2-3 had been renamed "Jaydee" and "Brainbug". Assault Gunboats go under cover very easily: just take off the top 3 wings and they can pass for R41s or cheaper private fighters easily. 

"Roger that Jewel of Naboo. Brainbug out." Rizen switched off his radio, not being a fan of music from Kessel, and started setting up for the first jump. Within a few seconds he was gone. Mark also disappeared shortly after that in a burst of melodious static.

Now Ender was alone with his technical problem onboard the Luggage. Not totally alone of course, most of the Intrepid’s crew was now spending its time betting on weather that "piece of wookie nose-putty" would ever get anywhere at all. So quite some men watched the Luggage quite carefully. Most bets were on "structural disintegration upon activation", a pool by Patrick Blastfire – who had seen the insides of the Luggage and knew a bit more then the rest of the crew. Patrick himself betted on "will never get anywhere". And there it went. A perfect jump into hyperspace brought the Luggage to a meeting point near the Rebellious Territories. It took a while before Patricks mouth closed again, but his was not the only one to drop open onboard the Intrepid.

Rizen and Mark also had a bet going about the likelihood of the Luggage making it to where they were circling now, playing a mock melee of targeting each other with their missiles. Mark dodged left but couldn’t lose the whistle of Rizen’s missiles. "No chance man, that thing will never leave Aurora." Rizen countered Mark’s movements, keeping his missile lock and his cool. "We’ll see, else we can also jump over the border and annoy some rebels." His navcom pre-set to target the newest craft lost him his lock when the Luggage arrived – which surprised Rizen enough to cause a near collision with Mark, who kept on muttering "I can’t believe it… I just can’t believe it"

Although they were used to something, the smugness on Ender’s face had a whole new dimension. "Salute, the Jewel of Naboo reporting in." His greeting consisted mostly of blank looks. "Ok, Rizen – pass tha’ location mon. Wesa wanna know wherer wesa goin’" More blank looks. "Come on Rizen, of course the Luggage came through! Now send me and Mark the co-ordinates please. Mark was the first to recover. The Luggage actually working recreated some of the enthusiasm he had had before. "Cool man! It actually works!"

"Here are the cords sirs," Rizen opened a channel. "Remember, this craft was top secret in the old Empire, so I suggest you guys still don’t talk to everyone about it." murmurs of agreement from his colleagues. "The insides might be messy, there is no chance on gravity or power or air." 

"That reminds me," Ender interrupted, "Put your helmet on and depressurise your cockpit, I’ll try to do the same here on the Luggage – we treat this as a military mission, not a pleasure trip. Load lasers and shields, we never know what to expect." 

"This is a inhabited system Mind," Rizen tried. 

"An inhabited system in rebel territory Rizen. All ready?" Ender put his hand on the hyperdrive’s controls. 

"Jaydee reporting in: Ready for action" 

"Brainbug reporting in: Ready…" 

"Here we go!" Ender pulled the hyperdrive’s leaver to see Mark and Rizen disappear. No stars turned to lines or anything like that. There was that strange smoke though….

Mark was also not happy with what he saw after he hypered. "Asteroids! Are you crazy!"

Rizen started laughing. "Chill man, this is a stabile field, all those rocks have settled in their orbit around that little orange star. Never flown in asteroids fields before?"

"Not like this," the huge disc of asteroids that seemed to extend throughout the whole system impressed Mark. "No planets?"

"Nope, no locals either," Rizen was checking his long range target finder, "Great place if you want to lose a star ship…. Ahhh there it is: Sector 4543, cylinder 20…Follow me please, Ender will have to find a different route anyway to the corvette section…" He dived into the disc, rolling to avoid a 20 mile long piece of rock.

Mark had no trouble to follow him into the asteroid field, trying to keep statistics from his head. "This place is categorised?! How many star ships are here actually?"

"I don’t think either of us has enough clearance to know that…"

Inside the Luggage, Ender had given up. The last jump had fried most of the backup drive. There was smoke coming from the top and some fluid was dripping from the bottom. He didn’t even know there was fluid anywhere in a hyperdive… "Crap."

Like most pilots Mark enjoyed dodging asteroids, "scraping the paint", but this was more loose gravel then he had ever seen. His HUD was behaving strangely too.

"Mostly metallic based," Rizen commented, "that causes the distortion. This place is a hell for probes and sensors." He changed the course to take them between two huge boulders, making them enter a more open spot in the asteroid field. Something huge and wedge shaped became visible from above some clicks to their left.

Mark was amazed, "Hey! Isn’t that the Exe…"

"Straight ahead Lieutenant," Rizen Interrupted him, "there’s that Malestair skull shaped rock. We’re almost there."

Ender had decided that the main power was a bit too much for the backup drive. Carefull not to burn himself he had replaced it for the power generator of a tripod laser cannon that was lying around in the cargo area. Now he was looking at his handiwork, wondering what was still wrong. Out of frustration, he kicked the drive. The next moment he was flying headfirst through engineering – heading for a, well what looked to him to be, huge bulkhead.

Because he had depressurized the Luggage, Ender was wearing his helmet – which took the bulkhead easily. A lot easier then Ender anyway… He passed out.

"There she is," Rizen finally said.

And there she was – A corvette, or what had at one point in time been a corvette.

"Wow," Mark exclaimed, "It looks like she has been chewed up and spat out."

As the corvette came closer the damage was clearer to the eye. Most of its outer paneling had been blown to pieces with turbolasers, while the rest looked like it was manually removed. No lights were visible and Mark couldn’t find even one heat source with his sensors. He did discover some red stripes on the outer hull. "Look, it’s a diplomatic craft! Or at least: it used to be…"

"Why do you think it’s ‘stored’ over here?" Rizen replied. "See the rear airlock? Near the engines?"

"Affirmative."

"Use magnetic clamps and land on the hull as tear to that as possible, then prepare for a stroll through space."

The reply for that was a bit delayed, "Yes… ok." Although TIE Pilots always wear full spacesuits, they avoid being outside the safety of their craft as much as possible… Flying in space being preferred over floating in space.

"Jaydee" and "Brainbug" had docked onto the corvette’s lifeless hull. Both pilots opened their cockpits and used the pressure guns that were provided for this type of "extra-vehicular excursions" to get to the airlock they had landed close to. The airlock was blasted away. Or some reason that didn’t surprise Mark Metallic much. "You knew that, huh?"

"Yup, the boarding party entered through here. You know those guys aren’t very subtle. Follow me and watch those sharp edges." Pulling himself forwards by grabbing those same sharp edges Rizen floated into the dark corvette, the lighting on his suit switching on automatically when he entered the dark.

Mark shrugged and followed.

Lieutenant Commander Ender mBind had a huge headache, and no night of boozing to account for it. Unsteadily he walked onto the bridge of the Luggage to see what had happened. When he saw the huge asteroid disk outside through the portholes he knew that at least he had arrived at the right location… although the readouts on the sensors told him that he had arrived on the "flip side" – exactly opposite to where Rizen and Metallic had entered the system. That meant that the Luggage had gone through the disc at hyperspeed… Ender almost passed out again.

The insides of the Corvette looked like there had been a huge battle, blaster marks everywhere where they looked. Also there had been a search for something – most of the craft had been torn to pieces after the battle. 

"Won’t we find bodies and such?" Mark asked, breaking the radio silence they had maintained since entering the corvette.

"No, storm troopers make sure they recover their fallen comrades," Rizen assured him, "and whatever might have been left after that was sucked out when pressure was lost."

Although of course he wasn’t afraid of anything, Mark was glad to hear that he wouldn’t be staring some freeze-dried corpse in the sockets anytime soon. 

"Of course – there might be really dangerous things around," Rizen continued, while he floated into the next corridor towards engineering. "Mynocks would be the best of those to encounter… they make excellent kebab, whereas the rest usually doesn’t even stop to season you in anyway."

The "Pearl of Naboo" made her way towards the asteroid disk, her captain steering towards the co-ordinations given to him by Lieutenant Rizen. Ender was sitting in the captain’s chair, checking his sensors – when suddenly the radar went green. "What the…" The sensors of the Luggage were among the many things that had been "updated" since it came of the yard. Ender had no trouble at all determining who the new arrivals were – then again Calamari Cruisers are not easily overlooked. Immediately Ender pulled the Luggage into the cover the asteroid field provided – especially to busted up old freighters. 

"What are these guys doing here?" Ender grumbled. For an instant he contemplated warning Rizen and Metallic, but then decided that a short-range transmission would only point his squadmates out to the Rebels. Instead he started programming the Luggage’s navicom.

The door to engineering was closed. "How are we going to get that open?" Mark asked, "with no power and all?"

"Simple, manually…" Rizen pushed himself to the right side of the heavy blastdoors, pulled open a panel and started turning a wheel. "Engineers make sure that they are not locked in when power is cut..."

There was a slight pressure difference between engineering and the rest of the ship. When it escaped it blasted the pilots against the walls, making them hold on to opened panels in the walls. It was gone before either pilot could say anything and Rizen went on turning the wheel. "That’s normal… it means we have a big chance to find an operational hyperdrive here."

The blastdoors were fully open now, giving Rizen and Metallic a view into more blackness… The lights on their suits not reflecting on a thing.

"I’ve got a bad feeling about this," Mark murmured.

"What are you afraid about?" Rizen looked back to him. "‘Ferocious Murder Beast from Kwelzeboooooohh..!!"

A huge black claw had shot from out of the blackness of engineering grabbing Rizen from his position at the right side of the door. The moment he was grabbed it also looked like a carnival had open its doors at night – bright light in different colours suddenly coming from the centre of a bizarre creature sitting in what was now easily recognisable as the engineering of a Corellian Corvette…. Covered in smaller versions of the creature. They were mostly tentacles around a flat round body with one big claw which they apparently used to cling onto surfaces. The big one in the centre was using it now to grab its next meal with – Rizen.

Mark immediately pulled out his blaster – which in zero-g made him spin around his length axis while he bounced off the wall – to slam, hard, first into the ceiling, then into the corner of the door – where he could find grip onto the panel with the wheel for the door. Immediately he started firing at the creature, which now had Rizen gripped firmly against its body, trying not to hit his comrade…. Which was not easy with that same comrade screaming his lungs out on the radio.

The big creature didn’t even react to the blasterbolts impacting on its body and tentacles, instead it pulled out a thicker tentacle, which presumably was its head, and opened a mouth in it, ready to bite Rizen’s head off.

"It’s a space-dweller – my blaster is useless against that…" Mark thought just before he just pushed off hard with his legs, propelling himself headfirst towards to creature’s "head", which at that time was already trying to chew through Rizen’s helmet.

The creature was so pre-occupied in that task that it didn’t see Mark racing towards it up untill the last moment… just before it got a "face" full of TIE Pilot helmet – and went limp.

Mark bounced off and landed in some equipment, where he grabbed hold.

The same moment the creature was knocked out cold by Metallic’s head-butt, it’s light went out – making all the smaller ones switch on their softer yellow tones.

Rizen didn’t give the creature any time to get up and pushed himself towards Mark’s position. "Ahh – you found the hyperdive…" it was supposed to sound really cool and in control, but it didn’t have the right tone for that. "...Lets grab it – now I’m not leaving without it anymore."

"What about the smaller ones?" Mark asked, looking around.

"Ohh those?" Rizen blasted two off the walls, their weak bodies exploding all over the place. That gave him a better feeling. "Those are not dangerous… now lets get on a move here!"

On the screens of the Luggage suddenly there was a bright spot – over the speakers a distress call. "…on a diplomatic mission from Alderaan…" Ender flipped the sound off - he knew exactly what craft that came from – something had gone wrong. Immediately he checked the radar… yes they had heard it too. The Rebel Cruiser had changed its course… bringing it to the location of Mark and Rizen after Ender would get there. But its supporting frigate went ahead and would be there way before the Luggage.

"Wraith 12 to Liberator… it looks like grave-robbers have found it and accidentally got the distress call activated again… closing in for better inspection."

The problem with big masses in zero g is not their weight, obviously. But they do have this thing about being difficult to slow down, and they’re overall still very big. But Rizen and Mark got the hyperdrive to the airlock, where they fixed between a piece of torn hull and a bulkhead. "Now all mr. MBind has to do is to pick it up here." Rizen smirked, "Let’s get into our ships."

"Riz!…" Mark yelled, he pulled Rizen by his arm and pointed towards the frigate that was outside the airlock – just 6 clicks away.

"Move!" Rizen gave Mark a push towards his undercover Assault Gunboat, then grabbed the rim of the airlock and propelled himself towards his own craft…. Just as two A-Wings made close fly-by’s over the corvette.

"Wraith 12 to Frigate Liberator… They’re Imperials!" Wraith 12 and 11 pulled up over the heads of Mark and Rizen… making them hit the deck. "ID-ed two modified Assault Gunboats with their pilots space walking."

"If you want kill the pilots, Wraith 11 and 12, go ahead. Do not damage the Guns when possible. Reinforces are underway." 

The Commander of the Liberator was puzzled. They were here because some guy up in the "clique" had suggested that this would be a good place to dump some sensitive material. Not to find historical objects or to find Imperials sectors away from where they should be. 

A subordinate walked up to him and started talking directly, in that unrespectful rebel manner. "Sir, most of our sensors, if not all, are failing."

The first pass of the A-wings missed Rizen and Metallic just barely, drops of fluid hot metal flying off the places where their lasers hit the corvette’s hull. Then the rebel scum apparently thought "Damn capturing those guns" and lined up for a missile run.

Rizen and Metallic were crawling back into their cockpits by that time… hurrying to get off the trap that this corvette had become. Rizen noticed a reflection in the distance. "Looks! It’s MindB_ender! Finally!"

The moment Mark was sitting in his chair, he was staring into the missile launchers of Wraith 11… At that same time Rizen, clinging to his Gun’s port wing, saw two advanced torpedoes being launched at himself. But that also happened to be the moment that the big creature inside the corvette decided that it was time to take revenge – its big claw flying out of the airlock and grabbing the first thing available, which happened to be Wraith 12… The two warheads were confused and decided to impact into the creature’s body – blowing away the creature, the A-Wing and Mark’s landing grip… making him float away from the corvette… which now had a huge green spot of snot on it. 

Rizen was able to keep his grip on his wing when the blast came, and his landinggrip didn’t give either. But he was covered in some kind of green goo. "This is the last time I take you guys anywhere!" he yelled.

Mark had his wings unfolded and weapons loaded. He started firing at Wraith 11, which was blown away easily. "There are more fighters coming – get in your cockpit." I’ll vape the first wave. Full speed Metallic went for the onrushing X-Wings, targeting one, while preparing to hit the other two without a missile lock.

Rizen dripped into his cockpit, pulled some green stuff from his faceplate and also left the corvette – preparing to destroy anything that might have come through Mark’s attack.

The Luggage had perfect targeting systems – they came of a TIE Advanced Bomber prototype – and the moment the explosion of the torpedoes lodged free the hyperdrive and send it into space… the computer of the Luggage picked them up. Ender set for an intercept course but was chagrined about leaving Metallic and Rizen to the Rebels all by themselves. 

"Computer – activate automatic defenses and bag selected target! And watch out or rocks!," he yelled while he jumped off the captain’s chair and ran towards the docking bay where his TIE Bomber hung from a rack.

Because of their cover "Brainbug" and "Jaydee" had to miss their ioncannons. This made it impossible to combine lasers and ions to destroy the rebel fighters at their usual quick rate. Also, not knowing what to expect they had loaded up with advanced torpedoes, which perform well in general use – but not against A-Wings and other fast fighters. Mark and Rizen both tried to take the advantage of the smaller asteroids by racing past them and diving into every small opening they could find – daring the Rebels to follow them.

Mark blew away a X-wing by firing a torpedo up it’s back end from close range and immediately pulled up to avoid the target lock that was blinking on his HUD. He slammed down his thrust, made a sharp turn to the left and pulled up his speed again to get the A-Wing in front of him, which worked – but he missed and then he had to follow the maneuverable A before it could turn around itself.

Rizen was having fun destroying the hopelessly outdated X’s. Blasting another one from point blank range with a torp, dodging the wreckage and already on the tail of the next one that just missed him in its own run on him. He easily got on the rebel’s tail, switched to torpedoes and was blinded by a drop of goo dripping of the top of his helmet.

The A-wing was giving Mark a lot more trouble then he was worth, dodging every move – not getting a shot of himself but also avoiding any hits from Mark’s cannons. Mark’s laser charge was getting low and if he redirected power from the engines to recharge his lasers he’d lose the A for sure. Then suddenly his missile lock warning went a steady yellow… some rebel was targeting him from far away, making it easier to keep Mark locked – while the A was keeping Mark from getting too close.

Rizen was speeding blindly through space and crashed into his targeted X-Wing, which send them both in a spinning out of control course. On instinct and experience he steadied his craft before he cleared his visor. One look on his HUD told him he was in trouble. The X’s he had been enjoying himself with had come back with a vengeance. About every warning light was burning, he immediately got into a rolling turn to shake the cadets off. The turn suddenly brought him head to head with an A, so close that he could see the surprise on the pilots face as Rizen squeezed to launch a torpedo. The next moment Rizen was flying through a sea of fire.

Mark heard the target lock go to a steady whistle, he knew the rebel might fire his missiles any moment. A quick look around his status screens told him his shields were too low to even withstand a concussion missile. Metallic forgot about the A and pulled down to avoid the missile lock, knowing that this rarely worked, dreaming about a decoy beam or even just some chaff. 

The A saw the situation and turned to attack Mark also. "Keep him locked, I’ll take him out with lasers." The pilot switch to linked fire and pulled the trigger to start strafing the now near-helpless Gunboat. For some odd reason he exploded instead, just like his wingman that had the target lock and so generously gave his flight leader an extra kill.

"Whoo-hooo!" MindB_ender yelled over the squadron frequency. He had kept his Bomber hanging from the rack inside the luggage, with his ordnance pod continuously being refilled from the storage above him. Through the open docking bay he was now firing a tremendous amount of missiles at targets pre-selected and locked by the Luggage’s stronger computer.

Mark and Rizen were left in an empty battle arena…. But the frigate was still advancing towards the corvette – and it now launched more fighters. "You guys keep them off me – I have a hyperdrive to install… I won’t be long!" Ender climbed out of his Brick again and started running towards the smaller middle cargo hold.

The first wave of fighters met the last load of Rizen and Mark’s torpedoes in the face – blankly fired at a longer range – and the second had to evade that what was left of the first. The Krayt pilots had been given the chance to reload their shields and lasers and went for it again… slamming rebels into the rocks if possible.

Inside the Luggage, Ender took the time to spray off the green goo of the hyperdive… wanting to make sure it would work. While the AI controlled fire from the TIE pods started up – not good, that meant the rebels were within 1.5 clicks – he floated the hyperdrive to engineering on a repulsorlift cart. Only when he started setting up the new hyperdrive did the ship start to shake of the impacting bolts on the outside. "Poodoo!…" The cables were of a different standard. The craft shook again… "Rizen, Mark… don’t start failing me now…." He murmured under his breath. A direct impact made the ship jump, toppling over the backup hyperdrive, still connected to its generator.

Rizen and Metallic had their own problems… not only had the frigate by now launched nearly all its fighter support, fighters of the cruiser also started arriving. And although the AI of the luggage was quite successful in keeping the fighters away from the luggage, it was quite useless as cover.

"Unbelievable – they even send wishbones in," Mark said as he gave an Y-Wing some blasts, directly chaging his target again to the X behind him… Dodging a different X which apparently appeared from nowhere made it easier for his pursuer to keep on his tail. Mark’s shield caught the quad lasers perfectly - but couldn’t do that forever. "Rizen! Get this nerfherder off my back!" He pulled up right, did a turn, breaked and accelerated again – just about avoiding another collision with an asteroid – but the X was still on his tail.

"Down!" Rizen yelled as he speeded straight at Mark.

Mark pushed his stick hard, barely avoiding Rizen, who fired a torpedo into the canopy of the X-Wing…immediately switching to lasers to kill – or at least scare off – the other rebels…. Killing the Y-Wing in the process, but now faced with a whole new selection of enemies. 

"Thanks, mate!" Mark now had Rizen’s pursuers in front of his lasers and was firing at will. "Thought you were out of torps?"

"I always save one for special occasions," Riizen replied, "this was special enough." He went behind a asteroid, skimmed it’s surface and went head to head with a flight of X’s… who were suddenly smacked out of the way by a hypering freighter… that aborted its jump just a few clicks away. Rizen almost was hit by it himself and had to steer sharply to avoid all the wreckage "Idiot! What are you doing?" he yelled.

This time Ender had expected the jump and had grabbed hold on some pipes. "Sorry, sorry – the backup drive fell over…" he yelled back. He had had enough… he pulled out his vibro knife and cut all the cables, then hot-wired the lot and ran towards to bridge to check out where the jump had taken him. "Head for the Luggage guys, we’re jumping out of here! But I first have a package to deliver…"

The luggage had jumped to less then a click away from the corvette, almost into the range of the Liberator, that was lining up to dock with the old corvette…. Which was what gave ender the idea for his next plan…carefully he started loading the backup drive with its generator on the repulsorlift cart. "Computer, flyby over that corvette, open the port bay doors."

Rizen and Mark were doing well, but not well enough to be successful against a Cruiser and a Frigate with just two gunboats. Even though all in all this had already become a bad day for the rebels – they had lost already many times more then they could win on this one.

After the Luggage wiped away some rebs with that mini jump, Rizen was free to help Mark taking on two very nasty A’s, who were taking turns firing at the slower Gunboat. One on One, the odds changed for the A-Wings, and the next wave of fighters was still 3 clicks of asteroid infested space away. Most of these were now concentrating on the Luggage for some reason… although it looked very much like the battered freighter was setting up for a frontal attack on the Frigate Liberator?

"Let’s fish," Mark suggested, "I’ll bait." He accelerated to top speed, getting out of their mixed melee – and started doing slower random loops. It worked of course, both A’s thought Mark was trying to get out of the dogfight – usually the sign of an easy kill – and got on his tail. The slow random loops made Mark a lot more difficult to hit then it looked – but it wouldn’t work forever on these maneuverable A-Wings…. Not that it needed to, because Rizen got on the A-Wings’ tail and blasted away one with his lasers. The other pulled up to get out of Rizen’s line of fire, but didn’t account for about 200 tons of granite…quietly floating above him.

The Calamari Cruiser finally had worked it’s way through the asteroids into the more open space were the battle raged, and it brought all of it’s support craft and fighters with it.

Mark didn’t like the view… "Oh-oo…"

"Ender – can we finally get out o here?" Rizen started reloading his shields a bit and choosing targets… of which there were just too many.

"I’m almost finished!" Ender was standing in the open bay doors of the Luggage, waiting or a glimpse of the corvette. There it was, a large green spot on a white-gray hull… he pushed the cart hard out of the bay, projecting it too the sticky goo as much as possible. "Bombs away!" he yelled, triumphantly

"Yes, yes lets get a move on here!" Mark yelled back while he engaged another group of rebel fighters with Rizen.

Ender didn’t wait for impact – and started running back to the bridge… "We’re hypering out o here! Get into the Luggage, I’ve got co-ordinates that might not smear our brains over the next big rock…"

"Affirmative – are you sure that hyperdrive will work?" Rizen blasted away a X and started making his way to the Luggage. Then a strange message came from his navicom: "CRV Unknown is initiating hyperjump". "What the…"

Rizen wasn’t half as surprised as the Commander of the Liberator. "Evasive maneuvers! Intensify forward firepower! Intensify forward firepowe…!"

The corvette crashed it’s way through the middle of the live-supporting section of the Nebulon B Frigate, breaking away it’s lower end and creating such damage that the whole frigate started blowing apart. 

The surprise also killed the A-Wing that was on Rizen’s tail – he was distracted by his mothership blowing up and scraped a bit too much of an asteroid. Mark was on the A-Wing’s wingman and blasted the rebel into another large rock.

The two modified Gunboats flew up to the Luggage – now facing a wall of Rebel fighters, with just a Freighter and two fighters to oppose them. The commander of the cruiser was taking no chances anymore and had launched all of his fighters at once.

Ender had taken over the controls of the Luggage now, keeping away fighters while the tractor beams pulled in his squadmates. The moment the computer told him they were aboard, he pulled the hyperdrive’s lever…

The Rebel fighters kept advancing, some of them loaded with heavy warheads and locking onto the Luggage. The first ones dodged the AI controlled fire and started strafing the freighter – making it quake under the impacts.

Inside his Gunboat Rizen was having second thoughts about getting in this deathtrap of a ship. "Ender! Get the hell out!" He started making preparations to launch from the luggage again.

Ender was sweating bucket loads on the bridge. He flipped some switches, redirecting power to the hyperdrive. He pulled the lever again… still nothing – and the rebels had launched their warheads. "Crap! You Bloody thing! Work!" He slammed the controls hard.

The Luggage slammed two fighters and scraped a 30 mile piece of rock on it’s way out of the system, breaking away the front two tiepods and cutting open the starboard container from front to back. That scared the hell out of Metallic, who was in the process of climbing out of his gunboat in exactly that container.

"Well this is our Squadron Quarters," jdf1984 guided the two new pilots through the door. He looked around the empty cups and dirty plates – Patrick lying on the coach with his datapad. "Normally it’s less messy."

Patrick, deep into some holographic game over the network, jumped up – he wasn’t going to fall that one again – and saluted. "Oh… It’s only you again…" he sighed. 

"This is Lieutenant Patrick Blastfire," jdf1984 introduced him, "Normally he is a very good pilot. Patrick, this is Lieutenant Khadgar and this is Sub-Lieutenant CTXclr, they’re replacing Mav and Xamon." Captain Jdf1984 turned towards the three new arrivals in the door. "Ahh – Khadgar, CTXclr, these are Lieutenant Rizen – normally not covered in green goo – Lieutenant Commander Ender mBind – normally not with a black eye – and lieutenant Mark Metallic, with the dented helmet."

"Reporting back, sir" Ender murmured, "we’ve got ourselves a new hyperdrive."

"Good news!" jdf1984 patted Ender on the shoulder – who only squinted as if he was in pain. "And you even made it back before we leave the system," he walked towards to portholes to see if he could see the Luggage anywhere. "Are those A-Wings stuck to the bow? I want a report with all the details on my desk before the next watch."

"Yes, sir." Ender moved a bit away from Rizen, who was dripping green goo on the floor. "Although I doubt you’d beleive it all."

A few hours later, the ISD Intrepid finally left Aurora orbit and jumped towards an undisclosed system in rebel territories. It seemed that the Rebels had gathered quite a battle force there and someone needed to go and check it out

