EH Science Office has designed new, powerful weapon, called EH Battle Launcher. It the high velocity, multi purpose warhead launcher used on starship, however SCO plans to use it for medium ships and eventually fighters. It's in prototype phase and we must protect the secret of its existence at all costs. First Star Destroyers will be equipped with it in the matter of week…

Mission 1:


“Sir, flight 2 of Rage Squadron is back in the hanger and Rage Leader is requesting permission to launch on their patrol.” The scene was on the bridge of the Strike Cruiser Oblivion, which was the flagship of the task force, which was guarding a secret installation where a breakthrough had just happened. The new EH Battle Launcher was a revolutionary new missile launcher with many purposes and an extremely high velocity. 

“Tell Rage Commander that he has permission, and wish him to have an extremely boring eventful patrol.” The communications officer and some other bridge crew laughed and the communications officer conveyed the order and comment to Rage Leader.

“He thanks you and says he hopes for the same.” The Captain smiled and turned back to the viewport to survey the installation it was his job to protect. The installation and the prototype.


“OK guys, we have a nice patrol for us,” Chris heard the groans over the Comm from his squadron members and he grinned lopsidedly. “Don’t moan, it’s better for us if we have a boring patrol. If it’s boring then there is nothing to fight, and if there is nothing to fight then we get lots of time off. You starting to understand me?” Chris heard mumbling over the comm and smiled. This had better be boring he thought, if it’s not, then our off time is over and we will have a fight on our hands. Chris looked around his cockpit and found what he was looking for: his CD player. He thumbed it on and nodded his head in time to the beat. He turned on his repulsorlifts and the craft rose 2 metres into the air before he goosed the throttle and shot from the hanger bay, his squadmates close in his wake, the patrol had begun.


“Remember, surprise is our weapon. Our person on the Prototype is ready to move when we enter the system and we should be able to leave after 5 minutes. Get ready to jump on my mark. 3…2..1.Mark.” Suddenly the task force jumped into the infinite lines of hyperspace, leaving only a desolate deep space abyss behind in their ion wash.


“Fleet incoming in sector 4.” Alarm was evident in the young officer’s voice.

“Tell Hunter and Krayt to get out there now! We need to protect the installation!”

“Sir! The Prototype is going for a run to hyperspace and isn’t answering our hails!”

“Oh dear, it seems we have a traitor leaving and a big problem on our hands. Move the fleet to engage, Now!”


“Sir, we have fighters launching from the new fleet. T/Is, T/Bs, A-Wings and Y-Wings.” Chris guessed that he was dealing with a group of organisations who had banded together to menace the Emperor’s Hammer, just as lots of other groups had. But he had a strange feeling about this, but for now, all he could do was to kill as many of the enemy as possible. He goosed his throttle and his fighter shot towards his new foe.


Captain Carline watched from the bridge of the Oblivion and felt a flush of pride as he saw the fighter contingent close in on the enemy. He watched the screens and saw that as the 2 lines collided, only 1 friendly fighter was put out of action while over half a dozen of the enemy had been destroyed or disabled. He saw the minutes tick by as he chased the Prototype to it’s hyperspace point and suddenly, with a flash of light, it leapt into hyperspace and within 5 seconds all of the surviving enemy craft had left as well. He sighed, they had failed and now it was going to be a fight to regain that ship. 

“Recall all starfighters and tell the Commanders to meet me in the briefing room.” He turned and walked off to meet his Commanders and explain the situation.

Mission 2:

“Well Gentlemen, I have a message here from the Grand Admiral himself. It says that he is sending us another ship to be a prototype and then we will persue the scum who stole the original. Rage, Spear, Krayt, Kracken, from the Tie Corps and Sentinel and Harbinger from the Dark Brotherhood will be transferred to this new ship along with Auctoritas who will retake the ship when the time comes.” Carline looked grim, and it wasn’t surprising really. “We will be using Viper to patrol while you and your pilots are transferred over to our new prototype. Good luck, and may the dark side keep you! Dismissed.” Carline made his way out before the Commanders who were looking forward to their new duties. 


“Have a nice trip you guys, and don’t die on us, the TC can’t lose you!” MAJ Justin of Viper squadron smiled as he patrolled around the installation. He was to oversee the transfer of pilots and ships and to make sure that no event happened like last time. He went on smiling until suddenly, something came into the system that made his blood run cold and his smile fade from his lips.

“Viper squadron, target that ISD NOW! Do NOT let it ram our Prototype or we will be in DEEP trouble!” Suddenly a new voice came over the comm system…

“You will be in trouble Viper, because I, The Grand Admiral of the Emperor’s Hammer am commanding this ship!” Justin couldn’t believe what he was hearing, but for now he had an ISD to kill.


Meanwhile on the prototype, Chris and the other Commanders had just landed and were racing up to the bridge to see the confrontation. Chris was in the lead as the reached the bridge and he burst through the door like a bat out of hell.

“Hello Mr Cox, Mr Erec, Mr Fury and Mr Archangel, I have been expecting you and have followed your progress through the ship and I must say, I am impressed at your speed. The fight is about to begin, but we have nothing to fear, because Viper is more than capable of taking care of these pretenders.” The words emerged from behind the main Captains chair, but Chris knew that this person was more than a mere captain.

“Grand Admiral Ronin…” He murmured and the chair swivelled around, revealing the occupant of the chair.

“Well done Mr Cox. I take it you have remembered me from when you were a member of my house?” Ronin was sat in the chair and was flanked by 2 Jedi. 1 was Wisal Pol-Jo, Chris’ son and the Commander of Sentinel squadron. The other was another Jedi who Chris didn’t know him and guessed that he must be Harbingers new Commander since Chris left to study the ways of the Obelisk.

“Sir, how did you get on board?” Chris was dumbfounded and remembered that he must go down on 1 knee in front of the GA.

“Rise, all of you. I got on board Mr Cox because it is I who is commanding this mission. Anyway, let us see how our friends in Viper squadron are doing.” He swirled the chair around again to survey the viewport and smiled.

“That ISD is almost finished, anytime no… Ah, there she goes!” Chris saw the ISD explode into a million fiery shards of shrapnel as it was destroyed.

“Tell Mr Justin that we are thankful and that we will be leaving shortly. You are Dismissed Commanders, though I daresay we will be talking again soon.” With that, the GA vanished into thin air using nothing but the power of the force.

“Time to make those pirates pay, but first I’m gonna hit the rack, cya later guys.” Chris turned around and walked off the bridge. 

Mission 3:

Chris was sat in the cantina and he stared out of the viewport at the fleet arrayed around the mighty Star Destroyer Omnipotence, the ship that was to be the prototype of the Battle Launcher and the flagship of the Grand Admiral for this campaign. Outside was the Imperial Star Destroyer Subjugator, whose fighters had been left at the installation as a fighter defence force.

Along with the Sub were countless support craft. Chris marvelled at the force outside as he sipped a Correlian ale. He and the other Commanders would be hypering out for inspection missions to find all the pirate groups to destroy them utterly until they found the prototype, which they would capture. All of this had been outlined to him in the briefing the Grand Admiral had given. He checked his chrono and sighed, it was time for his run. He plonked his glass onto the table and set off for the pilot’s ready room to don his pilot suit.


“Rage Leader ready for launch control.” Chris was strapped in and all of the systems in his T/A were operating at optimum efficiency. He was ready.

“Permission granted Rage Leader, good luck out there. Control out.” Chris lifted the craft 2 meters off the floor with his repulsorlifts before he pushed the craft forward at full speed and off on his mission, like a missile from a launcher. 


Chris’ craft flew into the Penon system at a phenomenal speed that a ship could only accomplish going into hyperspace. The sight in front of him turned his belly to ice and the blood in his veins ran cold. 

“We have hit the jackpot here, talk about a conspiracy!” In front of Chris was a huge facility with the Prototype in the middle. This wasn’t what Chris was focusing on however. The thing that worried him the most was the organisations there. The facility was a joint effort by the Emperor’s Hammers most hated enemies: The Rogue Dark Brotherhood and the Rebel Squadrons. Chris knew what he had to do, but it wouldn’t be easy. He shunted all power from his lasers to his engines to boost the speed and he put his throttle to full. He saw that there was X-Wings incoming and he swung his craft around in random directions to throw off his attackers aim as he shot between them, coming 2m from hitting one of them on his way to the facility. He kept swinging to dodge the aim of the gunners on the capital ships and platforms in the area as he inspected them. He managed to get away with just a graze, but he still had to get out. He turned tale and shot back at the X-Wings he had passed earlier with A-Wings in pursuit. He fired his missiles at the X-Wings as he closed in, scattering them so he could shoot through the empty space where they had been to make his escape. He pulled the hyperspace lever and his craft shot into the infinity of hyperspace and safety…

Mission 4:

Well, the data brought back by Captain Cox here has showed that the rDB and Rebels are working together. I think we are going to have to mess up this friendship. This mission is the capture mission. We will take that Prototype back with a boarding party of Jedi led by non-other than Captain Cox. The rest of you will be in snubfighters where you will create havoc and destroy as much stuff as possible.” Grand Admiral Ronin looked up from his notes. “And make sure you cover our ATR. We don’t want to lose Mr. Cox here do we?” He grinned and several pilots laughed. “Well, that’s it. I will see you in the hanger at 0800 hours to give you a final speech. Dismissed.” Ronin walked off and Chris sat there for a moment, his mind wandering to thoughts of failure. What if they couldn’t get the prototype back and was captured? He shook his head free of these thoughts and stood up, tendons popping and he stretched. He walked off towards his cabin. Time to get some rest before the big mission.


Chris stood with the other pilots, although he and his strike team were dressed much differently. They wore stealth suits to which lightsabers and grenades were added. As the Grand Admiral entered Chris snapped to attention, his lightsaber swinging around after his body as though chasing it. 

“OK men, and women,” The Grand Admiral nodded at Kyle Darklighter, the female flight leader of Kraken.” We are going to win this, because we are members of the Emperor’s Hammer, and we never lose! FOR THE HAMMER!” The other pilots echoed this shout in the room. Then they all ran to their ships. Chris’ voice boomed through the din of the pilots running.

“Auctoritas, to the ATR!” Chris led his strike team over to their vehicle and entered it; the members of Auctoritas close on his heels.

“Strap in guys, cause this will be a bumpy ride!” With that, Chris lifted his craft off its landing skids and pushed it forward, out of the magcon field and the hanger bay. 


“This is Krayt leader, all Krayt pilots go for that rDB VSD. We want it knocked out ASAP.” Krayt, led by Crimson Fury, were in Gunboats, and so were good for battering the big ships. Their missile complements were impressive and so were the missiles they carried. 2 Heavy Rockets leapt from each Gunboat and headed for the target VSD. As they collided, the shields buckled and gave way and the violent flame from the explosions roiled over the once grey surface of the VSD.

“Now, let’s get that Rebel cruiser…” Krayt squadron veered off in search of a new target as their old one burned the oxygen out of it’s hull, ready to become a death ship, where nothing would survive…


“Kraken, form up, we are heading for those fighters!” Captain Archangel brought his TIE Defender around, ready to make a run on the incoming Rebel fighters. His squadmates followed, ever obedient and accelerated, looking forward to tasting the thrill of space fighting. 

“Fire missiles on my mark. Mark.” 2 missiles flew from each TIE at the incoming fighters and Archangel saw at least 7 Rebel craft wink out of existence on his sensor board. He smiled as they closed in and his thumb tightened over the firing button, shooting green death at his incoming adversaries…


“All Spear pilots form up, we are heading for that Prototype. Remember, we want it disabled, not destroyed.” Spear squadron, lead by Major Sarn Erec, was in borrowed Gunboats for this mission, because their old craft didn’t possess Ion cannons, which were essential for their mission.

“Get ready to fire missiles, then use Ions to disable… Fire.” The aquamarine torpedoes flew from each of the Gunboats and suddenly, the blue ion cannons spew fire over the prototype, helping to disable the systems in it. They continued to fire until the systems all went down to 0% effectiveness and the ship was stranded.

“Spear, good work. Now lets go light up some of these other ships so the Transports can capture this ship.”


“Rage, form up. We are gonna cover the Commander while he captures that stolen ship.” CM Wisal Pol-Jo brought the TIE Advanced of Rage around into an escort formation around his father and the Obelisk striketeam. They flew along for a minute or so until the ATR docked with the ISD.

“OK guys, Chris says this could take some time, so he suggests we go for those rDB fighters around. He wishes us all luck. Let’s go for em!” Rage squadron hurtled around and sped off after some TIE Interceptors of the rDB.


Grand Admiral Ronin looked out of the bridge viewport in his command ship, the Omnipotence and smiled at the brilliance of his plan. It was all going according to plan. He still had a niggling feeling at the back of his mind though. He had had this feeling before, on that fateful day of the split, and it wasn’t a good feeling. But he ignored it, he had other things to worry about at the moment…


Chris leapt from the ATR and ignited his lightsaber in mid-leap. He landed and rolled to dodge any attacks, but none came. He looked around and saw just an empty corridor, but he knew that would change.

“Come on guys. Woody, you come with me and we will head for the bridge, the rest of you, kill anything you see.” Woody had come along to pilot the ISD off with the fleet. He was only a Guardian, but was borrowing a lightsaber for defence on this mission. Chris and Woody split off from the group, heading down a long corridor to the bridge. After a few minutes of uneventfulness they came to the bridge.

“You lead Woody, you know these places better than I do. Ill be right behind. Cut a hole in the door and jump through, I’ve got your back. We need to kill everything in there, OK?” Chris saw Woody nod and he stood and walked a few paces backwards, giving Woody some room. Suddenly, the door was lying on the floor and Woody and Chris were leaping into the Bridge, lightsabers swinging with the force guiding their actions. Chris’ lightsaber expertly removed a head from a body before moving on further to stab a guard behind him and with a fluid movement another man lay dead. He looked around for more victims, but what he saw turned his blood to lava. On the other side of the bridge was an unconscious Woody, and he was a captive of the one man Chris truly hated.

“Mark Barrett…” Chris ran at his adversary but was dismayed to see Mark and Woody be teleported away.  Chris skidded to a halt and ran to the comm terminal.

“This is Chris Cox. We have captured the prototype but Woody has been captured, repeat, Woody has been captured.”

“Mr Cox, pilot the prototype over to the fleet and then come to a conference on the flagship, we have one last thing left to do…” The Grand Admiral keyed off and Chris started the Prototype into motion back towards the fleet…

Mission 5: 

“CMDRs, we have a problem. GRD Woody has been captured and is being held on this platform. We are going to stage a rescue mission. It is foolhardy and dangerous, but most rescue missions are.” This brought chuckles from the crowd. “Mr Cox will pilot a shuttle to dock with the platform where Woody is being held. He will free him and escape. What you and your squads will have to do is provide cover from the many fighters patrolling the area. That is basically it, more detailed information will be provided at the mission site. Good luck, and I will see you there.” The Grand Admiral smiled and vanished just as he had done before and once again it surprised Chris. 

“Well I think its time to prepare myself for this mission.” Chris stood up, stretched and walked off to his room.


“OK Kraken, listen up. Rage and us are gonna protect Chris while he springs this Woody bloke out. Be prepared to kill loadsa fighters. It won’t be easy, but if it was, we wouldn’t get the mission, so lets do it and make the GA proud!” Kraken shot out of hyperspace and just saw the shuttle that Chris was piloting dock with the platform before they came within firing range of the fighters.

“Kraken, we have the rDB interceptors, let Rage mess with the shielded Rebbies!” Archangel shot 2 missiles at the incoming enemy and opened fire with his lasers. 


“Rage, we are going after the Rebels. Apparently the shields scared off Kraken.” Wisal heard some laughs over the comm and 1 Kraken pilot swear back. He was getting used to cover the squadron while his dad was off playing hero, and he had grown to like the position.

“Fire when in range, and let’s give em hell!” Wisal let loose 2 missiles before juking around and firing at any opportunity as he closed in on the enemy…


“I’m on the platform, and I’m heading for the prison cells. I will report back when I have Woody. Cox out.” Chris pulled out his lightsaber and slowly walked out and around the corner and quick as a flash, pressed the lightsaber to the back of the guard and ignited it, killing him instantly as the energy blade severed his spine. He disengaged his saber and dragged the guard away. He walked over to the cell and instead of a cell being, behind the door, there was a large room, with Woody tied up in the middle. Beyond him stood one man.

“Well Chris, I must admit, I am surprised at the speed of your approach, but it ends here when I kill you now.” Mark ignited his lightsaber, the red blade emerging from the handle.

“The only place you are gonna kill me is in your dreams Mark.” Chris also ignited his lightsaber, the violet blade emerging from the Alvaakian claymore handle. He raised the tip of the blade and lunged forwards, his attacks quick and deadly. A constant barrage was thrown at Mark. Suddenly, Chris swung around and realised he had let his guard slip. He leapt backwards, but not quite quick enough. The blade nicked his arm and blood spurted from the wound. He landed awkwardly but managed to dodge the next attack and get to his feet. Now Mark started to gain the upper hand. Chris was using his skills to block every attack coming his way. Chris saw his opportunity and grabbed it. He drop-kicked Mark in the chest, sending him flying backwards and as he landed Chris pointed his lightsaber at Marks chest and turned the handle, changing the crystals inside the hilt and lengthening the blade greatly. Lengthening it enough to stab Mark and snuff out his life. Chris returned the blade to its original length and cut the ropes binding Woody. He took Woody back to the shuttle, placing charges on the way. They arrived at the shuttle only 30 seconds before the bombs would detonate and were safely away with only 10 seconds to spare. As the shuttle shot off with the fighter escort, the platform behind them expanded into a huge gas cloud of epic proportions…

