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Crash Course
...Somewhere outside of Cocytus System
“Flank speed ahead,” the cool feminine voice ordered, it's speaker standing at the fore deck of the bridge. The deck plates began to hum gently below her feet as the massive beast of a vessel brought it's engine to full capacity, and started to lumber forward. The Captain turned to the Navigation pit, and looked to their leader, who flashed his commanding officer a quick salute.
“Ready to execute on your command, Lady Rayne,” he reported in a curt and measured cadence. His upbringing in the upper castes of the Cocytus System's population was clear in his voice, and had prepared him for a life in the service of the Emperor. The Naval Academy had made its own mark on the boy, and a boy he was, barely into his twenties, but sporting lieutenants pips on his chest. He could make a fine leader for the Fleet, but only if he managed to survive long enough to pass his experience on to his subordinates. It was a sad constant for those serving in the Emperor's military that wars were frequent, bloody and left very few survivors who hadn't collected a litany of personal tragedies.
The Captain nodded her head in thanks and acknowledgment of the report, allowing the officer to return to his work. She turned back to the view port, starting in the depths of galactic space. She had commanded this vessel for what felt like an eon, leading her in a charge into the depths of an enemy formation on more than a few occasions. She was a tough old battle barge, with the scars to prove her worth, and Rayne loved her for it. The Warspite had ferried combat troops to war, bombarded cities and enemy formations from orbit, and smashed flotillas in orbit to dust. She was a beast, feral and mighty, ready to be unleashed upon the galaxy and the enemies of the Emperor. And Rayne held the leash, tempering the vicious baying of the Star Destroyer. A cool smile spread across her lips.
“Execute,” she ordered quietly. She didn't need to speak loudly, the bridge had been deathly quiet after her exchange with the Navigation Officer. They had anticipated her order, and had prepared for the translation from hyperspace. The Tactical Officer had ordered the gunnery crews to their stations, the tractor beam operators to warm their devices. The Medical Officer and her team were prepped and ready to take on injured crew members, though the danger was not too serious in this engagement.
The war beast leaped through space, the stars blurring around them in a monochromatic tapestry. Rayne continued to stare at the lane ahead of her, and nodded. The Navigation Officer looked up from his terminal, and announced that final translation was only ten seconds away. 
“All hands,” Rayne said into her commlink, which had been clipped to the collar of her uniform tunic, “Prepare for battle,”
0-0
...Near Cardan-III Space Station Dynasty II
Vim Pash dove away from the screaming TIE Interceptor which had plagued him for what felt like hours, but what could have been a few moments. It had easily matched the twists and loops he'd put his Z-95 Headhunter through with ease, though his old war horse of a fighter groaned with each pull on the yoke. He swore in frustration, and dove towards the nearest large object, the Nebulon-B Frigate 'Caina Freedom'. 
“Gran 1, CF Tac. Squint on my tail,” he almost shouted into his commlink, as his fighter's shields shuddered with a pair of laser bolt strikes. His rear shield had fallen far below acceptable levels, and were fading faster than the energy could be shunted in to bolster it. Without warning, a flurry of crimson bolts rose to meet him from the frigate before him, narrowing missing his shields, but clipping the Interceptor on his six. The TIE followed away, pieces of its starboard wing flaking off as it manuevered.
“Thanks CF Tac,” Vim muttered, zooming under the long neck of the frigate, waggling his wings in a thankful salute. The Caina Freedom's tactical officer double-clicked the commlink in response, and Vim smiled. He was fighting for the freedom of his people, and the comradeship he felt with the people he fought with was akin to that of the early Rebel Alliance. If only they could afford to buy better equipment.
“Gran Squadron, to me. Prepare to assault the space station. Y-Wings, K-Wings, prepare rockets and bombs, fighters clear the way,” he announced, re-orientating his fighter on the target of the attack, the primary mark of oppression within the Cocytus System, the Dynasty II. Even the name reeked of arrogance!
“New contacts,” the tactical officer on the Caina Freedom reported, her voice far more rattled than previously noted, “Many contacts!”
Vim twisted in his jump seat, trying to locate the new threat. His targeting sensors picked it up soon enough. 
“This is the ISD Warspite,” a cool feminine voice announced, “Lean to and prepare to be boarded. Resistance will be met with death”
The entire rebellious flotilla spread out to admit the sudden appearance of the Star Destroyer. The captain didn't even wait to see if they would compile with her orders. The turbolasers opened fire, splintering the neck of the Caina Freedom with a single salvo, and overloading the shielding of the nearby Gallofree freighter. A swarm of TIEs, far more advanced variants than those protecting the space station, dropped from the Star Destroyer's bowels, adding their own viridian laser blasts to the mix.
Vim perished quickly, his Z-95 Headhunter's shields ripping away under a barrage of ion cannon fire from a TIE Defender, who finished him off with a contemptuous laser bolt. The Caina Freedom slowly floated away in two parts, venting atmosphere and flash frozen bodies. The Gallofree's captain, seeing the flotilla's destruction, quickly dropped his shields and surrendered, only to be struck with four proton torpedoes, ripping the freighter apart from stem to stern.
“Communications,” Rayne said, with a feline smile, “Inform Judecca of our success, and request permission to pursue.”
