An Imperial Christmas

By Vladet Xavier (#8355)


Three Imperial Star Destroyers sat in high orbit over the planet of Braxis on Christmas Eve. Most of the various governments in the galaxy were on official holiday break, a tradition starting back as long as anyone could remember. Despite the long tradition of fighting between the New Republic and Galactic Empire, each side always took a break from warfare for both Christmas Eve and the following two days. Each side relished this break from war, and that is why the Imperial Star Destroyers were busy running their final checks before they departed.


“What’s the word from the frigate assault group, Ensign Hammond?” asked the naval captain standing on the Star Destroyer’s command walkway. Captain Sherman Viscol was famous throughout the Empire as one of the officers used in recruiting posters. He looked every bit the officer, stiff back and all. After the Empire had lost control of Imperial Center, he had been assigned control of the Imperial Star Destroyer-II Judicator and been in command ever since. He paced up and down the walkway, a habit he always had.


“They should be making the jump to lightspeed in five minutes sir,” the ensign said glancing up from the crew pit. “Captain Url reports that his fighter squadrons will be ready to deploy the minute they revert to realspace.”


“Excellent. Thank you, Ensign.” Viscol looked over to his senior Lieutenant. “When we receive word from the Trident we’ll make the jump ourselves.”


“Yes sir,” replied his executive officer.


A gleam appeared in the Captain’s eye. “The battle for Chazin is about to begin.”


The plan had been simple. While the Rebel scum’s personnel were mostly on leave, the Imperial Navy would attack one of their major fuel supply depots in the Drexel system. It was only defended by a skeleton crew, although a Mon Calamari Cruiser, the Waverider, could arrive from a nearby Rebel customs checkpoint within an hour. While the New Republic’s government would condemn the attack, the Imperials would own the real estate and the vast Tibanna gas resources located there.

The attack plan consisted of two groups – first a trio of Nebulan B Frigates would hyper in right next to the station and surround it, deploying a squadron of fighters each. After the station’s starfighter defenses deployed to engage the TIE Interceptors from the frigates, the trio of Star Destroyers would revert and batter down the station’s shields and disable it. Assault Transports would then land at the station and deploy Stormtroopers to finally capture the station. While it was a bit of overkill, the station was worth it and Imperial Command couldn’t afford to lose even a frigate.

When the Trident reverted to realspace, a heavy tremor shook the ship. Captain Jeff Url staggered backwards from the main viewscreen and hit the safety rail on the command deck of the frigate. “What the hell was that, Lieutenant Yetti?” he shouted down the very cramped crew pit. “And deploy Vulture Squadron immediately!”


His executive officer glanced at a monitor and his eyes widened slightly. “Sir, there are gun platforms, at least a dozen setup around the station. They weren’t mentioned during our briefing,” he shouted as TIE Interceptors flashed past the view screen to engage the three squadrons of New Republic X-Wing starfighters emerging from the station’s hangar bays. “I don’t understand how they could’ve anticipated us coming!”

Captain Url snorted and folded his arms across his chest. “Focus all firepower on those gun platforms and move out of range from the station’s turbolasers. Relay that order to the captains of the Vicious and Phantom.” The frigate moved as the two groups of fighters engaged one another.


TIE Interceptors and X-Wings are usually pretty close to combat effectiveness, with the Interceptor’s advantage being speed and maneuverability, and the X-Wing having shields. Following the death of Grand Admiral Thrawn, most frontline Interceptors started sporting shields which reduced their advantage, but allowed them to take a few hits, making the pilots that much better. Lasers hit shields and explosions ripped across space as the two sides waged war on one another.

The trio of Star Destroyers entered the fray moments later and began pounding the station’s shields with its turbolasers. With the combined power of the turbolasers, the shields buckled quickly with a few stray shots hitting the station itself before the ion cannons erupted in a display so massive it appeared that sheets of blue energy erupted from the ships’ hulls. Fighter squadrons and Assault Transports started pouring out from the hangar bays of the three Star Destroyers and entered the fray. After another ten minutes, the Rebel fighters had all been destroyed. The Imperial forces had only lost three TIE Interceptors total, and the Trident had suffered minor hull damage. Overall, it was a smashing victory for the Imperial forces, which only an hour later captured the station with minimal Stormtrooper losses.

As victory champagne was passed out to the entire crew, Captain Viscol sported a rare juicy smile. Raising his glass in victory, he toasted his crew. “Excellent work, gentlemen. For the Empire!” He sipped his wine and didn’t even wince when he saw three Mon Calamari Cruisers appear just ten klicks away from his ship. “The Rebels took the bait, gentlemen. Time to claim the prize.”


The dozen Assault Transports still hanging out near the station split up into three groups of four and headed towards the Mon Cal cruisers with TIE Interceptors escorting them. They launched a large salvo of proton torpedoes which quickly battered down the bow shields of all three cruisers. The remaining torpedoes hit armor plates which quickly buckled and destroyed turbolaser batteries. Over a dozen more proton torpedoes impacted with each Mon Cal Cruiser in total. The few Rebel A-Wings that managed to escape the ships before they were destroyed were quickly overtaken by the TIE Interceptors waiting to pounce on them.

Turning towards his crew who didn’t need to do a thing, Viscol smiled again. “Merry Christmas, gentlemen. Merry Christmas indeed …”


Several hours later after the New Republic prisoners of war had been shipped out to an Imperial detention facility, Captain Url and his executive officer had shuttled over to the Judicator to speak with Viscol. Entering his office accompanied by two Stormtroopers, Url got straight to the point.


“What the hell was that, Sherm?” he shouted. “I would’ve loved to know why I wasn’t told about this trap we had set up for them. I lost two pilots, two turbolaser batteries, an ion cannon, and I have two dozen crew members injured or dead. I want to know the explanation of this now or I’m going to High Command.”


Viscol raised his eyebrow and looked Url straight in the eye. “I didn’t tell you because of this,” he stated firmly, nodding his head. A laser blast was heard as Lieutenant Yetti dropped to the deck with a hole in the back of his head. Shocked, Jeff turned to his old friend.

“Lieutenant Yetti was a New Republic intelligence officer stationed on your ship. Imperial Intelligence alerted me to this fact four days ago with interesting proof. High Command decided to let him learn about the attack so the Rebel scum would deploy more resources to the battle today. The trap worked perfectly as the plan called for the Assault Transports to merely disable and capture the station – the briefing didn’t say that they’d be carrying a double payload of proton torpedoes to handle the additional rebel forces. It was a smashing victory, wasn’t it?”


Slowly Captain Url’s shock had been replaced by a smile. “Well played, Sherm, well played. How about a drink?”


“Of course,” Sherman said. Procuring a bottle of Whyren’s Reserve from his cabinet, he looked at his old friend. “Merry Christmas, Jeff … and many more.”

The End
