“Dark Transition”

By Vladet Xavier (#8355)


 Field Marshal Vladet Xavier stepped out of his quarters’ refresher and looked around his room. The sparse room was clean and conservative, just the way an Imperial officer should have it. His various awards from his career were littered around the walls of the three room suite he was entitled to, along with a few holos of old squad mates and friends.


The past few weeks he had been on a special operations assignment for the Imperial Dominion and he was physically exhausted. Even though he was only thirty-five standard years old, his age was beginning to show no matter what he did. The mission had involved infiltrating a rogue Imperial warlord’s shipyards and sabotaging a new type of cloaking technology they were developing. The mission had been a success, although they sustained several losses of Army troops and Naval pilots. Time for a good two weeks off, he mused, smiling for the first time in weeks.


Without warning the emergency alarm klaxons blared off in the officer’s barracks causing him to curse. Without hesitation Vlad grabbed a comlink off of his desk and flipped it to the military command channel. “This is Field Marshal Xavier,” he said deeply, trying to instill confidence into his voice. “What’s going on out there?”

A young officer in the command structure responded almost immediately, panic filling his voice. “Sir, we’re under attack!”


“That much is clear, Lieutenant. Can you tell me specifics? Calmly, if possible,” Vlad remarked dryly, reaching for his TIE suit in his closet.


“New Republic task force, sir,” the Lieutenant responded. “Our sensors indicate three Mon Calamari Cruisers with various support vessels,” he reported, sounding a bit calmer than before. “Starfighters launching, X-Wing, B-Wing, and A-Wing, at least one wing each …” the Lieutenant trailed off. “Orders, sir?”

Vladet shook his head. We just returned from a major offensive and we’re not even fully operational. The New Republic is looking to crush us before we even get started. Just great … he finished strapping on his TIE fighter suit and reached for his helmet. “Launch all fighters, ready planetary defenses, and send word to the Army commanders to prepare for ground assault,” Vladet ordered, knowing they couldn’t win this fight anyway. “Focus all fire on the closest Mon Calamari Cruiser … if we knock out one the others may think twice before engaging and we can get them to retreat.”


“Yes, sir.”


Vlad knew the Imperial Dominion was over, despite the experience of a lot of their senior officers. The bulk of their forces weren’t fully trained yet, and they only had two Star Destroyers in the system which were already being pounded on by the Republic capital ships. Sighing, he began gathering his personal effects and ordered the techs at the hangar to prepare his personal Assault Transport. One way or another, I’m getting out of here. Not without causing as much trouble as I can, though, he thought grimly.


Thirty minutes later Vladet was ready to leave the planet of Archoron forever. His personal Assault Transport was fully loaded with heavy rockets, power, and his most treasured possessions. Looking at his sensors Vlad knew the battle was pretty much over, anyway. One of the Dominion Star Destroyers was already destroyed, and the other one’s shields had just failed with minimal damage to the New Republic cruisers. Time to change those odds, he mused, grinning. His personal craft was modified with heavy shield generators, an extra turbolaser, two quad laser emplacements, and a larger heavy rocket magazine for both launchers. Cuts down on the passenger room significantly, but I don’t mind.

The Assault Transport Fury launched out of the small command hangar and immediately arced up towards the space battle. All around the Dominion military base other transports were rocketing away from the battle, hoping to avoid the New Republic’s wrath by escaping on the other side of Archoron. They’ll pay for their betrayal.

Accuiring his first target, a Corellian Corvette tagged Mothma’s Liberty, Vlad launched a single heavy rocket at the small warship, which was currently engaged with a Dominion Strike Cruiser. The captain of the ship must have had all his attention focused on the Strike Cruiser because the Corvette did not flinch until the rocket penetrated the ship’s shields and tore right into the hull. The explosion sprayed debris everywhere as the corvette’s weapons stopped firing. Without pausing Vlad oriented his assault transport towards another corvette and without even targeting it he fired off another heavy rocket. It was less than a kilometer away and exploded in a similar fashion to the first corvette. That should get their attention …

It did. X-Wings started swarming his ship, which didn’t concern him. It would take a lot of their concentrated laser fire to breach his shields and he knew they wouldn’t waste torpedoes unless they had to. The Fury’s  five turbolasers, two quad lasers, and two laser cannon emplacements opened fire in an impressive display of firepower. One X-Wing caught a turbolaser blast before the unlucky pilot knew what was happening and disintegrated instantly. The others swerved off frantically giving Vladet time to target the nearest Mon Calamari Cruiser which his computer tagged Crestwave. He laughed at the Mon Calamari’s traditional naming routine and watched his targeting brackets turn red instantly. Flipping a switch, he squeezed his flight yoke’s trigger and launched a pair of heavy rockets. Making a small adjustment he fired another pair and two more pairs after that.

As lasers splashed off his shields, Vladet watched the first heavy rockets impact with the Crestwave’s shields, dissipating energy with a blue haze. The second pair also did not penetrate the shields, but the third pair impacted and broke the shields. The leftover energy crumpled a turbolaser battery and scorched the hull of the giant cruiser. The last pair of heavy rockets impacted with the section of hull right below the command deck, spraying armor, debris, and bodies into space. Vladet smiled and launched another two pairs of heavy rockets at the Mon Calamari Cruiser, hoping they would knock the ship offline. The four rockets impacted with the cruiser causing massive damage and forcing numerous weapons offline. The Crestwave started drifting towards the atmosphere of Archoron while escape pods started blasting their way off the ship.

“Scratch one Mon Cal Cruiser!” Vladet whooped over the Imperial frequency. His eyes bulged significantly when he saw his sensors and noticed that he was the only active Imperial within two kilometers. The rest of the Dominion ships were retreating or destroyed, with only a handful of small cruisers remaining. And those poor sods won’t make it to hyperspace in time, either.

Checking his weapon load, Vlad knew he could take out at least one more Mon Cal Cruiser, but he knew he’d be overwhelmed within two minutes. Already most of the New Republic starfighters were converging on him and his warhead warning system was lit up. Cursing, he leveled out his ship and pulled the three hyperspace levels to his left. The turbolasers of his transport stopped thundering as space stretched out before him and he entered the blue haze of hyperspace. Luckily he had his course calculated the minute his ship took off in case of this.


So the Dominion is dead, he sighed. The Imperial Navy was a joke and he’d probably get assigned a pathetic low level job despite his rank of Major. Pellaeon would no doubt see his resignation as the closest thing to treason and the old Admiral wasn’t known to give second – or third – chances. He was expelled from the Emperor’s Hammer, which meant only one thing. It went against everything he stood for, but he saw no choice.


Vladet Xavier was going to become a bounty hunter. As soon as the Fury dropped out of hyperspace, he quickly scanned the empty system and set his course for the Lyarna System. “Here goes nothing,” he muttered as his ship entered hyperspace again.

The End
