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Rite of Supremacy Fiction – Round 3


Vladet Xavier didn’t know exactly know why he was in hyperspace and this greatly troubled him. He had prided himself on knowing everything going on around him, but for some reason he had no recollection of just why he was in hyperspace. And where in the Sith am I going, anyway? All Vlad knew was that he left Ambria for a certain set of coordinates provided by the Sith Holocron at the end of his trials. I must be going there, then. He wondered if he had gotten drunk, but he didn’t have a hangover and he didn’t remember even having a drink.


Almost an hour later the Fury dropped out of hyperspace above a lush green planet with blue oceans. The green looked rather sickly, however, and not someplace Vlad felt really good about. Looking at his NavComputer, he was surprised to see that this was a known planet and system – Onderon, Onderon System, Japrael Sector. He frowned. Inner Rim. It wasn’t the best of places to be for an ex-Imperial, but Vlad guessed that no one would be coming out here to bother him. The NavComputer suddenly refreshed and to his intrigue the planet in front of his was actually a moon – Dxun. Whatever.

The Jedi Hunter was pretty pissed by this point. I am sick to death of being dragged all over the damn galaxy by the Force. He wasn’t sure of what he was doing here, but he remembered something about treasure, wealth, glory, and numerous other things that could be considered grand. Fifteen minutes later Vladet landed his Assault Transport on the northern continent of Dxun.


Before he set foot onto the moon of Onderon, he walked over to his cargo hold and opened up a magseal container. Inside were several bottles of expensive liquor that he had saved over the years. Without even hesitating he popped the first bottle open and drained a large portion of the liquid in one swallow. His eyes gleaming like rubies, Vlad began finishing the bottle and going for the next.

An hour later Vlad stumbled down the ramp of the Fury and suddenly did a face plant in the mud below. Someone will pay for this. The world was spinning wildly before his eyes and falling off his ramp didn’t help matters. Spitting mud out of his mouth, Vlad got to his feet and stumbled deeper into the forest, armed only with his drunken thoughts of invincibility. Pulling out his blaster pistol, he started firing off random shots in the woods hoping to hit something and get some dinner.


Ten minutes of wild shooting finally produced a kill. “Best shot in the galaxy!” Vlad shouted, holding up the corpse of a small animal which he had no idea what it was. “Piss off, sister!” he shouted again as he ignited his lightsaber and hurled it into the distance. Focusing the Force, he continued to let the lightsaber travel along a horizontal arc until it was out of his sight and still continuing to cut down trees left and right. Shrugging, he kept walking.


“It’ll come back whenever.”


Vlad took no more than five steps when suddenly his mind was assault by a quick flash of random images from the past. He thought it was the booze in his system and he knew he wasn’t high on spice … but still, it was funky.

Before he knew it, Vlad was standing in an open field. The entire world seemed tinted grey and he seemed oddly transparent. I don’t recall throwing up … yet. I can’t look that sick. A faint sound was coming from the distance and three minutes later a herd of nerf started running across the field.

“Dinner!” he shouted, drawing out his lightsaber only to discover it wasn’t there. “Whatever,” he muttered, reaching for his blaster. Not there either. What the hell is going on?! Suddenly a loud noise filled the field as flaming asteroids started raining down all over the field. Fire from hell rained down as the nerf were all hit and burst into flames.


“YOU BASTARDS. THE GODS WILL PAY FOR THIS!”


Lightning struck the ground as more helpless animals were given up to the Gods of who knows what. The world swirled as Vlad tried to use the force to stop the lightning and slow down the asteroids, but nothing would work. NOTHING.

“ZEUS! ZEUS! ZEUS!”


The world spun before his eyes again. Light showed through the darkness.


Vlad was back in the jungle again, still piss drunk. Wondering what the hell had just happened to him, he sat down holding his head and feeling like he had to hurl. Scratch that thought, he thought glumly, leaning to his side and emptying the contents of his stomach. The jungle spun before his eyes again and he knew he was having another fantasy or horror – The reader can decide, Vlad decided.


He was in an ancient temple or something similar. The room he was in had a high ceiling and rough, stone walls with ancient carvings and symbols. Before him was the fountain of Rolling Rock, spouting precious and delicious ale. And to his utter delight, right next to that fountain was a fountain of Strongbow cider. To make things complete, the fountain of hangover cure was the last one there. Naked Twi’lek dancers swam in the fountains like dolphins or whatever the Star Wars equivalent is.

“Mine! All mine!” Vlad cried happily, running forward.


“NOT SO FAST!” a voice boomed.


Vlad skidded to a stop as a midget suddenly appeared in front of him, looking stern.

“Who are you?” the midget demanded.


“I am Sir Vladet Xavier, of the Brotherhood,” Vlad responded, grinning.


“Who gave you that title?”


“The wind, of course.”


“Listen, strange women lyin' in ponds distributin' swords is no basis for a system of government. Supreme executive power derives from a mandate from the masses, not from some farcical aquatic ceremony,” replied the midget.


“Oh come on!” Vlad protested.


“You cannot pass,” said the midget sternly.


“What?”


“You shall not pass.”


“Whatever,” Vlad responded, pulling out his saber (which had randomly appeared) and cut off all four limbs of the midget.


“Right! I’ll do you for that!” the midget said, still alive for some reason.


“You’ll what?”


“Come here!”


“What are you gonna’ do, bleed on me?”


“I’m invincible!”

“Look you stupid bastard, you have no arms left! Or legs!”


The midget tried to move but to no avail. Shrugging, Vladet walked by, kicking the midget while he was down. Just before he reached the three magic fountains, another person appeared before him.


“Another midget!” he exclaimed, frustrated.


“I’m not a midget, I’m French! Err, French Corellian!”


“Can I have a dive in the fountains?”


“Of course not! You are Jedi types!”


“Well what are you then?!”


“I’m French Corellian! Why do you think I have this outrageous accent you silly Jedi Knight?!”


“What are you doing in this galaxy?” Vlad said, frowning.


“Mind your own business!”

And now on to Scene 24. A smashing scene with some lovely acting …

Vlad screamed as the third set of unreal images flashed before him.

“Taldryan losing Capture the Flag against Yadar, Nathaniel, and Ariana! That’s not true …. THAT’S IMPOSSIBLE!” he yelled, crying into his hands.


Search your feelings, you KNOW it be true, a voice said in his head.


The images flashed in his head until he felt like it would explode. There was only one thing to do – reaching to his belt he pulled out his stolen lightsaber, ignited it, and jammed it into his skull.


Suddenly Vlad woke up in the jungle of Dxun. He had no idea what had just happened, but sitting before him was a mask. Examining it, he realized he had found the mask of the Mandalore the Indomitable. It was blood red with a jet black T shaped visor. Vlad had heard rumors of the one time Mandalore being devoured by the beasts of this country. Mandalore the Ultimate had found the mask and took over the Mandalorians, but now the mask was Vlad’s.

“Kickass”, he muttered, putting it on and outstretching his hand. His thrown lightsaber slapped into the palm of his hand with ultimate precision.


“God I hate the Force.”

The End
