First Hunt

Written by Vladet Xavier, #8355

“Another Corellian ale, bartender,” muttered the bounty hunter, pushing his empty glass forward. Vladet Xavier was sitting in Catch-22 having a few drinks after bringing in another bounty for some credits and he usually celebrated with a night of heavy drinking. He had just reached the buzzed stage and looked around the bar – the older, more experienced hunters were gathered around a few tables exchanging wild stories that to any trainee would seem untrue, but Vlad knew better. The bartender slid another glass of ale in front of him and Vlad flipped him a few credits.


“Cheers,” he muttered, draining a quarter of the glass immediately. Twenty-eight years old – he had expected to be a Major in the Imperial Navy by now, serving as a Star Destroyer captain. The galaxy unfortunately had its own plans and pretty much destroyed the Empire leaving Vlad with limited choices in what to do. He had done a lot in his life but he never expected to be sitting in Catch-22 with this kind of company.

Vlad smiled, recalling the memory of his first bounty ever.
* * *


Vladet Xavier glanced through the Shuttle Nivian’s viewport at the massive Sovereign-class Star Destroyer in the distance. He had just been expelled from the Emperor’s Hammer and the ex-Fleet Admiral was on his way out of the Aurora system. He had nothing left – the Imperial Navy was in shambles and the New Republic wouldn’t take him even if Vlad had wanted to join the rebel scum. This left only one option, something that had taken him a week to decide upon. He was now en route to the Lyrana system, a place where bounty hunters ruled. If his parents knew he was still alive, they would hire the Imperial Navy to retrieve him and brainwash him. Maybe it’s for the better, he thought, grinning.

A few hours later the lambda-class shuttle set down on the landing pad of the Citadel facility. Grabbing his duffel bag he walked down the ramp looking around the facility which was quite grand and not what he was expecting. Before he could begin walking forward a large Trandoshan shoved him aside muttering something Vlad couldn’t begin to translate. Shrugging, he pulled out his blaster pistol and shot the large creature in the back several times without a second thought, dropping the large creature to the ground. Various other people looked at Vlad, still in his Emperor’s Hammer uniform. Dozens of guns were drawn and pointed at him, causing Vlad to raise his eyebrow. Interesting situation here …

Suddenly numerous blaster shots blared throughout the compound, dropping people left and right. Before Vlad could even pick off one of the idiots off, they were all laying on the ground dead. He looked up at the approaching figure who was brandishing a very large laser rifle. He almost saluted the approaching figure out of military reflex, but thought better and crossed his arms instead. The Warden of the Bounty Hunters Guild stopped short of him, looking him up and down.


“Well, well, well … what do we have here?”


Warden Keadrich had his feet unceremoniously kicked up on his desk while Vlad sat stiff backed in one of the lavish chairs in the Warden’s office. Vlad was irritated at this disgusting behavior, but he reminded himself he was no longer in the military – he was an outcast.

“Vladet Xavier … I have to say this is a surprise. Former Security Officer of the Emperor’s Hammer,” said Keadrich, glancing at his holonet terminal. “Personally killed four members of this guild who were pursuing bounties in EH space, and your record says you even served under Grand Admiral Thrawn.” Keadrich frowned, looking at Vladet again. “So what in the Sith are you doing here, Xavier?”


Vlad shrugged. Why indeed? “I’m bored,” he said, simply.


Keadrich gave him a wall-eyed stare. “Bored.”


“Yes, bored. I don’t know if your records are up-to-date, but I’ve been expelled from the Emperor’s Hammer and I’m looking for something new to do. While it goes against everything I’ve been taught in life, bounty hunting seems exciting enough. I have plenty of combat experience, intelligence, and enough credits to get me started.”


“Bounty hunting can be exciting, although I don’t think you’re quite suited to be a hunter, Xavier. You’re sitting here with your back straight, in full dress uniform. You don’t have what it takes,” Keadrich sneered. “Maybe you should go try to rejoin the Imperial Navy – you’ll make a hell of a Star Destroyer captain or desk-sitter or whichever. Get out of my sight.”


Vlad stood, smiling. “Well, let’s see what I’m made of then. A test would seem fitting. I guarantee you that I’ll pass.”


Keadrich threw his head back laughing. “A test!” he exclaimed, still laughing. “All right Xavier, you got it. I have just the job.” He typed in a few commands on his computer and rotated the monitor towards Vlad. An average looking human dressed in an Emperor’s Hammer uniform was displayed along with some text. “This is Lieutenant Ian Rastel, a supply officer for the Emperor’s Hammer. He’s been making a lot of credits selling weapons to the black market as well as the guild itself, but a week ago he cut us off from his shipments claiming that he didn’t need our ‘filthy’ credits.”


Keadrich turned towards Vlad. “Bring him to me alive. No exceptions.” He started digging around in his desk, finally locating a PAL and tossed it to Vlad who caught it out of reflex. “I’ll transmit all the information on him to that. You’re responsible for getting your own ship and whatnot. Bring him back within a week or I’ll send someone to come bring you back. Now get out of my sight,” he said, waiving Vlad off casually.

* * *


“A T-Wing, are you kidding me?” the aging technician at Stalker Shipyards Limited demanded, accepting the credits from Vlad. “You more foolish than you look, boy. All right, I’ll get this thing prepped for you. Come back in six hours and your ship will be configured to your likings. The technician walked off muttering things like “he’ll never last a month here” and “damn kids think they’re invincible …”

Vlad frowned as he walked towards another section of the mall to pick up some basic weapons. T-Wings were known as a poor man’s A-Wing and weren’t the best snubfighters in the galaxy, but it would get the job done. He’d pack a day’s worth of supplies in the cargo hold and after roughing the unfortunate Lieutenant up a bit, he was sure he could stuff him in there as well. He had flown T-Wings for a while back in the day and he knew everything that there was to know about the craft. It would work out fine. As he rounded a corner towards Khan Industrial Weapons he ripped his dress uniform off his body and hurled it into a nearby garbage chute. It was tough, having been in the military for the past nine years, but he needed to realize the fact that he was now a bounty hunter and not a military officer.
* * *


The next day Vlad rocketed out of the Mall’s hangar and into outer space. He had spent the previous day getting everything together with the credits he had earned from his military career and what his parents had given him when he shipped off to the Imperial Academy on Prefsbelt IV. Money had never been a problem for him and he could have retired a year ago living a good life, but he couldn’t stand to be that lazy with his life. So here he was in a T-Wing heading into territory where he was no longer welcome and would be shot on sight if “Grand Admiral” Astatine discovered that he was back. “I’ll be the one who guns that fat bastard down one day,” he said to no one in particular and sighed. No time to worry about fantasies … focus on the mission. Think back to your fighter pilot days.

The mission itself was pretty simple. The target, Ian Rastel, operated out of a supply depot at the fringe of Emperor’s Hammer space. The station was ideal for his illegal business as it was well out of the way of the main fleet and was actually there to sell outdated military supplies to civilians and traders. Rastel had turned his job into a profitable business, selling advanced military equipment to pirates and smugglers at high prices. Vlad had already sent an order to the supply officer, asking for a prototype hyperdrive schematic and Rastel had quickly accepted an invitation to the station. All he had to do was land, meet with Rastel and drag the pathetic officer into his ship and fly off. Evading pursuit wouldn’t be a problem as there were no gravity fields near the platform and Vlad could escape into hyperspace seconds after taking off from the platform. All too easy …

“T-Wing you are clear to land,” said the sensor officer of the Supply Platform 08445. “Please land inside hangar three, landing spot zero four three. Platform out.” Vlad nodded, and flicked off the comm. The platform itself was fairly small – three external landing platforms and internal hangars attached to a central spherical station. Three turbolasers rotated on top of the main station while three more were on the underside. A pair of laser cannons was mounted on the tip of each platform which made six in total. A concussion missile launcher was installed on the bottom of the facility and Vlad knew a flight of TIE Fighters was in each one of the hangars making a full squad. Enough firepower to drive off pirates, but not enough to hold up to a New Republic attack force. Standard Imperial station. Just the way I like it.

Vlad’s T-Wing had eight proton torpedoes loaded in addition to his chin-mounted dual laser cannons. His shield generator was fairly powerful and his engines were fast … don’t think about it, Xavier. The urge to open fire on the platform was very tempting, and if he was in an Assault Gunboat he’d have no problem whatsoever destroying the platform within minutes. Still … maybe on my way out.

Vlad heard the distinct ‘pop’ as he passed through the magnetic field protecting the internal hangar bay from the vacuum of space. As a first time client to the corrupt supply officer, he would have to meet with Rastel personally to see if he was legit. This presented a small problem as Vlad’s face was famous throughout the Emperor’s Hammer as the ex-Security Officer and now expelled member of the military. To help solve that problem, he had dyed his brown hair blonde and had stopped shaving since he left Imperial service. It will be enough, he thought. The false identity was easy enough to create back at the Xerokine Outlet Center for a few hundred credits and it would hold up to Rastel’s background checks. If he even runs them anymore …

His landing spot was lit and he set the T-Wing down on the hangar flawlessly. Still got it! he smirked, flipping a switch which caused his canopy to rise. A technician was pulling a ladder towards his fighter but instead of waiting the twenty seconds it would take to be set up, he stood up and jumped out of the cockpit, landing on the hangar’s deck with a loud clang. His knees buckled slightly, reminding him that he was no longer a young recruit at the Academy and he stood up with a cocky grin. “I’m here to see Lieutenant Rastel,” he said in a slightly cocky voice. “He’s got a schematic for me which will make both of us pretty rich.” The technician nodded and pointed towards an office at the far end of the hangar. “Lieutenant Rastel is waiting for you in that office. You’ll need to give up all your weapons to the security personnel before you enter, though.”


Vlad nodded. “You got it, boy. Fuel up my ship, would ya? There’s a few credits if it’s done by the time I get back.” He walked casually towards the back of the hangar, glancing around the small hangar. Each hangar was capable of holding a squadron worth of TIE Fighters, but to let them launch fast the ships were divided equally among the hangar space. The structural integrity of the entire facility seemed weak and Vlad knew it would only take a small torpedo barrage to collapse the station’s shields and only a few more to fully destroy the station. If I fire off a torpedo in here on the way out, I could probably take a quarter of the station offline. Vlad shrugged and continued walking towards the small office at the rear of the hangar.

Two Stormtroopers stood guard at the entrance of Rastel’s office, leaning against the bulkheads. So sloppy, no wonder the Hammer is dying, he sighed. One stood up straight and looked Vlad over. “You’ll need to give up your weapons, sir,” he said, holding out a hand. The other stormtrooper casually slipped his hand towards his blaster sitting in the holster on his utility belt. Not as sloppy as I first thought, but still pretty bad. Vlad nodded and pulled out his Bryar pistol from his paramilitary jacket and a small holdout blaster from his ankle holster. He handed them to the first stormtrooper as the second one pulled out a small wand-like object and ran it over Vlad’s body.


“He’s clean,” reported the filtered voice of the second trooper. “Enter,” he said, stepping away. Vlad smirked and entered the small office where he found Lieutenant Rastel sitting behind a medium sized durasteel desk typing away at a computer terminal. The supply officer looked up at Vlad and studied him for a few seconds before nodding. “Sit down, make yourself at home,” he said, gesturing towards the uncomfortable looking chair on the opposite side of the desk. Vlad shrugged and sat down, kicking his feet up on the desk and leaned back in the chair, looking around the sparse office. “Nice place,” he said, looking at the various junk scattered across the office.


Rastel shrugged and turned towards the bounty hunter. “So you’re interested in an Imperial R-47 prototype hyperdrive schematic, is that right?” he asked, studying Vlad’s face. “You look awfully familiar to me. Have we met?”

Vlad shrugged. “It’s possible, although I get that a lot more than you think, Lieutenant. “My name is Gheric Oistan and I need that schematic so let’s cut down to business. I’m offering five hundred thousand, Imperial credits. Take it or leave it.”


Rastel laughed. “Five-hundred?! Ha! This prototype schematic is worth at least a million credits, if not more. You’re obviously very new at this, Oistan, so I’ll let you live this time. So the price is now one and a half million credits for your arrogance.” He smiled. “Take it or leave it.”


Vlad considered for a second and nodded. He tapped his right boot’s heel twice on the desk and a small blade extended from the bottom of the boot. Without hesitation he turned his body and kicked the blade right into Rastel’s shoulder, dropping the supply officer to the ground. The scream was loud but Vlad knew that the office was probably soundproof to avoid eavesdropping, which it was because the two sentry stormtroopers didn’t bust down the door and shoot him. Casually he double tapped the heel of his boot on the desk again and the blade retracted back into the bottom of the boot.

“Okay, Lieutenant, let’s get one thing straight. I am former Fleet Admiral Vladet Xavier – you have a price on your head and you’re coming with me. If you resist, this will hurt a lot more than it has to. Understood?” Rastel didn’t respond so Vlad sat up and walked around the desk to see the Lieutenant’s hands pressed against the wound. He sighed in disgust. “The wound isn’t that bad – you’ll live. Now get up and shut up,” said Vlad, reaching down to take the blaster pistol which was next to the wounded supply officer’s hand. He quickly searched for other weapons but found none and then hauled Rastel up to his feet. A little too confident and way too complacent in his job. That makes you sloppy after a while, Lieutenant.

“A-admiral Xavier?” Rastel asked, astonished, looking Vlad over nervously. “A bounty hunter? Unbelievable!” he stammered. He glanced at Vlad yet again. “But you look exactly like him …”

Vlad slapped him across the face, hard. “Wake up, idiot. Are you from Agamar? Dumb question since I know you’re from Aurora itself, but your intelligence seems to show otherwise. Now the Bounty Hunter’s Guild doesn’t want you dead … they just want to talk to you face to face. Probably discuss some business and such,” he said, noticing Rastel calming down a bit. It was a lie, of course – the supply officer would be tortured beyond belief before being executed- but it would help make the job easier if Rastel was calmer. Looking around the desk Vlad spotted a data card sticking out of the computer’s drive. The words R-47 Prototype Schematic were burned ever so slightly into the card’s surface, so Vlad snatched the card from the drive and put in his jacket pocket. “I don’t think you’ll need this anymore,” he said smugly. He looked down at the scared Lieutenant.

“Here’s what we’re going to do,” said Vlad. “I’m going to open the door, shoot your guards, and we’re going to run to my ship. You will climb into the cramped cargo hold without protest. We will get out of here and be back in the Lyarna system within three hours. Understood?” Rastel nodded weakly and whimpered slightly. “Oh for Sith’s sake,” muttered Vlad, reaching into a pocket on his jacket. He took out a small bacta patch, tore off the packaging and slammed it against the wound on Rastel’s shoulder. The lieutenant’s eyes bulged at the pain from contact, but didn’t yell. “There. Now, get ready to run when I say so.”

Vlad moved toward the door and checked the charge of the blaster pistol. Thirty shots, not bad. He set the safety to ‘kill’ and opened the door. Before the stormtroopers could even turn towards him he shot them both at point blank range and grabbed Rastel’s tunic, shoving him out of the office. “Head for the T-Wing, now!” Vlad yelled, scanning the hangar for hostiles, but found none. Lieutenant Rastel took off at a jog while Vlad covered him from behind, constantly scanning the hangar.

The technician who first greeted Vladet was just finishing up fueling the T-Wing when Lieutenant Rastel reached the ship. The technician turned in surprise as Vlad shot the man once in the chest, dropping him to the hangar floor. Strangely enough, Vladet felt no remorse for what he had just done and instead started disconnecting the power supply cable from his ship’s fuel hatch. Looking around he noticed that two Stormtroopers who were standing guard at the entrance to the main facility were running towards him, having noticed the light from the blaster pistol. Vlad swore and ran to the back of his ship, opening the cargo hatch. “Get in, now!” Vlad yelled, helping shove Rastel into the very cramped cargo hold. The Emperor’s Hammer officer was fairly small, which made matters easier. “I’ve installed an air pump in there so you won’t suffocate. Don’t bother trying to kill yourself as there’s nothing to commit suicide with,” he said, shutting the cargo hold door and locking it.


The Stormtroopers were almost within range and were raising their E-11 carbines and Vlad could hear from the dead technician’s comlink that reinforcements were en route and the TIE Fighters were being prepared to launch. No matter, the job is just about done. Vlad ran around the opposite side of his ship and flawlessly got his boot into the foothold and launched himself into the cockpit, pulling the lever which closed the canopy. The two Stormtrooper guards opened fire, scorching the armor of the T-Wing and caused Vlad to curse. Flicking a few switches the shields of the craft powered up and the incoming blaster bolts ricocheted off of the shields. Without running any of the standard startup checks, he kicked in the repulsorlifts and turned the T-Wing to face the incoming Stormtroopers.

The two Emperor’s Hammer Stormtroopers knew they were outmatched and dove down to the hangar floor before Vladet even opened fire with his laser cannons. Instead of wasting power, Vlad flicked a switch on his flightstick and brought his targeting recticle over the entrance to the hangar. More stormtroopers were pouring into the hangar even though their combined firepower could not penetrate his ship’s shields. Setting the torpedo launchers to single fire, he fired an unguided torpedo at the hangar entrance, sending even more Stormtroopers to the deck – for all the good it would do – and the torpedo smashed into the facility, detonating brilliantly. The hangar rocked as Vlad turned his T-Wing around and scanned the ruined hangar. Before leaving the hangar he switched to his lasers and destroyed the parked TIE Fighters before the pilots could reach them and cause him any trouble later. With one final glance at the burning hangar, he turned the throttle to full and he blasted out of the hangar. A flight of TIE Fighters had already launched from one of the other hangars and were heading right at him.

This is far too easy, he mused turning towards the incoming TIE Fighters. He linked his laser cannons and opened fire on the first TIE Fighter, catching it right in the port wing pylon. The wing snapped off and the craft tumbled out of sight losing energy as the other three TIE Fighters pulled away to avoid crashing into the damaged ship. Vladet grinned as he tracked the next TIE Fighter - Aleph 3 - and snapped off a deflection shot which caught the enemy TIE below the cockpit, causing the ship to explode in a brief fireball before being extinguished in the vacuum of space. These pilots know nothing. The third TIE pilot tried to avenge his wingman’s death, but was quickly destroyed as he came around to open fire on the T-Wing. The fourth TIE Fighter tried to escape from Vlad by flying close to the station but a pair of linked lasers burned right through the pathetic craft’s hull and shredded it into a thousand different pieces without exploding. That does it for the fighter defense. The station originally had six working turbolasers but Vlad’s torpedo attack inside of the first hangar had seemed to taken two of them offline, as well as that hangar platform’s two laser cannons. Shouldn’t be too hard to finish the job.

He pulled the T-Wing three klicks away from the station, far enough away from the laser cannons and way too far for the slower turbolasers to possibly track him. It would be easy for him to turn around and head back to the Lyarna system, but the thought of blowing that supply depot out of space was too tempting. The T-Wing’s sensors showed nothing but him and the station so what the hell. He shunted all power to the forward shields and flicked his weapons to dual fire torpedo mode.
No need for the targeting computer for this behemoth. 

Before Vlad could bring the station into his sights a warning klaxon sounded briefly in the cockpit. The sensors indicated a new ship had reverted to realspace ten kilometers out from the station. Vlad brought up a picture of the ship on his target computer and winced. An Escort Carrier … just my luck. The boxy capital ships didn’t have much weaponry and were slow to boot, but they carried three squadrons of fighters which would be a problem. The ship is blocking my exit. Idiots.

Without hesitating he dumped all power into the engines and blasted towards the Escort Carrier which his IFF had tagged Aggregator. Switching to torpedoes, Vlad made some careful adjustments on his targeting computer and immediately got a target lock when he came within six kilometers of the incoming cruiser. This trick has worked a few times before. The timing has to be perfect. The Escort Carrier’s main problem was that the hangar was actually built into the front of the craft with the command bridge being slightly above the hangar. In order for the fighters to launch the forward shields would need to be dropped for a brief amount of time as they exited the hangar. This was no doubt a random patrol so he would have a few minutes before they had any starfighters ready for launch. And if I can get my torpedoes into that unshielded hangar, scratch one Escort Carrier.

Vlad ran the numbers in his head again and sighed. All capital ships that carried starfighter squadrons always had at least one flight’s worth of pilots ready at any given time. The variable was how dedicated the ship’s crew was and how efficiently they performed. The first response flight can launch in as little time as a minute, and as long as three. Since this is the Emperor’s Hammer, I’m opting for two.

He slowed the speed of the T-Wing slightly and waited until he was within four kilometers of the Aggregator. The lock-on tone of his warhead launcher had been ringing for a while, but he held back, waiting for the right moment. Here goes nothing. Vlad slammed the speed up again and immediately fired off a pair of proton torpedoes, hesitated two seconds and fired off another two pairs. He debated firing off his last single torpedo into the hangar, but knew six would be enough. Just in case, he thought, adjusting the targeting computer and fired off his last torpedo. These idiots will never know what hit them.

Escort Carriers were not heavily armored ships – in fact most of the ship was hollow consisting of the giant hangar which could house three squadrons of fighters plus support craft. There were a handful of crew and pilot quarters, and the entire ship was run from a small command center nestled into the bow of the ship. The ships were nothing more than a mobile hangar with engines strapped on, and a few weapons emplacements added on as an afterthought. Whoever authorized this patrol is an idiot. Escort Carriers should never go into battle by themselves. I’ll make them pay for their arrogance and stupidity.

Vlad switched his targeting computer to the first torpedo he fired and switched the viewing angle. Right on target, he thought with grim satisfaction. The first flight of TIE Interceptors exited the hangar two minutes and ten seconds after reversion and immediately spotted the incoming torpedoes. The pilots were smarter than Vlad gave them credit for and immediately veered off course, letting the torpedoes pass by and right into the hangar bay. The other four torpedoes followed right behind the first two and detonated brilliantly inside the hangar. The Escort Carrier showed no visible sign of damage until a brilliant burst of flame erupted from the hangar bay as if it were some ancient mythological beast. Then large portions of the hull rapidly broke apart, although the ship was able to keep its structural integrity. The last torpedo Vlad fired hit the command module of the bridge, piercing the transparisteel command window and detonated right inside of the command center. The front nose of the Aggregator broke apart and finally the ship exploded into a large fireball, leaving only a few chunks of armor, parts, and personnel floating in the void of space.

The four TIE Interceptors that had made it out of the hangar didn’t even bother trying to fight Vlad in his T-Wing. They immediately fled to the damaged station hoping to escape the slaughter and Vlad was sorely tempted to finish them off and the station as well. Patience, he thought, checking his gauges. His fuel was good but he didn’t need his hard merchandise dying on him. Back to Lyarna I suppose …
* * *

Warden Keadrich glanced at Lieutenant Rastel and again at Vladet. “Nice job, Xavier, I’ll give you that. I saw the sensor data from your T-Wing and your space battle was quite interesting, especially the little hangar-torpedo trick. Destroying a fully armed Escort Carrier with nothing but a T-Wing … I call it luck but whichever gets you through the day. I’ll handle Rastel from here,” said Keadrich, glancing at the terrified looking supply officer. “You’re dismissed Xavier … welcome to the Bounty Hunter’s Guild.” Keadrich extended his right hand and Vlad shook it. “Have any idea what Kabal you’ll be joining?”

Vlad shrugged. “Skylla. They need some help and seem to match what I’m like. It’ll work out fine,” he said, walking towards the door of the Warden’s office. As he closed the door behind him he could hear Rastel screaming. Not my concern anymore.
* * *


Vlad looked up to see one of the local entertainment girls sit next to him, giving him a juicy smile. “Looking for a good time, Vlad?” she asked, winking. Times sure have changed, alright. He picked up his glass and slammed the rest of the mug in one gulp.

“Ready whenever you are, darling,” he said, standing up and leaving a generous tip for the bartender. “Just remember, I don’t settle for second best.”
The End
