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When we got word that we were making a large scale combat drop on some mudball in the midrim, 
none of us took the briefing lightly. Until now, these terrorist “Rebel” cells haven’t posed much threat. 
We were a part of the 223rd Expeditionary fleet “The Emperor’s Sword”. Being stationed aboard old 
Venator class Star Destroyers wasn’t exactly what I had in mind when we were prepping for the 
deployment but at least it let me get out and see more of the galaxy. 

 

As soon as our dropship was inbound to our targeted landing site, I knew the op had gone belly up. We 
took heavy antiair fire as soon as we cleared atmo. Over half of the main assault company was lost 
before our boots hit the dirt. When the ramp when down, I ordered my men to set up a 360 perimeter 
around the shuttle until its departure. The shuttle barely made it 20 meters into the air before it was 
taken out by a shoulder fired rocket.  

 

We took cover and regrouped with the rest of the company and decided to dig in and call for air support 
so we could attempt to push into the Rebel facility. Command net went loud, fast. Before we could 
finish our call for fire, the net lit up like a life day tree. Two terrorist aligned frigates dropped out of 
Hyperspace and decimated the fleet. The Acclimator escorts were destroyed within seconds and The 
Sword followed shortly after. 

 

Our hearts sank. We were stuck on a hostile planet, with no support, no evac plan and no real hope. We 
conducted hit-and-run raids over the next day. We were doing anything and everything we could to get 
payback. It wasn’t enough though, we kept loosing men. By the end of the second day, we were down to 
20 troopers. We were out of water, food and low on ammo. The platoon was a few hours away from 
carrying out a last ditch rush to the enemy facility. If we were going to die, we were going to make them 
work for it. But, it never happened.  

 

The Fleet comm went loud all of the sudden. A Star Destroyer had entered Orbit. Our hearts jumped. 
We didn’t think anyone got the SOS.  From what was being said over the net, we could tell that the ISD 
had almost immediately smashed through the terrorist frigates. We decided to use the confusion to 
launch a more measured and tactical strike on the facility. Before we even got close, the sky filled with 
TIE Bombers and fighter escorts. We watched the pilots bob and weave through the thick AA with 
incredible grace and skill. We observed in awe as the Bombers released their payloads and absolutely 
decimated the facility. Within moments, it was a smoldering crater. They must have been watching us 
through unseen reconnaissance, because immediately following immediately behind the assault craft 
was a personnel shuttle for Evac. We silently boarded the shuttle and finally felt at ease. 



 

The tension of the past few days melted slightly. We began to joke around about the situation.  

“Sergeant, if we were supposed to be the Emperor’s Sword, then who the hell are these guys? They just 
smashed right through the rebs without breaking a sweat.” Joked one of the troopers. 

 

I chuckled and pondered for a moment. “If we’re his sword, then they must be his Hammer” 


