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DEFENDING THE DARKNESS PRELUDE

The Sith pilot strode across the gloomy hangar deck, noting the lack of activity in his vicinity. He climbed aboard his TIE Bomber, which was repaired, fueled, ready to launch. Four standard TIE Fighters stood farther back in the hangar, but no other personnel were working on any of the starfighters.

The pilot noticed two cloaked figures observing his actions from the shadows of the bay, near the corridor leading to the control section of the asteroid station. As he strapped in and returned their stare, they turned and walked back up the corridor.

His neck tingled with worry. His squadron and its mothership, the Dark Brotherhood VSD Corsair, were away on an emergency mission to stop a Rebel assault on a Brotherhood resupply point. His TIE Bomber was damaged in a previous engagement so he was left on this remote base, Asteroid Station CT-65, while the craft underwent engine repairs. The unusual furtiveness of many Brotherhood personnel on the station had surprised him. Even for the sinister legions of the Dark Jedi, the atmosphere was especially foreboding.

The Sith pilot eased his TIE Bomber from the hangar deck and throttled to 10 percent power for departure from the station to help escort just-departed groups of freighters and transports. 

As his craft cleared the hangar bay and began curling away from the station, he glanced back over his shoulder and saw four pilots sprinting to TIE Fighters.

They said nothing to me about a TIE patrol being scheduled to occur during my post-repair shakedown fllight, the pilot thought. What is going on?

But his worries about his strange-acting Sith brethren were suddenly swept aside as the combat alert claxon blasted inside his TIE Bomber.

A Rebel modified frigate appeared on his HUD.

T/F group Dark Jedi, already on system patrol, wheeled in formation and vectored toward the Rebel ship. The T/B pilot veered his ship in the same direction, hitting full throttle, knowing an inspection run at the enemy was the top priority.

In his rear HUD view, he saw four more TIEs launch from the station. No one had said anything about T/F Beta being operational, but perhaps the station commanders were sending more forces from the shorthanded station because of the Rebels’ arrival, he thought.

“T/B Dark Jedi, please prepare to help defend us from the Rebels,” the pilot of FRT G-2312 1 said over the sector communications net. “Our supplies MUST reach the undersea house on Yridia II to maintain its operational integrity. We’ll need your firepower.”

The T/B pilot switched his craft’s concussion missile launchers to dual fire mode, expecting shielded fighters to launch from the Rebel ship at any moment.

Matching his thoughts, a flight group of R-41 Starchasers emerged from the Rebel ship, which one of the T/F Dark Jedi pilots had identified as M/FRG Tear. Then, almost in unison, the frigate spewed forth a second R-41 group and a Z-95 Headhunter flight.

T/F Dark Jedi 2 disintegrated in a blaze of Rebel starfighter laser fire. 

Perspiration roiled down the T/B pilot’s forehead as he considered the odds against him and his fellow Brotherhood pilots. 

As an R-41 raced within missile range, the T/B pilot loosed a salvo. Just as the R-41 exploded in a ball of gas, flame and twisted plastisteel, something rocked the T/B and sparks blasted out of the pilot’s instrument panel.

“TIE Bomber Dark Jedi, T/F Beta is targeting you!” T/F Dark Jedi 4 yelled.

The T/B pilot instantly realized his wariness about the strange activities aboard the station had not been paranoid imaginings. He was under attack from some of his very own Dark Brethren. Top pilots who obviously had something sinister in mind to spring an attack such as this.

The flashing red light on his scorched instrument panel told the T/B pilot his missile launchers had been rendered inoperable by the sneak laser attack from behind.

No matter, he thought. These traitors will regret their back-stabbing assault.

The T/B pilot suddenly executed an impossible turn that left one of T/F group Beta’s shocked pilots centered in his laser aiming reticle at point-blank range.

“Die, traitorous Dark Jedi,” the Brotherhood pilot screamed as he sent bolts of laser fire coursing through the front windscreen of the first Beta TIE.
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