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“Overall a smashing victory,” concluded Colonel Yoda of Valkyrie Squadron. The squad of misfits had broken out the victory champagne a few days early in result of their smashing victory in the annual Aggressor Strike Force Supremacy Competition, now in its eight year. They had surpassed the closest ship’s score eight times over and the whole competition was nothing more than a runaway. So now the Monks were doing what they did best … drinking.


“We could’ve won from our activity in the first week!” exclaimed Colonel Joey C, who was piss drunk after two light beers. He raised his mug in salute and slopped over half of the cup’s contents over his tan flight suit.


“Joey, hold that beer while I go get your training bra,” smirked Vlad, who had immediately went for the hard liquor when they reached the Imperial Star Destroyer Monastery’s bar located just five floors below the bridge. The Star Destroyer was going out on a well deserved Rest and Recreation tour. The ship was only on its second transit point and already half of the crew was ripped. Hopefully they wouldn’t bounce too close to a star or something … it’d be an interesting talking point, though.


Lenvik was already passed out in his room, in which the rest of the Monks had drawn all over his body with permanent marker. After this, everyone had started consuming their drinks at a slower pace so they wouldn’t be written all over with the marker. Joey was well on his way there, so everyone was enjoying him slop his booze all over himself.

“It has been an interesting four weeks, gentlemen,” exclaimed Arch. “We are the most dominant squadron in TIE Corps history! We’re going to make the TIE Corps Commander’s Own for the third time in a row no sweat!” He then proceeded to pass out which promoted Vlad to bring out the pink marker and get to work. After ten minutes, Arch would have pink skin for at least a fortnight.


The drinking continued for another eight hours until finally only Vlad and Savage were left (Vlad had killed his clone a week earlier). Both were barely able to stand, although Az was suffering from mild alcohol poisoning according to the bartender droid, who also doubled as a medical unit (thankfully).


Finally both collapsed to the floor at the same time, although Vlad was able to stop himself from puking, whereas Sav’s stomach liquefied and he died of melanoma for some very odd reason.


The End. 
