Flight of the Valkyrie

- Vladet Xavier, #8355

“Another lovely day, eh boys?” asked Colonel Yoda climbing out of his Z-95 Headhunter. With a mini force jump, he performed a perfect leap onto the duracrete surface of the hangar bay. The Imperial Star Destroyer-II Monastery was holding a geocentric orbit above Commenor, where Trainer Squadron (sometimes known as Valkyrie Squadron of the ISD-II Grey Wolf) was running suppression missions on pirate bases located in the asteroid fields near the planet. The bulk of the GWSOoM’s fleet was spread out throughout the sector cleaning out all the pirates they could, stealing their booty and earning a substantial amount of credits from Commenor’s various governments.


“You can say that again,” muttered Joey C.

“Joey’s only a little tired because his Headhunter suffered a little damage. He’s a little rusty … and a little cranky,” Vlad grinned throwing his helmet at Joey who ducked; it hit Dax Corrin who fell over in a semi-comedic way.

“Shaddup, Vlad. I need a drink,” Joey replied walking towards the turbolift.


Several hours and shots later, the ten Colonels (and one Sub-Lieutenant clone) were hunched over the bar of the Monastery singing a song about a dying pilot called Dong Vidar. A timid looking Ensign walked over to them, a datapad in his hand.


“Sirs?” he asked, very nervously.


“Wha … who the hell are you?” demanded Colonel Nightmare.


“I’ve choked bigger men than you!” exclaimed Colonel Tainer.


“I’ve stepped on bigger men than you!” mumbled Colonel Lenvik.


Vlad gave Lenvik an odd look and cracked him upside the head. “Quiet, you.”


“Sirs, this message just came in from Imperial High Command.” The Ensign threw the datapad to Colonel Yoda and literally ran from the bar.

Yoda, who thought he was looking at four datapads, peered at the screen. “It looks like the Intelligence Division is requesting our help. We’re to respond to the Hyperion System in EH territory to help the Dungeon Ship Lichtor V flee the system.”
“Hot dog! Let’s go show ‘em up!” shouted Vlad, slopping booze all down his flightsuit.
Several hours later the Star Destroyer entered the Hyperion System. On the bridge of the Monastery the Monks watched in awe as the Dungeon Ship Lichtor V tried running from a Mon Calamari Cruiser and a quartet of Corellian Corvettes. Status monitors on the Star Destroyer’s bridge indicated that one Corvette, the Pride of Selonia II, was about to bite the dust, but the other three were eating away the Dungeon Ship’s rear shields with their double turbolasers. The Mon Calamari Cruiser was behind a little, but it was only six minutes from being within turbolaser range.

“Monks deploy! Let’s save the day … again.”


“We don’t need your help, Monks,” muttered Colonel Ric Taldyria of Praetorian Squadron, which was already down a few pilots – another explosion ripped through space as another modified TIE Praetorian exploded.

“Well, we have to. We need points for Supremacy Competition VIII,” replied Colonel Wes “The Wrench” Janson as he strafed the Corvette Selonia II. The Corvette started veering off course and was soon engulfed in flames. Pulling off a sharp Segnor’s Loop, he rocketed off towards the dogfight of Z-95 Headhunters and X-Wings.

“Besides, I need to make up some points!” shouted Joey as he shot a Mag Pulse missile into a nearby B-Wing which started drifting. “Monastery, deploy the Tugs and Assault Transports.” Looking around, he spotted the Corvette Trinity’s shields falling sharply. Pulling back on his flight yoke, he targeted the Corvette and quickly got a targeting lock. “One Flight, volley fire on my transponder signal … three, two one, fire!”
All four members of One Flight – Yoda, Joey, Vlad, and Brucmack – released a volley of eight mag pulse missiles towards the Trinity. The first two missiles collapsed the transport’s shields, while the others slammed into the corvette’s hull. Electricity sizzled over the ship as the Assault Transport Pentagon moved into capture the ship.

Fifteen minutes later, the Lichtor V made the jump into hyperspace with a disgruntled Praetorian Squadron trailing behind it. The Monks had really wanted to capture the Mon Cal Cruiser, but they were very low on mag pulse missiles, and it would take forever to burn through the cruiser’s shields with their weak triple blasters mounted on their Headhunters. The Monastery was too far to engage the ship, so it looked like the cruiser would escape – still not a bad day, the Monks mused.
They watched as the Cruiser’s engines glowed bright and ramped up speed. Just before it could enter hyperspace however, a Nebulan B Frigate hypered in right in front of the cruiser, cutting off its escape. Turbolaser, laser and ion cannon, and concussion missiles slammed into the Cruiser’s forward shields, bringing them down. Laser blasts crushed turbolaser batteries and blasted open armor plating. Before the Crestwave could fire off more than two salvos of return fire, it was disabled.
“You suck Vlad,” muttered Yoda. It was indeed Vlad’s personal frigate, the Nebulan B Frigate Fury.

“Jealous,” muttered Vlad they headed towards the Monastery’s hangar bay for some more drinks as Assault Transports headed towards the disabled cruiser to capture it.

“… we better get at least four hundred points for this,” muttered Malidir.





The End
