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Colonel Vladet Xavier of Valkyrie Squadron walked down the empty hallway of the Imperial Star Destroyer Monastery twirling a lightsaber in his hand. He had taken the ancient Jedi weapon from the terribly skilled Jedi they faced at the unknown space station. There was really little to loot, which had pissed the Monks off so much they destroyed the station out of spite. Vlad was in such a foul mood he suddenly ignited the saber and sliced a maintenance droid in half with the grey blade of light.

“Hey Vlad you drunk!” shouted Joey C running up from behind sporting the second lightsaber they had looted from the crazy Jedi. Vlad turned around and hurled his lightsaber in a perfect horizontal throw towards his squad mate which Joey parried with his own blade of grey light. “Oi!”


“Quiet, you,” muttered Vlad, not bothering to stop and talk. Using the trivial amount of force power he gained during his brief stint as a Dark Jedi (along with everyone and their mother and mother’s mother) he pulled his lightsaber towards his hand and hooked it back on his belt.

“What’s wrong, buddy?” asked Joey, half concerned.


“Well …”


Warning klaxons blared throughout the ship as the PA system came to life. “Attention all personnel, Rebel ships spotted arriving in the area. All Monks to their Headhunters, repeat all Monks head to their fighters!” Groaning, the two High Monks started running towards the hangar bay.


“Easy, Vlad,” warned Yoda as Vlad’s Headhunter inverted and pulled off a double Segnor’s Loop firing a pair of mag pulse missiles into the hull of the Rebel Nebulan B Frigate Hopscotch. While still in the maneuver he fired a linked laser blast into an A-Wing which exploded.


“Shaddup!” he yelled while strafing the Mon Calamari Cruiser Waterworld and managed to pierce the starboard shields, crushing a turbolaser battery and destroying a laser cannon. Pulling up sharply, the return salvo from the cruiser missed him by a semi-country mile.


The battle continued like this for the next thirty minutes. The Monastery actually managed to suffer minor hull damage but it would’ve been a lot worse if Vlad hadn’t been on his crazy spree. He had earned the most kills for the day and would’ve earned a Distinguished Flying Cross if he actually flew for real and stopped writing fiction all day. Anyway …


“So what the hell was up with you today, Vlad?” asked Savage Az munching on a turkey sandwich. The entire squad had gathered around the bar for a few drinks but Vlad was still looking down.


“Fine. Someone stole the last of the Miracle Whip from the break room’s fridge … THAT WAS MY TANGY DELICIOUS MIRACLE WHIP DAMNIT!!!” he raged. Standing up suddenly he paced around the bar until he whirled around on Savage.


“What?” frowned Savage.


“Where’d you get the mayo for that sandwich?” asked Vlad, staring Savage straight in the eye.


“Oh, it’s not mayo, it’s Mi- uh I mean my, my you know.”


Nodding, Vlad turned around and then whirled around again and shot the Sub-Lieutenant in the head. Picking up the sandwich from the floor he sniffed it and took a bite. “Miracle Whip alright. I knew it.”


Looking at the other members of his squad who all wore shocked expressions, he shrugged.


“What? It’s just his clone. Give it a month or so and we’ll have the real one back.”






The End 
