Night of the Valkyrie

Part 2 of the Trainer Series

Written by Vladet Xavier, #8355

“Close up the formation boys,” announced Colonel Pickled Yoda of Trainer Squadron. To his aft eleven other Z-95 Headhunters formed themselves into two groups of six fighters each in the traditional V-formation. The Monks were cruising through open space towards a large space platform located in the middle of nowhere. Their flagship, the Imperial-class Star Destroyer-II Monastery had intercepted an encrypted message sent via the old Imperial holonet. Since they had nothing better to do (they were winning Supremacy Competition VIII since day one, having absolutely no competition), they decided to take a break from the games and see if they couldn’t add to their impressive collection of booty and captured vessels.

One Flight of Trainer had been equipped with the traditional mag pulse missiles used for disabling craft and stations, while the other two flights had been oddly equipped with advanced proton torpedoes. Backing them up was the mysterious Modified Corvette Training Wheels which as usual maintained comm. silence. They sped towards the supply depot with their weapons armed.

“I detect no fighters around the station, lead. There is a small minefield protecting the other side of the station and four gunnery stations in geocentric orbit, but other than that I have nothing on my scanner,” reported Colonel Brucmack.
“Roger that. Switch to torpedoes and fire away,” ordered Yoda.


Eight of the Headhunters sent double shots of proton torpedoes towards the station where they hit about fifteen seconds later. The shields flashed brightly but didn’t buckle; obviously this station had large capacity shield generators which meant they finally had a challenge.

“Salvo two … fire!”


Again sixteen proton torpedoes were launched and slammed into the station’s shields, which still held. “Salvo three!” shouted Yoda and the last of the torpedoes slammed into the station’s shields, which yet again held.

“Okay, this might be a problem,” said Malidir.


“Alright, alright. Training Wheels, deploy space bombs,” ordered Vlad.


Firing its thrusters, the modified corvette launched a quartet of heavy space bombs which took a long time to reach the station, but the turbolasers still did not fire back to destroy them. The bombs impacted the shields and they finally buckled when the third one hit it … the fourth space bomb went through and hit the top dome of the station causing a large portion of the duracrete to blow off with bodies pouring out. At once the station became alive and fired off all its laser cannons and turbolasers and TIE Experimental fighters began pouring out of the hangar bays.


“Dance, boys, dance!” shouted Joey C as all the fighters started spreading out and began dogfighting. There clearly were no pilots in these experimental fighters, as they couldn’t even graze the shields of any of the Headhunters. Within four minutes all the enemy fighters were destroyed, the station disabled, and the rotating gun turrets blown out of space. “Time to see what’s in this nutshell boys,” commented Yoda.

 The Monks walked through the station, blaster pistols in hand. The corridors were quite deserted but something didn’t feel right. They proceeded down the main corridor to the central control center when suddenly a durasteel door slammed shut behind them.

“Whoops,” muttered Lenvik.


They glanced around for any concealed laser cannons, but found nothing. Shrugging, they proceeded forward until they met a figure at the end of the hallway. The mysterious figure was wrapped in dark cloths which hid everything except his eyes. His arms were folded and it seemed like he was breathing very heavily.

“I’ve been expecting you,” the figure hissed. “Prepare for your end!”


Whipping his arms out they could see he was holding two lightsaber hilts. Extending his arms, he ignited the blades of the sabers which were both grey.


“Prepare to meet your destiny!” he bellowed.


Looking at one another, the Monks shrugged.


“Who the hell are you?” asked Dax Corrin.


“I’ve choked bigger men than you!” yelled Brent.


Vlad slapped him upside the head. “Already used that one, idiot.”


“Oh, sorry.”


As the figure charged them, all twelve monks pulled out their blaster pistols and fired once. The Jedi managed to block three of them, but the other nine bolts slammed into his torso, spinning him in the air and landing clumsily on the floor.

“Heh, bet the reader wasn’t expecting that one,” grinned Joey.






The End
