ViB Prologue IX: 
by: RA mBind, Van COM 

Cygnus Shuttle Barracuda arrived out of hyperspace near nav buoy PYR763, where Echo Squadron awaited her to escort her through the traffic at the Pyrath Base to the main reception hangar of the Vanguard. 
Clearance codes were exchanged and the fighters of Echo formed a diamond like formation around the shuttle, protecting her from all sides. Near the hangar the Shuttle was heading for the diamond desolved into a vic, that after a few circular maneuvers to make sure the Shuttle docked safely moved on towards the TIE hangar to dock themselves. 
The Shuttle landed softly in the reception hangar, that for the occasion had been cleared from rusty old YT’s and bombers. Before it were lined up about two dozen storm troopers that smelled strongly of deodorant and another two dozen pilots that were trying to have catnaps standing up behind the protection of their face masks. In between the two lines of storm troopers and pilots stood Ender mBind in a purple and orange flight suit with bellbottoms and wookie fur on the shoulders. On his left and right were standing Lieutenant Colonel Hizad, the Medical Officer, and General Lemmor, the Chief of the ground forces onboard the Vanguard. They instantly jumped to attention when the walkway lowered and their BGCOM walked down it. 
As Blade's direct representative Ender walked towards the Calamari Vice Admiral to greet him. “Welcome aboard sir.” 
Vice Admiral Chrusos Ichthys nodded his big Calamari head and opened smiled in his own way, “Thank you Wing Commander. Its good to be on the Vanguard for once.” 
They started walking between the rows of imperial soldiers towards the hangar bay doors. 
 “How is the Campaign in the Mi’Suh Zone handling sir?” Ender informed. 
 “Not bad, the Grey Wolf is handling the situation nicely,” Chrusos Ichthys grinned. “But I want to bring the Intrepid and the Vanguard over there as soon as possible. This Genko Business has taken long enough. I think the rebels have got the picture after yesterday's attack. Nice fur by the way, didn't know that was still legal.” 
 “It was when it was shot sir.” 

Right after the welcoming banquet, Ender gave the BGCOM “the Grand Tour of the Ship”, carefully avoiding any possible disaster areas. Which started at the bridge… Included the hangar bays ofcourse, the stern engine room and part of the recreational facilities, like the swimming pool. Somewhere around there, Chrusos Ichthys and Ender got separated from the rest of the tour enough for a private chat. It happened to be on deck 24 near the storm trooper gym. 
 “So what you think about the Blade situation?” Chrusos Ichthys opened. “He recommended you ofcourse.” 
Ender looked at him with a puzzled look on his face. “What situation? Sorry Vit, it's been a busy day…  I haven't really been able to check my mail yet.” 
Chrusos Ichthys just looked sat him. 
For Ender certain things started to fall in place, the breakfast in bed, the moving of all his stuff... He'd bet it was all in Blade's quarters now… Why Blade had been wearing a Nun Squadron suit.. Why everybody had been bugging him with all the smallest details of the ship's running…. “Blade resigned?” 
Chrusos Ichthys just looked at him. 
 “But why? And who's the next Commodore then? Me? But I got some things lined up for the wing and euh… I’d miss out on my Colonel promotion next month - I was looking forward to that…” Ender rattled on. 
 “You'd be Rear Admiral, even if you resign again you'll be Colonel.” Chrusos Ichthys stated matter of factly. “Blade decided to resign back to a Flight Member position because he wanted to fly fighters again instead of desks.” 
 “But, VitCarp… So do I,”  Ender answered. “I'm too young to rot away behind so desk…” 
VitCarp laughed evilly. “Haven't you heard? I demand from my Commodores that they keep up with their flying hours.” Vit put a arm around Ender’s shoulder, then decided not to because of the wookie fur. “So I guess that's arranged then, Rear Admiral. Any thoughts on a new Wing Commander? Take anyone you want, except the two new Squadron Commanders… we want some continuity after all.” 
 “Dee-es and Fondor won't like that…” Ender answered. “But ok, I agree. Damn, this won't be easy.” 
 “Well, I’d suggest…. Ewwww… what's that smell?” VitCarp looked around. “What's that brown stuff dripping from the ceiling?” 
Now it was Ender’s turn to put his arm around VitCarp's shoulders and start guiding him away from deck 24. “Ohh, nothing… we're having some plumbing problems, but we're dealing with it.” He did make sure the blast doors closed securely behind them. 

Later that evening, Ender crashed into an old ragtag couch on his own Modified Freighter “the Luggage”. He rummaged under the couch with one hand and pulled out a bottle of Corellian Malt Whiskey from under it. With a singly wirr at the top he opened it, after which he gulped a large quantity of the strong liquor…. To large actually, so he twisted his face to keep it all in and managed to get it all away. He shuddered a bit and felt allot better. He initially had gone to the pilot's mess but that was not the place for rest now…. Everyone wanted to get him to give him or her the Wing Commander's position or to congratulate him or complain about their toilets backing up pieces of storm trooper armor. Blade's, or no… his own now… ready room didn't really protect him from all kinds of ensigns with silly requests and problems either. 
 “So who would be a good Wing Commander?” he murmured, taking another sip from his malt. He looked around the living quarters of the Luggage and his eyes rested on a group photo of Krayt Squadron a while back. “Nahh, I gotta stop appointing people because they happen to cross my eyes on a photo…” he thought. “Besides, it looks corrupt to keep assigning your old squad mates to comfy jobs.” 
He took some more sips from his whiskey and then punched a button on his data pad which was lying on the floor next to his couch between an old pizza and an ashtray. “Miss Geldcent?” 
A female voice immediately came from the pad. “Yes sir?” 
 “Make up some orders for Commander Mareek from Python to fly to the Grey Wolf to pick up our next Wing Commander. Let him take the Flag Officer's Shuttle. And make sure the Grey Wolf knows he's coming over there so they can let him board and stuff…” 
 “No problem, sir. And sir?” 
 “Yes?” 
 “The death count of the situation on the storm trooper decks might just have gone up with three. Somebody send in a crew of welders to deck 26 and apparently there has been an explosion.” 
Ender sighed and lay back into the couch. “Euh, make sure what happened. I need some sleep. Put General Lemmor on that plumbing problem and keep me updated and such. Wake me in an hour…” 
 “Yes Sir, have good rest.” 
Ender pressed another button on the pad and some relaxing music came on. He only just closed his eyes…. 

….and as it felt almost immediately after that the data pad on the floor next to him was beeping. He yawned and checked his watch… yup… an hour gone, dang. He pressed a button on the data pad. “Yes?” 
“You wanted me to wake you sir?” 
 “Ahh, yes… so what's up?” He rummaged through his hair a bit. 
 “Well it seems General Lemmor is dealing with the situation on decks 24 to 28. He has called in two of his AT-st and about 60 men infantry.” 
Ender yawned again. “Good to hear… Can you give me the Grey Wolf please? Commander Khadgar of Valkyri Squadron, or however you pronounce that.” 

