ViB Prologue II: 
by: LC mBind, Wing XV WC

“Yes sir, we know that your papers say that you're transporting 30.000 Hammerhead Garden gnomes and that your papers are fully legal,” the Imperial Customs Officer sighed. 
The Freighter Captain's high pitched mutterings on his headset started off again, mostly claims on being an honest businessman with an honest business. 
“We're not doubting that sir, ” the Customs Officer responded. “But you have to agree that such a shipment seems bizarre on the other side of the galaxy from Ithia and at least 100 parsecs from the nearest gardening fanatic.” He leaned back in his deck chair and made a hand signal to his colleague on the console next to him indicating that the guy on the other side of his line must be a complete loony. 
His colleague smiled back to him knowingly. They saw some pretty weird things at the Pyrath Border Customs Base, the things some people tried to take across and the methods they used were the foundation of many a tall tale to be told in the officer's mess in the earlier hours of the morning. 
The Customs Officer leaned back over his console, flipping one switch that muted out the pleading freighter captain and another that brought him into contact with his assigned inspection craft. 

“Hornet Inspection Flight 1 Plus, Squadron leader reporting in,” Major Ace's voice came across immediately. 
“Pyrath Control here,” the Customs Officer responded quickly. “I want you to do an inspection flight over that modified Modular Conveyor there. The – Rodian - captain and the papers claim to be transporting Hammerhead garden gnomes, but what is a Rodian doing with those in the middle of the Outer Rim?” 
“Acknowledged, Hornet Inspection Flight 1 Plus is on it. Hornet One out.” 
The Customs Officer saw the fighters change course on his screen and flipped his switches again… immediately flooding his headset again with the Freighter Captain's pleading, which had now progressed to tear jerking stories about his 12 starving larvae, his old dying mother and mortgages that had to be paid. “Sir, I understand completely. Don't be alarmed but we will be conducting a close inspection flyby. Then when everything checks out fine you can proceed on your journey to…” The Customs Officer checked one of his other screens. “…Tatooine, isn't it?” 

“A Rodian with Garden gnomes!” Lieutenant Tuomo exclaimed. “These smugglers are getting more stupid by the day, how gullible do they think we are?” 
Lieutenant Rhys laughter came over the com, “Well, you can be sure they're transporting garden gnomes… I just think we're more interested with what's in those things.” 
“Two, Three, please cut the chatter,” their commander came back over the com. “This should be an easy one, please follow my lead and we'll be back on the Vanguard in no time.” 
Hornet Flight 1, reinforced by their wing commander who was flying inspection runs to get his required flying hours, rolled to port and down in perfect unison, barely evading a container transport and a luxury liner and closing in on the Conveyor. 
“There she is, scanners open,” Ace called in from his Toscan Fighter. “Your honors Rhys… ” 
“Guys she's starting to head for the hyper space jump point!” Lieutenant Colonel mBind interrupted him. 
“They are loading their laser batteries sir,” Tuomo called in from Hornet two. 
Ace switched the reload of his own lasers up too. “Control?” 
The Customs Officer was quick to reply: “Disable that freighter by any means, I’ll try and arrange a docking craft.” 
“Roger Control,” Ace affirmed, “Flight split up in wingman pairs and switch to ions.” 

Just as the craft separated in two pairs it seemed that the Conveyor managed to man it's front gun turret. It immediately started firing thick black bolts at the fighters – missing them only just. At the same time its Captain was trying to get it out on real space as fast as he could. 
“Watch that fire there guys!” Ace called out as he started strafing the freighter, closely scraping its surface to make the turret hit it's own hull. “And Bender! Get the hell out with that crummy Bomber of yours!” 
“Switch to lasers or we'll never get it's shields down,” Rhys yelled while he fired off ions and lasers like crazy and at the same time tried to draw the turret's fire away from Ace and Tuomo. 
Tuomo found time somewhere to look at his scanners, “Second turret is now manned! Watch it!” 
“No it isn't!” MindBender called in defiantly. “Bombs awaaay!!” 
He had taken the time created by the faster and more “dangerous” Toscan fighters to get his bomber up close to the conveyor and only just barely made it out of the blast range of the heavy rocket he fired straight into the second turret. 
“Wooohooo!” Rhys called out, “It's shields are out, now lets finish it off.” 
Like hungry wolves the flight jumped on the freighter which was now defenseless to their ion cannons, disabling the craft in seconds. 
Ace was amazed: “You took Heavy Rockets with you on a inspection mission?” 
Inside his helmet Ender grinned apologetically, “Yeah well... I'm a bomber and I feel naked without them you see…” 
“You almost blew yourself apart there, Bender,” Rhys laughed while put his fighter in a course to match Ace's again. “That brick of yours is looking black as sith now.” 
