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Dark green light flashed from underneath the small, circular cockpit of the TIE Fighter.  Slicing through the dead of space, the blast nearly hit an evading X-Wing, but narrowly missed.


"Hit that target, Cadet," a gruff voice said over the comm system.  "That X-Wing's going to destroy your mothership."


"I've got him, Control," the pilot of the craft replied, trying not to show his frustration.


The enemy X-Wing lined itself in order to launch torpedoes and let one loose before beginning to maneuver again.  Flaring, the torpedo hit its target, the Super Star Destroyer Executor II.  Though powerful, the shields of the mammoth craft were crumpling and nearly destroyed.


"Cadet, Executor II's shields are down to twelve percent and more enemy craft have entered the system," said the same voice.  "I suggest you take them out or the pride of the Imperial Order may be destroyed."


"Roger, Control, I'm working on it," answered the pilot in an annoyed voice, no longer able to hide his true feelings.


The TIE Fighter pilot tried to tail the X-Wing, but was shrugged off easily.  Continuing its flight path, the X-Wing launched all of the remaining torpedoes.  Turning, it darted toward the  X-Wing, focusing all of its attention on the one craft that had been harassing it.


"Cadet, the Executor II has lost shields and is taking torpedo hits directly on the hull."


"I can't help, Control, this X-Wing is giving me trouble."


Just as the words came out of the pilot's mouth, a red light hit the solar panel on the left side of the cockpit.  The craft spun out of control, flying through the darkness of space around it.  Desperately, the pilot tried to regain control, but to no avail.  Soon, everything went black after a bright explosion.





*
*
*
*
*


"Cadet Degreener, you failed the mission again," an officer said, looking as if he had come right out of the recruitment posters.  "How many times have you failed that exact mission already?  Five or six?"


"Sir, it's only been four, and I'm trying my hardest.  I think that all I need is some more sim time to get a little better, that's all," replied the TIE Fighter pilot as he climbed out of the simulator cockpit.


"You've already had more simulator time than all of the other pilots and you still haven’t shown much improvement.  I just don't think that you're cut out for this line of duty.  The Imperial Order does have need for men in other areas other than piloting, you know."


"Sir, I've always wanted to be a pilot, and I'm not going to stop until I get a diploma saying that I am one," replied Cadet Degreener.


"Cadet, I can't let you stay here for that long.  I'll give you one more try to pass the final exam and then you're going to have to transfer to a less difficult area.  Do you understand?"  


"Sir, I believe I do.  Thank you, Fleet Admiral Tar-Atanamir.  I won't forget the opportunity that you have given me."


"That's okay, now get back to training," Tar-Atanamir said before walking away.


Cadet Degreener climbed back into the simulator cockpit and told Control what mission he would like to try next.  Soon, he was flying again, and failing nearly as bad as usual.





*
*
*
*
*


"Cadet, I'm sorry to inform you that you have failed your exam again," Tar-Atanamir said in a truly sad voice.  "I've already requested your transfer to a non-piloting training program.  You'll still be under my command, but you'll be trained to help the Imperial Order in ways besides fighting its wars.  Are you alright with that, Cadet?"


"Yes, sir...  Though I do wish that I could still become a pilot," Cadet Degreener said gloomily.


"Actually, I've worked something out for you.  I've gotten you permission to fly the simulators while still training as a non-pilot.  If you get good enough you can come take the exam again, see if you can pass."


"Sir, thank you very much," Cadet Degreener said, suddenly not sad anymore.


"But, you still have to do you other training.  You can't just skip out on it.  Very few people actually make it into the Imperial Order, I want you to be one of them."


"Oh, I will be, sir," the Cadet said as he saluted and went to find his new quarters.


As he walked through the clean halls of the training platform he saw many men and women with the same Cadet insignia on their left breast as he had.  But, he did not see a single pilot as he walked.  Something did not feel right inside of him, something was out of place.


Suddenly, an alarm blared throughout the ship and a worried voice boomed through a communication system.  "We are under attack.  Any Cadets that have learned to pilot a standard TIE Fighter report to the hangar bay.  Repeat, we are under attack, this is not a drill," the worried voice spoke quickly.


Cadet Degreener spun on his heel and ran a short distance to the hanger bay.  When he entered the large room he was the only person there besides the mechanics.  Many people ran over to him, putting him into flight gear and bringing him toward a TIE Fighter that was normally used for training.  As soon as he was aboard, he was given clearance for take off.


"This is Cadet Degreener, I'm launching now."


"Roger, Cadet.  We have been fueling some Interceptors, they should be in the air in a couple of minutes.  Hold off the enemy until then."


"Roger, Control," Cadet Degreener said as his craft was launched from the hangar.  "Control," he said immediately after he was free, "we have three capital ships in the system, they're launching fighters!"


"We know, Cadet.  Hold them off as long as you can.  Remember, long live the Empire."


"Sith spit!" he yelled.


His ship sped toward the huge enemy ships, as if he alone could take them out.  But, quickly, the large craft launched their own fighters, an assortment of T-Wings and Z-95 Headhunters.  The odds were against the lowly Cadet, yet he continued forth, knowing that he had to do something.


Soon, an alarm rang inside his ship, announcing that someone was getting a targeting lock on him.  The cadet fired a lance of green light toward the enemy T-Wing and flipped his craft to the right.  A look of surprise came on Cadet Degreener's face when he saw that the shot had actually hit the target and lowered its shields greatly.  Taking advantage of the situation, he spun back toward the enemy, determined to shoot him out of the sky or die trying.


When he was within range he fired again, narrowly missing the sleek enemy craft.  But, he refused to give up and fired a sequence of shots at the enemy.  One of the shots hit the craft, tearing down its shields and leaving it virtually undefended.  Another pull of the trigger caused the craft to explode in one ball of flame and debris before being smothered by the unforgiving space around it.


Cadet Degreener whooped before going after the next target.  But, the enemy, seeing their comrade shot down, closed in on him from all sides, restricting his movements and making him easier to destroy.  The cadet reacted with lightning quick speed and, before realizing what he was doing, turned on another craft and fired a volley of laser fire.  His shots left various parts of the wing and fuselage floating, dead, in space.


With another two T-Wings already upon him and four Z-95s heading his way, Cadet Degreener had to react quickly.  He got on the tail of yet another enemy and fired, this time missing.  The time that he needed to fire gave the other T-Wing time to close in behind the TIE Fighter and begin taking its own shots.  Cadet Degreener barely managed to avoid one volley and turned before the enemy pilot had a chance to get off another.


"Cadet, nice work.  Four of the Interceptors are launching now.  They'll help you out."


"They better get here quick.  I can't take this many of them at one time for very long.  Those Z-95s are almost range."


Cadet Degreener barely got his ship out of the way before superheated light burned through where his ship was just at.  With a sigh of relief, he fell in behind one of the T-Wings.  He got off a couple of shots before he was again dodging laser fire.  This time he managed to stay behind his target, still getting off shots between his maneuvers.  Slowly, he dwindled down the shields of his target until, finally, it was gone in a burst of flame and light.


Immediately after he destroyed the enemy, Degreener saw the Interceptors fell upon the      Z-95s that had drawn threateningly near.  With only one T-Wing left Cadet Degreener could breathe a little more, but not much.  He put his craft into a quick maneuver, causing creaks and cracks to run throughout the small craft.


The dangerous maneuver was successful, the enemy continued speeding forward, allowing Cadet Degreener to close in behind him and fire three quick shots, reducing the fighter to slag and scattering debris in the empty space.


Now out of direct danger, Cadet Degreener allowed himself a moment to check on the success of his comrades.  All four of the enemy Z-95s had been destroyed and the Interceptors were heading toward the three Rebel capitol ships to engage any more fighters they might deploy.  Cadet Degreener closed in behind them, going more slowly, but surely closing in on his target.


Before he realized what had happened, Cadet Degreener was surrounded by enemy fighters.  These fighters were much different than the other two that he had encountered so far, these were larger and more heavily armed.  But, because of their armaments they were much slower and less maneuverable, making them easier targets for Cadet Degreener's small and fast TIE Fighter.


He closed in behind a formation of the craft, what he now remembered were called R-41 Starchasers, and began firing.  His blasts slowly crippled the shields and pounded the hull of the fighter.  With one last blast, he sent the craft spinning slowly in space before finally flaring into a bright ball of gas and liquid metal.


While he was pulling in behind another enemy R-41, Degreener heard a voice over his comm.  "The second flight of Interceptors is leaving the hangar.  They'll be there in a minute to help clear out those fighters.  Hang in there Cadets.  Long live the Emperor!"


Soon, before he could do anything, a Starchaser closed in from behind him, weapons blazing.  Quickly, almost as if something from outside was guiding him, he preformed an intricate set of maneuvers which brought him into a position where he saw the whole profile of the enemy craft.  His weapons lit up, blasting the Starchaser into small pieces of molten metal.


"TIE Fighter, more Z-95s are closing in on your tail," said a deep voice.  "A couple of us will come and cover you."


"Roger that, Interceptor," Cadet Degreener replied gratefully.


Again, he was twisting and turning against the enemy aircraft, blasting more and more of them.  Soon there were only three enemy ships left, the capital ships.  All three of the enemy ships were very large, one being an Escort Carrier and the other two Modified Corvettes.  It would be suicide for the small amount of fighters that they had in the air to go up against the three mammoths.  Confirming his thoughts a broadcast came from the platform.  "All pilots return to base immediately.  We are successful for now, but we still need to take out those ships.  Come back and we'll get you ready to be on your way."


Cadet Degreener sped back to base, no longer afraid of the enemy, due to their lack of speed.  When he landed there was a man waiting for him, Fleet Admiral Tar-Atanamir.


"Good work out there, Cadet.  Are you sure that you didn't pass that exam, because if you flew like that in the exam, you wouldn't be under my authority any more.  I would love to pass you right now, but due to regulation, I can't.  So, I'm wondering if you want to give piloting another go, what do you say?"


"Well," replied Cadet Degreener, "I think that I'll just pass the non-pilot exam and work on it from there.  But thank you for the offer, sir."


"If that's the way you want it...  Are you really sure, though?  I mean, you could be a pilot in just a few days if you fly like that."


"I'll just take it slow for now.  Thank you, again, sir."  Cadet Degreener saluted and walked toward the debriefing room.

