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Chapter Seven
Training Grounds

Claudia Whitefur awoke with a bit of a start. 
She  could  have  sworn  she  heard  something,  and 
looked  over  to  her  roommate,  a  white  spotted 
Felanus  named  Rita  Longclaw.   Rita  was  sound 
asleep, purring lightly away.  Claudia and Rita had 
been roommates since they joined the academy as 
civilian students. They were the same age, and had 
similar interests,  Both were incredibly gifted, but 
they  did  have  their  differences.   Claudia  was  an 
extremely  light  sleeper,  while  Rita  could  sleep 
through a thunderstorm.

While  there was no sound to be  heard,  as 
Claudia did strain to listen for something other than 



Rita's soft purring, she did find a sudden need for a 
refreshment.  The dorm's kitchen had a wide variety 
of  juices  available,  and  the  students  of  House 
Falcon had run of the kitchen at all hours.  Unless, 
that is, the cook was present.  Then the kitchen was 
his.

Claudia slipped into her bathrobe, retrieved 
a torch and quietly ventured out into the hallway. 
She carefully closed the door behind her and began 
to tip toe carefully down the hallway.  Oh, she knew 
that she could have slammed the door shut and Rita 
would have slept through it without a care, but that 
would  have been extremely rude and thoughtless. 
So  Claudia  kept  very  quiet,  even  when  in  the 
hallway away from any of her sleeping housemates. 
She crept carefully down the stairs to the main floor 
and finally turned her torch on so she could see.

But  she found she didn't  really need it,  as 
she spied some light coming from the common area. 
There was definitely light, and now she could hear 
voices as well.  She strained very carefully to listen 
to the conversation and try to make out to whom the 
voices belonged.

She heard Carmen Wingbottom and Willard 
Manfred,  a  pair  of  Vulpine  students  who  were 
enrolled  in  the  aviation  program.   It  wasn't 
uncommon for  the pair  to  be up all  hours  of  the 
night  and  into  the  morning  talking  about  ship 
designs or fuel capacity.  Claudia had caught them 



many a time. But this time was different, as Claudia 
heard them discussing the flight pattern of a cargo 
ship.

“Base  load  can't  be  too  much,”  Claudia 
heard Carmen say.  “'Specially for a craft this size.”

“It's  not  a  cargo  ship  per  say,”  Willard 
corrected.  “It's a passenger ship.”

“And  we  are  going  to  need  passengers,” 
Claudia  heard  a  third  voice.   This  stopped  her. 
Carmen and Willard hardly ever discussed ships or 
flight  patterns  with  anyone  else.   But  Claudia 
recognized the voice.   Jada Hawkspur.   Had Jada 
been involved in some of their discussions since she 
was stripped of rank?  Claudia had to find out, and 
so she boldly walked into the common room.

“I thought I heard Jada...” Claudia stopped 
talking  as  she  saw  Jada,  Willard  and  Carmen 
weren't  the  only  ones  here.   Colonel  Tyrell  and 
Captain Mallard stood beside a small  table where 
Jada,  Willard  and  Carmen  were  going  over  what 
could have been schematics for a ship.

“A good morning  to  you,  Miss  Whitefur,” 
Colonel  Tyrell  announced  with  a  grin.   “Wasn't 
expecting you to be up this early in the morning.”

“I..  um...  heard  a  noise,”  Claudia  tried  to 
explain, though felt a little foolish while she did so. 
“It  turned  out  to  be  nothing,  so  I  was  coming 
downstairs to get a drink.”

“Most  fortunate  that  you're  here,”  Captain 



Mallard  said  as  she  took  out  a  data  pad  and 
examined  it  closely.   “Miss  Whitefur,  you 
volunteered  for  assistance  with  any  training 
exercises  that  might  crop  up  for  the  air  cadets.” 
Claudia nodded as she looked to Captain Mallard, 
who  continued  talking  once  she  received 
confirmation.   “Today is  the day,  and I  know it's 
much earlier  than  usual  for  many of  the  students 
here  in  House  Falcon,  and  that  there  was  no 
warning, but that is  all  a part  of surprise training 
runs.”

“What  exactly  am  I  supposed  to  do?” 
Claudia asked.

“If I may, Captain,” Jada said as she looked 
to  Captain  Mallard.   The  captain  nodded  and 
allowed Jada to continue.  “This is the last training 
run for House Ocelot.  There is to be another house 
taking part, but we don't know which one.  All we 
do know is we are expecting them to attempt to stop 
what House Ocelot has to do.”  Jada motioned for 
Claudia to approach the table.  On it was the design 
schematic for a Kingfisher class passenger shuttle. 
A  twelve  seater  with  three  pilot  stations.   The 
Kingfishers  had  limited  shields  and  no  weapons, 
and were used primarily for shuttling those wishing 
to travel to the Omega One Space Port.

“That's  like  the  shuttles  that  fairy into  the 
ground based port here,” Claudia said, recognizing 
the design.



“Exactly,” Jada said with a nod.  “But in this 
training run, we're mounting a rescue operation.”

Claudia's eyes opened wide.  She began to 
understand the scope of the training session.  Pilots 
from  House  Ocelot  would  be  escorting  and 
protecting the Kingfisher.

“Who do you need to fill the passenger list?” 
Claudia asked.

“I  have  that  information  here,”  Captain 
Mallard said as she handed Claudia a data pad.  “If 
you, and Colonel Tyrell, of course,” Mallard said as 
she turned to the Colonel and nodded respectfully. 
“Could wake the students on that list and have them 
meet int the common room.  Mr. Wingbottom and 
Mr.  Manfred  will  escort  everyone  to  the  shuttle 
craft.   Private...”  Captain  Mallard  caught  herself, 
and almost  continued by using  a  rank to  identify 
Jada, but she couldn't do that in front of a superior 
officer, even if she felt Colonel Tyrell had the same 
thoughts  about  Jada  as  Mallard  did.   “Miss 
Hawkspur  will  act  as  former  air  force  and  track 
communication  to  the  squadron  that  will  escort 
you.”

Claudia  nodded,  then  looked  to  Colonel 
Tyrell who smiled and began to escort her back to 
the main dorm rooms on the second floor.  As they 
disappeared,  Captain  Mallard  turned  back  to  the 
three pilots.

“Game plan, students,” she said in her most 



commanding voice.  “Once more, then we begin to 
proceed.”

“I'll  prep  the  shuttle,”  Jada  stated  quickly. 
“Get her ready to be airborne.”

“Once the group comes down, I'll help 'em 
pair off,” Carmen added.

“When they're ready, I'll keep a watch out on 
the  ground  as  we  begin  headin'  to  the  shuttle,” 
Willard continued.

“As the group is loading, I'll keep an ear out 
for comm traffic,” Jada concluded.

“Excellent,”  Captain  Mallard  said  with  a 
firm  nod.   “Miss  Hawkspur,  carry  out  your  part 
now.  I'll head over to the House Ocelot Dorm and 
waken the cadets.”  Jada nodded quickly and gave a 
standard military salute before she scampered off. 
Carmen  and Willard  tried  saluting  as  well,  but  it 
seemed  a  little  bit  off  compared  to  Jada's. 
Nevertheless,  Captain  Mallard smiled and nodded 
to the pair.  “Nice try gentlemen.  Keep practicing, 
however.”  With that, Captain Mallard left the two, 
and hurried to her transport.

A two seater hover car, quick vehicles that 
helped  officers  get  around  the  academy  grounds 
with ease.   For  Captain Mallard,  who had driven 
these  vehicles  enough  times  in  her  career,  it  was 
only  a  ten  minute  drive.   She  parked  the  small 
vehicle, turned it off and exited before making her 
way into the House Ocelot main dorm.



She  strode  with  purpose  through  the 
common room, into the mess hall, up the stairs to 
the second floor and into the cadets' barracks.  The 
first  room  at  the  top  of  the  stairs  was  always 
reserved  for  the  house  leader;  in  this  case,  Senia 
Felix.  As members faculty had master keys to each 
room,  Captain  Mallard  opened  the  door  without 
hesitation, and walked right up to Senia's bed.

“Time to get up, Left-tenant,” she said as she 
roughly  shook  Senia  in  her  bed.   Senia  awoke 
quickly,  at  first  a look of annoyance on her face, 
then  shock  at  seeing  Captain  Mallard.   Her 
roommate,  a  white  spotted  Felanus,  stirred  in  the 
bed across the room from Senia.  “You may as well 
get  up  too,  Corporal  Talon.”   Captain  Mallard 
moved to the front of the room and watched the pair 
groggily look about.   “Get  dressed  in  your  flight 
uniforms  while  I  rouse  the  others.   Meet  in  the 
briefing room and I'll detail what you'll have to do.”

Senia quickly nodded as the sleep began to 
ebb from her eyes and raced to get into her uniform. 
Her roommate did the same, and the pair  quickly 
dressed and gathered their gear, then headed to the 
main briefing room.  They were the first to arrive, 
but  were  soon  joined  by  many  of  the  others  in 
House  Ocelot,  all  with  questioning  looks  in  their 
eyes.  But Senia soon realized what was going on. 
This was it, this was the final test.

“We're going up today,” Senia remarked to 



Corporal Talon.  The Felanus looked to Senia and 
nodded in reply.   “I'll  need a  co-pilot,  what  with 
Jada  …” She  paused a  moment,  still  not  able  to 
bring herself  to speak the words aloud.  Corporal 
Talon  only  offered  a  firm  nod,  an  indication  to 
Senia that nothing more need be said.

Finally,  Captain  Mallard  entered  the  room 
and walked to the front, facing the group of cadets. 
“At  oh  two  hundred  hours  this  morning,  we 
received  word  a  transport  ship  was  entering  this 
area of space,” she announced, treating this test as 
though it  were a  regular  detail.   “There's  a  good 
chance there will be hostiles that will either want to 
capture the transport, or shoot it down.  Our job is 
to offer protection for the transport until it gets to its 
destination.”   Mallard  turned  to  a  map  which 
displayed  the  area  of  the  college  campus,  the  air 
traffic lanes, the village,  and most of Warrenshire 
itself.   “Which  will  be  right  here,”  she  added, 
pointing to a place on the map; the landing field for 
House Bobcat.  “The transport ship has a passenger 
manifest which has been uploaded to each of your 
data pads.  There will be twelve passengers, three 
pilots.  All design specs of the ship are also on your 
pads.”

Captain Mallard said no more, but it didn't 
take long for Senia to step forward.  “We'll need six 
aircraft,”  she announced,  not  allowing her  speech 
impediment to deter her.  “Talon is with me, she'll 



be my co-pilot.  Billings and Fitz, you take second. 
Hardy and Sharpspear,  third.”   She called out six 
more names, each pilot moving to the front of the 
room as Senia spoke.   “We'll  have to  co-ordinate 
communications and radar.   Corporal Greta,  that's 
your  job,”  she  said  as  she  nodded  to  a  stripped, 
brown coated Fenalus.   Greta  replied with a  firm 
nod, then began to gather her own team.  “Alright, 
we should be set.  Let's head to the airfield and prep 
the fighters.”

“I'll remain here at the command center with 
Corporal Greta,” Captain Mallard said as she looked 
to the corporal.  “I'll monitor your actions from the 
ground.  Left-tenant Felix.  Pilots,” she said as she 
offered the twelve pilots a salute.  “May the Great 
Mother watch over you.  Good luck.”

The  Maverick  Mark  VI.   A  dependable 
fighter  craft,  highly  maneuverable  and  very  fast. 
Used primarily for quick attacks and aerial battles, 
especially in deep space near their transport carrier, 
they can be put into service for escort  should the 
need  arise.   Equipped  with  vertical  take  off  and 
landing, the Maverick Mark VI is fueled with solar 
powered cells and a neutronium coil drive.  As far 
as  weapons  go,  the  Mark  VI  has  three  sets  of 
forward phaser banks and one torpedo launcher.

These aircraft were retired shortly after the 
Great  Lupine  Land  War,  but  they  found  a  new 



purpose as training vehicles for the next generation 
of  pilots.   Fighter  pilots  were  now  using  the 
upgraded Mark VIIs in the field, which weren't too 
different from the Mark VIs.  For the twelve cadets 
undertaking this mission, they were all too familiar 
with the Mark VI and her capability.

The  aircraft  were  like  a  second  home  for 
these twelve, and in truth the entire membership of 
House Ocelot.  They moved quickly as they went 
into the hangar where their ships were prepped and 
ready to launch.  Senia and Margo Talon climbed 
into theirs first, and began last minute check lists to 
ensure everything was ready.

“Fuel calibration levels,” Senia called out as 
she fired up her targeting display.

“Steady.”
“Weapons array.”
“Online and ready.”
“Sensor net.”
“Working at maximum capacity.”
“Prepare liftoff,” Senia said as she made one 

last  check to  ensure  she  was  buckled  in  properly 
into her cockpit.  Corporal Talon did the same, and 
finally gave the nod to bring down the canopy of the 
craft.  As it fit snugly in place, Senia fired up the 
engines  of  the  Mark VI,  she  whined  at  first,  but 
began humming, then she began to slowly lift  off 
until  she  was  hovering  only  a  few  meters  above 
ground.  “This is Ocelot One,” Senia said into her 



communicator.   “Ready  to  rendezvous  with  the 
transport.  Prepare for standard formation and keep 
a  weather  eye  on  the  horizon.”   She  received 
acknowledgment from the other pilots, and finally 
the go signal from the Ocelot command station.

The six Mavericks moved slowly, guided by 
the ground crew, as they began their ascent.  Senia 
and Talon first,  followed by Hardy,  then  Clarfax, 
and finally the last three pilots.  They moved into a 
standard wing formation, with Senia taking point.

“We are five by five,”  Talon reported,  her 
voice communicating to the other pilots as well.  “I 
have the transport ship on sensors.  Plotting course 
to rendezvous.”

“Taking us to one thousand meters,” Senia 
announced as she skillfully handled the controls of 
the  Maverick.   “Are  we in  communication  range 
with the transport?”

“I  have  them  on  the  grid,”  Talon  stated. 
“Hailing them now.”

“This  is  civilian  transport  Kingfisher,”  the 
familiar  voice  of  Jada  Hawkspur  said  over  the 
comm.  “We read you loud and clear, Ocelot escort. 
We have received coordinates and are en route to 
meet with you.”

“Affirmative,  Kingfisher,”  Senia  quickly 
replied.  “Ocelot Five, Ocelot Six.  Keep a close eye 
on your sensors.  Check for any incoming hostiles.”

“Read you,  Ocelot  One,”  came the  replies 



from each pilot.
“Ocelot Control, this is Ocelot One,” Senia 

announced into the comm.  “We are on course to 
rendezvous with the Kingfisher.”

“Understood, Ocelot One,” came the reply. 
“Ocelot  Control  will  continue  to  monitor  the 
situation and keep you apprised of any anomalies.”

“This is Ocelot Five.  We have visual of the 
Kingfisher,”  the  pilot  of  the  fifth  Maverick 
announced.   “Coordinates,  eleven  dash  five  nine 
Mark zero zero.”

“Understood,  Ocelot  Five,”  Senia 
announced.  “Changing course to intercept.  Keep 
the formation tight, and go into radio silence until 
we meet the Kingfisher.”

The  six  Mavericks  soon  joined  the 
Kingfisher  transport  ship.   A bulky vessel,  it  had 
very little for weapons and even less for shielding. 
An  older  model  ship  that  many  cargo  captains 
favoured due to size and durability.  They weren't 
much  for  speed,  but  they  also  did  not  pose  as  a 
serious target as most pirates tended to leave them 
be.  Every so often, however, a Kingfisher would be 
used to carry precious cargo, and those rare times a 
squadron  of  fighter  pilots  would  be  called  in  to 
protect her.

Soon,  the  Kingfisher  was  flanked  by  the 
Ocelot  squadron.   Two  craft  on  her  port  and 
starboard stations,  one craft  at  her aft  and Ocelot 



One taking point.
The  sun  was  just  creeping  up  over  the 

horizon as the small convoy began to make its way 
to the House Bobcat airfield.  It appeared as though 
everything might be safe indeed.

“Ocelot  One, this  is  Ocelot  Six,”  Corporal 
Vivian  Mills  called  out  over  the  communicator. 
“We've detected a small  unit  of craft  approaching 
from zero three dash one five Mark one six.  Initial 
scans  were  jammed,  but  we've  managed  to 
determine they are House Fennec squadron.”

“Those  are  your  hostiles,”  the  voice  of 
Captain Mallard said over the communicator.

“Keep tight to the transport,” Senia said as 
she kept a tight grip on her crafts stick.  “Time to 
intercept?”

“Two minutes,” Mills called out.
“Time to House Bobcat airfield?”
“Ten minutes,” Mills called out again.
“Looks  like  we're  going to  be  in  a  fight,” 

Senia said with a hiss.  “Keep tight and don't fire 
until  I  give  the  word.   Ocelot  Six,  you  have 
permission to break off and pursue.  I'll  leave the 
time to your discretion.”

Captain  Mallard  stood  quietly  in  the 
communications room, watching the movements of 
all  the  cadets  and  listening  to  the  chatter.   Each 
move  was  carefully  cataloged  in  her  memory for 



later evaluation.
“Ocelot  One,  reading  confirmed.   Four 

fighter craft with House Fennec markings.”
“Advising  House  Bobcat  airbase  of 

situation.”
“Prepare  to  modulate  communication 

frequency to three four one.”
Mallard was impressed, and though she tried 

to remain stoic as she watched, she couldn't help but 
smile.   After  all,  she  was  the  faculty  liaison  for 
House Ocelot, and many of their training exercises 
were based her own designs that she modified from 
her own experiences.

“Ocelot Six is breaking off from formation.”
“Understood,  Ocelot  One through Five are 

moving formation to cover the opening.”
“Ocelot Six just took out two fighters.”
“She's taken damage.”
There was a silence that filled the room with 

that  announcement,  then  confirmation  that  Ocelot 
Six was hit and coming down.

“Have  a  team  meet  the  pilots  at  the 
rendezvous point,” Mallard finally said as she broke 
her silence.  “Bring them to the command center.”

With  academy  training  programs,  pilots 
were always expecting to be fired upon.  They went 
through several drills  regarding what to do in the 
event a craft was about to crash and even if a craft 
has been fired upon.  In this situation, all training 



craft were outfit with holographic weaponry.  The 
weapon units would target tracers on 'enemy ships' 
and if they hit,  that ship would suddenly cease to 
operate  at  maximum capacity  for  the  area  it  had 
been 'hit' in.  Under normal situations, pilots could 
guide  their  craft  into  base  without  problem. 
However,  if  the  pilot  found  a  majority  of  the 
systems  were  destroyed,  the  air  craft's  autopilot 
would kick in, and begin to steer the craft back to 
home base.  This announced that the craft had been 
completely destroyed in the training simulation.  In 
this case, pilot Corporal Vivian Mills and co-pilot 
Private  Harry  Pinkerton,  had  succeeded  in 
destroying  two enemy aircraft,  but  had  sacrificed 
themselves to the four fighters.

Nevertheless,  they  would  still  get  an 
evaluation of their actions before their time in the 
exercise  ended.   Captain  Mallard  felt  they 
performed quite well.  She turned her attention back 
to the room, once again listening to the chatter.

“House Bobcat has sent reinforcements.”
“The final enemy ships are retreating.”
“House  Bobcat  has  given  landing 

clearance.”
Mallard's attention shifted as the doors to the 

command  center  opened  and  the  two 
aforementioned pilots walked in.  “Corporal Mills. 
Private Pinkerton.   Excellent work.  You may get 
out of your gear and wait in the house conference 



room,” she said with a nod to the two cadets.  Both 
gave a nod and a salute, then rushed off to get out of 
their  flight  suits.   Mallard  stepped  toward  the 
communications console and punched in her codes, 
allowing her to speak directly to the pilots and those 
in the room at the same time.  “Excellent work, all 
of  you.   Now,  if  you would,  gather  in  the  house 
conference  room in  thirty  minutes.   I'll  give  you 
your final evaluations.”  She paused before cutting 
the communication,  but  decided to  add one more 
thing.   “I  would  also  like  Miss  Hawkspur  to  be 
present for this.”

The cadets gathered in the main conference 
room, all taking part in an early morning cup of tea. 
The sun had risen fully now, and the idle  chatter 
seemed to focus between the training run and the 
fact  that  breakfast  would  be  in  order.   The 
remaining  ten  pilots  joined  Mills  and  Pinkerton, 
with Senia giving congratulations all around.  Even 
a  welcoming  smile  was  given  to  Jada  as  she  sat 
down among the pilots for this final debriefing.

The  chatter  quieted  quickly  as  Captain 
Mallard entered the room.  All cadets rose to their 
feet and stood at attention, including Jada.

“As you were,”  Mallard announced as  she 
stood before a podium that faced the cadets.  She 
placed a data pad on the surface and read carefully 
from it before speaking aloud.  The cadets settled 



back  into  their  seats  as  they  waited  for  Captain 
Mallard to begin.  “As you know, this was your last 
training exercise,” she began, looking to all of the 
cadets.   “I'm  happy  to  say  you  performed  quite 
admirably.  And if it's any indication, you'll have no 
difficulty  dealing  with  House  Fennec  in  the 
upcoming rough ball match.”  The cadets chuckled 
lightly  to  the  remark  before  Mallard  continued. 
“Out  of  a  possible  500  points,  I  award  you  475. 
The only marks withdrawn was the loss of Ocelot 
Six.  It was unavoidable, but the goal is to attempt 
to get every craft to the target base in time.”  She 
looked to Mills  and Pinkerton.   “Individually,  I'm 
awarding each of you 50 points.  Quick thinking, 
and excellent marksmanship.”  Mills and Pinkerton 
smiled and offered a nod in thanks.

Mallard  turned  to  Corporal  Greta  next. 
“You kept the communication lines open, Corporal. 
Key in ensuring that the escort was successful.  For 
you, and for those on your team, I award you 50 
points  each.”   There  was  a  small  celebratory 
congratulations  that  went  around the  room as  the 
group  that  made  up  command  central  lightly 
cheered.  Next, came the pilots themselves.  “Left-
tenant  Felix  and  the  remaining  pilots.   Quick 
thinking,  no  hesitation,  and  lastly,  sticking  to  the 
transport.   You  understood  the  importance  of  the 
transport  and stuck with it.   Excellent work.   For 
that, 50 points for each of you.”



The pilots cheered and there were hugs and 
congratulations that went around the room.  They 
quieted down again,  however,  as Captain Mallard 
raised her hand for some order.  “There is one last 
detail  that  must  be  addressed,”  she  said  as  she 
looked to Jada.  “You may have been stripped of 
rank,  but  you're  still  a  member  of  House  Ocelot. 
You kept a civil head during the exercise, especially 
with  the  unpredictable  nature  of  the  civilian 
students.”

“It  wasn't  that  difficult,  ma'am,”  Jada  said 
with a smile.  “Half o' 'em went back ta sleep, an' 
only Bobby was the most problematic.  An' he just 
had to pee quite badly.”  There was some laughter 
that went through the group.

“I think from now on,” Captain Mallard said 
with  a  smile.   “It  should  be  impressed  upon Mr. 
Quickfoot to take care of business before anything 
pressing  need  be  done.   Nevertheless,  I  can  still 
award  you  50  points  for  your  actions  during  the 
exercise.”  There was a cheer that went up through 
the room, and each cadet congratulated Jada with a 
pat on the shoulder.  For Senia's part, she gave Jada 
a hug.

Captain Mallard held her hands up for order 
and attention once more, speaking when everyone 
was paying attention to  her  again.   “Now, that  is 
your final training run of the year.  Each of you has 
done extremely well.  As House Liaison, I couldn't 



be more proud of each and every one of you.  Some 
of  you  still  have  some  classes,”  she  said  as  she 
looked to Clarfax and a few of the cadets around 
him.  “But also importantly, there is still the rough 
ball  match  coming  up.   There  is  a  practice  this 
afternoon before the upcoming match, so those who 
are on the team get some rest.  All right everyone. 
Dismissed.”


