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Chapter Seventeen 

The Nighthawk 
 

The King Fisher class passenger shuttle is the official 

shuttle that carries crew replacements, dignitaries, deployment 

groups and new star ship crews from the surface of Vulpinia 

Prime to Star base Omega One.  A twelve seat passenger craft 

with a cockpit built for two pilots and enough cargo room to 

carry supplies and luggage, it would take four to transport all the 

crew of the new Nighthawk.  Bridge officers, medical staff 

(which did include Simon and Hector) and Angus 

Copperbottom went on one craft.  Hardy took her engineering 
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crew along with some of the science officers.  The entire 

compliment of fighter pilots took up another shuttle, while Left-

tenant Commander Greta and Left-tenant Sparks joined 

remaining staff on the final shuttle.  All supplies that the crew 

had were carried with the shuttles; the only exception was the 

food allotments and the medical supplies which had been filled 

and stored on the Nighthawk the day before.  Still, both doctors 

Ringtail and Angus stated they wished a full inventory before 

launch.  They'd have the time after all; there were still final 

preparations to be had. 

The bridge crew would be the last to board the 

Nighthawk.  Senia knew this, as they would have to meet with 

General Gerring and Colonel Pitts before launch to receive their 

official orders.  She had asked that Hardy, Greta, Grivana and 

her co-pilot join them.  All team leaders needed to be aware of 

the situation and receive the orders at the same time.  That way, 

there could be no miscommunication at all. 

For now, they had a twenty-minute trip to the Star base.  

It gave the crew a chance to relax, even if they were a bit 

charged from what they were about to embark on. Still, for 

Senia, the past few days had been a whirlwind and she really 

didn’t have the opportunity to sit down and reflect on the entire 
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thing.  Even the twenty minutes it would take to reach the star 

base wasn’t enough time to consider what had just happened. 

On the one hand, she was disappointed that the dream 

she strived for would now be gone.  She wanted to be a pilot, 

after all.  Ever since that day she was two years old and stood on 

the platform as the pilots returned home from the Lupine Land 

War.  She remembered vividly seeing Artemis Dawkins and his 

crew and when he stopped to greet Senia and her friends.  She 

was so awestruck with his presence and that of his fellow pilots 

from the 76th.  The advice he gave her stuck with her all these 

years.  Work hard, strive for your dreams, but don’t forget to 

enjoy life.  And if something comes along to bump your dreams 

a bit, don’t get upset just adjust your dreams. 

That was what she was doing now.  Because now, she 

was going to be captain of a star ship, entrusted with 

investigating a mystery that could threaten the very society that 

Vulpinians had worked so hard to achieve.  The pressure for 

many would be too much, but Senia had learned over the years 

to trust the helpfulness of her friends, and never be afraid to ask 

for help should one need it. 

So lost in thought was Senia, that Aria had to poke her in 

the side.  Slightly startled, she flinched and looked to Aria for a 
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moment. 

“I was trying to ask you a question,” Aria said with a 

smile.  “You seemed so far away, it was hard to get your 

attention.” 

“I’m sorry,” Senia replied with a sigh.  “Just thinking 

about what’s happened over the past few weeks.” 

“Been quite a change, hasn’t it.” 

“That’s for sure,” Senia replied with a nod.  “Something 

like this had never even occurred to me.  I mean, I’ve read the 

history of Article 16.  I know it had been used in the past.  But 

not for a second did I ever think that it would be used now.  Nor 

did I think it would affect any of us.” 

“And, what do you think is coming?” 

“I’m not sure,” Senia said as she shook her head.  “But I 

do know that I have a duty to my home world.  And I’m 

consoled with the fact I have an excellent group around me.”  

She looked to Aria with a smile.  “I couldn’t ask for a better 

crew to undertake this with me.” 

Aria grinned and gave Senia a nod, purring lightly (as 

lightly as Aria can purr, that is), then gave a motion out the 

porthole in the shuttle.  “There she is.  I think that’s our ship.” 

Senia looked out the porthole as the shuttle began its 



 

 

 

	  
Rocket	  Fox	  

	  

	   	   	  

	   	  	  

313	  

	  

	   	   	  

approach to Star base Omega One.  On the far side of the 

station, she could see the dark blue hull of a ship.  From this 

distance it looked like a great bird of prey; wings stretched out 

far as though she were soaring.  Underneath the wings, she 

could just see the fighter bays, doors fully closed, housing the 

six fighter craft as though they were the small hatchlings of this 

bird. 

“She’s an impressive bird, isn’t she,” Aria said with a 

low whisper. 

“She’s magnificent,” Senia replied with a whisper of her 

own.  “Be impressive to get her on her way.”  She looked to 

Aria for a moment.  “We have to make sure that although we’re 

here for our duty to this star system, we still need to take the 

time to observe everything around us.  We aren’t just a military 

vessel.  We’re a star ship crew.  We have to remember that.  Star 

ships are more than just vessels of war.  They’re vessels of 

exploration.” 

“Well, I think we’ll be doing a lot of exploring in the 

coming months,” Aria said with a nod.  “Who knows where 

we’ll be sent off to.” 

As the pair gazed out the porthole once more to get a 

look at the ship they’d be taking on this adventure, the shuttle 
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pilot’s voice came over the loudspeaker announcing they were 

making final landing arrangements with Star Base Omega One. 

This is it, Senia thought to herself.  One more step, and 

we’re on the Nighthawk. 

 

That one step was going to have to wait for a little while 

longer, as Senia, along with her senior staff, had a meeting with 

General Gerring and Colonel Pitts.  It would be crewmen and 

the remaining officers who would get the opportunity to see the 

Nighthawk first.  Senia could tell Hardy was champing at the bit 

to get a chance to examine the Nighthawk’s engines up close.  

Even Greta and Sparky were a little anxious, as was Grivana.  

Senia was as well, admittedly, but like Aria, she managed to put 

on an air of calm about her as the group marched into the 

General’s office. 

General Gerring’s office was not the typical type of 

military office, as Gerring had more than just military personnel 

to concern herself with.  She had to manage the entire day to 

day operations of the station from this office.  Along with 

Colonel Pitts, Star Base Omega One was a well working 

machine of efficiency when it came to star base operations.  It 

looked a lot more relaxed than most offices Senia had seen.  But 
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then, General Gerring obviously uses the office to entertain 

diplomats from different corners of the sector of space, and it’s 

done much easier with a comfortable feel to the office as 

opposed to something which looks very cold and military 

precise. 

Gerring was seated behind her desk, a cup of coffee not 

far away.  As the group walked in, she rose to her feet and 

directed them to take a seat.  Then, with data pad in hand, she 

stood in front of them and began to detail the mission. 

“With everything we’ve gathered,” she said as she 

looked to each individual in kind.  “We have enough evidence 

to believe this was orchestrated from not just one group, but 

several.  As Colonel Stigian informed us one of his contacts was 

on Pau Theta II, that is where you will begin.  I have to warn 

you, Pau Theta II is not friendly territory.  While it was a 

Vulpinian colonly, they broke off ties centuries ago to become 

their own sovereign planet.  From what we’ve gathered from the 

Main Authority, it hasn’t done the population as well as they’d 

hoped, and the indigenous population is being affected because 

of this.  Find allies where you can, but avoid conflict unless you 

have to defend yourself. 

“We already know that a Jackai pack might be 
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involved,” Gerring added.  “Whether it’s just one ship, or one of 

the more organized clans who have gathered many packs 

together, we aren’t sure.  For the most part, this will be an 

information gathering mission.  We don’t expect you to run into 

conflict, but should you do so, do what you can to protect the 

ship and her crew.  Don’t go starting fights, and don’t go 

looking for them either.  Everyone clear?”  There were nods all 

around as they paid Gerring complete attention.  “I don’t think I 

have to tell you this is a difficult mission.  We have asked you to 

do more than you should having just graduated.  But we believe 

you have what it takes to uncover this conspiracy and make 

certain that our star system, if not the entire sector, remains safe.  

Any questions?” 

All were silent for a moment, until Chloe Grivana raised 

her hand.  Gerring nodded to her and motioned her to speak.  “I 

just want to know, ma’am,” Chloe said as she rose to her feet.  

“A lot of the other pilots have been talking and we aren’t sure if 

this mission is meant for any of us.  Will we be seeing any 

action.” 

Gerring smirked and looked to Pitts. 

“She is definitely a fighter pilot,” Pitts replied in his 

usual flat tone.  “I believe it is safe to say that your services will 
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be required, Lieutenant.  Should Captain Felix feel they are 

needed.” 

“Don’t worry, Miss Grivana,” Senia said as she looked 

directly to Chloe and gave her a firm nod.  “Once we get in orbit 

of Pau Theta II, I want you all on alert.  As it stands, we’ll be 

shuttling to the surface and docking at the Main Authority.  I’ll 

need a pair of pilots to come with me, along with proper 

security.  We will also need to sweep the surface of the planet 

for the location Colonel Stigian gave us.  And, if things should 

go wrong, we’ll need your skill in combat to defend the 

Nighthawk.”  With that, Chloe grinned and sat down, satisfied 

that Senia hadn’t forgotten any section of the new crew. 

“Well then,” Gerring said as she relaxed just a bit.  “You 

have six hours until you take off.  If I were you, I’d make the 

best of it getting to know your new ship.” 

 

To say the Nighthawk was not an impressive ship was to 

be lying through one’s teeth.  Classed as a heavy escort vessel, 

the Nighthawk had two hangar bays, which housed three fighter 

craft each.  As well, the captain had a personal fighter/shuttle 

that could be used if another set of guns was needed to protect 

the ship.  The shuttle could also be used to transport a few 
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people at a time, as it had room for six people (possibly eight if 

everyone squeezed in tight). 

The Nighthawk had two sets of dual phaser cannons, one 

each mounted on her wings.  As well, she had two forward 

mounted photon launchers, as well as one rear mounted photon 

launcher.  Complimenting that, there was also an aft phaser 

array.  She could bite just as easily as she could bark.  She also 

had the capability to shield herself if attacked, with strengthen 

armour hull plating, reflective panels on the wings (which 

doubled not only as defense for the ship, but also acted as solar 

collectors to collect and convert energy), and a shield matrix to 

repel incoming torpedos and phaser bursts. 

But she also had speed.  She was capable of faster than 

light speed factor seven, the fastest of all the ships in the fleet.  

To give an idea how fast that is, light travels over 299 million 

meters per second or 1.08 billion kilometers per hour.  Roughly 

the distance from the Vulpine Star System’s sun to Felinar, the 

second gas giant in the system. The Nighthawk can travel seven 

times faster than that, or 7.56 billion kilometers per hour.  Still, 

it would take her three days to travel from the Vulpine Star 

System to the nearby Critainian Star System. 

Speed, armour and armaments weren’t all she had.  She 
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was equipped with a fully functioning science lab, which 

doubled as an engineering lab.  It was hoped that the Royal 

Vulpine Armada’s ships could not only double as military 

vessels to defend the Vulpine system, but also as science vessels 

to explore the far reaches of space. 

Sadly, it was the former that the Nighthawk would be 

undertaking.  Her need for scientific discovery would take a 

back seat to the need to protect and to defend against outside 

threats. 

For Senia, seeing the ship herself was an experience 

worth taking.  She felt nervous as she stepped onto the flight 

deck of one of the two hangar bays.  So desperately did she wish 

to explore every nook and cranny.  Perhaps she would in time, 

but for now, her place was on the bridge. 

The bridge of the Nighthawk was a sight in it’s own to 

see.  Perfectly lit so all crewmembers could see their work at 

each workstation.  In the center of the bridge was a small raised 

platform that had two chairs; one for the captain, one for the 

first officer.  Next to each chair was a small podium that had a 

holo display so the captain or first officer could easily access 

any system they needed for confirmation.  At the front of the 

bridge was the view screen; this doubled as a communication 
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display, but could also bring up detailed schematics if needed. 

As much as Senia wished to explore the bridge, her 

ready room, even the ship in her entirety, she had work that she 

needed to do.  This became painfully clear when the 

communication system chirped.  Clarfax looked over his 

controls quickly and looked to Senia.  “General Gerring is 

hailing us, ma’am,” he said with a smile, knowing his words 

were the first official words spoken on the bridge since the 

mission orders were given. 

“On screen, Mr. Billings,” Senia said as she relaxed in 

front of her chair.  Aria stood next to her and awaited the word 

from the general.  Soon, the General’s face came into view, 

most believed she was sitting at her desk in her office. 

“How does she feel, Captain?” Gerring said with a smile. 

“She’s a good ship, ma’am,” Senia replied. 

“You’ll have lots of time to get to know her,” Gerring 

added with a nod.  “For now, I just wanted to wish you the best 

before you launched.  Good luck, Captain Felix.  And may the 

Great Mother be with you.” 


