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"Ben Thurgood, please report to the headmaster's office," flashed on my datapad. 

"NOW" appeared on the screen in red and yellow swirling bands. It was really tough to ignore, but I tried. I had a lot of practice.

"Come on," Sam said, grabbing my sleeve on her way past my desk. "Didn't you get the message?"

"I got my usual call for a command performance in the headmaster's office. What are you talking about?"

"I got one too. What did you do this time?" she asked. 

Sam is Samantha Lawrence a half Sokuhl, half Basili who has functional wings and scales and is one of my best friends. At the League of Planetary Systems Statecraft Institute, I had a bit of a reputation. I was at the top of my class, but I believed in my soul that learning should be fun as well as educational. 

Sam linked her arm in mine as we walked through the familiar halls of the space station where LSI is housed.  

"Both of you inside now," the headmaster said as we approached the door of his office. He motioned to the chairs in front of his desk. 

"Is there a problem sir?" Sam asked. 

"You are an infrequent visitor to my office, Ms. Lawrence but Mr. Thurgood is a regular. I need your help."

"How can we help you?" Sam asked.

"I believe that your two co-conspirators are responsible for this," he said, pointing a control at the vid display. 

Sam and I watched as a huge beast covered in long reddish-brown hair walked into one of the electronics labs. It leaned over students' shoulders, touched their hair, and basically terrorized them without causing any real damage.

"Why do you think Rufus and Phyl have anything to do with this?" I asked.  

"Do you know anyone on this station that large except Rufus Aymar-Scott?" he asked.

"Well no, but maybe the creature is real. It looks like the creature from an Earth legend I've read about."  My best friend Ruf is half Goranthi half Elf and all muscle. The creature did seem familiar if I overlooked the hair.

"Why do you think Phyl is involved?" Sam asked. "I didn't see any tech."

"True, but since you returned from break the four of you have been spending a great deal of time together. I believe Ms. Ophyllia is the mastermind behind this little prank. I just can't figure out what she's up to, and that worries me."

My comm and Sam's bleeped at the same time. She glanced my way and continued her discussion with the headmaster while I checked my communicator. "ORBS takes flight. Meet on the Screamer in 10."

"Sir, we'll talk with them and see what this is all about. It won't happen again," I said, nudging Sam toward the door.

"You have two more months here," the headmaster said. "Let's try not to see much of each other."

"That's my plan, sir," I said as we headed out the door. 

After we left the admin wing of LSI behind, Sam pulled me to the side of the corridor. "Do you know what's going on?" she asked.

"Why should today be any different?" 

We both knew the "creature" on the vid was Ruf. We just had no idea what it was all about. As much as it hurt to admit it, I knew the headmaster was right, Phyl must have put him up to it. What I couldn't figure out was why.

When we entered the bay where my ship, the Screamer, was docked. I walked up and put my hand on the lock pad by the hatch. 

"Hello Ben. Welcome aboard."

"Thanks Out."

We walked through to the lounge where Phyl was waiting for us. "Where's the big hairy guy?" I asked as I dropped into a chair at the table. 

"You saw the vid. Good," she said. Phyl is always high-energy but she was practically bouncing from foot to foot. 

Ruf walked in wearing the hairy suit. "Like the new look, Ruf," I said. 

"Lose it, now," Sam said.  "We've seen the act on vid."

Ruf went to his cabin and returned a couple of minutes later sans suit. "Welcome back, big guy," Sam said, giving him a hug. Someday he'll figure out she has a thing for him, but I can't bring myself to explain it to him. 

Ruf and Sam joined me at the table and all eyes turned to Phyl. "Care to tell us what this is all about?" I asked.

She pointed to the noteboard on the front wall. The block letters ORBS were still there from our trip to Sandaara for our last school break. That's when Phyl stowed away and became an integral part of our little group. ORBS is an acronym for our names—Ophyllia, Rufus, Ben, and Sam. 

"OK. We've been batting around ideas for ORBS since we got back to LSI. I think I've got it mostly figured out."

For two hours we sat at the table and listened to Phyl, a 17-teen year old genius, explain what we could do after our course at LSI finished in two months. None of us were excited to take up the positions in government that LSI prepared us for. All our families had expectations about what we should do, but we wanted to do something together. We wanted excitement, adventure. Phyl was certainly excited about her ideas, but the rest of us were still trying to process all the information she'd thrown at us.

"Let's go eat dinner and let some of this sink in," I said. We headed for the LSI cafeteria and tossed around more ideas as we ate. "Hey Phyl, I just realized I still don't know why you had Ruf running around in the bigfoot suit."

"Geez, we never got to that, and it's a key part of the ORBS multi-income stream plan. You guys asked too many questions. I guess you all need some time to think about all of this. It's a solid plan, but I know you all need to work through it your own way. Let's regroup tomorrow after class." We all started heading off to our quarters.

"Phyl wait. You still didn't tell us about the bigfoot."

"Legend Tripping," she said over her shoulder as she continued walking down the hall. "Look it up."
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Ruf and I were roommates at LSI. After our homework was finished, I asked, "Why were you wearing the suit?"

"Phyl asked me to. It was fun."

"Do you know why?"

"Like she said, she thinks a legend tripping company should be one of the ORBS income streams."

"OK. What's does a legend tripping company do?"

"I have no idea, but she said it would be the fun part."

Before I went any further down this particular rabbit hole, I looked over my notes from the rest of what Phyl proposed. I had to admit it sounded interesting. She proposed that we start a company called ORBS that would make use of our individual skills but allow us to work together and travel around the League. 

One of the major components would involve modifications to my ship, the Screamer. I've had it for years, but it's pretty small for any commercial application. It's great for me and my friends to tool around in, but if it’s going to be an asset for ORBS, we need to modify the Screamer to carry modular, swappable pods to carry passengers or cargo. 

Another ORBS income stream would come from the sale or licensing of technology Phyl invents. She creates a lot of sensors and software that we think are marketable. 

Sam is our business guru. She'll handle all the business stuff dealing with fees, contracts, and accounts. Rufus would provide security and help out wherever it was needed. I'd be the pilot and Phyl would be our resident genius and primary researcher. 

I never really thought of having my own business, but I knew I wasn't ready to settle into a government job. My parents are heroes of the League of Planetary Systems, and I know I'll never live up to my legacy no matter what I do, so I might as well have fun. I love flying and as long as the plan kept the Screamer running with me at the controls, I'd be happy. 

I had no idea what legend tripping was, so I looked it up on the interweb. I found an old definition that seemed to relate to visiting places where tragedies had occurred. A bigfoot suit didn't seem to tie into that, so I kept looking. There was a more modern definition that seemed to have gained popularity starting on Earth in the early twenty-first century. This kind of legend tripping involved traveling to places in search of a legend—sometimes ghosts or aliens, but also legendary creatures like bigfoot. Phyl wants us to start a legend tripping company. 

It was a cool idea. The fact that it was a little fringe was appealing. It wasn't illegal, but it would be an adventure. I wasn't sure exactly what Phyl's slant on it would be, but it sounded like it could be fun.

"This legend tripping thing sounds kind of fun. We definitely need to see what Phyl's thinking about this. I'm thinking this ORBS thing might work
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