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Your name is Anthony
Jones. You’re a Human free trader based out of a space station
orbiting the planet Niven, which orbits the small red dwarf star
known as Luyten’s Star, which is 12.4 light years away from the
Human homeworld of Earth. You’ve never been to Earth, and you have
no real interest in ever visiting because the planet is choked with
people, and you can only put up with Humans for so long.

Your ship is called The
Longest Night, and you’ve been the captain of the ship for more
than six years now. The ship has seen its share of problems and it
now looks like it has been patched together with parts from a
variety of ships, which it actually has. Although it might not look
very nice, you’ve made several modifications to the ship, which
make it faster than most trader vessels in both regular space and
in hyperspace.

Over your years in space,
you’ve grown less and less fond of Humans, but you have formed some
strong bonds with some of the alien species, two of whom currently
make up your crew. Your co-pilot and basic strong “man” is named
Tora-no, a four-armed Althani Soldier that left the military a long
time ago because he wanted to see more of the galaxy. He basically
looks like a raptor dinosaur, standing about 5 feet 6 inches, half
a foot shorter than you are.

Your other crew mate is
Creeoona, a Tulmath Cyber Wizard. Creeoona looks a bit like an
Earth snail, although it stands 5 feet tall, and is about four feet
long. You refer to Creeoona as it because the Tulmath actually have
three genders, and you’ve never actually asked what its gender is
because three genders just confuses you.

At the moment, your ship
has left the space station. Tora-no is in the co-pilot seat, while
Creeoona is below deck, sleeping off a hangover. You don’t
currently have a cargo, but you know there are three different
places you could go to pick up a cargo. You can go to the Human
system of Tau Ceti, or you could go to the Althani system of Delta
Pavonis, or you could go to the Melanathee system of QW
Puppis.

 


​Visit Tau Ceti

Visit Delta
Pavonis

Visit QW
Puppis
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​ You’ve chosen to visit Tau Ceti, despite the fact that you’ll
have to deal with Humans. Hopefully it will be a very short visit
to station Beta, which is in a geocentric orbit around the planet.
You’re going to be picking up some processed ore to deliver to an
Althani merchant in their home system of Epsilon Indi, and all of
the ore should be ready to be loaded into your cargo
holds.

Of your three choices,
this should be the shortest and easiest of the trips, at least when
it comes to picking up the ore, since you were already in Human
space.

However, things are never
as easy as they should be. Although it only takes two jumps to get
to Tau Ceti, your fist jump, which was supposed to end in deep
space, just as you always like to do if you can…less chance of
interference, but this jump didn’t work out like you’d
hoped.

Instead of ending up in
deep space, you’ve ended up in the Oort Cloud of an uncharted brown
dwarf system.

“What the hell happened,” you ask
Tora-no.

“No clue,” he answers in
his short and curt way.

“We were far enough away from the
planet when we jumped right?”

“Yeah,” he says consulting
the instruments. “No clue,” he says again in the sharp tone you’ve
come to associate with so many Althani.

“Ok, ok. Can we still make
a single jump from here to Tau Ceti?”

“Yeah,” he answers.

“Ok, let’s get out of here
before one of these comet fragments decides to make us a target.”
You know it’s not likely that you would be hit by a comet fragment
in an Oort Cloud, but it’s also not likely that you’d end up in an
uncharted Oort Cloud when making a jump, so you don’t want to take
any chances.

“Well?” you ask.

Tora-no turns to you and
points with its two left arms at the console. “Drive is
out.”

You stare where the
Althani is pointing. The hyperdrive is off line.

“Problem?” a tired voice
says from behind you. Obviously Creeoona has woken from its alcohol
induced nap.

You turn to look at the
Tulmath. Your Cyber Wizard companion seems to still be a little
drunk. “The hyperdrive is out, and we’re stuck in an uncharted Oort
Cloud.

“I can fix it,” the
Tulmath says. You know that he’s actually very good with
hyperdrives, but you’re also a little worried about him still being
drunk. Still, he is better at engineering than you are. You
basically only have two choices, unless you count sitting in an
uncharted system, which really isn’t an option…

 


Let Creeoona fix the
hyperdrive

Fix the hyperdrive
yourself
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​ It’s four jumps to the Delta Pavonis system, but the second
jump becomes problematic.

“Return to normal space,”
you say. Tora-no begins to fiddle with controls and then sits back
with the Althani equivalent of a sigh.

“Stuck in hyper,” Tora-no
says in his typical way of talking. Althani don’t like to use long
words, especially in alien languages, so he tends to shorten words
if he can, or he’ll often substitute shorter Althani words for the
longer alien words he doesn’t want to use.

“We’re stuck in
hyperspace?”

The Althani just nods.

“What the hell happened?” you
ask.

“Don’t know.”

“Problem?” Creeoona asks
with a long yawn as it “walks” on to the bridge.

“The hyperdrive won’t take
us out of hyperspace.”

“I’ve got a spell for that,” Creeoona
says.

You look at the Tulmath.
Is it sober enough to cast a spell? You’re really not sure. The
only other option would be to fix the hyperdrive
manually.

 


Let Creeoona cast
its spell

Try to fix the hyperdrive
manually
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​ The first two jumps towards the QW Puppis system go off
without incident, but as you’ve come to expect from the Melanathee,
the third jump leads to possible trouble.

The Longest Night
translates out of hyperspace, and is immediately hailed by a
Melanathee patrol that is four AU away from you.

“Human ship,” your
intercom chimes, and you can hear the extreme disdain in the voice
as it says “human.” The voice continues, “What is your business in
Melanathee space?”

You know from experience
that the Melanathee tend to view almost everything as their space,
but this system is definitely under their control, even if it’s
only a mining system.

You clear your throat and
think about what you’re going to say. The Melanathee are easily
offended by the younger species, and with Humanity being the
youngest species, they have a special distrust of you and your
kind.

“This is Captain Anthony
Jones of the free trader vessel, The Longest Night. While I am
Human, I do not have ties to the Human governments.”

There is a
long pause, “What is your business in Melanathee
space…Human?”

You sigh. Maybe it would
have been better to have Tora-no talk to them…no, probably not. He
get aggressive easily, especially with the Melanathee.

“We are free traders,” you say, “On
our way to the QW Puppis system.”

“What is your business
there?”

“We are to pick up a cargo to take to
Althani space.”

“Humans trading with
Althani? And you expect us to believe this?”

“Can we
have visual? You will see that my crew is made up of an Althani and
a Tulmath. As I stated, I have no ties to any Human government.”

“We will not display
visual, but we will accept your visual contact.” The Melanathee
sometimes have weird ways of communicating, and things they say
often sound strange. You’ve gotten used to that. You’ve also gotten
used to the fact that as shape shifters, they don’t often like to
make visual contact unless they absolutely have to.

“Your statements are
accepted as true…for now. You will accompany us to the largest
asteroid in this system for a search of your ship.”

“No,” you say, trying to
remain calm. “That is unacceptable. The Melanathee do not have a
right to search our vessel.”

“We insist.”
Communications have been cut, and the ship is now approaching yours
at a rapid rate of speed, not quite attack speed, but it wouldn’t
take much to get up to attack speed.

 


Agree to accompany the Melanathee
to the asteroid

Attempt to leave the
system
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​ “I think we should see what we can salvage from the ship,” you
say.

“No,” Creeoona says quietly, obviously
trying to regain its strength, “Might be too dangerous.”

“Maybe, but we’ll take
precautions,” you say.

“Taking us in,” Tora-no
says before you can give the order. You’re not surprised. They’re
both great crewmates.

The dark cloud that the
Cyber Wizard had created is slowly dissipating and The Longest
Night is able to easily get to the remains of the ship.

“Launch salvage robots,”
you say, and as you turn and see the look of concern on Creeoona’s
face, you quickly add, “But don’t have them actually touch anything
until we give the ‘all clear’ signal.”

The ship has been broken
into numerous pieces, but some of them seem to be relatively
intact. “Uh,” you say, “Maybe I should have thought of this
earlier, but Tora-no, can you scan for life signs?”

The Althani does a quick scan. “None,”
he says.

You breathe a heavy sigh
of relief.

As the robots probe
through the debris, they find several data pads that you have them
salvage, they also find ship pieces that you might be able to add
to The Longest Night. She already looks like a hodgepodge, why not
keep adding stuff. There’s also an intact computer that they find,
and you definitely want that.

After more than three
hours, they come across a strange black box.

“Leave that,” Creeoona
shouts. There are numerous runes on the box, and it’s obviously
something that could be important to a Cyber Wizard.

“Are you sure?” you ask.
“There might be something in it you could use.”

“Maybe,” Creeoona says,
“But I’d rather not take the chance.

 


Leave the box where it is and continue
your mission

Have the robots bring the box on
board
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​ “We really need to stop getting off the ship when we’re at
human space stations,” Creeoona says.

“I think you’re right, my
old friend. Seems like it’s nothing but trouble. The cargo should
be loaded soon and we can be headed towards Althani
space.”

The three of you sleep for
six hours, and by the time you wake up, your cargo hold is full,
and you’re ready to go, and all three of you can’t wait to get out
of Human space.

“Six jumps,” Tora-no says,
and you don’t doubt that he’s right. It’s a long trip to Althani
space, but the cargo should bring you enough money to upgrade the
hyperdrive to a point where you can cut it to five jumps in the
future. The less time you have to take jumping in and out of
hyperspace, the better it is for your ship and for your
sanity.

The first three jumps go
off without a hitch, but the fourth jump takes you into a system
with a massive Jovian planet. You had planned on going to a station
that orbits the massive Jovian so that you could get a refuel from
the pirates in the system. They’re always fair with you, and a lot
of times its cheaper dealing with them than with the Althani, but
this time, you find the pirate base under attack by two Culthan
warships. One of the warships seems badly damaged, but the other
looks like it hasn’t taken a hit.

You’re not sure why the
Culthan would be attacking the pirates, but Culthan usually don’t
need a reason to attack…very temperamental.

The pirate station looks like it’s
close to rupturing.

“Damn it,” you say. You
hate having to make choices like this. It was supposed to be a
simple refueling trip, but now you might have to fight.

 


Engage the Culthan
warships and help protect the pirates

Sit back and wait to
see what happens
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​ “I hate getting involved,” you say, “But I also hate seeing a
bully pick on the little guy. Let’s help the
Melanathee.”

Tora-no grunts his
approval. He might not like the Melanathee, but a fight is a fight,
and he’s ready for it.

He plots an intercept
course, and you begin to fire on the Human ship.

“What the hell is your
problem,” the Human says over the Com. “We’re both Human
ships.”

“I’m not attached,” you
say, “And besides, this is Melanathee space, so I don’t know what
you’re doing.”

“I’m trying to get his
damn cargo,” the Human says. “He’s carrying stuff to be used
against Humanity.”

“Really?” You think that
the Human may be telling the truth. There have been numerous times
that you’ve had problems with the Melanathee, and plus, you know
that they really can’t stand Humanity, so maybe there’s some truth
to what the human is saying, but then you notice an insignia on the
ship. It’s the symbol of the Alpha-Omegas, a Human anti-alien
group, or a hate group as you
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