
        
            
                
            
        

    
  
    [image: Hometown Space Pirate]
  

  
    
      Hometown Space Pirate

    

    
      
        C.G. Harris

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Hot Chocolate Press]
        

      

    

  

  
    
      
        
        The Viraquin Voyage series is a 4-book space pirate adventure.

        Think Guardians of the Galaxy meets Firefly

      

      

      

      The Viraquin Voyage  Completed Series:

      Hometown Space Pirate

      Stowaway Star Runner

      Yuletide Space Ranger

      Space Pirate Reunion

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        Download the Free Novella, Fugitive Star Voyage, to read the origin story for this series.

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        Join the C.G. Harris Legion

        Join the C.G. Harris Legion to receive book intel, useless trivia, special giveaways, plus you’ll learn about Hula Harry and get his Drink of the Week.

        https://www.cgharris.net/legion-sign-up-page

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        Copyright © 2022 by C.G. Harris.  All rights reserved.

        No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

        First Printing, 2022

        Hot Chocolate Press,    Fort Collins, Colorado

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        WWW.CGHARRIS.NET

      

      

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Chapter 32

      

      
        Chapter 33

      

      
        Chapter 34

      

      
        Chapter 35

      

      
        Chapter 36

      

      
        Chapter 37

      

      
        Chapter 38

      

      
        Chapter 39

      

      
        Chapter 40

      

      
        Chapter 41

      

    

    
      
        Thanks for Reading!

      

      
        Get Books 2-4 Bundle

      

      
        Get your copy of Stowaway Star Runner

      

      
        The Judas Files Urban Fantasy

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            One

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Are aliens real? It’s something I’ve pondered almost my entire life. For me, it’s not really a question. I know they’re real ... the problem is convincing everyone else. And now I was getting the chance to do it, live on national television in front of millions of skeptical viewers. 

      I fidgeted backstage in the darkened recesses of the Ted O’Connell Show waiting for my cue to go on. The stagehand gripped my shoulder as if she were ready to shove me forward. As nervous as I was feeling, she might have to. I glanced to my left at the production manager David, who had recruited me for this insane idea. 

      “Promise me again that this is not going to be a witch hunt.” 

      David shot me his best salesmen’s smile, which did not reassure me in the least. 

      “Don’t worry, Mr. Roberts. Ted is a busy guy. I know he hasn’t had the chance to catch up to you personally, but he’s the one who requested this interview. Ted read your book and he’s fascinated by your work. He wants to find out more about you and expose your story to the world.” 

      The word expose gave me pause, but before I could open my mouth to say more, David slid further into my side, invading every inch of my personal space. Between him and the stagehand, I felt more like a prison inmate than a welcomed guest. “This is going to be great for you. Book sales will go through the roof, you’ll see. just relax and be yourself.” 

      I took a deep breath and looked out at the stage where Ted wrapped up his late-night monologue. The audience all but disappeared among the bright lights and cameras making them almost impossible to see ... almost. Their laughter and jeers were enough to remind me they were not only there, but ready to voice their collective reactions to anything Ted had to say. He took jabs at celebrities, politicians and news stories, drawing more laughter from his adoring fans. They were like fanatics hanging on every syllable that rolled out of his mouth. What was I thinking, agreeing to this? 

      “So, we’re sticking to the facts, right?” I said to Dave as I watched Ted make his way to his desk while the band played him out. This was a live broadcast, so everything transitioned like a well-oiled machine. “I mean we’re talking about the facts and findings in my book, not conspiracy theories or digging into my personal life, right?” 

      “Sure. Don’t worry.” David’s grip tightened on my shoulder, and I felt a trickle of sweat run down my lower back. “This is going to be great. You’re about to go on.” 

      Everything went starry around the edges of my vision as Ted talked about me and my book, though I heard less and less of it through the rushing heartbeat in my ears. Everything began to go dark, and I couldn’t seem to control my breathing. Was I having a panic attack? Wow, I would make a great impression when I passed out on stage. My name came across the speakers, but my legs would not move. David and the stagehand patted me on the back, but even that felt vague and distant. 

      I had to get a hold of myself. Respected authors did not faint on live television. I took a deep breath and blew it out hard then forced myself to breathe more like a normal human. In and out. I heard my name called again. Laughter from the audience this time too. Hands urged me from behind, and I stumbled forward into the lights, holding my book in my hands like a kindergartner on his first day at school. I managed to keep walking but only just. 

      “Ladies and gentlemen, Benjamin Roberts.” 

      Ted stood and clapped as I made my way to the interview couch while the audience welcomed me with a mix of applause and laughter. 

      “Thank you so much for being here Benjamin, I’m glad you could make it out.” 

      More laughter and Ted motioned to the seat closest to his desk. I had to tear my gaze away from the audience to look at him. Ted appeared older in person; not so perfect as he did on television. Somehow that helped me to relax. To see that he was human. I could see the wrinkles beneath his thick makeup and the greying line at the edges of his not-so-natural strawberry-colored hair. His teeth were gleaming white, and his smile intoxicating. The moment I sat down, I knew I was buried so deep a naked mole rat couldn’t find me. 

      Ted took his chair and leaned in close, shaking his head with what seemed like baffled amazement. 

      “So, tell me about this book. I hear you’re somewhat of an expert on extra-terrestrials, is that right? You think we’ve been invaded or infiltrated by alien beings?” 

      Laughter from the audience, and I cast them a sidelong glance as I forced a weary smile of my own. 

      “Nothing like that. It’s not about invasions or governments or conspiracy theories.” I took a moment to glare at David, the production manager, who stood grinning from ear to ear just off stage. “It’s more about my connection to what, or who is out there, and the way we should rethink our ideas and expectations about first contact.” 

      Ted nodded emphatically the whole time I spoke, his brow furrowed in an over-exaggerated expression of concentration. 

      “So, you have a special radio or a cell phone ... or I suppose we should call it a space phone of some kind. A way to contact these aliens?” 

      More audience laughter, but Ted maintained his over theatrical look of studious interest. 

      “No. In my book, I explain that my contact has always been involuntary. It’s not just hearing them, it’s more like—sensing them. I can often understand their transmissions, but I don’t always hear them so much as a quiet sense that they are attempting to make contact.” 

      That epiphany was enough to set Ted back in his chair. By now it was painfully apparent that I was here for nothing but comic relief. 

      “Interesting. How often does this contact happen? Every day? Every hour?” He leaned in and whispered loud enough for everyone to hear. “Are they talking to you right now?” 

      More audience laughter and I let out an uncomfortable laugh of my own. “No. They’re not talking to me now. There is no time schedule or anything, but I would say, I hear from them about once a month.” 

      His eyebrows shot up. “Oh, sort of like a period,” Ted exclaimed, drawing raucous laughter with the crude joke. “That’s really something. Can you tell us what kind of messages you receive during that time of the month? Are they familiar with our culture? I don’t suppose they’ve seen a certain late-night talk show?” He pointed to himself in a subtle but comical personal plug. 

      I shook my head and forced another smile, trying to appear lighthearted even though I seethed inside. “I’m afraid not. Most of what I interpret are hellos or attempts to convey some sort of greeting. I do catch an odd cultural reference now and then, but they are usually messages that express some willingness to connect.” 

      Ted’s eyes lit up and I knew I had said too much. 

      “What do you mean by odd cultural reference?” He leaned in and took on his studious expression again. The audience quieted to a hush, and I knew I had lit the fuse to a powder keg of mockery. 

      “It’s all in my book.” I held it up, smiled, and tried to play it off as if it were nothing important, but Ted knew different. “I don’t know if we want to get into specifics.” 

      “Please,” he encouraged, “I think we’re all dying to know what sort of cultural and indigenous research a higher life form might do if they were surveying our planet for intelligent life.” 

      Oh yeah, he is swinging for the grand slam on this one. 

      I took a deep breath and sighed. “I think it’s a fairly well-known fact that any transmission, be it radio, television, or otherwise, does not stop at the bounds of our atmosphere. Anything we transmit can be picked up with a receiver, powerful and focused enough to find it.” 

      Ted nodded. “And what sort of things are the aliens researching? Classical music, ancient history, fantastic works of art, science or agriculture?” 

      “Friends.” 

      Ted raised an eyebrow. “Excuse me? You mean they’re researching ways for us to be friends?” 

      I could not help but scowl at the barely contained exuberance on his face. He knew the answer. Ted was just drawing it out for the laugh. 

      “No, they seem to like the show, Friends.” 

      As expected, the audience roared. Ted sat back with a self-satisfied grin, chuckling to himself while the audience died down. “Care to share any of the quips you have heard ... or empathed from our alien neighbors?” 

      I maintained a bright smile and did my best to contain the fury inside me. Going into a tirade would only fuel the comedic fires, so I figured riding the wave was the best path to damage control. 

      “I think it’s really a moo point.” 

      Ted coughed out another laugh and the audience followed suit at the well-known Friends quote. 

      “A moo point indeed,” Ted said. I could see that he was about ready to wrap up this farce of an interview, but I could not let him shun me off the stage as a quack just yet. I had come here for a reason, and it was not to promote my book or boost sales. I had a message, and I needed to be sure it was heard. 

      “I know this all sounds crazy, and maybe it is, but having this ability has taught me something important.” 

      I saw the brief annoyance in Ted’s face at being preempted, he was on a schedule, and I was throwing him off, but he covered it well and nodded. “Do tell. What lesson have the Friends-loving aliens taught you that we should all learn?” He swept his arm out at the audience and stopped, pointing to the camera filming the live broadcast of his show. 

      “It’s something pivotal and perhaps a lesson that will save our species when we do finally make first contact.” I turned to look straight into the camera, refusing to be cowed by Ted, his audience, or the millions of people watching. 

      “You see, any alien who arrives on this planet to make contact will be far more technologically advanced than us. To believe our technology and knowledge will make us a valuable or worthy species is laughable. We will be little more than cavemen and women to them. A species ripe for domination and reeducation. If humanity wants to be viewed as anything other than cattle to an invading intelligence, we must connect on a personal level and prove we have value because of our creativity and uniqueness. If we depend on strength and technology, we will surely perish. That is what my connection can achieve. Through it, we humans can reach out to other beings in the galaxy. I don’t want fame or glory. I just want us all to be seen for the amazing, loving, creative, lifeforce we are.” 

      A palpable silence filled the studio then Ted spun around in his chair and peered into the camera focused on his face for a reaction. 

      “And with that, we’ll be back with more alien-love connection on the Ted O’Connell Show.” 

      The audience broke into laughter again and a stagehand wearing headphones raised an arm and yelled cut.
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      I sat there on stage among the dying laughter and an indifferent host who lost his award-winning smile the moment the cameras went dark. Ted turned his chair away from me and waved a hand in the air as he took a sip out of his coffee mug. 

      “Makeup.” He snapped his fingers. “Makeup please, my hair is all over the place. And can someone please help Mr. Roberts find his way backstage?” 

      He half turned to me and leaned his head around the side of his chair while his makeup pit crew went to work speed-spiffing his face and hair. 

      “Thanks for coming by Bennie.” He smiled at me with more of a predator’s grin than the practiced smile he flashed on camera. “I really appreciate it. You were a lot of laughs. Maybe we can do it again sometime.” 

      He spun around before I could respond and swatted at the makeup woman who tried to powder his face. “That’s enough. What are you trying to give me an asthma attack?” 

      “Mr. Roberts. If you could come this way.” 

      I looked up to see a young woman wearing a set of those gargantuan headphones and a name tag that said, intern. Did television studios have something against earbuds? She had a friendly smile, but her eyes were urgent and watery as if she spent her entire life on the verge of tears. 

      “Please, Mr. Roberts. We only have a few seconds.” 

      I rose from the velvety blue couch and unclipped the microphone from my sports coat. I had opted to go without a tie to avoid looking like some crazy professor. I supposed I half succeeded. The intern took the mic and I noted David, the production manager, was nowhere to be found. Coward. He promised this would be a serious interview. I should have known it would be a clown show. Ted O’Connell wasn’t  revered  for his groundbreaking journalism. At least I said my piece and it was on live T.V. so they couldn’t cut it out ... could they? It was prime-time television; they could probably cut anything they wanted and fill the time with commercials. 

      I sighed as the intern led me off the stage. To my surprise, I departed to a round of enthusiastic applause that filled me with mixed emotions. They weren’t laughing me off the set, but the audience only clapped because Ted had made such a farce of my book. I turned and waved to them all nonetheless, then disappeared back into obscurity behind the stage curtains. Give the people what they want and all that. ...
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