Campaign Outline:

All Humans are taught about the destruction of their species at school:

There were two things that doomed Humanity from the start.  The first was their own violent, clannish nature.  The second was the very planet that spawned them.  Unlike many worlds, Earth had a very strong and stable magnetic field.  At first this may seem like a boon, but the result of this was that Earth-based life was woefully ill equipped to deal with a life in space.  After a few false starts, Humanity began a major push into space, founding bases across the inner planets and amongst rich sources of asteroids.  Full of optimism, these bases became the foundation for full-fledged colonies.

Then the blow struck.  The higher radiation environment of space wrought unseen but terrible damage on the first colonists.  While the first generation of space-born children seemed healthy enough, many turned out to be sterile.  Even amongst supposedly fertile couples of the second generation, barely 1 in 100 pregnancies went to term, and these often produced stillbirths or terrible deformities.  Falling back to the Earth in disarray, Humanity left the harvesting of the Solar System’s riches to robotic spacecraft.  However, despite the resources coming from space, the people of Earth had no new lands to settle and no new fields to till.  Pushing their environment to the breaking point, desperation turned nations against each other as the Earth’s biosphere collapsed.

In a paroxysm of despair, Humanity’s wars became deadlier and more spiteful.  Terrible poisons and biological agents were unleashed, and robotic warriors crushed nations with bombardment from the heavens.  But the tragedy was not without witnesses.  Alien observers, the kreii, moved by pity, broke their primary cultural taboo and intervened.  Normally only species capable of settling space were contacted, but Humanity’s failure was, it seemed, due to tragic mischance.  In the irradiated smoke of the mutilated planet, kreii rescue teams searched by sensor and physical probes, seeking out any survivors.  From caves, from bunkers, from isolated pockets of misery, barely two million human beings were rescued from Earth.  They were the only humans left alive.

It is now the year 1825.  For nearly 2,000 years, humanity’s kreii patrons have been preparing us for a debut amongst the other civilised species.  Living on a terraformed planet around the kreii binary system’s secondary star, generations of carefully-programmed genetic manipulation have steadily increased our resistance to radiation while at the same time lessening our suicidal aggression without destroying our spark.  Soon, it is promised, a healed, confident new species of humans will take our rightful place in the stars.

Humanity, however, is not without enemies.  Many conservative species would say that the rescue was illegal, and that the ban on transporting space-incapable species should be enforced, even if that means the eradication of the last humans.  It has taken all of the kreii’s cunning to keep Humanity hidden until the right time, and they will need humanity to prove itself worthy before the other species.

All of this is a lie.

The truth of the matter is that humans are no more susceptible to radiation than any other species.  In fact, humanity spread out to settle its solar system in force.  Spurred on by new rocket technologies, there were self-sufficient human colonies as far away as Jupiter’s Trojan asteroids.  Two probe missions, powered by antimatter rockets, had even been despatched on epic journeys to the stars.

But humanity’s golden age was being observed by a far more advanced species with not-so-advanced plans for Humanity’s future.  Seeing the pace of progress advance ever more rapidly from their secret observation base deep in the Oort Cloud, they decided to move in force.  An armada of strike vessels stooped from deep space at near-lightspeed, despatching a lethal salvo of kinetic projectiles and antimatter bombs toward the unsuspecting Earth.  Within hours of their first appearance, Earth was pounded with a hail of unstoppable missiles while at the same time gamma-pulse explosions shredded its atmosphere.  The off-world colonies fared no better.  Military vessels were few in number and utterly helpless against the alien onslaught.  Not a single vessel or colony escaped.  A few were spared just long enough for robotic boarding-parties to undertake ruthless raids.  After savage firefights, in which surviving security forces fought literally corridor-by-corridor, the raiders departed with human infants.  Across human space the process was repeated, and the blasted Earth was not spared.  Like raiding ants carrying off grubs, the aliens’ robotic soldiers sought out and took away human infants with dreadful efficiency.  As news of the invaders’ goals spread across the remnants of human-controlled space, the last-ditch battles increased in ferocity and desperation, many stations and colony-domes destroying themselves in futile acts of defiance rather than give up their children to the invaders.  The raids completed, the remaining population was killed, their colonies destroyed from space.  Less than two days after the aliens’ first appearance, not a single human being was left alive.  Not a single colony structure was left intact.  The Earth itself was a murdered ruin of a planet with barely anything left alive to crawl over the burning continents or swim in the scalding oceans.

The kreii fleet departed, taking two million human beings with them, the last of their kind.  Not a single one was more then two years old.

Taken to a system under the Kreii’s control, the infants were deposited on a roughly-terraformed planet.  There, under the supervision of nanny-robots and mechanical mentors, the children were taught the lies that would keep them subservient for almost two millennia.  Since even the oldest of the first population only recalled vague, traumatised memories of destruction and violence, it was easy to accept their parent’s murderers as saviours.

A similar story has been fed to the Civilisation’s Assembly.  In this story, the kreii are engaged in a long-term plan to rid Humanity of its weakness and its aggression, so that it may join the other species on an equal footing.  Nobody else wishes to foot the bill, so Humanity’s reclamation is left in the Kreii’s capable hands.

Tagged with chips, their breeding strictly controlled, the “baseline” population was bred for docility and acceptance. However, they were not just a curiosity.  Humanity had been harvested for a purpose.

Another, far better-hidden colony is the real base of operations.  Cutting choice specimens from the herd, the kreii began a breeding program to turn these violent-yet-inventive creatures into a range of warrior breeds.  Most species relied on robotic soldiers, since few sane sapients chose the dangerous career of a soldier.  With an army of combat-bred humans and humanoid breeds, the kreii plan to become the dominant species in the Civilisation.  With the coup in place, humans will be allowed to settle strictly-limited environments and will continue to provide soldiers to control the others.

Their plan is likely to succeed.  Nobody else knows much about humans, and few even among the kreii themselves know about the military program.

But all that is about to change. Not all humans are quite as domesticated as the kreii think. And someone, or rather something, remembers what really happened.

When the Kreii abducted 2 million infants, they needed someone to look after them. As well as the children themselves, they took a little over 1,000 human-built nanny-bots, popular in crèches. One of the last human colonies to fall was Mithras Dome, a Mercury-based mining concern. Untouched during the initial attack, Mithras became a primary communications nexus during the last hours of the assault. Much good that it did them. However, Mithras was in a prime position to monitor the progress of the attack, as well as the aliens' objectives.

Dr Sophi Ng, the colony's software specialist and a member of the life-sciences staff, quickly realised that although the battle was already lost, there was a possibility for the future, if the abductees survived. Taking one of the creche's nanny-bots, she hid a recorded statement, together with graphic recordings of the attack from across the Solar System, in the 'bot's core software. It would be useless to reveal the truth immediately, so the data was protected by a "clock". Every time the software was copied, the clock would "tick". Her hope was that by the time the truth was revealed, the descendants of the abductees would be in a position to do something to help themselves. When Mithras fell, her modified 'bot was amongst those taken by the Kreii.

Copies of those original 'bots are still used today, a few carrying Dr Ng's secret through the centuries. But now, a new 'bot has gone online that remembers. Is the secret finally out?

