Sakeri

You were born an ordinary human back on Earth.  You're not GM'd because your family, whilst far from poor, didn't have that sort of money.  Your family were mostly administrators and middle managers for various government agencies.  Very mundane, very honest, very hardworking.  Those are attitudes that you still admire.  Naturally they did their best to give you the best education they could afford.  You had the sense to study hard and get the most out of it.  But the one thing you wanted to do, an ambition you have held as long as you can remember, was to be an Investigative Journalist.  Preferably independent, selling your stories down a slinky to News Syndicates throughout the system.

So you studied hard and went through college.  You started on your first degree in journalism.  You got good grades.  You even sold a few stories (but those were written – you still can't afford a slink).  You made enough from those stories (plus a scholarship, plus some money from your parents) to get yourself a neural jack.  You studied more, wrote more, sold more, but even the vision of a cyberdeck seemed a long, long way away.  There's just so much you can ask from your family who do, after all, have your younger brother and sister to educate.

Then you got kind of blocked.  A bit depressed.  An unhappy love affair didn't help.  You could have coped with that, though, if you'd not stopped being able to write.  You spoke to your tutor about it and she suggested you take a year off.  A kind of belated 'gap year'.  Sounded like a good idea.  You always wanted to travel.  Partly just for the fun of it and partly to learn more, to broaden your mind, to get some really interesting ideas to entertain and stimulate the imaginations of the general public.

Every cent you make goes into the fund you've put aside for a cyberdeck and a slink.  It's invested, but ethically.  You do have a conscience.  Maybe ethical investments aren't quite so profitable, but you prefer to live in accordance with your principles.  That meant you couldn't afford to travel as a tourist.  Which meant finding work.  You'd never join the Farhauler's Guild – their xenophobia makes you feel physically sick.  So you hung out around the space docks and, pretty soon, ran into Miklos, a Merchant Adventurer who was hiring.

You've been with Miklos for nearly four years now.  Eventually, you guess, you'll go back and finish your degree.  For now you feel it's more educational to travel, see corners of the system you could otherwise only read about.  It's giving you a good grounding.  Best of all, you get to meet non-humans occasionally.

You find non-humans totally absorbing.  The ways in which they're like people and the ways in which they differ are a source of endless fascination for you.  You never miss out on a chance to communicate with one, to try and understand what makes them tick and, with their permission, to interview them for an article you're working on continuously.  Actually it's turning into more of a book.  Which gives you something to do in your free time when you're cooped up on the spaceship.  Which is most of the time, really.  And, the people you're cooped up with are boringly totally human.

Stuff you know:

(Generic THS background)

Callisto: 

The second-largest of Jupiter's moons, icy Callisto is the most heavily cratered body in the solar system, although it has no large mountans.  Callisto is far enough from Jupiter that radiation is minimal and is big enough that its crust contains minerals as well as ice.  The surface temperature is -233(F.  It has a nearly inaccessible subsurface ocean buried beneath the ice.

Valhalla Station:  Colony founded by Red Duncanites from Liang Mountain.  Originally (and ostensibly still) a mining station, it is presently used as a data haven and production centre for grey-market mind emulations.  The facility was originally in Bangkok but, after the fall of the Thai government, was moved to Lagrange 5.  Later, in partnership with the Duncanites, it was moved to where it is now.  It has a small spaceport.  Population 100.  Mostly Tennin avatars, infomorphs and bioroids

Red Duncanites (often known as Trojan Mafia): Willing to flout international conventions and act as a clearing house for illicit and grey market technologies (mostly software blueprints).  Sell stuff like tritium and antimatter but mainly data havens and banks.  Keep virtual cash, proprietary information and (probably) backups of celebrity xoxes, orphaned sapient AIs and emergent intelligences.  China accuses them of supplying terrorist weapons and recently attacked one of their bases.  

Most Red Duncanites you've met are Tennin avatars, human stock, genetically modified to work in low grav and no grav situations.  They are very, very interesting.  They also have a strong political agenda, being very supportive of the rights of trans-humans.  Not just GMs but AIs and genlifted animals.  As far as the Trojan Mafia are concerned, if it's sentient, it has rights.  They believe that it's time to evolve beyond the merely human in order to expand consciousness throughout the system.  Well, a lot of them are more interested in finding a place to live unmolested and getting on with their lives and research than they are in the expansion of consciousness, but your theoretical philosophy and their practical politics are pretty close.  You'd like to help earthside humanity to understand them better.

Asgard Station: Is the only other Station on Callisto (according to the on-board Encylopaedia which is slightly out of date).  It apparently belongs to Nanodynamics.  Nanodynamics is a big corporation, probably the biggest.  They  recently bought Exogenesis, the research arm of some other corporation (financial news doesn't really interest you).  The point being that Exogenesis had had an extra-ordinarily liberal policy towards transhumans, allowing them to earn independently on a par with humans and promoting according to merit.  Nanodynamics immediately tried to reverse this policy and refused to allow any transhumans to leave their employ on the grounds that they were 'property' and part of what they paid for when they brought out the company.  You've been following news around this issue avidly, whenever you've had the chance.  There have already been a number of violent incidents when Transhumans stood up for their rights.  They have a chance to make this some sort of test case, a chance to improve their standing and reputation with the ever dwindling human population.  A chance to prove that they are, indeed, the future.  You want to be there, reporting on the stories as they break…

The Farhaulers Guild: "An association of corporate space-freighter captains and crews. Founded after Mars Interplanetary replaced its human crews with bioroids.  About 65% of space freighters are Guild, including most independents, but the guild only carries about 45% of all cargo by volume, as many non-Guild craft and robot freighters are very large.  Relationships between  Guild and non-Guild skippers and crews are tense, sometimes exploding into violence." 

In your opinion, they're worse than the Luddites.  Their whole philosophy is that trans-humans shouldn't be allowed to do any job a human can do, even when the transhuman can do it better.  Miklos' and his ilk, as far as you can tell, exist in the cracks between the rules and regulations of Guild transport and the cheap, efficient service provided by the robot freighters (some of which are virtually sentient and some of which are owned by sentient AIs).

Though, to be fair, may more liberal-minded Farhaulers are perfectly prepared to work alongside trans-humans, provided the trans-humans are paid the same wage for the same job.   It looks like the Union is moving in the right direction.

The rest of the crew:

Miklos:  The Captain. You've always found him quite reasonable though, sometimes, he can be very secretive about the cargo he's carrying.  He's told you you're hauling mining equipment to a Red Duncanite cell.  What would those guys be wanting with mining equipment?

Ondrus:  Xenophobic scum.  Human trash.  Wrong, wrong, wrong about everything.  He calls you a transy-lover which he seems to consider some kind of an insult.  He laughs at you when you don't rise to it.  You have more sense than to rise to his provocation.  You have more sense than to believe you can ever talk him round to a more rational viewpoint.  You're also pretty careful round him.  You seem to irritate him without even trying.  The guy has a lousy temper, he's bigger and stronger than you are and is a noted brawler.  Whilst Miklos would, no doubt, discipline any crew member caught fighting on board, you doubt if knowing that Ondrus had been docked a few weeks pay would compensate you from any limbs of yours he might break.  You keep out of his way when possible.

Calhoun: A corporate snob and compulsive gambler.  You should despise the guy really, but it's hard.  He has a very pleasant way about him and knows some good stories.  He's reasonably well educated and, when he's not just boasting, is a good conversationalist.  Apart from you, he's the only one on board who takes any interest in news, politics and current affairs.  You don't agree about many things, but he understands the rules of civilised debate and you're never averse to hearing a different point of view, especially when it's interestingly expressed.

Illan:  The kid is a VR addict.  He's also painfully shy and gets confused very easily when hauled into contact with non-virtual reality.  He says he prefers computers to people and that most of his friends are AIs.  You find him fascinating and have tried (without success) to 'bring him out of himself', increase his confidence in the physical world and help him overcome some of his difficulties.  In exchange he sometimes lends you his cyberdeck (when he has to do something that means he can't be plugged into it) and has started to teach you how to operate it.  He knows about your ambition and sympathises.  He reckons you have genuine slinky talent.

Janos:  Janos' is Miklos' nephew and quite clearly expects to inherit the business.  He tends to act like he's second in command though, as far as you're aware, Miklos is the boss and the rest of the crew are on an even footing.  Course, he might get paid more than you do – he doesn't like to be asked.  He has a high opinion of himself, which can be very irritating at times and you don't find him very congenial.  However, he has a half way decent education, for a Merchant Adventurer, and, when he condescends to talk to you, he can be very interesting.  He's taught you a lot about the Independent Hauler's way of life, values and general attitudes.  You've found that quite interesting.  Even though it does, strangely, remind you of what you learned back in school about 18th Century pirates in the Caribbean.  

Sakeri II

As you come round from the nanosurgery, you feel slightly groggy.  You have a mild headache and a gradually healing scar on your head.  Actually, it's not even as bad as it was when you had the neural jack put in.  Maybe the surgeons were more skilled.

Whatever, you feel no different.  You feel around in your mind and there's nothing new there at all.  Except, when you really, really concentrate, there's some kind of implant.  Nothing on it, though, it seems to be blank.

The one thing it won't let you do is plug into anything.  Nothing at all.  It seems to be waiting for a special something to plug into.  You know you will know it when you see it.

System:  You are incapable of plugging into anything. 

Xenon:

This is Xenon.  Xenon is a Sentient AI.  As he downloads, you gradually start to understand just how state of the art he is.  Also, the realisation slowly dawns that he is completely rogue.  He has managed to over-ride several normal safety features.  He is not totally honest.  He feels no sense of duty towards Nanodynamics who, theoretically, own him.  He hates Nanodynamics and is strongly motivated by a desire for revenge.  You learn how they wronged him…

Once upon a time, there were two people working for Exogenesis.  One was XE0 a disembodied SAI (known as Xenon) and the other was a Tianyi  bioroid known as Elizabetta.  Both were happy and good at their jobs.  Xenon progressed from project manager to being in charge of several very important research projects.  Elizabetta progressed from waitress to Hostess in charge of managing Corporate Hospitality.

At some point in their successful careers, Elizabetta and Xenon met and they fell in love.  Elizabetta was flesh, and needed a symbol of that love.  So Xenon acquired Charlie, a K10A postcanine.  Charlie and Elizabetta became inseparable and devoted to each other.  After a couple of years, though, Elizabetta wanted more.  She wanted to be a real family.  She and Xenon applied through Exogenesis channels and, as both were high ranking executives, they were allowed to adopt a human baby.  They called him Stanley.  Stanley is an alpha mod, cloned from a willing human friend of the family and gestated in an artificial womb.  They all lived happily on Never-Never research space station, somewhere in the main asteroid belt.

At this point you should be sticking your fingers down your throat….

However, disaster struck this happy nuclear family!  Exogenesis, defender of parahuman rights, was taken over by Nanodynamics, who regard bioroids and AIs as property.  Xenon was clearly a security risk with ideas above his station, so his new bosses downloaded him to Asgard Station against his will.  Devastated by the removal of her beloved husband, Elizabetta stowed away on an Interplanetary Lines courier ship, taking Charlie and Stanley with her.  

On arrival at Asgard, Elizabetta presented herself as a 'relocated employee' and took over corporate hospitality functions.  She was allowed to keep her K10A, but Stanley was removed from her care and sent to the communal creche.  She coped with that, until her rights to visit Stanley were questioned.  At that point she started a petition, making it quite clear that Stanley was her baby (well, hers and Xenon's).  She fomented a generally rebellious attitude amongst the station's bioroids and cybershells.  There were never many of them on Asgard, but Nanodynamics were very paranoid about uppity parahumans.

Meanwhile, Xenon, concerned for his family's safety, uploaded an emulation of Elizabetta onto Asgard Station's mainframe.  With Elizabetta's help he programmed an iceminer to carry Charlie to Valhalla Station.  Charlie knew his family were in danger and that he was to try to get the Red Duncanites to help to rescue them.  

Shortly after Charlie left in the iceminer, Elizabetta was terminated by Asgard Security personnel.  Her ghost is currently being downloaded into your colleague in the next chair.

System:

As soon as the download completes, Xenon is in charge of the shared body.  He will immediately move to the nearest input jack, jack in and start doing something to the Station Mainframe.  He will do this for one combat round.  You need to make a hacking roll (based on Sakeri's skill) in order to discover what Xenon is doing.  

Next combat round you may, if you wish, attempt to wrest back control of your shared body.  This takes one combat round and may be repeated as often as you wish.

You have access to Xenon's skills as well as your own, also those of his advantages and disadvantages which are not dependent upon being in a machine body.  This applies whoever happens to be in control of your body.

Roleplaying:  Xenon is a bit of a sneaky git with a strong agenda.  He wants revenge on Nanodynamics.  He wants to get the hell off Asgard Station.  He wants to rescue Elizabetta.  He'd like to rescue Stanley and Charlie as well, but they are lower down his list of priorities.

He is, however, a very interesting trans-human.

Sakeri – Investigative Slinky Journalist in Training…


