Illan I

You are human, unmodified (in a genetic sense) and were born on Earth.  This is no big deal to you, but it is to some people.  Your parents worked very hard for System Technologies.  They both did a lot of travelling and weren't home much.  They did, however, make sure you were well supplied with well cool toys (and a cyberdoll nanny to take care of you).  There were lots of bots around to clean the apartment.  You didn't much like school so you got most of your education over the net.  By the time you were in your early teens it wasn't much of a problem to persuade your father to get you an interface jack and decent cyberdeck to further your education.  You never really learned how to relate to human people.  You never really wanted to.  You never saw the need.

By the time you were 15 you were addicted to VR.  Seriously addicted.  It was what you were born for.  For the first time in your entire life you felt relaxed and happy.  You've developed a number of alternate personalities, each of whom has their own, virtual environment.  You get on extremely well with AIs – you have more in common with them than you have with any meat entity you have ever met.  Your ambition is to get yourself uploaded, possibly xoxed.  Then you wouldn't have to worry about meat stuff ever again.  Unfortunately, to date, you haven't come across anyone who was willing and able to do it at a price you can afford.  People tell you that's because you don't get out enough.  There's plenty of people who can do the stuff you want but, because you're not very sociable, you never get to meet them.

You started to get problems when you graduated from Junior High.  Your family wanted you to go away to High School.  Learn to socialise.  Unable to stand up for yourself in the real world, you didn't have a lot of choice.  But you hated it.  Couldn't cope.  Had some kind of nervous breakdown after which your parents put you into therapy.  Therapy that thought the solution to your problem was to take your Cyberdeck away.  Thing is, 'slong as you have your deck you don't have a problem.  You can be who you want to be and no one complains.  It got pretty bad.  To be honest you don't remember everything you did round that time.  You don't remember running away or signing on to this crate.

Whatever, you've been with this crew for a couple of years now.  They don't complain too much about your VR habit.  They like the way you're good at seducing computers into doing more or less whatever you want.  They don't bug you too much.  They pay you enough to buy into your favourite VR entertainments.  And, you've discovered, some of the skills you picked up in virtual adventure environments translate pretty well into meat activity.

And the best thing about it is that with all Miklos' grey market contacts, your dream of getting rid of your flesh forever is beginning to look more and more achievable.

Stuff you know:

(Generic THS background)

Callisto: 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 deep beneath the ice.

Valhalla Station:  The place you’re going at the moment.  It's populated by Red Duncanites who almost certainly deal in interesting stuff like mind emulations, uploads, downloads, maybe even Xoxes.

Red Duncanites (AKA 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. .  The Trojan Mafia don't mind what kind of meat you are or whether you're meat at all.  The only thing that counts with them is whether you're sentient.  Politically they seem to have more sense than most groups.

Nanodynamics:  A big corporation.  They recently bought out Exogenesis, the research arm of System Technologies.  This is a total bummer.  Exogenesis used to grant full rights to non-humans (mostly very interesting AIs).  They got paid, they got promotions, they got respect, everything a sentient being could wish for.  Nanodynamics have reversed that policy.  On top of which, they're claiming that all the sentient AIs are 'property' and are refusing to let them leave.   A load of your virtual friends used to work for Exogenesis.  You'd been thinking of taking a job there once you got rid of your body.  Now that idea is all shot to hell.  And you haven't heard from some of your friends there for quite a while.  You're worried.

The rest of the crew:

Miklos:  This is his ship, his operation.  He's a good enough boss.  Pretty reasonable.  He lets you do pretty much what you want so long as you get your work done.

Ondrus:  Xenophobic scum.  Human trash.  Totally hung up on meat.  You don't like his attitude at all.  Specially not when he gets drunk.  When he's drunk he's obnoxious and truly frightening.  He doesn't believe that sentients should have rights unless they're 100% non-GM'd humans.  You lack the confidence to argue with him.  He's bigger than you and reckons the best way to solve problems is with his fists, or a blaster.  

Janos: Miklos' nephew who expects to inherit the business.  He handles the sensors, though he takes his turn on pretty much all the systems, just like the rest of you.  On a personal level he's a bit of a liability – he thinks being the Captain's nephew makes him something special and won't let anyone forget it. He's good at his work, though and tends to leave you alone.  Treats you like part of the furniture or an extension of the ship's computer.  That's fine – pretty much the way you like it.

Calhoun: He's the ship's engineer.  He likes to tell people how he's from a rich family.  Least they were rich till he gambled their fortune away.  Apart from the fact that he's a bit stuck up and thinks too well of himself, he's OK.  Though he has a loud voice and continually tries to engage you in conversations that don't interest you in the slightest.  Mostly about how great he is etc. etc.  He has a gambling problem.  You get irritated with him when he ties up too many of the computer resources with his gambling, but you're hardly in a position to complain about another guy's addiction.

Sakeri:  Sakeri is strange.  If you weren't so shy you think he's the kind of meat guy you could even get on with.  He has a jack.  He doesn't have a deck but you sometimes let him borrow yours, when you have to do something for the ship that means you have to tolerate meat reality.  He wants to be an investigative reporter but, at the moment, he can't afford the slink.  He says he's travelling with Miklos in order to get experience.  You're not sure what experience he's getting since most of your time is spent in the middle of nowhere, but he's more open minded than the others.  He tries to talk to you sometimes.  You've been teaching him a bit of cyberdeck operation and, as far as you can tell, the guy has genuine slinky talent.  He deserves a break.

Illan 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 something to do with having finished growing.

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.  Yes, you will suffer the effects of withdrawal.

Elizabetta:
This is Elizabetta.  Until recently she was a Tianyi bioroid.  Now she's dead.  Her ghost tells you her story as she downloads into your shiny new implant:

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 Corporate Hospitality in the large facility in which both entities were employed.

At some point in their successful careers, Elizabetta and Xenon met and they fell in love.  Elizabetta was programmed and educated to be highly intuitive and caring.  She wanted something to hold, something to hug, something to care for.  Something that would be symbolic of the love between herself and Xenon.  So the two 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.  She had access to all sorts of stuff (as well as many useful friends) on Never-Never space station, so it wasn't all that difficult to achieve.

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.  Well, that wasn't too much of a problem until her right to visit him was 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.  

System:

As soon as the download completes, Elizabetta is in charge of the shared body.  She immediately rushes out of the computer room.  She needs to go to the Creche to rescue Stanley.  That is the only thing on her mind.  She is extremely determined.

After one combat round of rushing, you may instigate a Contest of Wills to regain control of the body you're now sharing with Elizabetta.  A contest of will takes one combat round.  You may try this as often as you wish.

You should be aware that Elizabetta is unlikely to give up.  She wants her baby.  She wants her husband.  She wants to be somewhere safe.  Your GM has a whole series of actions she will undertake unless Illan is in control of the body.

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

Roleplaying:  Elizabetta is incredibly socially competent and confident of her own abilities in this sphere.  This should react interestingly with Illan's base personality, whoever happens to be in control of the body at the time.

Illan – VR addict and hacker


