Ondrus

You used to be a fully paid up, card carrying member of the Farhaulers Guild but you got into a fight with the wrong person and lost your card.  Hauling freight is the only life you know or care about.  Everything else is pointless.  You're still resentful about losing your Farhaulers Guild card.  It was bad luck, the kind of shitty thing that often happens to you with no reason.  It has never occurred to you that it might have been a consequence of your own attitude or behaviour.  Your own attitude and behaviour is 'right' and 'normal'.  Anything else is creepy and perverted.

When you lost your membership of the Farhaulers Guild, you went on a drunk for about six weeks.  Then you signed up to fly with Miklos.  Mikey is OK.  He's human.  He doesn't have any implants or any shit like that – not that you can see.  And the rest of the crew are human beings too – just about.  Not creepy computers or robots or fucking animals.  Miklos deals with subhumans sometimes.  You try not to think about that – you keep well out of that side of things.  When you do think about it, you guess he has to.  All the legitimate freight hauling is done by the Farhaulers.  You can't do that anymore, so you have to put up with what work you can get.  

You don’t have much trouble flying for the grey market.  Stuff that's legal one place tends to be illegal somewhere else, the Farhaulers Guild won't touch half of it, so some f***er has to fly it.  The problem that you do have is dealing with non-humans.  Human is human, everything else is an animal, or a machine.  Some mods are OK, some aren't.  Bioroids are OK, s'long as they know their place.  Some people seem to think the line between human and not-humans is vague.  You know that it's perfectly clear.

Personal History:
You grew up on Earth.  Your Da was never around, but your Ma told you he was a Farhauler.  You had half a dozen siblings, all with different fathers, most of the fathers were Farhaulers too.  Seemed only natural you should follow in their footsteps.  What else is there for a man to do?

You have a woman in every port – probably a whole load of kids you don't know about.  You spend most of your time travelling from place to place so, when you do get into port you're entitled to have yourself a good time.  A good time consists of getting drunk, finding a woman and getting into some kind of trouble or other.

Stuff you know:

(Generic TSH background)

Callisto:  A fucking big icy moon which goes round Jupiter.  Valhalla station, where you're going is run by Red Duncanites (aka Trojan Mafia).  You don't like Duncanites because they're all perverted, genetically modified monsters and they support the rights of non-human scum.  You are not anticipating much fun there.  You'd prefer to stay on board and let someone else deal with the transy scum, but Miklos says he needs you to help haul cargo.

Nanodynamics.  A f***ing big corporation.  Good customers for the Farhaulers Guild, but they don’t use grey runners.  They recently brought out a company known as Exogenesis.  Exogenesis used to allow rights to all kinds of transy scum.  Nanodynamics are trying to get things back onto the right track.  You've heard they've had some problems. 

Farhaulers Guild:  A kind of association of human spacehaulers set up to stop customers putting humans out of jobs by employing transy-scum who don't insist on a decent wage.  They've got rules about who can be one of them but, recently, they've got far too fussy about stuff like attitude and general behaviour.  You're human.  You know how to haul freight.  Just because you got into a little fight doesn't mean they had a right to take your card and make you work with transy-scum, Trojan Mafia and other damned perverts.

The rest of the crew:

Miklos:  This is his ship, his operation.  He's a good enough boss.  Pretty reasonable.  Sure he deals with transy scum, but he's not Guild and he needs to make a profit.  He's not a transy-lover or anything, he just needs to make a living.  Kind of thing you've had to put up with since the bastards threw you out of the Guild.

Calhoun:  Earthborn and properly human.  He's the ship's engineer and generally competent.  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.  Knows how to have a good time.  He's got a gambling problem, but that's not the kind of thing you'd hold against a person.

Janos: Earthborn and properly human.  He's Miklos' nephew and 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 – thinks being the Captain's nephew makes him something special and won't let anyone forget it.  There's one like that on every crew you've ever flown with.  He's competent and that makes him tolerable though, sometimes, you think you would have punched him out if you didn't think he'd go crying to his uncle and lose you your job.

Illan:  You're not very sure about Illan.  He gives you the creeps.  Yup, he's human and you don't think he's enhanced in any unnatural way, but he spends too much time in VR.  He's not in touch with reality.  He's a weirdo.  He doesn't talk much.  He's not normal.  Still, he's saved your arse more than once by sweet-talking some computer or other.  You have to give him that.  Though the way he sweet-talks computers really gives you the creeps.  Probably best for you not to be around next time he does that.

Sakeri:  As far as you're concerned, Sakeri is a waste of space.  Well, he's pretty competent on the comms, probably the best astrogator on the ship and keen to make himself generally useful.  He's also earthborn and human.  But he's a trans-lover.  Makes you sick.  Always on about transhuman rights and other pervy stuff like that.  On top of that, he's not a committed Farhauler.  Just doing it for 'research purposes' because he wants to be a slinky 'investigative reporter' or some such s**t.  Doesn't even have a slink yet.  Apart from which, he couldn't punch his way out of a paper bag.

As you come round from the procedure:
Well, you hardly feel groggy at all.  In fact you feel better than you remember feeling in ages.  And your mind hasn't altered at all – not as far as you can tell.  You’re suspicious, naturally, those pervert Tennin guys wouldn't have done what they did for nothing.  But you feel great, you feel unaltered.

Until you realise that you're no longer breathing.  You have no pulse.  Nothing.

Then, when you get to see what you look like, you discover you've been turned into a Cyberdoll.  

She looks great!  Well, she would look great if she wasn't you…  Confusing, you can't work this out at all.  If you look into a mirror, you see this totally amazing chick staring back at you.  Except you know two things.  One, you're her (sort of) and two, she ain't human.  She's a f***ing machine, in every possible sense of the phrase.

Once you get a chance to try out her capabilities, you realise that this is no ordinary Cyberdoll.  You've got yourself one of those almost legendary Deep Indigo combat models.

Systems:

See your shiny new character sheet.  The cyberdoll body is functionally 'empty' of knowledge and personality.  You're the same person you always were, only with enhanced capabilities in a number of spheres!

The doll has a 'default' name – Cindy.  You can change this to whatever you wish.

Fundamentally you have turned into a very serious combat monster in a drop dead gorgeous female machine body.

That's about it.  Deal with it.
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