Calhoun

You are human, unmodified, born on Earth.  This is no big deal to you, but it is to some people.  You were born to a wealthy, corporate family.  You got on alright with them.  You get on alright with everyone.  Well, you used to get on alright with them till you used Daddy's Platinum card to cover for a slight gambling 'embarrassment'.    You could have paid it all back, every last  billion of it, if he'd given you a second chance.  He didn't though.  He said he'd given you enough chances.  He blocked the payment.  And the people you owed came after you with guns.  Nothing much the family could do to help you.  They're all law abiding citizens and the law, unfortunately, was on your creditors side.  You guess you learned your lesson.  You no longer gamble so often in properly licensed casinos.  Sure they're comfortable and the girls are pretty.  But they have all these tiresome regulations.  These days, you get your kicks were the rules are looser.

So what choice did you have?  You ran away to space.  You never bothered to join the Farhaulers Guild.  You never really approved of them anyway.   The Farhaulers Guild is:

"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."

The above is about 75% true.  It's how you present yourself.  In reality your family, though good little corporate drones were not all that rich.  If they had been, they'd have bought you an alpha mod and you'd have been even better looking and more intelligent than you are already.  Not to mention immune to most diseases.

You have nothing against transhumans and get on fine with Tennin and people with genmods.  No problems there.  You just don't see what right a machine (or an animal, however uplifted) has to get paid let alone promoted.

You get on with most people (though you do have a distinct preference for attractive young ladies).  You like company.  You always enjoyed adventure and, these days, you see yourself as a dashing young pirate.  Which, after all, is more or less what you are.  It's a shame that most of the people you sail with are such scurvy dogs, but it can't be helped.  You're down on your luck.  One day, you're sure, things will be much better.

You are still very fond of gambling.  You need to spend as much of your free time as possible enjoying this activity, otherwise you get twitchy and irritable.  You will bet on anything but, mostly, you like blackjack.  The rest of the crew get bored far too easily but, when you can get computer time, you can visit virtual casinos.  Not quite the same thing but, you guess, once you save up for a neural jack and cyberdeck, you won't miss out on so much atmosphere.

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 mountains.  Callisto is far enough from Jupiter that radiation is minimal and is big enough that its crust contains minerals as well as ice.  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. Population 100.  Mostly Tennin avatars, infomorphs and bioroids

Red Duncanites (almost synonymous with 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.
Nanodynamics:  A big corporation.  The one your family worked for and with whom you got your education and training.  They recently acquired Exogenesis, the research arm of System Technologies.  This was the source of much discontent (some of it reputedly violent) amongst the non-humans in Exogenesis' workforce.  With Exogenesis they'd been able to attain to the highest positions within the company.  Nanodynamics refused to recognise their freedoms.

You seem to recall that Nanodynamics has some sort of base on Callisto – you read a rumour that they're building a mass driver there to hurl ice out to other colonies in the inner and outer system. 

Yeh, you're one of the few people on board who bother to keep up with the news.  And you had shares in Exogenesis.  Once.

The rest of the crew:

Miklos:  This is his ship, his operation.  He's a good enough boss.  Pretty reasonable.  Not cultured or civilised, but he understands blackjack.  Fits in well enough with your idea of what a pirate shipsmaster should be like – though he'd probably knock your head off if you mentioned it.  Or try to.  Personally you wouldn't put money on him..

Ondrus:  Xenophobic scum.  Human trash.  But not altogether a bad guy.  He knows how to have a good time (you can argue about the venue but mostly, these days, you can only afford the kind of low dives Ondrus prefers, so arguing is a waste of time).  You trust him to watch your back.  As long as there are no Transhumans involved.  Ondrus' intolerance for transhumans has embarrassed you more than once.  Shipwise he's a fair pilot and does a lot of the driving.  Like most of you, he can turn his hand to most things.

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, has a half-way decent education (for pirate scum), enough to make him a tolerable conversationalist.  He also knows how to have a good time and his choice of venue is higher class than Ondrus'.  

Illan:  The kid is a VR addict.  He pulls his weight and is pretty good with computers.  He's better with computers than he is with people.  He doesn't like to talk.  He's not reliable when he's in the real world but, as he spends as little time in the real world as he can possibly get away with, that's fine with you.

Sakeri:  Sakeri is well educated, sophisticated, interesting and a great conversationalist.  Unfortunately he has no idea of how to have a good time.  He spends most of his spare time studying.  He does a pretty good job of handling the comms and can turn his hand to most things, but he's not really part of the crew.  He insists he's a journalism student on a 'gap year' (even though he's been with this outfit for several years now and shows no signs of leaving).  His ambition is to become a Slinky star.  Some kind of investigative journalist.

Charlie:

As you come round from the surgical procedure you have the strange feeling that your body has been altered in some way.  You also have memories that you did not have before.  Memories of another life.

As the anaesthetic wears off, you come to the horrible realisation that your mind has been transplanted into the body of a large dog…

You are convinced that you have your full skill-set and memories.  In fact you have slight amnesia – you know your own 'biography' but parts of your memories are missing.  It's particularly difficult for you to recall the events of the past week or so with perfect accuracy.

Systems-wise:
You have Charlie's character sheet.  You have your own character sheet.  Physically, you can do what Charlie can do.  You still retain most of your own knowledge, skills and personality.  So, whilst you can't personally perform any task that requires colour vision or fine manipulators, you can tell others what they need to do. (e.g. 'cut the red wire, not the blue one').

The other problem you have is that your own agenda and Charlie's agenda are not identical.  You are, basically, sitting in an implant in Charlie's body.  At the outset, you are in charge of the body.  Should you try to do anything that Charlie objects to, you will need to win a contest of will in order to retain control of this 'shared' body.  If Charlie wrests control from you, you can instigate a contest of will in order to get control back.  This takes a fully combat round, but can be attempted any time you choose.

You should have a map of Valhalla Station and, when (and if) you get there, Charlie will recognise  quite a few of the personnel.

Charlie:
Charlie knows that he's a K10A (uplifted dog).

He belongs to Elizabetta who is very wonderful, perfect in every way and to be protected at all costs.  You will get a very strong, sensory impression of Elizabetta.  Mostly her smell and the lovely sound of her voice.  To Charlie she is all that is good in his life, the Universe.  To you,  she's clearly a bioroid, probably a Tiyanyi pleasure model.  Even through Charlie's memories, she's clearly extremely attractive and alluring (to a red blooded human male).  It's difficult to make out more of her beyond that through Charlie's obvious worship of her.

As well as Elizabetta, who is Charlie's mistress, owner and god, Charlie has fond memories of Elizabetta's 'pack'.  This consists of an apparently human baby, known as Stanley who is small, weak, squidgy and fun to play with and a big machine-person who likes to play games of throw and fetch but can't actually touch anything.  These people are also to be guarded and protected at all costs.  The whole point of Charlie's existence is to love, protect and serve this pack.

Charlie has a perfect memory of Asgard Station.  There is more detail round the sections that were significant to Charlie and these include the kitchens, the hospitality rooms, Elizabettas' quarters, the computer room and the creche.  His memory of security staff is OK, but he doesn't seem to be terribly aware of security systems in use.  Anyway, he thinks they might have changed since he left.

Charlie remembers that Elizabetta sent him away from Asgard Station in some kind of machine.  The machine went down and down.  It made a lot of noise and it juddered about a lot.  This was very scary.  Charlie was sad that Elizabetta sent him away, but proud that she trusted him enough to help him rescue her and the machine person and Stanley from Asgard Station.  Charlie got very cold.  Then the machine went along, and things were quieter.  Then it went up again, in a very noisy way.  Charlie went out into Asgard Station and found the nice Asgard Tennin-people.  They promised to help him to rescue Elizabetta and her pack from the bad people on Valhalla Station.

Calhoun – Combat Engineer


