Character: Lieutenant Heylo Trady

Player:

Setting:

After a series of devastating land wars in the late 22nd century, mankind was close to extinction. Tiny, self-sufficient city-states and arcologies gradually repopulated the planet, terraforming and repairing as they went. Over time, pure capitalism became the dominant (and eventually only) governing force. The very concept of “war” was blamed on the weaknesses of “nation” and “government”, with corporate structures enforcing themselves as the logical, reasonable way to ensure that such massive conflicts never happened again. 

By the mid 25th century conflicting Companies resolved to portion up the Earth into numerous “Corporate Nations”, known as Conates. Under the new Conate system the only conflicts would be financial in nature, and the reclamation of the surface of the world could begin in earnest. By the start of the 31st century, Earth is once again completely under human control, and technological advancements have spread mankind throughout the solar system.

Unfortunately, the basic value of human life is considered to be zero to the CEO’s of the Conates. Human rights mean nothing. Vast propaganda machines work day and night to convince people that the Conates love them, and that life is better than it ever could have been under a Government; but it’s all a lie. All that matters is whether you are profitable to the Conate or not. Implants and imprinting are used to track and control the populace. The major power in the universe is the Big Seven – seven corporations that effectively control the entire ebb and flow of human space. Smaller Conates do exist, but only at the whim of the Big Seven: delegation can be a useful control mechanism over the populace. The rights of citizens have long since been subsumed into the will of the Big Seven. Local Government exists only to keep the people calm and controlled.

And, as with any system where people are systematically repressed, rebels arose…

Background:

The Corporate Institutional Bank of Time (CIBT) is a small banking Conate, with additional concerns in medical research and efficiency theory. As with any Conate, the CIBT finds it essential to keep certain things secret from competitors. As a result, they have constructed a number of “secure locations” in which sensitive accounts can be held; delicate research can be performed; and valuable items can be stored. On a wide, slow orbital of the gas giant Jupiter, one of these locations can be found (if you know where to look): A Spaceraft Warehousing Facility known as Jove. The station is practically invisible, a speck of dust against the blanket of stars. Its course is carefully plotted and regulated to avoid collision with any other bodies; it maintains almost constant radio-silence; it appears on no maps or charts; and its existence is known only by a few (its location is known by even fewer). On-board security is handled by a small body of highly trained, well-equipped security guards. They are extremely well paid to keep their eyes open and their mouths shut. A shoot-to-kill policy is constantly in effect, while always remembering Rule Number One of Jove: Do Not Damage The Cargo…
Character:

Ah, military efficiency. How you love it. You shine your boots, comb your beard, and polish your gun. You misquote generals of old. You know the entire Service Manual for the Security Corps of the CIBT off by heart. Yep… your life has been somewhat empty since your dishonourable discharge from the Military Police. Who could have known that rioter was the nephew of a Senior Accounts Manager? And who would have thought he’ld be so upset that you shot his good-for-nothing rioter of a nephew in the face? Ah well, at the least the Security Corps was hiring.

As the person with the most military experience on board, you’re currently the commanding officer of the 12-man security team. You make sure the daily routines are adhered to, and the daily duties are performed. You keep the troops in line. Some may call you a stick-in-the-mud, a tightass or even a rules-obsessed moron, but you know you run a tight boat.

Life on Jove is pretty good, actually. The pay is decent, and you still get to play with guns. Ok, so it’s the most hideously boring job you’ve ever had, but the Jove rotation only lasts two months before you’re shipped off to another location. Still, it’s been 6 weeks now, and the entire 12-man crew is starting to feel pretty pent up. There’s very little to do on this no fun, no action, dead-end space warehouse. Nobody knows where the hell you are. The station has never even been threatened. You’ve got the run of the place to yourselves: there are no other crew on board. The only other people you see are the occasional service engineer, the delivery crews who deliver and remove the blank, metal crates from the warehouse, and the CIBT executives who log the transactions on Jove’s Information Terminal. It’s a pretty strange job, truth be told. The Management obviously like to keep this place secret: you don’t get the job unless you “volunteer” to have your memory of your stay erased at the end of the two months.

Equipment:
T-AUC “Sonic Nauseator” stun pistol: this pistol fires a short-range (10 feet) burst of ultrasonic sound that can cause loss of hearing, extreme pain and nausea in the target. On a successful hit, the target must pass a HT (-3) roll or he loses hearing for one minute per point of failure and suffers considerable pain. Failure by 5 or more results in uncontrollable retching.

T-AUC “Bulldog” assault carbine: you are only meant to use this automatic rifle in truly serious situations. Unauthorised use will result in immediate ejection from Jove. Smart-sensors which feed to your helmet display and auto-correction on the gun barrel make it a doddle to plant rounds into your enemy. You can fire this weapon on “one shot” mode or “rapid fire” mode:

One shot: Dmg 6d, +4 to hit 

Rapid fire: Dmg 6d, +2 to hit, you get an additional hit per two points of success in your skill roll. This expends 15 bullets.

The Bulldog holds 50 rounds, and takes 3 rounds to reload.

T-AUC space armour: this is your standard issue armour (DR 30). You are expected to wear it at all times when on patrol duty. This complete suit of articulated and pressurized plate armour will even operate in space. It includes biomedical sensors, climate control systems, pressure support and radiation protection. The on-board air supply unit lasts for one hour. The helmet display provides real-time tactical and environmental information, and aiming assistance. It also contains a secure short-range communicator.
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Advantages:

Combat reflexes: years of being in the Military Police, followed by a career in Security, have given you an innate sense of how to handle yourself in a fight. You get a +1 bonus to Fast Draw, and get +6 to recover from surprise. Anyone who is on your side in a fight gets a +2 to initiative checks in surprise rounds.

Cybernetic darkvision: you lost an eye during a hostile policing action many years ago. The Military Police just gave you an eye-patch, but the Cost/Analysis boys in Security decided you were worth a cybernetic replacement. It works just as good as your old did, and it sees perfectly even in pitch black (although you can’t make out colors). It even looks almost like a real eye-ball!

Disadvantages:

Bad back: you’ve been at this job for a long time. Years are passing you by, and the old spine isn’t what it once was. If you ever roll a 17 or 18 on a ST roll or Melee attack, make a HT roll. If you fail, you’re at –3 DX until you rest for half an hour, or until someone makes a successful First Aid (-2) roll. Bear in mind, if they fail that roll, you go down to –5 DX!

Skills:

Brawling

12
Damage: Thrust 1d
Swing 1d+2

Guns (pistol)

12

Guns (rifle)

13

Fast Draw

13
(includes bonus from Combat Reflexes)

Melee (rifle butt)
14
Damage: 1d+2

Navigation (Jove)
10

Interrogate

11

