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Vivian Sharon
"How long have you been following this guy the bellboy asked...not long enough, cause we got here too late..."


- Stan Ridgeway

You grew up a poor kid on New Detroit, a toxin-filled scumsump of a world where they build spaceships.  Your mother was a nuclear powerplant hydraulics engineer, and your father was a loading-dock foreman.

New Detroit was a scum-pit.  New Detroit gave the universe Plastizene, one of the weapons that was used to destroy the Retull.  Plastizene takes advantage of the fact that hydrocarbons, used to make plastics, are organic.  

Plastizene is a living substance, similar to a virus, with an incredibly simple RNA structure.  Its principle property is that it is an incredibly effective mutagen.  Even superficial contact causes immediate mutagenic action in most organized DNA.  The Retull were fairly vulnerable to mutagens, since they apparently have an encoded tendency to destroy any member of their race which is not genetically identical to all the others.  Of course the stuff is deadly to humans too, and millions of tons of it were manufactured on New Detroit after the war, and as far as you know, are still buried there, in the old shipyards.  Occasionally you would run afoul of some rats that had gotten into a leak.   They were mighty strange, and best killed without contact.

The war years were pretty good, even so.  But after the war things got kind of ugly.  The big shipyards that had churned out the cruisers, fighters and merchantmen that fought the Retull wars were suddenly silent.  Orders for new ships slammed to a halt as thousands of warships were remaindered, or auctioned off.  There were riots, closings.  The big ferroceramic recycling plants all stopped operation, and the plastic rendering centers were stripped to one quarter staff.  Everyone was unemployed.  Your parents were both laid off.

On this world, you became a teenager.  You realized right away that nobody was going to look out for Vivian other than Vivian.   You hung with a gang of kids from your `plex, and looked for ways to have fun that didn't take much money.  First it was etching nasty words onto aircars with a laser.  Then it was beating up kids from the arcology for their creddisks.  Then it was using a welding laser to knock over a video store.

You got caught in `43, and put before a sentencing board.  Four years in an iso-cube, or a two year enlistment in the UPC Fleet.  You enlisted, and were shipped off to basic training.

You fought the war as a grunt.  Two weeks basic training on the hellworld that was Lezhoon.  It didn't prepare you for what was to come.  Compared to Protocera, the Camp at Lezhoon was a paradise.

Traipsing through tropical swamps on Protocera, 150 degree heat and 200 mph winds on Halgor VII, and minus ninety cold on Epsilon Indi XI.  You fought your way across blasted landscapes, through tunnels, and through the remains of cities.  Maybe the Yorr liked that sort of shit, but it was hell to you.  The Retull would come out of nowhere, huge insectoids...towards the end of the war they deployed a sort of armoured super-drone that could kill an entire battalion.  

War was hell.  You were assigned to the 1057th Infantry, and got in on the Fall of Protocera...thank Christ the 1057 was one of the first out, since the others never made it.

In `45, it looked like the end.  You were serving aboard the UPC Aurora, and were part of the massive operation preparing to take the Retull homeworld.  Casualties in the first wave were expected to be about 98%.  

Then Captain Cicco of the Aurora, who was already a living legend, managed to bluff the Yorr into taking on the whole operation.  Wouldn't let humans touch it.  Said it might impinge on their honor.  Sure...whatever.

Then the war was over, and you were discharged.  You had served out your term, and got your mustering out pay.  Pretty soon you were home.  You learned that your parents had died in an industrial accident.

You learned more about crime before you were sixteen than a lot of kids learn in a lifetime.  New Detroit was quickly becoming a world of gangsters and criminals.  

Not too long after the war, a Gangster ticket got elected to the Presidency, and the First World Gang-war broke out.  A lot of New Detroiters thought the Gangster party would clean up the Government.  Back in the old days, life in Gang neighborhoods and shipyards had been pretty good.  Everyone made their payments, and everyone got protection.  A lot of people wanted that again.  There was even an intellectual term for it "Technofeudalism."

You got a job in the massive new force of "enforcers" that the Gang laid on.  You got a black billet, and orders to crack the heads of anyone who was doing anything out of line.  You felt good about it.  You were going to help bring some sort of order back to New Detroit.  

Eventually UPC troops under orders from the Vergosi Mafia sat down and "pacified" the planet.  The Vergosi Mob didn't like the idea of any human gangsters getting powerful enough to rule a planet.  There was a lot of shooting.  You were a street torpedo for the Government Gang, and you ended up taking a shrapnel wound from a UPC surface-combat unit.

You can forgive the UPC troops that did the shooting.  They were just poor schmucks who didn't even know that the whole thing was being run by the Vergosi Mob.  It did prove to you, though, that the UPC isn't any better than any other government.  

Just more pretentious.  Eventually the UPC Senate heard there was "mob involvement" in the pacification of New Detroit, but it got swept under the carpet.  

In fact, the pacification was masterminded by Admiral Terry Chin, a war-hero, with designs on a UPC Senate Seat.  The same Terry Chin who is currently a passenger aboard the SS Copernicus.  It was for The admiral's benefit that it got swept under the carpet, and some days you'd like to ask whether Chin knew about the Vergosi Mafia.  Probably not.  Chin seems to be decent enough.

You spent some time in an iso-cube, wondering if you were going to be executed by the Vergosi Mob.  Eventually it turned out no one had ever heard of you, and you got let go.  You bought a cheap "unofficial" passage from the supercargo on a UPC Troop Transport that was deadheading back to Rigel IX.  

You worked in private security for a couple of years, but it wasn't for you.  You picked up a couple of trade magazines on Bounty Hunting, and decided it was a job for you.  Since then, you have been a successful Bounty Hunter, tracking galactic criminals from star system to star system, and sending them to the UPC Maximum Security Prison on R5433 in the Asteroid belt orbiting Kapteyn's Star

Some of your jobs have been easy, and some have been pretty hard....

Right now, you are on the trail of a criminal who murdered theSupercargo of the starship Argolid Merchant.  You know that the murderer was a human employed by the Vergosi, and you know that the murderer is enroute to Tau Centauri Prime aboard the Copernicus.  You were able to buy that from a Vergosi mafia contact.  Beyond that, you have no idea about motive other than that it is somehow tied to the Vergosi Mob.

The killing was cold blooded, and you wouldn't mind seeing the culprit get the Microwave Chamber.  Pop!  Killing innocent people in cold blood is pretty low.

Summary

(
You like Mara Trey, but that doesn't mean you can let Trey escape.  You almost wish you could, but to just let a prisoner walk would lose you your license.  

(
You are on the trail of a murderer.  Your delivery is incidental...you were going to Tau Ceti Prime anyway.
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