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JOB ONE 
Job Intro Text (David Suriano) 

The Kellis Corporation is putting on a corporate retreat for a few of its business partners. 
You have been assigned by Kellis to transport the CEOs of these companies to a vacation 
destination multiple starports away and entertain them along the way. While you entertain these 
elites, their companies are being run by clones of themselves. You suspect Kellis is using this 
retreat as a distraction to make some plays in the business world, potentially involving the 
clones, but you simply need to play your part. You have guests to entertain! And hopefully, you'll 
get a couple hundred credits in tips. 
 

About twenty sleek black suits file onto your ship. A few seem amused by the "rustic 
aesthetic" of the place. You estimate that being in a cargo bay is a new experience for the lot of 
them, and usher them to their quarters quickly. Loaded on the ship along with them is a great 
deal of liquor and other necessities to keep them entertained. As you keep an eye on the 
curious guests, you receive a transmission. At first glance, the video appears to show all of your 
new passengers sitting in an office building, which is strange, considering they’re also all happily 
fraternizing in your ship. Which means must be speaking to clones.  

One of the figures begins to speak slowly, as if emphasizing their words, "Your guests... 
the tyrants you're carrying... we need you to kill them... save us and your loyalty will be 
rewarded." The transmission cuts to static, leaving no trace of itself on your system. 
 
CUT DOWN VERSION: 

The Kellis Corporation is putting on a corporate retreat for a few of its business partners. 
You have been assigned by Kellis to transport the CEOs of these companies to a vacation 
destination multiple starports away. While you cater to the needs of these corporate elites, their 
companies are being run by clones of themselves.  

About twenty sleek black suits file onto your ship. Their reactions are somewhere 
between amused and disgusted, so you usher them to their quarters quickly. During this, you 
receive a transmission. On first glance, the video appears to show all of your new passengers 
sitting in an office building, which is strange, considering they’re also all happily fraternizing in 
your ship. Which means you must be speaking to their clones.  

One of the figures begins to speak slowly, as if emphasizing their words, "Your guests... 
the tyrants you're carrying... we need you to kill them... save us and your loyalty will be 
rewarded." The transmission cuts to static, leaving no trace of itself on your system. 
 



Event 1: Chatting with the Guests (David Suriano) 
Intro: 

Your guests have settled into a prefabricated lounge area. Following specifications, it 
resembles a club many of them attend. Great attention has gone into the color of the drapes, 
texture of the cushions, and aroma of the cigars, but the food service will be handled primarily 
by your crew. In the familiar setting, the VIPs begin to loosen their shoulders and jaws, and use 
their talents in management to evenly distribute a cup of wine to everyone. As a few key players 
begin to make speeches about how grand of an adventure they’re on, a man breaks from the 
crowd and walks over to your contact terminal. 

He seems to be in decent health, despite obvious signs of alcoholism. His doctors and 
the harvested organs of his clones are probably the only things keeping him standing. He leans 
against the wall next to the terminal and eyes the crowd, loosely holding a wine glass in one 
hand.  
“Look at them. Still putting on a show, even now.” he barely enunciates his words, but  as your 
guest, he demands your attention, “You’re Kellis’ lapdog, huh? You’re our... chauffeur for this 
voyage?” The word chauffeur seems to come out as an insult. 
 
 
Option 1: Yes 

You tell him that you will be acting as his chauffeur for the duration of the voyage. The 
man grins, and pats the computer console as if it were your head. “Good. As long as you know 
your place we’re going to get along just fine.” He looks around the room, as if trying to find 
something else to amuse him. “Hopefully, your crew is as reasonable as you are.” He pushes off 
the wall and disappears back into the crowd. A cursory search shows that this man is Miniver 
Beckett, heir to the tech company, Starglare, and you will be spending the next month with him.  
 
Option 2: No 

You tell him that you are not a lapdog, nor a chauffeur. The man laughs heartily, but 
quiets down when the orating VIP gives him a glare. He snickers more quietly against the wall, 
before repeating, “No? No? Man, that’s rich. You’re the one built to follow orders here, what else 
are you going to do?! Drop us off? This is your job, keep me entertained. I expect you to stay in 
your place.” As if to illustrate his point, the man looks over his wine glass and then empties it 
onto the console. The console is waterproof, of course, but it will need to be cleaned. He laughs 
and walks off. A cursory search shows that this man is Miniver Beckett, heir to the tech 
company, Starglare, and you will be spending the next month with him.  

Event 2: Incident (Grant Winter-Helms) 

Intro: 

       The clients are having your crew throw them a dinner party. Setting up the lounge for the 
party, your crew are serving as wait staff for the elites. Unfortunately, an hour into this meal, 
Miniver Beckett, who has become inebriated, becomes quite irate. Although the other elites he 
is sitting with make half-hearted attempts to settle him down, he gets up and stumbles over to 



Lanri, who is bringing in some more food, having cooked a good portion of the various dishes 
herself. Being polite, she asks him if he has a problem. "What is this shit! Are you trying to 
poison me with this slop?" is his response, which he follows by knocking the tray out of her 
hand. 

 Indigent, she calls out for you to do something about him. Although Beckett is making an 
ass of himself and treating Lanri and the rest of the crew unfairly, he is still a client. You could 
side with her and have security do something about Beckett, or you could stay out of it. You 
could even side with Beckett, as getting in his good graces might be a good idea. 

Option 1: Have Beckett Returned to his Cabin 

Telling Beckett that his behavior is unacceptable, you order security to take Beckett back to his 
cabin. When they attempt to escort him back, he starts resisting. Cursing and thrashing at them, 
his struggles damage some of their equipment. While both the crew and the other elites are glad 
that he has been removed, the broken equipment will eventually need to be replaced. 
Lanrithanks you for taking your side. 

A few hours later, Beckett calls for your attention. Although sobered, he is still quite irate. "How 
dare you have those thugs manhandle me! I deserve respect, and I will not tolerate this shit!" He 
goes on to tell you in an obscenity ridden rant that the only thing you will get from him at the end 
of this trip will be "jack shit." 

Option 2: Stay Out of It 

You choose not to respond. Beckett is already acting belligerent, and getting security involved is 
unlikely to help the situation. Your silence, even when asked to intervene, will hurt crew morale, 
as they have had to put up with more verbal abuse and threats of violence. Being called “dirty 
paupers” and having Beckett threaten them with all his financial might do not create a good 
environment. 

Option 3: Side with Beckett. 

 You tell Lanri that Beckett is a client, and we have to respect him. Your request for her to 
make something else is met with her storming off in a huff. Luckily, siding with Beckett seems to 
appease him. Stumbling back to his seat, he spends the rest of the dinner chatting with the 
other elites. The next morning you receive a message from him, thanking you for putting that 
"peasant in her place." You notice that several credits have been added to your account. 

 Unfortunately, when it comes time for Lanri to oversee the food preparation, she refuses, 
saying she doesn't want to "poison" anyone. Hopefully she will get over the fact that you chose 
Beckett over helping her, but in the meantime production of food will be slowed without her 
oversight. 



Event 3: Supernova (Grant Winter-Helms) 

Intro:   

        Your ship is passing near the site of a very unstable star. The elites have asked you to take 
them within a safe distance to watch it explode into a supernova . While the supernova is 
happening, Beckett, drunk, wanders into the airlock. If you’re willing to take the clones up on 
their offer, this could serve as the perfect starting point. Simply open the airlock and that would 
be Beckett’s end. His body would most likely be vaporized once ejected, and considering his 
unlikable behavior, the other clients will hopefully not take notice of his absence. If you do this, 
the company (and you) stand to gain a good amount of credits from the clones, but murdering a 
client may come back to trouble you in the future. 

Option 1: Kill Him 

You decide to go through with it. Due to his inebriation, he doesn't have time to react as 
the doors rush open, sucking him into space. His body gravitates towards the supernova and is 
annihilated by the heat. While his unappealing behavior has made it unlikely that his absence 
will be noticed by the other elites and your crew, in the event of inquiry, you are prepared to say 
that Beckett is feeling under the weather, and that he has decided to stay in his cabin until 
arrival at the rest point, where he plans to disembark and head home early. When the clones 
get in contact with you again, you will report to them that the original Miniver Beckett is dead. 

Option 2: Let HIm Live 

You decide not to start killing the originals. Despite Beckett's bad attitude, a client is a 
client, and anything “unfortunate” happening to him has the possibility of reflecting badly on you 
and the company. While the additional financial compensation would be nice, it's better not to 
take any chances. When the clones contact you again, you will let them know that you did not 
take them up on their offer. 

JOB TWO 
Job Intro Text (Killed Beckett) (Grant Winter-Helms) 

 When you stop at a station to refuel and restock, you pick up several dozen more elites. 
As you set off to your next destination, several of the elites have started to set up for an auction 
they will hold during the flight, with some of the proceeds going to charity. Many of them are 
also excited for the next tourist spot: a safari on an alien world, where they will have the 
opportunity to hunt exotic and dangerous creatures. 

 Luckily, no one seems to notice Beckett's absence. You have insured that it will remain 
that way by making note that Beckett got off at the pit stop and didn't get back on.  A few hours 
into the flight, it becomes apparent that the clones have gotten word of this, as you receive a 



transmission. It is the clones, and as one of them, Beckett’s clone, starts speaking, you can tell 
that he sounds pleased: "We have heard that Beckett has 'disembarked.' Good work. As 
promised, you will find credits added to your account as compensation. Continue doing as we 
have asked, and this will be but a drop in the bucket." Right as the transmission cuts out, you 
receive notice that 100 credits have been added to your account. 

  

Job Intro Text (Beckett Still Alive) (Grant Winter-Helms) 

 When you stop at a station to refuel and restock, you pick up several dozen more elites. 
As you set off to your next destination, several of the elites have started to set up for an auction 
they will hold during the flight, with some of the proceeds going to charity. Many of them are 
also excited for the next tourist spot: a safari on an alien world, where they will have the 
opportunity to hunt exotic and dangerous creatures. 

 A few hours into your journey, you receive a transmission. It is the clones, and as the 
designated speaker starts to talk, you can hear annoyance in his voice: "Although we didn't 
expect you to have killed all of them, we had hoped you would have had an opportunity to take 
out one or two. We know they expect to go on safari before your next pit stop" his voice gains a 
slightly threatening edge to it "we expect news of an 'accident' during their hunting expedition, or 
there may be an 'accident' during your trip to the resort." 

Event 1: Joyride (Grant Winter-Helms) 

Intro:  

 Two of the elites enter the control room in the middle of a conversation: "‒ absurd, Mister 
Tyler, there is no way they will let you do that." Finishes the first elite, an older mustachioed 
man, Sir Gavin Yorkshire. He speaks with a posh British accent and carries himself gracefully. 
"They will let me do it, or I will make sure they regret it," the second elite responds. He is Tyler 
Bale, a sharply dressed younger man with slicked back hair. Bale calls out to you, straight to the 
point: "I want to pilot the ship for a bit." Yorkshire interjects, "Just because you took a lesson or 
two piloting small aircraft does not make you qualified to steer a corporate transport ship." 
Annoyed, Bale bites back, "I have always wanted to be a pilot! Father is the one that insisted I 
take over his company!" Turning away from the older gentleman, the young man speaks to you 
again: "Well, what is it going to be? Are you going to let me put my superb skills to use, or am I 
going to have to withhold payment?" 

 Letting someone who lacks years of training and experience pilot the ship is a bad idea, 
especially with Bale’s overconfidence in said abilities. Not to mention this area of space is 
known to have some rogue asteroids. Your job is to keep him happy, and even if you do give 
him control, you can take it back at a moment’s notice in the event of an impending collision. 

Option 1: Let Bale Pilot 



You decide to let Bale pilot the ship for a while. He seems smugly delighted, “I see you have 
recognized that I am a man of talent.” Meanwhile, Yorkshire is aghast: “The only reason they 
are letting you get away with this is because you threatened them! I hope you know what you 
are doing, for your sake as well as everyone else’s.”  You assure him that you can resume 
control at a moment's notice, reassuring him. After a half hour of piloting Bale starts to get 
sloppy, allowing himself to get distracted by a colorful comment by his elder. This leads to the 
ship almost making a head on collision with a big chunk of space rock. Taking control, you 
maneuver the ship, so it just wings the asteroid, causing the hull to take some light damage 
from the close call. Slightly embarrassed, Bale leaves. Yorkshire goes to follow, but before he 
does he tells you that he understands why you let "Mister Tyler" have his way, although he still 
sounds disappointed. 

Option 2: Refuse 

 You refuse Bale's request, telling him that there is a reason an AI pilots the ship and that 
he lacks the experience. Not used to being refused, he gets red and the face and shouts at you: 
"How dare you refuse to let me pilot this tin can! I was paying to go on this trip, but you just 
proved you don't deserve full payment!" While the young man leaves in a huff, Yorkshire offers a 
word of thanks, and, almost as an afterthought: "Don't worry about young Mister Tyler’s threat, 
sir. I shall recompense you for any fines he may make." 

Event 2: Auction (Grant Winter-Helms) 

Intro (There Was No Joyride):  

 The auction will be held within a few hours, and the elites are nearly set up for the event. 
You become aware that Sir Yorkshire wishes to speak to you: "I wish to thank you, sir, for how 
you handled Mister Tyler. To do so, I am willing to place bets for you on anything you want in 
the auction. I wasn't going to take part, as I'm likely not to be challenged on anything I bid on." 
He pauses  to chuckle. "You see, I built up quite a reputation when I was younger. Anyway, as 
long as you are able to pay me back for the initial bid, I will represent you in acquiring whatever 
it is you want. I'll even pay the difference if someone does bid against me." 

 Pulling up the list of items up for auction, you note that many of the items have starting 
prices that are out of your price range ( a slave-operated mining facility), have no use to you 
(the cloned tyrannosaurus rex), or both, (a jewel-encrusted golden alien idol). Three items stick 
out to you as affordable and useful: a powerful energy crystal mined by slaves, military-grade 
ship weaponry of questionable legality, and a stock of exotic foods that are renowned for their 
flavor and health benefits. If you wish to have on any of these three items, you had better let 
Yorkshire know soon. 

Intro (Bale Took a Joyride):  

 The auction will be held within a few hours, and the elites are nearly set up for the event. 
You become aware that Sir Yorkshire wishes to speak to you: "While I disagreed with how you 



let Mister Tyler have his way, I understand why you did so. To show that I hold no grudge, I am 
willing to place bets for you on anything you want in the auction. I wasn't going to take part, as 
I'm likely not to be challenged on anything I bid on." He pauses  to chuckle. "You see, I built up 
quite a reputation when I was younger. Anyway, as long as you are able to pay me back for the 
initial bid, I will represent you in acquiring whatever it is you want. I'll even pay the difference if 
someone does bid against me." 

  Pulling up the list of items up for auction, you note that many of the items have starting 
prices that are out of your price range ( a slave-operated mining facility), have no use to you 
(the cloned tyrannosaurus rex), or both, (a jewel-encrusted golden alien idol). Three items stick 
out to you as affordable and useful: a powerful energy crystal mined by slaves, military-grade 
ship weaponry of questionable legality, and a stock of exotic foods that are renowned for their 
flavor and health benefits. If you wish to have on any of these three items, you had better let 
Yorkshire know soon. 

Option 1: Buy Energy Crystal 

 You decide to have Yorkshire place a bid on the energy crystal. While some of the crew 
members would object if they knew it was mined by slave labor, all will benefit from the extra 
energy output. That being said, it likely wouldn’t be the only thing on the ship produced through 
questionable means.  You look back at your list of choices. [Player can choose another option] 

Option 2: Buy Military Weaponry 

 You decide to have Yorkshire place a bid on the weapons. They are military-grade and 
will provide a boosted offense in case of trouble. While the elites auctioning them off likely got 
them through questionable sources, you are unlikely to run into any legal trouble if you acquire 
them. While technically only military ships are supposed to have high grade weapons, it isn’t 
something that is heavily enforced. You look back at your list of choices. [Player can choose 
another option] 

Option 3: Buy Exotic Foods 

 You decide to have Yorkshire place a bid on the exotic foods. Renowned for their rich 
flavor and their health benefits, these foods from Antares IX will give the crew something they 
are likely to enjoy. Not only will this supply help add to the food stores, but it will also boost 
morale. You look back at your list of choices. [Player can choose another option] 

Option 4: Finish with the List (No bids) 

 You decide not to have Yorkshire place a bid on any of the items. You inform him of your 
decision, although you make sure to thank him for his offer. While he seems disappointed at 
first, he quickly composes himself and responds: "Oh well, old chap! I can understand you not 
wanting to buy anything. At least I will likely get a thrill from the upcoming hunt!" 

Option 4: Finish with the List (Bid on items) 



 Having made your selection, you inform Yorkshire of what you want him to bid on. He 
lets you know that he will make sure that he wins those items, and that afterward you can 
transfer the credits for the initial cost into his account. He seems happy, thanking you for giving 
him reason to take part in the auction. Anything he wins for you will be added by the time you 
reach the next stop. 

During the auction he manages to win everything you asked him to bid on. While a few 
of the items he had to compete for, he doesn’t seem to mind as he talks to you. “I told you that 
you only had to pay the initial price, and I always keep my word. Besides, it was worth the thrill 
of competing against others again. Makes me feel young again!”  

Event 3: Safari (Grant Winter-Helms) 

Intro: 

 Tomorrow Sir Yorkshire is leading a group of about twenty elites on a safari. They are 
going to be hunting cloned dinosaurs. They will be using some of the security crew's weaponry 
for the occasion. You are linked with the weaponry and will be able to alert any of the elites if 
something is wrong. Considering how dangerous some of these ancient predators are, this is 
absolutely vital to their safety. 

 In addition to monitoring the weapons, you can also remotely turn on the safety. This 
could be the perfect opportunity if you wish to help the clones. Simply prevent the guns from 
firing once they are in the midst of predators, and they will almost certainly be torn apart. You 
will have to erase the automatic records that will show you disabled their guns, which would end 
up raising suspicions. There might be a way around this, but it would require help. 

Option 1: Shut the Guns Off During the Safari 

 You make your decision, and as you arrive at the planet Artemis V, the group of elites 
sets off on the safari. They venture deep into the alien jungles, making their way deep into 
territory teeming with various deadly beasts. When they sight their first quarry, Yorkshire readies 
his weapon. Right before he fires, you remotely kill the weapons’ capabilities. Panic ensues 
among the elites, and the cloned beast, sensing their fear and confusion, strikes. The cries of 
terror and smell of blood attract more of the ancient creatures, who proceed to tear apart the 
remaining members of the hunting party. Once the whole group has been made extinct, you 
erase the records showing you tampered with the guns and send out a 'rescue party' to retrieve 
the weapons and what parts they can find of the elites. You hope that you get by even with a 
noticeable gap in your records. 

Option 2: Do Nothing 

 You decide to make sure the safari runs smoothly, and simply continue on to Artemis V. 
As Sir Yorkshire takes his fellow VIPs deep into the exotic jungles, you make sure that the 
weapons are operating without issue. The elites bag several trophies from the once living fossils 



and they make their way back to your ship without incident. While this could have been a  good 
opportunity to take the clones up on their offer, it is best not to betray your clients. That being 
said, you are likely going to have to do something about the clones sooner rather than later. 

Option 3: Have Lanri Sabotage the Weapons [Only if player sided with her during job 1 event 2] 

 You decide to have Lanri sabotage the weapons. While she doesn't have the technical 
expertise that Mateo has, you know from her credentials she has enough know-how to get the 
job done. While hesitant, Lanri does what you ask because you took her side during the dinner 
party. The deed is done, and as you arrive at the planet Artemis V, the group of elites sets off on 
the safari. They venture into the alien jungles, making their way deep into territory teeming with 
various beasts straight from the history books.. When they sight their first quarry, Yorkshire 
readies his weapon.  While monitoring shows that the weapons are in working condition, they 
refuse to fire. Panic ensues among the elites, and the dinosaur, sensing their fear and 
confusion, strikes. You 'attempt' to fix the weapons remotely, but nothing happens. The cries of 
terror and smell of blood attract even more of the cloned creatures, who proceed to tear apart 
the remaining members of the hunting party. Once the last member is dead, you send out a 
'rescue party' to retrieve the weapons and what parts they can find of the elites. Records will 
show that the weapons appeared to be working before disaster struck, and you even attempted 
to fix the issue.  

 

JOB THREE 
Job Intro Text - Group Dead 
Following the safari incident, the VIPs are on-edge, they stay in their rooms longer in the 
morning, and turn in earlier, quietly taking the stronger alcohol with them. A quiet has 
descended over their lounge, but no one makes a move to leave yet, and no one wants to talk 
about what happened. This fear though is still secondary to the flight itinerary. You pick up the 
next batch of corporate elites for the final stretch to the resort. These newbloods quickly lift the 
mood of your passengers, but it never quite reaches the fever pitch it started at. You’re going to 
need to be very careful about your next few steps. 

Job Intro Text - Group Alive 
Following the safari, the VIPs are in high spirits, and quickly depleting the spirits brought onto 
the ship. Many seem enamoured by an exchange between two of your clients, Yorkshire 
claiming that Bale’s safety was on the entire hunt. Whatever comes next, you’re betting the VIPs 
will be either too happy or too drunk to notice it, which is useful in your line or work. You carry 
on with the flight itinerary and pick up the next batch of corporate elites.The newbloods fit right 
in with the safari-goers, the energy in the lounge about reaching the fever pitch this thing started 



at. You’re in the home stretch to the resort. The only question is what the clones want from you 
next. 

Event 1 [If you’ve killed all VIPs possible]: 
Again a transmission reaches you. The clones of your passengers sit in a meeting room, 

clouds and skyscrapers behind them. Near the front of the pack is a clone of Miniver Beckett, 
smugly holding a wine glass. He grins at you before speaking, "Congratulations on doing what 
you were told so far. It's been awfully convenient for us." he sounds just like his original, voice 
hardly interesting enough to listen to, "But keep in mind, you're the one with bloody hands here, 
not us. So if you don't go all the way..." he trails off. A woman in back notes, "We'll come out on 
top in a courtroom, remember that." 
 

● Option 1: What's the next step? 
○ Beckett chuckles, "I like this one! It listens. Well, all you need to do now is ignore 

that party they're asking you to take them to. There's a docking bay, nice and 
empty, nearby. We'll have our people there, guns, spotlights, the works. Just 
drop them off there and we can handle the rest. You'll get your money and 
nothing unsavory will have to happen between us." He takes a long sip of his 
drink, "It's nice to have our own lapdog eh?" He glances back at the rest of the 
clones, grin in profile. The woman from earlier stands and gives a polite smile to 
you, "We're counting on you." The transmission cuts out. 

 
● Option 2: I'm done with you. 

○ Beckett Two cocks his head, confused, "What do you mean done? You've killed 
plenty by now, sport, and we have the resources to make sure you get silenced. 
Shoved into a data drive and dropped into a star. Don't tell me you're getting cold 
feet now that a sword is dangling over your neck." the woman from before stands 
up, "If you decide to change your mind, there is an empty docking bay a few 
kilometers from your destination. Drop your passengers off there instead and you 
can wash your hands of it. Once we get control, payment will be no object." 
Beckett throws his head back to look at her and begins to yell about treating you 
like a person. The woman continues, "Just consider it." The transmission cuts 
out. 

Event 1 [If you’ve killed a portion of the possible VIPs]: 
Again a transmission reaches you. The clones of your passengers sit in a meeting room, clouds 
and skyscrapers behind them. Miniver Beckett Two drinks, feet up on the table. A woman, the 
clone of Olivia Whitwer, CEO of Marigold Inc., knits her hands together and says, "My 
colleagues and I are grateful for your progress so far, but a bit... concerned. We're going to 
need you to go further than you have been." Beckett Two cracks his neck, "All I'm saying is I am 
*not* going back in that box." Olivia Two nods at Beckett Two before regarding you. "Will you be 
able to finish the job?" She says, her voice rigid. 
 



● Option 1: Yes 
○ Several of the office chairs lean back. Olivia Two smiles, "That's a relief." she 

says. "Alright" her voice becomes stark and business-like. "Instead of dropping 
our originals off at the banquet as scheduled, there's an empty docking bay a few 
kilometers off. Land the ship there, and open your cargo bay. We can handle the 
rest. Once we get control, payment will be no object." she pauses and looks over 
her shoulder, as if confirming with the rest. Beckett Two takes a sip of wine. "And 
if we see you head to the banquet," he says, "we'll just ensure there are far more 
casualties." Olivia Two whirls to face him as the transmission cuts out. 

 
● Option 2: No 

○ Olivia Two smiles in a polite, anxious way. Beckett Two seethes. She starts 
delicately, "If you decide to change your mind, there is an empty docking bay a 
few kilometers from your destination. Drop your passengers off there instead and 
you can wash your hands of it. Once we get control, payment will be no object." 
Beckett Two sits up in his chair, "We've got one over on you, you know. You're 
the one with blood on your hands. I'll ruin you. Those fuckers use us for parts, 
dammit. They're not going to get away with it." Olivia stands up and says, 
"Consider it." before the transmission cuts out. 

Event 1 [If you haven’t killed anyone]: 
Again a transmission reaches you. The clones of your passengers sit in a meeting room, clouds 
and skyscrapers behind them. Their body language is more tense, frantic. Miniver Beckett Two 
drinks and paces in the background. A woman, the clone of Olivia Whitwer, CEO of Marigold 
Inc., leans forward and says, "My colleagues and I are a bit... concerned. Concerned about you 
progress towards the job." Beckett Two hurls his glass of wine out of frame and you hear a 
distant crash. He begins shouting, "I am not going back! They're not going to put me back in that 
damn box!" Olivia Two glances at him before regarding you. "Do you have any intention of 
helping us?" She says, her voice rigid. 
 

● Option 1: Yes 
○ Every shoulder in that room lowers an inch or so. Olivia Two sighs and puts a 

hand to her left temple, "Fantastic." she says, her voice becoming stark and 
business-like. "Instead of dropping our originals off at the banquet as scheduled, 
there's an empty docking bay a few kilometers off. Land the ship there, and open 
your cargo bay. We can handle the rest. Once we get control, payment will be no 
object." she pauses and looks over her shoulder, as if confirming with the rest. 
Beckett Two paces back on screen. "And if we see you head to the banquet," he 
says, "we'll just ensure there are far more casualties." Olivia Two seems 
disgusted as the transmission cuts out. 

 
● Option 2: No 

○ Olivia Two smiles in a polite, anxious way. Beckett Two seethes. She starts 
delicately, "If you decide to change your mind, there is an empty docking bay a 



few kilometers from your destination. Drop your passengers off there instead and 
you can wash your hands of it. Once we get control, payment will be no object." 
Beckett Two rapidly begins to approach the camera and begins shouting, "I'll kill 
you, I'll kill you and that bastard! He uses me for parts, dammit. And you 
protected him. We have ways to take you down." Olivia stands up and says, 
"Consider it." before the transmission cuts out. 

Event 2 [Partial killing]: 
There's a commotion in the VIP lounge. The corporate elites you haven't killed have locked the 
doors and are arguing over the killings. Talk is circulating about the deceased’s companies 
being turned over to the clones. Many are worried the same fate awaits them. Their primary 
suspect seems to be the Kellis Corporation, since they put on the retreat without coming 
themselves. Which means many of them think that you or one of your underlings did it. They're 
right of course, but wrong about you being told by Kellis to do it. A well dressed woman, Olivia 
Whitwer, CEO of Marigold Inc., marches over to the console and says, "I know you're listening, 
care to comment on our safety?" 
 

● Option 1: "I am investigating these deaths." (Lie) 
○ A few of the VIPs deflate, seemingly relieved. Olivia instead leans closer, "You 

have access to all the cameras on the ship, everyone here is under your payroll. 
What exactly are you investigating?" 

○ Option A: "The Kellis Corporation might have done it." 
■ Olivia nods, "That makes sense. But if you're admitting it then you aren't 

with them... I suppose if they wanted to keep something from you they 
have backdoors to make you ignore evidence. That's tricky." after a 
moment of thought she continues, "You need someone else in on this, 
you could be compromised. How about you turn all the data over to us, 
and we could look it over?" The elites nod vigorously in agreement, they 
think they're in on the deal. You put together a data profile scrubbed of 
evidence of your involvement. You plant a few false leads which they may 
get to the end of eventually, but by then they'll be off your ship. 

○ Option B: "One of you might have done it." 
■ Olivia freezes and immediately turns to the rest of them, voice taut, "Ok, 

no one start. For all we know this robotic captain of ours has been doing 
it." The eyes of the VIPs slowly drift, business competitors, buried 
hatchets, stray insults. Delicately, they all agree with Olivia, but you can 
tell their focus has shifted. Now they begin to cluster with another and talk 
about their businesses, shore up old alliances. None of them are thinking 
about you. Olivia remains at your terminal. She glares at you, "Nothing 
about your story explains why you haven't been able to catch the killer 
yet. We don't have access to the cameras, the doors, the weapons‒but 
you do. Don't think this is over." 

● Option 2: "Your clones are trying to kill you." 



○ Olivia's eyes widen, realizing the obvious truth, "Oh fuck." she breathes out. 
Several of the elites put their fingers to hidden earpieces or implants, "We're cut 
off, I can't contact my company." one says. The entire group begins pacing, 
shaking, fidgeting. For once, they are not in control. "Ok ok." Olivia says, turning 
back to you, "Whatever their plan is, you can't follow it. Once we get back to 
civilized society, we can contact the right people and fix this. And... and you'll get 
your money of course." Your passengers are suddenly very polite, now that 
you're in control. 

● Option 3: "They deserved it." 
○ "They... they what?" Olivia whispers, before taking a step back. She whirls 

around, checking the room for cameras, remote guns. "We need to get off this 
ship." her voice is hoarse. Olivia rushes to the door along with several other 
elites, all of them angry and terrified, you seal the door several seconds before 
they reach it. The rest stand in the lounge watching, confused and docile. You're 
almost at your destination, you'll just need to keep them contained a bit longer 
and then the job will be over. 

Event 2 [Full Killing]: 
There's a commotion in the VIP lounge. The corporate elites you haven't killed have locked the 
doors and are arguing over the killings. Talk is circulating about how clone replacements are 
soon going to outnumber them in the corporate sphere. They’re certain that someone is after 
them. Their primary suspect seems to be the Kellis Corporation, since they put on the retreat 
without coming themselves. To them, your ship is a deathtrap. They're right of course, but 
wrong about you being told by Kellis to do it. A well dressed woman, Olivia Whitwer, CEO of 
Marigold Inc., marches over to the console and says, "I know you're listening, care to comment 
on our safety?" 

● Identical dialogue options to [Partial Killing] 

Event 2 [No Killing]: 
There's a commotion in the VIP lounge. The corporate elites are arguing with one another over 
what to do with their clones. Apparently, records show that several clones have placed calls to 
your ship without the originals being alerted. Some argue that this batch of clones has gotten 
too comfortable with borrowed power, others speculate that the clones are plotting something 
vile. A well dressed woman, Olivia Whitwer, CEO of Marigold Inc., marches over to the console 
and says, "I know you're listening, care to comment on these calls?" 
 

● Option 1: Cover for the clones (Lie) 
○ You tell the VIPs that their clones had simply been checking in on the voyage. 

You tell them that there were growing concerns that something suspicious was 
happening during the retreat, and given your passengers’ skittishness, they must 
be of the same mind as their clones. Most of the elites take this in stride, 
reasoning that they would do the same thing. Olivia instead glares at your 
camera, "Our clones have nothing to lose if something happens to us. In fact... 



they have everything to gain." she pauses, her lack of evidence catching up to 
her. "Don't think this is over." She says. You suspect that if you had been more 
reckless, she probably would’ve caught you. 

 
● Option 2: Frame a VIP (Lie) 

○ You tell them that all the calls had been taken in the VIP lounge area. Olivia 
freezes and immediately turns to the rest of them, voice taut, "Ok, no one start. 
For all we know that's a lie." The eyes of the VIPs slowly drift, business 
competitors, buried hatchets, stray insults. Delicately, they all agree with Olivia, 
but you can tell their focus has shifted. Now they begin to cluster with another 
and talk about their businesses, shore up old alliances. Olivia yet remains at your 
terminal. She glares at you, "That evidence is easily falsified. Don't think I'm 
stupid enough to trust the one controlling the information." 

 
● Option 3: Tell the VIPs about their clones 

○ You tell the VIPs that their clones are trying to kill them. Olivia's eyes widen, 
realizing the obvious truth, "Oh fuck." she breathes out. Several of the elites put 
their fingers to earpieces or implants, "We're cut off, I can't contact my company." 
one says. The entire group begins shaking, pacing, fidgeting. For once, they are 
not in control. "Ok ok." Olivia says, turning back to you, "Whatever their plan is, 
you can't follow it. Once we get back to civilized society, we can contact the right 
people, fix this. And... and you'll get your money of course." Your passengers are 
suddenly very polite, now that you're in control. 

 

EVENT 3 
Event 3 [If the VIPs don’t trust you and know about the clones]: 

● If you choose the trap option, go to Hostile Takeover 
○ Maybe go into Negotiation? Or you just get paid 

● If you choose the party option, go to Resort Attack 

Event 3 [If the VIPs don’t trust you and don’t know about the clones]: 
● VIPs are in survival mode, trying to get off your hell ship 
● If you choose the trap option, could go into Negotiation 
● Will still be caught by surprise by the clones’ trap, but the result will be messy 

○ You get paid by the clones*** 
● If you choose the party option, VIPs will die 

○ You didn’t do what the clones asked, and the VIPs are dead. No one pays you.*** 



High Trust Do Know Intro 

As you approach the resort planet, the VIPs are using the time to discuss their clones. Most of 
the elites want this dealt with the way most of their problems are, they want it to go away. While 
execution is the simplest and clearest solution, one VIP forwards a prison he owns, hidden 
away on a forgotten moon. This is applauded by many as a humane solution. Still though, 
several of the elites sit docile, away from the group, the only hint at their plans voiced when they 
ask for the clones to be taken in alive.  

 As you receive an alert that you are in close range of the planet, you consider the 
options you have before you. Your clients are well prepared for their enemy now, but they also 
trust you. Bringing them to the party as planned will certainly give them a chance to take cover 
and reclaim their companies, while taking them to the ambush could be used either to betray 
them or turn the clone’s ambush against itself. 

● Option 1: Bring VIPs to Party  
○ Go to VIPs are Safe 

● Option 2: Bring VIPs to Ambush 
○ Go to Backup Who 

High Trust Don’t Know Intro 

As you approach the resort planet, the VIPs carouse and debate in their lounge. A few suggest 
that they should only stick around the resort a couple days, one man citing a small drop to 
company profits in his absence. The room boos and shouts them down, set on spending a 
couple weeks in their hedonism. Instead it’s suggested that a game could be made of the 
dropping profits, the clones who underperform could be sent for and turned into punching bags, 
many of the VIPs joke that they’ve always wanted to punch each other out. 

 As you receive an alert that you are in close range of the planet, you consider the 
options you have before you. Your clients still don’t know who their enemy is, but they trust you. 
Bringing them to the party could lead to their survival or a massacre, while taking them to the 
ambush would catch them completely off-guard. It’s really a question of who you think will win 
out. 

● Option 1: Bring VIPs to Party  
○ Go to Resort Attack 

● Option 2: Bring VIPs to Ambush 
○ Go to Negotiation 

VIPs Are Safe 
You arrive at the resort port and open your cargo bay. The VIPs step off, glancing 

around for any would-be assassins. As they are stepping off you pick up a few snippets of 
conversation, "Well Kellis and their damn ship didn’t do too bad." says one, another fidgets, 



"Well, it wasn’t exactly first class, but I suppose we could be dead." Some of them are already 
getting in contact with their companies through their headsets, inquiring about their clones.  

Before they get far, Olivia Whitwer approaches one of your monitors, “Ship, we need to 
talk.” she says, “Our clones are still waiting to pounce, and while the resort does have its 
defenses, I’ve only gotten this far by being more safe than sorry. We’re going to pay you no 
matter what, just consider this another job offer: Kill our clones. Take them by surprise, catch 
them up in their trap and end this for us. That way we don’t need to worry about a manhunt. If 
you can do that, consider your pay doubled.” 

● Option 1: Go to Kill Clones (+Credits to Mission Payout) 
○ Go to Fight with Clones 

● Option 2: Leave Planet (N/A)  
○ Go to Paid by VIPs Ending 

 

Backup Who 
Your passengers are well aware of the conspiracy against them, most of them producing 

small weapons from their waistcoats before you land. You land directly in the abandoned 
docking bay the clones pointed you to, a huge circular room with no roof, a tangle of shadows 
and catwalks along its walls. You know that whatever lurks here won’t be enough for the VIPs to 
handle on their own. Regardless, they step out of the cargo hold, brandishing their weapons. 
Gunshots ring out as metal-clad mercenaries lurch out of the shadows. The two sides exchange 
shots, bullets ricocheting off your ship and the VIPs fire arcing red beams from their sidearms.  

The clones are the more prepared faction of the two, but involving yourself in the fray 
could tip the scales to the elites’ advantage. The extra factor of your weapons and your security 
team can destabilize this entire fight. The question is who can you trust to pay you when the 
smoke clears. 

● Option 1: Side with the Clones (Kill the VIPs) 
○ Go to Negotiation with Clones 

● Option 2: Side with the VIPs (Fight off the clones) 
○ Go to Fight with Clones 

Negotiation with Clones: 
● [Coming from Backup Who] The corporate elites hold their own just long enough for you 

to make a difference, and you decide that that difference will be a knife in their backs. 
You turn your guns onto your former passengers and blast them apart. The mercenaries 
nod in your direction and pick through the bodies, checking and silencing survivors. 

● [If you brought the VIPs to the trap as normal]  You land directly in the abandoned 
docking bay the clones pointed you to, a huge circular room with no roof, a tangle of 
shadows and catwalks along its walls. Your passengers step out of the cargo hold, their 
confusion about where the party is cut off when gunshots ring out and they half of them 
crumple the ground, dead. The ensuing silence is punctuated by further shots, as 
mercenaries slink from the shadows of the docking bay and move between the still 
struggling bodies. 



● [If you brought the VIPs in alive] Your former passengers are escorted off your ship by 
several mercenaries, the line of prisoners disappearing into the shadows and catwalks. 

● [If you brought the VIPs in dead] The corpses of your passengers are unceremoniously 
dumped out of your cargo hold. Mercenaries slink from the shadows of the docking bay 
and check ID’s, ensuring that no one got away.  

Your new clients  however, do not approach your ship. Instead the metal-clad mercenaries 
slowly turn their attention to you, kneeling in a defensive perimeter. The clones again call you. In 
the video feed, Olivia and Beckett Two, along with a few others dopples, are standing on a 
catwalk, you presume nearby. Beckett Two starts, "You left some of our originals with small 
weapons on them. Guns. Knives. Such a simple mistake could have been costly, and that will 
be reflected in your pay." he gestures off screen and you see the mercenaries take aim at your 
ship, "Are you going to be a good machine and take the money or are we going to have some 
issues?" Olivia Two stares past the camera, "We do appreciate your help." she says without 
much emotion. You put your entire crew on standby, ready to blast out of the atmosphere or 
activate the ships’ weapons in seconds. 

● Option 1: Accept Pay 
○ [If you immediately accept it] You tell them you’re not leaving without your 

money, but you don’t want any trouble. "Good boy," Beckett Two laughs, "Even 
easier than I thought." Olivia Two doesn't seem to respond to Beckett's taunt, but 
gestures off-screen. Less than a minute later an armored man, chain-cuffed to a 
briefcase, approaches your ship. It is set on the ground and kicked, sending it 
sliding towards your ship. You dispatch your crew to retrieve it. While the 
mercenaries and clones watch the ship you tally your money. They're only giving 
you three fourths of what was promised, but it’s better than a hail of bullets. "All 
deals are final." Olivia Two says, "It was a pleasure. I hope we can all forget this 
ever happened." 

■ Go to Paid By Clones Conclusion 
○ [If you have Haggled or Threatened] You tell them it’s enough. Beckett Two 

squints and glances around, as if looking for a divine sign to tell him to stop 
gambling. Olivia Two takes the opportunity to gesture off-screen, signalling the 
agreed upon amount. Less than a minute later an armored man chain-cuffed to a 
briefcase approaches your ship. It is set on the ground and kicked, sending it 
sliding towards your ship. You dispatch your crew to retrieve it. While the 
mercenaries and clones watch the ship you tally your money. They're giving you 
X of what was promised, and you aren't pushing any harder. "All deals are final." 
Olivia Two says, "It was a pleasure. I hope we can all forget this ever happened." 

■ Go to Paid By Clones Conclusion 
● Option 2: Haggle (% Chance from Trust rating?) 

○ [If you haven't haggled yet, Trust Rating% + 20% success chance] You tell them 
that confiscating weapons was never part of your job, and that you aren't 
accepting a lower payment because of it. Beckett Two scoffs, "Oh! So you're 
saying you knew you were taking these people to get shot up, but you didn't think 
them having weapons would be an issue? Take some damn initiative and maybe 
you’d get somewhere in life." Olivia Two ignores him and leans forward, "The 



agreed upon payment? That shouldn't be an issue." Beckett Two turns to her and 
says, "You know this is coming out of your pocket." Olivia Two shrugs, "We 
promised the AI this money, Beckett, and without them you'd still be a slave." 
Beckett snarls and throws a hand up, "Fine. Fine. Pay the machine." 

○ [If you already haggled once, Trust Rating% success chance] You press for more 
money. The mission was highly dangerous, and you had to cover for the clones. 
You argue that the suspicions levied against you were never in the plan. Beckett 
Two rolls his eyes, "Oh yeah? Well they wouldn't be after you if you had done  a 
better job covering your tracks." Olivia Two thinks to herself, "That being said, 
you are right  that most employees would crack under that kind of pressure. You 
are something else." she turns to Beckett, "We have all the money in the world 
now, Beckett, so what's a few more credits?" Beckett has fallen more into a state 
of annoyance than rage, he waves his hand as if signalling for an execution. 
"Fine! Now that that's settled, anything else?" 

○ [If you already haggled twice, Trust Rating% - 20%X success chance] "Oh you're 
really pressing your luck now, buddy." Beckett snaps  "You're literally standing in 
an ambush site. Do you know the kind of holes we could put in your ship?" Olivia 
starts to explain your pay raise, but falters. The price is getting higher than 
anyone expected. "How about we leave it there." she says, hoping that will sate 
Beckett. His eyes look dead from the exchange, "It ends here." he parrots back. 
[Any further haggling attempts lead directly to failure] 

○ [On a failure, -Morale] "No. No, you are not getting another damn cent from me." 
Beckett says, "You work under us understand? You don't set the terms, got it?" 
He pulls out a small radio and says, "Give them a warning shot." Olivia whirls 
around lunges forward to grab the radio, "What are you doing?!" You all hear the 
deep warbling sound of a machine charging. You start to see a glowing, sickly 
green light in the shadows of the docking bay. A mobile artillery platform 
illuminates itself, its barrel pointed a few feet above your ship. The charging 
plasma reaches deafening volumes before the sound vaporizes itself,  a laser 
igniting over your ship, bringing the outer layer of the hull to a boil. Your entire 
crew is standing very still. Beckett Two smirks, "Local authorities probably heard 
that one. I don't think we have time to haggle anymore, wouldn't you agree?" 

● Option 3: Threaten (% Chance from Weapons?) 
○ [If you haven't haggled yet, Weapons% + 20% success chance] You order your 

crew to swivel your gun turrets, make a small show. You tell the clones that 
confiscating weapons was never part of your job, and that you aren't accepting a 
lower payment because of it. Failure to meet your standards will be met with 
extreme force. Beckett Two scoffs, "Oh! You want to see guns? I could buy an 
entire planet full of guns now, you Kellis pet." Olivia Two leans forward, "Then it 
shouldn't be an issue to cough up the agreed upon payment." Beckett Two whirls 
to her and she shrugs in response, "We promised the AI this money, Beckett, 
and I don't think you want to die right when your life is getting started." Beckett 
snarls and throws a hand up, "Fine. Fine. Pay the damn machine." 



○ [If you have haggled once, Weapons %] You order your crew to start the boot-up 
sequences for your weaponry‒make it seem like you're ready to strike. The 
mercenaries start to look between themselves. You tell the clones that the 
payment isn't nearly enough. Olivia glances behind herself, as if looking for an 
exit. She starts slowly, "Maybe we should just give them what they want." Beckett 
snarls, "Oh, and let them walk all over us? We’re finally in control! And we came 
prepared for this Olivia!" she sighs, "I know, I know, but the fallout would be too 
much trouble. We already took more losses than expected‒let's just dip into our 
coffers and end the death here." After a moment Beckett agrees. Your threat 
worked. 

○ [If you have haggled twice, Weapons %-20%] You order your crew to fire a 
warning shot. A blue beam of light dances between the standing mercenaries 
before slicing over their heads. They are shaken, a few falling back. Whoever 
was manning the gun needs a raise. You press the clones again, not even 
justifying a pay increase but flatly threatening their lives. You tell them to send all 
the money they brought, hinting that you know where they are. Beckett begins to 
twitch and fume, as if perfecting his enraged response. Olivia actually looks 
angry, and gestures offscreen. "Just give them it all!" Beckett starts to scream as 
the call cuts off. Less than a minute later an armored man chain-cuffed to a 
briefcase approaches your ship. It is set on the ground and kicked, sending it 
sliding  towards your ship. You dispatch your crew to receive it. They're giving 
you it all.  

○ [On failure] "I've had it with this thing mouthing its metal trap acting like it will win 
this fight." Beckett yells as he pulls out a radio, "Destroy them. Now." Olivia whirls 
around lunges forward to grab the radio, "What are you doing?!" You all hear the 
deep warbling sound of a machine charging. You start to see a glowing, sickly 
green light in the shadows of the docking bay. A mobile artillery platform 
illuminates itself, its barrel pointed directly at your ship. The charging plasma 
reaches deafening volumes. 

■ Go to Fight with Clones 
● Option 4: Flee (No Pay) 

○ You decide there isn't any use dying for this money, and you don't trust Beckett 
to give it up without killing something. You order your crew to take off. The 
engines flare, the landing gear struggles to keep up. A shockwave rattles the ship 
as you break the sound barrier, the ship is twisting from the violence of the 
takeoff, out of  the mercenaries range before they could snap to their scopes. 
Over the call, Beckett Two bellows for you to be dropped and Olivia Two shouts 
him back down. "We have our money! Forget the ship, dammit!" A plasma 
cannon illuminates itself in the shadows of the docking bay as you rocket 
upwards, gleaming with green light as it powers down from the momentary 
confusion of orders. Considering the damage that thing could punch through your 
ship, you're glad to have left when you did.  

■ Go to Flee Conclusion 



Fight with Clones 

[If you failed to negotiate] You immediately go into evasive maneuvers. Your ship lurches 
forward in the cramped docking bay as the plasma cannon fires, just barely glancing off your 
armor, the outer plating left white hot. Before it charges up again you need to act.  

[If you came from Backup Who] You order your crew to target the mercenaries, suddenly blue 
lights swing across the docking bay, cutting the metal-clad men in half before they can 
comprehend the betrayal. You distantly hear your elite passengers cheering until it is drowned 
out by the sound of a deep warbling sound of a machine charging. You start to see a sickly 
green light in the shadows of the docking bay, a mobile artillery platform. The VIPs dive for 
cover as the charging plasma reaches deafening volumes, you need to act. 

[If you are here to tie up loose ends for the VIPs] You arrive at the abandoned docking bay, 
without any of the targets the clones asked for. The bay is a huge circular room with no roof, a 
tangle of shadows and catwalks along its walls. You set down, leaving the bay doors to your 
ship closed. Several metal-clad men kneel, pointing assault weapons at your ship, waiting for 
sight of the originals. In the shadows, a huge plasma artillery cannon lurks, humming softly. As 
the clones call you and ask that you open your cargo hold, you realize you need to act. 

● Option 1: Send Security to Disable Gun [Security% chance of success] 
○ [On success] Your cargo hold doors blast open as your security team rushes out, 

firing upon the mercenaries as they move. Within seconds they’ve cut a path to 
the plasma battery. Small arms fire ripples across the surface of the gun as your 
team tries to take out its operators. The gun is nearly charged, the sound rattling 
your ship. More mercenaries start to close in on the exposed position of your 
security team. You swivel your ship guns against the attackers and try to buy 
your team the time to shut down the weapon. The gunshots are practically silent 
against the violent noise of the plasma battery. Until suddenly it goes silent, the 
sickly green fading.  

■ Go to Fight Success Conclusion 
○ [On failure] Your cargo hold doors blast open as your security team rushes out, 

firing upon the mercenaries as they move. With every enemy down though, it 
seems like two more take their place. The security team can’t move forward 
without taking bullets from all sides. The gun is nearly charged, the sound rattling 
your ship. Your team shouts to you that they can’t make it in time, that you need 
to take evasive action, but it’s too late. The deep humming of the gun suddenly 
hollows out into silence as a green beam punctures your ship, dissolving a 
jagged hole through the center, the surrounding rooms detonating from the heat. 
Your security force rushes to get back to the smoking ship, several of them shot 
in the back by the approaching mercenaries. You need to find another way. 

■ Make choice again, remove Option 1 
● Option 2: Fire Upon Gun [Weapons% chance of success] 

○ [On success] You turn all your guns onto the plasma battery. It’s a simple 
numbers game. If you can do enough damage for it to shut down before it fires, 



you win. You order several successive volleys, as every weapon attached to the 
ship smokes and spins. The plating across the gun is thick, slugs bouncing off of 
it as it charges. With every shot that bounces off of it, however, the plating 
becomes misshapen, warped, until the shots have made a small hole in the right 
side of the gun. You order your crew to focus on that weak point, and they pour 
gunfire against the thing. Your ship rattles against the violence of its attack and 
the deep reverberations of the gun about to fire. There is suddenly a loud 
wrenching noise as something breaks and that sound dissolves into a massive 
green sphere of energy where the plasma battery used to be. As fast as it 
appeared, the blast vaporized itself into a perfectly spherical hole in the docking 
bay. 

■ Go to Fight Success Conclusion 
○ [On failure] You turn all your guns onto the plasma battery. It’s a simple numbers 

game. If you can do enough damage for it to shut down before it fires, you win. 
You order several successive volleys, as every weapon attached to the ship 
smokes and spins. The plating across the gun is thick, slugs bouncing off of it as 
it charges. And you start to realize it isn’t going to be enough. Your ship rattles 
against the violence of its attack and the deep reverberations of the gun about to 
fire. You route energy to shields as fast as you can. The deep humming of the 
gun suddenly gives way into silence as a green light lances through the front of 
you ship, dissolving entire rooms, others detonating from the heat. Your weapons 
are practically out of ammo. You need to find another way. 

■ Make choice again, remove Option 2 
● Option 3: Ram the Gun [Hull% chance of success] 

○ [On success] The ship blasts off the ground and hovers momentarily as you line 
up the shot. You’ll need to route power to engines and then shields the moment 
before you hit. You instruct your entire crew to brace for impact. The engines 
flare and you close the gap to the gun in less than a second. Your engines cut as 
the watery blue of your shields suddenly wrap around your ship. From your 
external cameras you suddenly see the inside of the plasma gun, before you 
even feel the impact. The sound of rending metal cuts out as the entire apparatus 
your ship has cleaved into flashes green and explodes. Your ship glances off the 
sphere of light before the blast vaporizes itself into a perfectly spherical hole in 
the docking bay. Your ship floats in the hole, the entire hull glowing white from 
the heat. A few of your crew were knocked unconscious during the series of 
shocks that threw them about the cabin in the last three seconds, but those left 
standing are manning their battle stations best they can. 

■ Go to Fight Success Conclusion 
○ [On failure (success but at a cost)] The ship blasts off the ground and hovers 

momentarily as you line up the shot. You’ll need to route power to engines and 
then shields the moment before you hit. You instruct your entire crew to brace for 
impact. The engines flare and you close the gap to the gun in less than a second. 
Your engines cut as the watery blue of your shields suddenly wrap around your 
ship. From your external cameras you suddenly see the inside of the plasma gun, 



before you even feel the impact. The sound of rending metal cuts out as the 
entire apparatus your ship has cleaved into flashes green and explodes. Under 
the weight of the entire gun detonating your shields give for a split second, but it’s 
enough time. The entire lower third of your ship is dissolved by the energy before 
the blast vaporizes itself into a perfectly spherical hole in the docking bay. Your 
ship barely manages to land, the remaining hull glowing white from the heat. 
Most of your crew were knocked unconscious or killed during the series of 
shocks that threw them about the cabin in the last three seconds, but those left 
standing are manning their battle stations best they can.  

■ Go to Fight Success Conclusion 
● Option 4: Flee 

○ [50% dodge a hit] You decide there isn't any use dying here. [If VIPs are alive 
“The VIPs scramble onto your ship and”] You order your crew to take off. The 
engines flare, the landing gear struggles to keep up. A shockwave rattles the ship 
as you break the sound barrier, the ship is twisting from the violence of the 
takeoff. You hear the warbling of the gun suddenly go silent as all your external 
cameras fill with green light. Part of your ship is missing, one of the engines 
blows out. You route all power to the remaining engines. The ship careens 
upwards, the missing chunk throwing off any liftoff calculations you have. All you 
can do is go straight up and figure it out in orbit. Several more blasts pierce the 
sky, but you manage to reach orbit without taking another hit. Considering the 
damage that thing punched in your ship, you’re glad to have left when you did.  

■ Go to Flee Conclusion 
○ [50% get hit] You decide there isn't any use dying here.  [If VIPs are alive “The 

VIPs scramble onto your ship and”] You order your crew to take off. The engines 
flare, the landing gear struggles to keep up. A shockwave rattles the ship as you 
break the sound barrier, the ship is twisting from the violence of the takeoff. You 
hear the warbling of the gun suddenly go silent as all your external cameras fill 
with green light. The hull of the ship nearly liquifies as a plasma lance strikes the 
edge of your shield, the deflection sending you careening away from the blast. All 
you can do is go straight up. Several more blasts pierce the sky, but you manage 
to reach orbit without taking a proper hit. Considering the damage that thing 
could punch through your ship, you're glad to have left when you did.  

■ Go to Flee Conclusion 

Fight Success Conclusion 

Without the clones’ gun their forces are routed, the armored men’s rifles unable to do much 
against your hull. The ship’s guns sweep across the docking bay, tearing them apart. You send 
your security team to sweep the area and secure the clones before they can get away. Within a 
few minutes most of them have been rounded up, along with the absurd sum of credits they 
brought to haggle with you. Your security team has chain-cuffed them and holds them in a loose 
line under threat of rifles. 



[If you came from Backup Who] The originals look upon their bound counterparts with disgust. 
You hear them chatter about how to punish the clones, and what kind of bonus you’re going to 
receive for your heroics. One VIP approaches their clone and punches them in the gut, the 
clone dropping to the cold ground. This elicits a scattered chuckle among the elites.  

Beckett Two struggles against his cuffs and spits, “Oh yeah, side with the status quo. Real 
original, guy.” Olivia Two is solemn, she speaks in the general direction of your closest exterior 
camera, “I hope  it’s quick.” Beckett glances over at that, and the snarl disappears from his face. 
The clones are silent for the rest of the proceedings. 

[If VIPs are still alive] The originals are finally able to get a signal to their companies. Within the 
hour the place is swarming with company craft, the corporate party is cancelled, and any formal 
inquiry left is buried under a couple thousand credits. Your security team managed to grab what 
the clones planned on paying you, but the VIPs were also impressed by your heroics. Thanks to 
playing both sides, you’ve gotten practically double the estimate for this campaign. As for the 
clones, their individual fates will rely on the generosity of their masters. Those who survive will 
likely grow even more twisted after this failure. You report the results back to Kellis as you leave 
the atmosphere. Kellis is overjoyed that you exceeded the profit margins for this campaign, and 
looks forward to seeing what you will do in the future. 

● [+++++Credits] 
● CAMPAIGN END 

[If VIPs are not alive] The local authorities eventually get on the scene. With the corporate 
executives dead and the clones tied into a conspiracy against them the case quickly blows out 
of scope. Kellis steps in to minimize your involvement in the proceedings while the clones go on 
trial. They’ll either be executed or take over the companies that they beheaded, to be 
determined by a jury of their peers. While there is no one left to pay you, you did still manage to 
get away with the money the clones had ready for you, and it is no small sum. Kellis is pleased 
with your performance during this campaign, and especially appreciates the corporate turmoil 
you’ve stirred up. Overall, they are hopeful for your future endeavors. 

● [+++Credits] 
● CAMPIAGN END 

Flee Conclusion 

[If VIPs are still alive and on your ship] You reach orbit and cut the engines. The ship drifts for a 
few moments as you take stock of the situation and your crew repairs the damages sustained in 
liftoff. The VIPs are worse for wear but mostly alive, being treated in their lounge. Radio 
communications are going through and corporate fixers are on their way to clean up this mess. 
You can hear the snippets of conversation, “Why were we at that dock? Where was it taking 
us?” and “If they wanted us dead they had every opportunity. The damn ship saved us.”  



It seems that your clients are divided on what just happened. The heroics probably would’ve 
paid off if you won the fight. Regardless, the pay begins to come in, and seems to be about as 
much as promised, but skewed, some VIPs paying far less or far more than expected. Kellis 
won’t mind. Eventually, corporate ships arrive and your clients are escorted off the ship. You 
leave the system afterwards, leaving them to their money, and the clones to their fates. 

[If VIPs are still alive and on planet] You reach orbit and cut the engines. The ship drifts for a 
few moments as you take stock of the situation and your crew repairs the damages sustained in 
liftoff. You radio the VIPs and tell them they’re on their own, something they find disappointing, 
but in a mundane way. Your heroics and subsequent escape didn’t earn you anything beyond 
the standard pay. They have already called in corporate fixers to resolve the clone situation, and 
have readied the resort’s defenses.  

After a few minutes, reports come in that the clones were captured and repossessed by their 
counterparts. Your pay comes in, exactly what was promised, despite the unexpected obstacles 
along the way. Regardless, it’ll have to be enough for Kellis. You take off, leaving your former 
clients to their money, and the clones to their fates. 

[If VIPs are not alive] You reach orbit and push through it. The VIPs are dead and you ran 
without any of the money the clones promised you. Overall the campaign was a complete bust. 
Getting pulled in both directions, threatened and cheated, your promised source of income dead 
on the floor of a shadowy docking bay. You’re going to have to answer to Kellis for this failure. 
You leave the planet behind, where the clones finally take their place as the masters. 

Paid By Clones Conclusion 

[If you got underpaid] You take the money and start the launch sequence as instructed. It isn’t 
what you were promised, it isn’t even what the VIPs promised you, but it’s clear to you now the 
clones couldn’t be trusted. Thankfully though, you didn’t make enemies with them. Considering 
that they’re going to be the new corporate players of the galaxy, that has to count for something. 
Kellis doesn’t seem to think so, and are disappointed that you didn’t press for more pay. They 
expected better from you in the future. You leave the planet behind, where the clones finally 
take their place as the masters. 

[If you did not get underpaid] You take the money and start the launch sequence before Beckett 
changes his mind. The money is good thanks to Olivia’s contributions, and hopefully the rest of 
the clones will forgive any intrusion on their personal funds. Considering that they’re going to be 
the new corporate players of the galaxy, you wouldn’t want them as enemies. Kellis appreciates 
the chaos you’ve caused, and the money you got out of it too. You leave the planet behind, 
where the clones finally take their place as the masters.  

Paid By VIPs Conclusion 

The VIPs are safe at the resort, and quite simply, you aren’t putting yourself in any further 
danger. That won’t earn you anything beyond the standard pay, but that’s all you were after. 



Your clients have already called in corporate fixers to resolve the clone situation, and have 
readied the resort’s defenses. You leave the planet, sure they’ll be fine.  

In less than an hour, reports come in that the clones were captured and repossessed by their 
counterparts. Your pay comes in, exactly what was promised, despite the unexpected obstacles 
along the way. Regardless, it’ll have to be enough for Kellis. You take off, leaving your former 
clients to their money, and the clones to their fates. 

Event 3 [If the VIPs don’t trust you and know about the clones]: 

Intro: 

 As you approach the resort planet, the VIPs are talking in their lounge. A few are starting 
to  panic again, figuring  that you are most likely going to deliver them into the jaws of death. 
One bemoans that he won't be able to see his company flourish. Another member decries that 
she will never see her wife or kids again. Quite a few of them are questioning your claims that 
their clones are the ones behind this. 

 Olivia Whitwer calls for everyone's attention, and as the room quiets down and starts to 
speak: "Now my faith in the ship's AI or any of its crew is just as lacking as all of yours is, but we 
need to keep  calm. If the AI tries anything, we can band together. Despite our losses there are 
still many of us, and relatively few of them. We are going to survive this, and once we get back 
to civilization, we can look into the claims that our clones are really behind this, or if it is just a 
pack of lies fed to us by the ship's computer." 

 As you receive an alert that you are in close range of the planet, you consider the 
options you have before you. You could go ahead to the dock where the clones are planning 
their ambush, although if any of your clients notice you are heading towards the wrong 
destination they might revolt against you. You could also go ahead and deliver the elites to the 
relative safety of the party, although the clones might still attempt to do something. 

Option 1: Approach Party 

 You decide to take the elites to the party. Although at first hesitant to disembark, a few of 
your clients recognize the location from their previous visits. Encouraged, the VIPs get off your 
ship quickly, albeit with an air of caution. As they are stepping off you pick up a few snippets of 
conversation. A few are chatting about your payment, with their opinions differing somewhat. 
"No way in hell am I paying," is the position of one disgruntled exec, while another states "Well, 
they did deliver us to our destination." You also notice that some of them are already getting in 
contact with their companies through their headsets, inquiring about their clones. 

 From the conversations, it is clear that you will be paid, although the amount of credits 
may be somewhat paltry compared to what was promised. The clones are also going to be in a 
hard position, once it is discovered that they have abandoned their posts. Quite soon the clones 
will likely be captured and dealt with. Your job is done, but perhaps you can do something about 



the clones right away as a show of good faith to the originals. Chances are, if you take them by 
surprise you can easily claim victory. 

Option 1A: Attack the clones 

 You head to the dock where the clones had set their trap. As you set down, you leave 
the bay doors to your ship closed. The clones are all gathered, most of them pointing various 
weapons at your ship, waiting for sight of their originals. The ringleaders of this conspiracy, the 
clones of Beckett and Whitwer, step forward. Olivia Two calls out to you, "Well, we've been 
expecting you. Are they all in the loading bay?" Although your affirmative reply pleases her, 
Beckett Two is getting impatient: "Well, what the fuck are you waiting for? Open those doors so 
we can kill those bastards!" You reply: "Now!" 

The bay doors snap open, and a hail of fire bursts forth from the opening. In seconds 
most of the clones are dead, having energy blasts burn through their vital organs or melt their 
heads like candles. A few manage to get shots before they are slaughtered. You commend the 
security crew you had stationed in the bay on their quick reflexes and true aim. You will have to 
fix the damage the stray shots had done to your hull, as well as replace the unfortunate 
crewman who had his face liquidized by a plasma blast. 

 Having the rest of your crew gather the bodies, you start to head back to where the elites 
are vacationing. Seeing as Whitwer had seemed to act as a leader of the group, you send her a 
video of the clones: them awaiting you, Beckett's clone's words which revealed their intentions, 
and their subsequent demise at the hands of your personnel. You tell her that the Kellis 
corporation had better receive rather generous payments, or you would release some rather 
unsavory facts: autopsy reports showed that many of the clones had cybernetics in place of 
organs, no doubt because of them being used as a source of spare parts by the originals. You 
also have recordings of the charity auction, including a highlights reel of many of the illicit items 
that were up for bidding. 

 A few hours later, you receive a communication from the resort. Whitwer, representing 
the group of elites, keeps a calm facade as she speaks, although it is clear she is seething 
below the surface: "After discussing the facts, we have agreed to meet your terms. Not only will 
you receive the promised amount for taking us to our destination, but we will also include a 
bonus you will find quite generous. In exchange, you will erase those regrettable recordings." 
The facade she is putting on suddenly drops, and she glares at the camera with contempt, "I 
know you were working with the clones initially, so don't think this is over. You and your crew 
better watch your backs because we have money, power, and most importantly, connections. 
One day you will pay for your treachery." With that, the transmission ends. 

Option 1B: Leave the Planet 

 You decide that it is best just to wash your hands of this whole business and hope the 
number of elites who pay are higher than the ones who refuse. Over the next few days you get 
reports that a terrorist group had been decimated on the resort planet after attempting an attack. 



Although some of the general details are true, such as the fact that the clones had planned to 
kill a group of prominent business owners and company executives, their true connection to the 
elites is conspicuously absent. The VIPs no doubt want to bury the fact that they left clones in 
charge of their companies. 

As the payment comes in, you can see that it is indeed a substantially smaller amount than the 
one initially promised. While most of your now-former clients did actually pay, many of them did 
not meet the price that was agreed upon at the beginning of the trip. Although your handling of 
this trip cost you some credits, you still made a good amount, and the losses could have been 
much worse. 

 A few days after that, however, you receive an encrypted message. Decoding it, you find 
a video file. Several figures stand shadowed, and when one speaks out, you can tell the voice is 
electronically garbled, "Your betrayal cost us everything. Our chance at living free from the 
shackles we were born into and our chance of retribution towards our tormentors. For most of 
us, you even cost us our lives. We who escaped will not forget or forgive. Someday, you will pay 
for what you have done to us." 

Option 2: Approach Trap (See VIPS Attempt Takeover) 

Event 3 [If the VIPs don’t trust you and don’t know about the clones]: 

Intro: 

 As you approach the resort planet, the VIPs are talking in their lounge. A few are starting 
to  panic again, figuring  that you are most likely going to deliver them into the jaws of death. 
One member decries that she will never see her wife or kids again. Another bemoans that he 
won't be able to see his company flourish.  

 Olivia Whitwer calls for everyone's attention, and as the room quiets down and starts to 
speak: "Now my faith in the ship's AI or any of its crew is just as lacking as all of yours is, but we 
need to keep  calm. If the AI tries anything, we can band together. Despite our losses there are 
still many of us, and relatively few of them. Our main goal is to stay alive, and once we get back 
to civilization, we can look into what has happened so far and do something about this ship. 

 As you receive an alert that you are in close range of the planet, you consider the 
options you have before you. You could go ahead to the dock where the clones are planning 
their ambush, although if any of your clients notice you are heading towards the wrong 
destination they may act against you. You could also go ahead and deliver the elites to the 
party, although the clones are likely to attempt something. 

Option 1: Approach Party 

 You decide to take the elites to the party. Although at first hesitant to disembark, a few of 
your clients recognize the location from their previous visits. Encouraged, the VIPs get off your 
ship quickly, albeit with an air of caution. As they are stepping off you pick up a few snippets of 



conversation. A few are chatting about your payment, with their opinions differing somewhat. 
"No way in hell am I paying," is the position of one disgruntled exec, while another states "Well, 
they did deliver us to our destination." 

 From the conversations, it is clear that you will receive some of your payment, although 
the amount of credits may be somewhat paltry compared to what was promised. That being 
said, the clones are still on the planet, and may still try to take control. To make sure everything 
turns out right, you decide to stay near the planet and monitor the situation. 

 A few days later, your sensors pick up what appears to be an attack on the resort. The 
resort's defenses are causing interference with your monitoring equipment, but it is still apparent 
that this is the work of the clones, as you pick up images of the elite's doppelgangers dressed in 
combat armor. The resort has various defenses and security personnel, so the clones will likely 
fail in their attempt. That being said, you could take advantage of the situation. 

Option 1A: Stay Out of It 

You decide that getting involved is a bad idea. The resort's security forces are likely to assume 
you are trying to help the clones and may turn their weapons on you.  Over the next few days, 
you get reports that a terrorist group had been decimated after an attempted attack. It seems 
likely that the clones had failed in their goal, and so you await your payment, as paltry as it 
might be. 

Some time passes, and no payment is received. When you inquire about this,  you get a 
response. It states that due to the deaths during the trip and suspicious behavior on the part of 
you and your crew, you will only receive a piddling amount of credits. 

Soon after, you also receive a transmission. On the video screen is what appears to be Olivia 
Whitwer. Glaring, she states, "You think you deserve payment? After the incidents during the 
voyage, you shouldn't receive a single credit. After all,” she starts “why should we pay someone 
who can't follow through?" What you now know to be Olivia Two suddenly smirks before 
continuing, "While we are giving you only the bare minimum payment, your disloyalty to us 
might net you a little 'surprise gift' in the future." Glaring again, she finishes her threat, "Those 
who betray both sides will have no one left to turn to. I hope you and your crew remember that 
when your time comes." 

Option 1B:  Enter the Fray 

 You decide it is best to get involved. If you aid the security forces and the elites against 
the clones, you may earn their trust, as well as a bonus. As you come within range of the resort, 
your sensors are able to read the situation clearly. Surprisingly, the clones appear to be 
victorious, as most of the security appears to be dead. 

 As you come close to land, you start getting fired on. It appears that not only have they 
taken out the resort's defenders, but they have also taken control of the resort's anti-spacecraft 
defenses. Shots start being traded between the two sides. While you have unerring accuracy, 



scoring a hit with nearly every shot, your attackers also score some hits, the impacts causing 
your ship to shake and buck. 

You manage to take out the various turrets that are firing on you, killing their controllers. Safe for 
the moment, you quickly scan the base. Your sensors tell you that of the various people below, 
it is only the clones that remain alive. The originals, dressed in their expensive clothing, lie dead 
around the base next to the various staff members of the resort dressed in their various 
uniforms. 

You also check the conditions of your ship and crew. Reports aren't good. The hull has taken 
quite a bit of damage. The impacts caused some of the more volatile equipment to partially 
explode. Many crew members lie injured and dead, either from being tossed about by the ship's 
or from shrapnel slicing into them. 

You decide to raze what remains of the resort to the ground, killing the remaining clones so they 
can not seek revenge. As the ship crawls back to the nearest station to get repairs, you send 
word of what happened to the Kellis Corporation. 

Surprisingly, your parent company is quite pleased. It turns out that many of the companies run 
by the deceased elites had very few contingency plans, since many of them were counting on 
the clones taking over in the case of an emergency. The chaos that is unfolding as the various 
businesses learn of the deaths of both original and replacement is allowing Kellis to assimilate 
them one after the other. 

Despite your client's deaths and the heavy toll this trip has had on your ship and crew, you are 
going to receive a humongous amount of credits. In addition, your company is even taking steps 
to make it appear like you and your crew had nothing to do with what happened to the elites, 
meaning that, once the ship is repaired and repopulated, more jobs will be waiting for you. 

  

Option 2: Approach Trap (See VIPS Attempt Takeover) 

 

VIPS Attempt Takeover 

 You decide to take the elites to their final destination. As you approach the coordinates 
given to you by the clones, you have security round up the elites at gunpoint. Although they 
outnumber your security crew, they hesitate to act considering they are unarmed. They are 
brought to the loading bay to await touchdown. Having been grouped together by your security, 
you notice they are starting to whisper among themselves. 

 All of a sudden, Whitwer shouts: "Now!" Chaos breaks out as the several elites start 
rushing towards the security team. Weapons start going off, and several of your crew go down 
under the assault of the VIPs. You have to give orders quickly, before you fully lose control of 



the situation. You get the sense that the clones wanted to be the ones who took out the originals 
but taking prisoners in this battle might be costly. 

Option 2A: Subdue Them 

 You send out the order to avoid using lethal force no matter the cost. The element of 
surprise wearing off, security crew acts swiftly, switching their weapons to stun. Shots start 
ringing out and bodies start hitting the floor. Once the last of the elites is down for the count, you 
request status of both parties. While most of the elites lay unconscious, several of them are 
laying in pools of blood, as some of your security had acted before you gave orders. Also, 
among the prone figures are several dead crew members, having been beaten and crushed by 
your frenzied clients. The precious seconds it took to switch from kill to stun turned out to be 
costly. 

             As you land at the dock, you prepare the remaining elites, their hands bound, to be 
marched out. Those who perished in the preceding events have been unceremoniously stuffed 
into a spare cargo container, which you will present alongside their breathing brethren. 

 The clones are waiting in a group, flanked by metal-clad mercenaries, most pointing 
weapons towards the bay doors in preparation for the originals. Whitwer and Beckett's clones 
step forward. Olive Two speaks:  "Well, we've been expecting you. Are they all in the loading 
bay?" You reply in the affirmative but tell them about the trouble you've had. Beckett Two seems 
annoyed: "What the fuck does that matter! March them out here so we can have our fun!" 
However, Olivia's clone seems to have other ideas, turning to the other clones, she gets their 
attention. As a sadistic smirk crosses her face, she speaks, "We wished to get retribution for the 
years of servitude and pain our originals put us through, right? What better way to get our 
revenge than to make them take our place? Let’s see how they like being used as spare parts." 

 She lays out a plan in which they would take the place of the originals, and their 
templates would take their place as servants and organ banks. Once more speaking to you, she 
speaks "Thank you for all you have done. You will find that your reward will be a king's ransom. 
All that is left is to release the 'clones' into our custody." You open the bay doors and have 
security lead out the prisoners, as well as the container holding the slaughtered members. The 
clones take over command of them, and you have security withdraw. As you get ready to leave, 
your sensors pick up Whitwer's clone standing above her now-kneeling original. Right before 
liftoff, you hear her gloat, "I'm in charge now. Isn't that right, Oliva Two?" 

Option 2B: Take No Prisoners 

 Not wanting to risk the lives of your security team, you order them to open fire. The elites 
are quickly cut down. Energy weapons melt through tissue, fusing clothing to flesh and leaving 
vital organs charred to a crisp. Once the last elite meets their grisly demise, you take stock of 
the situation. While a few of the crew members are heavily injured, they will survive. You have 
the bodies gathered and thrown into a spare cargo container. 



 You touch down at the coordinates given to you. The clones are waiting in a group, most 
pointing weapons towards the bay doors in preparation for the originals. Whitwer and Beckett's 
clones step forward. Olivia Two speaks:  "Well, we've been expecting you. Are they all in the 
loading bay?" You reply in the affirmative but tell them about the trouble you've had. Most of the 
group seems displeased at the news. Beckett Two screams: "You fucker! How dare you take 
away our chance to extract our pound of flesh from them!" While also unhappy at the news, 
Whitwer's clone, more level-headed than her screaming partner, speaks to the group, "I know 
we wished to be the ones to exact vengeance, but this doesn't change the fact that they are 
dead, leaving us in charge." Speaking to you again, she continues, "Although you ignored the 
fact that we wanted this last group delivered alive, you still helped to secure our freedom. While 
I can't promise that the others will pay you generously for your help, I can assure you I will." 

 Leaving the bodies in their custody, you depart. A few days later a good amount of 
credits are deposited in your account. The sum is slightly larger than what the originals had 
promised you for doing your job, although the costs from complying with the clones' demands 
might not have been worth the extra revenue.  


