
Not long ago, while on a job as Companion your client casually mentioned a planet named Eponine and how he had some business there.  He asked you to escort him.  You considered yourself pretty informed about the inhabited planets, but hadn't heard of one called Eponine.
As it turns out, Eponine is officially listed as a Black Rock; Uninhabitable due to radiation and tactile instability. You think to yourself, "If it is uninhabitable, why would anyone go there?"  
Your curiosity overrides your sense of comfort and you find yourself doing a lot of research for this job.  You use the usual methods first and when they don't give you much more that what you already know, you explore other options.  

http://timandmary.com/serenity/places/Bittersweet.htm


You contact Winston Sterling, and within a few days he sends you a wave. (message only, not 2-way, and encrypted in the usual fashion)

"Sitara, it has been so long I had grown melancholy at the void of your voice... And touch.
There is an uncomfortable pause. He continues: “Sitara, you know how I feel about money, I just need you to know that I paid a price for what I am about to give you; A dear price.”

 
”I found information of a, well, for lack of a better word, party.  It is just outside the Rim, and frankly I don't think it is real.  Some sort of ruse by the powers that be, and I am not sure if it is the Alliance, but something more shadowy and elusive.  They seek someone or something; I am not sure which, but it is the kind of set up where much secretive planning has been pulled off without official, religious, economic or public notice.”
“I know that my words won’t sway you but… If you seek this place, please… please be careful.”

He has never looked more solemn, sober and severe.

Obviously you take the job.  This is just the kind of dark intrigue you have dreamed of since you were a little girl.

Your client’s name is Atticus “Trip” Abram III.  He is a wealthy man that lives on the Border.  His business is mainly shipping.  He has a fleet of ships and an army of subordinates and a kind, yet adventures heart, like your own.  He loves to gamble.  Apparently you will be shown off at a Concert/Event/Party/Tall Tournament out in the middle of nowhere, but not too far out.  It is strictly invite only and very prestigious.  So you are led to believe anyway.  

He has a portly but solid posture, whitening but thick hair with a full beard and moustache that he keeps very well groomed.  He has an old derby hat that he loves to wear; it still looks nice even though it is a bit worn.  He walks with a cane, but is still sharp of wit.  His grip is powerful but his intimate touch is gentle, but perhaps a bit too gentle for your personal taste. He would kill for you and you know this, still, he is just a well paying client.

The time comes and a shuttle is sent for you, which takes you to his yacht that you have seen before.  A crew of 20 (most of which you never see) and enough room for another 10 couples very comfortably.  Personal suites, game room, small ballroom, target range, extensive kitchen stocked with only the finest food, viewing suites, smoking rooms, gym/spa/dojo, infirmary, liquor and “pharmas
’ a plenty.  Not a bad ride but you have seen better.

It takes just over a day to get there, which makes for a relaxing and enjoyable trip.  You wine, dine and enjoy yourself while still ‘working’.  That next evening you board the shuttle in your sexiest duds and head to this party.
It is early and the sun has not yet gone down.  The temperature is nearly perfect; dry and cool, but not cold.  You actually manage to catch a sunset that turns out to be rather spectacular.  This Eponine doesn’t seem like such a terrible place.  You are escorted by ½ a dozen guards as you enter, but they do not accompany you in.  Your client must feel very secure about this place to leave his guards behind.  
You could hear the pounding music as you approach.  “æƒúII” (pronounced “aaa ful”) was the band you heard would be here.  You looked them up and found that Magnus van Zandt is in this band; the guitar virtuoso from Ariel who left a life of concert soloing for the bourgeois to perform for commoners on the Border.  Bonus! 
You actually get to meet him before he goes on and he seems as if medicated, barely in touch with the world most inhabit; friendly though.
After his bands first set you head up to the top floor and get ready to watch Atticus play Tall.  It seems that you are not first to arrive even though it is still early.  Inside is a tall man in a fine black suit. His hair, though under a tall hat is greasy like his face that almost shines.  He stops pacing long enough to take in your entry and scan the two of you quickly.  He is smoking thin, hand-rolled cigarettes and seems very nervous.  To your surprise, there is what looks like a mountain lion in the corner licking its paws and looking far more relaxed than its owner who stops his pacing to comfort the purring cat with a rough scratch under its yawning jaw.  The teeth on this beast must be two inches long.  
He looks up to you: “Don’t worry, she is perfectly docile.  Genetically altered you see.  All that natural aggression snipped right out”, he says almost nuzzling the cat with his face.

“The name’s Boyle, Lazerus Boyle, Are you here for the game.”  While he says this his eyes almost never leave yours.
Atticus perks up, places himself between you and Boyle and introduces you and then himself.  Up close you notice that this man, Boyle, sweats profusely. 

Not wishing to socialize with this panicky, greasy man you guide Atticus to a comfortable chair and place your petite frame in his lap.

This is where we will begin (you sitting on Atticus’ lap, waiting for the game to start)

If you don’t like how I have “played” your character for this intro bit, let me know and we can work out something.

� Drugs; inhaled, ingested, injected or otherwise





