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Law of the Chequered Moon.



An Unofficial Tourists Guide to the Colony.
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In the year 2231, the moon has long since been completely colonised, with an entire city constructed on its surface, with the original purpose of the colonisation effort being to forge a stepping stone location to forge new colonies on other planets...Once this task was completed, however, the colony on the moon got sold off to private companies, wealthy tyrants, and private military groups, leaving the whole area to fall under a modernised vague space law, that allows these parties to do as they please.

Now this so-called “Space law” includes national and international law governing activities in outer space. Lawyers have been unable to agree on a uniform definition of the term “outer space”, although most parties agree that “outer space” generally begins at the lowest altitude above sea level at which objects can orbit the Earth, also known as the Kármán line.

What this means for the Chequered Moon colony now, is that it falls into a grey area, where there most probably should be some sort of laws put into place by Earth’s governments to control it, however nothing of the sort is ever enforced, as their eyes are either focused to further out into space, or to close to home, to ever truly care.

Although Luna landers scattered from the old Soviet Union still remain trapped in the outskirts of the Chequered Moon colony on the Moon, and U.S. flags were symbolically planted at their respective landing sites in the past, no nation claims ownership, or any part of the Moon’s surface. So for the residents of this colony whose ancestors once set out in hopes of achieving the star traveller’s dream?... They have to make do with living in a city that’s nearly divided entirely in half by a sizable wealth gap. One side is lawless, and on the other side, there’s too much order for one to withstand. Businesses make the laws, and pay for the security to enforce them, and if you find yourself slap bang in the middle-class bracket in the Chequered Moon, then you need to sure as hell know how to defend yourself, because on the Chequered Moon, every stranger you meet is simply an enemy you haven’t made yet.

The Chequered Moon is also the home of a young woman who goes by the name of Jazz Crescendo...if you haven’t heard of her prior to visiting the Chequered Moon, then you soon will the moment you step off of whatever God-forsaken craft brought you here in the first place.

Aside from any additional information regarding tourism in space that your travel agent may have mentioned, this is all you need to know regarding the Chequered Moon colony, look both ways before crossing the street, don’t talk to, or buy anything from, shady looking people on the street, and don’t stay in any hotel that is visibly a hollowed out garage that is painted to look homey.

Yours sincerely, the Unofficial Intergalactic Travel Guide.
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The Chequered Moon's Threat Detection Guide.



An Unofficial Tourists Guide to Avoiding

Unnecessary Risks During Their Stay in the Colony.
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Can't get enough of our advice? Need help staying out of trouble in the city? We're here to help, and we promise to provide you with the best scoops available when avoiding combat in the streets of the  Chequered Moon colony. Listed below are some of the deadliest names our boys have run into when working on jobs relating to some of the other....services...that we provide...So we hope you appreciate the trouble our boys went to in picking fights with these men and women to provide you with as much factual content as possible...Try to make good use of it, and try not to get yourself killed...

––––––––
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Yours sincerely, the Unofficial Intergalactic Travel Guide.
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Jazz Crescendo.
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Jazz is without a shadow of a doubt, one tough bitch....we're not afraid to swear, and we'll bloody well do it. Don't let her appearance fool you, she may seem like she has it all together, but that's only because her father was once one of the many original property buyers that controlled half of the Chequered Moon at one point, however, due to our lawless environment, economic wars soon became gang wars between their hired security companies, and in time Jazz's family got caught in the crossfire. She was only eighteen when the rival companies launched a surprise attack on the Crescendo family household, Jazz herself only managed to survive because she was trained to defend herself appropriately as she was being groomed to take over as the Crescendo families head of security, while her younger sister was to focus on learning the family business.

The attack saw the entire family murdered, aside from Jazz and her younger sister Gem, though Gem was beaten to the point where she was paralysed, leaving Jazz to forcibly flee to save her sisters life, taking all the physical currency she could from the families safe, she managed to take enough for her to get her sister some level of medical treatment, along with enough to purchase a motor home to stay in, placing her trust in the few friends she had, she now runs a mobile Black Bag Operations Bureau, all in the interest of getting revenge on the tyrant responsible for killing her family.

To say she is a woman who is consumed by a lust for vengeance would essentially be accurate, every action she takes is simply another step to that goal, the only other thing she lives for is raising the money to fully treat her sister's wounds from that day.

Trying to heal two kinds of scars to justify her own vengeful acts, Jazz Crescendo is a woman who is living on nothing but pure rage, just take this as our warning and do not cross her path unless you have the money to pay for her services rather than fall victim to them...
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Allegretto
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An anthropomorphic Cat man, complete with suit, he is a known liaison and close personal friend of Jazz. He finds Jazz jobs, sells any of the information she acquires, he acts as a handyman to keep her travelling business functioning, and offers her advice on how to be a better person on occasion. Though he is a capable fighter, he’ll rarely take on as many risks as Jazz, as he knows fine well she is the one with a death wish, not him, so he only usually draws his gun when he thoroughly intends to end lives...

When he does draw his weapon, however, it’s usually a sight to behold. There have been rumours of grown men crying at the sights of this man/feline hybrid, and the brutality he generates in his path when pushed hard enough...

...However, most commonly he acts as support above all else...
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Gem Crescendo
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Jazz's sister, who also barely escaped with her life back on the day the Crescendo family fell, she is now a live-in staff member of Jazz's company.

As stated before, Gem is paralysed, and she cannot talk without the assistance of a built-in computer/speaker system in her spine, which synthesizes her voice to communicate with the outside world, so regardless of the fact that no part of her body can move, she can still communicate, most of these words are spoken with good intentions, though she can be quite mouthy and rude.

Her powers of deduction are unrivalled, and in something of a mutual compromise between herself and her vengeful sister, they agreed after the accident that they'd pay for the medical bills with what cash they had left over after purchasing their mobile home, to turn her into a cybernetic circuit board that can actively connect her brain to any and all web-ready devices, essentially her existence is the same as that of a sentient computer, she cannot walk anywhere, but she is above and beyond anything technologically available in terms of computing power on the moon, tragically this leads to her often getting referred to as machine doll (or robot doll, cyber something or other, etc...) by strangers in a derogatory manner, but since it still gives them the edge neither Gem nor Jazz let it bother them too much....meaning it bothers Jazz more than it does Gem...

Many theorise that if Gem where to actually get the treatment to resume normal movement in her body once again, she'd most likely be a true force to be reckoned with....however financially, though doing well enough to provide a comfortable living space for Gem, Jazz is still quite a ways off from achieving this goal, so the concept of a powerful cybernetic wonder child possessing supreme combat strength is merely sci-fi fanatics dream fuel for now...and Gem remains trapped in her own world in the infinite web, only taking an interest in the real world when she is needed for something

work related.
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Sentaro.
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The hired RV driver for Jazz’s travelling company, and full-time caretaker for Gem, a particularly useful person to have when Jazz and Allegretto are out on jobs. He possesses a medical degree, though spent most of his years after graduating from medical school as a professional surfer, after the bubble burst, and he blew all the money he made from sponsors on CDs, extravagant tourist activities, and designer boards, Jazz offered him a job, having been a close friend of his for many years.

The events of the surfers financial ruin couldn’t have came at a better time really, since it took place round about the same time that Jazz was starting her Mobile Black Bag Company, and she literally only heard about it because she stopped him from killing himself, as he was attempting to jump off of a balcony railing in a department store where she was purchasing clothes for her sister and herself (having lost everything to the thugs who raided their home when murdering her father).

Having only one of his personalised surfboards left (which Jazz purchased for him at the online auction of his repossessed effects) he keeps it packed safely in the RV’s storage. It is common knowledge that there aren’t any beaches on the moon, so he rarely gets the chance to surf, not that he seems overly bothered, since helping Gem, and paying off his debt to Jazz (which she repeatedly claims he doesn’t actually need to do) is all that he really feels he needs to do to find meaning in his life....He’s not a threat, but seems to be tight-knit with Jazz, so better to be safe than sorry, and just avoid hurting him for fear of his boss/friend’s wrath...
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Ice Flintlock
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Ice is an old friend of Jazz from their training days in her father's private military force. He possesses a wildly powerful cybernetic right arm, along with a strong internal system of artificial organs, bones and muscles to support the limbs functions, making him the most powerful free willed cyborg in the galaxy.

He gained this right arm, that more often than not allows him to gain the edge in combat, as a request from Jazz herself, after the two engaged in a sparring session in their units barracks that ended up lasting for three and a half days, it attracted a lot of attention and ended up nearly costing Ice his life, since the two refused to back down in the exchange out of respect for one another, and they beat each other so badly that Jazz inadvertently severed Ice's right forearm off, something they didn't notice had happened until Ice passed out from blood loss in the centre of their bases gym.

Four days after their fight, Ice awoke to the sight of his new artificial arm, along with Jazz sitting at his bedside, ready to explain everything to him, and after finding out that she demanded her father pay for his top of the line cybernetic enhancements that, to this day, have still yet to be matched in quality, he vowed to forever serve her and the Crescendo family name, not just to repay his debt, but also out of respect for the fact that she was, and still is, the only being alive who could match his fighting ability.

In this present day, with the Crescendo family business in ruins, he now works as a detective for the largest security company on the moon, helping Jazz in a different manner from the rest of her associates, not just by making sure her father's killers don't overthrow the present largest company on the moon, but also by helping to maintain order, and leaking private case information to Jazz to help her with jobs.

On top of all of these things, it is important to note, that he has a great disregard for anything and everything outside of helping Jazz, and using his cybernetically augmented strength and speed, he stops at nothing when it comes to helping her with anything she asks for.

If you know what's good for you, don't bug this guy....he WILL kill you...
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End of Intel.
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That is all we have for you in terms of dangerous personnel you should avoid...granted most of them may be considered our enemies, but that doesn't make them any less dangerous, if you see them, you should either run in the opposite direction, or if you're in the mood to test your combat skills, run them down in a van.

Disclaimer: We of the Unofficial Intergalactic Travel Guide do not take responsibility for any injuries you may receive for either following or avoiding our helpful advice. So do not try and sue us, and do try and enjoy your stay in the dive that is the Chequered Moon colony.

––––––––
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Yours sincerely, the Unofficial Intergalactic Travel Guide.
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Track 1




Ring Rust Blues.
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On the Earth’s moon, on the only functioning colony situated on the astronomical body’s surface known as the Chequered Moon, there is a bar settled at the centre of one of the scrapheap sections known as...

..."The Rusty Loser"...

...Inside this bar, smooth, easy-listening jazz music is being played by a group of robots made from scrap metal, with a substantially good performance coming from the one on the piano.

At the opposite side of the stage, two cybernetic men with mechanised arms are currently having an arm wrestling contest over a snooker table, since neither one of them can accurately decide which one of them has won the “actual” game they were playing, so it’s boiled down to nothing more than the two of them fighting.

With a racoon sleeping on a table close to the left side of the entrance, and a man begging for spare change at the right, it’s safe to say that this bar has a less than healthy, or family-friendly atmosphere.

Oblivious to all of the surprisingly undisrupted dark sights surrounding them, three members of the Black Bag Jazz Cats are currently ignoring it all.

Gem Crescendo, the young paralysed girl has been left laying on the bar counter, like she where a patrons bag or coat, safe in her current position, because nobody else has the guts to sit by the counter when the Black Bag Jazz Cat’s are here. The only reason the girl is left on the counter like this is so that her sister Jazz, can keep an eye on her, as there’s no telling what one of the freaks would try to a girl who couldn’t move if she was left on one of the seats under the counter, and since the bartender is also well acquainted with Jazz (a.k.a. he knows her well enough to know he shouldn’t piss her off), he’s usually fine with her leaving her sister on the countertop.

Also seated at the bar is Jazz herself, and the sharp-dressed cat known as Allegretto, the two of them sit here simply discussing work, with Jazz drinking orange juice (as she is naturally abstaining from drinking alcohol for life to maintain a constant heightened level of focus) while Allegretto is simply drinking a rum and cola cocktail, as the two sit here with Gem laying right next to them, Allegretto is already in the middle of proposing the idea of another job to Jazz, one that she is incidentally reluctant to take as she says.

Jazz: I don’t know if your sources are good on this one, aren’t we only supposed to do low profile jobs?

Allegretto: This is low profile. It’s Pro-Wrestling, you’ll be wearing a mask?

Jazz: Come on though, isn’t that stuff all fake?

Allegretto: From what I understand, it’s choreographed, but still hard-hitting, the trick is to fight your opponent without killing them. People train for years to get good at it.

Jazz: And therein lies the problem, I don’t like fighting a guy if I can’t kill him.

Allegretto: Who said anything about actually fighting, all you do is get yourself an outfit, I work some magic in the political side of things to land you in a one-on-one bout with the champ...that way you’ll be positioned later on the card, and then you’re in. You’ll have full access to the locker room.

Jazz: And when I’m in? Then what?

Allegretto: Hopefully you’ll get a nice opportunity to fish through the champs bags to get the paperwork we need.

Jazz: Oh come on Allegretto, don’t these places have surveillance cameras and shit? I’ll get spotted right away, surely...

Allegretto: Not if Gem’s on standby to cause some...disruptions...

Jazz: Is there really anything she can do to help us with that?

At this minute, the automated voice of the young girl chimes in, her voice is heard, but her lips do not move as she simply says.

Gem: Oh please sis, give me more credit than that, I can handle a lot more complex systems than a simple wrestling arenas security.

Allegretto: I’d watch your tongue Gem, wrestling fans are really passionate about their sport, words like that could really offend them.

Gem: I somehow doubt that saying..."Every wrestling promotion has garbage technical support teams"...is really fighting words...it has nothing to do with the actual sport.

Allegretto: Not at first glance, but ask yourself this, is their technical support team better than the rival promotions? That kind of wording can cause a flame war on the net that’ll last for weeks.

Jazz: If I didn’t know any better, I’d wager you were a fan yourself?

Allegretto: Me?... Heavens no, I used to be, but my work these days keeps me too busy, most the best guys from my days of watching have retired now, so it’s not an easy thing to get back into, so I thought since I don’t care about it anymore, why not exploit some of the scandal going on deep within the company?...

Jazz: I don’t know, I was hoping you maybe had something that would get me one step closer to my father’s killer?...

Allegretto: Now Jazz, I told you I’m working on that, it’s just all we know about the guy is that he’s a powerful salaryman, anything else is all just rumours and hearsay.

Jazz: Yeah no shit, I heard you were the most connected guy in this city, are you telling me none of those guys have anything?

Allegretto: (Sighs)...Like I keep telling you, it’s all bits and pieces. This wrestling job might actually lead to something though...

Jazz: How’d you figure?

Allegretto: Well, the Moon’s champ I mentioned before? He’s the longest reigning there’s been in a while, and it’s not because he’s actually any good, I tell you that much...

Jazz: I don’t get it. How does a guy who is “not good at wrestling” become the fucking champion?

Allegretto: Politics is what I hear most fans say, he’s billed as a hero, but is booed out the building every single night, there’s been rumours about the guy having sexual relations with porn stars, despite being married, the guy gambles like there’s no tomorrow, but he does it with the money of charity organisations, and he’s been throwing week-show matches that corporate executives around the colony have been betting on, along with taking a cut as part of the reward.

Jazz: Which is why you think he might be connected to my father’s killer?

Allegretto: Right, everyone knows the top company on the moon since your family business went under is Sherman’s Ego-Cast, everyone wants them out of the way to free up the stock market for themselves, and every move made to try to hurt them as a company involves the same faces as the ones who killed your father, so in a way it’s all connected, but the main reason we’re taking this job, is to nail the champ. You don’t need to get in the ring with him, because that’s just plain overkill, he may be an athlete, but you’re a trained killing machine, you’d mop the floor with him. Instead, you just need the cold, hard evidence to bring him down.

Jazz: And remind me again what cold hard evidence is in your books, Allegretto?

Allegretto: I’d say you’d need to take his cell phone....but the client didn’t want him reporting such a theft to the local authorities...so we had a better idea.

Jazz: What’s that?

Gem: Get me the cell phone’s smart card?

Jazz: Eh...what’s that?

Allegretto: Have you never set up a phone before?

Jazz: No....I’ve never actually set up any of my own cell phones, Gem used to always do it for me...but ever since the accident...Sentaro has always taken care of it.

Allegretto: (Sighs)...It’s really not that healthy to be so dependent on other people, you do know that, right?

Jazz: Yeah, whatever...I paid for the place we all live in, and all of your phones, so get off my fucking back...

Allegretto: Fair enough, Gem, if you don’t mind?....

Gem: A smart card is essentially a minuscule card situated inside a cellular phone, carrying an identification number unique to the owner, storing personal data, and preventing operation if removed. If you take it out, his phone will stop working, but nobody usually goes as far as stealing the card alone, so he’ll likely assume he lost it, rather than alerting the Sherman authorities. You bring the card back to me and we’ll run it through my spinal processor and I’ll extract all of the relevant data that our client wants, including some insurance for ourselves.

Jazz: And what will our client do with all the data when he receives it?

Allegretto: Well, he’s an angry wrestling fan, so I assume he’ll do the admirable thing and take it to his respective news website, to post about it until it all goes viral on the intergalactic web.

Jazz: Sounds messy, but at least once the data is out of our hands we’ll not need to worry about it.

Allegretto: Yeah, it’s a fair job alright, nice and easy.

Jazz: And not a single thing could go wrong.....

Allegretto: And thankfully the pay on this one is...

Interrupting Allegretto from the other side of the bar, one of the drunken patrons shouts over to the three of them, directing his aggressions to the immobile girl laying on the counter.

“Hey, barkeep! Make those sons a bitches put a coaster under that God-damn fucking machine doll!”

The robot bartender is left looking back and forth between Jazz, and the drunken patron, and is too nervous to pick a side, so he simply acts on his self-preservation programming and he kneels down on the floor panicking until Jazz herself grows weary of the drunkards babbling which is turned into nothing more than slurred noises and hiccups and she quickly lifts the glass bottle of rum off of the bar counter, which she then hurls over to the drunken man as she shouts.

Jazz: Shut the fuck up!!!

The bottle instantly connects with the man’s head, shattering over his skull, causing a different kind of cocktail in the form of a rum and blood number to pour down the man’s face as he falls in front of the beggar at the entrance, who proceeds to nonchalantly whistle as he mugs the now unconscious drunkard of all his spare change as he says to him.

“Thank you kindly, sir..”

..Before scuttling off out of the bar and into the distance to tend to his own business with his faithful racoon companion in tow.

Having had enough culture, for the time being, Jazz quickly draws her phone and she proceeds to dial a number as she says to herself.

Jazz: I’m so over this...

At which point Allegretto leaves some money on the bar counter, and he tosses Gem over his shoulder as Jazz proceeds to call their driver. Receiving a quick response, the call opens to rock music playing out loud as their driver (known as Sentaro) enthusiastically says.

Sentaro: Hey Jazz, what’s up boss...you done killing time?

Jazz: (Sighs)...I personally would’ve liked a longer break, but this place is starting to fill up with the usual shit heads you get at this hour. I’m not staying here to witness the rush hour blues crew coming in here, cause I’ll just end up in jail again for knocking some pricks teeth out...

Sentaro: Yeah, I hear you, that was some real messy stuff the last time, makes me wish I was there to see what set you off now...

Jazz: Just get over here, and turn that shit down before I get on! The last thing my head needs is a million riffs piling on to it like a fucking jack-hammer.

Sentaro: You got it, boss, I’m on my way...

Impatiently waiting outside, in the artificial rain generated by the colony’s climate control machine, Jazz and Allegretto stand (with Gem still hanging over Allegretto’s shoulder) waiting for what feels like an eternity, as various wandering homeless people pass by them on occasion, offering to sell them batteries, trading cards, and used seventh hand underwear, along with trying a conversion pitch to a non-existent religion, and one final man who approaches them in a long trench-coat, only to indecently expose himself upon standing in front of them.

Rather than having to stand there and forcibly look at the man’s genitalia, Jazz simply pulls out one of her hands guns from a holster located in her shoe, which she uses to blast the man’s testicles off one by one with two clean 9mm shots, causing him to face plant on the floor screaming, at which point their RV ticket out of here finally arrives, leading Jazz to relax and say..

Jazz: Finally...

As she steps over the now castrated
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