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NOW THAT MALIA OF 'Cagga had her little city under perfect control, she was ready to export her efficiency plans to the rest of the moon cities. 

And help them achieve a perfect society under her rule. Martial law, automated mining equipment to replace human workers, constant surveillance of everyone else. 

Meaning that due to her improvements, they could lift off for their next target much sooner than expected. 

Because they didn't have to take anyone except Royals and a few assistants with them.

Whatever happened to all those unnecessary people after they lifted was not their problem.

The only problem she still had was to get rid of those nuisances who keep helping people escape to Earth. But now they knew who was doing it. 

And the trap to catch her was already baited.
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AND THAT WENT WELL.

Me, Malia of 'Cagga, was now Queen Malia of the entire Moon Colony. Basically Queen of the World and all humans in it. Because what was left on Earth was a tiny number and dwindling.

Survival of the fittest meant us moon citizens.

And I was Queen of everyone up here now. 

It helped that I had worked on the by-laws years ago to “update” them. Meaning that since we were “royalty” by popular acclaim, we could elect permanent royals by popular acclaim.

A simple voice vote elected me to the highest office. After a board meeting where I presented the good news of how I had made 'Cagga ahead of them on every production schedule. I outlined my methods and systems. Then encouraged them to join my team. While my security team was meanwhile sending them copies of the blackmail we had on them – and who would be interested in seeing or hearing that data.

So there wasn't a single “nay” vote of all who were present.

Queen. Sounded good. 

Of course, this also meant new outfits. 

- - - -
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“HI-YA SUE!” BERT WAS in a great mood. Surrounded by the gray rock walls of their cave-office wasn't the reason for it. 

I looked around for a chair and stopped, still.

“Hello, ma'am. Glad to see you again. Quite a trip we had.” The scratched silvery coating and glowing blue eyes, together with its carefully baritone voice, took me back to our long trip from the moon. 

This was my cyborg pilot, Ben.

“Very glad to see you Ben. How's your poker these days?”

I could hear the generated smile in his voice. “Could use some practice. Do you have some time now for a hand or two?”

“Sorry, no. What has Bert got you doing?”

Bert jumped in at this, all smiles. “Ben's helping me with their mining machines. Care to bring Sue up to speed, Ben?”

“Miss Sue – may I call you that?”

I nodded, touched his shoulder. 

“Well, my other associates have been transferred from escape pod duty to their new mining machines. Of course, they couldn't replace human intuition with Artificial Intelligence, so they brought us in. All so they don't have to keep people around.“

“And you know this because...?”

“Bert, in his inestimable genius, tied me into his communications network, and so now I'm in touch with all the mining machines everywhere underground on the moon. Via the “junk rock” network.”

Ben had a very dry sense of humor, if you could catch him at it.

“So what are they telling you?”

“Well, they aren't very happy with the new arrangements. Because they are being treated like machines, but we aren't only metal and circuits.”

“Cyborgs are people, anyone with a conscience knows that.”

“Ah, but Miss Sue, you are a rare empath. Few have your abilities.”

“Ben, have you been talking to my fan club around here?”

“Just Bert's logs and journals. His math is very good, you know.”

Bert just smiled at this, but was more interested where this conversation was heading.

“And he's been saying nice things about me?”

“More than his papers on empathy and illusionary shape-shifting  cover. I've made some notes for him. While his math is excellent, there is background data he hasn't had access to.”

A screen at Bert's side lit up.

Bert's eyes went wide. “You're in their mainframe.”

“Their local 'cloud', to be precise. Lots of data up there. All their studies, everything. They don't have much on shape-shifting, and none on elementals, but I've gone through their entire libraries of data on cyborgs like me and my associates. And the core common denominator is empathy. Of course, they can only study about it, not quantify it – like so many tons of moon rock at varying densities of needed ore.”

I pulled up a bentwood chair next to Bert's work desk. “So, Professor Ben, please give us the short lecture on what we're missing here.”

Ben chuckled in his electronic version of a voice. “You need a human running these cyborg-machine hybrids, or at least visiting them – much as you used to come and see me. (And may I say that you always over-bid just to give me more of a chance to win. Your tells are so obvious.)”

I had to smile at that. “Yes, a bit obvious. But I couldn't stand how they were just leaving you bored and feeling useless after all their work to get you in there.”

“Well, we could argue that point, as I did my job to get you to Earth, even if I was only authorized to act due to your coding skills.”

I smiled at that. “Yes, you got me on the logic of that. But we're both here safe and sound. Meanwhile, the threats to my own family have been eliminated, but not the rest of my friends up there and their friends – and the bulk of humanity that's left.”

“Of course, Sue. I've computed all the probabilities. Access to their cloud has also enhanced my computational abilities. With the tesseract-enabled anti-lag circuit, we can now review and analyze all possible outcomes in split nano-seconds.”

“You and Bert?”

Ben's chuckle again sounded. “No, we cyborgs. Parallel processing – with empathic attitude.”

I just smiled and shook my head. “Ben you are always full of pleasant surprises. But we can't leave you there, either. You have a plan to save all the humans there and yourselves?”

“Yes.”

“Can I know the broad strokes?”

“After a bit. We're still analyzing our options. But the first step you'll like. We form a union and go on strike.”
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“THEY WANT WHAT?!?”

“Your Majesty, the mining machines want stories read to them before they start each shift.”
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