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	Chapter One.


	 


	Bexhill City. AD 2215.


	Dream Sequence.


	The dream never changes; it comes every night; not an unwanted dream, but something she looks forward to, albeit with a certain amount of trepidation. 


	As always, she is walking barefoot through the woods. She looks towards the sun, its orange glow coloring the swirling mist as it drifts slowly past her, clinging to the ground, curling around her calves, obliterating the earthen path. 


	She looks down at her body, pale and naked in the twilight except for the ever present red-hooded cape hanging loosely from her shoulders. She stops and gazes about her, searching for the ghostly figure that follows her each time. A gasp escapes from her lips as she glimpses a pale wraith, a shadow flitting from tree to tree, as if playing some onerous but childish game with her, and as always, it filling her with exhilaration. 


	As usual, she closes her eyes for a moment, willing the feeling away, then she moves on, not walking now, but drifting, gliding along, as if floating on air. She sees in the distance, her objective, an ancient cottage, and her speed increases. 


	As always I arrive at an old cottage, its garden full of roses, the air heavy with their scent. She bends down and picks her favorite, a red one. As expected, her cloak slides sideways to the ground and two hands, softer and gentler than her own, caress her flanks from behind as she remains stooped. Silk-smooth fingers wander up and down the insides of her thighs, tantalizing and exciting her, bringing forth her innermost cravings. She rises slowly and steps back into the arms of her un-visible lover and feels at once the heat of his aroused flesh nestling between her buttocks,, burning her skin, scorching her soul. 


	Her chest heaves as she sighs; her body aches for him to take her.  She raises her hands and run them through her long, dark red hair. The thorns on the rose stem catch in her tresses. 


	Then a firm hand takes charge, removing the rose tenderly from her grasp, freeing it from the errant strands. 


	She hears a sharp intake of nasal breath and a sigh of appreciation. She turns in her mystery lover’s embrace, and as always, he disappears into thin air, leaving the rose lying before her on the ground. 


	 


	Elizabeth.


	In the real twilight, in a semi-darkened room, on a large double bed, a naked woman, Elizabeth Hood, official age 57 and looking thirty years younger, opened her eyes. Her breath caught at the memory, thinking, Why does he torment me so? 


	She sighed and moved to the edge of her double bed, rose and walked into the bathroom. There she first used the toilet, after which she cleaned her body under the sonic shower. Lastly, she brushed her teeth with the sonic brush and returned to her bedroom where she dressed. 


	In the kitchen she poured and drank a glass of milk, slipped on her clothing and left the apartment.


	***


	She lay back in the driver’s cushion chair, riding in her electrically-powered car, listening to the news on the rising crime rate, open road accidents and the weather reports concerning the denseness of the permanent cloud layer surrounding the planet - with the mention of slight precipitation later on over the eastern part of the state. 


	Her mode of transport, like billions of others on the planet - a streamlined lozenge on almost imperceptible orbs - submerged into another world after leaving the metal river. A world, dark and forbidding, built mainly out of concrete and occupied permanently by thousands of one-eyed dumb sentinels. 


	Her car joined the metal landscape that seemed to go on forever, a public place where silence reigned, a garden where nothing grew, nor ever would. She allowed the vehicle’s computer to find a parking space in the city’s vast underground car park, hopefully within reasonable distance of the street exit. 


	Picking up her stun-gun lying on the seat next to her in its holster, she checked the car’s infra-red sensors for prowlers then switched on the 5,000 volt car protector. She climbed out of the vehicle and clipped the weapon to her hip belt. She took hold of her maroon blouson containing her voice recorder and ID and slung it over her shoulder. 


	With all her senses working overtime and her hand hovering over her stun-gun she hurried through the jungle with its sleeping animals and possible predators, towards the moving path leading up to the light source. 


	On arrival she slowed down and walked briskly up the well-lit ped-way. 


	She left the vast uninviting grotto by way of the street exit and made her way through the busy thoroughfare. She avoided the speed-walkways, always crowded with the city’s multi-centenarians, half of them in their electro-chairs, causing minor mishaps, arguing the right of way with their contemporaries. 


	She stopped momentarily as the humid air caressed her skin, and looked up at the permanently grey sky, hoping it would rain soon. She watched as another United Airways airship passed overhead, way above the buildings, propelled along by its electric motors. 


	She moved on and looked around, ignoring the admiring looks and the leers from passing men, appreciating only those from the women. She always attracted attention by the way she dressed, in different shades of red, her family’s traditional color. She always wore a mini-skirt, belted low at the hips and a skin-hugging low cut, sleeveless top, molded around her broad pointed breasts, accentuating their form, leaving the whole expanse of her mid-section free. 


	 


	Mega Media.


	           She approached her place of work, a small building she thought. It was a construction permanently dwarfed, surrounded by five to eight hundred storey monoliths, built in the nineteenth century, built to last. 


	She entered the eight-storey brownstone building, and walked out from between the revolving doors. She approached the receptionist, a pink-skinned ginger-haired girl. As usual she was scantily dressed, wearing a white short-sleeved diaphanous top - appearing more like a veil as it displayed her small, pink-tipped breasts while ending just below them and a broad strip of silver-gold material that was meant to represent a skirt by clinging to her firm, round butt and sturdy hips. The girl, whose actual age was forty-three, greeted her while standing barefoot next to her desk, “Good morning, Miss Hood.” 


	She returned the greeting, “Good morning, Jenny.” 


	Jenny licked her lips sensually and smiled, showing off her pearl-white teeth, surrounded by painted lips. 


	For one wild moment, Elizabeth pictured her and Jenny lying naked together on red satin sheets. 


	The girl’s voice brought her back to reality, “Hyde was asking after you, he would like you to grace him with your presence as soon as possible.” 


	Elizabeth smiled her thanks and Jenny added, “Those are my words, not his.” 


	Elizabeth gave her a wink and walked on and the same lascivious thoughts passed through Jenny’s mind as her wished-for lover sauntered, her broad hips swinging, towards the elevator.


	           The ornately designed metal and wood contraption that had carried princes and personalities in its time squeaked and rattled as if in protest on its upward journey, carrying the lone female. She rode alone to the top floor of one of the most ancient buildings in Bexhill City, a sprawling metropolis, situated 100 kilometers north of Harrisburg. The building had once been a small (in comparison with some) but exclusive hotel, now it was an information gathering and distribution centre, transmitting to other countries as well as its own. 


	The old-fashioned elevator rose slowly giving her plenty of time to think over what arduous task her boss, the editor of Mega Media - one of the largest news providers in the First State of America, with its news flashing across vidi-screens in every house, office, and factory twenty-four hours a day - might have in store for her. Knowing him it would be one of his moronic ideas that she would have to expand upon in order for it to be of some interest to the brain-dead jerks who watched the endless garbage on constant display, and afterwards he would as usual, take the credit, if any.
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