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There

are no limits; neither thoughts nor feelings. 
It is the fear that always sets

limits.




 (Ingmar Bergman)




 











PROLOG




Some

time ago:




The

day started right. I had overslept; just today, the day of the entrance

examination. I had decided to study parapsychology.




Here

at the university Gravopark MERLIN; even though my parents are not going to be

delighted.




But

finally it is my life that lies ahead of me. Our Gravopark was the eldest of

eight Gravoparks here on Mars.




The

city had now reached almost ten thousand inhabitants, and my father worked with

three other techno architects on extending the settlement.




How

far the energy field that kept the atmosphere through the villages also could

be affected, he was silent about it.




It

was certainly not without danger. It was an open secret that the majority of

the people was not for an expansion of the building complexes, but argued for a

new, independent district, with a separate field.




Today

was the practical review of the brain structures of us candidates. There have

been more than one hundred applications.




To

be even admitted to this study, it was initially an organic verification for

the appropriate brain structure of the subjects.




Only

those who had a certain affinity for supernatural actions got the chance to

further practical tests.




It

was all very complicated.




For

my parents, too complicated, or as my mother used to say: "Everything just

nonsense or idiotic mumbo jumbo."




Where

she got these ancient formulations from, I do not know.




At

the breakfast table, I was punished with silence. Except for the MERLIN digital

radio you could hear no sound.




"Inhabitants

of MERLIN, today there is an important special message of the Earth Government.




The

contact with the living intelligences in the Vega system could be further

developed.




It

is even planned to give a delegation the opportunity to visit our solar system.




We

will keep you informed on further steps to this topic"




"That’s

nonsense! Let these beings stay where they belong. Why are interfering always

in everything?”




My

mother broke the silence. She was a simple woman and slightly easy to confuse.


Then it was time. We had assembled us in the University Auditorium.




The

medical screening was held in a side room. It was always called pairwise.




"You

tell me, those are well over a hundred people here," I was approached from

the side.




"Man

that definitely takes the whole day. I have a residence permit for this day

only.




This

means I'll probably have to go back again at night. What a bummer. " 




"You're

not from MERLIN?"




"No,

I'm from the Gravopark REMINGTON, I just arrived today to do this stupid test.




By

the way, my name is Reginald,” he held his hand towards me. 




"Marlon,"

I said. "Yes, the test will probably continue all day. But at the end we

get a clear statement whether we are accepted or not. "




Reginald

and I were called up together.


The next room where we went to was not bigger than my Youth room in which I was

still asleep.




Two

chair-like structures were located in the middle of the room.




At

the headboard there was an apparatus in head shape, only hollow.




Several

cables came out of it and disappeared into the floor. A man in a white,

floor-length jacket welcomed us.




"So,

gentlemen, please put your upper body free and sat down. You still have free

selection.” 




Reginald

looks at me a little concerned. It should be just a joke. We sat down.




The

good man, whose name we did not know began to wire us individually. Several

electrodes were attached to the chest; similarly to the head portion.




Finally,

the hood-like device came over our heads and I saw nothing more. 




A

buzzing sound was heard that intermittently changed by short and very loud

vibrations.




The whole procedure seemed to last for hours.




But not more than half

an hour had passed when I looked at my timer, as I could again, and the cap had been removed from my head.




The doctor, I assumed that it was probably a doctor looked at the

holo-display, which hung in front of him at

the air, and muttered something to himself.




He was so engrossed in

the presentation that it seemed he properly did not notice the presence of Reginald and me. I tapped him on the shoulder and he looked at me as if I were a ghost.




"Is something wrong?”




He just shook his head.




"No, no, everything was perfect. The values

are extraordinarily at both of you,

if I may put it that way.”




He looked back at the

hologram. "But you

still get an official decision. Please wait in the hall.”




We were dismissed.

The next two subjects were already standing at

the door.




Reginald was getting more nervous now.




Then, even after another half an hour we were called in

the second room, one after the

other.




Reginald first. When he

returned, he beamed all over his

face. He briefly nodded at me.




"I must hurry; maybe I'll get

the last Parkliner yet. See

you later.“




I had lost sight of

him. The professor of parapsychology

met me with a serious face.




"Young man I'll make it short and

painless, at our university we give you the opportunity to begin with maybe one of the most important studies

of the next century.




They have recorded

an amazing Fabus rash.

In particular, the associative fields are very strong.




Of all the subjects I see in

you a maximum potency.


Of course it is entirely up to you, how you want to

decide.”




He took a chip from the table and handed it to me.




"Here are your documents.

If you have read and accept

everything, please sign with your ID scan and submit it next week. "




So I was dismissed. I

had really hoped for more information.




That night I could not sleep well. Again and again the statements of the doctor went

through my head.




Next week, a day after the

registration, the operation should take place. I really was not comfortable

with the idea that someone will poke around inside my skull; even though it would be

made by a targeted laser surgery;

not to speak of the possible consequences.




Maybe my mother was right

and I should look

for another course of studies.




In the explanation

that I had to sign yet, was written in no uncertain terms that all

responsibility by the university

and its clerks were rejected.




It was the free choice of

the individual whether he agreed or not. Damages

were seen minimized, but a certain probability could not be denied.




The medication after the procedure was not completely pain free nor still without

complications.


In addition, we were committed to absolute secrecy. Not even the

next relatives should be informed.




No matter how you twisted and turned, I

had to make a decision.




Anyway, I wanted to look

for some

relaxation tomorrow night at the local nightclub StarShine. This was the local disco.




Previously, I had planned a

visit to my old school friend Anreè.




He lived in a small apartment in the same housing estate like my parents. I take the weekend to reach a decision. Anreè was not alone. His niece Cosima sat

at the table when I entered.




“How it comes? You dare to visit me? “




Cosima smiled at me.

She was the daughter of Anreès eldest sister

and became, as far as I knew,

this year eighteen.




Anreè still put an empty glass on the table and filled it with a blue liquid.




He filled likewise the two empty glasses

that were already on the table.




"I light on that stuff yesterday; called ‘Blueact ', whatever

that might mean, it tastes lousy good.”




He always had a very direct language.




"Put it down," he toasted

us and emptied the glass in one gulp. The Trivideo always stood six feet

in front of the table and a music video was seen and

heard.




The Rick Shaker

band could be watched with their success shit *A Talk In The Dark*.




Cosima was wearing a very

transparent blouse, made of the material of the trendy Venus

caterpillar. It shimmered slightly bluish and showed that she was wearing nothing underneath. She put the clasp of her

blouse more open. "Is pretty strong, the drink," she smiled at me again.




Anreè laughed briefly and poured by.




"When you drank the glass on “ex”, this was the no wonder", I still thought, as my

half-full glass was

full again. Anreè had even

pulled a beer from the Gravobox under the

table and just placed the bottle in position, when the door announced

an additional guest.




He had just left the room, when Cosima asked me: "Say,

are you tonight visiting the StarShine too?”




"I was planning to go

there, yes."




I was usually almost

every weekend at the

StarShine

and now and then sometimes during the

week.




I soon was now twenty-one and

had not even showed a relationship.




Anreè proceed in a similar way, but he’s valve was

apparently the alcohol. This was certainly not

an alternative to a girl, I thought.




Although, it was very depressing,

night after night the prettiest young women to watch

on the dance floor, without having the courage to talk to them.




Other young men had more

courage.


This damn shyness must have somehow a reason.




Cosima had long blond

hair that fell in

waves to her shoulders. Her eyes were slightly

tinted black.




She looked like early

twenties. I watched her a little closer now.




She looked to the Trivideo

screen where Ronny

Lagon * What's A

Man In Other Space * sang.




Her appearance was very well spruced and she looked really attractive, I really had to admit

upon closer reflection. Anreè came back and put a little Gravobox

on the floor next to the beer box.




"It was just the only

delivery service. I found a great dry liqueur

on the Mars- websites and ordered

immediately.”




He began to remove the seal on the box.




Why didn’t I notice Cosima yet? Apparently I had only seen her as a niece

of Anreè and not

as a woman.




"What’s up with you? Why are you looking at me?“




I nearly swallowed. She had noticed that I continued

watching

her.




Anreè had already put a

bottle with green contents onto

the table and tried to open it.




"Just so," I said and my eyes caught in her wide-open

neckline.




I quickly looked away and

held down my empty glass to Anreè.




"Let me try it. “




"Cosima, drink it and try from this."




He already poured

into my glass, while she actually emptied her glass with one gulp.




She had certainly learned that from Anreè.




We watched the Trivideoclip *Girl In Love* with Bella Streiland, and drank the green stuff of Anreè.




My gaze wandered again

from the giant screen

Trivideo towards Cosima. It was nearly too late

when I noticed how she slowly tilt away to the side.




With a pike jump around the

table I just could

catch her with my arms, when her chair already slipped away.




We ended up together on the floor. Anreè looked

down on us from above, laughing.




"Still go ahead if I may watch. “




He must have misunderstood something. In addition, he also did

not seem to be sober.




I grabbed Cosima under her arms and pulled her to the bed.




It was not more then two feet away from the table. Anreè watched us. Now it seemed that he understood that she was drunk and did not realize so much anymore.




Anreè

pulled himself at the table into the air; he brought something more than three

hundred ponds on the scale, and came over to the bed.




"She

has no staying power, never had," he whispered to himself.




Then

he flopped down on the bed next to Cosima and looked at her body.




I

noticed his gaze fixed on the deep neckline. He grinned and reached into it.




In

an instant, her blouse was completely open, and he patted her bare breasts.




"Look

at that, has already become a proper lady, my little Cosima. “




When

his hand went deeper, I intervene. 




"Do

not do that you're probably very drunk too."




I

pulled his hand away from her. At first he looked at me like a madman, muttered

something under his breath and then pushed away from the bed.




He

was just able to reach the chair; he as well almost landed on the floor.




While

Anreè grabbed a new bottle, I tried to button up Cosima blouse again.




She

had a great figure. I glanced at her face as she pressed my head with both

hands to herself: "Marlon, I knew you like me," I heard mumbling her.




I

was too distracted to react consequently.




My

nose pressed against her nipple and I got a red head. When I had freed myself

from her again, I looked directly into the stupid grin of Anreè. "Go ahead,

she's yours“, I heard his unclear pronunciation.




I

now had buttoned up again to the last button.




What

should I do with her now? With Anreè I could not leave her at all, although he

was her uncle, but in the current state, I would lay no hand in the fire for

him. 




"Cosima,

you can get up," I spoke to her.




She

opened her eyes and blinked.




When

she saw me, she sighed heartbreakingly and put her arms around my neck. 




"Take

me with you, wherever you go."




Like

this or similar were her words. I had not clearly understood. 




"Hold

on to me. We're going. "




A

further discussion seemed pointless. I pulled her off the bed and she felled

into my arms again.




Anyway,

she stood still and did not pass out. 




"She

smells pretty darn good," was my first thought, as her head was on my

shoulder now.




Anreès

head now was lying on the table between his arms and he made snoring sounds.




I

knew roughly where Cosima lived. The fresh air did her good. However, I had to

continue to support.




As

we stood at the front door of her apartment complex, she seemed to be passably

sane again. It was embarrassing to her what had happened. At least it was

equally for me. 




"Thanks

for your help; I will not forget you, and not the other."




She

actually gave me a kiss on the lips and disappeared with a smooth turn around

to the apartment.




I

stood still for a while with her fragrance in the nose and suddenly felt so

different.




Strange,

but it was somehow a good feeling, even though she was not my type.




But

it was nice to have felt close to a female being.




I

no longer wanted to go to the StarShine disco. My Study preoccupied me much

more.




I

was one of ten who had received the offer.




I

decided to accept all the conditions of the university and to sign the

Declaration.




How

my life would go on now, I would probably know next week at the latest, then,

in any case, if the operation was done.




 















Chapter 1: Gravopark MERLIN





Marlon

was on the way to his friend Anreè. The path he took went across the green area

east of the local Gravopark.




Anreè

lived about five hundred meters away from his housing group. However, it was

another apartment complex and therefore another building.




The

complex was on the eastern outskirts of MERLIN, a Gravopark of total of eight.

Gravoparks were here on Mars the equivalent of the cities on Earth. In MERLIN

lived about ten thousand people.




Overall

around thirty-five thousand people lived on Mars. That was relatively less,

considering that the Earth now in 2082 had almost exactly fourteen billion

inhabitants.




Immigration

was still limited to the technical possibilities that had been here on Mars

because the planet still had no closed atmosphere and a life outside the

Gravoparks in the conventional sense was not possible.




In

2055 an invention had succeeded how to establish artificially the gravity of a

celestial body and apply to a pre-defined cube space.




Thus,

the previously underground dwellings of the Mas colonists had been moth-eaten

and they founded the first settlement on the surface and called it Gravopark.




An

artificial gravity field surrounded the settlement and made it possible to

create an artificial atmosphere within this space which will not evaporate.




As

there was in the underground channels of Mars enough water, so a terraforming

could be initiated.




Marlon

was born in the year 2062. At that time the population was still young and the

housing complexes were constructed very low. They moved like turtles on the

bottom surfaces.




Now

they also grew up. Because of the today used so-called cold nuclear fusion also

known as LENR, energy was available in abundance, which was largely used

generously to extend the Gravo field. The residential buildings of today

already have ten floors.




Anreè

had learned interior-mechatronics. He cared at new buildings for the electronic

connection of the units to the central computer system of Mars. These mainly

included the installation of hardware.




Anreè

was two months older than Marlon and lived in a studio apartment.




They

had attended together primary schools and had been good friends for a long

time.




Then

their path had moved apart. Marlon had enrolled at the local university and

Anreè learned a more native professional. He already earned good money and

Marlon was still dependent on the support of his parents.




Therefore,

he envied him now and then. A visual recognition system in front of the

apartment entrance announced his presence.




The

door opened automatically with a click. Anreè had stored Marlon as authorized

in the local apartment computer some time ago. 




"Anreè,

I'm Marlon." He heard voices already from the small corridor coming out of

the main room.




When

the slide door automatically retreated, he sees, as almost always, Anreè

sitting in front of the Trivideo screen.




Before

him stood a variable table unit and beside it on the floor, as always, a

Gravobox beer.




He

grinned at him, "Even in the land again. Sit down, I have just received a

new shipment Lenz beer; is much cheaper than the expensive imports from earth.

And it has more percentages,” he pulled a bottle out of the box and his thumb

print on the lid opened it.




He

put the bottle on the table in front of Marlon and grabbed his half-full

bottle.




"To

us!"




Marlon

had no other choice than to drink with him. Although his university professor

had warned him already several times from excessive alcohol consumption.




Marlon

studied parapsychology with practical acceptance. What that meant exactly, only

a few people on the whole Mars and the solar system knew.




Marlon

had to sign a commitment to keep the true basis of his studies secret.




In

addition to the theoretical, rather dry training, there was also a practical

background.




You

could also say that the theory only had the purpose to serve the practical part

more or less as an alibi. From that the ordinary population knew nothing about.




Marlon

had to pass an aptitude test in which his brain had been medically examined

carefully. The test was not entirely painless and only a few passed it.




Marlon

was now in the second semester and had to undergo weekly medications, which

highly stressed his mind and especially his brain.




After

each of these medications he had particularly strong constraints and sometimes

spasms in his arms and the head region. He tried to deal with it.




His

parents were from the beginning against this study, but had let him do. 




"Are

you at the weekend also in the StarShine'?"




The

StarShine was the coolest on-site disco and was right on the spaceport.




Anreè

shrugged. "Do not know yet. I'm still sick. I have to be careful. "




Marlon

looked at him questioningly. 




"My

back which does no longer what he should. You know.” He picked up another

bottle of beer out of the box.




That

he drank a lot you could already recognize at his bloated body. He even sat on

a joint.




Marlon

slipped half a meter to the side.




Anreè

grinned at him and pulled hard on the hand-rolled joint. The smoke caused at

Marlon slight cramping in the arms.




Also

the consumption of alcohol increased his constraints. The professor had warned

him.




He

looks unsure to the ongoing program in the Trivideo device.




Before

Anreè could animate him to another bottle, he stood up. "I go to the

StarShine, let's see what is happening there; so Ciao. “




Anreè

nodded wordlessly and headed a new bottle of beer.




When

he arrived outside the building, Marlon breathed in and out vigorously. His

head jerked aside several times.




It

was yesterday when he got his weekly medication at the University Hospital.




The

pressure in his head was accordingly strong. He slowly made his way to the

StarShine disco.




The

spaceport was about two miles away from here. Should he take an electric

scooter? He chose to walk.




In

Trivideo news this morning said that relations with the Veganer were deepened.




The

volume of trade of industrial goods of all kinds has been decided and the first

exotic agricultural goods were, after they had withstood the compatibility

tests, on the way into the solar system.




The

prices should however be exorbitantly high, said the commentator.




Furthermore,

the exchange of members of the two races was planned. Since the Veganer still operate

no active space flight, the Earth Government had offered to transport them with

a human-built spacecraft.




There

was even talk of to establish a continuous traffic line to the Vega system and

back. But Marlon does not really believe that. For this, the space flight was

too complicated and too expensive. In addition, the flight time last still two

weeks into the Vega system. Who would really undertake that?




After

twenty minutes he stood before the gate of the disco.




In

the background you could see two landing modules, which stood at the spaceport.

They were used as supplier vessels for the not landing capable planet cruiser.




About

them the fueling of the spacecraft in orbit was done, as well as the transport

of goods and of course also the boarding of passengers were made.




From

and to earth half a dozen planet cruisers operated regular.




But

on that at the moment Marlon was only slightly interested. For quite some time

he had a personal problem which he dared to speak with anyone. With his twenty

years now he had no girlfriend yet.




The

desire within him became larger day by day. He longed for affection, love and

of course for sex.




He

was finally a normal young man at least except for the taken study. But thereof

only a few knows about. In his semester there were only ten students. In their

private life they usually move away. 
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