

        

            

                

            

        




	



 


	Science-Fiction.


	 


	The Laws of Privilege.


	 


	Book Two.


	 


	Respect.


	 


	By


	 


	Ellen Dudley.


	 




	



Copyright © 2012 Ellen Dudley.


Contact: BeccaMina@t-online.de




The author or authors assert their moral right under the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act, 1988, to be identified as the author or authors of this work.




All Rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, copied, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written consent of both the copyright holder, and the above publisher of this book, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.




ISBN: 978-3-96931-095-3


Verlag GD Publishing Ltd. & Co KG, Berlin


E-Book Distribution: XinXii


www.xinxii.com


[image: logo_xinxii]


	 




	



Prologue


	



The normal life expectancy of Imperial subjects had now increased, especially for the highly privileged, and ages ranged from 350 to 450 years. This was not the case with the lesser privileged. With them, the most common form of death was organ failure and it was not only occurring in the elderly and the destitute, but also in the vast community of mining engineers. This being the given name to skilled workers who toiled for long periods on heavy gravity planets, using legally prepared steroids in order to enhance their performance, which would swell their credit accounts.


	As the universal death toll increased, the privilege rating for incapacitated engineers did not, denying them their right to the organs they so desperately needed in the time left for them. The only alternative was to jump the queue by offering themselves up for slave time, working as terra-formers for the Empire, thereby receiving new organs by way of payment.


	With the Empire now expanding rapidly throughout the Universe, the Imperial families saw to it that none of its terra-form workers went hungry on the newly colonized planets. The Empire also generously provided food for its teeming under-and-less privileged masses by dishing out at communal food centres. Animals of a colossal size roamed the newly discovered heavy gravity planets, many of them edible herbivores. Once sterile planets, now completely terra-formed, provide ample room for robot-operated hydroponics farms. Victuals, transported from afar in giant space vessels travelled at mega-light-speed throughout the empire.


	The Empire still held control through the Imperial Enforcers, and they obediently followed the letter of the law, as always. There was still no death penalty for breaking the first commandment.


	The Empire has two hundred and ninety billion souls with the number rising by the second; this is another tale of just a few of them.


	 




	 


	Chapter One.


	Routine.


	New London 2851 AD.


	As usual, with every promotion there came more responsibility. Chief Imperial Enforcers, Toni Fell and Jeff Klimsch were now in charge of Enforcer Control in Sol’s planetary system with fifteen million Enforcers under their command. Based at the newly-named Imperial Enforcer Headquarters in New London and finding it difficult to stay in one place for long, the two enforcers had set themselves on the list of exterior investigators, using their status to take preference over the thousands of incidents that occurred daily inside their jurisdiction. 


	An easy task…or so they thought…


	*


	On the 15th June, a hot summer’s day, a green and yellow chequered Hoverpod of the Imperial Messenger Service dropped to the ground. It came to rest on its three retractable struts in the central courtyard of a massive pentagon-shaped, high-rise 700-floor private apartment block, a massive structure built solely for the privileged, standing majestically alone in the middle of the south of England woodlands.


	The messenger, Reznik Shaw, dressed in his yellow and black uniform, stepped out of his vehicle and walked around to the rear door. He opened it and took out a small satchel. He lifted up the flap and checked the digital hard disc, and after closing the pod door, he approached the building’s interior ground entrance.


	He held his PC up to the door scanner, after a number of seconds a green light flashed on the monitor console, and the door opened. He hummed tunelessly to himself as he entered. He had only taken two paces when a voluptuous Asian woman, her features creased in fear, collided with him. He grinned at the sight of her naked breasts, visible through her open morning gown; it was Alencia Cole, a resident well known to him - in more ways than one.


	She hung on to his skinny frame, wide-eyed. “Oh Rezzi, please help me. It’s the old man. I think he’s dead.”


	Shaw held her by the arms and steadied her. He looked around him, keeping his voice low, “Calm down Lency, what old man, where is he?’


	Gasping for breath the woman continued loudly, “He’s in the Risson and Ball apartment number 2115, on the 2nd floor. It’s by stairway five.” She paused, gasping for breath, and then continued, “Oh dear, I think I may poisoned him. Hurry please, Rezzi; I’ve left the door open, but take the key just in case.”


	Taking the electronic key he rushed along the hallway to stairway number five. He pelted past the groundcar subway stairs, his work-boots clumping loudly on the plasti-tiles, as he raced to his goal, with his lady-friend’s voice urging him on.


	Reaching the appropriate stairway he pounded up the steps, exiting breathless onto the second floor. He looked to the sign on the wall in front of him for direction and turned to the left. He hurried along the corridor to the next bend where the saw the number on the apartment door, which was closed. He operated the remote and the door unlocked with a click. He pushed open and went inside, pocketing the key.              


	Entering the apartment, he saw an object lying on the floor before a large sofa; his jaw dropped in disbelief, and his heart missed several beats. He was staring down at the body of a man clothed in a white protective suit, which left his face and part of his neck exposed. 


	Shaw stood there for a while, his mouth still open. He approached the body slowly and said, “Hello, are you alright, should I send for a medico.” He nudged it tentatively with the toe of his boot and stepped away, expecting the corpse to spring to its feet in indignation. To his relief, nothing happened. He looked intently at the corpse to ascertain if it was breathing or not. Then it entered his moronic mind. ‘Shit, he isn’t breathing. Oh, my God, is he dead?”


	              He stood there for a short while longer and plucking up courage he bent over the inert man, he felt the man’s cheek. He gasped, and shivered involuntarily. “Cold,” he said to himself, and checked for the pulse on the man’s neck, pressing gingerly. 


	Not finding any, he straightened up once more. He tipped out a number on his PC as he walked quickly over to the door and closed it with his foot. He gazed around the luxuriously decorated apartment while he waited. He snorted and curled his upper lip as he took in the ornately framed oil paintings. 


	His PC peeped and he spoke, “Er, er, messenger Reznik Shaw, 291 reporting. I, I have discovered a corpse in, er, apartment number 2115, in a pril-er, privileged person’s high-rise at, er, Area PA - 8877, - Shaw out.” 


	He looked around the room once more then exited the apartment, leaving the door ajar.


	*


	Chief Imperial Enforcers, Toni Fell, and Jeff Klimsch sat in their flyer on the roof of Imperial Enforcement building carrying out the monthly routine check on the vehicle’s emergency supplies and equipment when the incoming signal light came on. 


	They heard Shaw’s message and Toni, seated at the flyer’s controls, turned to him as he stowed away the last of the supplies and said, “Shall we take it?”


	He nodded and spoke into his PC while she punched in the map coordinates and took the flyers controls.


	They left the roof and flitted across the landscape, soaring briefly over New London Spaceport and once out of the city they descended. 


	Meanwhile, Shaw, now in haste, reached the courtyard and came to a stop close to the woman standing by his vessel. He was in time to see a black, streamlined flyer of the Imperial Enforcers dropping out of the sky. 


	This was accompanied by a larger, white flyer sporting a red cross. Both vehicles settled down and rested above the ground on their force fields.


	The white vehicle disgorged three men dressed in white coveralls decorated with a red cross on their upper sleeves.


	A man and woman, both powerfully built, exited from the black vehicle. 


	Both were dressed in body-hugging black and green uniforms in summer shorts and T-shirt style. Both of them wore the traditional enforcer skull protectors and calf length black boots. 


	A body harness containing their necessary equipment decorated their upper torsos.


	The group of five approached the distraught woman by the messenger pod.


	The man and woman from the enforcer vehicle carried digital notebooks attached to their left forearm just above their PC’s. 


	Their notebooks complete with a wide-angle video camera and hologram capabilities, were a communication and recording apparatus used by the Enforcers to compile evidence and statements. 


	Shaw approached the group timidly.


	Toni, the leading enforcer called out to him, with the usual courtesy, “Messenger Reznik Shaw, respect and privilege. I am Chief Enforcer Fell and this is Chief Enforcer Klimsch. Where is the case in question?”


	Despite the fact that the messenger had carried out his duty correctly, Toni noticed he had for some reason an attack of nerves at the sight of the enforcers. This was confirmed when he answered quickly in a squeaky voice, “Privilege and respect enforcers, i-in er-ar-Apartment 2115, there is a body, a dead one, a male person.” 


	He pointed his finger reprovingly at the weeping woman and said loud enough for everyone to hear, “The respected Alencia Cole; the house sitter, said she’d poisoned him, she said she’d poisoned the old man, and now he’s dead, stone-cold dead.”


	At this, the woman gasped then her eyes rolled up and she fainted. Before anyone could catch or steady her, she fell and cracked her head on the door handle of the messenger’s hoverpod.


	A medic attended to her immediately.


	Toni rounded on Shaw, her jaw firmly set. “Was that necessary?”


	Shaw stared at Cole as she lay inert and back at Toni, his jaw hanging.


	She called out, glaring at him, “Who are the apartment owners?”


	Shaw withered under her stare and started with an ever-worsening stutter, “The resp-spe, spe, spected J, J, J, Jane Risson, and Q-Qay B-Ball.”


	Jeff indicated the block entrance, glared at the man in yellow and said, “Get a hold on yourself will you and lead the way”.


	The other two medics followed the enforcers, grinning widely at Shaw’s antics as he hurried off and opened the door to the building.


	Toni glanced back at the fallen woman who lay still and unmoving as the third medic attended her. She watched Shaw and shook her head. ‘The idiot, causing her to faint.’


	*


	With Shaw leading the way, the group arrived at the second floor. 


	Approaching the apartment door, Shaw turned his brow tense as he said, “That’s strange; I thought I left the door open,” he patted his pockets and fumbled inside one of them. “I, I’ve got the key somewhere.”


	Without waiting for the postman to produce the key, Jeff opened the apartment door with his multi-electro-key and pushed the door open, slowly entering cautiously. 


	Once inside the doorway he played his notebook camera around the interior. He turned to Shaw and stared at him. “Where did you say the body was?”


	On hearing the question, Shaw’s voice raised an octave, “I-it was on the fer, fer, fer-floor, in front of the, the, the s-sofa.”


	Jeff took the messenger none too gently by the collar and dragged him inside the apartment. “Did you hear that, Toni?”


	She nodded and followed Jeff and the messenger inside.


	The two medics entered and ran their eyes around the room.


	Jeff looked at Shaw. “Show me the body; show me this corpse that you discovered.”


	Shaw turned and gaped at the empty space in front of the sofa, he turned back to Jeff and Toni. “It’s gone!”


	“Oh! You’ve noticed,” said Jeff. He shook his head and continued, “I see you've set aside this special time to humiliate yourself, how convenient for us.”             


	Toni confronted Shaw. “Are you sure this is the right apartment?”


	The frightened man nodded, and she turned to Jeff and lowered her voice, “What do you think, Jeff, is he for real.”


	He looked at the pale-faced messenger and addressed him quietly, “Messenger Shaw, I would believe this to be an elaborate joke if it wasn’t for your status. You said there was a body. Now tell me, what sort of body? And don’t say a dead one.”


	Shaw looked around the room his face contorted. “It was a male body by its features and it was lying on the floor as if asleep, it was clothed in a white protective suit, its face and neck were exposed and I searched in vain for a pulse on the corpse’s neck also noting the unusual coldness of the skin, it was for these reasons that I assumed he was dead.”


	His bio details being of no help, Toni searched the man’s features but she saw no untruth their and having no other choice she said, “Call it in Jeff.”


	He called the Enforcement Central Computer through his notebook, “Chief Enforcer Klimsch and Chief Enforcer Fell on case 6XXTP, I am requesting special services at PAB8877, reporting the illegal removal of a terminated male, identity unknown, Klimsch out.”


	Toni stared at Shaw for a while until her harsh voice broke the silence, “Did you see anybody else in or near the apartment, or outside in the corridor or even on the stairway?”


	Shaw dropped his gaze.


	“Look at me and answer,” she shouted.


	Shaw jerked his head up quickly, causing his neck to crack loudly. He winced and faced the female enforcer.


	She pointed her notebook camera directly at him. He swallowed loudly before he answered, “No, I did not, Enforcer Fell.”


	“Did you hear anything, footsteps, voices, anything?” she asked.


	“No, Enforcer, nothing, I heard n-nothing.”


	She moved closer. “You maintain you left the apartment door open,” she said, “or did you in fact close it when you left?”


	Shaw babbled, avoiding direct contact with Toni’s eyes by glancing back and forth to her and Jeff, “Yes, I mean no. I, er, closed it after I examined the body, but, but I left it open when I came out, only pulling it to. I thought it would be the best thing to do under the circumstances. Maybe a draught closed it.”


	Jeff said, standing in the doorway, “I feel no draught, and we have hardly any wind today.”                      


	Toni raised an eyebrow. “How did you get in, I assume the door was open.”


	Shaw reached inside his pocket and took out the apartment key. He handed it to Toni and said, “As I said, I had a key; Alencia Cole gave it to me when I arrived.”


	“Is the apartment owner known to you?” she asked:


	He shook his head. “No, sorry, I hardly ever see the owners.”


	She moved closer. “Did you recognise this body, the facial features?”


	“No, I- I’m afraid not. It was male, not young though.”


	She took the key and turned to her partner. 


	“Let’s seal the apartment and wait for special services.”


	Shaw flinched as Jeff called out his name. 


	“Messenger Shaw, you will not communicate with anyone over this matter, not even your superior at your place of work. If you fail to comply you will receive a reprimand sentence of not less than ten years detention, and I am placing travelling restrictions on you until the matter has been cleared up. Expose your PC to me.”


	Shaw raised his left arm and held it out.


	 Jeff tipped out a coded sequence on Shaw’s PC, after which a loud staccato of ear-piercing beeps emitted from it, startling him so much that he stumbled over the thick carpet, and to the mild amusement of everyone present, fell heavily.


	As he picked himself up, groaning and rubbing his back, Jeff said, “Go downstairs with the medics and wait for the Special Services Team.”


	Shaw rose and left through the open door with the medical team, limping slightly.    


	Toni watched them go then turned to Jeff and said softly, “Let’s search the place, somebody may have hid the body and they could still be here.”


	They extracted their infrared scanners and stun guns from their body harness. Toni closed the apartment door and working as a team, they scanned the apartment, going to each of the other rooms in turn, scanning from the doorways before entering. They reached the doorway of the main bedroom, after scanning they entered the large room, resplendent with its huge circular bed and mirrored ceiling.


	She approached a double-door closet with Jeff behind her providing cover. She looked at him and shrugged her shoulders lightly. 


	He nodded and she took hold of one of the door handles and jerked it open. A large furry figure swung out at her, she stepped back automatically with a slight gasp, and the offending pelt swung back and forth on its hanger extension before her.


	She pushed the offending item back in its place and opened the other door. She looked at the row of animal furs, and then turned to Jeff as he approached her.


	He viewed the innards of the closet as she said, “What the bloody hell is this shit, Jeff?”


	His mouth fell open as he stared at the contents. 


	He turned to her his eyes wet. “They are dead animals, Toni,” he said and wiped his eyes.


	She poked the row of fur jackets and full-length coats with her stun gun. “They’re expensive imitations, Jeff, they aren’t real.”


	“No, Toni, they aren’t synthetic,” he said hoarsely, and ran his scanner over them.


	She stared at him open-mouthed, and her eyes moistened as he spoke, “They are real skins, Toni, but they are over eight hundred years old, so it’s perfectly legal to own them.”


	Her upper lip curled. “How could somebody wear the skin of a dead, defenceless animal, it’s immoral, disgusting and damned perverted, this isn’t the Stone Age.”


	She watched him as he spoke, with tears rolling down his cheeks, “As far as I can remember, people used to wear skins like this almost a thousand years ago until it was made unlawful to kill animals for other reasons than for nourishment. They were registered as endangered species and rounded them up. But that didn’t help much; they kept the surviving creatures in reserves and fed them, but they died out eventually, unable to procreate.”


	She hated to see him hurt like this, and startled him as she slammed one of the doors shut, and it sprung back open.


	Jeff pushed it closed before she could cause any damage.


	“The bastards, these high-privileged arseholes,” she said. “Flaunting the illegalities of the past, without concern for other people’s feelings, I bet they are high privilege judging by the accessories here.” She indicated the luxurious thick carpeting, the expensive ornaments, the ornate fittings, and the silk-covered double bed.


	He shook his head and wiped his eyes once more with his fingers. “Did you know that the punishment for killing any one of these endangered species was severe? The culprits, when caught, were locked up in a room for years with practically nothing to do. In some lands they were even terminated - by that I mean officially, after a fair trial of course.”


	She shook her head, her voice hoarse, “It sickens me to see something like this. What a waste, high-privileged bastards.”


	He placed an arm around her shoulder and guided her towards the doorway.


	They moved out into the lounge and she said, “So, this place is clean as far as we are concerned, Specserv can do the rest.”


	They looked around the large room; in each corner stood an antique-style glass cabinet full of expensive items, some of them tiny oriental-style gold statues, with others made out of delicate porcelain. Numerous oil paintings covered the fifteen-metre long walls, enclosed in sealed glass and wooden cases. He saw the large fish tank, empty except for water, the panoramic digital flat screen, and the three huge syntho-leather sofas, each one big enough to seat at least twelve people, and the imitation pinewood floor covered in expensive syntho-wool rugs.


	”What now, are you thinking what I’m thinking?” she said


	He raised an eyebrow slightly. “Murder springs to mind, but there could also be a simple explanation.”


	She looked at the carpet where the body was supposed to have lain. “Do you believe Shaw?”


	He stared at the floor then answered, “What has he to gain by lying? He was scared shitless, he is in trouble if this was a hoax,” he paused. “No, he believed he saw a body, he was convinced it was dead, and he did his duty.”


	“You mentioned murder,” she said, “so, where’s the damn body? No dead body, no bloody crime.”


	“I know, but Shaw’s conviction that there was one excites my curiosity.”


	“Mine too,” she said, “I’ll check with the Imperial Clone Centre, see if they can shed some light on this, a legally dead body cannot just disappear.”


	They placed their scanners and stun guns back into their body harnesses. 


	Toni ran her fingers over her notebook keyboard. She waited for the result, and then read aloud from her notebook, “Impclocen has no details to offer, they aren’t missing any bodies, and all are arriving as reported.” She paused to think. “Shaw maintained the body was enclosed in a white protective suit, just like an official corpse.”


	His brow wrinkled. “Why, is the question on my mind?” He said.


	“My parallel thoughts point to robbery,” she said gazing around the room.


	He nodded. “Yes, it could have been robbery, hence the protective clothing.”


	“Our only witness, the sitter, is unavailable,” she said.


	He held up his hand. “But why the admission of poisoning by the sitter?”


	“Maybe she did that in self-defence, and she escaped in the confusion.”


	His eyebrows rose up. “So, our missing body could belong to a thief, one who didn’t want to leave any DNA behind.”


	She nodded. “It may well have been a plain old robbery gone wrong, maybe he had a heart attack or a seizure, after the, er, poisoning” she said.


	“Why didn’t she say that at the start?”


	She shrugged. “Shock, fear, excitement?”


	He looked at the plan of the building on his scanner. “They must have escaped by ground car. There’s an underground route here.”


	She pulled a face. “No chance of identification here, though.”


	“Why not?”


	“This building has no observation cameras.”


	“How come?”


	“All apartments are privately owned, and they obviously value their privacy.”


	His sarcasm showed as he said, “Fine, fine, oh, how I love a challenge. I wonder what else there is opposing us.”


	She glanced around her. “We’ll have to see what the med-report shows.” Then she added, “Does it look to you like anything’s been stolen?”


	We’ll have to see the owners to check on that.”


	“I’ve got their names.”


	“Let’s take a look.”


	They separated and he walked over to one of the glass cabinets, examined the lock, and then gazed at the artefacts through the glass.


	She looked around the room; she walked to the nearest wall and examined one of the oil paintings, closely scrutinizing the texture. 


	After carefully opening the glass frame with her computer-lok key, she removed one of the paintings and turned it this way and that. Then she ran her fingertips over it and sniffed at it several times.


	He looked on in curiosity. “Have you found something?”


	She looked at the painting, sniffing loudly at its surface once more. She turned to Jeff. “No, they’re for real, they’re antiques. What about you?”


	He said, “All the cabinets are locked with a computer code-key, so I assume the robbers left empty-handed, unless it was something else they were after?”


	They both looked at each other and turned as one towards the apartment door, “And that is anybody’s guess,” she said


	Toni said. “Let’s question the woman, and have a chat with the medico.”


	*


	The Special Services vehicle had already arrived, a large, squat almost pear-shaped, grey-painted flyer, dwarfing the other vehicles and senior technicians Babbit Swansong and Josie Kerhan were stowing Shaw’s uniform, head and footwear into a plastic bag. 


	Shaw stood near to them, wearing an almost transparent light green overall. Only his face was exposed. His PC, still attached to his wrist was visible inside the clothing.


	Alencia Cole lay on a gurney, covered with a blanket, with her eyes closed. Two medics loaded the portable stretcher into the back of their vehicle.


	Another medic with a full black beard came over to the enforcers. He spoke to them quietly; his voice was soft, deep, and resonant, “Respect and privilege, Chief Enforcers Fell and Klimsch, my name is Chador Jamal, I am the medical team’s chief supervisor. The respected Alencia Cole has lapsed into a coma brought on by shock and the injury sustained in her fall. We are taking her to the emergency clinic at the Hospital for Privileged Persons in Glasgow.”


	Jeff shook his head. “Fine, that’s all we need,” he said and looked at Toni.


	“Privilege and respect and thank you, Chief Supervisor Jamal,” she said. “Please send all relevant information on her condition to Enforcement Headquarters. We are treating this case as a major crime, so please record all of Alencia Cole’s verbal utterances.”


	The paramedic nodded and returned to his vehicle.


	Jeff said, “I think this is going to be one of those days.”


	“I hope so,” she said, smiling. “I’m fed-up with counting stiffs.”


	The medic reached his vehicle, climbed in and closed the rear door. The white flyer took off immediately, dwindling to a dot in the cloudless sky.


	Jeff and Toni walked over to the large grey flyer.


	Shaw looked on as the two special services women used their notebooks. He nodded and gesticulated every now and then as he conversed with them. 


	Jeff called out to him, “Reznik Shaw, do you have Alencia Cole’s address?”


	Shaw, startled by Jeff’s voice, answered as he approached.


	“Y, yes, yes, Enforcer Klimsch, I have, it’s on the f-forty f-first f-f-f-floor, apartment number, er, 4956, she lives alone, she is a q-q-qualified house sitter, engaged permanently by the occupants who are vacationing.”


	Toni moved closer to Shaw, holding her notebook. She looked at him intently, causing his jaw to drop. She said, “You seem to know a lot for an ordinary messenger.” She saw his face colour and then asked him. “Do you know where the occupants of apartment 2115 are now?’


	The two Specserv technicians, standing within hearing distance, looked on in amusement as Shaw glanced quickly from one enforcer to the other, like some nervous sparrow. He drew a deep breath and managed to say clearly, “The respected Alencia Cole imparted the details to me just the other day. They have an interstellar flyer. I believe they were headed for Saturn or Ju-Jupiter.”


	Toni moved closer to Shaw and asked him quietly, “Do you know Qay Ball by sight?”


	Shaw blinked slowly. “I’m not sure. I have only m-met him once.”


	Toni nodded to Jeff and he strode over to the apartment block door-monitor. His fingers moved over the console and his notebook in turn. 


	He returned and showed the messenger a rotating 3-dimensional picture of a man’s head and shoulders on the notebook screen. “Does that resemble the corpse?”


	Shaw looked intently as the figure rotated on the screen in front of him and said, “There is a vague similarity in the features, I looked at the deceased for a few seconds only, and his eyes were closed. That could be him, but I wouldn’t swear to it.”


	Toni, shaking her head, said, “Well that’s as clear as mud.” She raised her eyebrows questioningly at Jeff and said, “Do you feel like an interstellar trip?”


	“I can hardly wait; I’ll call in and get Risson’s specifications and their flyer’s too.”


	Jeff connected with and downloaded information from Enforcer Headquarters computer terminal with the aid of his notebook.


	Toni called in on her PC, “Klimsch and Fell moving off planet, pursuing case number 6XXPT.” She gazed about her at the immense building. “High-privileged arseholes,” she said.


	Two black and grey-uniformed Specserv technicians collected Shaw and escorted him towards the grey flyer and entered it with him.


	Babbit and Josie met the two enforcers as they walked towards their black flyer. Toni and Jeff paused to instruct them. The taller of the two smiled widely at Jeff and he forced a small one back at her.


	Toni smiled icily at her before she spoke, “Respect and privilege technicians Swansong and Kerhan, are you two on your way up to the Ball and Risson apartment?


	Babbit ignored Toni and stared at Jeff, her ex-lover, and said throatily, “Privilege and respect Chief Enforcers. Yes of course. Is there anything specific you require of us?”


	Toni ignored protocol and said, “Yes, you can do a DNA check on Alencia Cole’s apartment too. I assume you noted the number?”


	Josie Kerhan nodded eagerly at her. “Yes, Enforcer, we have it, including all the details from before and after the incident.”


	Jeff, after forcing another smile, gave Babbit key and said, “Just give both apartments the full DNA treatment, suspected illegal termination et cetera, et cetera. We’ll call around later.” 


	Josie smiled at Toni, licking her lips as the two enforcers walked by, Toni gave her a vicious glare and the smile disappeared.


	They reached their flyer and without a backward glance, they climbed in.


	 




	 


	Chapter Two.


	Jupiter.


	Jeff took the flyer above Earth’s atmosphere and settled into orbit. They both gazed at the planet’s bright surface through the flyer’s view screen now filling the cockpit front.  He murmured softly, “Isn’t that beautiful, Mother Earth, in all her glory?”


	Toni nodded in reply while plotting the journey and hid a smile. ‘My sentimental partner, Mother Earth, ha!’ She spoke to him as she ran her fingers over the computer keyboard, “Have you finished enjoying the view, handsome?”


	He continued gazing at the screen.


	Toni smiled to herself, shook her head and her fingers skipped over the keys, carrying on with her one-sided conversation, “We should head for Jupiter first, but you promised to show me New Luna next time out, it’s on the way there.”


	Jeff turned with a start. “What? Yes! Have you planned the route then?”


	Toni hit the enter button and leaned back as the flyer changed to automatic. She said, “Just fly the bloody thing will you.”


	Jeff reached forward to the controls. “Okay, Luna it is,” and hit the switch.


	The flyer sailed towards the Moon. The blue and green orb appeared resplendent in its new atmosphere. Earth’s ex-satellite now moved in the same orbit around the sun at the same speed as the Earth, along with Venus, Mercury, and Mars, no longer orbiting Earth, but still affecting its tides.


	Jeff switched to manual, entered the atmosphere, and soared down to fly six hundred metres above the surface. On the once, dark side of the Moon, they saw the four-sided, structure of the giant pyramid, surrounded by ant-sized humans and construction vehicles.


	The tiny figures busied themselves excavating sites intended for the pleasure palaces, vacation parks, and hotels for the high privileged. New housing complexes dotted the surface close on the horizon, replacing the inefficient housing domes due for demolition. 


	Only the high-privileged received permission for residency on New Luna, only they owned property there. The construction people working on Luna lived in one of the half-dozen cramped and sometimes crowded accommodation satellites orbiting way above the atmosphere, the residence of all Luna’s permanent ground staff.
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