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An ‘Enforcers of Privilege’ Book. 


Prologue.


A quick look back…


As time on Earth passed by, several hundred years in fact, and with all known diseases cured, with crime on the decrease due to the new Enforcers, no longer human but Androids of high intellect and deducing powers, life on Earth changed dramatically, but the Laws of Privilege still applied throughout the known Universe.


The new enforcers were agnates, androids, part-human, with reinforced physiques and like the recipients they copied, where able to procreate, in other words produce human offspring through copulation.


The agnates had been cloned secretly as spare organ and body part spenders under the laws of privilege, a well-kept secret even from the intended recipients.


After the agnates were released, Cosmo Klimsch was given the task of programming their positronic brains in all their duties as enforcers. The majority of enforcers welcomed the release from police duty only too happy to concentrate the devotion to their families be they male or female, though there were some who as enforcers, single and set in their ways, objected and were allowed to stay, under one condition, it being they took on an android partner of the opposite sex.


But, to say life on Earth had changed dramatically would be an understatement as couples no longer produced offspring by physical conception, it being somewhat haphazard despite the high quality of medical care inspired by DNA alterations in cloning for spare-part surgery, which was free for everybody


Mothers wanted beautiful, intelligent children, fathers wanted robust sons to follow in their footsteps throughout the future centuries; so selected birth was seen to be the better option.


On the other hand some people, male and female chose to stay single and chose an android as companion.


All androids were a perfect copy of the human male and female anatomy. They were physically designed in order to act as intimate companions, in other words they could be used for sexual gratification; in all ways possible. It all depended on the ‘owners’ preferences and the android’s positronic brain’s processing.


Whatever their role they were always referred to as partners and were used as bodyguards, for companionship, as chess partners for example or sport opponents etc.


Cherokee Klimsch’s android, Simon, an agnate cloned from Cosmo Klimsch, was originally programmed as an enforcer, equipped with the same attributes but was not virtually affiliated to the eighty-nine billion android enforcers policing the known universe, meaning he had no contact with them whatever, his only outside contact was with his originator, his programmer, his brother, Cosmo Klimsch.


 


He was however, programmed as a neurosurgeon, he was also known as a free enforcer and like all other androids was programmed to protect his partner at all costs, also to uphold the Laws of Privilege, to protect the innocent, to pursue the guilty and to mete out justice when called upon to do so.


 


Cherokee, although raised in a society of what she termed ‘loose morals’, a society of free love amongst all genders, had vowed to remain a virgin, to remain ‘intact’, until the ‘right’ person came along and had, for the past fifty years after puberty, remained so.


*****




Prelude.


Enforcer HQ


Cosmo Klimsch looked across his desk at a reasonable facsimile of himself. It was an agate, actually his own, a cloned to perfection agnate with a positronic brain programmed with all of Cosmo’s memories, all the facts pertaining to his personal experiences, excluding the intimate excursions with his wives.


“Simon, you have been my personal assistant these many years; so how would you like to function as a real enforcer with a human, female partner; one of my great nieces in fact. Her name is Cherokee Klimsch”


“To be truthful, brother, I would deem it an honour to serve with any member of the Klimsch family as I am a member also, apart from my brain that is.”


“Simon, that piece of high-tech equipment is more complicated than the human brain and as a fully qualified neurosurgeon you are aware how complicated a human brain is.”


“What ever you wish from me I will do.”


“You have an updated version of the original positronic brain. It has the ability to store and collate trillions of data, an immeasurable amount. I will be sending you all the results of my experiments for you to examine and I will be open to suggestions. Your brain has already started to produce its own army of nanobotes, they will work round the clock assimilating, reproducing and collating anything you absorb from other sources. And do not forget, you are not a machine, you are human just like myself… and call me Cosmo in front of others, the brother bit is for us alone.”


Simon rose and stood to attention. “And you can cut out that shit, we aren’t soldiers, we are the saviours of the Empire. Good luck to you. Now get out and enjoy life, as life is for living and like many others it will be a long one.”


*****




Chapter One.


Earth, Enforcer HQ. June 6th AD4631.


 


Nightmare.


Chief Enforcer Cherokee Klimsch tossed and turned beneath her duvet on her Komfee-bed convulsing heavily until the duvet slid off her naked body. She called out, “Stop, barbarous,” thereby alerting, Simon, her Android partner in the room next door.


The adjoining door opened and Simon moved swiftly toward her. He looked down at the young woman as she lay there her eyes wide and staring, her light olive-skinned body soaked with perspiration, shivering. He took a large, thick bath towel from the dresser draw next to the bed and laid it over her.


After a short while she looked up at him. “Thank you, Simon.”


He did the same with the duvet. “How are you, Cherokee Klimsch?”


“Wet and cold.”


“You called out: ‘Stop, barbarous.”


“Did I?”


“Yes, you did.”


He remained standing next to the bed, watching her as her brow tensed; he assumed she was trying to recall the dream. 


After five minutes had passed she rose from the bed and headed for the sonic shower.


Simon gathered the soiled bedclothes and the damp bath towel and placed them inside the dry cleaner.


Six minutes later she emerged, her waist-long black hair flowing behind her.


He handed over her uniform; a black, one piece, body-hugging syntho-suit. He watched as she slipped it on, leaving her face, feet and hands free.


As she pulled on her calf-length syntho-leather boots he steadied her. “So, was it another bad dream?”


“I don’t remember.”


Simon’s eyebrows tensed. “Do you feel you can function a hundred procent?”


 She nodded and gave him a peck on the cheek. “Thanks, you’re a sheik, we have to check our flyer’s supplies, lord knows what it looks like after Cosmo junior borrowed it for that day-trip to Io.”


 


A Call to Duty.


After returning from refurbishing the flyer, and back in their apartment, Cherokee Klimsch’s wrist-comp buzzed. Raising her arm she said, “C-K here.”


Simon pressed a stud on his wrist to listen in through his skull implant.


She listened for a while, nodding to herself and after disconnecting she pulled an ‘oh, shit, no’ expression together with an eye-roll. “We have to see the controller immediately.”


Simon imitated a smile as he took out their enforcer uniforms and harnesses. “I can guess what it is; we have been designated to take part in the search for Senator Enforcer Gale Roberts who has been missing for fifty years.”


“You are probably right, he and Roberts were betrothed as I recall.”


“The enforcer controller has been conducting an ongoing search throughout the universe to no avail.”


“Yes, Simon, and how come he never goes.”


“It could be he is afraid of what he might find.”


“I always wondered why we never saw him in public with the female android assigned to him.”


“I have heard she very much resembles Senator Roberts.”


“Now that is weird.”


“He is only human, and alone,” he said as he helped her clip on her harness.


“Thanks Simon. So, let’s move it, partner.”


He followed her out of their apartment and up to the eighty-fifth floor by way of the ‘ascending’ lift shaft.


Controller Evans, a man who seemed to be always in need of a shave, was seated behind a formidable array of display screens as the pair entered his tiny office.


“Respect and Privilege, Controller Evans, Chief Enforcer Klimsch and partner reporting as ordered.”


“Privilege and Respect to you both; please be seated.”


Cherokee decided not to wait. “Are we to undertake a search for Senator Enforcer Roberts, if so how long is this search going to continue; fifty-three years is a long time.”


Evans took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “Until she is found alive or at least proof of her remains are brought back to Mother Earth for burial.”


Simon asked. “What was her last location.”


He spun one of the view screens round. “The 111th quadrant, section AW 364. The Cotton Bud Galaxy, subsection 3 pu 89. System Carnus was her last known destination, but as soon as any craft entered the Sun’s system in close proximity to Carnus IV’s orbit the vessel’s computer would crash. Enforcer flyers had to be retrieved by a long range tractor beam. The first one was almost dragged into the sun,” he paused then added, “Senator Robert’s flyer was an older model too.”


“How many attempts have been made to land on Carnus IV?”


“Fifty-two, approximately one each year, but the crews were android; as soon as the computer started to go gaga they turned back.”


“What about manual control, did they try that?”


“They are androids; to them the distance between two points is a straight line, they don’t know how to reason.”


“They have no common sense. One-track minded. ‘Just following orders’.”


Simon said, “That is, however, the correct procedure.”


His comment received disparaging glances from the two Enforcers.


Evans told her, “You are just like your grandfather and grandmother, you never take no for an answer and always peek around corners instead of charging full speed ahead, which is why I am sending a human and an android team out there.”


Simon said, “It is not always in-.“


He ceased as their heads whipped round.


She wondered if he had erased the command that androids are requested only to speak when spoken too, partners excepted, and Cherokee wondered who Simon’s programmer was as his manner of speaking gave her a Déjà vu shiver.


Evans handed her a tiny memory stick.


She took it. “Wow! Ten thousand GB’s. So they still use these?”


Evans smiled. “All the necessary details are in there.”


She slipped the stick inside the USB slot and looked at the screen displaying a grid with numbers shown horizontally and letters vertically. She ran her fingers over the attached keyboard. The displayed changed to a myriad of stars. She ran her fingers over once more and a number of the ‘stars’ changed to galaxies, one of them in particular grew and grew until a solar system came into focus.


“Fourth rock from the sun; Carnus IV will be your destination,.”


“Mission accepted.”


“Good luck out there.”


 


The Quest begins.


He followed her into the lift shaft, entered and they rose to the roof.


They approached a twelve-metre long, three metre wide, sleek and shiny, black cruiser its nose pointed and its rump rounded off, hovering a half a metre over the roof’s surface.


She spoke softly: “Cherokee-Chantal, open,” and a door in the vessel’s side close to the nose slid back.


First she peered inside at the large room, measuring thirty metres long and fifteen metres wide, and then stepped back and looked at the craft from all angles. “It is beyond belief; we manage to shrink outer space and stretch inner space but can’t find the cure for the common cold, something I don’t suffer from.”


“Because you take a cold shower every morning, do you not.”


“I do.”


 He followed her inside and they took their places before a huge console that came alive as soon as they were seated. “Greetings, Chief Enforcer Cherokee Klimsch and Partner Android Simon.”


She plugged in the memory stick. “Greetings Chantal; Jupiter orbit; please.”


The door closed and the surrounds darkened.


She watched the image displayed via the vertical camera as it shrank and saw the planet Earth and Luna disappear amongst a backdrop of stars as they passed Mars and Saturn and seconds later they were orbiting Jupiter along with a multitude of other craft of varying sizes together with the ring-formed Holiday Hotels.


Simon had his fingers poised over the keyboard. “Ready when you are, Cherokee Klimsch.”


“Hit it.”


All the screens became a blurred mixture of black and white streaks and lines. The rear view screen was doing its best to imitate a drain as seen from above.


“Slow down Flash Gordon, let’s have the scenic route, we don’t do this every day.”


Simon smiled. “You should get out more.”


“I wish we had one of those time-warp flyers … According to Uncle Cosmo, Senators Antonia Charisma Fell and Jeff Klimsch, my famous grandparents, flitted through time and space. If we had one we could join them on their adventures hunting for the rebel miscreant Pinsky.”


“Was he not he the scientist who discovered the Lunar Pyramid, where these fictitious time-warp flyers were discovered?”


“Simon, for a being with a positronic brain and its immense capacity for unending facts and figures you sure is dumb. The so-called fictitious time-warp flyer was supposedly developed by Pinsky. As the story goes it was adapted from a time-warp device found inside a secret vault inside the Luna pyramid.”


“I stand corrected, I sure is dumb believing in time travel.”


She turned her attention from the screen. “Are you taking the piss, Tin man?”


“No, I was merely stating that anybody who believes in some phenomenon from hearsay sure is dumb.”


Her right eyebrow rose as she regarded her android partner convinced he was more human than he should be and decided to have words with his programmer when they returned. “It’s all supposition anyway. Time travel is not possible, Uncle Cosmo said so and I have no reason to believe he lied. Chantal, will you please head for that giant, purple cloud, we is going sight-seeing.”
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