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Prologue 3


	AD 2939.


	



The Empire had expanded progressively over the past eighty-odd years and was now under the control of the Senate, which consisted of a mixture of wealthy families and ex-enforcers all of whom bore the title of Senator.  At this moment in time, a secret struggle for power was under way.


	The Laws of Privilege came under question. One party in the Senate called for equal rights for everyone. Another party called for the right for every high-privileged person to bear arms. Numerous senators were for the complete abolishment of arms and others for the universal right to bear arms.


	Shocked by the assassination of several members who had been accused of corruption - something only established after their demise - the Senate, divided over further accusations of bribery and corruption, demanded for their personal protection at this unstable time, the prompt issue of the new blaster, a deadly compact weapon designed to primarily to kill.


	Some of these weapons were obtained illegally until the requirement became law.


	Jeff and Toni Klimsch, man and wife and Senators of thirty-three years service to the Empire, after serving as Head of Enforcement for a previous fifty-five, now have seventeen children; all but three of them, two young boys and their youngest daughter, are married.


	Toni Klimsch, elected to lead the Party for Equal Rights will soon face two of the leaders of the opposing faction in the Senate, they are the weapon manufacturers, Senators Read and Bligh, who are still running Imclocen and they are pushing for a single ruler, an Emperor.


	Now, the only strength and stability lies in the law, kept by the New Enforcers with Judge Joss Whedon at its head.


	At the start of the 29th century, Imperial Enforcement kept the discovery of time-warp devices, discovered throughout the known universe, a secret. Fearing their misuse, Josiah Bentley, the head of enforcement at that time, gave an order to destroy of all these devices.


	The job was given to Enforcer Cosmo Klimsch. Not a very wise choice, knowing Cosmo.


	Six hundred thousand billion souls occupy the Empire’s vast territories, with the number rising by the second; this is another tale of just a few more of them.


	 




	 


	 


	Chapter 1


	Visitation. 


	



North Pole. Terra. December 25th 1979.


	A black, shiny object materialised above the icy waists. A pair of inquisitive eyes peered skywards. The object dropped down in silence enveloped by a similar shape, which glowed incandescently in the half-light.


	A large, white, furry quadruped, almost invisible against the wintry background, sniffed the air. The black object remained still, suspended above the ground. The quadruped changed into a biped as it rose up and roared in defiance and took several steps towards the newcomer. It stopped as the invader disappeared in a flurry of snow.


	The Polar bear dropped down on all fours, growled and walked away, once more the master of its domain.






	*






	On Eden, Kova three’s moon in AD 2930 an official imperial cruiser landed in a small clearing, a door popped open and Josiah Bentley stepped out dressed in his senator’s robes and faced a small crowd of naked people of different ages.


	Heron White Cloud approached him. “Welcome once more to Eden, Josiah Bentley” she said, and looked at the cruiser as it lifted off. “Why have you come alone?”


	He let his robes slip off his emaciated body onto the ground and said, “I have come home.”






	*






	In Edinburgh, Scotland on the 6th July; AD 2939 at precisely 0400 hrs, two scantily-dressed female figures moved through the shadows inside the apartment of a massive high-rise apartment block located in the centre of a high-privileged residential area. 


	In Luna’s light, by an open doorway, they slipped on their body-suits, shouldered their packs, and donned their helmets and gloves. Creping out onto the 351st floor balcony one of them slid the door closed behind them. They checked each other’s backpack and parachute harnesses and set their goggles in place. They climbed out over the railing and looked at each other. 


	They gave each other an affectionate pat on the shoulder accompanied by a “high five” then they leaped, one directly after the other, out into the night sky.


	After falling three hundred metres, their glider parachutes flapped open and they drifted way above the treetops towards the distant city lights, two white-winged vultures in search of their prey.






	*






	Two chutists’ spiralled down the one following the other and landed on the roof of the Luna Ferry Terminal building at Edinburgh space station and released their harnesses. Gathering up their para-glide chutes’ they stowed them back into their packs together with their helmets, gloves, and goggles.


	They approached the doorway leading to one of the roof’s emergency stairways. Using a magnet-key, one of the figures unlocked the door.


	Entering the shadow-filled stairwell they descended, moving quickly and quietly, pausing before passing each doorway until they reached the ground floor entrance. 


	They peered through the door’s glass window leading into the busy reception area and picking the right moment, as a baggage train trundled by, they opened the door and slipped inside into the light.


	The two figures, females, seventeen-year-old identical twins, once inside the reception hall made their way to the female booking clerk. 


	The woman, of Asian origin, her neck and part of the shaven half of her scalp displaying a blue and green Chinese dragon tattoo said, “Respect and privilege, young ladies, my name is Starling, agent first class, do you wish to book a journey?”


	One of the twins held out her left arm and her sister did likewise. The first one spoke, “Privilege and respect, Agent Starling, we require two returns to Luna on the next available flight.”


	The agent took her scanner and ran it briefly over the personal computers attached to the girl’s wrists. She slid it into the computer terminal slot and ran her fingers over the keys. She gazed past the twins, as if searching for somebody. She turned back to them and lowered her voice, “Meter and Thorn Whedon, we are honoured with your presence. You are travelling alone? Where are your protectors? Are they travelling by other means?”


	Meter told her, “Exactly, we request privacy and anonymity for the duration of our journey; our protectors will be travelling in an imperial cruiser.” She gazed up to the building’s roof to emphasise the lie.


	Starling nodded. “Privacy and anonymity you shall have, the passengers are boarding right now.” She handed the twins their boarding cards after entering the additional information. “We wish you a pleasant journey; the usual refreshments are available on board, enjoy your stay on Luna.” 


	Thorn smiled. “Thank you.”


	The twins walked towards the boarding area where a pink-uniformed, female flight attendant of Asian origin welcomed them and took their cards, addressing them accordingly, “Respect and privilege, travellers, welcome on board, take off is in fifteen minutes, your seats are numbers 114 and 116 on the starboard side.”


	Thorn answered, “Privilege and respect to you, flight attendant and thank you.” The teenagers entered through the boarding gate and found themselves standing on a moving walkway that stretched and curved to one side while rising upwards.


	They strolled along the walkway and arrived at the transporter’s entrance. There, another uniformed attendant greeted them. They held out their PC’s as they approached and the attendant, having already received the privacy and anonymity signal from the booking clerk said quietly, “Respect and privilege, travellers and welcome aboard.”


	She handed them both a small chip card and ran her wrist scanner over their PC’s. Thorn nodded and said, “Privilege and respect, thank you flight attendant.”


	The girls walked through the opening side by side along a plush carpeted corridor that turned abruptly to the right and lead on to the main lounge. 


	A room measuring twenty metres in width and extending forward twice the distance again, with seating arrangements along both sides, faced them. They walked along the broad aisle and found their numbered seats. They each sat facing a view screen that took the place of a window. They glanced at the passengers on either side of them and nodded a greeting. 


	Most of them tourists by their dress; some wore skin-hugging suits like their own, while others, mostly female, wore the fashionable, thin diaphanous material over various tattoo designs.


	A computer-voice sounded, “The vessels doors are now sealed take-off will follow shortly.”


	A gong sounded and another voice came over the loudspeakers, “Respect and privilege, travellers, welcome aboard Luna flight 49302, take-off will proceed in ten seconds, please press the green button on your armrest if you wish to view, we will be travelling well below light-speed for the first twelve thousand kilometres, and we wish you pleasant viewing.”


	The room’s lighting dimmed. The view screen controls fitted to the seat’s armrest glowed faintly; Thorn switched hers on, choosing the vertical view and Meter watched with her. The dawn light showed the airport as it shrank in size and after reaching the designated height, the giant flyer began its Earth orbit. It left Scotland and travelled over Scandinavia. It turned and flitted across Europe, heading into the day and over the middle and far eastern lands. The Pacific Ocean’s surface reflected the sunlight briefly before it darkened. The American continents, only visible due to their city and coastal lights, shrank as the giant flyer rose and left Earth’s atmosphere behind it.


	Thorn switched to the front view and watched with her sister as the lunar shuttle aligned itself with a distant bright-blue half-disc, Earth’s moon, in the same orbit as Earth.


	As they drew nearer, the shuttle turned on its axis ninety degrees to starboard, ready to enter Luna’s orbit on the dark side. Thorn switched the view screen off and turned to Meter. “So far so good, I just hope everything is as we left it, I am not looking forward to sneaking back again after all this.”


	Her sister said, “The room is still hidden, those vehicles aren’t there for regular use, in fact they have never been used after they were converted and tested by Daddy and Uncle Josiah, er, except for that one time. I feel lucky today, freedom is just a few minutes away.”


	She pressed the vertical view screen button once more and they saw the lunar surface passing below them as the shuttle entered into daylight. The vessels interior filled with sounds of delight as the passengers gazed at the green fields, rivers, and huge freshwater lakes.


	As they descended to the spaceport, Thorn changed the view to watch as the moon’s horizon appeared, then she operated the view screen controls and they saw the Earth.


	Meter murmured, “Is that not beautiful?”


	Thorn’s upper lip curled. “Yes, beautiful and decadent, the privilege laws are bad enough and they should be abolished, as for the proposed marriage laws, they really went too far.”


	Meter said, “It’s time,” and her sister turned off the view screen and stood up hoisting her backpack onto her shoulder, her sister did the same and they followed the other passengers to the exit, picking up their return tickets on their way out of the walkway.






	*






	The twins entered the lunar disembarkation hall and hurried towards the exit in search of a ground flitter.


	Outside, in the warm, open air, flyers, and cruisers sailed above them. They both kept a wary eye open for any enforcer flyer coming in to land.


	As they expected, a bright-yellow ground flitter appeared beside them, its robot-voice asked, “Do you require transport?”


	Thorn reached out without replying and the door opened to her touch, they both entered the driverless vehicle and seated themselves at the front of the eight-seater. She held her PC to the vehicle’s scanner and spoke, “The lunar pyramid, the direct route and quickly.”


	The flitter moved away from the spaceport and skimmed noiselessly over the moon’s surface towards a large, distant construction. 


	It left the commercial and residential area, sped along a curved highway and arrived at their destination, a huge, stone pyramid in the style of the ancient Egyptians. The flitter stopped and they emerged, standing in momentary awe at the oldest construction in the known universe, the intricacies of its stonework brought gradually into detail by the slowly passing sun.


	They walked among the tourists, avoiding the souvenir sales robots, heading straight towards the pyramid. The vast building grew in size as they neared it. Thorn recalled the last time they were here and said, “Impressive-looking isn’t it, I forgot it was so huge.”


	Meter turned to her. “I imagined it was much bigger.”


	Thorn, smiled inwardly, she understood her sister’s naivety, always seeing the good in things. She said, “Silly! You were only seven years old then, everything was bigger then, even Christmas trees were, remember.”


	Meter smiled and then said, “I hope they are still there.”


	“Don’t worry; Dad and Josiah are the only ones who know about them apart from us two.” She looked at her pocket watch and said, “Come, we must hurry, they’ll be searching for us as soon as they find we are missing and if they check with the lunar flyer service they will be arriving in seconds.”


	They arrived at the bottom of the broad steps. They ran to the top and gazed at the high triangular opening as they passed through. The huge building, built over sixty million years ago, its exterior and interior fully refurbished, appeared as new. They entered into the cool interior and found themselves at the top of a broad stairway leading down into the depths.






	*






	At the spaceport, a dozen Imperial Enforcer flyers landed on the building’s forecourt and 144 enforcers swarmed out and entered the building.


	       Several of them stopped a number of robot taxis.


	One of them called to his colleagues pointing at the remote giant pyramid.






	*






	As the twins descended the pyramid stairway they hid their faces from the observation cameras. On reaching the bottom, they proceeded along the corridor. 


	Thorn removed the scanner device that she used to open the roof door of the Earth-Luna shuttle terminal from her pocket and Meter took a torch out of her pack. 


	They walked on past the murals until they came to a wide recess in the wall. After waiting until the coast was clear, they moved inside the opening. 


	Meter operated a torch and played the beam around the walls. 


	They soon found what they are looking for, a huge seven-metre square plasti-steel door in the corner of the recess, painted the same colour as the rock face.


	Thorn operated the scanner; the door opened with a faint hiss and slid into the wall recess on their left. 


	They entered a darkened room. Meter moved her torch around and gasped as the beam fell on two black, old-fashioned Imperial flyers. 


	She whispered, “Thank goodness, they are still here.”


	Both of the vehicles hung suspended a half-metre above the floor. 


	They stepped up to the first of the teardrop-shaped machines and ran their hands over its gleaming surface.


	Thorn said, “Can you feel the force field? It tingles doesn’t it, just like the first time.”


	Meter giggled in reply and said, “I’d almost forgotten.”


	At a sound from the doorway, Meter pulled out a small stun gun from inside her overall, aimed at a figure standing there and pressed the trigger. 


	The weapon hummed briefly and the man, wearing a yellow security guards uniform collapsed onto the sandy floor.


	Thorn looked at her sister as she pocketed the weapon, ‘borrowed’ from her mother’s purse. “Nice shot, you do surprise me.”


	She said, “Mother never uses it; remember when she stunned the cat,” causing them both to laugh.


	Thorn operated her scanner once more, the door to the flyer popped open and they climbed inside.


	Thorn slid along the bench to the flyers controls, followed by Meter who used one of the computers keyboards. The door closed and Thorn turned the flyer towards the open doorway.


	A dozen men in Enforcer uniforms, raced up the stairs into the Pyramid’s entrance. They were ‘moved’ to one side as the flyer emerged and disappeared over the lunar horizon in the blink of an eye.


	Inside the flyer, both girls shouted in exultation. Meter said, “Wicked.”


	Thorn called out, “We did it, we did it!”


	Meter laughed while her sister grinned. She stopped for breath and said, “Dad is going to be really peed-off now and Mum will probably have kittens.”


	Thorn answered, “Serves them bloody well right, they had no cause to interfere in our future, what do they think we are, irresponsible children?”


	The two girls looked at each other and stared blankly and then they burst out laughing. Their laughter eventually subsided and Meter looked at the dials before her as they raced out into space.  


	Thorn headed for Saturn and orbited one of its moons. 


	She looked at the controls on the flyers console. “Now if I remember correctly the large dial was for selecting where, but I can’t remember how the others were used.” 


	Meter said, “We’d better hurry; we have only a few minutes lead.”


	Thorn said, “It doesn’t matter where we go as long as we get out of this dump of a solar system, this way they won’t be able to trace us and we both agreed we won’t be coming back.”


	Meter smiled at her sister. “Okay, here we go, let’s do three clicks here and a couple of turns there.” Meter turned the large dial for three clicks, rotated other dials and pressed Enter.


	The two girls watched, mouths agape, as the flyer’s view screen filled with an orange and green cloud, congested with stars of different hues.


	Meter said, “Pick a star sister.”


	Thorn replied, “Wait, we can’t. I remember Dad saying these devices carried you through space to a designated planet, you remember the white bears, the seals, and the whales don’t you and how we got there.”


	“Of course I do, he said something about endangered species, but don’t forget, we were only ten years old,” then she exclaimed, “Hey, what’s happening?”


	The flyer raced towards the cloud. Meter said, “See, what did I tell you?”


	The flyer sailed on and on towards a silver galaxy, which grew in size, and they entered its spiral at the perimeter and raced headlong past numerous suns. The vessel’s speed decreased and it headed for a solar system with a brilliant white sun. The flyer took them past silent orbs until they arrived at a blue, white and green planet where it floated stationary outside its atmosphere.


	The flyers computer switched over to manual and Meter said, “What are we waiting for, let’s go down.”


	Her sister smiled and pointed the flyer downwards. They entered the atmosphere in a brief orange flash and dropped down to the surface where they entered the night side. They coasted out into the daylight and she shouted, “There’s a lake over there, see?”


	“Wow, look at the size of it.”


	“Let’s land there; we can go for a swim.”


	Meter nodded in agreement and the flyer dropped down and flew over a forest of trees as it approached a large lake.


	 The vast lake, fed by a wide stream flowing out from the greenery, its source a lonely mountain on the horizon reflected the sun’s rays. 


	Meter sighed. “Isn’t that lovely? Let’s land next to that stream.”


	“I think we had better stay close to those bushes, I think it only prudent to hide this thing from prying eyes,” said Thorn. She glided the vessel down to the lake’s shore and hovered.


	Meter, still watching the screen asked, “What are you doing, aren’t we going to land here, it’s so nice and quiet?”


	Thorn smiled to herself, her dear sister, always ready for adventure. If it weren’t for her she would have suffered serious injury on more than one occasion. She ran her fingers over the keyboard. “Patience my dear, let me check the atmosphere and its mass, for all we know it could be a poisonous 6G death-trap.” She waited for the results to appear and said, “You know what G6 means don’t you.”


	Meter nodded. “Yes, I would weigh six times as much, my legs would break and I wouldn’t be able to breathe, let alone move.”


	After a few seconds the monitor’s screen filled with details, each with a green light set against it. “All safe, we can land now.”


	Meter said, after running her eyes over the screen, “But it doesn’t say where we are though.”


	Thorn replied, “I think we missed that bit at the start of the program, all we have is a constellation configuration.” She brought the flyer down between clusters of large bushes and trees laden with fruit. She looked at the planet’s configurations on the computer readout and she said, “Hey, Sis’, I think I know where we are, we are on Servius 2. It’s terra-formed and human-safe.”


	The door popped open and the air, fragrant with the scent of wild flowers, greeted them. They alighted one after the other and stepped onto lush grass in the patterned shadow of the undergrowth. 


	Thorn exclaimed, “It’s beautiful here!” She breathed in the scented air and peeled off her clothing.


	Meter was already undressed, pirouetting with her arms outstretched. She stopped, turned to her sister and said, “This is freedom sister, our long awaited reward.”


	Thorn answered, looking round her. “Yes, and it tastes wonderful.” She picked up her and her sisters clothes, shoes and PC’s, and threw them inside the flyer. She then closed the flyer door.


	She locked the remote to the fuselage and holding hands they walked between the shrubbery towards the stream that flowed into the lake.


	Meter asked her, “Where did you say we are by the way?”


	“We are in an animal sanctuary on the planet Servius 2. All the animals here have been conditioned, so we are safe. A long time ago, the inhabitants of Earth kept animals in cages in what they called a zoo, but they all died. You could call this a zoo planet. Dad would never think of looking for us here.”


	Meter’s brow puckered as she gazed skyward. “Are you sure this is Servius, I don’t see any traffic and there are no signs for directions or anything.”


	“Of course I am, and you won’t find any signs here, this place isn’t for tourists, it’s only open to ornithologists and the like.”


	Meter’s frown deepened. “You mean like Aunt Toni? What if she comes here?”


	Thorn regarded her sister, her brow creasing. “Well, it doesn’t matter if she does, she’s just our Aunt.” She smiled and said, “Come on, let’s go for a swim.”


	They inspected the stream. It flowed into a pool not far from the lake, between a dozen large flat rocks, before flowing on. The pool was over one hundred metres long and almost as wide. After close inspection they saw the stream ran over razor-sharp pieces of orange quartz in varying sizes before it flowed out into the lake. On the other side of the pool was a huge rock and half a dozen partly submerged smaller ones, arranged like steps leading up to it.


	Thorn, without waiting, walked into the pool, feeling her way along the soft sandy bottom. When she felt the pool was deep enough, she dived below the surface. Her ears popped as she reached the bottom where she picked up several large pieces of quartz.


	She surfaced slowly and watched Meter as she climbed onto the flat rocks and jumped from one to another to a higher one in the centre. “Is it safe to dive?”


	Thorn nodded. “It’s deep enough, come on in.”


	She watched her sister dive and threw her find onto the shore. She bobbed below the surface where she watched her sibling performing her underwater acrobatics. 


	She swam down to join her and they chased one another amongst the tall pillar-like rocks, enjoying the freedom of swimming naked in nature’s water.


	 




	 


	 


	Chapter 2


	The Judge. 


	New London Enforcer HQ.


	



Senators Toni and Jeff Klimsch, after receiving an urgent call from the head of New Enforcement at his office in New London, found themselves sitting on a comfortable sofa, wearing sports attire consisting of old fashioned T-shirt, trainers and shorts.


	Judge Joss Whedon sat opposite them on another sofa on the other side of a coffee table next to his wife April, Toni’s sister. April sat there, her eyes red from crying while Joss’s fingers beat out a silent tattoo on his thighs.


	Joss broke the silence, “Jeff, Toni, first, I’m sorry I disturbed your squash game. Now, I know I can talk openly with you, also that what I say will not go beyond these four walls.” He paused slightly before continuing, “I have a confession to make. Do you recall the time-warp devices that you and Josiah discovered?”


	Toni looked at Jeff, her eyes narrowed as he gazed back. “Yes, of course,” she said, “Josiah had them destroyed, why do you ask?”     


	His gaze lowered as he said, “They were all destroyed, except for two. Josiah and I copied Pinsky’s improvisation from the Pisces time-warp before dismantling it and building copies into a couple of obsolete enforcement flyers.”


	Toni’s brow creased further. “You did what?” She leaned forward. “How could you? You remember the Pinsky affair don’t you?”


	He looked up then dropped his gaze. “Yes, yes I know. But, er, Josiah thought we should have one or two, just in case.” 


	Her upper lip curled. “What did you do it for Joss, to have something to play with?” 


	He risked a quick look at her then looked past her as he answered, “It was Josiah’s idea, not mine, he was going on about everything happening for a reason.”  


	She glared at him from beneath her brow. “Something has happened hasn’t it?” 


	His chin dropped to his chest. “Yes, something bad.” He lowered his head once more, into his hands and sighed. 


	At this, his wife stood up and said, “I’m so sorry, how impolite of me, I imagine you two are thirsty, I’ll get you something to drink,” and left the room.


	Toni murmured, “I can guess what’s coming.”


	In the following short pause, they heard April sobbing quietly in the kitchen.


	Toni asked him, “Where are the two flyers now, Joss, have you lost them, has somebody stolen them, is that it?”


	“We locked them away for good inside the altar cavern in the pyramid on New Luna. Unfortunately, I weakened one Christmas. I took my twin daughters Meter and Thorn along with me on their seventh birthday, just to see the ice bears at the North Pole as it was in 1979 AD, nothing more. I don’t think I explained exactly what the flyer’s purpose was, but you know what kids are like, I may have explained too much.”


	Jeff leaned his head towards Toni, “I don’t like the sound of this,” he said.


	He looked at them, his eyes pleading. “Tomorrow is their seventeenth birthday and they were to be officially betrothed - according to the anticipated laws and requirements of DNA pairing - to two young men of good families. But my daughters took it into their heads to defy me. They took my scanner and absconded to the lunar pyramid and stole one of the flyers early this morning.”
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