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Narrator's
Foreword

 


It is a matter
of historical record that the lady Jennifer the junior became
indemnified as a slave of the House of Mathom in the course of that
first summer in Mathomdale. Some historians have brushed over this
fact lightly, as if there was an inevitability to it and that she
had little say in her own enslavement. This, by casting her in an
entirely subservient and passive role, does the young Jennifer less
than justice. Recently released personal diaries and accounts from
the Mathom Hall archives prove conclusively that this was simply
not the case. We now know that the lady Jennifer agonised over her
enslavement and was considering alternatives, right up until the
moment she took the manacles of the Amethyst for her own, and that,
ultimately, she walked into slavery with her eyes open and of her
own volition.

The reasons for
this are often misunderstood. It is true that Jennifer's mother had
negotiated her daughter's contract of slavery directly with Lady
Mathom and that she had fully apprised Jennifer of the terms of
that contract. Certainly the terms, by ensuring Jennifer's future
prosperity and prospects, were, in rational and materialistic
terms, considerably more attractive than the alternative course
open to her which would have essentially cast her adrift, as a very
young woman, to make her own way in life. Yet this, although
important, was not the determining factor in the young woman's
decision to enslave herself. There was a far more powerful
motivation in that pivotal decision...love.

We should not
be surprised at this. It is often said, perhaps a little
simplistically, that the lady Jennifer is a manifestation of pure
love; a person in whom devotion to her loved ones rules her
completely. Although that is a rather one-dimensional analysis of
her character, it is nevertheless true that, even at this early
age, the imperatives of love were the dominant guidance to her
actions. In a sense, Jennifer sacrificed herself in slavery in the
name of love.

Lady Mathom
most certainly understood this ruling characteristic of her wife's
daughter. It is significant that she ensnared Jennifer in a tangle
of love which included the lady Rebecca, the lady Rachel, her son
Robin and even herself knowing full well that Jennifer would choose
enslavement as the price for remaining entrapped in that
entanglement. She sweetened the chains of Jennifer's captivity with
a honey the young lady could not resist.

Yet, in one
crucial matter, Lady Mathom at first miscalculated. She seems to
have strangely overlooked one vital facet of Jennifer's love; that
of her love for the young village girl Julie. It was a rare mistake
and can only be attributed to Her Ladyship's unfamiliarity with
Julie and her subsequent ignorance of the young lady. She seems,
indeed, almost to have dismissed Jennifer's attachment to Julie as
some sort of immature infatuation; something that would wither on
the vine as Jennifer became more closely enslaved within Mathom
Hall. She may have even disapproved of the relationship between the
two girls. Certainly she warned Jennifer of the dangers of her
intimacy with Julie, as did the lady Rachel, and she does not seem
to have fully grasped just how important it was to her young
protégée.

To Jennifer,
however, it was absolutely paramount and her slavery to Mathom Hall
was conditional upon her retaining her Julie. Thus, possibly to her
bemusement, Lady Mathom was obliged to negotiate Jennifer's
enslavement with her. Julie became, in that negotiation, a
concession to Jennifer; a minor point to concede in order to secure
Jennifer's vows to the House of Mathom. It may have seemed a small
thing at the time; a little sugar coating on the brand of slavery
and of minor significance in the long run. Lady Mathom seems not to
have initially grasped its importance.

Perhaps, given
time, Lady Mathom should have more carefully examined Jennifer's
relationship with Julie and at least familiarised herself with this
odd young lady to whom Jennifer seemed so devoted. The oversight
can most likely be explained by Her Ladyship's own imperatives at
this time. The Line of the Goddess was facing its most challenging
crisis. Lady Mathom was distracted by the revelation of Prophecy
One and the time constraints imposed by that terrible discovery. In
the very week that Jennifer was asked to come to a decision
regarding her slavery, Prophecy One was confirmed by visual
sighting from an observatory in Russia. Lady Mathom didn't have the
time. She was driven by the necessity of putting her house in order
and securing the dynastic succession. She rushed Jennifer into
slavery and some obscure village girl seemed a small concession to
make when measured against the overriding concern of the House of
Mathom and the Line of the Goddess.

This part of
the story then concerns the lady Jennifer's formal enslavement and
the placing of the badges of slavery upon her. It was well that
Jennifer was enslaved but, as I hope this narrative will
illustrate, it was by no means a foregone conclusion or achieved
without painful consideration and heartbreak.


Chapter One

 


Petrushka Ilyanovich was running the images through on her
computer for the twentieth time. She’d checked the coordinates time
after time, almost willing there to be an error in them. Now, as
the sun rose higher, on the flanks of the mountains she was
beginning to concede the impossible. “Matrebyets” she whispered to herself
as she gazed at the enhanced image in front of her. It would not
have excited a layman. It showed a very uninteresting dark
background spotted with faint points of light. Centred in the
picture was one of these points of light. It looked simply like a
faint star, shining distantly in a remote backwater of the galaxy.
It was entirely uninteresting. It would have been uninteresting,
that is, if not for the staggering fact that it had not been there
yesterday. It had not even been there when observations had started
at the beginning of the night just past. Nor was it any longer
visible in the period just before dawn either. In fact, that tiny
point of light had made its mark on the CCD cameras attached to the
observatory telescope for just over two hours. For that short
period of time there had been that tiny brilliance and now, as
abruptly as it had appeared, it was gone. In the universe that
Petrushka studied things just didn’t happen like that. Even a
supernova would have shone for weeks, months even, not for two
hours and thirteen minutes! Nothing in the universe did that.
Nothing normal anyway. But then Petrushka hadn’t been looking for
something normal. She’d been looking for something very abnormal
indeed and it was increasingly beginning to appear as if she had
found it.

Petrushka was
a tall willowy blond; her hair almost silver; her figure slender.
Her pale blue eyes should have been cool but there was a simmering
warmth to them, reserved for the men and women with whom she shared
the big dacha on the slopes of the Ural Mountains and who she was
proud to consider her family. They’d shared that dacha ever since
the dying days of communism when the observatory now gracing the
upper mountain was but a failing dream, withering on the vine
through lack of funding. After the revolution, the funds had
trickled through, ostensibly through charitable contributions from
western businesses. Eventually the whole project had been taken
over by a joint Russian and Western European business consortium
and maintained as a private research facility allowing access to
Russian and western scientists equally.

The consortium
was a typical front, a shadowy organisation whose lines of
communication did not bear close examination. But it had clout in
the form of massive financial backing, more than sufficient to buy
the benevolent blind eye of a corrupt bureaucracy. The project was
now named the “Andrei Anatolyev” observatory and it was the finest
visible spectrum astronomical observatory anywhere within the broad
band of disparate nations that had once constituted the largest
land empire on earth. That empire was since dismantled and the AA
observatory did not mourn it or even pay much attention to the rump
nation that had emerged from its collapse. The observatory was
sworn in its allegiance to a much more ancient empire, for here, on
the remote slopes of the mountains, was a stronghold of the Line
and the Line was true. Even in the days when Marx and Lenin had
been the gods of this land, in this remote fastness, the Goddess
had ruled.

Lying at the
heart of the observatory was a mirror. It was no ordinary mirror.
For one thing it was fully ten meters in diameter. In point of fact
it wasn’t really a single mirror at all. It was a composite of
dozens of hexagonal mirrors fused together to form a coherent
whole. It had taken years to make; years of meticulous grinding and
polishing. The tiniest variation in its cooling could have rendered
it useless; the smallest deviation in its perfection would have
made it myopic. A small army of optical engineers in eastern
Germany had tended its genesis with an almost fanatical devotion to
detail; working in tolerances to within a thousandth of a
millimetre. The smallest failing of that devotion and the mirror
would have been expensive garbage. There were only three other
mirrors in the world that could match it for its size, perfection
and light gathering capability.

The mirror was
the primary element in the enormous reflecting telescope that the
AA observatory utilised for its research. Merely to operate a
telescope of that size required a formidable installation. The huge
building that housed the telescope was perched on the mountain top,
high above the denser areas of turbulent air below and well removed
from the obscuring lights of civilisation. It was a cold
inhospitable place in the winter months but the dedicated team of
Alpha Sensual scientists that ran the observatory did not feel
themselves hard done by. There was a certain wild beauty in these
freezing peaks that grew upon you. There was also the pleasure of
working with one of the world’s premier astronomical instruments
and, if that was not enough, there was more than ample compensation
in the isolated pleasure of each other’s company. Alpha Sensuals,
the ugly technical name for those of the Line of the Goddess,
thrived in such restrictive conditions. Theirs was a philosophy of
cooperation and conflict between them was virtually unknown. Out of
the heart of the forbidding wilderness they had formed a warm
community of mutual devotion and considered themselves blessed.

Petrushka
loved her work and thanked the Goddess daily that she could pursue
it in the bosom of her family. In truth, the links between the
various families involved in the AA observatory had become so
intertwined that they, by now, virtually constituted a single
extended family. It was an international family too for the project
had drawn in men and women from all over the world. The language of
the observatory was the international language of English although
most of the people working there had at least learned to swear in
Russian which was challenging since few other languages were
blessed with such a rich vocabulary of oaths. All the other people,
however, had contributed their own enrichment of culture and
language and the resultant mix was a source of constant delight to
those who made up the observatory workforce and its dependants.

Petrushka was brilliant. She was high on the league of
premier astronomers in Russia. She’d even once appeared in a
television interview about her work. The interviewer had asked her
what it was like to look through the lenses of the AA observatory.
Petrushka had laughed out loud at that. Of course, she’d
never looked through
them! You didn’t peer through a professional astronomical
instrument. You had cameras to do that for you, cameras attached to
computers to digitally enhance the faint traces of light falling on
the big mirror. Petrushka hadn’t actually looked through a
telescope in over fifteen years. In fact, she wasn’t even in the
same building as the AA telescope and hadn’t been all night. She
was in a comfortable office some way down the mountainside, sitting
cross legged on a swivelling chair in front of her computer console
being forced to breathe in Josef’s foul cigarette fumes. Josef was
in the little kitchen brewing tea and singing some maudlin Russian
love song in an atrociously off-key baritone.

Petrushka was
digitally enhancing the later views on her computer screen. The CCD
arrays on the telescope had provided her with deep images of the
target area and just on the very limit of the telescope’s visual
capacity she had something. It corresponded in coordinates with the
brief appearance that had so stunned her in her earlier
observations. It had to be the same thing but it was so faint.
Petrushka estimated a magnitude of around 24 or possibly less.

Astronomers
measured the brightness of objects in terms of magnitudes. It was a
logarithmic scale that determined that a difference in a single
magnitude between two stars for example was approximately 2.5 times
in terms of brightness. It was an ascending scale too. The higher
the number designated as the star’s magnitude then the fainter it
was. Thus a star of magnitude 2 was 2.5 times brighter than a star
of magnitude 3. By this progression a star of magnitude 1 would be
one hundred times brighter than a star of magnitude 6. In fact, the
faintest stars visible to the naked eye were around magnitude 6 to
7. The very limit of visibility for a ground based telescope was
about magnitude 25.

The tiny
object Petrushka was trying to see was pushing at the parameters of
this limit. She was trying to see something perhaps ten thousand
times fainter than the planet Pluto, a world not even detected by
astronomical telescopes until 1930. It would have been the easiest
thing imaginable to overlook. But then Petrushka had one enormous
advantage. She’d known exactly where to look.

Ever since the
electrifying news of the Prophecy One radio emission had been sent
to them by coded communication, Petrushka and her fellow team
members had been waiting for the perfect opportunity to search for
the radio source visually. They’d needed a moonless night when the
point close to the elliptic from which the source had emanated was
at opposition to the sun since it was highly likely that it would
be detected by reflection of the sun’s rays only. A placement in
opposition increased the amount of reflection from distant dull
objects. Truthfully though they’d not expected an early success.
The nights work for Petrushka had been more or less a dress
rehearsal for what was anticipated to be a long, protracted
search.

Indeed, they
had been searching for it for a long time now. Ostensibly they were
engaged upon a surveying search for trans Pluto objects, so called
Kuiper objects, distant small members of the solar system lying in
a loose cloud beyond 30 astronomical units out from the sun. In
reality they were looking for a possible very special member of
that family but it was a needle in a haystack scenario. Only the
confirmation of the Large Arrays radio source had narrowed the
search down for them. Petrushka might have missed it yet had it not
been for that extraordinary increase of brightness. For two hours
and thirteen minutes give or take a second or two this barely
visible little dot had increased in brightness from magnitude 24 or
thereabouts to something like magnitude 17 or 18. Things just
didn’t do that. Some tumbling objects might show tiny variations in
their brightness due to their irregular shape or the different
reflectivity of various parts of their surface but nothing showed
such a sudden short lived massive increase in brightness the way
this thing had. Nothing normal anyway.

She was sure
now. As sure as she had ever been about an astronomical
observation. Her heart was beating wildly but she willed calm upon
herself; masking her triumph under a studied nonchalance. She had
shown her observations to nobody, as yet, and she wanted to savour
her moment of revelation. Josef returned with the tea. “So how goes
the bug hunt comrade?” It was an old joke. In the days of communism
they’d all joined the communist party and had given every
indication of being dedicated members of the cause. In reality
they’d been anything but and they’d probably caused greater chaos
to the communist ideal from within its ranks than ever they might
have achieved in open opposition to it. Petrushka smiled. It had
been a dangerous game but ever so much fun to corrupt the hated
regime from the inside whilst solemnly putting on the façade of
dedicated communists. It had taken years for the old Soviet
military scientific research facilities to recover from the mayhem
that Alpha Sensual subtle and insidious sabotage had inflicted on
it. It was still a joke amongst them to address each other as
“comrade”.

Petrushka
leaned back in her seat. “Oh that?” she responded, trying
desperately to keep the excitement out of her voice. “I’ve found
it. Picked it up just after midnight. I’m just toning up the images
right now.

“WHAT!”

“Josef if you spill that damn tea over my keyboard you can
book yourself a ticket for the gulag!”

“You can’t have found it! Not already!”

Petrushka
tapped her monitor “And that is?”

Josef leant
forward to look. “Are you sure about this Petra?”

“Look right there I’ve keyed it with my mouse. Straight in the
middle of the field.”

“It’s hellish faint!”

“It’s a hundred years out from perihelion Josef! Did you
expect to see the licence plates? I’m amazed that it’s visible at
all this early.”

“Look Petra I don’t want to sound as if I’m criticising but
what guarantee have you that this is Prophecy One? I mean we could
just be looking at an unknown Kuiper object here. There are
projected to be over ten thousand of them big enough to show that
magnitude at over 30 AU.”

“Right on the precise point of the Prophecy One radio source?
Come on Josef! Anyway, I’m glad you brought that up. This image is
taken at O3. 14 hours.” Petrushka keyed up another image. “This is
what it looked like at 01.12. The point was visibly brighter,
unmistakeable now.

“Well I’ll fuck the devil and his mother as well!”

“Possibly the only people you haven’t tried yet!” observed
Petrushka dryly.

“Are you telling me that this variation took place over a
couple of hours?”

“Listen Josef I have a 24 or higher magnitude object that
increased in brightness to around 17.5 for precisely two hours,
thirteen minutes and three seconds and then just as quickly receded
back to its original brightness. Do you still doubt what we are
looking at?”

“No! How can I? I know your competence my angel. If you’d made
an error this monumental then the thrashing you’d have coming to
you would make the tickling you got on Wednesday seem like a
picnic!”

“I am so pleased that you do not doubt my professional competence!” said
Petrushka coldly. Last Wednesday was a sore subject at the moment.
Petrushka was a brilliant astronomer but she was a menace in a
kitchen. With her turn to cook the meal she had inadvertently
started a fire that had near as damn set the whole dacha ablaze.
She’d paid for her clumsiness by being strapped down naked to the
whipping bench and being soundly birched by the rest of the family.
She still had the marks on her bottom.

“Have you told anybody else yet?”

“No, you’re the first.”

“Best keep it under wraps until we’ve seen the Wizard
Pet.”

“Is he in yet?”

“Should be unless Carmen and Josh kept him up late last
night.”

“Well let’s take this over to his office right now. I need to
get some sleep.”

Petrushka
downloaded the images onto her laptop and they started off across
the compound. On the way they encountered Lilian, one of their
wives. “Hey where are you two going in such a confounded
hurry?”

“Can’t stop Lily!” Josef told her “We’re off to see the
Wizard!”

“What for?”

“Because, because, because, because, because of the wonderful
things he does!”

“Hmmph well you’re a fine candidate for a scarecrow! A
brainless one too!”

“Catch you later Lil!”

At the far
side of the compound they reached the administrative block dubbed
the Emerald City, working residence of the observatory’s formidable
director. Inside they stopped at the desk of a strikingly beautiful
honey blond woman with exotic eyes. Josef addressed her on their
behalf. “Hi Natasha, is the Wizard at home?”

“He is indeed but I hope you’re not bringing bad news because
he’s in a foul mood this morning!”

“No honey we’re about to make his day for him. He’ll be
purring like a kitten for the rest of the week! See if he’s got a
moment for us, will you? This is important.”

Natasha keyed
an intercom “Doctor Antonev and Doctor Ilyanovich to see you
Professor. They say it’s important. Can you spare a minute for
them?” There was a snort from the intercom. Natasha turned back to
Josef and Petrushka. “I think that feral animal growl is about as
close to an affirmative as we’re likely to get this morning! You
may go straight in.”

Professor
Shane Walker was pacing the floor in the big office with the
morning sunshine radiating through the ceiling to floor pane
windows. He wore his habitual blue jeans, checked shirt and an
ancient pair of brown leather cowboy boots. He looked like one of
the spare hands at a rodeo but the appearance was deceptive. His
light brown hair despaired of the usage of a comb but behind the
steely blue eyes there was a mind of brilliance. He was no mere
administrative head. Professor Walker was the driving intelligence
behind the observatory. He hailed from the country of Australia and
the consciously laid-back persona that he projected was typical of
the culture of that nation. It did not do to underestimate
Professor Walker’s relaxed manner however. He could drop his
Australian outback barbecue personality in an instant and become as
decisive and as penetrating as a surgical instrument. The keenness
of his intelligence and his perceptive insights were little short
of legendary. It was small wonder that he had early earned the
nickname the Wizard of Oz; a sobriquet that he much resented. He
could also display a temper and that was greatly in evidence this
morning.

Petrushka and
Josef entered into the august presence with great pleasure.
Professor Walker was a much-loved icon of the observatory. “G’day
Joe and you Petra.” Petrushka according to the custom of the Line
curtsied demurely whilst Josef bowed stiffly. “Well what’s biting
you two this morning? It better be something good I’ll tell you
now. I got into a vodka drinking session with Roman and Anatole
last night and I’ve got a head like a sore bull this morning! Then
I come in and find this horse shit waiting for me!” Professor
Walker waved his hand at the small mountain of paperwork adorning
his desk.

“I think we might be able to cheer you up sir.” Josef told
him.

“Well what is it? Don’t hang about. I’ve all this bollocks to
wade through yet.”

Josef turned
to Petrushka “Your baby Petra.”

Petrushka
thrilled with excitement “I’ve found it sir!”

“Come again!”

“Prophecy One! I’ve got it! Right up on the predicted
coordinates. Showing at magnitude 24 to 24.2. I’ve got the
downloads on my laptop.”

“You’re joking!”

“No sir! I’ve run over it dozens of times. It’s there! Right
where New Mexico said it would be.”

“Christ Petra. Back up a moment. You’ve only been running the
search two nights! Are you telling me you’ve picked it up first
crack out of the cornflakes pack?”

“Yes sir!”

“If you’re pulling my dingle dangle on this Petra you’ll not
sit down for a month!”

“It seems as if my professional competence is the subject of a
great deal of speculation this morning.”

“Simmer down Pet... my little possum! It is difficult to
believe you’ve got to admit. Let’s see what you’ve got.” Petrushka
laid her laptop on the desk. Professor Walker contemptuously
brushed his awaiting paperwork to the floor. “If you’re right Petra
I’m going to make a bonfire out of that lot! Come on now run me
through it.” Petrushka obeyed. Professor Walker’s eyes grew wide in
astonishment as she presented her observations. He had a question.
“Have you got it prior to this increase in brightness?”

“Yes sir. I had to backtrack to the early part of the
observational period and enhance the images then. This is the
target object at 23.22. The increase in brightness occurred at
23.47 and maintained that magnitude for two hours thirteen minutes
and three seconds. It shut off like a switch at around 2.00 a.m.
and dropped back to magnitude 24 or thereabouts. I lost it in the
horizon around 3.30”

“Well I’ll screw me old wombat! For these two hours this thing
increased luminosity by nearly seven magnitudes!”

“Those are essentially the facts sir.”

Professor
Walker sat back his eyes like flints “Your analysis Doctor
Ilyanovich?”

“It would be speculation Professor.” Petrushka told
him.

“Then speculate Doctor! We’re already in fairyland here! One
more wild arsed theory isn’t going to make much
difference.”

Petrushka took
a deep breath “Sir the object I’ve tentatively designated as 2005
CD underwent a massive increase of brightness over a very short
period. The only thing that I can think of to explain that increase
is a sudden short-lived emission of massive energy.”

“Some emission Doc! If our theories regarding the distance to
this thing are anywhere near accurate we’re talking about something
rather more than spectacular than a simultaneous detonation of
every last nuclear warhead on the damn planet!”

“It certainly is intense sir.”

“It turned its damn drive on, didn’t it?”

“Sir I’m out of my depth there. All I can say is that just to
be visible at all at this projected range 2005 CD must be
massive... planetoid sized. If it was manoeuvring then you would
expect it to have to use copious amounts of energy.”

“Well it’s either huge, a lot closer than we think or have an
unbelievable albedo. What do you make of this Joe?”

“I agree with your analysis sir. I think we’re seeing a
manoeuvre. It could be braking or correcting its orbit. Whatever
it’s doing its active. That’s no derelict out there. It’s
functioning to some purpose.”

“Any chance anybody else picked this up?”

“Unlikely.” observed Petrushka. “Even at its brightest it
wasn’t that bright. It is off the beaten track and the increase in
luminosity was very short lived. You’d have had to have been
looking in just the right place at just the right time.”

Professor
Walker ran his hand through his hair “Well I hope the damn thing
doesn’t do too much more manoeuvring. When it gets closer, then
flares like that are going to start being in the range of even good
sized amateur optical equipment. We’ve got a security nightmare as
it is! The last thing we need is every damn amateur astronomer in
the world with a hankering to get his name on a comet and twelve
inches in his backyard in with a chance of spotting it! Why would
the damn thing manoeuvre anyway?”

Josef pondered
that. “It’s possible that it needs to iron out small deviations in
its orbit caused by micro gravitational pulls. Then again, it’s
only through half understood archival material that we’re assuming
that it’s on a cometary orbit with a perihelion one hundred years
from now. What if it’s got other ideas? What if it’s manoeuvring
for an Earth rendezvous?”

“That’s a scary thought!”

“Well now we’ve got it pinned we should soon be able to get a
real motion on it and work out its orbit.” Pointed out
Petrushka.

Professor
Walker jumped to his feet and strode over to a cupboard. “Been
saving this!” he told them whilst extracting a bottle from the
interior. “Sixteen-year-old single malt whisky from the Scottish
islands, all seaweed and peat and dry as your wit kiddies! This
calls for a toast! Better than the bleeding gut rot Roman distils
out of the septic tank under his privy! You’ll join me I hope since
you’ve just made bleeding history!”

Petrushka
flushed in pride “I’m Russian. We never turn down a drink at
breakfast time!”

The Professor
laughed his ill humour long forgotten. “Come along then. Dig three
glasses out Joe and we’ll celebrate!” When they had their glasses
full Professor Walker proposed a toast “Here’s to the smartest
Sheila in Russia! Petra darling you’re a gem!” They sipped the fine
Scotch happily. Professor Walker became serious once more. “Can we
get a spectral analysis on that flare up Pet?”

“I see no reason why not.”

“Good oh! White Mountain will be screaming for that. They
might be able to figure out how that drive works. Jesus they’re
gonna shit themselves when we send them this dilly!”

Josef
interrupted “There might be non-visible radiations from the energy
flare too. If New Mexico are running a multi frequency observation
on Prophecy One then they may well have picked that up too.”

“Good point! I’ll send off a message to them. Looks like I’ve
got some work on today.”

“What about your paperwork?” asked Petrushka.

“Bugger the paperwork! Listen you two I want this keeping
under your hats for the moment. Can you do that?”

Petrushka
smiled “Professor we grew up under communism. Believe me there is
no better training ground for the arts of discretion!”

“Well done. Ok we’ll have a full briefing at six tonight for
the need to know. You can present that Pet. No need for anything
fancy. Just project your images and talk the briefing through it.
Then tonight we’ll scan the thing again and start accumulating data
to determine a proper motion. We’re dropping all other projects
temporarily. Priority is on …. Hell, what’ll we call it? I know....
Prophecy Emission Target, Radio Active Source One, PETRAS 1 for
short. How’s that grab you?”

“Why thank you Professor.” Petrushka was beaming.

“My pleasure dear! Have another snort and then I want you to
get some sleep.”

“But Professor there’s all sorts of work to do. I have the
spectral analysis to run and then there’s ….”

“Forget it Pet! You look all in! Lily can run that. I need
your pecker up for tonight! You’re ordered to bed! In fact Joe why
don’t you take this little humdinger back to the dacha and spend an
hour or two showing her how proud you are of her and then the pair
of you get some shut-eye. Be back up the hill by five and then we
can do the briefing. All clear.”

“Yes sir!”

“Good boy! Take care of her Joe. We need her!”

“Thank you, Professor!”

“That’s Ok! You’ll do Petra sweetheart. Go on! Run along now
kiddies I’ve got a few bombs to light under some very important
arses!” When they’d left Professor Walker strode to the window and
gazed up at the telescope housing adorning the mountain peak. “I’ll
be buggered!” he thought to himself. “It’s really there! No place
to hide now!”


Chapter Two

 


Jennifer was
too upset to accompany, her guardians, the Appletons, to church on
the Sunday morning and, just to add to her general malaise, her
body took it upon itself to inflict her monthly period upon her.
The Appletons were sympathetic although disappointed. They had been
looking forward to Jennifer’s reception at church. Still they were
understanding and they left Jennifer and Julie in the house as they
left to attend Sunday service.

Jennifer
pondered the Appleton’s apparent Christian devotion as she watched
them leave. It was odd that she had never thought of it before. On
the face of it, the Appletons were extremely devout. They attended
church several times a week. That, in itself, Jennifer did not find
strange. After all, in her father’s house, Jennifer, as the
daughter of a vicar, had been obliged to attend service nearly
every day. What was odd was that the Appletons never seemed to
display any of the trappings of true Christian faith other than
their regular attendance at church. They never talked about their
faith; never discussed the day’s sermon; never even said grace over
the dinner table. Jennifer had been surprised to discover that they
did not even possess a Bible between them and they were woefully
ignorant of biblical teaching or Christian theology. Jennifer, with
her background in Christian teaching, had frequently brought up
some point of doctrine only to find out that the Appletons were
rather embarrassed about it and would change the





































































































































cover.jpg
The Witch Queen
and
‘The'Whip's Caress

== Michaela Francis






