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“We hold these truths to be self-evident that all
men are

created equal, that they are endowed by their
Creator with

certain inalienable rights; that among these are
life, liberty,

and the pursuit of happiness

 


US Declaration of Independence

July 4, 1776

 


 


 


“If liberty and equality, as is thought by some
are chiefly to

be found in democracy, they will be best attained
when all

person alike share in the government to the
utmost”



Aristotle (384 BC – 322 BC)

Politics

 


 


 


For greed all nature is too little

 


Lucius Annaeus Seneca (4 BC – 65 )

 


 


 


Mars: The fourth planet in our solar system.
Mars was the Roman god of war and second only in importance to
Jupiter. They may have lived on Mount Olympus or the equivalent
Roman mountain where they could be detached from, and protected
from the people they ruled and look down upon them

 


 



Prologue

 It
was the third week in May. On Sunday, Sofie Stoyanov graduated from
Benaven University in Pittsburgh with her Ph. D in Computer
Science. She had a colored sash around her neck and down the back
of her robe that represented the College of Computer Science. In
addition she had three cords, one represented her membership in the
National Honor Society, one was for her membership in the Galactic
Honor Society, and the final one represented that from her freshman
year through her Ph. D, she never received anything but an A.
Sofie, the scared little girl from Moen City, Shiva, population
40,000 had aced every class at Benaven University.

That was no easy feat. Benaven had been found
over 250 years ago. It was the best computer school in the known
galaxy, and in the top ten, if not number one in every other major,
including the arts. Sofie wasn’t going to apply, because Benaven
only takes two percent or less of the people that apply. She didn’t
think she was good enough. Moen City was on a moon of Freya, and it
was a minor moon circling a minor planet. There were more students
at Benaven than lived in Moen City.

The year Sofie applied, over 500,000 other
high school seniors did as well. Benaven would take 10,000 and only
300 of them would be in the computer science program. Sofie didn’t
think she was that good. She was wrong, she was number one out of
500,000 kids that applied, therefore she was number one in the
school of Computer Sciences as well. She started number one and ten
years later, she was graduating with her Ph D, still number one.
She got an A in every class, something few students had ever
done.

Graduation was Sunday afternoon and everyone
was there to see Sofie receive her diploma. All the members of the
Space Marshal Division Three investigative team she was on was
there, including her boss, Captain Heather Robinson. Heather’s
boss, Colonel Nate Guthrie and his boss Lieutenant General Claire
Thrope and the other three- and four-star generals, including Chief
Space Marshal Gene Macdonald were there. He wore four stars on his
uniform. Other Space Marshals including Special Operations General
Phobe Murray and her team were there. Prime Minister of the
Affiliation of Planets, the UAP, Ingrid Kulkami was there along
with her protection detail and other members of her cabinet. Her
parents and her parents friends were there, Benaven paid for
everyone’s round trip from Moen City and a hotel room for Friday,
Saturday and Sunday nights. Friends Sofie had made were there, and
to Sofie’s surprise, the President of the Planets and Moons of
Vulcan, the PMV, Alyssa Hughes Boglietti was in the back with her
protection detail. When Sofie was officially awarded her Ph D,
given her diploma and introduced as Doctor Sofie Stoyanov, everyone
there in her group went wild. The standing ovation went on so long
that Omar Overbay, the President of Benaven had to ask to hold the
applause after five minutes, they had a lot of graduates to get
through.

After the graduation ceremony, it was one big
party. It was at the Space Tower of Pittsburgh next to the Benaven
campus in one of the bigger banquet rooms. It started at 16:00 and
finally at 02:00 in the morning, Heather and most of the others
were leaving.

 


UAP Space Marshal Heather Robinson was six
years older than Sofie and on the fast track to general, until she
asked General Thrope if she could lead a Division Three team. Both
women knew she would be asking, and Heather figured Thrope would
say yes. The reason was, Claire Thrope was the God Fate, in human
form, and Heather was the soul that had been in Nicole Jones body
and now reincarnated into Heather’s body.

Nicole had hid from God and Fate for 5500
years never paying for……his bad karma. Fate allowed it until she
reincarnated into the fetus of Nicole Jones, then Fate decided it
was time for Nicole to repay and repair her bad karma. For 5,500
years, the soul of Nicole Jones had incarnated into the body of
homosexual men and tortured women. He did that during the Spanish
Inquisition, as Jack the Ripper, the Marquis di Sade, a soldier in
a German concentration camp and about 30 or 40 other bodies. Fate
finally decided it was time for the soul in Nicole’s body to repay
and repair that bad karma and learn the lessons the soul needed to
learn.

Nicole was the captain on the same Division
Three team that Heather now led. Nicole’s soul also had two other
skills, it could read the DNA of the fetus and decide which body it
wanted to incarnate into, not the one God or Fate wanted. The soul
in Nicole’s body could also remember its past lives. However, God
and Fate blocked that from Nicole, only letting bits and pieces
come through at the end.

Nicole was ravishingly beautiful, with white
skin in an Affiliation where almost everyone was some shade of
black or brown skin. She had auburn hair and a strikingly sexy
body, and Nicole knew it. As it turned out, she was also in love
with her partner, Gabe Boucher.

After she solved the case of Satanists
torturing women to death on Eros, the pleasure planet, Samael
Moloch, the wealthiest person in the UAP with ₢100 trillion (₢ is
the symbol for credits), said he had something to show Nicole and
she should bring Gabe. When they got there, everything came back to
Nicole, all her past and when she saw all the instruments of
torture they had confiscated from the Satanists back there, she
knew what it meant, and she recognized Moloch. He was Satan.

He told her it was time to repay and repair
her bad karma. When she asked why Gabe was there, Satan said it was
time for him to repay and repair his also. In his last life, Gabe
had been a beautiful woman that married wealthy men, took their
credits and divorced them, leaving them with little or nothing and
broken hearted. One of her ex-husbands even killed himself because
of it. Satan gave Gabe the resignation letter Nicole had supposedly
written. It said she was marrying Moloch and they were traveling
the galaxy. The letter was written by Satan but in Nicole’s
handwriting. That was the memory that was planted in Gabe’s mind
and what Gabe remembered and told everyone. The other memory was
Nicole saying to him that she loved him, not Moloch, but love
cannot get her ₢100 trillion but ₢100 trillion can buy her love.
With that, Gabe Boucher left broken hearted, not understanding how
anyone could do that to another person. Gabe’s bad karma had been
repaired and repaid. He was broken hearted, but his karma had been
repaired.

What he didn’t know, what no one knew……but
Heather and Claire Thrope, was Nicole did not travel the galaxy
with Samael Moloch, instead, Satan tortured her for a hundred years
to repay and repair 5500 years of bad karma. Upon her death, Nicole
Jones made her final decision, she chose to incarnate into the
fetus inside Zara Robinson, the fetus that would become Heather
Robinson, a fetus that had been born one year before Nicole had
been born. That meant the soul in Heather’s body was simultaneously
inhabiting the bodies of Nicole Jones and Heather Robinson, and at
puberty, all of Heather’s souls past lives and memories flooded
back into her consciousness. Heather knew that at this very moment
Nicole was in horrible pain and would be for another hundred years.
She also knew that Lieutenant General Claire Thrope, Space Marshal,
was really the God Fate.


Chapter One

 After the
party, Heather managed to get to bed……alone around 03:00, Monday
morning. She fell asleep almost as soon as her head hit the pillow,
only to be awaken almost instantly when her Communicator told her
someone was at the door. She looked at her Communicator to see who
it was, shook her head and walked to the door, wearing only a long
nightshirt and some brief panties. Thongs were in, why, Heather
could not understand. It was 2325, why did women like to have a
string between the crack of their ass. Yeah, it made her look sexy,
with her ass cheeks exposed and it made her feel sexy, but it was
still a thin piece of cloth between the crack of her butt. She
wasn’t going to sleep in it, and she didn’t feel like sleeping in
just her nightshirt.

Heather walked to the door and opened it.
Standing there was the most beautiful and sexy woman she had ever
seen. The woman was probably as beautiful and sexy as Nicole Jones
had been, but Nicole was exotic with her alabaster skin, green eyes
and auburn hair. This beauty had milk chocolate colored skin, brown
hair and brown eyes. On the floor next to her were two unopened
boxes, they were the same, they were coffeepots. “Don’t you fucking
ever sleep, Sofie? You’ve graduated, we are not on a case, you
don’t have to search the dark, surface or deep net, so why the fuck
aren’t you asleep?” Heather asked. She stepped aside and told Sofie
to come in.

Sofie entered, carrying her coffeepots, when
she did Heather closed the door and kissed her passionately on the
lips. “Why are you here and why aren’t you asleep?” she asked.

“I was until the UAP movers woke me at 08:00
telling me it was moving day. We’re neighbors, Heather, I live in
this building, in apartment10502.”

“10502, are those three-bedroom
apartments?”

“Yeah, I don’t need three bedrooms, but this
way I have an extra bedroom and a computer lab.”

“So you needed to get two coffeepots!” it was
a statement, not a question.

Sofie handed her one. “This is for you, it’s
my graduation present for you. I figured you might need it.”

“I’m the one that gives you graduation
presents,” Heather said.

“Yes, I saw that; I’m starting a new
tradition.” Sofie kissed her rather passionately.

“Why are you here?”

“So we can see my new apartment.”

“You haven’t seen it yet?”

“Nope, they asked me what I wanted, I said
three bedrooms in this building, and the movers arrived today, told
me it was apartment 10502 and gave me the security pass to get in
the building and to get in the apartment.”

“Shouldn’t it be Seo-jun, not me that goes
there with you?”

Sofie sighed. “Now that I’ve graduated the
team is off vacation, so he figures we could get a case any day.
He’s having one last night out with the boys.”

“It’s 09:00 hours,” Heather said.

“He had to go back to his place and
sleep……wuss. He needs to sleep and then get ready for an evening on
the town with your boyfriend and the others.”

Heather sighed. “Gabe isn’t my boyfriend,
he’s my partner. Also, he doesn’t exactly trust women after Nicole
Jones, especially women captains that are his partner.”

“Can’t say as I blame him. I’d call her the C
word, but I really hate that, especially since every man on the
last case seemed to love that name, especially for me. Hell I had
sex with two of them and they still called me that.”

“Well, let me see, Sofie, could it be because
you are a woman, superior to them in every aspect, and arrested
them and sent them to prison for life. As I recall, you gave us the
code to breach Richard’s apartment and arrest him, using shock and
awe grenades on him after making love to him. Also, he asked you to
marry him nine years ago and you said no. I don’t blame you, but
men take a dim view on those actions. The other man you fucked was
pissed because you might go back to Richard when the other man,
Mark, was obsessed with you and then you hit him with medium stun.
Personally, I would have hit him with heavy stun. The third guy,
well you took the 51 trillion credits he stole and then told him if
you returned them he’d get immunity for all crimes. We both knew
that was impossible. He thought he was so smart, because he was a
man and you were just a woman. But since he called his lawyer that
name, I doubt he really liked women or liked women smarter than
him.”

“That could be and I’d still call Nicole
that, because that is what she is, doing that to Gabe, but I don’t
like the word. Anyway, I can see why Gabe is afraid another woman
is going to hurt him, and he’s only known you about two months.

“So Seo-jun is going out with the boys, and I
want someone to see my new apartment. So that’s why I’m here. Also,
we can sleep after the movers leave. Come on, Heather, I’ll make
coffee.”

Heather smiled. At Benaven when Sofie
searched the internet, she got naked and drank coffee. Sometimes
she wasn’t alone when she drank coffee. “How can I refuse coffee
with you, Sofie,” Heather stated. “I’ll get dressed.”

They went into Heather’s bedroom and she
removed her nightshirt and panties. Sofie smiled. Heather put on a
pair of jeans, a tee shirt, a pair of six-inch stilettos, nothing
else. “I like that you’re wearing ‘fuck me’ stilettos,” Sofie said.
“Let’s go see my apartment.

Since Heather was on the sixtieth floor, it
was an elevator lobby. It was the point that one elevator went from
45-60 and another went from 60-75. They got in the one going to 75.
“Do you own any furniture?” Heather asked.

“No,” do you?”

“No, I never have.”

“I do own two coffeepots,” Sofie was carrying
one, “my eight laptops and a two-hundred-inch monitor, but that’s
work.”

At 75, they transferred to another elevator
that went to 90. “Maybe we should have taken the elevator down to
the lobby and the turbo lift up to 100,” Heather said.

“This is fine.”

“I enjoyed the party,” Heather said. “I
noticed that Alyssa Boglietti was there.”

“With her protection detail.”

“I noticed around 23:00 you disappeared and
so did Alyssa. You both returned a little after midnight,” Heather
stated.

“Jealous?”

“No, I saw a lot of people slip out for half
an hour or an hour,” Heather said.

“Did you?”

“No……well I considered but he left early. I
think he felt funny; he didn’t know you that well.”

“So?” Heather asked.

“I just said he left early, so I just drank,
talked and watched the people. I enjoyed that.”

They got off at 90 and took the elevator that
went from 90 to 105. In the elevator, Sofie kissed Heather
passionately. “I want to break in the new bed.”

Heather sighed, “I’m still your boss.”

“And I’m Doctor Stoyanov, Claire knows we do
this and she doesn’t care.”

“Of course not, you, Richard and Claire had
some threesomes. Did you, Claire and Mark have a threesome?”

Sofie looked down embarrassed and said,
“yeah, once. I was a slut in college.”

“We discussed this Sofie, we are all sluts.
I’d say Claire is a slut that likes threesomes with people that
could be her daughter and son.”

“I’m sure Seo-jun would like a threesome with
you and me.”

“I’m sure, but that might not be a good
idea,” Heather said.

They reached 105 and Sofie found 10502. It
wasn’t difficult, there were only four apartments on the floor. The
door was open and three men were putting boxes in the apartment.
“Doctor Stoyanov, we were just finishing up.”

“Thank you,” Sofie said, “you did a good job.
Do you have your Communicator with you?”

“Yes,” he said and showed it to her. She knew
it didn’t have all the features a Space Marshal’s Communicator had.
She hit a few keys on her touch pad and touched it to his
Communicator. He looked at it, it was ₢150. Thank you, Doctor,” he
said.

“You’re welcome. I know I don’t have to say
this, but that is to be split three ways.”

“Of course,” he said, staring at her. She was
unbelievably beautiful. The other two came out of the bedroom and
smiled. They said they were finished and would be leaving.

After they left, Sofie put her DNA and
retinal scan into the door lock. Then she took Heather’s hand and
looked around. It was 1400 square feet and cost her ₢1150 a month.
Her base pay was 250,000 a year, same as Heather and Doctor Magnus
Khan, the team’s pathologist, that did not count overtime or
expense account. That brought it over ₢8,000 credits a month, she
could afford the rent and the tip. It came out to less than ₢10 per
square foot a year. If she had to really pay for the apartment at
New York City prices it would be about ₢10,000 a month for rent, or
about ₢85 per square foot. New York City was not a cheap place to
live in 2325, but since Division Three teams had to, but were
rarely home, the UAP basically gave them a major break on the
apartments.

They looked at the kitchen and Sofie admitted
she could make coffee, that was it. Heather said she could make
toast. They laughed about that. Then they looked at the living
room, master bedroom and the two smaller bedrooms and finally the
bathrooms. She had three, one off each bedroom. Then they went back
to the bedroom and Sofie pushed Heather on the bed. Heather was
slightly taller than Sofie and could have prevented it, but she
didn’t. Sofie got on top and began to kiss her. They were in bed
asleep by 10:00.


Chapter Two

 Four hours
later, at 14:00, Heather’s Communicator went into alert. She
sighed, picked it up and said, “Robinson.”

“Captain Robinson, you are requested at
Colonel Guthrie’s office ASAP,” the woman on the other end said.
Heather knew what it was, they had a case.

“It will take me about fifteen minutes,” she
said and cut the connection. Sofie was sitting up in bed, her
magnificent breasts uncovered, as were Heather’s. She kissed Sofie.
“We got a case, expect an alert in an hour or less. It was nice. I
guess Seo-jun isn’t going out with the boys tonight.” After Heather
slipped on her jeans, tee shirt and heels she was out the door. She
changed quickly and walked into her boss’s office just about
fifteen minutes later.

“I have a case for you, Captain,” Guthrie
said.

“Colonel, you can call me Heather, you are my
boss and I know you call others by their first name.”

“Alright Heather, then here like this, you
can call me Nate. I know your team calls you Heather in private,
but I didn’t want to assume. I have a case for you. It is on Mars,
a murder suicide.”

“Colonel……Nate, if we know it was a murder
suicide, why are you sending us?”

Guthrie let out a breath and said, “because
Lieutenant Colonel Romanos discovered something the others did not
know, there have been three murder suicides on Mars in the last two
weeks. He sent that information to General Thrope and she gave it
to me.”

“Did she tell you to assign my team to
this?”

“No, she told me to assign whatever team was
available. Sofie’s graduated, so now you are available so I picked
your team. You’ve all had about three weeks’ vacation, it’s time to
get to work.”

“Okay, so tell me Nate, is three murder
suicides in two weeks unusual for Mars?”

“I have no idea,” Guthrie answered.

“Who caught the last case?”

“Local PD,” he told her. “Division One
Marshals caught the first two. They were at different Posts and not
in the area of the third murder suicide. That is why no one knew
about them.”

“You’d think something like that would travel
fast,” Heather said.

“Mars has about two billion people, how many
murder suicides have happened on Earth in the last two weeks?”

“Point made, Nate, you realize the two
captains and the local police chief or captain are going to resent
our presence. It says we have been sent by New York to check on
their work because we think they are incompetent.”

“I doubt that,” Guthrie said.

“How long ago was it since you were a captain
at a Division One Post, Nate? I was the captain at a Division One
Post three months ago. Let me tell you, if you had sent a Division
Three team to my post to investigate what my Marshals said was a
murder suicide and I sent that along to Greco, I’d be bitching to
him and Imari. I would want to know why you are questioning the
competence of my Marshals and me. Remember, I would have agreed
with their findings, murder suicide.”

“Would you have gone to the scene and
investigated?”

“I probably would have gone to the scene, but
it wasn’t my job to investigate, you know that. If I investigate,
I’m saying my people don’t know shit and that is my fault. I would
read the report and look at the evidence and if I agreed with it,
I’d go from there.”

“And if you didn’t know there were two other
murder suicides on Balder in the last two weeks?”

“I’d give it a closer look, but I would have
expected Greco to tell me that.”

“Greco is headed to Hades,” Guthrie reminded
her.

“Yes, I know, but four months ago no one
suspected him of being a murderous Satanists, and he was my Major
on Balder. So, Nate, these captains are going to resent me and my
team.”

“Can’t be helped,” he said.

“Yes, I’m aware of that, can I handle this
and my team anyway I want?”

“It’s your team, Heather, and I’m not going
to argue with the results you’ve gotten so far.”

“Then I’m making it a training exercise. I’ll
let the captains know we are here because Romanos discovered that
there were three murder suicides in two weeks and reported that. It
wasn’t my idea to come here and I’m just making it a training
exercise for my people, getting them out of their comfort zone. I’m
putting Gabrielle in command of the investigation.”

Nate shrugged. “It’s your team, Heather, but
what are you going to do?”

“Supervise my people like I did on Balder.
Don’t worry, if it is something other than three murder suicides,
I’ll take over and go back to normal operations. However, this
gives me a chance to train Max and Henri as detectives. I have to
do something with Henri, and I should train Max as a detective
also. I’ll let Gabrielle train them as SWAT Marshals as well.”

“Well, it’s your case. Good luck,
Heather.”

“Thanks, Nate, now I’ll send out the message
for everyone to get here but they don’t need jump bags at this
time. We could almost work out of New York, but it takes longer to
go from planet to space station and space station to planet than it
does to get from the Earth Space Station to the Mars Space Station.
We’ll stay at the Space Tower on Mars; it isn’t my credits we are
spending.”

“Well, like I said, good luck.”


Chapter Three

 Thirty
minutes later, Heather’s team was assembled in the conference room
she used, the one by the office she shared with the other two
captains. “We have a new case, it’s on Mars, so we do not have the
normal sixteen hours travel time to discuss it. We will discuss it
here before we leave.” Then Heather told them what the case was and
heard groans from the team.

“That was my reaction as well, but Lieutenant
Colonel Romanos felt that with three murder suicides in two weeks,
that he wanted a Division Three team to investigate. He did not ask
for us and Thrope did not tell Colonel Guthrie to assign this team,
but whoever was next.”

Heather paused a moment and continued, “we
are doing things differently. I’m making this a training exercise.
So, I need three teams of detectives. Brita, you are the lead,
Henri will be your partner. Gabe, your partner will be Mila, and
you are the lead on that team, and finally Jules, Kam is your
partner, and you are the lead on that team.

“Next, you will each get two SWAT Marshals, a
Forensic tech and a computer tech. Ellis, you are the SWAT
commander, you decide what two SWAT Marshals go with what team,
that includes Gabrielle. Avigail, you are the Forensics commander,
you pick which Forensic tech goes with what team. You will not be
assigned to a team; you will help out where needed. Sofie, you are
in charge of the computer techs. Like Avigail, you pick who goes
where and you roam. Magnus, you will look at the autopsy data.
Finally, Gabrielle, you are in command of the team. All decisions
go through you. I will just supervise and go where I am needed.
Hannah, and Seo-jun, this is not a slight on you, I am taking
everyone out of their comfort zone because if these are just murder
suicides all we will do is check the evidence and agree with the
Marshals and local PD.

“And if it is not just three murder
suicides?” Gabe asked.

“Then Gabrielle……and I will decide if we
continue as is or we revert to our normal team functions. Sofie,
see how many murder suicides they have a week, a month or a year on
Mars. Is three in two weeks unusual or not. I can’t tell you how
many they have on Earth. Mars is two billion people, so it might
not be unusual.”

“I have the UAP Space Marshal Historian
General Battisti. General,” Heather said.

Marek Battisti was in his mid-fifties. He had
a Ph D from the University of Higher Learning in Prague. He
specialized in the Sol system, but he could speak about any of the
systems, planets or moons in the UAP, and if given the time, any
planet or moon that they knew about in the Milky Way. He had
started like most Marshals, in Division One after college. As a
Captain, he said he wanted to get his masters in the history of the
Sol System. As a Lieutenant Colonel, while in command of the
Jupiter moons, he got his Ph D.

Battisti was unmarried, like most Space
Marshals, but had a semi-permanent live-in man. Battisti was bi as
was the man he lived with, but both of them preferred men……most of
the time. His skin tone was a very light milk chocolate, more like
a well-tanned Italian like his last name might suggest. He had dark
hair and blue eyes, was tall, and worked out. He had a rugged, but
handsome face. “Good afternoon, as Captain Robinson said, I am
General Battisti. I am an expert on the Sol System, so I will tell
you all about Mars. Some of this you know, some you may not
know.

“The first attempt to colonize Mars was made
in 2033 by NASA along with the help of a few billionaires. That was
when money was used and billionaires were the richest people on
Earth. The population was also closing in on eight billion people.
NASA was the National Aeronautics and Space Administration. It was
replaced by WASA. The colonists were not prepared for life on Mars
and did not have sufficient supplies. After half of them died, and
it was evident the others would, a rescue mission was sent to Mars
for them. It took almost 300 days due to the position of Mars in
relationship to Earth. Half of those remaining survivors died
waiting for the rescue mission.

“A few years later, NASA and a few
billionaires wanted to go back to Mars and set a date of 2050. They
learned from their mistakes. They would need a real space station
in Earth orbit and one orbiting Mars, but that was not the first
priority. The first thing they needed was a spaceship that could do
the trip in less than 300 days and enter the thin atmosphere of
Mars and return to the existing space station, the ISS, the
International Space Station.

“That was completed by 2048, and the flight
times for the ship was 46 days at its closest point, and 333 days
at its furthest, about 166 days on average, or five and a half
months. Therefore, they started to send supplies to Mars. The
supplies were sent to the ISS in a spaceship that could take off
and land on Earth without huge fuel costs and usage, something that
was unheard of in 2033. The supplies were then loaded on the Mars
Explorers as the spaceships were called and the crew would fly to
Mars, enter the atmosphere and drop the ships. They had learned
from the 2033 expedition that encasing them in……rubber and then
parachuting them on to the surface was the best chance they had for
survival. They sent a shipment once a month. Round trip was about
eight to ten months.

“Two years later, humans went back to Mars.
The trip took five months due to the proximity of Earth and Mars.
There were ten astronauts, five woman and five men and between them
they had every skill they needed to survive.

“The landing was successful, but more
importantly, there were 29 months of supplies and other things they
would need rolling around the landing site in their protective
rubber balls.

“They lived in the spaceship for two weeks
while they retrieved the supplies. They landed in the middle of the
Argyle Basin and within two weeks they had a habitat erected and
oxygenated. The oxygen and water came from the supplies as did the
water and material to build the habitat. It was one mile by
one-mile square. There were separate areas for farming, living,
hospital, labs and everything you might need, but they had to
produce oxygen and water.

“For that they had MOXIE, which stands for
Mars oxygen in situ resource utilization Experiment. They had a
second small habitat that was not oxygenated and they built a small
MOXIE outside the habitat and pumped the oxygen inside. It worked
and by 2051 they were producing oxygen from the carbon dioxide
atmosphere.

“The ten astronauts were joined by a hundred
more by 2060 and the habitat had been enlarged to three square
miles with the first roads and individual living residents. There
was already abundant water on Mars, you just had to free it and
make it available.

“The real break for Mars came in 2070 when
they started to experiment with tridymite for the star drive. It
was ready in 2075 and tridymite was one of the minerals and it was
abundant on Mars. Also, it cut down the trip time to about 80 days.
By 2100, there were 250,000 people on Mars and the different
connected habitats were sixty square miles. They also had factories
that could produce steel, iron was abundant on Mars, and Earth was
exporting coal to Mars.

“Mars reached a million people in 2125.
People saw Mars as an alternative to Earth and Mars was offering……
signing bonuses and Earth was too overpopulated. It reached a
billion people by 2210 and it is two billion people today.” At that
point, Battisti stopped his lecture and looked to see if anyone had
any questions. They didn’t so he continued.

“In 2050, it was estimated it would take
100,000 years to terraform Mars with the existing technology.
Today, it is down to 10,000 years. What that means is, life outside
the habitats, which are now interconnected domes is not possible.
If you find yourself outside the dome without oxygen, you have a
couple seconds to live. With oxygen but no protective suit, maybe a
minute. So, do not chase an actor outside the dome for any reason
unless you are in a protective suit and have reusable oxygen. Also,
our flying vehicles are air breathers and will not work outside of
the dome. You need a spaceship for that.

“Now I will tell you some facts about Mars
that you will need to know. There is no open bodies of water, but
water is trapped in the soil and the ice caps. That means Mars is
one huge landmass.

“The Surface gravity of Mars is only
thirty-seven percent that of Earth, It is not as bad as the Moon,
but you will bounce more and can jump higher. Good for dunking a
basketball, but your soccer shot will probably go over the net, but
if you are a goalie, you might be able to kick it in the opponents
goal on your free kick.

“Mars also has the highest mountain in the
galaxy, Olympus Mons. It is 13 miles high and 372.8 miles in
diameter. It may still be active, but it hasn’t erupted in over
several thousand years, that we know of. The dome goes around it,
but people mine the volcano. They must wear protective suits and
have regeneratable oxygen. Remember, without oxygen, you live about
two seconds. With oxygen but no protective suit, you live about a
minute.

“It does not rain on Mars but inside the
dome, on the taller domes there are clouds and occasional rain.
What Mars has, is sandstorms, red sandstorms from all the iron dust
on the planet. Some of those storms can be planetwide. The domes
will protect you, but if you have to leave the dome, even in a
protective suit and oxygen, you can easily get lost in a sandstorm.
A sandstorm can move in quickly and just as quickly be gone. It can
look calm and then you are in the middle of a sandstorm. They are
propelled by winds of about 25 miles per hour.

“The Sun appears to be about half the size it
is on Earth and its light is almost fifty percent less. Now for an
interesting fact, the sunsets are blue, not red. They have adopted
a 25-hour day. The actual day is 24 hours and 40 minutes. It takes
Mars 687 days to revolve around the sun, That is an Earth day, it
is actually 677 Martian days. They tried to use the Earth day and
Earth year, but it became too difficult, so the Martian calendar
year is 339 twenty-five-hour days. Therefore the Martian calendar
has eleven months, there is no February. Every month has 31 days
except April and November, they have 30 days. The week is seven
days, there is no leap year.

“One more thing about going outside, the mean
temperature of Mars is 80 below zero. The low temperature in the
winter can be 243 below zero and in the heat of the summer it can
be 68 degrees above zero. The domes are temperature controlled at
72 degrees year-round, but there are a few places where it will be
hotter or colder because 72 degrees year-round can become
boring.

“I know I have said this before, but let me
reiterate it one more time, Mars can and will kill you. Do not go
outside the dome without oxygen and a protective suit. If you do,
you will probably be dead before you can get back inside the
airlock or you can be rescued. If you remember nothing else,
remember that. The atmosphere of Mars can and will kill you. Take a
ten-minute break and then we will discuss what you will find inside
the dome.”


Chapter Four

 Everyone
stretched and got something to drink or eat. It was from a quick
vend machine. However, Sofie had bought a small coffee urn and made
coffee for everyone. They all smiled when they saw it, but many of
them took a cup of coffee in disposable cups. Ten minutes later,
they were back in their seats.

“Now I will discuss conditions inside Mars.
Mars is a contrast in wealth. Most of the first 250,000 people and
families have credits, a lot of credits. Mars is the planet that
has the largest number of poor to wealthy ratio. Seventy percent of
the people on Mars are poor and make less than ₢30,000 a year. A
quarter of the population are trying to live on ₢10,000 credits. 29
percent of the people are in the middle class and while one percent
are wealthy, the uber wealthy is less than point zero two percent.
That is point zero, zero, zero two.

“As a result, there is a lot of crime on
Mars. I know Captain Robinson’s last post was Balder, but Balder
has less crime and more crime than Mars at the same time. Balder is
the wild west, but the ratio of rich to poor is much less, so on
Balder it is more about claim jumping and getting rich. On Mars it
is about just trying to survive for some, and that means illegal
activity.

“The highest mountain in the Sol System is on
Mars, but so it the longest and deepest canyon, Valles Marineris.
It is 2485 miles long, 124 miles wide and 4.3 miles deep. There are
vast underground canyon and caverns on Mars and a vast underground
society. They are under the dome and much, if not all of the
activity there is illegal in some form or another. So, like Balder,
wear your SWAT gear at all times. It can be in white mode but wear
it outside including helmet and faceplate. Have your pawal on heavy
stun and if necessary higher. I suggest you all get Balder style
holsters like your Captain has. I’m not saying you’ll be in quick
draw shootouts, but that second or two can make a difference.

“There are ghettos where the poor live, and
gated communities with 150 story high rises for the rich. Usually
the middle class are between them. The wealthy areas are not
concentrated in one area, neither are the ghettos or middle-class
neighborhoods. It is like any other planet only it is more
demarcated.

“There is a lot of prejudice on Mars, but it
is not racial, religious, sexual or national, it is financial. The
wealthy are afraid of the poor and hate the poor, and the poor feel
the same way about the wealthy. The middle class are fearful of
both the poor and wealthy.

“What you have is the wealthy are afraid the
poor will take their credits and possessions so they hate them
because they fear them. The poor hate the wealthy because the
wealthy make more in interest in an hour than they will make in a
year, or a lifetime. They have to struggle to survive while the
wealthy have more credits than they know what to do with. The uber
rich have more credits than ninety-nine percent of the population
of Mars.

“What this means is, beware of the local PD.
If they are protecting a wealthy community, they will resent your
presence because their only concern is the needs and safety of
people with billions or trillions of credits. If they patrol the
ghettos, they are underpaid and deal with too much crime to be of
any value. They will resent the fact that you have only one case
and there are……” he looked around and said, “……22 of you for just
one case. If they protect a middle-class community, they have to
constantly be on guard against poor people looking to steal from
their citizens. You can assume the Space Marshals on Mars will be
the same, only they know they can transfer off Mars to somewhere
else.

“One final word about skin color, almost
everyone on Mars is some shade of black. Some are a light as me,
others are very dark. However, the uber rich tend to be white or
like me. The reason is because they are from the initial 250,000
when we still had different races on Earth. They have
not……interbred as much because people like us generally didn’t have
the money to go to Mars in the beginning, so we are not super rich.
There are black, yellow and brown uber rich, but not as many. The
white uber rich are not prejudice to black, yellow or brown people
if you have money, but if you don’t, they think you are beneath
them. That is all I have. Any questions?”

“Why doesn’t the UAP do something about the
poverty on Mars?” Gabrielle asked.

“Because they can’t afford to. There are 1.4
billion poor people on Mars and the UAP cannot afford to just move
them. Also, poverty……and crime have been such a way of life in the
ghettos for 225 years that it has become institutionalized. That is
all these people know. It starts with getting some of the wealthy’s
credits into the hands of the poor, improving schools, higher wages
and better living conditions. That means higher taxes and that is
not going to happen. Since the one percent control ninety-nine
percent of the credits, they also make up the different branches of
government. If you want to run for a legislative seat, you need
credits and you are never going to get enough of them to run for
elected position. That means the constituents the government
answers to are the rich, so high taxes, taxes on the rich are not
going to be passed.

“Also, the population of Mars is a third of
the population of Earth. It is the second largest group of people
in the UAP. No single party can get enough members of the Lower
House to get a majority, so every PM must form a coalition
government. If the Kulkami Government tried to do something about
the wealth inequality on Mars, she would lose the support of the
delegates from Mars and she would no longer have a majority. Of
course it isn’t just Mars, she has to balance the wishes of all the
parties in her coalition. As a result, she cannot make radical
changes to the way things are on Mars.

“I’ll be honest, the wealthy, middle class
and much of the poor would like to see the 1.4 billion poor
relocated to different planets and moons, but as I said, they are
institutionalized and at this point, other planets do not want
them. It is a problem that has no apparent answer anytime soon.
Anything else?” There were no other questions, and Heather thanked
General Battisti for his insight, and he left to go back to his
office.


Chapter Five

 After
Battisti left Heather sighed and said, “well, he was good news. We
overcame the prejudices of Chlorophyceae, we can overcome the
wealthy prejudices of Mars. Remember, we have an advantage, the
Space Station over New York is about an hour from the surface of
Mars. If we need a warrant, I suggest we come here to this Space
Station. A judge’s signature from the New York Space Station
carries more weight. We also have the UAP Space Marshal brass on
our side.

“Our main problem is going to be that the
local PD and the Post Captains are going to resent us, as I said
earlier. So, Gabrielle, you will tell them we are there because
Romanos discovered three murder suicides in two weeks……”

Heather looked at the file in her
Communicator. “It appears all three murder suicides are people in
upper middle class communities. That means letting them know that
someone might be killing upper middle class will get them on our
side……hopefully. We’ll tell them we are using this as a training
exercise and just looking at what they did to satisfy Romanos and
Thrope. That will let them……think we aren’t suggesting they did a
bad job. Gabrielle, I’ll go with you when you talk to the different
PDs and post captains. Sofie, you will fill in for Gabrielle as a
SWAT Marshal when she is doing command duties. Avigail, be ready to
play SWAT Marshal also. We all wear our SWAT gear when we are
outside, with helmets and faceplates and four grenades hanging from
our gear. If you get a pawal warning, be ready to fire, heavy stun
unless your life is in danger, then go to kill setting. Don’t fuck
around with people that want to kill you.”

Heather sighed. “This one could be a bitch,
but in my three years on Balder, none of my Marshals died. Everyone
go home, and be back in an hour, ready to leave. Make sure one of
your suitcases is empty, or at least has room for three under white
SWAT gear clothing. We’ll have a brief meeting in case I forgot
something, then it will be Gabrielle’s show. That’s all.”

“Heather,” Sofie said before everyone left,
“three murder suicides in two weeks are rare on Mars. The normal
murder suicide rate for the planet is less than three in a Mars
calendar year.”

Heather sighed. “Then let’s hope this is an
anomality, if it isn’t, I have an idea we will be in the caverns of
Mars before this is over. See everyone in an hour.”

 


One hour later everyone was back. Heather had
gone home, actually given Sofie a ride since they were in the same
building. Heather had four suitcases, one empty. She removed her
dress uniform, and some of the things she’d normally take. Also, it
was less than two hours from Mars to her apartment with travel time
to and from space stations if she needed something. When everyone
was there, she said. “We are all getting Balder style holsters with
extra clips. I am also getting fourteen SWAT vehicles. That is what
we will travel in. We need eleven, so no one ever travels alone.
I’m getting fourteen because some of us may be alone, but if you
are alone in a vehicle in a bad neighborhood……I hate to use the
word ghetto, it has a negative connotation. If you are alone in a
bad neighborhood, have another team member or members in a second
vehicle traveling with you.

“Hannah, I’m going to need you and Gabrielle
to turn four of those SWAT vehicles into Forensic vehicles. Between
the two of you, decide what you need in your SWAT slash Forensic
vehicles. Three of them should have whatever you will need for a
crime scene. The fourth, Avigail’s can contain special items that
you may not need at all the scenes. The computer techs will ride
with the Forensics techs.

Each team will be two detectives, two SWAT
Marshals a Forensic and a computer tech. that is three vehicles,
nine total for 18 Marshals. Magnus, Sofie, Avigail and I will have
a vehicle, that’s thirteen, and the extra one is for Gabrielle if
she needs it. Gabrielle, if you need to leave your partner, Sofie
or Avigail will fill in for you and I will be your partner.
Otherwise, Sofie and Avigail will travel together. Magnus you will
go from morgue to morgue. You may be able to travel in a marked
medical vehicle and without SWAT gear. You may be seen as a doctor
and not a Space Marshal, but for now, let’s not assume that.

“As I said, I never lost a Marshal on Balder
because I assumed the worst. Based on General Battisti’s lesson,
that is what we are going to do. Gabrielle, since you are in
command and I’m supervising you, we will go see Colonel Romanos
first. You will speak, but don’t be surprised if I take over.
Perhaps Battisti painted an unnecessary picture of doom and gloom,
and Romanos’ picture will contain brighter, happier colors. We
won’t know until we get there. surviving on Balder is to always
assume the worst and that someone is going to take a shot at you
because you are the law. That is how we start on Mars. Okay, its
Christmas, let’s get some presents from the UAP.

 


It was almost 19:00 in New York City when
they left to go to supply. Heather had no idea what time it was in
Romanos’ office on Mars, so she called Thrope on the way. “Yes
Heather?” she said when she answered.

“General, I need two things from you.”

“I see you are calling while everyone is
around since you called me General. Alright, what do you need?”

“First can you notify Colonel Romanos that we
will be there in about two hours if he could be in his office. I
don’t know what time it is there.”

“It is about 23:00 now, Colonel Romanos
submitted the report at the end of his day. The third set of
victims were discovered 27 hours ago. It was discovered by the
local PD. There is a twelve-hour time difference and by the time
the local PD’s report arrived, he just added it at the end of the
other reports. So I will inform Colonel Romanos that you will be
there around midnight, his time. What else do you need?”

“Fourteen SWAT vehicles, five under white
SWAT gear clothing, a Balder style holster that has room for six
extra energy clips, and two extra sets of SWAT gear for
everyone.”

“Not a problem, if the supply Marshal has a
problem, they can call me, I’m still in my office.”

“Thank you, General,” Heather said, not
stating that Thrope knew Heather would be calling about this
because she was the God Fate and knew everything that would or had
happened in all of the multiverses.


Chapter Six

 It took
longer than Heather thought to get everyone a Balder style utility
belt with holster that held six energy clips, restraint devices,
and flashlights. Then they all got the under white, undergarment
for their SWAT gear. It was white cotton pants with a built-in
leather groin piece, a white leather ”corset” and white
long-sleeved tee shirt. The corset was not the kind worn to shape
the body provocatively, instead it was a corset that covered the
front and back of the body from the waist to the breastbone. For
women, it had bra cups and had to be fitted. It was loose fitting
and comfortable. The idea was if a laser beam got through the SWAT
protective suit, the white cotton might deflect it back out, if
not, the leather would stop it. It was a final layer of protection
to protect the wearer in case the SWAT gear failed.

Just a month ago Heather, Sofie, Gabe,
Seo-jun and Ivan had been in a firefight with robots that had
lasers built into both hands with an unlimited power source. The
lasers were on kill. Everyone was shot, multiple times but Ivan,
who was hit only once. Both Heather and Sofie had taken six hits,
one each to the heart, and the gear protected them, so the gear
worked. Still, as Heather knew from Balder, you stay alive by
playing it safe.

The final thing, turning SWAT vehicles into
Forensics vehicles also took longer than Heather thought. She had
thought this would take an hour; it took three. So they were not
going to get to Mars by 00:00 local time. Once Heather saw they
were running late, she asked Space Dispatch to contact Mars Space
Dispatch and inform Lieutenant Colonel Romanos they would have
Space Dispatch contact him when they entered the shuttle for the
trip to Earth’s Space Station. Finally at 22:00 New York time,
Heather notified Space Dispatch of that. The SWAT vehicles and
their luggage had already left on a cargo shuttle for the trip to
their jump ship.

They were not jumping to Mars. They could,
but there was no reason to and it was too dangerous. If they came
out of the hyperspace where an asteroid or comet was, they would be
killed, and at half-light speed the trip was only 36 minutes. They
were on a jump ship because that is what the UAP used for flights
between space stations. Most jump ships could not enter the
atmosphere and were too big to land on a planet. Destroyers and
frigates could enter the atmosphere, but they couldn’t land on the
planet. For that you needed shuttles, and they did not have star
drives that could allow them to travel at the speed of light. Jump
ships did, but usually their top speed was half-light speed. It was
just safer in a solar system.

They entered the jump ships but were not
assigned cabins. It was a 36-minute trip from de-docking on the
Earth Space Station to docking on the Mars Space Station, so they
would be in recliners the whole time. As soon as the ship de-docked
from the Space Station, the astrogator contacted the Mars Space
Station to let them know they were coming.

Most Space Stations are not aware of a
Division Three team coming to that Space Station, or if they have
advance notice, they do not know when the arrival will be.
Therefore when the ship jumps into the solar system, the astrogator
radios the Space Station. They are four light hours for the
station. It will take eight hours for the jump ship to arrive, the
radio message will take four hours, so the station has four hours
to find them a spot to dock. With Earth to Mars travel, the Mars
Space Station had eighteen minutes, but the UAP Space Marshal jump
ship had already notified them they would be docking but had no
idea of the time. So just like Heather had Space Dispatch notify
Romanos they were leaving, so did the astrogator on the jump
ship.

There was no time for a meal, or anything.
They never left their recliners, strapped in. 36 minutes after
leaving Earth’s Space Station it docked at the Mars station. The
shuttle took half an hour to go the 250 miles to the space station.
The jump ship took 36 minutes to go the 200,000,000 from Earth to
Mars at half-light speed. Now they had another 30-minute shuttle
flight down to Mars. It was 23:54 hours in New York, 01:00 hours on
Mars at Romanos’ office. It had already been a 10-hour day for
Heather, nine hours for everyone else and they just arrived, but if
it was outside the solar system, like Balder, travel time between
space stations would have been 16 hours, but then they could have
slept on the way. It made no difference, they were a Division Three
Space Marshal team, and this was life on a Division Three team. You
slept when you could.

 


“We are here, Gabrielle, what are your
orders?” Heather asked.

Gabrielle shook her head, she never had to do
this. “Alright, everyone off the jump ship, Heather and I will go
down and talk with Colonel Romanos and find out about
accommodations and where the three murder suicides are and the time
there. After we get those facts, we will get back to you and
everyone can come down as well as our equipment.”

“Sounds good,” Heather told her and they
caught a small shuttle to the surface.

The shuttle took a little longer because it
did not land at a normal spaceport. The space port was an area
outside the dome, but the dome surrounded it 360 degrees. It was
just a “hole” in the dome with about a three-mile diameter for
shuttles to land and take off.

It landed, and the pad was lowered into the
ground and then the pad moved to the airlock. It entered the
airlock, and the outer doors closed. The airlock was pressurized,
the inner doors opened, and a vehicle was hooked up to the shuttle
by UAP longshoremen with emergency oxygen on their back. The
vehicle towed the shuttle to a gate so the passengers could exit
the shuttle. It was just Heather and Gabrielle in complete SWAT
gear in white mode with four grenades hanging from their coats and
their Balder style holsters around their waist. They were met by a
Space Marshal in normal uniform who just stared at them. “Captain
Robinson?” he asked.

“Yes,” Heather said,

“You don’t need SWAT gear here, we are in the
Capital, New London, so there are no ghettos here.”

Heather shrugged, removed her faceplate and
helmet and opened her coat. Then the Marshal stared again when he
saw the under whites. “I, ah……I don’t think Colonel Romanos is
going to like the under whites,” he said.

“General Battisti told us what to expect on
Mars. He did not say it wasn’t necessary in New London. Also, where
are we staying, and where are the incidents? What time zones are
they in? If Colonel Romanos has a problem, he can take it up with
General Battisti,” Heather said.

“Yes ma’am,” he stated and led them to his
vehicle and the short trip to the UAP Government Building and
Romanos’ office.

They traveled underground about two miles and
then they took the ramp up. They were traveling on the surface the
whole time, about 40 miles per hour, rather slow for 2325. The
surface was a wide expanse of streets with a narrow park that
divided the road into two one-way streets. There was greenery and
trees on both sides and in the distance buildings a hundred stories
or more. There were no people on the streets except in vehicles. It
was dark in the dome and it was dark outside the dome. “How many
airlanes?” Heather asked.

“Five.”

“How high is the dome?”

“Here in New London, about 1700 feet, 400
feet above the highest building, which is 100 stories. It is an
apartment building.

As it came closer, Heather said, “is it
green?”

“No, each apartment has a garden, that is
what you are seeing. This is October, and we are very near the
equator, but that means nothing. The temperature is 72 year around.
The dome isn’t high enough here for rain.”

“What do people grow?” Gabrielle asked.

“Asparagus, tomatoes, peas and rye grow the
best. We can grow some other things, but at this time they are not
as successful. We eat a lot of rye pasta with tomato sauce. Sweet
potatoes do okay also.

“Interesting,” Gabrielle said as they
continued along the surface now at 60 miles an hour. It was a
marked UAP Space Marshal vehicle. They also saw a few New London PD
vehicles. The Space Marshal vehicles were the normal white with red
and yellow stripes and the five-pointed star with small balls at
the points. The New London PD vehicles were black and white with an
oblong badge. The trip on the surface took ten minutes, mainly
because there were traffic control signals and they had to come to
a complete stop.

The UAP Government Building was 16 stories.
Like most buildings in the UAP, there were parking areas every
three stories, “Is this enough parking?” Heather asked.

“We have six stories underground,” he said
and took them up to the tenth-floor parking. “Another Marshal will
meet you and take you to Colonel Romanos,” he stated. My parking
spot is on sublevel three.”

Heather and Gabrielle got out and the Marshal
had a look of……distain over their choice of dress. “I assume one of
you is Captain Robinson?”

Heather was a little pissed at his look of
distain and looked at Gabrielle and mouthed the word yes. “Yes,”
she said.

“Follow me, Captain, I assume this is your
sergeant.”

“Lieutenant,” Gabrielle stated.

“Sorry, I was told most Division Three teams
have sergeants as SWAT, Forensics and Computer team leaders.”

“Those are teams led by a lieutenant,” was
all Gabrielle said.

They went in the door; the Marshal used his
card to open it. Inside there was another Space Marshal on guard
duty. She also gave them a funny look but said nothing. The Marshal
stopped and said, “Captain Robinson and her SWAT lieutenant.”

She nodded and said it was okay to enter.
They did and no alarms sounded. From there it was a short walk to
an office that said, Lieutenant Colonel Orin Romanos. The glass in
the door was opaque. Heather figured it was clear inside so Romanos
could see out but no one could see inside his office.

The Marshal knocked and entered. “Colonel
Romanos, Captain Robinson and her SWAT lieutenant.” She pointed at
Gabrielle when she said Captain Robinson.

Romanos was sitting behind his desk, in
uniform. He saw how they were dressed, scowled and said, “Captain,
I don’t approve of that white undergarment under my command, it
isn’t regulation uniform. Also there is no need for SWAT gear in
New London.”

He looked at Gabrielle expecting a response.
When she didn’t answer, he said, “Captain Robinson, I made a
statement, I expect a reply.” He was looking at Gabrielle.

She looked at Heather and before Heather
nodded, but before Gabrielle could answer, Romanos said, “Captain
Robinson, I just said when I make a statement I expect a reply.” He
was still looking at Gabrielle.

“And if you are addressing me, I expect you
to give the respect to at least look at me,” Heather stated.

He looked at Gabrielle and said, “you aren’t
Captain Robinson?”

“No, I’m Lieutenant Milkhailov.”

“Then why did the other Marshal point to you
and say you were Captain Robinson?”

“Because she asked us if one of us was
Captain Robinson and I looked at Lieutenant Milkhailov and
indicated she should say yes. Since the Marshal asked her if she
was Captain Robinson, she just assumed. Her question was not, are
you Captain Robinson, but were one of you Captain Robinson. We
answered the question she asked. As for what we do or do not wear
under our SWAT gear, with all due respect, Colonel Romanos, we are
not under your command. This team is under my command although for
this case, I have put Lieutenant Milkhailov in command. As for
being under your command, full bird Colonel Guthrie is my boss, but
we are really under the command of Lieutenant General Thrope.

“You may not like what we are wearing under
our SWAT gear, or that we are wearing it, but before we left,
General Battisti, the Space Marshal historian, an expert on the Sol
system briefed us on Mars, and from that briefing, I told my team
to wear this. My last posting was a captain on Balder for three
years. In those three years none of my Marshals were killed or
injured from a pawal hit. Some of my Marshals sustained injuries,
I’m not suggesting they didn’t, but I told my Marshals you do not
leave the Post without being in full SWAT gear and that includes
helmet and faceplate. I also suggested they wear under whites under
their SWAT gear and they did. As I said, no one was killed or
injured from a pawal hit.

“Furthermore, I informed General Thrope that
everyone on my team were getting Balder style utility belts with
six energy clips, not the normal four, two extra SWAT suits and
five sets of under whites and she approved it. So, it may not be
regulation, and you may not allow your people to wear it, but the
person I report to has no problem with us wearing it. If you want
to call General Thrope, or even Colonel Guthrie and tell them we
cannot wear the under whites under our SWAT gear, and they
tell me we cannot wear them, we will not wear them.”

Romanos looked at Heather and she could see
the anger in his eyes. People don’t talk to him like this. “Do you
know who I am?”

“Yes, Lieutenant Colonel Orin Romanos. I’d
say you are about forty, so you are a little above the curve for
lieutenant colonel. That means you may not be on the fast track for
general, but probably more like ahead of most of your class for
general.

“I’m guessing General Imari sees a star in
your future, that is why you got this Post, being in command of
Mars. It is in the Sol system and General Imari and the other three
and four stars, as Phobe Murray calls them……that is General Phobe
Murray, can watch you and see all of your accomplishments…..and
fuck ups. If your fuck ups are few, and your accomplishments are
many, you will get promoted to Bird Colonel.

“Right now, you are a paper pusher that is
also in charge of all the Space Marshals on the planet. You also
have command responsibilities. This is a good example. It is after
01:00 your time……I believe. I had hoped to be here four hours ago,
but it was not possible. Therefore, you have to meet us now, at
01:00 hours when you would normally be asleep. Did I miss anything,
Colonel? Do you know who I am?”

“I had no idea who they were sending,” he
said.

“As I said, my last posting was a captain on
Balder where my arrest and safety record was outstanding. This is
my third case with this team. Before coming to this team, on their
last case, with their old captain, they arrested Lieutenant Colonel
Jankovic and Major Greco as serial killers. Major Greco was my boss
on Balder. As I understand it, Major Greco was just sentenced to
life in Hades and Colonel Jankovic is serving life on a prison
planet other than Hades.

“On my first case, we arrested the President
of the PMV, his cabinet, Vice President, Speaker of the House and
President Pro Tempore of the Senate. On my last case we arrested
the President and CEO of Earth Bank and the Minister of Finance of
the UAP for 15,000 counts of murder, terrorism and nine counts of
attempted murder of Space Marshals. I tell you that, because you
may be my boss someday, but today you are not and you do not
intimidate me or this team. This is a Division Three team……which
you asked for that is led by a captain. Not
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