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Prologue





 


As soon she felt she could get away,
Agent Benton strode rapidly down the center of the cold gray floors
of the Imperial Palace’s cavernous Grand Hallway. All the Palace
hallways were as wide as four lane highways. They made her feel
small – exposed, even now, in the middle of the day. There was
easily five hundred people in the xeno-administration wing of the
Palace, not including security staff, but the hollow echo of her
singular footsteps made it feel as if she walking through a massive
empty tomb. After nearly a hundred meters, she had only shared it
with one person who had been going the other way.

 


She stopped in front of the full length
black obelisk mirror at the end of hall and straightened her outfit
one more time. Looking at her own reflection, starring into her own
eyes, she drew in a deep breath of resolve and continued on to the
intelligence division's lobby.

 


The first sentry was in full body armor
with a helmet that covered the face. No name tag. Completely
anonymous. They do that so you don't get to know the security staff
and can't tell if the one you are dealing with is one that knows
you or not. In fact, in the two years she has worked in this
division, she has had no way of telling if she has ever even seen
the same guard more than once. There are enough in the palace to
rotate them to a new post every day for two years, and not have
them at the same post twice.

 


As she approached and handed her ID to
the unknown sentry, she could feel her heart beating in her throat.
She wasn’t scared, she was excited. This was a big day. A new
Genesis had begun only a few short weeks ago. There was a lot to
do. A life time of work ahead of her. The sentry handed back her
ID.

 


“Thank you very much, Agent
Benton.” The sentry said and stepped aside.

 


She walked into the secure elevator and
swiped her ID in the special agent’s slot. It began to move down to
her floor deep beneath the Palace. She was nearly 200 meters down
when it stopped and opened up into a regular sized hallway with a
second security check point. Two guards on duty here. One armed
with a high capacity assault rifle. She stopped just outside the
elevator and waited for the guard to wave her forward. At this
level the guards had tight shorts and itchy trigger fingers, so it
was always a good idea to follow the strict protocols. There was
only a small chance the guards would shoot her for some slight
infraction, but it was not a risk she was willing to take. With a
Genesis in progress, the security team in the intelligence division
was going to be on edge and even more hard nosed than normal. If
there was anything taken more seriously than a Genesis by this
Empire, she had no idea what it was.

 


The guard waved her forward and had her
put her face up to the retinal scanner. A quick hum and an all
clear signal. She then proceeded through the contraband scanner and
cleared that as well. Agent Benton continued down the hall to her
department. On the archway entering the main office junction there
was a sign, it read….

 


'DEPARTMENT OF GENESES'

 


Agent Benton turned toward her office
and swiped her ID at two more internal check points along the way.
The department heads were still collecting in the meeting room as
she came to her office. She swiped her ID and entered her pass
code. The door unlocked and Agent Benton went inside.

 


Her office came to life with digital
displays and lighting. She entered her security code and logged on
to her terminal. The most current progress report was still nearly
two weeks old. At this stage that was acceptable. It would be years
before daily updates are needed and by the time the Genesis is
being actively effected they will have an agent on site to make
decisions. Agent Benton knew if she played her cards right the next
couple of decades that she could be that agent. They trained only a
handful of them every generation and only one in a couple hundred
of those trained get's to ever be alive when a Genesis occurs let
alone be the agent on site. But she would make sure she was this
generation's pick.

 


Agent Benton finished going over the
report one last time before the briefing began. Then she picked up
her notes and headed into the meeting room. The other four
department heads were already in their seats. They were her only
competition and two of them were over sixty. By the time an agent
would be required on site, both of them would be retired or dead of
old age. The remaining two were neither as smart or as skilled as
her. So as far as she was concerned her only real threat would be
from any new recruits that make the cut into Geneses.

 


The department lead, director Lyman,
came into the room. He was a tall salt and pepper haired man in his
early fifties. Agent Benton actually had a crush on him when she
was first assigned to his desk as an assistant, but after she had a
long weekend affair with him in her eighth month at the agency, she
got over it and focused on her training. Now in her second year as
the rookie agent on watch, she was focused on making sure she
acquired any an all skills that she would need for the mission
ahead. Director Lyman called the meeting to order and sat
down.

 


“Good morning ladies and Gentleman.” He
said as he flipped open a notebook before him. “We are now in the
third week of Genesis one hundred and eighty one. I just went over
the latest report which came in this morning, you should have them
on your terminals in about an hour. The operational procedure
remains in observe and protect mode at this time. The health of the
Genesis is excellent. Care takers security check came back with a
couple flags. One is a neighboring farm's worker with an arrest for
trespassing. The details are in your packets.”

 


He looked up at the five people before
him and locked eyes briefly with one of the older gentlemen. “Agent
Mason.” He said looking back down at his notes. “You get this one.
Make sure to do complete workup for the protection detail.” The old
man nodded and made a note in his own folder as the director
continued. “The second flag is about a migrant worker at the
principal farm. He has no back ground to speak of and is likely
using a fake ID.” The director looked up again and this time locked
eyes with her. “Agent Benton.” He said. “You get the mystery
worker. Find out who he is. I want to know where he was born, where
he went to school, who he likes to spend time with, what he does
for fun. Everything.”

 


Agent Benton nodded quickly and spoke
up instantly. “I don't understand, sir.” She said. “Wouldn't it be
safer to just have the protection detail pick him up and remove him
from the area of the operation?”

 


The other four agents looked at her as
if she had suggested over throwing the Empire. The Director smiled
slightly at the corner of his mouth. “We have very strict protocols
to follow. Protecting the Genesis from death or destruction is
priority one, but non-interference is priority two.” He said calmly
with a grin as if he were remembering other conversations like
this.

 


“We don't make any changes or get
involved beyond observing unless we have to prevent imminent and
mortal danger to the Genesis.” He looked back at her as if he was
checking to see that the words soaked into her brain. He then
grinned again as he closed his notebook.

 


“We're going to be on this mission for
the rest of our lives. And as the youngest member of our team, that
means you will very likely be on it the longest of all the people
in this room.” He stood up and looked directly at her. “You are
going to do thousands of such security workups in the decades to
come, Agent Benton. Along with endless intelligence briefings,
incalculable hours of studying planets and societies you didn't
know existed before and that's before we all start doing time in
the field directly supervising the protection detail. You will one
day get to experience the mind numbing sensation of being stuck in
a room for months at a time watching someone else live their life.”
His expression melted in to a more serious mask. “Training for our
generation of agents is over. It time to go to work, people. Any
questions?” No one said anything. “Good. Oh, the report did mention
that the parents picked out a name.” He looked at everyone perk up
and listen.

 


“Our Genesis is officially named Sarah
Jane Walker.” He left the meeting room and everyone began post
briefing chat. But not Agent Benton. She got up and went back to
her office with her briefing packet and got to work on her security
check right away.

 


She sat down at her desk and started a
data retrieval request for the agricultural planet of Spokax
Five.

 


“Okay” She said looking at the
information flowing onto her screen. “Let's see if this
unidentified migrant worker poses any threat to our little baby
girl.”

 




	
CHAPTER 1





Drax 7R

 


Jinx looked out the window of her
insertion transport at the glowing orange gas giant. It was ominous
taking up most of the night sky and drowning out all but the most
brilliant stars in the back ground. They had been slowly orbiting
for almost four hours now and the star systems sun was very
distant. Drax they called it. And the planet they were orbiting was
the seventh planet out from Drax making it Drax 7, but the target
they were heading to was a moon of Drax 7. The enormous yellow
orange gas giant had a rock that was the eighteenth of forty two
moons. It was therefore Drax 7R, 'R' being the eighteenth letter of
the Imperial alphabet. Beyond twenty six moons they had numbers
again. Drax 7Z-3 and so on up to Drax 7Z-16 which was a rock less
than 3,000 kilometers in diameter and had an orbit of almost four
standard years. But Drax 7R was unique in this star system in that
it was habitable. It was big enough for the gravity pull to measure
in at just under one standard gravities. It had no surface oceans.
Though it did have a number of oasis littered around the surface
where underground water broke the surface. Most of the ground was
covered in a mossy grass. At least on the side of the moon that
faced the gas giant. The side of the moon that faced away from the
gas giant was desolate and cold. Even now when it was facing the
star, the outside of the moon was dimly lit at this distance and
received very little heat from the sun. It was near the border of
these two areas that the transport was heading to land. In several
hours, when they finally got to the ground, it would be a miserable
first few days as they touched down covertly in the waste land and
marched toward the city in which she was being secretly
posted.

 


Drax 7R was the host to three large
cities and an endless number of farming collections that spanned
the vast land scape outside of the densely populated areas. Each
metropolitan zone hosted at least three million citizens and twice
as many 'non-citizens'. People taken from various worlds in raids
by the clans of this world. Enslaved is how the Empire puts it.
That was how Jinx put it too. And now the slavers on this remote
little moon had taken citizens of the Empire. A ship hijacked a few
months back was taken here and the people on board added to the
slave population of this world. Jinx was part of the recon team
being sent in to scout the cities and gather intelligence that the
Imperial navy would soon use to free it's citizens from their
captors. Jinx liked the sense of that. She had seen very little
action in her more than three years of service thus far and was a
bit eager to put a round or two into some slaver's ass. And she was
sure when the invasion started she would get her chance.

 


She squinted her eyes and focused them
on a tiny dot in the distance. It was Drax 7R. The transport's
orbit was taking them well out of sensor ranges to the far side of
the moon for final approach. Jinx silently prayed for the transport
team to take their time. She didn't want them to get detected and
captured. She had read all the preliminary reports on this world
and was not looking to be a slave on it. The enslaved population
was kept indefinitely nude. The heat radiated from the gas giant
provided a very mild weather pattern and plenty of warmth for the
naked slaves working in the streets, fields and farms. But that did
not encourage her desire to be one of them. Even the 'winter' on
this world was relatively warm dropping only a few degrees in
temperature over the short two months it lasted. Drax 7R took a
little over fifteen months to orbit the gas giant. Two months of
winter, five months of what they called the long night where Drax
7R faces away from the sun and two 'days' lasting about four months
each where they had the light from both the gas giant and the sun,
but still the temperature only raised a few degrees over the course
of these 'day time' seasons. Drax 7R was about to enter a long
night and Jinx's team was taking advantage of the timing to make an
insertion onto the moon while the conditions were optimal. She
looked at the dot in the sky. She knew they were traveling at
hundreds of kilometers per second, but the dot did not seem to get
larger. She decided to try and get some sleep until they were ready
for their breaking maneuver.

 


Jinx
jerked awake at the sound of the klaxon alarm. Her heart was
racing. As she looked around and got her bearings, she realized
that the alarm was letting the crew and passengers know they were
about to begin breaking. She blinked her eyes and reoriented
herself with the new view out the window. The gas giant was no
longer in the night sky, nor the shimmering blue sun. Now she saw a
blanket of stars stretched across her view like a million glowing
grains of sand on a black canvas. This region of the galaxy was
pretty void of the usual nebulae and star clusters that would light
up the night.

 


Jinx relaxed as much as she could when
the breaking thrusters kicked in and she sank back into her seat.
The sounds of dozens of loose objects hitting the back wall sounded
through the passenger cabin. Most of them were things the other
passengers had taken out while they were orbiting the gas giant and
they had forgotten to re-secure them before the transport left the
microgravity maneuver. Jinx was a veteran of insertion transports.
This was her sixth assignment in three years. Forth one where
covert insertion was mandated. Covert insertions meant a large
transport was out of the question and long approaches were the
standard. This was not bad in her experience. By the time they
touch down it will have been about seventeen hours space to rock
insertion and then they would have at least a two day march to the
rendezvous with the in place team. All told a three day insertion
was average. She had once spent nine days just in the space to rock
phase while their transport navigated an asteroid field on approach
to their target. So seventeen hours was a walk in the park to
her.

 


She looked around the cabin at the
other three passengers on their way to the post on Drax 7R.
Sergeant Shannon Warren was a cyber specialist. Jinx had met her on
the cruiser on the way out. Her call sign was 'Hax'. Jinx felt that
the girls with the X's in their name should stick together. Hax was
young and green on her second assignment, but Jinx liked her. She
seemed like one of those ultra smart tech types the Empire normally
kept bundled up in safe places cracking codes and cyphers. If they
had her assigned to this mission then it was likely to get serious.
The hunk of steel muscle with eyes in the seat just on the other
side of Hax was Sergeant Roman Case. He was saddled with the call
sign 'Peels' because he ate a lot of fruit in his off time and left
the peels in his wake. His commander at the time told him he could
always tell when he had come across a spot where Case had been on a
recon assignment because there would be a pile of fruit peels lying
around. Now he was on this mission and Jinx had no idea what his
role was other than looking like he had been freshly chiseled out
of marble. She had talked to him a couple of times during meals on
the flight out, but he was elusive when asked about his past
assignments. The last member of their insertion team was their
guide into the city. If lieutenant Fallon had a first name, Jinx
did not know it. She knew his call sign was 'Rifter', but the joke
around the cruiser was that Lt. Fallon was so secretive that his
true call sign was just a question mark. He had briefed them on
Drax 7R as well as the city of Mareen where they were going.
Everything he told them about the culture and Mareen people was
from first hand experience. He had been posted in the city on an
intelligence detail previously, but Jinx did not know when or for
how long. Rifter was more elusive than Peels. She didn't even know
how the lieutenant got his call sign.

 


Jinx was feeling heavier now. The
breaking maneuver was pushing harder. The pilots were adjusting for
trajectory. Covert insertions did not use the atmosphere for
breaking like most space flights. They could not afford to leave a
burn trail in the sky for some satellite to pick up or some border
farmer to see, so they had to slow down enough in space that when
they hit the atmosphere they would not create so much friction to
cause a glow. It was going to be dangerous enough for the flight
team to stay on the surface for a few days before lifting off
again. They didn't need to also have Mareen military aircraft out
looking for them while they waited for the insertion team to get
out of pocket. While they can get into the atmosphere without
making much of a scene, when they lifted back off again they were
going to leave a long trail of smoke behind them. Hopefully the
local authorities will think it was an independent flight from
another clan, meteors or smugglers. Anything but a hostile force
inserting a team of specialists on an operation to free
slaves.

 


Jinx sank farther back into her seat as
the breaking thrusters increased in power again. She figured they
were up to about a five gravity deceleration now. It was hard to
breath, but she knew they were also pumping more oxygen into the
cabin now to compensate. Jinx looked over at the other three
members of her team. Hax was predictably clinching her arm rests
with her hands and had her eyes shut tight as she fought to breath.
This was her first covert insertion into an operation so if she got
to the ground without vomiting up the last days worth of meals then
Jinx figured she was ahead of the curve. Peels and Rifter were both
stone cold calm. No surprise there, Jinx thought. She figured each
of them had to have been on at least as many of these types of
missions as she had. In Rifter's case she figured he probably had
been on many more than she had. He had that whole 'Riddle, wrapped
up in an enigma and sealed in a puzzle.' aura about him. It made
her want to ask him if he had ever killed anyone with an eating
utensil.

 


There was a faint haze on the farthest
back part of her window. It was the atmosphere of Drax making it's
first appearance. They became just a little bit heavier in their
seats. Jinx knew this was likely a final adjustment to their
descent speed and soon they would lighten up as they turned from
falling mode to flying mode. She looked back to make sure Hax was
not about to paint the cabin with internal fluids. The rookie tech
was holding it down. Good thing too. At this breaking speed most of
it would get shoved back into her throat and cause her to choke.
About now Jinx's 50 kilogram body was feeling like it was about 300
kilos. Even if she tried to get out of her seat and help a choking
Hax, she wouldn't be able to move until they slowed down. But Jinx
was not worried. If it came to that, Peels was about 500% muscle
mass and sitting right on the other side of Hax. Even at a 6g
re-entry, Jinx was sure he could move about with a modest amount of
effort. She then glanced at Rifter. He could probably save Hax from
choking to death with some secret ghost shadow move he learned from
a monk manning a temple in the middle of a desert on a planet no
one ever heard of. And he would do it without any of us even
knowing he was there, she smiled at that thought.

 


A loud boom echoed through the cabin
and Jinx swore she saw Hax jerk just a little and give out a yelp.
Had the gravity been normal she was sure Hax would have jumped out
of her skin. They were leveling out now and gravity was returning
to normal. Jinx felt like she could float out of her seat if she
were not strapped in. Hax let out a sigh of relief when the
transport leveled out and they could see a mild violet blue sky out
side.

 


“Hell of a sonic boom, huh, Sergeant?”
Peels said looking at Hax. “Loud enough to make you think we lost a
piece of the ship.”

 


The young woman turned her head just
enough to make eye contact with the muscled man next to her. “You
mean we didn't explode?” She said jokingly. “Damn. Now I'm going to
have to put up with your snide remarks for a whole tour of duty on
this rock.”

 


Jinx smiled. She did like Hax. “We'll
be on the ground in less than an hour now.” She said. “Then a
couple days of Peels leaving a trail of fruit skin that could be
seen from low orbit as we march across the mossy landscape
listening to his dry wit before we get to our AO. Hell, Hax. This
was the easy part.”

 


The burly man lifted a hand and gave
Jinx the finger. Rifter unbuckled himself from his seat and stood
up. “Ok people.” He said in a serious tone. “I want gear checks
before we touch down and go through your check lists twice. If you
leave something behind there will be no going back for
it.”

 


The three team members unlatched their
belts and began to go about the process of checking all of their
personal gear. They were going to be packing light for the two day
march. Just 30 kilos of gear. Jinx started with her primary weapon.
She grabbed the glossy case out of the secure hold. It was given to
her for this mission to carry her weapon into and around the city.
It reminded her of a case for a musical instrument. As she opened
it, she saw her favorite old friend resting gently inside the foam
frame. A dull tinted sniper rifle with a composite scope, flash and
sound suppressor, night vision attachment and magazine feed that
let her select from a variety of ammunition on the fly. It was her
life's blood. Jinx's talent in recon sniper missions made her a
Sergeant in her third year. She was considered one of the best in
the specialization. Top one percent. She was what was known in the
sniper core as a 'stag' meaning she did not usually operate with a
spotter or another sniper. She spent most of her missions alone in
a hide watching a target area through her scope waiting for
conditions to emerge that would give her cause to send a steel
jacketed slug down range. She had mountains of patience.

 


As she finished up her gear check, Jinx
took a moment to look out at the fast approaching landscape this
world had to offer. It was still dimly lit by the system's blue
star far off in the sky. She could see what looked like a desert of
rolling hills covered in a brownish gray mat. The occasional rocky
outcropping poked up here and there, but this side of the planet
was as advertised. Desolate. She finished securing her pack and got
back into her seat for the landing. The craft started bumping
around slightly from the air turbulence as they hit the lower
atmosphere and Hax finished her gear check after strapping herself
back in. Jinx noticed the rookie has a lot of electronic gear that
she did not recognize. Some of the stuff look military issue, some
looked custom made. She also noticed that Hax only had a side arm
and a knife. Not combat oriented, she thought.

 


Rifter and Peels both had collapsible
carbines and suppressed side arms. Jinx figured they also carried
hidden weapons. Most special ops people did. She did. She had her
standard issue knife as well as three hidden blades. The clothing
they were provided for the hike into the city was very roomy. Jinx
figured if she needed to, she could hide a battle
cruiser.

 


The cabin lights went out and red
lights came on. It was less than twenty minutes to touch down now.
The red lights were to allow their eyes to adjust to the dark
conditions outside. Despite being the side of the moon that faced
the blue sun, it was like a dark twilight outside because of the
star's distance. Judging from the thickness of the clothing they
wore, it was also very cold on this side of the moon. Like most
moons in the galaxy, Drax 7R was tidal locked with the gas giant it
orbited. That means that the same side of the moon always faces the
gas giant and is the only side staying warm from the heat radiation
that Drax 7 emitted. Temperatures on the 'far side' of the moon
where they were putting down dropped below freezing in the two
months of winter and were only just above freezing this time of
year. Jinx looked at the landscape again now. They were very low to
the ground and details were visible. Not much new, she thought. A
few features that told her water ran across the landscape at some
point in the past. There was what appeared to be areas of larger
vegetation. Maybe not trees, but tall plants and brush seemed to
have out crops in the lower elevations.

 


The final approach was signaled by the
pilots and the men took their seats too. Jinx hated this part. She
always managed to get this deep feeling that they were about to hit
the ground and explode. She would not relax again until the engines
shut down. Unless they shut down before they got on the ground.
Then she was just going to panic. The ground was getting close very
fast. She didn't even need to lean over to look down at it anymore.
There was a horizon above the window frame.

 


She felt the jolt and sank into her
seat as the pilots fired the thrusters under the ship hard and then
it was over. The ship came to a rest and the engines began to
slowly churn down to silence. Jinx unlatched her seat belt and
began grabbing her gear. The others were doing the same except Hax
was looking a little pale. Jinx hoped she didn't barf when they got
out. She had made it all this way without upchucking and Jinx would
hate to see the rookie drop the ball now.

 


The side door to the transport opened
up and Rifter ordered one last gear check in the passenger cabin as
the four of them prepared to leave the ship behind. The cold air
rushed in from outside and crashed into Jinx like a wave. It was
exceedingly cold outside. As Rifter hopped out of the vehicle, Jinx
heard crunching sounds. The ground vegetation had frost on it. The
smell of the planet was also exotic. It reminded Jinx of rust mixed
with the scent of fuel exhaust. Or maybe she was smelling the
outside of the ship. She hopped out of the transport and put on her
pack before checking the rest of her gear. The grass was short,
flat and had a brownish hue. It looked dead to her and might be if
it has been frosted for long. Hax got out and Peels walked about
the cabin checking for anything that was left behind. Seemingly
satisfied that they had all their gear, he joined the rest on the
ground and they began the march across the barren landscape. Behind
them the pilots had emerged from the front cabin and were
extracting the camo net they would hide the ship under the next few
days until the insertion team was clear of the landing zone and
then they would take off and head back to the cruiser. As they
distanced themselves from the ship, Jinx could smell different
aromas. Faint because of the cold, but detectable. It was like pine
needles mixed with a hint of mint. Better than rust and fuel, she
thought. The air was surprisingly still as well. Usually in an open
area like this there would be significant wind activity, but Drax
7R had a very mellow weather system because of it's small
variations in temperatures over time and thinned atmosphere. It
wasn't hard to breath. Oxygen content in the air here was higher
than most planets even if the atmosphere was thinner. Most likely
because the planet was covered in grass that produced it. She was
curious about that.

 


“Is the grass alive or dead from the
cold?” Jinx asked to the group, but was banking on getting Rifter
to answer since he had been here before. “It's all brown and
crunching as we walk and this is supposedly the warm
season.”

 


“I don't think it's grass.” Said Hax.
“It looks more like moss.”

 


“Ferns.” Rifter said.

 


“Sir?” Jinx pressed him for
more.

 


“It's not grass or moss.” The
lieutenant explained. “It's a type of fern and it has roots that
reach several meters under ground. It's not dead. And it is the
most common form of life on this rock outside of the microscopic
things now growing on you.”

 


Hax looked at the skin on the back of
her hands and Peels grinned. Jinx smiled. Rifter had a sense of
humor. That was good to know.

 


“So these ferns grow everywhere on the
surface?” Jinx asked.

 


Rifter looked back and made eye contact
with her. “One variety or another grows everywhere on this world.”
He said and then looked where he was going again. “We had a
biologist on the team my last tour here. He used to drive me nuts
talking about the ecosystems here.” He pointed off into the
distance as if indicating the whole planet. “The water is mostly
underground here and is only on the surface in a few thousand
locations in small lake oasis. Most of them hundreds of kilometers
from any others. Each with a unique ecosystem of plants and animals
that live at the water source. While most of the life native to
this world today most likely came from other worlds when humans
settled here, the ferns are indigenous. That's why they cover the
whole surface of this rock. They have had hundreds of millions of
years to spread around. Of course once humans got here, they
started settling around the oasis and destroying the natural
habitats that were there. Now you have most settlements away from
the oasis and such areas are protected by law. The cities get their
water from wells instead of lakes. You will have the opportunity to
explore one of them at Mareen. It's less than two kilometers
outside the city. But if you bring back bags of plant samples and
try to explain to me the significance of each little leaf, I will
show you how I can kill a person with my thumb.”

 


Everyone smiled. “Roger that, sir.”
Jinx said.

 


As they continued to walk under the
violet blue sky, Hax had pulled out a device that looked like a
scanner and was attentively looking at it's small display
screen.

 


“Sir.” Hax started after a minute. “If
we are only two days walk from the city, shouldn't I be able to
pick up transmissions at this distance?”

 


Rifter let out a slight chuckle. It was
the first time Jinx had heard him laugh the whole week she had
known him. “We're are not two days hike from the city, we are two
days hike from the rendezvous with our contact. From there we will
ride in a ground vehicle to our base in the city.”

 


“If they are coming to get us in a
vehicle, then why not just come all the way out and meet us?” Hax
asked.

 


“Security.” The officer announced. “We
don't know if we were detected on the way in. We could have an army
coming for us as we speak. So until it is clear our presence is
still unknown to the locals, we will be on foot. Plus a vehicle
coming out this far past the terminator line would draw attention
to settlements in the area. There is little out this way but ferns
and the occasional oasis. Most resource operations are on the other
side of the moon along with the populated areas.”

 


“So no one lives on
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