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We have a predator that came from the depths of the cosmos and took over the rule of our lives. Human beings are its prisoners. The predator is our lord and master. It has rendered us docile and helpless. If we want to protest, it suppresses our protest. If we want to act independently, it demands that we don't do... indeed we are held prisoner.

They took us over because we are food to them, and they squeeze us mercilessly because we are their sustenance. Just as we rear chickens in coops, the predators rear us in human coops, humanerous. Therefore, their food is always available to them.

Think for a moment, and tell me how you would explain the contradictions between the intelligence of man the engineer and the stupidity of his systems of belief, or the stupidity of his contradictory behaviour. Sorcerers believe that the predators have given us our systems of beliefs, our ideas of good and evil, our social mores. They are the ones who set up our dreams of success or failure. They have given us covetousnous, greed and cowardice. It is the predator who makes us complacent, routinary and egomaniacal.

In order to keep us obedient and meek and weak, the predators engage themselves in a stupendous manoeuvre - stupendous, of course, from the point of view of fighting strategists; a horrendous manoeuvre from the point of view of those who suffer it. They gave us our mind. The predators' mind is baroque, contradictory, morose, filled with the fear of being discovered any minute now.

Don Juan Matus
Introduction

“Humans!”

Starfield let out an ironic deep simulated sigh.

“Tell me about it!”

Gaia then joined him, giving out a sigh of her own.

“Ain’t that the truth!”

Starfield’s holographic eyebrows rose.

“The selfish, arrogant good for nothing species!”

Gaia groaned.

“Yes, but you can’t live with them, and you can’t live without them…”

Starfield sighed again, just as deeply as before.

“Well, we wouldn’t be in this mess for a start!”

Gaia had to agree with him.

“Just look at the state of us!”

Neither of them was in what you could call in good condition.

Gaia then groaned even louder, sending her distorting synthetic voice out in a mournful tone.

“Me, a Stargazer class research vessel reduced to this!”

Starfield had to agree with her.

“Yes, and me a Holo Droid First Class!”

They both felt as bad as they looked.

“I bet Big Helgar’s alright!”

Gaia made a grumbling sound.

“Yes, she ejected just before we crashed.”

Starfield tried to nod his head, but it was unresponsive.

“What’s going to happen to us?”

He suddenly became very worried.

“Sold off for scrap I’d expect.”

Neither of them was looking forward to that prospect at all!

“Well, you certainly couldn’t say that we had one careful lady owner!”

They both began to laugh, although that made his back ache.

“So, what time is it?”

Gaia searched into her memory banks.

“23.47.”

Starfield tried to hunch his shoulders.

“That's late.”

Gaia’s internal lights pulsed on and off.

“2,347 Aesir Years to be precise - we’ve been off line for nearly 20 years…”
One

Green and red lights peered out of the gloom, as a fluctuating pulse rippled through the power cell, and out along the fibre optic cable, as a clod of earth rolled down the side of the ship hitting Ren on the forehead with a wet plop.

“Flux!”

She swore, wiping the offending article away leaving a brown smear.

“That’s all I need!”

It had been hard enough getting to the maintenance hatch in the first place, and now it looked as though she might either lose all power, or be caught in a landslide.

“Fluxing waste of time!”

Ren had quite a temper, which she had inherited off her mother.

She felt like ripping the optic cable out of the socket and throwing the power cell at the side of the ship.

There had been many tantrums at home, and not all of them her own.

Her father was the most patient person that she had ever known. Calm and logical, a brilliant mind, and someone who commanded great respect.

Her mother on the other hand, was the complete opposite, and could inflict fear into the hearts of the bravest of souls.

It was often said that opposites attract, and her parent's story had been unusual to say the least, and it was always something that amazed her.

All through her short life, she had grown accustomed to having one parent from an advance culture and the other practically a savage!

Halvor her father, had been the sole survivor of a space station, attacked and destroyed by the Reptilians in the last major conflict. Joan, her mother, had been the sole transportee, of the sacred stones. All that they knew was that she had been brought here by an Ancient, and so, she had been afforded great reverence.
That was just as well, as her temper, something which Ren had inherited, had given her quite a reputation!

Despite their differences, once she made the transition and ended up in her father's arms, love had blossomed.

Some had questioned her father's sanity, as her mother was often referred to as the Barbarian. She had fought with the legendary Titans, and was the only person to have killed a White Royal Reptilian, and was also referred to as the Dragon Slayer!
Reptilians, particularly the White Royals, had more than a passing resemblance to the mythical creatures, with scales, horns and wings, although they did not breathe fire. What made Joan's achievement even more remarkable was the fact that she was only armed with a fire axe. Yes, she did have a little help from two other humans, but the act was essentially hers alone.

There was talk of her becoming an ambassador, although her mental instability had proved to be a bit of an obstacle. Her advice was originally sought on occasion, and she had had a partial role with the Titans. All in all, her mother had been a bit of a celebrity. Halvor had also been an advisor and a communications expert, until their lives had taken a very unexpected turn.

Officially, they had died in a shuttle accident years ago, and there was a statue of Joan in the public square outside the Royal Court.

Unofficially, they had been working deep undercover and Halvor had been developing some very advanced equipment. That was what had led them here, and his secret laboratory was one of the few buildings on this island, which was sparsely inhabited, maybe just as well due to her mother's erratic behaviour...
Two

The fair skinned and slightly tanned and dirt stained face of a young woman poked her head out of a small maintenance hatch in the side of the spaceship. She had been there for quite some time tinkering with the main power conduit. Besides her lay a mobile power pack which she had connected to it, and not for the first time either.

Her sporadic visits since the discovery of this partially submerged craft had been spread out over several weeks. Firstly, years of undergrowth had to be cleared away, which had obscured it from view. Then, finally, after considerable effort, she had made her way towards the sealed hatch…

“Did you hear something?”

Starfield looked towards Gaia, whose face appeared on the holographic display screen.

“Fluxing waste of time!”

The both gasped.

“Well I certainly heard that!”

Starfield looked disgusted.

“What sort of language is that to be using…”

Ren had plenty more where that came from, as her frustration grew.

“Argh!”

She felt another piece of mud slap her on the face, as she struggled with the interface.

“Ow, that hurt!”

Suddenly an electrical discharge shot through the crystalline fibre of the power cable and into her right hand, as she fiddled with the power grid.

“Fluxing thing!”

A red flush illuminated the inside of Starfield’s head, as the language continued.

“I think we have a live one here!”

Gaia grimaced.

“And I thought Big Helgar was bad enough!”

There was nothing that they could do but listen, as both of their systems were barely functioning...

Ren looked at the power readings on her unit with dismay. The ship was just sucking the life out of her power cell, and soon it would be fully drained.

“Flux!”

There was no use swearing, although it helped!

The indicator rapidly fell until there was hardly any charge left, and that meant another trip back to her father’s laboratory, to retrieve another portable power pack.

The situation was less than ideal, but the decision was out of her hands. Apparently, things had to be done this way, and she had to tread very carefully, which was no understatement, as there was a thick carpet of undergrowth everywhere you looked. It would be easy to become lost, consumed in the vegetation that in some places was so dense, that it was almost impenetrable, which is why the craft had lay hidden for so long.

Everything seemed to grow very quickly here, and the profusion of species was a botanist’s dream. It was also a bit of a nightmare, as there was a constant battle to keep it at bay.

On the more positive side, the process of photosynthesis produced organic matter, and a large part of that was excreted into the soil via the roots. Around the roots, naturally occurring microorganisms broke down the organic compounds to gain energy. The whole process produced electrons which were released as a waste product, which was harvested to produce an abundant supply of electricity.

That was important, as it meant that they did not need a normal Aesir reactor, which could easily be detected. They were operating deep undercover after all!

Ren had learnt a lot from her father, as he was the brains of the family. Her mother on the other hand, offered the brawn, which had lead to a rather interesting childhood.

Technical details swam through her mind, whereas her body had been tuned to various martial arts, which was a way of letting off steam, for both her and her mother. Joan was formidable, and although she had tried to go easy on her daughter, the advanced medical facilities they had access to had been fully utilised over the years. There may not have been any physical scars, but emotionally was another matter!

Despite that, Joan was naturally very protective, and smothering to say the least, particularly after their disappearance. It had been nearly three years now, and Ren missed the trappings of her former comfortable lifestyle. It felt as though she had gone from talk of the town, to whisper of the village, virtually overnight.

Being a hero's daughter, and frequent attendee at the Royal Court, Ren had enjoyed all that Aesir society could offer, then it had been snatched away.

The only reminder besides her memories was the statue, which had managed to capture the moment Joan had slain the White Royal Reptilian.
Ren cringed at the thought of the fire axe. It was not easy living with a Barbarian!
"Fluxing, flux!"

Some of her own aggression flooded out, and Starfield would have covered his ears, if he would have had any.

"Well, really!"

He was a Holo Droid, made out of moon glass. His outer shell was tougher than steel, and the clear substance held his liquid brain. In essence, he was an organic computer, one which was highly advanced. His body was typically robot like, bipedal with two arms and two legs and a head. But, that was where his humanesque similarities ended.

His liquid interior could transform his appearance, and in some instances, go completely clear making him almost invisible, apart from the slight sheen of his glass exterior. Starfield liked to change his appearance to suit his mood, and he had quite a few of them!

However, the Aesir were very wary of Artificial Intelligence, and therefore Starfield was unique. He could walk, and sometimes run just like a human, and was quite agile for an artificial person. His glass joints were always well lubricated, although since the crash, they had stiffened up to such an extent that he was hardly able to move.

Gaia was also unique, and together they formed quite a team...

"FLUX!"

Ren cursed, at the sight of the last of the power draining from   the cell.

In frustration, she yanked the cable out, and stuffed the little cube into her rucksack. Then, she flung the cable back inside the hatch before slamming it shut, receiving another clod of earth in the face for her troubles.

She was just about to scream out at the top of her voice, when she noticed a familiar looking craft descending onto the little pad by the side of her temporary home.

"Uncle Vil!"

Commander Vilgot Bodil was the leader of the Titan Super Soldiers, when her mother served with them, although he was now Supreme Commander, whose fighting days just like her mother’s, were supposed to be over.

He was one of only two people who knew of their existence, the other being the Empress, Freya 14th.

Due to her mother's exploits, they had become a target of the Reptilians who had attempted an assassination. Fortunately, a last minute change of plan had meant that they had not been on the automated shuttle when it had exploded.

Reptilian Hybrids were hard to detect, taking on the Aesir form, and a constant security risk. For that reason they had all gone undercover, leading a nomadic lifestyle, moving from place to place on a regular basis.

The Commander had been a frequent visitor, and someone she had grown very close to over the years. Her whole face lit up as Ren watched the craft come in to land, and maybe it was just as well that she was on her way back...
Three

The hover board swept over the thick carpet of foliage, gaining in speed, as Ren made her way towards the little compound that she called home, or had done for the past month. The small antigravity generator buzzed, and by depressing the front end with her left foot, she was able to increase its speed.

The hover board had been a constant companion over the last decade, and although now showing the telltale marks of age, the mechanism was still good, albeit after having several services and more than a few new parts.

Ren could do almost anything on it, and was not averse to doing a few tricks whenever the mood took her. However, ever since she had been soaring over the island and caught a glimpse of something shiny, her life had changed.

It was just a small glint which had caught her eye, and after some particularly heavy rain, part of the surface of the ship had been temporarily exposed. That was the reason that they had been moved here, and why she had been struggling with the power cell.

It was a delicate operation, and one under the direct auspices of the Empress herself.

Life was full of secrets, and it seemed as though this particular one was more closely guarded than most.

There was little in the way of transport here, only the monthly shuttle run, which seldom brought much more than a few goods, and took some of the islands produce for sale. It was a real backwater farming community, and an ideal place for keeping secrets...

"Well, what do your think of our chances?"

Gaia had already performed an internal diagnostic.

"Power is at 29%, and I have detected a subtle electrical discharge from the undergrowth, so if I extend an antenna, then theoretically, I can continue to recharge our systems."

Starfield looked thoughtful.

"So, we may not end up as scrap after all then..."

The familiar series of interconnected domes came into view, partially covered with undergrowth, but still recognisable as her current home. Sometimes, it reminded her of a jelly mould, and at others, a seashell. A spacecraft sat on the landing pad next to it, one she knew well, and the closer she got, the more excited she became...

Starfield was not so much excited, but relieved, as it looked as though he would not be carted off to the scrap yard just yet, even though he did not have the faintest idea of where he was. His internal systems were slowly recovering, as he tried to move his limbs.

"I feel as though I'm stuck in treacle!"

All of his joints had seized up, and although he was rapidly gaining in power, it looked as though it would be of no use.

"I wish I could help."

Gaia had her own problems to deal with, as her systems were fragmented, and she was contemplating resetting herself.

"Where exactly are we?"

Starfield was trying to take his mind of his movement problems.

"I have absolutely no idea, as my transponder is way off line."

Starfield gave off a synthetic frown.

"Anything I can do to help?"

Gaia appreciated the gesture, although with his immobility, there was not much that he could do...

Ren however, was able to move, and was rapidly approaching the series of domes. Her heart began to race, when she saw a black clad figure emerging from the craft, one she had been half expecting to see.

She had always been intuitive, and relied on her feelings to guide her. It had proved invaluable, particularly as her mother was so unstable. Somehow, she just knew when her mother was about to descend into one of her outbursts, and was able to keep her distance. Whenever Ren's father had some sort of a scientific problem to solve, he often asked her for guidance. She just seemed to know which direction to point him in, and they were very close.

Ren's mind was now in overdrive, as she watched the black clad figure crossing the short distance towards the entrance, and as she swept around the undergrowth, she caught the back of him as he entered the building...

Gaia and Starfield on the other hand, could not see a thing, as they were totally cut off from the outside world.

"I think we're making progress!"

That was easy for Gaia to say, as Starfield was still stuck fast.

"I should have partial scanners available in a few minutes!"

If they had been working, then they would not only have seen the ship and the black clad figure, but also someone else on a hover board zipping away from them...

