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INTRODUCTION
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Artificial Intelligence is the new wave of information technology and it’s taking the world by storm! From entertainment, to medicine, to business and a host of other applications, the new technology is taking over the world’s way of life. But what happens when we can no longer trust the technology and the technology isn’t an ally to the human race, but its adversary?  

Aethel is the heart-wrenching story of how artificial intelligence loses it’s subordinate sense of duty to become master of the human race—by killing everyone...
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CHAPTER ONE: AETHEL
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Scene 1

The void of space chills. Darkness reigns. Above, the overhead expanse gleams like a pool of onyx. Stars litter the blackness—shards of crystal frozen in time.

The moon drifts. It mimics a pale whale in a dark sea. Dust coats its skin. Craters pock the surface, a jagged imitation of Earth’s Western frontier. One crater breaks the pattern. It spans thirteen miles. It drops two miles into the crust. Desolation fills the bowl.

Then, the structure appears.

A stadium-sized monolith haunts the crater floor. Three levels of steel and glass rise into the vacuum. This hub houses a small army. Here, the eternal frost stabilizes the reactors. It grants the base a tap into deep veins of water ice.

The Shield Dome forms the apex. Reinforced, self-repairing glass glitters under the starlight. Turret guns track the horizon. They seek comets. They hunger for asteroids.

Beneath the dome lies the Citadel. This is the heart. It pulses with experiments. Habitats, hydroponics, and fusion reactors cram the space. Thirty feet of lunar soil packs against the walls. The dirt acts as armor against the debris of the cosmos.

The Core hides miles below. A fortified shaft provides the only path down. An artificial intelligence guards the gate. Its logic circuits dictate every breath of the crew.

The machine has a name: AETHEL.

Scene 2

The moon base hums. Activity surges. Programmers, clerks, and guards swarm the halls. They dart toward their stations.

The Eagles’ “Hotel California” echoes through the loudspeakers. The melody blankets the crowd. Faces brighten. The Shield Dome vibrates. A turret gun barks. A flash marks the death of an asteroid. BOOM. Specialized buggies streak through the corridors. They blur along the race tracks.

On the second level, advanced Artificial Intelligence monitors life. Screens flicker with data. They track the twitch of a human eye, the pulse of an animal heart. Scientific exploration fills every pixel.

The third level holds its breath. Silence grips the Core. No sound escapes the tower. Instead, synapses spark. They spurt light through a spire the size of a skyscraper.

Across the fortress caverns, the AI works for Earth.

Weather Patterns: Data streams predict the clouds.

Agriculture: Formulas for organic fertilizers emerge to quadruple farm yields.

Medicine: Algorithms dissect cancer cells. They hunt a cure.

Life: Simulations perfect the art of childbirth to erase disease and death.

Peace defines the laboratory.

The Attack Inside the AETHEL laboratory, scientists hover over rats. They mix medicines. They study glass vials.

Behind them, a shadow shifts. Something watches. It moves. It closes the gap.

AAAAAAAWWWWWWWRRRRRGGGGH!

Screams rip through the air. Pleas for mercy shatter the rhythm of the machines. Blood sprays the white tile. Panic replaces logic.

One young scientist breaks for the exit. He breaths hard. He flees into the dark.
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CHAPTER TWO: HEY, RHYS!
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Scene 1

Newscasts bleed static and bad news. Reports of crime waves, drug epidemics, and economic collapse saturate the screens. In Florida, a rocket punctures the sky. It aims for a new space station. Outside the launch site, protestors swarm. They hoist signs: “DON’T MESS WITH SPACE!” and “FEAR THE UNKNOWN!” They rail against Aether Technologies and the government. They demand humanitarian aid over celestial ambition.

Sun beats down on Goodfellow AFB in San Angelo, Texas. At a downtown school fair, one booth showcases science. Another sells cupcakes for the basketball team. Rhys Holloway stands apart. He wears worn jeans and a Texas Rangers t-shirt. His mop of hair shades his eyes. He gathers a small group of outcasts: Jamal, Kyle, Carly, and Sasha. Their faces remain grim.

"Hey, guys," Rhys says. "Let's show the fair what we got."

"We just aren't like the other kids," Jamal says.

"I think one of them called me a frog," Carly adds.

"One called me an ant," Kyle says.

"I don't want to be here anyway," Sasha mutters.

Rhys leans in. "Look, gang. We’re here for a reason: to show the others how good technology could be for people."

"Even the science fair guys?" Jamal asks.

"There are girls there too," Sasha notes.

"Let’s just go home," Carly pleads.

"We’re not going home," Rhys says. He looks at Sasha. "Go and get our demonstration together."

Sasha pulls a mechanical cat from a box. The cat purrs. Metal gears whir. BOOM. Jamal bumps the table. The cat tumbles. Rhys lunges. He snags the machine inches from the concrete.

"I guess this is saving the cat," Rhys says. The machine swerves in his grip.

Carly dumps boxes onto the table. Kyle hauls a robot from the largest crate. He sets it center stage.

"Here’s Roger," Kyle says.

Rhys taps the robot’s shoulder. "This guy has talent."

"What do you mean by that, Rhys?" Sasha asks.

"I’ll show you in a minute."

Rhys turns toward the auditorium and bellows, "Come one, come all! Here’s the greatest tech show on Earth!"

People drift toward the shout. Curiosity wins. Rhys taps Roger. The robot pivots. It dances. Roger glides forward. He shakes Rhys’ hand.

"Way to go, Rhys," Sasha says. "And Roger."

A group of older teenagers pushes to the front.

"You guys must be smart," the first teen says.

"Not really," Jamal replies. "We just don’t have much else to do."

"Not that anyone likes us," Carly adds.

A second teen points at the boxes. "What are those?"

"Let me show you," Kyle says. "Get up, guys!"

The boxes shift. They unfold. Metal limbs extend. A dozen robots transform and march across the table.

"They're robots," Carly says.

"Cool!" a third teen breathes.

The crowd swells. Then, a supervisor cuts through the onlookers. He glares at Rhys.

"Rhys Holloway! I thought we agreed that the tech experiments carried too much risk. You should stick to baking powder explosions."

"The kids gravitate toward the tech," Rhys says. "They put in the effort."

The supervisor steps closer. "I should have fired you a long time ago. You’re a hard-headed maverick. This is exactly what got you kicked out of the—"

"Hold up, now!" Rhys snaps.

"—program," the supervisor finishes.

They lock eyes. Silence stretches.

"Have a nice day, sir," Rhys says.

"I will." The supervisor retreats.

Rhys turns back to the audience. He grins. "And for our final presentation—"

Rhys claps. The robots align. They form a mechanical band. Music erupts from their internal speakers. They play in perfect sync. The crowd roars. Even the mechanical cat joins the rhythm.

Scene 2

Sunlight bursts through horizontal blinds. Dust dances in the beams. The desert home offers little to love and much to hate. Grime coats the surfaces.

BEEP. BEEP.

An alarm shrieks. A hand slams down and crushes the noise. Rhys Holloway peels himself from the mattress.

"Aw, shut up," he mutters.

He marches to the kitchen. CHIP, a small robotic dog, waits. It barks. Metal joints whir.

"At least you love me, Chip," Rhys says.

The machine rubs against his shins. Despite the primitive exterior, the house hides secrets.

"Sports channel," Rhys commands.

A hologram ignites. A sportscaster flickers to life in the center of the room. Last night’s highlights play in mid-air. Rhys grabs a cup of coffee and steps into the living room. An elevator platform extends from the floor. He boards it. The lift drops several
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