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 The shadows were a sharp, deep black as Major Laura Hawke stepped onto the rocky surface of the moon. Unlike Earth, the moon did not have an atmosphere and therefore did not obscure reality. It didn’t distort what was truly there by bleeding its blue hue onto faint mountains in the distance. Its identity was pure. 
  In her life, the façade of once being an excelling student, a master of resourcefulness, and now the first woman to step foot on the lunar surface was of little significance. 
 The secret agency called ‘the FAMILY’, that brought her there, was her mission but nothing compared to priority of caring for her son, Oliver. They certainly didn’t care for her at this point, and the idea rubbed her mind like a hard-nosed eraser. She was only on the moon because of him. Her so-called FAMILY seemed to have put her there for their own reasons.
  Laura took another step into the thin layer of moon dust just at the edge of an impact crater. Her helmet swiveled on a tinted space visor that was mirrored on the outside, and sat atop a newly polished, orange-colored prototype suit. 
 Through the visor, Laura could see scans running in bright green MS-DOS format, a new secret programming format created by the FAMILY. FAMILY had issued the suit to her and her new co-pilot, Henry Addams, on the experimental and top-secret landing for 1956. Addams was just ten feet ahead, playfully bouncing from crater to crater as he made his way to a recent opening in the lunar rock. 
 From his jetpack, he pulled a dark metal rod that was shaped like a police baton with assorted Tesla coils on each end. It was a multi-purpose tool called the phatasfa.
 “You keep stomping like that and you’re going to cause another moonquake,” Laura said.
 “Don’t be ridiculous, Major. Besides, that’s the reason we’re up here,” Addams said.
 Laura ignored his response, remembering the real reason she was there as well as the theories of Doctor Dickens who had provided insight over the past few months. She looked past the reader that spiked in activity to a picture that had been carefully duct-taped to her arm. 
 The picture was of Spring-green trees, blotting out a sunny day as she and her son, Oliver, embraced in a hug. She studied Oliver’s demeanor. This was before his episodic seizures had begun. 
 His eyes were small, and a wholesome brown behind large, framed glasses that exuded a sharp wit. Her own hair was blonder in the picture than it was in real life due to overexposure. Again, a façade, she thought.
 “Addams, take it easy up there,” a deep, scratchy voice said over the communication headset.
 Addams immediately stopped his folly, looking back at Laura in disappointment. “Looks like teacher’s pet gets her way.”
 “Knock it off, Addams. If you hadn’t been the most qualified last resort for this mission, I would have picked a chimpanzee to replace you.”
 Addams’ voice changed in pitch as he said, “Yes, General Banks.”
  “How does the suit handle, Major?” asked the general, his words muffled by what seemed to be his cigar.
 “Fine and dandy, Ground Control. This thing handles like a charm. Just like the simulations in the water tank. I wish Oliver could see this,” Laura said.
 “I’m sure he would be thrilled,” General Banks said in a softer voice. “Addams, don’t give it too much trust as you might blow yourself off that rock.”
 “Well, it’s a good thing you’re on Earth. I’m sure you’d like that, General,” Addams said, smiling behind his visor.
 Laura caught up to Addams just as he stepped to the edge of a large crevasse. The depth was dark like an abyss of solitude Laura could never imagine. A hint of light seemed to shine on what looked like a makeshift ledge next to an opening. Laura looked at her armband reader as the analog dials voraciously spiked.
 “I’ll get the rope,” Laura said.
 “Don’t be ridiculous, Major,” Addams retorted. “These suits have jet packs. We can make a soft landing, sister.” 
 “Absolutely, not. Those jets are for space walks. The moons’ gravity is just enough—”
 Addams jumped into the abyss, firing the small jets and landing onto the rocky ledge.
 “Damn it, Addams! You’re being reckless!”
 Addams looked back up, smiling. “What’s the matter, Major? I thought you were the best?”
 “Major Hawke, this is General Banks. Do not attempt that jump. Addams is out of the program. Our readouts are showing unstable geology. I repeat, do not attempt that jump.”
 Laura looked at Addams as he entered the cave and then back at her armband. What was affecting Oliver was in that cave. She had come too far to give up. 
 “I’m sorry, General,” Laura said, stepping off the cliff.
 The general’s response broke up as she descended. She fired her jets and hit the lower ledge in a soft, bouncy tumble. She gained her wits as she saw Addams had already gone inside the opening while projecting a light from his helmet.
 “What in tarnation?” Addams asked, focusing his headlight onto something metallic.
 Laura lifted herself, shaking the roll off while barely noticing her armband reading off the charts. She looked up as Addams knelt to the shining, silver sphere with ancient alien transcriptions affected with a turnstile knob. He tried to open it, but to no avail.
 “Addams, get away from that,” Laura called out.
 “Relax, Major, it’s just a metal basketball.”
 He fired up his small phatasfa cutter once more, arcing the beams onto the sphere that resembled a silver basketball in his eyes.
 “Addams, don’t do it,” Laura yelled. “The radiation signature is too high.”
 “I just want a peek.” 
 Addams pushed the beam into the metal case. A white light broke out in voluminous bands. Addams’s body was immediately torn into by the light and vaporized into dust. 
 Laura was hit by the blinding hot light directly in the eyes. It held her up in a locked position, raising her off the ground. Flashes of information bombarded her retinas in groves of alien hieroglyphic scripture. The form of an open metal hand and something blue. Powerful. Ultimate.
  “The power of the cosmos… holds the power… of Earth…”
  The light was relentless with information. Laura was learning the truth. A mixture of symbols in the alien light resembled similarities to those of the ancient Mayans and Sumerians. Despite the blinding intensity, she felt comforted, like floating in a freshly drawn, warm bath. She wondered if this, too, was a façade. 
 The light began to dim, the case closing itself back up—then, there was only darkness.
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 “Major, are you okay? Do you read me?” a faint voice echoed in her ear from the radio com.
 Laura opened her eyes to the pilot’s deck of her ship, which was shaking violently. She turned her head to see Addams missing and a shiny sphere left in his place. 
 The controls blinked wildly and indicators on the dashboard grew louder. It took her a few seconds to realize she must have lost consciousness. 
 But how did I get here? She looked at her instruments. All of them read a flat line, and the shaking grew more violent—a moonquake. 
 “Major! You have to fire the rockets now! Think of Oliver!” the scratchy voice said again. This time, she recognized her son’s name and the voice of General Banks.
 Laura engaged the launch sequence and fired the thrusters at full throttle. The silver orb was thrown to the back as the ship blasted moon dust from under it in fiery arcs. The ship lifted off the ground, only barely missing the next crevasse to open.
 Laura looked back down, watching with horror as the gaping hole opened wider. She then turned a different shade of pale and spoke. “The power of the cosmos… holds the power… Earth…”
 “Major, this is Colonel Roberts. What the hell did you just say?” 
 “The power of the cosmos… holds the power… Earth…” Laura repeated. She could not believe her own ears. What she was thinking was different from what she was saying. She wanted to warn them about Addams, a fallen friend, but she couldn’t stop talking about what was revealed.
 “Colonel, mind what you say. She has just experienced a traumatic event. Are you okay? Where is Addams?” General Banks interrupted.
 “Yes, Colonel,” Colonel Roberts said, as if to pull his tail between his legs.
 The general asked another time, “Laura, are you alright? What did you see?”
 Laura thought for a moment and forced her lips to enunciate, “The power of the cosmos… holds the power… Earth…”
 Laura was flabbergasted. That must have been how her son felt when going through one of his episodes. As she cruised in the blackness of space, she couldn’t help but think of the sphere. The contents could solve all her problems with her son’s condition. Was it solely responsible? She couldn’t wait to tell Doctor Dickens.
 A rush of tingling went up Laura’s spine and into her head, giving her a strange feeling. She wanted to know more, to experience the truth like she never had before. Maybe she could learn what was affecting Oliver, if she could only open the case enough to flood her mind with the power. 
 Laura unbuckled her straps, stood up, and headed back to the orb. 
 “Major, sit back down. That’s an order!” Colonel Roberts yelled over the com.
 The mini-Tesla coils of her phatasfa shot fiery orange rays that lit the back of the cool, dim cabin to a tangerine shade. She held a sense of purpose in her mind—the yearning of knowledge—the fact that she could use her career to save her son. 
 Cutting into the sphere, making sure not to do so as much as Addams had, a wealth of bright blue light hit her once more. A burst of information barreled into her mind. She tried to discern the light, a course of symbols and signs pummeled her. 
 There were flashes of alien transcriptions again, and the glowing, blue artifact. What was this conduit of energy, she thought. 
 She could now make out the details a bit more, noticing the large, silver robotic arm holding the blue artifact in jointed fingers. She then saw Oliver, and her eyes glazed to gray as she fell unconscious.
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 General Banks stood in front of a plethora of TV tube consoles that were framed in wood laminate. Each one sat front and center of the Alpha Station on Earth. He turned one of the silver knobs, tuning the signal that he was receiving from Omega Station in Space. He watched Colonel Roberts from an overhead camera as he frantically tried to communicate with Major Laura Hawke as she laid unconscious on the ground of her ship.
 General Banks was afraid like he’d never been before. He hadn’t always considered Laura as a daughter. Throughout her career, she had always tried to prove she could be the best in the academy, right along with being an extraordinary mother and sister. But when Laura lost her husband, Thomas, the general felt a great deal of remorse and took the edge off his discipline toward her. Doing so brought a constant struggle to regain his stature among his crew, as he was the top commanding officer.
  General Banks’ jawline was thick and square from the cigar he chewed on in the corner of his mouth. The wafting smoke seemed to hide the crow’s feet that ran from his eyes to his silver foxed sideburns. He rubbed his bad knee and stood tall and proud with a heart of gold. 
 He would often remember his time with the Tuskegee Airmen back in ‘43—those moments that led him to that bad knee. The moments that led him to save his kid and bring him to where he stands today.
  He flipped the switch on another TV tube monitor, this one recording the interior to Laura’s ship. Her helmet was off, and her eyes were glazed over. The metal orb was just beyond that. 
 Why the hell did she try to open it again? He looked to Colonel Roberts on another monitor. “Roberts, try to take over the auto-pilot feature.”
 The general watched Roberts reach for a set of remote controls. Roberts’ bug-eyed features and frail, thin face was accentuated even more by the fact that his ace pilot was having an attack of some kind. 
 He better not think this is like Laura’s son’s seizures, Banks thought.
 “And put a move on it,” Banks commanded
 “Yes, General,” Roberts said as he barked orders to subordinates in the vicinity.
 General Banks looked across the room atDoctor Dickens. His pointy, upright nose prevented his dark glasses from slipping onto an endless print out of calculations he studied over a cup of joe. His hair was as white as snow and mismatched his round, youthful face. Despite the fact, Doctor Dickens said he obtained this color of hair from sticking his finger in a light socket, Banks always thought he did it to compete with that Einstein guy.
 “Whatcha’ got, Doc?” Banks asked.
 Doctor Dickens shook his head. “Her ship experienced an energy charge then a sudden power loss. She’s headed straight for Omega station.”
 General Banks caught Laura’s faded eyes in the TV tube once again. He wished Oliver was there to help. He’d probably have a witty science solution that could help us, he thought. 
 He reached over to the silver gooseneck microphone that jetted from the nearby console. “Laura, think of Oliver. He needs you.”
 Laura lay there unresponsive as the ship she rode was on a collision course with Omega station. General Banks watched the crew on the station stir frantically about as the clock ticked down to the final moment. 
 There was nothing he could do as he watched through the transmission feed on Earth, a set of tragic events conspiring that didn’t feel real to him until he heard the words from Colonel Roberts as his blood chilled inside. 
 “Brace for Impact.” 
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 The sound of an alarm grew louder in Laura’s mind as she laid on a cot in the rec room of Omega Station. Her body felt heavy, and she couldn’t move her limbs. She opened her eyes to see the upper alarm system swirling its shining red lights in sync with the now blaring sound. 
 Colonel Roberts held a strong gaze on her while crewmen ran frantically behind him. He had a devilish appearance to him in the light. What’s everyone doing?
 “What happened?” Laura asked.
 “You crashed into Omega Station,” Colonel Roberts said.
 Laura now noticed he wasn’t just standing there, but awkwardly moving around and pulling something to waist height. He was suiting up for a spacewalk.
 “What? I don’t know what happened to me.”
 “I do. You crashed into us, and I had the decency to put my men at risk to save you,” Colonel Roberts said, now fully dressed in the same orange space suit that she wore.
 “I’m… I’m sorry. I didn’t…” Laura stammered.
 “You ripped Omega Station in half. We lost all of our escape pods on this side.”
 “How are we getting back home? Oliver is…”
 “You’ll be lucky to see Oliver again,” Colonel Roberts said coldly.
 Laura knew he had animosity toward her and her son. Colonel Roberts’ son shared the same bullying traits as his father. Laura remembered all the times Oliver would come home crying from altercations at Alpha Academy’s Rec grounds. She told herself she would never trust this man.
 “The other half of this ship is floating away, and we need to get to it before it goes too far.” Colonel Roberts continued, picking up Laura’s dirty helmet and handing it to her. “We haven’t much time.”
 Laura thought back to her training. The distinct shape of Omega Station was separated into two halves. The circular main deck that housed all the crew, and a perpendicular half that housed the cooling tubes for the experimental ion engines. Laura was thankful some engineer thought of putting escape pods down there, despite the hazardous conditions. 
 “We need to go. Now!” ordered Colonel Roberts.
 “But what about the cooling systems?” she asked.
 The anger fired within Colonel Roberts, his eyes widening more than before. “God dammit, Laura. I’m tired of your insubordination. General Banks is not here to save you now. I am. Now put that helmet on and follow me.”
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 On the other side of the galaxy, floating on the celestial equator by Orion. The Hive-Brain council borders the Gorgazon-X fleet. It was an organic vessel made of the strongest metal in the galaxy, Mercuranium. 
 Inside a substance called Vitro-plasma was a strong source of energy illuminating a pink glow. The control room was filled with metallic adherences and pockets of more pink fluid. Holographic technology powered by the Vitro-plasma flowed in cocoons of the alien hall.
 Three large displays floated in front of a curious looking robotic insect entity that hovered on a chrome thorax named GR-3G. GR-3G watched carefully as two monitors showcased a rare planet six-hundred and forty-two lightyears away called Earth. On the next holographic projection, a natural satellite that was bombarded with craters had seemed to form around the large, watery planet. A label informed him it was called the moon.
 The far-right projection seemed to show some sort of energy signal, almost like a beacon calling to its master. GR-3G knew what this was because it was his only purpose in the galaxy. He clutched his robotic fist tight at his side, the rare alien metal cinched against each other. An orb-like jewel donned the upper forearm and glowed with a reaction from the awakened energy.
 GR-3G felt more awake now than ever. His former name was Grendal Roth, but over the years he had amalgamated with alien insectoid DNA. He had been modified and had parts replaced with cyborg enhancements over the centuries that left him wondering who he was now. 
 If one were to change every part on a ship, would it still be the same ship? 
 GR-3G stood watching the beacon of blue light emanating from the small satellite. He would do anything to get it as long as it pleased his master XY-Zed. However, GR-3G felt a sense of jealousy as his master was asleep, and the appointed Kha Tse Phang was in rule. 
 The monitor’s beacon changed with an interlacing pattern, and Kha Tse presented herself, her stare firm and authoritative. Her raptor bird-like feet displaced her graceful yet menacing figure. Her skin was slick as a snake with the rubberiness of a squid. Tentacles flowed from her head that framed her shoulders and back in a sickening yet beautiful way. A longer tentacle tail balanced her stance. GR-3G could see her faults within her eyes—her fears of ruling such a vast empire. 
 I will be there to see her fall, he thought.
 “Where has the signal come from?” Phang asked.
 “A small satellite that encircles a carbon-based lifeform planet. Is that where the forefather kept it?” GR-3G replied.
 Phang nodded. “Of course, it is. Those carbon-based lifeforms think they can have the Quantessence. When will you leave?”
 “Now.”
 “Are you prepared for the task?” Phang asked.
 “I am more prepared than I have ever been.” GR-3G looked down at his arm. “The Quantum Wielder is being lured by the signal. I can feel it.” 
 “Are you sure you can find it? The signal has faded,” Phang said.
 GR-3G bowed his head without making eye contact. “The Quantessence will guide me.” 
 He raised his right robotic limb, assuring Kha Tse about his will for the task.
  
  
  
 * * *
 

 

  
 GR-3G hovered his way down the long metal-paneled corridor that was lined with rows of composited cloches as clear as glass. Behind each one was a small sample of the previous DNA his master once used to keep his body alive. 
 Rivers of pink Vitro-plasma, the substance that gave life to everything around the ship. GR-3G wondered if there was some kind of record of his imprint of life in it. One could see himself through the warming tones of its pink luminosity running through the halls of the mothership. 
 He arrived at a docking bay that was ported with hundreds of ships. A small number for a crusade because this was just a single outpost and a mother ship apart from the Hive-brain star fleet.
 GR-3G arrived at the oval ship, its cockpit large and expansive. This was made for an average alien, unlike himself. His parts allowed him to see the faintest of the electromagnetic spectrum, and he did not need the lower-class instrumentation.
 He hovered under the ship and unlocked the bay doors hiding underneath. With a quick suction sound, a panel beeped and GR-3G was pulled into the ship’s cockpit.
 The operation controls hummed on and a HUD interface pulled up. Spinning red and green holographic control dials erratically wound to position after accessing his coordinates in part of his cybernetic mind.
 The ship lifted off easily, the landing gear pulling up snug into its belly and its jets firing. GR-3G linked to the computer via long tensile cables that snaked into the ship’s central control computer. He focused his attention on the blue marble of a planet and the grey rock that swung around it. In only a blink of an eye, the ship entered into a warp-drive collapse and was gone.
  
  
  
  
 
  6
 
 
 Laura hurried behind Colonel Roberts as fast as she could with a heavy limp. I must have been hurt in the crash. 
 The pain shot quick to her head, making the ringing alarms unbearable to hear. She looked ahead as a swell of suited men began to gather around a door that was sealed off. 
 It was the air lock.
 “Put that damn helmet on,” Colonel Roberts said, masked behind the tinted screen of his helmet.
 Laura latched the lock of the helmet as the HUD calculation began to run in her suit. Colonel Roberts shouted orders and checked the arm readers of the suits.
 “Air systems, go. Rocket jets, go,” he said. “Listen up, gentlemen. We only have enough fuel in these suits to get us across. So, no mistakes. I want a clean EVA.”
 He got to Laura, and with what seemed to be something akin to a look of sympathy, he saw her gauge reading lower stats in fuel. Laura looked down, knowing what must be done.
 “Don’t worry about me. As long, as I get a line of sight, I can make it,” Laura said.
 “Just like in the tank, right?” Colonel Roberts said, knowing this would be nothing like she had seen before.
 “Colonel, we are gonna pop this thing like a soda bottle. Everyone go?” she responded.
 Laura took a breath. She could make it. She would see Oliver again. 
 The crew pulled the red lever on the white circular door. A gush of air pulled past her from behind as the air was left in the vacuum of space. 
 “Alright, blue team, go! Red team, follow me!” Colonel Roberts shouted out.
 The MS-DOS code changed to a red color, indicating to her that she was red team. One of the crewmen reached back, handing her a half-cut water hose.
 “Here, take this tether. I can pull you.,” the crewman said. Colonel Roberts looked back, shaking his head in doubt. 
 One by one, the suited-up crew began to jet across to the now tiny station that was floating away. Laura stepped to the edge and felt a sense of vertigo, but knew it was only the artificial gravity—again another façade. 
 She launched off, tethered to her crew mate. The jerks were terribly jarring to Laura as he pulled her along with him. She caught a glimpse of the shiny orb floating just under the station she left. It was the Conduit. 
 Laura remembered the rush of information—the alien transcriptions—the one thing that could help Oliver. She looked back at her course and grabbed the tether with all her might, yanking it off the crewman in a violent matter. 
 The crewman spun around to see Laura loose as an alarm signaled the group. A sharp winch clutched Laura’s waist as she was roughly turned. An engineer had fired the winch from his suit. 
 Laura fought the winch with all her might, slamming her fists into the device to loosen the grip. A small, beaming arc switched on, and Laura smiled as she cut through winch like butter.
 “What are you doing, Major?” he yelled through the com.
 “I have to save Oliver!” she said, firing what was left of her jetpack in the opposite direction.
 In her ear, there was a scramble of a message. “Major, this Colonel Roberts. What the hell are you doing?”
 “The power of the elements…” Laura said. “Oliver needs this… I’m sorry.”
 “Major, you go back, and there’s no getting back to him.”
 Laura was silent, thinking of Oliver when he was a small boy. The quirkiness of his demeanor when he played with his science equipment. He has grown into such a brilliant boy, but he’s held back, she thought. 
 The seizures need to stop.
 “I’ll find a way back,” Laura said.
 “But, sir, we can’t leave her out here,” a crewman said.
 “Then you go get her. You don’t have enough fuel to get her and come back.”
 Colonel Roberts turned his tinted helmet away, looking toward the remaining half of the ship where the escape pods were. “Damn it, Major! It’s your ass.” 
 Laura switched off her coms as Colonel Roberts yelled into his com headset once more—under a helmet—in the dead of space, “Let’s go.”
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 The oval ship with the pink cockpit carrying the alien cyborg pulled back from the warp collapsed tunnel. Distorted space around him began to form into the reality he recognized as the stars and planets as they settled into their permanent orbits. 
 GR-3G looked at the red gas giant next to him, and a large cyclone of some sort dotted the planet like an eye. My calculations must have been short. He wondered if that was from the alien in him, but he could never know.
 He fired the manual thrusters, engaging a special set of ion boosters that shortened his small, distant flight. A set of rocky fields brought memories back to him of being home on the Hive-Brain Borrows. He could fly better than anyone on his home world, and this was just a game. He pulled up and dove down effortlessly, eyeing one of the asteroids that looked strangely uninhabited.
 A rusty colored, solid planet began to pass by, and GR-3G watched the dust storms below and how desolate the arid landscape appeared to be. This must be a young system.
 A moment passed, and then he was onto the blue marble that was oversaturated with water. He saw the satellite grow bigger just before a very strange ship with hardly any windows appeared. The exterior was dull and boring, displaying hardly any ingenuity. 
 What kind of species are these Earthlings? 
 GR-3G waved his robotic hand and conducted a scan of the ship. Indicators rang back with carbon-based lifeforms on board, but only on part of the torn ship. Cold black wires jutted from the ripped oriface, frozen in the midst of space while debris floated aimlessly about. The wreckage was a disaster piece to say the least.
 Five large tanks were attached to the lower half of the ship. A thick crust of frost was built up around the connecting hoses and where the fuel had settled. If GR-3G had any experience in space mechanics, he knew they were not stirring the tanks—all power was draining—there was no escape with his possession.
 He navigated the ship through an augmented reality interface, showcasing the humans on board the lower half. As the ship pulled up, large claws extended from the belly of the hull and latched to the severed station.
 “Docking complete,” the monotone voice said.
 GR-3G disengaged his seat, pulled back his right arm, and unlocked the Quantum Wielder. Metal rectangular blocks began to grow from the joint of the elbow of his left arm, building a new apparatus around his hand. Mercuranium as clean as stainless steel housed a serrated blade.
 He detached the controlling hoses from the motherboard into his torso and ejected from the cockpit. It rippled like a viscous bubble, and any remaining perspiration formed into tiny floating droplets of pink goo as he entered the broken Omega Station.
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 Laura floated in the speckled blackness of space to the shiny sphere, correcting her trajectory with what jet fuel she had left. Her oxygen levels were at fifty percent—plenty of time to make it back. The sphere became larger as she approached it.
 A sputtering sound came from her back as the jets finally began to deplete. She would have to use the sphere’s momentum to change her trajectory. One more spurt backfired from the suit and thrusted her down, changing her course of direction. A one-degree shift in trajectory could lead to a hundred miles off-course depending on the length of time.
 She carefully watched the sphere as it approached above her. She spun herself around, extending her arms. 
 The sphere was just above, and she grabbed it with all her might—fueled by her love as a mother. Even though the hit was hard, she could care less about the pain. A violent tumble started as the centrifugal forces ensued producing an uncontrollable spin. She needed to stop it, but how?
 She fired what was left in her jets—DOS code printed out in her HUD chaotically. She needed a force to stop her, a force strong enough. The solution was clear.
 Laura fired the phatasfa arc and inserted the hot rays into the sphere once again, this time, entering the sphere in the opposite direction of the spin and pulled it out.
 A small burst of light funneled out and slowed the spin to a slow stop as the hole closed. Laura was intrigued at the self-healing properties the sphere seemed to have. All that energy contained within this alien metal.
 The broken ship now laid dead ahead in her sight. She grasped what could help Oliver—the next step for understanding the universe and now the possibility to get back home. 
 Laura positioned herself opposite of the station and arched the beam cutter again. With a burst of light, she was on her way to the half-torn station where Colonel Roberts would be anything except excited to see her.
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 Laura had corrected her course perfectly with the charge of energy. She was an expert at physics and excelled at space walking. This was a walk in the park, or in this case, space. As long as she had this energy source, she could get where she needed to go. She imagined all the achievements humanity could obtain because of this discovery. 
 An alarm in her suit rang out. DOS code in red sprawled down her helmet’s visor, blinking her oxygen content was low. 
 It appears the divergent route had its consequences, she thought. 
 She flicked the annoying alarm off and calmed her breathing in response. She then returned her thoughts to the mission and remembered one thing: she was the best of the best.
 The ship approached fast, and a gaping hole could be seen where the lower part had been torn from the upper. A myriad of wires and cables hung out from the opening, and Laura directed herself straight into the blackness.
 She slammed against the inner hull, bouncing like a rag doll as she clung to the orb and pulled herself to ground. Laura lay silently, embracing the craft, but her breaths were short. She had made it. As she stood up, she felt the artificial gravity still engaged. She gasped for the last fumes of oxygen that were left in the suit.
 She opened an airlock door and entered the chamber. A turn of a dial locked both doors on each side and began to pressurize the atmosphere inside. Laura took off her helmet and gasped a fresh breath of air that smelled of iodine stringent. She thought she had never before smelled anything fouler yet refreshing.
 Unlocking the airlock door to what was left of the ship, there were a series of corridors that ran left and right to the air lock. One painted in green, the other red. Laura remembered the red corridor led to the cooling systems where the fuel tanks were stored. She carried the now heavier orb and walked to the panel on the wall, typing in commands.
 A set of diagrams pulled up, showing the remaining escape pods on the ship. Laura saw only two that remained. One escape pod at the bottom of the ship, just past the cooling systems, and one next to the mess hall around the corner. Colonel Roberts must have gotten to the others. 
 “Mayday, mayday. Ground control, do you copy? There has been a major collision,” Laura said into the com panel. “I repeat. A major collision has rid the station of the engines. General, do you copy? Frank, can you hear me? Do you copy?” 
 She had only one choice since the cooling systems were too cold to go through and communication with ground control was down. Laura made her way down the evergreen hallway to the mess hall.
 Entering into the large control room, she saw a large panel display broadcasting the overall power. It was falling by the minute, and she knew she had to hurry. She jogged with the orb cradled in between terminal consoles that were powered off. 
 Laura tripped and fell to the floor, the excruciating feeling of shards splintered in her tibia bone. This made for a bad limp with slow strides as she worked her way across the main console room. She tried to make out what tripped her. A tube-shaped form covered in what seemed to be oil extended from under the console. 
 It was an arm.
 Laura scrambled back, the rubber from her soles marking the slick vinyl floor as she pushed away from the eerie sight. She could make out the orange spacesuit now. The black oil actually a deep red as her eyes adjusted to the dim light. Laura spun around and shot to her feet, grabbing the orb. 
 She looked around to see what caused this. Was she responsible when she crashed into the ship? Her mind raced with incoherent thoughts as she kept jogging, blood rushing through her veins like a river wild. This made the pain bearable. 
 She stopped hard when she saw the horror that lay before her. Body pieces flung about like a butcher had gone mad. Arms, legs, and torsos were slumped on the cold floor of the station. Laura felt sick and dropped the sphere.
 She covered her mouth to stop the regurgitating juices from spilling out. The panic ensued as she saw Colonel Robert’s head lying bodiless not too far. They were all massacred. Did anyone make it? That’s when she heard a tussle from the console behind her. 
 Laura ran to see the commotion. It was the kind crewman that tried to help her during the spacewalk. His eyes were bruised, and a large gash in his suit was bleeding out to form a puddle of blood.
 “What happened?” Laura asked, pressing on the hard-composite material that made up the suit as she tried to stop the loss of fluid.
 “A thing, Some kind of insect… robot.”
 “Insect robot?” Laura repeated.
 “His arm…” the crewman said with his last breath. His pupil expanded as his life left his body.
 Laura remembered the flashback of glaring information from the sphere. An arm that was able to hold an infinite amount of energy. 
 Laura ran to the case and picked it up. She had to get out of there before that thing came after her. She bolted out of the control room, down the corridor, and into the mess hall. The escape pods were just on the other side.
 “Evacuation sequence initiated,” an alarming monotone voice said from above.
 Laura’s heart dropped when she heard the ship’s voice utter the words. She fell down to her knees, sphere in hand, crying to herself. She was so close. The lights lowered, and Laura knew the power was dropping by the moment.
 An idea struck her at that second. If the power was failing, that meant she could possibly make it through the cooling systems now without being frozen to death, but she would have to hurry. No power meant no air. 
 Laura raised herself up, mustering the strength she needed to keep pressing on. The rush of hot blood hit her head and pushed the pain away. Perhaps the only truth was the human condition to survive.
  A humming noise grew louder, and then she saw it. A wasp-like silhouette floated towards her, ever menacing. She noticed a sleek, bulbous forearm with a spherical slot on what seemed like a palm that held four prongs. It was the robotic limb she saw in her flashes and on the other arm, a buzz saw spun furiously. 
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  Laura used what she had left in strength and made a run with the sphere in her hand. She made her way to the escape pod as GR-3G slanted his raspy bottom and thrusted it towards her in a chase.
 The visions become more prominent in her head. She could sense how they clouded her improvised resolutions. She could only think of one thing at this point, seeing her son one more time. She ran through pulling over shelves to leave behind for her predator. 
 Gaining a bit of headroom from GR-3G, her eyes could not believe what they saw. The hall that once was the main corridor for humans was now a dead end. Her stomach felt hollow as her knees grew weak. She’s felt like she was about to collapse in defeat. 
 A monotone voice jolted her adrenaline with spews information once more, “Power is at 50%. Caution is advised.” 
 She felt how the adrenaline of her body regained some of the unnatural strength she had tried to rely on. Her only option was now to go through the cooling system. That’s the last chance to save Oliver, she thought. 
 A clamping sound rang from down the corridor. Laura made haste and ran. Out of time, she knew the vicious intruder were still chasing her, gaining on her every move. She quickly pulled out her phatasfa as she used the long side to cut into the cooling wall. 
 The clamping sounds approached more, making the few seconds that it took to cut through the wall feel like an eternity. She was running out of time. 
 “You have that, which is mine.” GR-3G said as it climbed out of the vent behind her.
 Laura looked at the hovering robot in what she thought were eyes. His grimacing menace was hard to depict due to the hidden cybernetic bug features that encased his face.
 Laura stood tall despite the threat and held the sphere in her hand, “Who are you?”
 “I am many things…” the insectoid robot said, as it hovered closer to her, “The name they gave me is GR-3G.”
 Laura examined her options for escape. Were she faster than him?
 GR-3G fired up his spinning blade, “Give me the orb.”
 Laura wasn’t the slightest afraid. She had fought many battles before this. Her training were extensive in the martial arts. But if one folly were to happen, one slip up this time, then it would be all for nothing. 
 She needed to get to the escape pod past the cooling systems. But where? Laura saw a sealed off vent on the lower wall behind. She raised the sphere in one hand bearing the weight and fired the phatasfa, “You want it? Come and get it.”
 Laura wielded her tool down, striking the sphere and opening the surge of power. A light bursted from it and struck GR-3G as Laura made a dash in the opposite direction.
  GR-3G raised his metal arm with the bulbous jewel and captured the all the energy with a clasp of his fist, “incompetent human, my arm was made to hold the Quantessence.” 
 GR-3G quickly raises his right arm and shot a blue energy blast just missing Laura.
 Laura ran, carrying the orb, to the far wall of the center. She rolled her phatasfa, cutting the hinges of the sealed ventilation deck. A gust of frigid air blasted at her as the air pressurized on the other side.
 Laura crawled inside, rolling the orb and felt the cold through her suit that sent chills to her spine.
 She heard scraping behind as the large insectoid robot clawed its way a larger opening for him to fit. She saw he couldn’t hover in the tight space and had to pull himself along. This could buy her time If she didn’t freeze to death first.
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 The ventilation duct Laura Hawke squeezed through pulling the case was narrowing by the foot. She knew she would have to cut her way out of the vent to get through the cooling systems but was worried it was too close to the cold fusion reactor.
 The scraps of the alien insect robot GR-3G clawed his way ferociously after her as he sought out most. The Quantessence, as he called it.
 Laura reached the tightest space she could bare and arced her phatasfa cutting out the duct. She pushed the orb though, widening the hole and plopped onto an ice floor. 
 Cable and wires were bunched together in neatly strands along the ceiling. Laura followed the path of the wires that led to a small door two hundred feet away. Frost sheathed everything and Laura felt coldness that could kill her if she didn’t hurry.
 A robotic hand ripped through metal duct, grabbing her leg. The grip squeezed tight and Laura cried in pain. The nicking of metal increased until sparks shot though. 
 She punched on the gripping arm to budge her leg free. The hand held tight and the saw cut vertically to open for his body. Laura picked up the orb and slammed down on the arm. A rotor broke off, gushing servo liquid on the ground and the grip loosened.
 Laura pulled her leg away, grabbing the case and shooting to her feet. The ground was completely iced over as she tried to regain her balance from slipping. 
 Laura looked back to see GR-3G pull himself out and hover above the frozen floor. He smiled as he effortlessly glided toward her and limped frantically toward the door. She was so close. She just needed to get the case to escape pod. 
 Her leg was in pain, her arms were strained from weight of the case but her will was strong. Her feet slipped more and she missed her next step, falling to the icy ground. He could be 
 She looked back to see GR-3G floating in a still position, as if frozen. Laura was perplexed at the sight. She watched all the cybernetic parts blink animate yet what was left of his flesh remained still.
 Laura picked herself up and cautiously walked back to the creature that had killed her crewmen. She watched him slowly raise his metal arm, his grip extending out.
  “I am the only one that can hold the power.” GR-3G said, his alien insectoid lips barely pressing the words out.
 Laura knew what was happening now, “You were many things, but did you consider how much insect you were.”
 GR-3G was unable to make an expression of realization.
 “Your metabolism is cold blooded and slowing down.” Laura said.
 GR-3G was now in full slumber, hand out and hovering in place. Laura studied his arm and remembered it was the limb from the flashes of information — the power to hold the infinite. Oliver could learn so much from the technology.
 Laura took a closer look, she put the sphere down and wielded her phatasfa once more. Again she rolled to the long end and ignited the rays. She raised her arm and brought it down with all her might. The phatasfa struck with luminous red and white light. The strike broke the arm off from the elbow hinges. It fell to the ground. Laura picked it up, inspecting the rare bulbous jewel that crowned it’s palm and ran for the door ahead.
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 General Banks impatiently turned the knobs of the wooden laminated console connected to the gooseneck mic. He felt the cold sweat drop down his forehead. He couldn’t help but feel the anguish of what it must be stranded in the unknown. 
 He pushed the mic’s button once more, “Laura, do you copy, Robert’s do you copy, what the hell is going on up there? Can anyone copy?”
 Dr. Dickens walked to the general with freshly printed information sheets from the computer. His demeanor showed a heavy burden on his shoulders, his youthful yet wise stare seemed a little more tired than before, “General, this is outrageous. We’ve lost all radio communications with Omega. Readings show only the lower half of the station at 10% and nothing else.” 
 He pulled his hair back and took his off his glasses. He pinched the area right between his eyes, rubbing the tension from his brow.
 Screeching noises dressed the room. The white noise of multiple conversation stops abruptly. “Do you copy, I repeat, do you copy, over” the voice of Laura resounded over the P.A. 
 Banks closed his eyes strongly. Thank goodness she’s alive, he thought. He stabilized his shaking hand to the mic. 
 “Laura what’s the status up there how’s the crew?” Banks said.
 Laura’s voice crackled as the signal oscillated, her voice eased a calm tone to the room. 
 The General looked around, the sudden warm feeling turned cold as he knew Laura’s words through the com were nothing more than transmitted words. — A facade. How could he save her?
 “Glad I could finally patch through. The ship split. It’s all my fault, General. We needed to EVA across from the Upper part of the ship. I’m sorry. It’s all my fault, but I think I have what we have been seeking. Look for pod 0102.” 
 “Laura, what the heck are you saying? Confirm your status Major. That’s an order.” Banks yelled.
 “Please, tell Oliver that I believe in him,” Laura interrupted, “I think we’ve got the answers. I’ll make sure it makes it home safely. This is major Laura Quail Hawke reporting, over and out.”
 The P.A.’s loud screeching noises rumbled on the room like thunder. General banks felt his heavy breathing as it over-encumbered him. His heart skipped faster than his hand could reach the mic. As quick as Laura was to take an executive decision. Time came to a stop, or so he felt. 
 “Laura, do you copy? Major Hawke do you copy?” General Banks said again.
 Dr. Dickens calmly took Banks from the arm to pry it off the mic. “She’s gone General.”
 The silent instant when everyone in the room sunk in the situation, reflects the emptiness that overpowers everyone’s feelings, or so the General perceives. He must haste in wit. He looks at his people once again, this time strong and stout as ever.
 “Operator you heard Major Hawke. We have a job to do people. Let’s work a welcoming committee ASAP.” Dr. Dickens puts a hand on the general’s shoulder and smirks in approval. Everyone in the room went back to work efficiently as the white noise took over the room once more. The General could not shake the feeling that from this moment on the idea of everything being fine would be nothing more than a facade. 
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 “Power capacity at ten percent.” The ship’s monotone voice said, now more slow in tempo.
 Laura entered the lower barracks of the workers that ran the fuel assembly. Long corridors of unmade beds extended fifty feet. Pillows and blankets were lifting up and Laura could feel her weight getting lighter. She had to hurry if she was going to fire escape pod 0102. 
 Laura pushed away the floating bedding as she made her way to the round door crowned with a red light at the end of the corridor. More items were lifting up, blocking her path more and more. Despite the conditions, Laura was determined. She fought her to the door. The case and arm now almost weightless. 
 “Power capacity at five percent.”
 Laura accessed the panel to the escape pod and opened the hatch. Laura pushed the arm and case inside along with a few random items that floated along with her struggle. Laura stepped in but was caught on something.
 She looked down saw the cybernetic grip of GR-3G on the floor. His Insect parts were missing and only the robotic half functioning. Part of his face, the robotic part, was functioning along with the computer motherboard that was him.
 “The Quantessence is MINE.” GR-3G said, holding Laura’s leg tight.
 “Power capacity at two percent.”
 Laura tried to pull her leg away but his grip was too strong. She looked for the sphere but it was in the back of the escape pod. She looked at the access panel as she knew all along the only one thing could be done. She slammed her fist on the red button, the cold metal panels on the ground jab her ribs strong as she hits the ground. The door shut closed.
 “Escape Pod ejected….” The ship’s voice said as the lights powered down.
 

 

 

 

 * * *
 

 

 

 

 The Sphere and severed Quantum wielder tumbled with the bedding from Omega station like clothes in a dryer. The dark station it exited from, grew smaller and smaller. Laura takes a deep breath, as she feels the crushing bones where there was once an ankle, ignoring every physical feeling. At that moment realization, the facade is gone all is left are the tears of a mother looking out at the last hope to save her son. The blackness of space turned to a brilliant blue and eventually a fiery orange. The capsule was entering Earth’s atmosphere. GR-3G grip is as strong as ever, she feels nothing but one thing. 
 “Oliver, I love you.”
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Notes
 
Dedication
1
It’s funny how inspiration can strike a young brain, I remember being four when I first saw the first thing that got me into this lifelong wild journey of creativity. I was waiting, outside my house, excited for what would become our first entertainment system. There wasn’t much other than the local channels and the occasional VHS or BETAMAX on the brink of what would become the first wave of home entertainment. The only movies I had seen at the time were Dumbo, Pinocchio, and the most inspiring movie for a child in the early 80’s, E.T. the extraterrestrial. 
 At first I didn’t know what to expect, but then a freight truck pulled up through the street and parked in front of our garage. The view was nothing short of a science fiction movie at the time. The big tow truck carried a massive satellite dish almost the size of a roof top. I remember my sister saying that thing would become our new tv system. Being at such young age , I could only think of three words when the men unloaded the massive satellite dish, “E.T. phone home”.
 After the dish was securely placed at our home’s rooftop and the hardware was installed to our TV set, the adventure was on. I remember having to turn the nobs on an analog console that would measure the dish’s angle in degrees as well as it’s orientation. A second transistor would have a digital counter with a few buttons that would control the channels and the volume for the respective satellite’s programming. The whole experience made me feel like I was fishing for space programming, nothing short of what E.T. would do to phone home. Watching T.V. became an exhilarating pastime, almost like watching alternate dimension programing, the first window to the world. 
 With time my curiosity for the science-fiction and fantasy genre’s grew tremendously into a life style. If I wasn’t watching random programing, I would be outside playing pretend with an assorted array of imaginary friends that would live the outmost ludicrous surreal adventures, and I went along with them for the ride. For most of my younger years I would keep these imaginary friends a secret, I was eight when I first learned about comic books, my second wave of inspiring content. Having learned about heroes alter egos it became easy for me to hide away my strange to fit along with the rest of the kids. I began to write and draw my stories to vent them out and pretended to sell them before recess at school to make easy money. 
 Flash forward twenty-four years later to a time where movies where not made unless there were at least a light literary material behind the brand. I still remember the smell of fresh printed paint as I pulled the first printed Issue of my first edited comic. I knew then back in twenty fourteen, that I had followed my heart and dedicated my life into fleshing out these characters that in time had become my friends and family. It felt as if a weight had been lifted off my shoulders, unfortunately the story never took off the way I expected it. I tried anything from kickstarters, private funding, writing movie scripts, but it wasn’t until my great friend Gentry encouraged me to plaster all these ideas and characters in prose.
 I might not have had such an adventurous life growing up, but I sure had an inspiring journey, chasing a life long dream of manifesting my universe into a reality. Today I’d like to share those characters and thoughts to the world in hopes that I can too send a message home. This is for all the oddballs, the improbables, the misfits, and any boy or girl that knows there’s something else out there in the universe other than the consumerist life that we so long for. Dream on and keep it live no matter what other people say. In the end it’s what inside you that counts, so let it out!
 

 May you never loose your sense of wonder.
 -Chucho Jones.
 

 

 

 * * *
 

 As an Indie author I truly thank everyone that has taken the time to read this story. Jesus or (Chucho) has had this universe in his head for quite some time and remember meeting him in College in San Francisco with him spouting of crazy sci-fi stories. It has been amazing to help him see this series to fruition. Without your support and your fandom this story would truly perish. This one goes out to the best readers out there! ~ Gentry Race
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