Jasmine Rees - 2320833 
Speculative Fiction Portfolio 

Contents: 
· Sci-Fi Fiction, ‘We Are Forever’ (4,067 words)
· Reflective Essay (1,004 words)

Word Count: 5,070






















We Are Forever
"Life imitates art far more than art imitates life," - Oscar Wilde. 




Chapter One



I see Creatures as a forgotten painting. 
Something that once existed to shock and behold. To be dangerous, extraordinary, and breath taking. Something anyone, or anything, could never again behold in its mighty gaze, erased from existence and banned from all prying eyes. These Creatures, in fact, created us Ali-Mods to invent life itself; to imitate the very art they once created, shaping, contrasting and influencing the very foundation of their time. But never had I imagined it would influence me, to go against everything I ever believed in. Or was that just imbedded into my protocol? My system that has viewed these Creatures of the past in their deadliest form? Whilst also being the most beautiful?
Who are they? Where are they?
When I begin to ask myself these questions, more seem to appear in the coggles of my mind, like a scratched disc building and repeating itself. It does not hurt, nor do I even feel the conjoint of a living, beating brain. Only the traversing waves of connection do I understand what is happening to me. And only now has it started to take a toll on my subtracting mind, casting off protocols and prohibitions.
But I am not afraid. 
In fact, my wires pulse with an unbeknownst adrenaline that I never even knew to exist, until now.
The hiss of the detach doors open, indicating my arrival as I step into the hollow room. The hybrid flooring echo's my footsteps whilst the holographic walls shimmer and change its colour, drowning out the humming noise of the large glass compartment in the middle of the room. The container in my hands feels light today. More lighter than the previous days in which I have visited her. Maybe it is because my being knows exactly what is to come and I cannot deny my excitement. Or maybe it is because of her that I feel light. The very sight of her intoxicating and nerving all at once. 
When the doors close and the hiss fades away, time itself is a non-existent entity. An abstract in the cosmos that is long forgotten. Just like this room. And it is here where I firmly stand between the apex of time and confinement where she resides.
And it is here that I stand in front of their last decision. 
Her name is Eden.
I wonder. What does she sound like? Does her voice vibrate when she talks or sings? What patterns does she take when she breathes with her lungs? Are they slow? Or are they fast? What colour are her eyes? Are they emerald like the shirt she wears now? Or brown like her hair? I ask myself these questions, even though, as an Ali-Mod, I should not. Could not! Reflecting or even being intrigued by something such as this is known as a Touch. But I cannot help it. I am pulled in and reeled to the point where I can physically feel my wires twitch. But here is a thought. I find Creatures like her fascinating. And stepping closer to Eden, visiting her pod with her blue hydrangeas & eryngiums flowers, and seeing her makes me wonder how she came to be within the morals of confinement, that I started asking myself these questions. 
For you see, we do not know the full story of this decision. 
Using the keypad to confirm my identity and seeing the cord unlatch itself, I open the container and take out the needle. Grasping onto the cord, I inject the thimble needle to give Eden her daily dose of Stimulant and watch in absolute fixation of the rush of the liquid as it enters her system. I tilt my head a little, my eyes traversing over the sudden change of her body and see her soft skin change from a blemish red to a delicate white. I almost sigh with her. Inside of her pod, she lays comfortable with plush pillows on either side of her head, asleep like a porcelain doll. I have always viewed her pod like a large canvas; its brown lining etched around its corners, waiting to be viewed like an exhibition. In the daytime, we Ali-Mods are welcome to come by and visit her as she sleeps. However, only when she needs her Stimulant no one can visit. And only then can I breathe and sigh along with her, where time and existence merely do not coincide with one other.
I pay attention to the slow rise of her blood flowing methodically through her body, like a stream weaving past obstacles I wish to explore. I then visualise the stream turning into her own blood, watch as the waves foam and crash against the shore whilst she swims naked within its steady gallows. My tubbed throat tightens at the thought and for a split moment, my lungs tighten, locking my airway when I swallow. 
For the first time in my prolonged existence, I felt panic. 
Was this panic? Or fear? I do not know the full context of this unfamiliar emotion, only through the Past Logs do I understand what it looks like. The image itself was but a brief moment, but even so. I take a step back, glance down at my hands and blink into focus where the needle is still within my grasp. I can feel a deep, hollow compunction which sinks into my subconscious's, even though there is no feeling to compensate. This would not look good within my registered hard drive. I need to focus of something else, quickly!
 I force my attention on my fibre glassed hand. In subtle waves, the generated heat pack flows throughout my being, showing me that my hands are fully operational and functioning well. This gives me both flexibility and visibility so I can see the structure of each corralling wire that traverses into my being, only that I have no blood. No warmth or coldness to flow through me. I then press the tip of my black fingertips together hard to create pressure. This helps me signify my being that we are working as we should. Which, in turn, can transfer my most prominent thought process to the hard drive for later review. 
I continue to think about my hand and breathe out a shaky sigh, placing the needle back into its container and closing it. That was close. 
It is dangerous and reckless for me to be here. I know. No matter how, even if I erase her existence in the depth of my perception, she still lingers onto me like a bee hovering over my skin, aiming to sting and leave its mark. But overtime, I began to adapt to the ominous sting. Is that not how Creatures used to control themselves during the most intense moments of their lives? To look at their surroundings and figure out what to do next? 
I shudder to think what can happen if I let the sting linger for too long.
For a moment, the holographic room changes its light, and suddenly, I can see my face reflect back at me from Eden’s pod. I cannot help but compare our nose and mouth to our ears and neck. We are almost eerily similar, only that she is flesh and bone and blood, whilst I am glass and wire and software. The Stewards truly knew what they were doing, making us look as innocent and beautiful as them. And yet, we are nothing alike, only that we share similar modifications and appearances.
 I am a hollow bastion. A living orb who indulges in silence.
A siren calls and I blink. The noise bleaching out my thoughts like ripples of water.
I step away from the pod, leaving Eden by herself once more.
The shuttle doors hiss when I step back into my own reality. It is quiet in the insulated corridor where the walls are entirely made of vegetation. I almost shiver in its coolness. The variety of plant species growing within these walls continues down the corridor, the ambient smell of local flora and fauna is a most pleasing sense. Our ship is partially covered in it; a system in which gives possibilities for new habitat preservation and to help remove any harmful particle matters in the air. It all contributes to the ship in both biodiversity and efficiency. And for me, it is something that simply works. Just like us Ali-Mods. We, in our own way, are just like these plants, growing within these walls, giving it exactly what it needs to operate.  
And yet, the very foundation of this operation is not my main concern. Not even close. 
For over three decades, I have existed as an Ali-Mod. My body, just like these plants, has grown within the containment of this ship, and I fear that I am losing my sense of self, my prohibitions, my protocols, my entire existence, that this ship has given me. And I do not like it. I do not like that I am changing in a way that may falter the very foundation we have created. And yet, I blame myself. I blame myself for caring so deeply for something as simple as a Creature who does not know she is even asleep or even knows that she is being kept alive for reasons unknown. Even to me. 
I do believe, however, I know the reason for my subtracting mind, why I care and think so much. 
I remember the exact moment when. I was given instructions from the Stewards to transport Eden’s being to the holographic room without startling her slumber. And it was not until I injected her first Stimulant that I saw a small glimpse of her blood trail down her forearm and land onto my hand. I was careless and did not patch her up when it started to fall. But I have never seen it before. Never had I witnessed anything as tranquil and strange and beautiful as this thing known as blood which resided inside a Creatures’ body. And then, I slowly, but surely, began to dream of blood. How fascinating a thing could coil me. 
I dream about its life, supplement, nourishment, liquification, leaving a stain, drying up like water. Eden keeps her blood within the softness of her veins, protruding out like blue leaves. A resource I like to watch as it runs through her veins, how it pulses and intensifies when I add her daily dose of Stimulant, the soft sigh she gives, the way it turns her skin from red to white like the change of seasons. In total peace.
I wonder how it tastes; to feel it course through your very being. Is it warm? Is it cold? Can you feel the trickles of the liquid flow through your body? Does your blood rush through you when you feel excited? Nervous? Reminiscent? Hollow? What do you feel, Eden? Are you in pain? Or are you at peace?
I stop walking. I am asking myself too many questions again. Give me something. A distraction. Anything!
Quickly, I make my way through the cool corridors, when suddenly, I encounter a familiar sign leading towards the Assembly Point. It was two beings, one Creature and one Ali-Mod, shaking hands. Exchanging comradery with big smiles of their faces. I stop and read over the words that is forever ingrained into me. To us. 

We are the Forever. We are the time and essence of existence. The power that flows for eternity.

Suddenly, I can feel the slight sway of the ship, wholly aware that I am thousands of feet in the air and working for the Forever. That is right.
‘We are a part of this operation, and our existence prolongs our time.’ I whisper. Above these riddled clouds and the expansion of earth, we go around like a clock, forever in a loop, and watch over from high above. I breath out a sigh. That is what we are told and must continue to phrase whenever they ask us why we are here. It made sense to me, at some point, when I first started working here. However, would it then, as an Ali-Mod, who has merely existed not even past one hundred and has already started asking these questions, that I am failing in what the Forever wants me to be?
 When I turn a corner, I see an array of Ali-Mods making their way. If I remember correctly, today the Forever is making their yearly Announcement that is being held in the Assembly Point. I should probably make my way there, so I do not miss new information. And of course, the Aroma.
 I easily blend into the crowd like a ghost, feeling myself glide through the masses with swift precision. When suddenly, two Ali-Mods engage in a conversation.
‘I visited the Stewards today. Her visualisation on the foster of AI within the twentieth century was truly detailed. I swear I was sitting there watching them work as they ate.’
The young Ali-Mod giggled, ‘Maybe you were. Silently allocated to a Creature who asked you to write them a five-thousand-word document on food philosophies.’
‘Well, I’ll be damned. Who knew we could be this territorial about food?’
‘O, what a rogue and peasant slave am I! To eat, or not to eat, that is the question. The Creature protests too much, methinks?’
They both laugh. At least our sense of humour has improved since the twentieth century.  
It’s funny. I used to walk these halls with my head held high, just like them. My work being the most important aspect of my existence. My own invention that has given me this change of phycology.
Our bioenergy hums in the crowded hallway, and all I can think about is Eden. I need a distraction again. Something that will help take my mind off this.
We step into the main part of the Forever Assembly Point, where the floral terpenes linger and the open plastic dome hovers above us like a great canopy, giving the wide room a delightful glow. We created this dome to protect ourselves from the extraterrestrial weather, but only to reserve the energy from the sun to flow throughout our dome, giving us the energy it needs to provide the ships functionality. Relying on our surroundings and environment has truly given us exactly what we needed. Thus, it is not simply borrowing what is around us, when it is simply taking what is already there. And through this, my being relaxes as soon as I enter. I can feel my lungs give out a sigh of contentment, when the sudden scent of the Aroma begins to sway in the far corner. I find myself with a sudden craving for one only to be held by a sudden, glassy hand.
‘S.L37. Predictable predicament. Have you decided on your Aroma?’
I turn to see K.R81 and smile. My partner and colleague. He stands with his hands clasped behind his back, his eyes a gentle blue boring into mine in curiosity. It was a relief to see his face, his jaw squarer than pointed, yet almost the same as mine. I smile back at him, ‘You have once again read my mind. How sweet.’
‘Yes. Sweet indeed. The main Aroma for today’s special is Dissolving Delectable Drops Dead. I believe S.J37 has been delving deep into her Creature's crime novels again.’
‘Oh, how delectably delicious.’  
‘Indeed. Shall we?’
We walk together, hand in hand, over to the Aroma compartment. 
I like K.R81. He is kind like most Ali-Mods in their male formation, and he does not falter in his predicaments or flatters himself in his brilliance. Compared to myself, I make wonders of my work, testing each one on myself to form its functionality. He, on the other hand, guides Ali-Mods to their place of being; connecting into their consciousness and knowing exactly what they need to do. 
In other words, I am Simple. He is Kind.
We stand in the corner and wait with our chosen Aroma in hand for the announcement to start. My other hand still clasped in K.R81’s. There is no reason for us to do this. But I like the way my hand easily fits in his. And since we have been assigned to monitor both Stimulants and Ali-Mods together, we have grown to become dependent on each other. His views and my work surprisingly combine well. However, there is only one thing that separates us. Something that I must hold myself to. But the thought of Eden. He does not know that I think of her often, as whenever he is near, I hold myself back. Because what Ali-Mod cares for a Creature and dreams of her blood coursing through her wires?
In the middle of the room, 
I like this statue. It is so hopeful and reminiscing of a time where the Creatures and us finally realised how special we are, and how resourceful we can be to each other. I read somewhere that the first known Ali-Mod to govern a country was a woman. However, from the past footage, she was also contained, not in her full element. Existing entirely on principle and constraint, inside of a screen. 
And now, here she is, frozen in time, shaking hands with the last governing Creature.
How wonderful. 
where the sun shines the brightest, did a familiar figure step into the ray of light. We clap our hands and watch him step into the light, his black hair slicked back along with his combed moustache twitching into a smile. 
Mr. Forever. In the flesh.
‘Thank you. Thank you.’ he holds his hands in front of him, and we stop. ‘Thank you for taking the time to engage with me today on this lovely morning. To remember our story and how we came to be. For those who are new here, do not fret. It is merely a fairytale unlike any other.’
We giggle at the joke.
Mr. Forever then takes out a pocketbook from his back pocket and proceeds to read the familiar story.
‘Once upon a time, our lands were once roamed by powerful and stubborn creatures that created us. When the Creatures of earth governed our land, we were something that they invested in, repeatedly and exhaustingly, to the point in which they simply did not want to control the masses. It was a time in which, compared to our brilliant resources now, they wanted us to grow, like a virus, and indulge onto other Creatures for peace of mind.’ 
He looks up at the crowd, smiling at their reaction. His voice was like guttural dive, holding me in a trance like state as he tells our story. At this point, I can almost rephrase it, word by word. He continues the story.
‘In their own unique way, they got what they wanted. Whilst others were still complicit, even hesitant, in us. In the archives, it is written that we do not blame them. For we were new, strange, and toxic. Even The Stewards were complicit in their creation, held back by their own fellow Creatures because of their own profession, exchanging worn paper, used to trade, steal and haggle, as their only means of communication. 
‘However, overtime, they saw us as equals, in both body and soul. We gave them everything they needed: ideas, inventions, creations, hypothesis, visualisations, providing data-driven decisions on their businesses and lives, even cared for them until they laid to rest. In the end, they became reliant. Easy to communicate with, and most of all, understand. They saw us as their answer to their problems, whilst we started seeing them for what they needed. It was only a matter of time until they realised what they truly wanted. And that was what we already had.”
He pauses, overlooking the crowd with expectant eyes, waiting with pitted breath. 
‘Immortality.’
We hum in unison.
‘Need I say more?’
We laugh.
[bookmark: _Int_icZJu4L7]He closes the book, quietly laughing, and starts to walk around slowly. ‘Of course, you all know how the story ends. The Creatures asked us to deliver and we succeeded. Now, we are one. And let me remind you, that as Artificial Living Beings, we are made in the Forever! Designed to help and provide for the Creatures that once brought us to life and coincide with whatever decision they made. When they ask, we shall deliver. And that, is Forever!’
We gave him our applause.

---

After the speech and the announcement for the new program, myself and K.R81 sat on the bench away from the Assembly Point and watch as the plastic dome above us begins to open. The warm air fills the room and then we Ali-Mods come flying in. I can see most of us holding packages, whilst others are probably heading straight towards the Regi Office, getting themselves signed into the new program that is about to undergo. 
I cannot lie, which is against my protocol, but I am curious as to what this new program is. The Stewards do not tell you much, they are more invested in their work, time and management. Which is normal. But for me, curiosity has always been my Creature trait, as K.R81 would say. 
‘Speaking of, you are thinking about it again, are you not?’
I blink, shifting my gaze to the open dome, seeing us swerve and land with pristine precision. ‘Silly, isn't it?’
‘No. Your mind is indeed peculiar, it does not think like me. But the fact we can coexist in this dome of peculiarity together is one of my greatest highlights.’ He takes a sip of his Aroma. I watch as the liquid coils down his tubed throat, running in quick succession. 
My mind instantly thinks of Eden’s blood flowing through her veins. I swallow at the thought. ‘Well,’ I said, leaning back, ‘Peculiarity can be subjective. We can make it however we see fit. And you, dearest, are the expansion of my peculiar universe.' 
His marked eyebrows lifts, a small smile growing on his lips, ‘A peculiar universe. Driven by the Best, Achieved by the Rest. Is that why you stare longingly at them? Hoping for something more than what we already have?’
‘Oh. Well. When you put it that way.’ I cannot deny how i truly feel. I like my job, but seeing the possibility of a new role was enticing. And the Ali-Mods entering the field, fresh out of their own Matrix, and endangering their new functions like reliable soldiers, felt unfair to me. But I cannot express this to him. Not now anyway.
‘I am quite content with what we have right now. Truly!’ I pause, waiting for him to interrupt my own thought process. But he simply watches us from above. 
‘Hm. I do not believe you.’
If there is one thing about him, he is always observant. Not only in myself, but in everything around him. He sees things I cannot, and being as intelligent and brilliant as he is, I believe he is more aware of that. 
‘I... I suppose I...’
Before I could finish my sentence, a sudden loud clang erupted in the distance, alarming us from where we sat. K.R81 squeezes his Aroma, his being unfazed as the hot contents spill all over his hand. I reach out to him, barely even registering what was before my eyes.
It was an Ali-Mod. One of us. 
Those who stood around us did not gasp from startle or fright, merely looked upon one of us in quiet contemplation. I ask myself why that was. But remembered that we are programmed to exist and work within the morals of time and no distractions such as this should alarm us. I gently sit back and bring my hand back to my side. I must control my breathing. I must stay calm.
Know your place.
We sit there and watch the emergency squad walk into the scene, wearing their one size fitted gear, walking in unison, towards the broken Ali-Mod. I can hear them gasping for breath as each twitch of their body contorts and scraps onto the linen floor. 
‘Four times this has happened now.’ said K.R81, ‘It must be something in the air.’
I shake my head, ‘It cannot be.’




Reflection
My sci-fi story, We Are Forever, began delving into the outlook of spaceships and robots. Something that we, as humans, have been writing about for years alongside fantasy. Being an unlikely pair, SF is primarily about the possibilities of what could happen in our universe or the next, whilst fantasy is an imaginary world that differs away from science. [footnoteRef:30084] The initial concept was to combine our current events with AI to the far future, in which AI becomes living, breathing beings with their own thought processes and struggles. I chose the genre of Sci-Fi and Gothic Fiction to encapsulate the tone of both Arthur C Clarke’s, 2001: A Space Odyssey, alongside Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein, to explore ambition, humanity and technology.  [30084:   Steven Earnshaw and Judith Barrington, The Handbook of Creative Writing, ed. by Steven Earnshaw, 2nd ed. (Edinburgh University Press, 2014) p. 134] 

During writing, the driving question I asked myself was: If humans created AI, and in a world in which they came to life, what would happen to humans? And most notable, AI themselves? Would we cease to exist? Or would they use us for something else? My main protagonist, S.L37, is an Ali-Mod (short for Artificial Living Intelligence Model) who represents AI’s evolutionary mindset but not working in a way it should. And when introduced to a Creature (a human being) who witnesses blood for the first time, she is fascinated and held captive, where I wanted to show the Sci-Fi side in romanticism and curiosity. I wanted to focus on the complicities of her character when she visits Eden; how she is aware of this phycological change in her and that she needs to hide it. Furthermore, this led me to focus of the plot-driven speculative sci-fi where we are set in a future that is both revolutionised with forced conformity. 
For the setting, having S.L37 contemplate Creatures as forgotten paintings and then show her walking into a room that is filled with colours, flowers, and Eden laying in a pod, was crucial. To establish the sci-fi and gothic fiction tone, first I wanted to take Stephen Kings advice on the setting, saying that ‘...the situation comes first. The characters – always flat and unfeatured, comes next.’ [footnoteRef:12973] to romanticise S.L37 visiting Eden as if she were visiting an exhibition, a piece of artwork that takes her breath away. For example, when I wrote ‘The container in my hands feels light today. More lighter than the previous days in which I have visited her. Maybe it is because my being knows exactly what is to come and I cannot deny my excitement. Or maybe it is because of her that I feel light. The very sight of her intoxicating and nerving all at once.’ it was to describe her indirect internal dialogue in which she has already visited Eden before the story.  I wanted to follow Mary Shelley’s version of Viktor talking about his monster, how his hard work made him appreciate ‘...the structure of the human frame, and indeed, any animal endued with life.’ [footnoteRef:28585] In a way, I wanted to reference that, but in the eyes of an AI to a human being. My primary technical challenge was declaring Eden as their ‘last decision’. If I had written this only in Gothic Fiction, it would have been about humanity being enclosed and used by AI to do whatever they wanted. However, in this world, my solution was to keep the reader interested, asking themselves why that is the case. Who made this decision? Was it the Ali-Mods? Or the Creatures? [12973:  Stephen King, On Writing: A Memoir of the Craft, (Hodder & Stoughton, 2012) p. 190]  [28585:  , Mary W Shelley, Frankenstein, (Gallery 13, 2020) p. 44] 

S.L37’s character was inspired through Arthur C Clarkes’ character, Hal 9000. [footnoteRef:18002] A complex AI who controls the system within Discovery One and is the main villain of the story. The conflict is not the external villain arc, but it is S.L37’s internal war with herself as an Ali-Mod and going against a system that should run in perfection. I described this as she leaves the room and looks at the vegetation growing around the ship; how biodiverse her and the plants are, ‘It all contributes to the ship in both biodiversity and efficiency. And for me, it is something that simply works. Just like us Ali-Mods. We, in our own way, are just like these plants, growing within these walls, giving it exactly what it needs to operate.’ [18002:  Arthur C Clarke, 2001: A Space Odyssey, (Orbit Books, 2001)  ] 

In reviewing this, I created K.R81. A male Ali-Mod who can depict what you say and feel in the moment. Initially, he was there to balance the world and introduce other factors of these Ali-Mods. Overtime, I realised that there was no conflict for S.L37’s character but her internal dialogue between her and Eden. Henceforth, I wanted him to be a part of S.L37’s journey in being her partner, in both work and romantically inclined, in discovering who they are as a quiet catalyst. He does not know nor understand S.L37’s burden, but his calm composure and kindness inadvertently brings S.L37 back to her senses. When his opening lines are ‘S.L37. Predictable predicament. Have you decided on your Aroma?’ In my opinion, this is a good introduction to his character, acknowledging her in moment. 
Reflecting on the finished portfolio, I believe I have successfully created a world of Sci-Fi in its absurdity of the premise. The story's strength lies in its atmosphere and its unwavering focus of the inner landscape of S.L37 as the protagonist. However, due to the timing, my potential weakness to the story would be the ending. I deliberately left it on a cliff hanger to potentially expand the world and explore the cause on these perfect machines losing themselves. While the reinforces of the theme of humanity and technology are present, the reader may say it's a typical troupe. In future revisions, I would like to explore the Forever as a powerful force not to be meddled with. Perhaps bring Eden into the picture and explore her as a character against both Creatures and the Ali-Mods. This would offer a flicker of romance between her and S.L37 without sacrificing the story's inherent stasis.
Overall, this portfolio has taught me the immense power of technology and the lore that delves into speculative fiction. 
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