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About This Book

A Note from Infinity Script

To every boy who was told he was too broken to become something good.

He was not. He just had not found the right reason yet.
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Benjamin Asante-Boateng has spent seventeen years becoming the kind of person everyone fears. Wealthy. Untouchable. Cruel in the precise way that powerful boys learn to be when they need the world to stay afraid of them. But beneath the performance lies a dying boy — one keeping stage three lymphoma hidden from everyone around him while pretending nothing in the world can touch him.

Then a stone falls from the sky on a Tuesday afternoon in Accra, and everything changes.

Axiom: Origins is a superhero story set entirely in Ghana. It is about power, yes — but more than that, it is about the person you have to become before any power means something. It is about a bully who must confront every ugly thing he has built himself into. About a brilliant boy with a crutch who turns salvaged parts into something extraordinary. About ancient alien civilizations, impossible gifts, and a threat so vast it makes every human conflict feel microscopic by comparison. And somewhere underneath all of that, it is about a boy from Accra choosing, for the first time in his life, to be something real.

There was a particular kind of boy every prestigious school in Accra seemed to produce — the kind who walked through corridors with the unconscious certainty of someone convinced the world had already arranged itself in his favor. The kind who laughed louder than everyone else, who filled every room with presence whether invited or not, who understood instinctively how fear looked in another person's eyes and learned to use it long before he was old enough to understand what that said about him. Benjamin Asante-Boateng had been that boy for so long that he no longer recognized the truth beneath it. He called it confidence because confidence sounded powerful, controlled, respectable. The reality underneath was uglier. Fear wrapped in arrogance. Weakness disguised as force. A seventeen-year-old boy who had spent so much of his life pretending to be untouchable that he no longer remembered where the performance ended and the real version of himself began.

His father, Richard Asante-Boateng, owned enough construction contracts across Greater Accra to make politicians answer their phones personally whenever he called. Richard moved through life with the crushing certainty of a man who had never accepted the existence of limits. His voice carried authority even in silence, and people around him learned quickly that disagreement was expensive. Benjamin had inherited that same jawline, that same sharp intensity in the eyes, that same instinct to dominate a room before the room could challenge him. But he had inherited none of the patience his mother possessed. Abena Asante-Boateng had once been a schoolteacher before marriage transformed her into the wife of one of Accra's wealthiest businessmen, yet she still carried herself with the calm dignity of someone who believed gentleness required more strength than anger ever could. Unfortunately, she lived in a house where almost nobody else believed that.

Every morning John, the family's driver, dropped Benjamin at the gates of Prestige Academy in East Legon — the kind of elite private school where tuition fees were high enough to convince parents they had purchased superiority for their children and where students moved through the world believing consequences happened only to ordinary people. Benjamin never arrived alone. Derek was always nearby, loud enough to dominate conversations and cruel enough to enjoy it openly. Femi turned every vicious moment into comedy so people could laugh without feeling guilty for what they were watching. Kofi recorded everything on his phone with detached enthusiasm, preserving humiliations like trophies collected from smaller lives. Together they moved through the school like a storm students learned to avoid. Hallways parted for them. Conversations lowered around them. Younger students learned to disappear before attracting attention. They always needed targets, and their favorite target was Lucas Mensah.

Lucas was sixteen years old and walked with a crutch because his right leg had never fully developed correctly. He had been born that way and spent his entire life refusing to let anyone mistake his condition for weakness. He was brilliant in the specific way that unsettled certain teachers — not because he challenged authority directly, but because he thought too deeply about things they themselves had stopped questioning years earlier. He finished assignments quickly and then disappeared into his own thoughts, sketching diagrams, solving problems nobody had assigned, dismantling old electronics in his mind before rebuilding them into something better. His bedroom at home was full of strange inventions constructed from salvaged machine parts and discarded devices most people would have considered useless. Lucas observed the world carefully. Quietly. Methodically. He spoke very little, but his silence was never empty.

Benjamin's group had spent two years targeting him. They mocked the way he walked. They knocked his crutch away in crowded corridors. They laughed while he picked himself up from the floor. Yet the thing that frustrated Benjamin most was Lucas's refusal to react the way victims were supposed to react. Lucas never cried. Never begged. Never lost control. He simply looked at them with calm, steady eyes, as though he were studying them instead of fearing them, and waited for the performance to end. Benjamin hated that look more than insults would have bothered him. Cruelty depended on reaction to feel meaningful, and Lucas denied him that satisfaction every single time.

What nobody at Prestige Academy knew — what Benjamin had hidden for eight months beneath sarcasm, aggression, and carefully performed confidence — was that he was dying. Stage three lymphoma. The diagnosis had arrived in a cold hospital office beneath fluorescent lighting while an oncologist spoke with practiced gentleness about treatment plans and survival probabilities. Benjamin remembered almost none of the actual words. He only remembered the feeling of his future collapsing silently around him while his mother squeezed his hand hard enough to hurt. The chemotherapy had thinned his hair until he finally shaved it completely and told everyone at school it was simply a new style choice. Nobody questioned him because Benjamin Asante-Boateng was not the kind of person people imagined becoming fragile. He told no one except his parents. Not Derek. Not Femi. Not Kofi. Not even Joyce, his girlfriend, who was beautiful and admired and loved him with the polished affection people reserved for expensive things they enjoyed owning without fully understanding. Benjamin preferred it that way. Pity disgusted him almost as much as fear.

Home offered no refuge from any of it. Martin, Richard's older son from another relationship, appeared at the East Legon house whenever he needed money or wanted something that did not belong to him. At twenty-three he was larger than Benjamin and carried himself with the lazy entitlement of someone who believed presence alone established ownership. He entered Benjamin's room without knocking, removed watches from drawers, took folded cash from wallets, unplugged electronics and walked away with them beneath one arm. Richard either failed to notice or deliberately chose not to. Abena had attempted once to challenge Martin's behavior years earlier, and the resulting argument had ended with a crack split through the hallway plaster that remained unrepaired to this day. Nobody mentioned it afterward. Nobody needed to. Benjamin learned quickly that silence was safer than confrontation inside his own home. So he went to school and became the source of fear instead, because school was the only environment where terror moved away from him rather than toward him.

Everything began changing on a Tuesday afternoon in October. John had been trapped in traffic and sent a delayed message explaining he would not reach the trotro stop near Spintex Road in time, so Benjamin walked alone beneath the late afternoon heat with his school bag hanging from one shoulder. That was when he saw the stone. It rested near the edge of a concrete drainage channel half-buried in the red roadside dust, glowing softly beneath the sunlight. The glow was not bright. It pulsed gently, steadily, rhythmically, like a heartbeat translated into blue light. Benjamin slowed instinctively. The stone was roughly the size of his fist, dark-surfaced and unnaturally smooth, covered in strange patterns that shifted beneath the surface the way water moved beneath glass. Nothing about it looked natural. Nothing about it belonged beside an ordinary roadside in Accra. He looked around automatically. A woman carrying plantains balanced on her head walked past without noticing it. Two boys on a bicycle swerved around him while arguing loudly with each other. Nobody else seemed aware the thing existed at all.

Benjamin crouched and picked it up. The moment his fingers touched it, warmth moved into his palm — not burning heat, but the unmistakable warmth of something recently held by living hands. The blue light pulsed once beneath his grip, a slow deliberate beat that felt disturbingly aware of him, and something strange moved through his chest in response. He had no language for the sensation. Without entirely understanding why, he slipped the stone into his school bag and continued home.

That night
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