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Prologue
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Amaroxia was a planet of subterranean peoples. Their sun had become a white dwarf and most life developed to survive underground in near total darkness. In the past, their ancestors lived above ground, but were driven down by a deteriorating surface that could no longer sustain life, only for it to be laid to fire by the heavens.

With limited light: creatures had to evolve specializations. Some were born blind, others evolved the ability to sense the poisonous, ultraviolet radiation that sometimes seeps underground through thin sections of mantle-ceiling along the higher quadrants where most Amaroxian survived. Suffering an energy shortage the Amaroxians came to rely on a new, organic mineral deposit provided to them by an alien race. Unfortunately, when processed, the ore produces a volatile gas that is toxic to lifeforms on Amaroxia. The toxins began to mutate residents of the underground society. With men at the bottom of the totem of power they were forced to clean up the mess, so they became some of the higher numbered ratios of infected.

Many use this to prove the weakness in the X-Chromosone , while others seek to further oppress men to the status of animals. Others seek to cure the disease, while others opt a more aggressive pursuit to further the Amaroxian expanse into the planet to escape the growing slates of poisonous ore.

Machines began to be developed to assist in fighting against the two ideals: one of healing versus one of conquest. These machines are a type of exoskeleton, designed to be more form fitting and engaging than the clunky exoskeletons used for digging. These smaller, faster suits were dubbed Turbo Suits.
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Chapter One
A Waking Nightmare
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“I had never seen anything like it before, and never since.

It was unnatural seeing the world beyond my stonewall grave. We had lived underground for so many generations that the idea of the sun had become a myth. It had turned to dust, consumed by the endless dark... At least that was what our history lessons spoke to as the reason for our migration below the surface. The scriptures read the event with a magnanimous flair so grand it is difficult to discern the truth from the moral quandary.

'The light was like a fire, but it burned white and turned my skin black. I felt it: true fear. I had to get away, my heart unable to still in my chest. It had been a foolish idea to come to the surface. None belonged here on the Ifriti's land and so we returned below the red soils where we stole away to return to the womb of the world.'

The nightmare that I had every night would once again grip my heart.

Despite this idea of labor until death, I wished to escape. The punishment, were I caught, would be far worse than the years I suffered in imprisonment, so I ran. I looked up as the shards of Ifriti fell from the skies: which had been so thusly consumed by the glaring flames. Their shapes were amorphous, outlines distorted by the heavenfires. They were here for my judgment. Massive angels with wings of steel and eyes of black. I couldn't fight, not alone, but I knew they were all dead because I couldn't keep my promise. The angels of steel turned their gnashing claws to me: palms glowing like the tail end of a subterranean lurker. I ran, but my body felt chained. I could hear the metal of their cold talons as they scraped against the ground, but I couldn't let it hold me down. I pushed ahead toward the only place that had not yet been consumed by fire. All around me everything was burning.

Steel spires were melted in on themselves while the crimson tongues of the flames turned to ash the bodies of any caught in the crossfire of the angel's retribution. I ran through rubble and scattered ancient remnants, indescribable pieces of a past I had never before seen. Just how did our ancestors live in a wasteland barren of trees and abundant with stone and steel?

I could hear it grinding its claws against the walls. It was like acid falling into my ears: dripping and burning with every touch. No matter how far I ran it seemed I was trapped, another victim of circumstance. Ducking beneath what appeared to be a building swallowed by the shifting red soils: I awaited the inevitable, lavishing in the momentary reprieve. By now I understood where my impulses brought me, but to face a death like this seemed to far outweigh the wrongs I was unjustly accused of. I was innocent. I just wanted to live free! But now I was going to die: cornered and burned to cinders.

I could hear the hiss of the angel's mechanical wings, the shallow cry as it exhaled in an inhuman tenor. Then it began to pound against my shelter. All that stood between me and this Angel of Death was a piece of sheet metal, centuries old and malleable from the intense heat. Before I knew it: it was beginning to bend under the force of its pursuit.”


Bang.



Bang!

☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆

The banging continued ringing until it wrapped around the head. 

"Lights out scumbags!" The bellowing call of a deep, scraping voice cut through the haunting silence of the halls of the prison. 

The shouting man had a grizzled face, twisted by scars that pulled the left half of his features into a disfiguring pinch. The corner of his lip was upturned in a sneer which was a permanent feature thanks to the scarring. His drifting gaze crawled along the predesignated route and his brows would deeply furrow, posture shifting to present a pristine state of health despite his malformations which were caused by a consuming disease.

At a glance it was difficult to discern just how old the man was as his skin had become wrinkled and twisted by his calloused flesh. His neck was wrinkled, in some places discolored patches of skin had become so taut that in those spots it drew swirls of flesh forcing it to sag in others places. 

The pallid, off-grey color that painted his skin had been the result of the aforementioned invasive sickness that permeated his cells since birth; he was considered to be the senior of the facility he kept watch over. He was its warden and caretaker. Despite his emaciated form, and his bones seemingly rattling with every step: the man presented enough strength to repeatedly hammer away at the bars of the cell doors with a baton, knuckles white from his unrelenting grip. His orders were absolute and his authority over those housed was unshakeable. But those exhausted and twisted by illness were in no rush to act on the demands of the warden. The lights maintained their luminosity, the faint red gleam twisting around corridors of dilapidated stone and rusting metal stood as a sign that there was some life and a will of defiance towards their fate. 

The metal bars that barricaded individual rooms had been designed to control the flow of bodies like chattel through the peeling husk of a prison. Moss that covered walls sweat regularly with the putrid scent of mold and would irritate exposed skin just on passing, often leaving prisoners’ lesions to inflame with puss. 

The defiance soon faded as the luminous, red hues which painted the walls of the small, stone rooms began to dim and shut off. One by one the bodies that were housed in these cramped quarters lost the strength and will to ignore the commands. Once the lights had gone out a solid darkness filled the voids within the enclosed spaces and could little be penetrated with the naked eye. Nothing remained lit save for the faint lights which hung from the hall ceilings that allowed guards to maintain their patrols, not that it was necessary. Many of these men were dying and could no longer fight for freedom. 

What lights still remained occasionally flickered at what limited energy resources were allowed to be divested to the prison. Their needs were discounted as their crimes left them naught but slaves, wards of the state. The walls were soaked with a festering rot and what stone remained secured in its mortar was painted with bioluminescent lichen that rooted in the channels of grout. The gunk was ever growing, filling cracks that had expanded out like a network of wires, only coming in to center upon a pillar engraved with old letters and words no longer legible by the greater population. Many were able to read, but the script no longer held meaning as the building had been abandoned by its former occupants generations ago and reclaimed as a prison for the sick and dying. Plants that preferred the wet and humid environment of the prison grew without prejudice. Many gave off a pale, blue glow and were regularly tended to by inmates who had lost their minds to their illness and sought to care for something other than themselves.

At least they knew the plants would survive. 

Every few paces the open cells of prisoners could be peered into. The sparsest of amenities was provided: a bed, a seat, and a washing basin. There were no true doors to keep the criminals trapped as walls were too corroded to support a level structure. That, though, did not matter as most of the inmates lived in a persistent state of undernourishment or declared too sick to escape their poorly secured holds.

In one of the cramped rooms rest an inseparable pair of prisoners who lived what was left of their waking hours together. A crooked bunk sat pushed up in the corner of the room, askew from a crumbling window frame which had been lazily barred by some rusting pipes crossed and bound with ferrous wire, inches thick. There was a space between the pipes that would allow one to gaze into the yard where prisoners would be put to work daily. The western wall, where the toilet would normally sit, was naught but an exposed pipe in the ground, the mouth of which was caked in rust and festering with mold and lichen. Much of the wall had crumbled away leaving behind its foundation of metal rods.

A man was laid on his side on the top bunk. "Klaus..." He called.

With dull, green hair and pallid skin the man looked years beyond his age, the sickness having eaten away any remnants of youth they may have had.  

The prison’s uniform was limited. Tattered cloths of pale browns served as sparse covering for their daily work in the fields of mud and stone. Shoes were for those who could afford to partake in the prison’s economy: the buying and selling of contraband. If the soles of the man’s feet were any indication: he wasn't the sort to play into the backwards economy that divided and sold rations, smoking herbs, and clothing. It was too much of a hassle and the soles of his feet were already stained with a permanent red hue that came from a lifetime of working on sanctioned farms filled plot to plot with the underground’s deep, red soil. 

Strands of his dull green hair hung over his face, arms folded behind his head as he lazily swayed a raised knee: his other leg dangling off the side of his top bunk, swinging in the air. Old scars drew lines that blossomed out from behind his neck: tracing a trail of intricate roads along his pale skin before they vanished into the valley of his shoulder blades.

The man had gotten no response from his cellmate who was his younger brother. The man had got imprisoned with him simply because they had been together. "Klaus, he's comin'." The man warned again, his brother standing across the way at the small window.

“In a minute Eric...“ But it was never just a minute.
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Chapter Two
A Bizarre Religion
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The man on the bed didn’t have much patience for dealing with the warden’s insistence, but he couldn’t force his brother to make his life easier by abandoning the only piece of joy they had left in this rotting hellhole. That window had become an escape for Klaus who, when in his cell, stood there for hours with his arms hanging out. Their cell was below ground level and allowed the prisoner to reach out and place his hands on the only bit of land they could reach. Eric felt a sense of annoyance, or maybe it was helplessness, when the Warden walked down the halls and knew that they too would get so sick, that one day they wouldn’t have the strength to even dream of being out there. Maybe that was why the bastard had not taken away Klaus’ window.

The Warden would be glad to squeeze any ounce of joy that the twins would find. Klaus in particular had been feeding a Dogfish that had burrowed beneath the mud nearby. It was still small enough that the Warden hadn't caught wind of it. Dogfish often laid their eggs in muddy soils where they would hatch and eventually find a Pigwar. These were one of the many strange creatures brought from the brink of extinction with old technology. A symbiotic animal the Dogfish fry latched to a Pigwar's body where they worked to survive together. It was a bit poetic considering their own desires. They wanted to escape this place and work together to survive in this harsh world.

Eric had lived in the prison for about six years of what was left of his short life with his brother. Eric had always fancied himself a mischievous sort who often troubled authority figures, but as a red-foot he lived his life under the thumb of authority that he had not thought to fight until he was no longer able to. Red-foot was the spiteful term for people who worked out in the farms where they could not afford the most basic of needs like shoes and, as such, the soles of their feet were permanently stained red from the nutrient-rich soils that they tended. They were the lowest of low, and adding to the fact that they were men: put them at the bottom of a chain of a hierarchy that would compare them to livestock. In their society it has long come to pass that women have become empowered due to history railing against the primitive structures in the brain that made men inferior. This along with increased religious rhetoric that men were the reason the Ifriti had burned the surface of their world caused men to fall away as leaders. 

There hadn’t been a major conflict in a thousand years since they lost power, which the ruling parliament known as the Sisters, would use as proof of their unquestionable guidance. But Eric wasn’t born in a world where he had any connection to these acts of blasphemy. He was born a second class citizen due simply to his gender, but now he was not even that. The moment he became a prisoner was when he lost all his standing as a living being. Eric turned his green-hued eyes toward his brother who had been staring out the window, waiting for the lights of the city to peek over the horizon. 

Beyond the stellar lights of radiant blue lit up every day at this hour. There wasn't much else to see as the sky above was naught but stone and steel as their life underground has long hid them away from the star filled skies that littered the religious texts with symbology and power. In this place, this world: everyone lived underground. Above them was a ceiling of solid mantle. They sat about 500km below the surface of their planet, which had long since become uninhabitable after the Ifriti rained their world with the tears of the sun.

They had adapted to their underground lives. Low light vision and an organ that housed an extra sensor for light allowed them to feel around much like their burrowing ancestors of presurface eras. It gave them a distinct advantage living where no light penetrated. It wasn’t until they had rediscovered the use of bioluminescent plants that they had once thought to have gone extinct during the War of the Sun, as it has come to be known in history books. The plants had gone into hibernation in the post war environment, deep underground, only to resurface about the time their population’s numbers began to decline.

The plants were kept in lamps and held in a liquid that encouraged a type of suspended animation. The temperature of the liquid was changed to alter their states of luminosity: cold to keep them asleep and warmth to wake them up. They were woken up during more active hours to maintain productivity among cities and farms. The system was strung together through a network of wires which were braided and fed through interconnected pipe shafts that ran through generators. The activation and deactivation of these generators would pump power, generating the heat the plants required to rouse from their temporary hibernation. Since Amaroxians were unable to withstand, and in some cases even see, the infrared spectrum the plants made a perfect medium. The liquid was a nitrogen rich fluid that slowed or completely stopped the active decay and aging of the organic matter.

There was a point in the past that the fluid, known only as Jule Vapor, was used to treat Mugenes. It was made of abundant elements, and if necessary could be safely synthesized: but when used in conjunction with the virus it was shown to speed up the infections. There were some rumors that Jule Vapor ended up mutating subjects. It had become a conspiracy popular among citizens of the Southern hemisphere who accused the Northern states of kidnapping throngs of Southern citizens to use in their experiments, while the North accused the South of the very same. It had become weaponized propaganda and nearly ended in conflict when the daughter of an important political figure had disappeared under mysterious circumstances.

It was the first time whispers of a group known as the Red Rebels came into the Amaroxian consciousness. There are some who say the group fights against the Military complex of the Northern sphere, while others say they are against the South's willingness to augment their bodies until there wasn't a piece of organic matter left. Whatever the case the Daughters had caught wind of the situation and quickly shut down all work with Jule Vapor, banning the use of the fluid beyond use in the electrical sector's work.

Klaus was a childish sort to always look forward to these sorts of things so he never missed a chance to watch the "stars" over the city light up. Klaus never showed a sense of responsibility, but Eric knew that Klaus had always been the harder worker of the two, more than Eric cared to admit. Many found it intriguing how different their personalities were as twins, but twins were ever rarely born outside of female pairs to really document the behavioral differences in males.

That aside it was quite strange to call the lights 'stars'. As a people they have not seen a star filled sky in over ten thousand years. Even old texts that described the sky lights were just pictures printed in books that have little context to just how bright they were. Their stars were the lights that glittered across the domes of the capital. Capital cities were some of the brightest places on Amaroxia. Many say one felt safest in the heart of the cities where darkness could not reach.

“Erick, look! They’re on!” When Klaus looked back Eric felt like he was staring into a mirror. It was the face of someone he wished he could be like. “Isn’t it amazing?” A wide smile painted the youthful will of a carefree spirit, one of which Eric wished to share.

Eric leaned over to peer through the narrow window. “Yeah, it’s really nice.” Though he said that, he didn’t feel the same excitement as his brother. He felt empty.

Klaus smiled and turned back to the vision of stars that speckled the ceiling above. “Yeah.” The soft tone made Eric feel that Klaus maybe understood his lackluster feeling towards the starlit sky and what it meant. “You know...” Klaus walked toward their bunk and pushed to his tiptoes to reach the height of Eric's bunk. “You should smile more—mph!” Eric pressed his hand to his brother’s face, smothering the words before they could form.

“I don’t want to hear that from you.” Eric complained while making an uncomfortable face. “You sound like mom when you say things like that. It’s creepy.” Though his words were harsh, the upward glance and forced frown were enough to show Klaus that he did not find it as disarming as Eric showed.

It was nice to have memories of the outside world once in a while.
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Chapter Three 
The Warden's Face
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Klaus grinned and slipped into his bunk below Eric's just as the warden and two armed guards walked by. The twins were resting in their beds, suspiciously rolled on their sides with their backs to the cell’s twisted gate. The warden was an older man with a scaled patch of skin over his right eye where his eyelid had once been. It had been eaten away by the disease and replaced with a hard fold in order to replicate the delicate skin. Instead of blinking, the man had to roll his eyes up in order to lubricate it. 

Much of the prison was home to the sick and dying, many of which were used in experiments at local facilities to help promote scientific and military advancement in the name of the Sisters. Prisoners no longer had rights and were, in turn, property to the colonies that spread across the underground realm. A decline in the population was in part due to a terrifying disease that affected both men and women, though primarily incubated in the male body, eating it away at a grossly increased rate. Cells mutated rapidly: so much so that the body could not keep up and eventually would calcify and become like stone. It had come from off planet, by way of a trade in goods with an alien peoples.

They had traded for a type of organic ore that could be grown and manufactured into a strong metal. No one had any idea that the metal would not only spur the industrial growth of the declining economy, but it would also destroy its people entirely.

Of course Klaus and Eric were still much too young to have known anything about the disease other than that everyone was born with it due to contact with an alien race. After the War of the Sun the planet had tried to rebuild its economy and would trade with outsiders via an ancient elevator built by their ancestors to descend and ascend between the underground and surface. A shy hundred years and a planet full of Amaroxians, turned into a few underground colonies that struggled to survive and the elevator sealed, the world becoming total isolationists.

The warden sneered at the pictures of tranquility the two displayed in mock defiance of his presence. Raising his arm he would rapidly hit against the metal of the bars with his baton, causing the rest of the prisoners to writhe and moan in pain. An Amaroxian’s sense of hearing was nearly six times that of other races. In every sense, Amaroxians were similar to Earthlings, beyond the difference that allowed them to live on a world with over less than half Earth’s gravity.

This meant Amaroxians were heavier in their build to maintain contact with the surface: a reduced mass and pneumatized bones which allowed for increased body mass without negative results. Their skin was pale, almost translucent with hyper flexible, and hyperextending joints. Their skin was tough, hardened in the way a reptile’s would be, making it sandpapery to the touch, but retaining features that could easily be mistaken for an Earthling’s delicate skin. Amaroxians once lived as long as Earthlings as well, but that too has since been lost to the disease. A life underground made such things as astrology and astronomy worthless, along with their isolationist society making contact and education of other races the bare minimum, if only to avoid them. Their world, Amaroxia came from a mashup of old languages used to describe the world before the War of the Sun.

The twins snapped their hands to their ears and rolled over to face the door. “You shitty old man, that hurts!” Eric complained loudly, in order to shout over the incessant banging. 

Klaus remained silent as a pained expression marred his features, but he otherwise maintained a passive energy.

“Ho hooo,” The warden always fancied himself superior, but of all of them he suffered the most handicaps from the disease, which has been aptly named: Mugenes. “You filthy am’lo twins ‘sleep already?”

He didn’t like the twins, but they always caused him more trouble than he felt they were worth. To him prisoners were just animals who couldn’t abide by the basic laws of society. They didn’t have to do much as men save to remain submissive to the peaceful rule of the Sisters and all their needs would be provided for them. Am’lo was a term to describe a wild and untamed animal, left over from pre-War language.

Amaroxia's language has shifted many times over the years as their ancient math and science languages had interfered with their home languages. Over time the Amaroxian tongue had settled to what it is today, though the Northern and Southern hemispheres had their own dialects that came as a result of the Southern Hemisphere's use of Botanical language.

There was no such thing as a wild animal on Amaroxia. Most animals lived among or with the Amaroxians, so all of them did their best to get along well. There were, what were called, feral logators, which were a type of massive, burrowing driger that violently consumed any living creature in the underground. Logators were killed on sight, or used in experimentation due to their longevity and hearty natures. The creatures were called Amaroxian Logators, or am’lo for short. Prisoners were often called am’lo due to their inability to follow the general rules and expectations for living with others.

There were some animals that were considered domesticated, but they were often work animals that were used on farms or by emergency services to help find people who have been caught in cave-ins, which were a common problem in the underground society. The most well known of domestic animal in Amaroxia was the Red Wolf, though it was not related to the quadrupedal predators found on Earth or other Earth-like planets. It was some sort of reptilian offshoot that was closely related to Dragons.

Eric smiled. “I was having such a wonderful dream...” he began, below him Klaus nodding with a smile. Eric's expression became dark as his brows flattened and his head lowered, shoulders slumping. “You weren’t there...” Klaus shook his head only to jump when the warden slammed his fist against the wall.

Eric was stubborn when it came to dealing with the arrogant warden so found it difficult not to bark back. It often made Klaus worry, but the older male (by three minutes) had a pride that was unshakeable even in their current state. Eric hadn't always been such a foul-mouthed sort. He used to take orders well. There were some things even an obedient slave wouldn’t do.

Eric often defied convention when it came to a man’s position in society and was a brilliant liar when it came to his own feelings. He knew he should keep his head down and listen and for many years he had done just that. Klaus was a bit more honest and would smile or cry when happy or hurt, but he easily pushed away from confrontational events that his brother stirred with the warden. 

For Klaus it hadn't always been that way between them. Klaus had always been the one to brute force his way through situations but since they ended up here the man felt he lost his spine when they were stripped from their mother’s skirt. Eric found his bravado and would stand up against the Warden’s unjust, abusive ways. 

Klaus would often find himself silently begging Eric not to prod the warden any more, for both their sakes. But the silence would not quell Eric's temper this evening. It was not until Klaus quietly murmured a name that Eric's tense form seemed to settle. His harsh glare remained on the warden before it dissipated and his eyes lowered to his lap.

“That’s okay.” The warden smirked, the sort of twisted grin that made an uneasy feeling inside. It was like watching a snake eat itself. 

The man leaned forward and rested his arm against the bars of their cell. His warm smile made the hairs on the backs of their necks stand on end. “You’re going to be visiting your favorite doctor tomorrow.” He stressed the word, grinding his lips over the term knowing it would cause them to react.

Eric all but fumbled from the top bunk as he shot forward and onto his knees. If not for Klaus sitting up and letting Eric use his thighs as a stepping stool to the ground, both panicking men would have likely been a pile of bodies on the floor. Klaus moved to stand beside Eric who rushed the gates, grabbing the bars with ferocity, despite his physical ailments. The warden leaned back, the smile still on his face.

The quack, as Eric fondly called them. Because of their unusual condition they were pincushions for the local Science Laboratory down the hills. At first the Military division showed interest due to their health, but it seems they had a request from their science division to use them like a pair of lab rats.
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Chapter Four
Not Just an Animal
[image: ]


“You bastard, we aren’t going back to that nut-job’s lab!” Eric was a willful sort especially when it came to being experimented on, yet there was not much he could do to stop it. As men they didn’t have choices, and prisoners even less.

If he had to make the choice he would rather stay here and deal with Warden Haut's shit than listen to that mad scientist spout their chaotic rhetoric. It had only been a few days since they arrived in the prison when they were first approached by Haut with the news that they would be so fondly looked after by the Porvin Science Division. Since this was their first time in the Porvin Zone they had never heard of the Science division out there and had only assumed there were just a stretch of prisons lined up for the Daughters to dump the sick and dying.

“You serve no good in society anymore, so be glad yer being given this chance to make something of your worthless lives.” While the warden hated the pair, he was still a man. And as a man he prided himself in mindlessly serving the autonomous matriarchies of the colonies. “It’s best for everyone that you just quietly give up your lives. I hear they’re pretty intrigued with how slow your mutations are taking hold. At yer age you should be already missin’ an eye, or your tongues.” The warden’s smirk pushed up his permanently lidded eye, only further accenting the patch of false skin over it.

The warden had lost his right eye’s use at around fifteen years of age so much of it was bionic, the lid having no functionality left was also replaced. He was born with Class B Mugenes. He had been born without a lung and his entire gastrointestinal tract was all but gone. He had to be fitted with artificial, bionic intestines. 

He lost his eye and the use of his left arm at fifteen. The warden would be a Class S infection in a few short years. While he had no use in society at this age and level of infection, he still fought to find use in the prisons, corralling sick and dying prisoners that couldn’t fight back. He clung to his duty fervently because once he was unable to continue he knew he would be at death’s door.

It was the main Laboratory under Red Shield's control here in the Porvin Zone that focused on biological research and as such they needed specimens so the Provin Detention Center was a perfect source of bodies. Of course the laboratory wasn't here that long and was built a month after the prisons became full. One wouldn't think it so easy to fill a prison with such a high mortality rate on the planet, but they managed.

For some it seemed more like a place to hold spare bodies they could use for experimentation as it was illegal to use citizens as test subjects for anything from experimental medical procedures to vaccines. That was especially important with the Mugenes virus which was an inescapable fact of Amaroxian life for the past hundred years. They made sure to have enough stock of varied states of infection to test possible cures. The closest anyone has ever come to a cure was a painkiller that diminished the pain the virus produced in the body and slowed its growth enough to study it at length.

The infections affected people differently. While the naturally stable genome of men was consumed more rapidly than the constantly changing genome of their female counterparts, there were still some who suffered at a much slower pace. The average life expectancy for a male Amaroxian was thirty. The warden was twenty-four and was already losing mobility as is skin calcified over his bones. There are individuals who live to fifty years of age, but those individuals receive regular injections of the serum, meaning that only the rich or those with roles in the government complex could access the medicine. The poor, the laborour, and anyone else outside of these classes found themselves with the short end of the stick.

The infections affected people differently. While the naturally stable genome of men was consumed more rapidly than the constantly changing genome of their female counterparts, there were still some who suffered at a much slower pace. The average life expectancy for a male Amaroxian was thirty. The warden was twenty-four and was already losing mobility as is skin calcified over his bones. 

Eric and Klaus were born on a farm part of a manufacturing colony. They were more highly susceptible to the illness being so close to industrial production of the ore. No one knows at what level of infection the pair were born at. The doctor they were currently seeing suspected they were born Mugenes free, but such a thing had only ever occurred for those in the role of Sisters. It had been quite the declaration, one that had lost the doctor their accreditation with the Capital.

At the age of seventeen the twins were at a Class C infection level, which meant their geroiid organs, a small organ found in the forehead which normally helped Amaroxians sense their environment, were rendered useless. But this did not happen. Their lungs and stomachs also remained untouched which, by the time an infection rose to a C Class: much of the function in the digestive tract would slow or halt entirely.

Klaus would move to stand behind Erick, resting his hand on his brother’s shoulder as a frown painted his solemn features. “That isn’t fair warden...” Klaus rarely voiced disagreement, which sent the warden momentarily aback, face stretching as he looked to Klaus with a disapproving expression.

Eric knew his brother hated going to the laboratories. The doctor’s assistant scared Klaus for some reason. She was a paraplegic with a Class A infection, so one would think her hardly a threat. But she still had a mean swing and meaner temper. She’d hurl a piece of computer equipment at you without thinking twice about you or the expensive lab gear.

Eric didn’t get along with either of them, but he primarily held his distrust for the doctor in charge as it was her fault they had to go to the labs and had been forcibly enrolled in the government program. 

It wasn’t going to save her reputation and he felt it as a step backwards to any attempt to find a cure for this disease. For prisoners they were sent to one of two places: a lab or a plantation where am’lo were put to work in highly toxic industrial waste management. They were cheaper labor than the foreign work bought from the Andrium Colonies on the southern hemisphere of the planet’s core.

The government program made them, essentially, lab animals for the mad scientist and her government funded research. All because of what was between their legs.

The warden scoffed, finally finding his spine, his will having tapered off for a moment when Klaus trained his gaze on him. “Too damn bad, life ain’t fair. You’ll just have to be ready tomorrow. She’ll be sending someone special ta pick you up. She says it’s a big day for you two lil’ shits.” He laughed out. “Least yer makin’ use of ya’selves before you rot in the Void.”

Eric had been staring at the warden with a hard glare this entire time, but his gaze wasn’t as strong as Klaus’ had been. If nothing else the warden felt more empowered tearing Eric down. Eric's hands squeezed around the metal bars, gripping until one could see the blood pumping through his veins beneath his near-translucent skin. Klaus moved to drop his hand from his brother’s shoulder, feeling the imminent meltdown.

Eric tried to rattle the bars like a snake baring his fangs, but Eric's were dull, venom empty. “Yeah, well at least I’ll be rotting in the Void and not a piece of art for the Sister’s shitty garden ya friggin’ gargoyle.” Eric bit out.

Klaus’ heart dropped as it was too late to stop his brother’s verbal assault. When one reached a Class S Infection, they were also known as Gargoyles due to their haunting expressions of pain as their bodies completely shut down after full body calcification.

The warden began to fume, his officers unable to fully stifle their laughter. “Fine!” Smoke was almost blowing out of his now-red face. “You shits can go to the labs ‘morrow with sand to eat!” He bit back and stomped off.

The two guards looked to each other with troubled expressions before hurrying after the warden.

“Erick...” Klaus gently reprimanded.

He knew Eric couldn’t help his temper when it came to the warden, at least not lately. The warden got sicker with each passing day. He was at the end of his life and he spent it making inmates miserable. It wouldn’t be long until a new warden would be sent, but until then everyone suffered the warden’s high and mighty attitude and his aggressions. 

He would disrupt prisoners when they slept, or kept their rations from them and forced them to work the fields on empty stomachs. Eric and Klaus may have been born with disadvantageous lots, but at least they were able to survive on their own wit and skill. But here in the warden’s prison they were am’lo, creatures unworthy of his mercy and care. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Five
A Desolate Struggle
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Eric knew he couldn’t always bark when he hadn’t any bite to back it up, but if there was one thing he couldn’t stand was people in power mistreating the people they should be taking care of. They weren’t weak and sick like the other prisoners. If they wanted they could escape, but they were too far from the capital to truly escape anywhere. They were surrounded by scattered military-owned scientific compounds and badlands. The closest city was Sluumin, but even that was far into the wastes with the only usable Tunnel leading from there to the Capital.

The only official way into Sluumin was through a military convoy, but there were many whispers in the prisons of Harvesters, who shepherded the sick between the capital and poverty stricken wastes for cheap labour. It was a place to live that was not in the prisons or stranded out in the Industrial Colonies shoveling toxic waste until you died of the noxious fumes before you could ever turn to stone. There was a sanctuary deep beneath the clay walls of Sluumin, but it was only a rumor, quickly squashed by military presence.

––––––––
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With lights out the prison had become a tomb. The industrial machines that the prisoners were forced to work on day in and day out were shut down for the night, putting an end to the dragging, scraping vibrations that rattled through the collapsing prison walls all throughout the day.

Due to the Planet’s
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