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Disclaimer


I ask readers to understand that, in telling any story of mine, a main character may do un-islamic or prohibited things due to their flaws or ignorance. I assure that there is a positive character arc at play in all my stories, and ask of you to remain patient and see it through.

JazakAllahu Khairan for reading.






Chapter 1


The labour is back-breaking, and my muscles burn with an otherworldly ache as I grab the pickaxe with clammy fingers, raise it high above my head, before striking down as if a blacksmith against metal. Except the metal is solid rock, and what we’re looking for is some strange green substance embedded in the otherwise greyish rock that the Enclave—the tyrants in charge of the prison I’m trapped in—seeks to use for their nefarious purposes. 
The cave we were shovelled inside like guinea pigs into a pen is dark, dingy, with minimal levels of light dodging the edges and ridges of the near endless caverns to reach us in its final depths. I’m surrounded by other prisoners gasping at each smack of pickaxe against rock, sweat dripping from their heads like a waterfall of anguish and exhaustion.
The smell is of crawling dust coating almost every surface in sight, alongside animal defecation lingering in the corners of the cave. I place a hand over my nose for a second, breathe in through the mouth, then grip the pickaxe again.
Smack!
I want to stop, to rest, but the watchful eyes of the guards behind me pierce that wish like a balloon being popped. I lean forward, legs almost crumbling like the rocks before me. But I stand back tall as a crackle of a guard’s baton seizes the cave. The blue light reflects off the rock in warning, and I heed the warning.
We all want to stop, to smack the Enclave guards with the pickaxes instead and stage a runaway, but we must all continue. This is the Enclave’s form of punishment, when they possess enough mining equipment to easily outwork us tenfold. They don’t care, since their tendrils of evil will pierce even the smallest of holes to cause as much damage to prisoners as possible without outright breaking them.
I swipe the sweat off my forehead and raise the pickaxe once more. Smack it onto a patch of rock, then grit my teeth whilst attempting not to fall over. Another crackle of the baton, imbued with the Enclave’s hyper-electricity that allowed them to overtake an entire country, and I’m standing tall again.
The Enclave seeks the green metal. At least, that’s as far as I know, and as far as we’ve been told. The Enclave also seek something called tempus, a metal that I know the truth of. It’s an element, rarer than diamonds, that has the power to repel the electricity of the Enclave. And it’s black, not green.
The Enclave are barking up the wrong tree, if they believe tempus is a green metal. But if they’re not after tempus, then what green substance are they looking for? And why?
What secret weapon are they developing from this green metal?
The questions haven’t ceased rushing through my mind as I work, battering the rock with the pickaxe under the watchful eyes of the Enclave guards. It’s been a week since I joined the Brotherhood—an organisation my father was secretly part of that opposed the Enclave in the failed old Uprising—and I’ve kept a low profile since, kept to myself. Diligent work and a shut mouth equals safety in the Enclave prison, and I’ve been the model prisoner.
I hit the rock again, then glance to my left. The prisoner hunched like a standing corpse is a woman, with tag 4351a attached to her sweat-stained orange prison clothes, with her hair dishevelled like a hornet’s nest, and arms as spindly as the old knitting needles my mother was fond of. She glances back at me for a second, and I notice the deadness in her eyes. The lack of emotion, as if every ounce of herself has been siphoned out by the Enclave after years of back-breaking work and torture.
I’m going to stop the Enclave and restore the hope in humanity’s eyes, restore justice in society, and it begins with the Brotherhood, begins with figuring out just what the heck the Enclave are up to. And what they want with this green substance all of a sudden, if it’s not a misguided attempt at locating tempus.
“Work harder,” a guard says in his robotic voice, and accompanies his words with the crack of a baton’s hyper-electricity. Again, a blue light flashes in the cave, reflecting with a haze over the walls, sending shivers coursing across every prisoner at the threat. “The Enclave will not accept laziness. The Enclave will punish any who disobey.”
I clench my jaw to stop the anger surging through me resulting in something rash that I’ll regret. Then grab the pickaxe and strike again. The guards all speak in a monotonic voice, grating as if their throats have been washed with grease, and the red mask covering their faces glisten under the light of the hyper-electricity’s crackles.
But one guard tried to kill me a week ago, the same day I joined the Brotherhood. A guard who hadn’t spoken in monotone, hadn’t spoken in a script that the Enclave almost implants within every guard’s empty head. The guard who attempted to take my life had something personal against me, and it was only sheer luck that I hadn’t died that day.
What that personal vendetta was, however, and how he found the hidden base of the Brotherhood is a mystery to us all.
For the last week, the Brotherhood have been keeping a low profile. Almost being discovered is a scare none of us want, but the Enclave seeking metals is another scare that fills me with a sense of dread that just won’t let go. 
My next hack on rock sends a shockwave across the length of the pickaxe, zinging a tremor across the scar running from my wrist to the tips of my right shoulder. I inhale the musty air, the hotness singeing my throat, then breathe out and hack again.
And this time, a sliver of green pierces the darkness in the shadows of the cavern. It’s shiny, reflecting in the slivers of light that come down this far, and glints in the dimness. The other prisoners around me are focussing on their work, not wishing to be electrocuted by the Enclave guards. I lean in, covering the find with my body, and hack around the metal.
Heat races across my back. If the Enclave find what I’ve discovered, they’ll take it for themselves. I smack the rock again, legs trembling at the effort of keeping upright when all I want is to kneel down and inspect the green substance closer. To feel it, to sense its power and deduce what the Enclave want from it.
The rock is coming away from the green substance a little, as if a wind is blowing the two elements apart. I sense the entire thing is about to crack open like an egg, and the next hack confirms that. The grey and brown rocks fully fall away, revealing a green jewel that shines as if the sun itself has imbued its energy within this emerald looking gem.
I hack again, and a shard of the green rock, thin as a finger, breaks off and skitters towards the edge of the cave’s perimeter. Then I kneel and—
“Prisoner 7856b,” a guard’s voice rings out. My body halts mid-motion, and the heat racing across my body now turns to a wildfire. “What are you doing?”
I snap at the chunk of green rock, turn with an excuse on my lips, and hand it to the guard. “Just found something,” I mumble.
The guard stares at me, green gem in his hand, eyes beneath that red mask pulsing with his inspection. “Empty your pockets.” A crackle accompanies his request. The constant threat of death within the Enclave prison.
I show him that everything’s empty, then return to where I’d been digging. The thin green shard still resides in a little pocket of dust at the base of where I’m mining. I snatch it and pocket it, then glance to my left and right.
None of the other prisoners spotted me, nor the guards whose baton crackles are almost ubiquitous, and I continue breaking my muscles with further hacks of the stone and swinging the pickaxe hard and fast.
All the while, my mind swings to thoughts of the green rock, what it does, and why the Enclave want it. Have they found another metal, similar to tempus, that can further their electric power? Have they found a material that increases computing power by speeds of another magnitude, enabling their AI to screen for more invasion in the lives of those living in New Enclave?
Those questions incision my mind as I work and work, and as the day progresses, I find myself worrying to a degree that seems obsessive. I want to bring back Old Britain and save the people strangled by the Enclave’s government, and this development rattles me beyond anything else.
And, since I have a shard almost burning a hole in my pocket, it’s imperative that we study it as soon as possible. I need to get the Brotherhood together to talk. We need to explore what this green gem is, need to pore over it, need to deduce exactly what the Enclave is up to.
A hidden weapon is our trick up the sleeve. If they have one too…then they have the better chance of winning. And that would destroy the dream I have, the dream my father had before they executed him as the leader of the Uprising.
My mind whirs with thoughts, and my heart pounds with fear.
And fear is the greatest weapon of the Enclave, after all.




Chapter 2


That night I’m in my cell once more, the glacial cold snaking over my skin as it always does. Even after eight years of feeling the first bite of the Enclave’s intentionally ventilated cold dig into my skin, I still haven’t gotten used to it. It’s a sensation I don’t think I’ll ever forget, and the thin rags they call a mattress and duvet almost add to the chill that wraps over my body like an arctic squeeze. 
The blackness of my cell is infinite, the ceiling invisible under the darkness, apart from when the electric prison bars hiss and crackle, lighting the entire cell with a threat of blue. The silence is deafening, ringing my own heartbeat and weakly pumping blood in my ears as the night progresses.
Usually, I try to catch sleep as soon as possible. The bone-smashing work the Enclave enlists us in, against our will, means exhaustion is a given, and sleep is a luxury we must take to the maximum.
But tonight is different, and the waning of my eyes doesn’t lead to slumber. Instead, I’m waiting for Jax, another member of the Brotherhood, to flash his Bright device into my cell, which disables the cameras, and then collect me to convene with the rest of the group.
Earlier that day, as the prisoners were being collected, I spotted Jax and Lizzy, another member of the Brotherhood, whilst they were being transported to a slave activity. They glanced at me, acknowledged my presence, and I flicked an index finger out. That’s the signal Jax first used, and I use it to get the message across.
We need to talk. We need to discuss things before the Enclave’s technology spirals out of control and worsens life for everyone in New Enclave.
But Jax seems he’s not coming. No footsteps pierce the eerie silence, no sounds other than the faintness of my own breathing accompany me in loneliness, and my body itches with the desire to move, to act. Yet I’m unable to, since the camera attached to my cell wall will easily spot me.
I roll over slightly and stare towards the defecation centre, as the guards call it, of the cell. It’s a thin basin flushed once every three days, cleaned never, and behind it lies a small hole I made whilst defecating the morning after joining the Brotherhood.
That thin slit in the tiling behind the basin holds my tempus knife, my only weapon against the Enclave. A knife between a dagger and a sword, with the black metal gleaming at the edges and tip holding the ability to repel electricity. That black metal, tempus, is the Brotherhood’s only chance against the tyranny that surrounds us all.
As I stare at the basin, a flash of bright light snatches my vision and causes me to roll over again with a groan. The red of my eyelids glows like a
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