
C H A P T E R  S I X  

 

London Docklands, East End 

15 Years Ago. 

our armed Met1 riders took a position at the 
four corners of the gleaming pearl black con-
voy which flew the standards of the secretive 

and tech-rich African nation of Rumundiland. The flag 
with its red, green and gold bands, three brilliant stars 
and a gorilla fluttered regally in the slipstream. 
Amongst that was a lesser banner that would not appear 
in any Google search. You needed to be a student of the 
continent and understand the turbulent history of the 
region and even then, the ultra-secretive and small 
principality within Rumundiland would never be recog-
nised by gawking onlookers or experts.  

F



Alkebulahn was the world’s best kept secret. 
The convoy of two Mercedes limousines flanked by 

three muscular SUV's and an ominous looking rein-
forced armoured truck slowed its pace. 

No one either noticed nor cared as the convoy 
stopped at the massive warehouse. In fact, the business 
community around showed little surprise or interest in 
the international diplomats who’d turned up in a quiet, 
industrial estate to a prefab building set between a car-
pet distributor and a rice storehouse. 

The massive shutters of the Kumasi Traders building 
rolled up letting in the armored van and the cars, the 
Police riders remaining on guard outside. The scene 
provided more excitement than Gupta had seen in 
years, making him fervently wish that he was a fly on 
the interior walls of the building.  

Even just for a moment. 
 
The heat from the warehouse swept out into the chill 

London noon, carrying with it the sweet smell of exotic 
fauna, flora and the faint cry of a baby. The police detail 
asked no questions despite a natural curiosity about 
how an empty building could give off the sounds and 
smell of a jungle.  

The vehicles continued onto the center of the pristine 
interior, an expanse of shiny concrete floors, gleaming 
aluminum framework and intense spotlights, an unu-
sual set-up for somewhere previously unused. The 
convoy slowly rolled to a stand, metal shutters coming 



down behind them to an eerily silent and empty enclo-
sure. From the outside, it gave the appearance of being 
the same size as a football field, but inside was a differ-
ent matter. Once the building was secure, it came alive. 

The walls and floor shed its cloak of complex optical 
illusions and what was hidden revealed itself.  The driv-
ing party sat in a clearing and around it a technological 
jungle, part organic, part inorganic was alive with activ-
ity. Trees had been reformed into solar catchers their 
vines fulfilling the role of energy conduits, their job to 
transfer power from one place to another. They grew 
but in a machine way, alongside real plants. Robotic In-
sects buzzed around helping their cellular counterparts 
to pollinate plants. Synthetic ants were scuttling along 
branches making repairs to the ecosystem as was pro-
grammed into their artificial intelligence framework. 
The larger species of wildlife was a mixture of flesh, 
blood and synthetic or an amalgamation. In the dis-
tance was a village of large geometrically complex tents, 
whose flimsy material was molded into impossible an-
gles without the aid of tethers. 

The main tent was set in the center easily accommo-
dating ten people within the satellite shelters which 
were positioned three on each side. The interiors were 
comfortably festooned with lounging globules that 
molded themselves to fit every individual girth and 
comfortable pillows on the ground. Tribal art was placed 



around the edges, fluid sculptures, and artistic kinetic 
images. 

The doors of the luxury vehicles opened and men and 
women wearing bright African tribal designs, and for-
mal suits exited. The largest car in the convoy released 
two warily sleek creatures; hybrids of machines and 
Panthers. The cyborgs, one with red glowing inorganic 
eyes, the other blue, scanned the exterior, their snouts 
held high sniffing the air cautiously, their bunched in-
organic muscle tensed for action even amongst friends. 
Satisfied that no harm would come to their mistress and 
master, they mewed an announcement.  

A man and woman emerged from the largest limou-
sine, the air around them crackling with authority and 
dignity. The only sound in the hushed room came from 
the crying baby in the pouch strapped to his mother’s 
chest.  

“Hush little man,” Queen Amala said to the baby, his 
eyes bright, a soft afro atop a head so young. “It will be 
over soon, little one, don’t worry.” She followed the re-
hearsed paths she was so familiar with from other 
ceremonies. Her tribal gown flowing, each thread alive 
with color.  

The Queen cooed to the infant, who now gurgled 
happily, enjoying his mother’s attention and a welcome 
respite from the upsetting undercurrents picked up by 
his one-month-old senses. He stared up at his mother’s 
face imprinting the image of her long dreadlocked hair 



falling around her shoulders, her compassionate eyes, 
and stern mouth. Soon her soothing melodic voice, tick-
les, and smiles were not enough, and the baby started to 
cry again.  

“He senses the severity of this occasion.” King Matan 
said his voice was baritone and rich. “Our son is as per-
ceptive as you are, my dear.”  

The Queen smiled wanly, gently touching her hus-
band’s arm. 

The King leaned in towards his son kissing the top of 
his head. “I did not want this for you, Joshua,” he whis-
pered, “But we live in dangerous times.  Rest assured my 
last Prince; I will do whatever it takes to protect you 
from what is to come.”  

The King then stood tall again, a picture of great 
composure. The bare-chested ceremonial dress of his 
tribal sarong, just like his wife’s, generated a lumines-
cence but there was so much more to his regalia. A 
swarm of pre-programmed metal segments floated 
inches from his rich, dark skin, casting a sheen of pale 
blue energy, moving in perfect concert, tensing and re-
laxing in tune with each muscle, vein, and sinew in his 
body. It would coalesce into inorganic armor at the 
slightest threat to his welfare. He gripped a staff whose 
handle boasted a sculpture of the head of a lion.  

“Come.” He commanded the assembled group. ‘Let’s 
not keep our extended family waiting.”  



The royal couple walked into an open area guarded 
by Alkebulahn soldiers who bowed. Ornate techno 
thrones hovered in mid-air held up by gravitron motors. 
Each throne had an emblem on its head and each seated 
an elder, a King or a Queen.  

As the royal couple approached, the thrones lowered 
allowing the leaders to leave their seats and greet them.  

Even under such ominous circumstances baby Josh-
ua was the center of attention from the Norse and 
Germanic tribe, the South Pacific elders and the delega-
tion from the clans of Japan and China. Also present 
were the First Nation people from Canada and America. 
The occasion was less than a happy one, but they were 
family, and the law required they have a say in Alkebu-
lahn affairs.  After the salutations had been completed, 
the ceremony proceeded. 

Matan looked without emotion at the shackled fig-
ure. The man’s limbs were tethered to a metal ring, 
uncannily resembling Da Vinci’s famous Vitruvius man. 
The ring appeared to defy gravity despite being held in 
place by clamps secured to a flatbed truck. Two, tall, 
muscular men assisted the ring’s slow revolution. A 
multitude of light sources formed a perfect opaque 
sphere around the meshed globe of light highlighting 
the silhouette of the man inside. The prisoner struggled.  

The King watched and said nothing.  
The guards guided the sphere to a circular stone 

symbol that was etched into the ground and rimmed 



with a red light. It too hummed a low sound. The Pan-
thers, sensing a possible new threat growled in the 
distance, their rumbles keenly heard by the King who 
remained undisturbed. He fixed an intense gaze on the 
trapped man, one eyebrow raised at the man’s unex-
pected burst of hysterical laughter. Matan raised his lion 
head staff high in front of him a hint of hesitation in his 
action. After a second of silence, he spoke words of an-
cient tradition.  

“On this sacred soil, we stand in judgement of Dr. 
Kanu Umbekwi for crimes against the sovereign king-
dom of Alkebulahn and citizens of our adopted planet. 
You have been judged and found to be guilty, and it is 
for me to formally pass judgement on a once exemplary 
citizen of our Kingdom, who has fallen from grace in 
the most heinous of ways. The punishment reflects the 
severity of your crimes.”  

The King paused before delivering the final blow.  
“You will undergo Irimantu followed by banishment 

to the Outerlands.” One of the elders muttered regret-
fully. The King continued, his voice is dark and 
ominous.  

“All memory of who you truly are will be forgotten 
forever, held only by your family.” Matan looked away, 
his eyes connecting with his Queen for just a second. 
“May the universal spirit forgive us.”  

Kanu, thrashed in his shackles, his eyes blazing, 
fierce anger flashing across his contorted face. Matan 



approached the intervening bubble. Again, he held his 
staff high before releasing his grip and leaving it levitat-
ing in position. The high priest handed the King a 
leather box containing an irregular sliver of pure star 
material. It had been taken from a much larger piece of 
the same thing. Words from an ancient Alkebulahn po-
em were embossed on it;  

 
You are much more than your actions; 
your memories make you who you are. 
 
Matan freed the star metal from the confines of the 

box and examined the superstructure of the ring trap-
ping his cousin inside like an insect caught in ancient 
amber. A hole in the ring’s shell matched the shape of 
the piece in his hand. Once inserted it would complete 
the circuit and start the process, there would be no go-
ing back for neither prosecutor nor prisoner.  

Without pause, the King stepped into the enclosure 
coming to a dead stop within touching distance of his 
cousin. The energy sphere should have fried him to car-
bon molecules, but the King remained safe as the shield 
wrapped itself around him, like a warm, malleable cloak, 
allowing him access without threatening his life.  

The guards rushed to his side, but he calmed them. 
“Stand fast; I’m in control.” His voice was muffled 

from within the bubble.  



“I’m sorry, cousin.” The King murmured, his energy 
faltering for a moment, his voice tired and grey. 

“Don’t be,” Kanu snapped. “What I did, I would do 
again in a heartbeat. Sacrifices are necessary, and no 
one is exempt, not even you and your family. Your reign 
is numbered Matan. Enjoy it while you can because 
when the change comes it will be felt planet wide and 
Alkebulahn and the other tribes will no longer hide in 
the shadows but will take our rightful place as the real 
power on this planet and I will be at its head.” 

“Not while I’m alive or while any of my family hold 
the ancestral chair.” The King spat back regretting his 
lack of control. 

Kanu gritted his teeth.  
“We will see.” 
“That we will.” The king said, striding out of the bub-

ble and never looking back. 
 
Dr. Kanu Umbekwi cried out in the solitude of his 

bubble. This torture machine, constructed by the hands 
of his fellow scientists, though not of his design was 
painless. His agony was of his own doing. Reflexively he 
pulled against his restraints. The smart material com-
pensated by adjusting its molecular structure binding 
him even more tightly in place. 

The pain was excruciating, but it couldn’t be helped. 
It was a part of the grand plan he had formulated. And 
the essential cog in that was eating its way out of his left 



breast, a part of his body densely muscled with camou-
flaged vascular bundles, so bio-scans could not detect a 
package he’d buried there years ago in preparation. To 
detract from the agonizing pain, he tried to focus on the 
inane ceremony happening outside of his prison. It fol-
lowed their ancient customs as predictably as rain fell in 
the swamp lands. In just a few moments his pompous 
cousin would fit the memory shard into the ring’s su-
perstructure and the process to strip him of his 
individuality would begin.  

Straining, Kanu looked down at his chest. A blossom 
of red blood seeped slowly across the dirty grey top 
they’d clothed him in; their ‘gift’ to help him blend into 
life on the streets of a grimy and diseased Outerland 
city. He cursed and thrashed as the pain weakened him 
knowing that soon it would not matter. All the while the 
teleporter powered up, growing stronger and stronger. 
It was readying itself to banish him from one world to 
the next. Kanu almost welcomed it. 

He felt the stasis field immobilizing him, his muscles 
growing unresponsive. In time, his neural network 
would shut down, and the delicate procedure of switch-
ing off his brain, wiping his memory and replacing it 
with false ones would begin. The surgical nanoprobes 
programmed to snake their way into his head were al-
ready slipping through cellular pathways into his cortex, 
carrying out their job swiftly and efficiently. He was 



numb as the stasis field took effect, the pain in his chest 
had vanished, and for that, he was thankful.  

Kanu saw three distinct patches of blood over his 
shirt where three micro machines, producing enzymes 
that had burned their way through his flesh. An insec-
toid head with antennae, a thorax and six finely 
machined legs attached to a transparent abdomen filled 
with glowing dimensional energy. His vision was 
blurred, but it was enough for him to see the three parts 
attracting each other to form a perfectly assembled 
specimen.  

The insect-machine flexed its powerful mandibles 
and scratched its legs together for the first time. It 
worked its thorax and rotated its head. With all its mi-
croscopic systems, online, it buzzed.  

Kanu blinked, a cunning intelligence flashing behind 
his eyes. He accepted his fate with the calmness of a 
man whose plans could not be disrupted by the loss of 
his memory or by a usurper such as his cousin. He 
looked down one last time to see the Arachnobot scuttle 
into his trouser pocket. 
“We will meet on the other side.” He acknowledged be-
fore the world as he knew it turned black. 
 
 


