Chapter 1 - A Grim World
——————————————————————————————————————	

"In the grim darkness of the grimdark future, there is only grim darkness, dark grimness, and STALEMATE."
Warhammer 40,000


In the not too distant future a man-child called Richard Rossi invents a new machine intelligence called AI that enables him to reingineers himself as a God who takes over the world. Rossie recreates earth as a labour colony that lives in service of the elite who live on a planet formerly known as earth. The new planet is called X. 
This is the courageous story of the people left behind who rise up and collaborate to save what’s left of the planet humanity once called home.


25 December 2163 – Western Sahara
Zoom in to earth and focus on Africa. There you’ll discover the Sun’s merciless grip on earth as the ball of fire moves ever closer. From the roof of the continent, one third of the land mass has been turned into the world’s biggest desert. The Sahara's merciless grip expands with each new morning as the rising sun burns the wasteland below. In the midst of this inferno is the world’s biggest labour camp, called Oryx — once the moniker of a now extinct antelope species. In the desert the name is uttered like a curse by those unfortunate enough to know of its existence.
Oryx sprawls like a tapestry of anguish. Its heart is a military operation where men, like oryxes, fight for hierarchy and control. Lush baroque buildings cluster in the centre of the labour camp where the leadership live. Beyond that guard towers pierce the horizon. Armed sentries pace restlessly to secure the massive parametre of the place. Outside of Oryx a steady flow of desperate migrants who’ve come looking for work inhabit a sprawling shantytown made of whatever material can be found to make a  dwelling. Drones zig-zag above the blanket of pollution, and growing streams of effluence from the heaving hordes of humans trying to survive. 
A few kilometers away from the desperation, DC Turner, the overseer of Orxy lies on the sands of a man-made beach. The bulk of his rhino-like frame is stuffed into red swimming briefs that make him look more like a pork sausage, than a man. Between his porky fingers a muffin with a solitary candle that’s just flickered out. 
The man starts singing: “Happy birthday to me. Happy birthday to me. Happy Birthday DC Turner - President of Security of Oryx Labour Camp, Happy Birthday to you!” Ahead of the veteran military man  the small sea churns out uniform waves that bring no surprises.
Turner dips his pudgy toes into the blue waters that roll up to meet the white sand. “Who’s the Prez?” Turner asks his reflection in the water and smiles. “Your birthday lands on exactly the same day as our Lord God on Mars, Richard Rossie. You know how few people get this privilege. Your present is seeing Himself on High be exalted. On the same day that you were born. And you have a call booked with the next Mrs Turner who is on Mars. You’re marrying Mars, DC. You’re marrying Mars!”

The securocrat turns to look at his creation - a Tuscan villa in the middle of the desert with antique, baroque furniture that Turner shipped in from Europe. He walks toward his home - everything is covered in a fine layer of desert sand. “Damn it man. I am speaking to the potential Mrs this afternoon and this place doesn’t cut it. Who wants to come from Mars and live in a dust bowl? The dust and the smell of shit. If I don’t sort this out she'll never come back to me.
[Please can you write a short description of his house here.]	Comment by Charles Lee Mathews: @ramonrabie1974@gmail.com
_Assigned to ramonrabie1974@gmail.com_

















Zoom in. Zoom in, and you'll see the Sahara's merciless grip on the earth, where the sun scorches the wasteland below. Amidst this inferno lies a labour camp called Oryx, a name uttered like a curse by those who have been unfortunate to know of its existence.
Oryx sprawls like a tapestry of anguish. At its heart, the military barracks loom, their presence like that of demons who are hanging on the fringes of a hellish nightmare. Guard towers pierce the horizon. Armed sentries are pacing restlessly. Drones are zig-zagging within a blanket of pollution.
Beyond the barracks is the silica processing plant, a mechanical colossus emitting toxic fumes into the unforgiving sky. Its gears grind and churn twenty-four-seven, pulverizing dreams and souls within its maw. There is no hope in this necropolis; here, humanity's essence is crushed to dust.
Eastward, the Pure Room beckons, a chamber of torment where experiments blend the boundaries of science and sadism. Cries of the tormented pierce night and day, a symphony of agony muffled by the processing plant’s mechanics yet shrouded in silence.
A few hundred meters from the Pure Room, twin concrete accommodation blocks rise. These serve as housing for the more "talented" labourers who are fit for the silica mill and electronics manufacturing production plant. Here, the veneer of civility is maintained, a veneer masking the inmates' silent desperation, their souls withering under the plant's relentless shadow.
To the west, a sprawling shanty town stretches. It’s a festering hive of desolation and despair, cleaved in two by a single road that leads to and from Oryx. One way in, one way out. Miners, figures bearing bodies scarred by ceaseless toil, eke out existence in squalor and filth. Forgotten and expendable, their suffering is the currency that lines the pockets of those who profit from their agony.
In cruel irony, adjacent to a villa recently built and reserved for Oryx's sociopathic overseer, DC Turner, lies a man-made beach. It is a perverse oasis amidst the chaos and the filth, and it stands as a disgusting monument to the decadence of power.
Military trucks serve as grim chariots of labour. They ply the lone road, disgorging their loads of workers into Oryx's merciless embrace. They shuttle souls to this place where morality has long been forgotten, where the thirst for dominion knows no bounds. They also shuttle the dead to an undisclosed location in the desert. 

Oryx, a tumor spreading in the heart of the Sahara, where humanity's once-vibrant spirit has been buried beneath the relentless sands of time.

