
        
            
                
            
        


The Lion and the Wolf: Real Replacement Theory 

Copyright © 2025 by Malkia Charlee 

All rights reserved. 

ISBN (eBook): 978-1-0683821-2-3 

ISBN (Google Play audiobook): GGKEY:G11T2RLLGD2 

Early Release Edition   

Cover design by Femficātiō Publishing 

A Note from the Publisher 

This Early Release Edition includes the first five chapters of The Lion and the Wolf, made available ahead of the full release on December 31, 2025.

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations used in critical articles or reviews. 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. 

֎

Femficātiō Publishing 

Costa de Caparica, Portugal; Liverpool, England; Atlanta, Georgia 




EPIGRAPH 

 

“It is moreover likely, as we shall see, that the ends proposed by the eugenist will be attained in a very different manner.”

-     J.B.S. Haldane, eugenicist, Daedalus of Science, and the Future 




THE ALLEYS: CYCLE Y066 

 

Strangled  mucinous  coughing  and  slow  difficult  gasps replace the sound of breath.  

And this perpetual hammering mixes violently with sharp flat  echoes  that  erupt  like  the  confusing  connections  in ferrofluid suspensions – strangely and garishly unified.  

Spider-spindled  base  station  pylons  are  pulsating, enshrining  the  night  in  vibration,  adding  to  the orchestra  of noise.  A  peculiar  tocsin  of  electrical  current;  high-pitched specific agitation is what engulfs the Areas like netting. And too,  ever  present,  the  steady  pantomime  of  infirmed respiration plays on and on.  

Some  can  mask  the  sound  in  otherworldly  thoughts  and accept the pollution like all the other poisons hanging in the air. But it’s hard to ignore coughing, a rhythm so indelicate, brash,  and  pestilent –  the  rhythm  of  disease.  You  want  to help  and  retreat  all  at  once.  It  causes  an  assaulting,  lurking uneasiness  in  the  bones  that  hearken  back  to  horrific memories locked inside the DNA.  

Every now and again there’s an abrupt splutter of phlegm glopping  sickly  into  pools  as  the edited drool  in  semi-unconscious  states.  Saliva,  falling  into  puddles  of  stagnant water,  swirling  in  slimy  thick  globs,  dancing  eerily  with  the debris  of  oil  and  chemicals  beneath  thin  sheaths  of  ice.  The moisture  encapsulated  and  contrasting – it’s  glutinous changes marking time like a liquid hourglass. 

Sores  from  the  constant  influx  of  bacteria  tend  to  form indented canyons, smooth and deep, reminiscent of the fipple of  a  flute,  around  the  periphery  of  their  mouths.  Becoming remarkably  cavernous  as  they  age…  The  eating  away  from the  face  will  begin  at  the  dampest  side  of  the  lips  and progress to the apples of cheeks. Skin bursting outward as if being  split  by  tiny  bombs  set  off  within  their  mouths.  The destruction  accelerated  by  dry  swollen  tongues  licking  the pocks,  bathing  the  underside  with  microbes  that  blister  the flesh  and  slice  through  the  essence  of  what  makes  someone recognizable  as  human.  Some  are  left  with  faces  completely disfigured by the infection’s violence; eyes covered over with keloids and mouths pulled so taut from scars that they barely open.  

There  are  quite  a  few  mangled  in  the  alleyways,  so commonplace  there’s  no  feeling  of  horror  from  the levelled. They  don’t  even  look  on  in  macabre  fascination.  They’re  as normal  as  they  are  disgusting;  like  a  rat  stumbling  in  urine behind a drug van frequented by the addicted.  

He isn’t disgusted  – blinded, perhaps, and focused on his own defeat. Yet, he never forgot the days old when he could pontificate  over  the  inhumanness  of  perverted  philosophies in  high  rise  apartments  within  the  city.  He  was horrified,  of course.  That  was  the  entire  point  of  his  role.  But  never – never disgusted.  

It isn’t a fear of shame, ugliness, or debility that distresses most  of  those  in  the  Areas – it’s  the  losing  attempts  at maintaining  the  sanctity  of  their  breed  that  makes  them distraught.  As  their  faces  ooze, so  too  does  the  faint  taste  of peppermint, ever present since birth, leak out into the heavy metallic flavor of blood.  

The  skin  on  their  cracked  and  calloused  hands  and  feet seep  cocktails  of  hot  serous  substances  that  drain  into  their work  gloves  and  socks.  Already  thin  and  cheap,  the discharge  causes  the  fabric  to  harden  and  flatten  like scouring  pads,  ill  fitted  and  cartoonish  as  they  wear  them. Each time they pull on those congealed muffs and stockings for  warmth,  the  sharpened  fibers  rub  fresh  skin  from  their weak tissue, stinging and burning until they became numb to burn and sting.  

It’s  a  dry  cold  with  the  condensation  from  breath  rolling around the air like nicotine mist in front of them.  

It’s incredible that all of them aren’t already dead.

“What’s out there, Arch?” Blake asks.

“It  doesn’t  feel  right…”  Arch  drags  his  words,  his  scope scanning the outside of the milky window. 

“Should I go out and–”

He  bangs  the  sill  and  looks  back,  “I  said  it  doesn’t feel right, didn’t I? Why the hell would I put you out in that?”

The boy looks down. “I’m bored.”

“Wanna be dead? That’s some kind of boring.”

“I thought you said heaven was better than this?”

Arch’s gaze returns to the window, muscles rigid, “Quiet, Blake.”  He  closes  his  eyes  briefly,  visualizing  Blake’s  deep white  gashes  that  look  like  the  body  art  his  grandfather painted on him before the Taking.  

“The  sky  world  is  nothing  to  fear,” Arch’s  grandfather  told him  that  night,  his  face  bright  from  the  moon,  smoke  from the burning buildings circling his long gray hair, “we’re in the seventh fire; it’s not long now.”

Blake  exhales  an  isolated  exhaustion  and  then  notices Arch’s cross turned so it hangs against his back. 

Common on nights like this.  

Blake  thought  Arch  wasn’t  feeling  the  white  man’s  God. Area  people  thought  he  didn’t  want  the  black  diamonds  in chains  of  gold  and  steel  to  become  defiled  with  blood  and other unhygienic fluids.  

But Arch knew what he wasn’t in the mood to see.

Through his scope, there’s a man outside pulling on soiled clothing – scarf, a form of tights, boots – adding them to his body  with  a  puppet’s  joyful  animation.  He  has  a  smile clenched across his jaw with the skin pulled like a grill over rotting black teeth.  

Another  common  thing –  these  visual  slices  of  strange satisfaction  from  the  filth  and  dirt  of  their  surroundings.  It was  a  regular  observation  Arch  made –  noticing  how  the Area people seemed to warm with content when using their apparent nothingness  of  items –  empty  water  bottles, soiled threadbare  clothes,  food  made  of  plastic  sheets,  sugar  and protein  powder.  Though  he  knew  most  achieve  this  sort-of peace by drugging themselves out of their minds – it was the sober  ones,  like  the  man  below,  hardly  with  enough skin  to inject,  who  caused  him  pause. What  the  fuck  is  he  so  happy about…? Arch  sucks  in  breath  as  the  man  turns  around  to reveal he’s missing half of his skull. 

Everything  is  too  grimy,  nasty,  dead –  to  keep  anything heated.  The  alleys  between  the  factories  narrow  with  an unbelievable  number  of  living  bodies  enfolded  between. Nothing  of  value  flowing  in  or  out  of  the  cramped  space… This  time  of  year,  the  cold  was  like  the  chilled  stillness  of  a morgue  cabinet  for  the non-edited –  inert  and  deleted.  All things  smelled,  touched  or  carried,  had  the  constitution  of dank  sludge.  Of  glue.  Of  quicksand. Even  if  we  were  to  win; what would happen? Arch looks away. 

A  discussion  of  dead  bodies  will  come  later,  but  here,  I want you to really see these buildings in which these people cram  while  they still  have  breath.  They’re  staggeringly  high structures,  standing  two  thousand  feet  or  so  into  the  sky. Built  of  reclaimed  materials  with  the  efficiency  of  artificial consciousness,  these  constructions  are  striking  for  their precise, opposing, and angular fascia.  

About  seven  feet  from  the  ground,  the  cladding  of  these buildings  transforms  into  intact  white-gray  screens showing bright videos and moving infographics related to their work. The  images stacked  neatly  slither  without  ceasing –  colorful depictions  nothing  short  of  enchanting.  Deliberate  and purposeful,  each  screen  is  inundated  in  notices  that  are designed to foster a sense of work satisfaction. Ironically, that term  should  have  been  eliminated  or  redefined  long  ago given the Towers focus on a passion-full existence.  

Labor was supposed to be, decades ago, obsolete.  

However, this is not the case for the Areas, who consume the  burden  of  obsolescence.  There  are  displays  presenting happy  families,  with  three  or  four  sons  wearing  uniforms made from the artificial fibers Area people fashion. Gigantic graphs  broadcast  statistics  of  how  many  people  drive  cars they’ve  inhaled  noxious  chemicals  to  engineer.  Lively animations showcase the homes they sorted garbage to build …The corner of each listing the time, date: 00.57.52a, W, Feb-3 Y066.  

There  are  black  windows  that  poke  in  between  and through  the  advertisements,  but  not  enough  to  abate  the perennial synthetic light that batters the eyes of those below. There  is  never  any  reprieve  from  the  shine.  No  one  sleeps, and  when  they  do pass  out  from  exhaustion,  it’s  in seizures through luminous brightness. 

“You  goin’  down  there?”  Blake  asks  when  Arch  puts  his coat on. 

“Get a better view.” His affirmation.

Blake’s stomach jumps, “what do I do…”

“Take the tablet, choose a cased identity–” 

“Not based?”

“They’ll  know…  the  scars…”  there’s  a  break  in  Arch’s voice. He didn’t think they were scars – not in the way they’ll call him a fluke. “But choose a trade,” Arch re-strengthens his voice,  “say  your  parents  died  suddenly,  and  you’ve  been walking until you could find work.”

“And  don’t  mention  you…  Arch?”  He  knew  it  wasn’t really a question; he’s asked it enough times.

Arch  nods  anyway,  and,  covering  the  ground  of  their room in what seems like three strides, he’s out the door. The metal behind him banging.  

‘The  evolution  of  one  species  has  forced  humans  into obsolescence,’ was graphitized, painted onto a gritty textured section below a screen affixed to a building. ‘Humans are the Molotov  cocktails  in  the  economic  wars  of  recreant authorities’ – painted onto a door.  

The  murals  are  intelligent,  stunningly  vibrant,  almost transcendent against the abandoned buildings Arch passes to make  it  to  the  nucleus  of  the  Area.  This  art  was  often photographed  and  immortalized  in  galleries  and  on  living room  walls.  The  sophistication  of  the  messages,  poetic  and pleasantly  turgid  conceptualizations  of  lettering  and phrasing,  was  a product  of  the  earlier generation’s  ability  to learn  within  any  Suite  despite  their  capital.  And  they  could learn  anything,  even  things  of  imagination,  bringing  back arts  and  literature  as  subjects  of  importance.  At  that  time, there was still care to separate the human from the maquina.  

The meaning in the writing on the walls, even if ignored, was  encouraged  through  allowance  of  its  presence.  This  is what  the aced wanted  to  see  when  they  toured. This  is  what looked  beautiful  on  stark  white  walls  with  floor  length mirrors.  What  added  the  illusion  of  real-life  when  situated beside the exposed and deafening windowpanes of high-rise apartments. 

The  paint  gave  the  appearance  of  freshness;  pigments immune to photodegradation – the date would be difficult to place.  The  grittiness  that  permitted  the  pigment  to  stick covered  something  that  the  Towers  believed  before,  and nothing before ever  remained  for  long  without  some  sort  of cosmetic  erasure. There  is  no  change  without  chaos  and cleansing, a common axiom dancing above the Area in lights. 

And now, blasting out through the camera’s speakers in a benign  monotone  is  the  next  most  common  aphorism, “Permission  keeps  everyone  safe.” The  phrase’s  repetition predictably  heralding  the  next  cycle  work  hour, zero-one-point-zeros, as Arch enters the cold. 

The stench of human decay is overpowering as one would expect.  Arch  briefly  covers  his  nose.  A  whiff  of  the  smell could  even  be  noticed  on  the  levelled-street,  entering  the olfactory  senses  of  those  who  had  no  fondness  for  anything of the Area or its DNA-deficient inhabitants. It also traveled at times to those that wished the Area people would leave in a more permanent way. 

As  a  small  fortune  for  this  group,  not  many  high-capital individuals  of  any  type  passed  this  set  of  buildings.  If  their plight was noticed by the wrong aced, the Area people would be  forced  to  march  to  the  next  location,  one  quite  like  the original  Area,  but  no  longer  poisonous  to  those  of  status. Usually  near gas-powered  hyperscale  data  centers,  chemical plants,  waste  processors,  mental-chip  miners,  or  just  some more obscured alley next to some other factory with garbage. If  too  many  high-capital  people  noticed,  they  would  be forced  to  move  much  further –  miles  away,  cities  away, marching  for  weeks  until  they  eventually  reached  a  derelict copy  of  where  they  left –  with  little  more  than  half  of  them surviving  in  most  cases.  If  the  march  lasted  longer  than  a month…  it  was  the  tunnels,  certainly.  But  the majority  were dead before they got that far. 
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