
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



	



	
In the shadowed realm of Baltoria, where hope flickers against looming darkness, a scientist and his disciple embark on a perilous quest. As technology and humanity collide, will their allies defeat the corrupt forces—or be shattered by fate?
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The Storming Night
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October, 2154

“Don’t you think it shouldn’t rain this heavily in October?” said Dr. Caleb as he closed the windows of his father’s laboratory; its creaking sound accompanied the question.

“Hmm,” replied Dr. Lucus, “the roads are going to suffer a little, I guess. Not even sure about their repair, the government’s not...” and he went on about the nation’s condition—Baltoria’s fall, its economic instability, and corruption. This was, for Lucus, the best way to start a conversation with Caleb. Today, however, Lucus was blabbering even more. Caleb knew why—the capsules.

The two brothers, Dr. Caleb and Dr. Lucus, had been striving for years to prove that artificial beings could possess feelings. Yet, despite their relentless effort, support never came. The financially crippled government of Baltoria had cut research funds long ago. Worse, the officers who feared progress ensured that getting even basic machine parts was an impossible task.

They had taken refuge in their late father’s laboratory-cum-house, the only place left where science still dared to dream.

Caleb sat beside his brother, whose eyes were fixed nervously on the capsules—two androids, Ivan and Nova—steadily gaining consciousness.

“Are you sure this will go as expected?” Caleb asked quietly, breaking Lucus’s stream of anxious words. His calm, deep voice carried the weight of both reason and leadership.

“Hope so...” was the answer. 

Caleb sighed as he sipped his coffee, then looked around the lab lit by dim lights. There was nothing special enough for show, except memories. “Remember Dad’s old bots?” he said. “We’d spend nights rewiring them.” 

Lucus nodded, “And you got an electric shock.” A faint smile broke through Caleb’s face. Lucus added, “Why tell me this right now?”

“Whenever I saw you,” said he, “struggling  to talk to strangers, and even your friends, I wished I could create someone of your kind.” Caleb paused, as though savouring the statement. “Androids, Lucus, it’s a dream.”

“You’ve come far enough. Rest,” Lucus looked at Ivan, “let them take the charge.”

Caleb sighed as he reflected on his past—his days after graduation, his  job as an apprentice, his day of research in the lab. It was all before him tonight, the capsules. Nova’s metal had his face’s reflection, her wirings looked worn-out, but that was all they were left with.

“Look!” Lucus began to lose his nerves. 

The capsules shook—first a tremor, then a violent shiver—and the machinery burst to life with a low, rising hum. Lights flickered across the lab, casting frantic shadows on the brothers’ faces. Lucus’s breath caught; Caleb froze mid-sip. For a heartbeat, time itself seemed to listen—then came the sound of success, a sound they had dreamt of for years.

“It’s done!” Lucus exclaimed, he stood up, so did Caleb, but he stayed silent— he always stayed silent on big moments. “After years, Caleb,” Lucus smiled, “success is ours.” Lucus moved closer to the capsule, “they are here, live and awake. Come Caleb, let’s open the lock, let’s let them come out, together.”

Caleb moved forward. Every breath he took today had its own story. “I unlock Nova. You go with Ivan.” Lucus smiled again as he proceeded with the lock. The storm outside still rumbled, but Lucus’s heart was in peace. He was—

Lightning thundered; their heart skipped a beat. Caleb got still, “Lucus, Nova... her wiring!” he breathed heavily.

A sudden spark leapt from Nova’s hand—bright, wild, alive. Caleb’s heart lurched in his chest. In an instant, the lab was swallowed by blinding light, the deafening crack of burning circuits echoed. The air smelled of metal and smoke; the hum of success, now a scream of failure.

Lucus stumbled back, eyes stinging as he rubbed away the dust and glare. When his vision cleared, the sight froze him—Nova lay still, her frame charred and lifeless, wires spilling like torn veins. The dream they had built with sleepless nights and trembling hope was gone in seconds.

“What’s going on?” a voice, soft and faint, from inside the other capsule, Ivan remained untouched. Yet when Lucus turned to him, the android’s gaze wasn’t on the wreckage—it was locked on Caleb, unblinking, almost... aware.

“Caleb!” Lucus moved closer, his brother was on the floor from the shock.

...

Hours passed in silence as Caleb lay still on the bed, the faint rhythm of machines filling the quiet. “Was the short circuit that fatal?” asked the newly activated robot, Ivan. His voice was calm but carried a strange curiosity—too human to ignore. A sharp click of tools interrupted the moment.

“No,” replied Lucus without looking up. “Old treatment... leave it.”

But Ivan didn’t. His eyes shifted toward the scorched capsule. “What about Nova?” he asked again.

“She will be alright,” Lucus murmured, though he knew Ivan wasn’t satisfied—and neither was he.

Ivan tilted his head slightly, then said, “If consciousness can be transmitted through circuits, then Nova’s essence might still exist in fragments of her neural core.”

Lucus gave a faint, weary smile. “You talk like a philosopher already.”

“They and their long words,” sighed Hyde, their assistant, stepping into the lab with a tray of cold coffee and a half-eaten sandwich. Though a man of thirty, he bore no trace of age—his ever-cheerful, foodie nature seemed to preserve him like time itself had given up on him.

“Dinner’s ready, Sir,” said Hyde. “Get your fat bellies there before I devour everything.” The two followed, leaving Caleb to rest.

As Lucus and Hyde sat down to eat, Ivan watched them, he felt bad. Lucus had gained such a huge success, but he cannot celebrate with his brother bedridden. Ivan looked outside the window, hoping to see something better. The storm uprooted saplings, its darkness gave room to hallucinations of shadows. Disappointed, Ivan got his attention back to their meal.

The news anchor’s sharp voice echoed in the dining room as Lucus sat on the couch eating dinner. He knew that the media was corrupt, yet he liked watching the way they lied. Hyde on the other hand, had no interest. He focused on the meal instead. 

“The military head denies bribery allegations despite the leaked documents...” Lucus snorted, muttering, “puppets all of them.”

The television went silent, a power outage, which  were not very uncommon since the state had gone into a financial crisis.

“I’m just firing up the power generator; carry on with dinner afterwards,” said Hyde, moving through the near-complete darkness, lit only by some moonlight that crept in.

“What?” a weak voice, a sniffle. “Why are you...”

“Who’s that?” Lucus tried to sound firm. “Caleb! Is that you?”

The electricity was back again. Lucus rushed to his brother’s room.

The windows, broken. He wasn’t there. Lucus was filled with dread. “Caleb?” he looked under the bed—for seemingly no reason then ran across the house. 

“Sir,” Ivan looked at his master, and his blood that stained the floor, perhaps due to the shattered glass. 

“Don’t just stand there!” Lucus exclaimed, opening the door of his lab. “Check on the terrace—” he paused. There, he received the second jarring shock of the day—Nova was missing.

Caleb and Nova, both were not in a good state after the short circuit. He knew something was terribly wrong. Ivan rushed to him, “No sign of them, Sir. Should we file a missing persons report with the police?” he asked innocently. Lucus didn’t reply. He knew the police couldn’t help. It was beyond the reach of the corrupt officers.

Undoubtedly, Caleb was taken by the ones who will misuse his genius. Lucus breathed deeply, “Why Caleb? Why only him!” as he pressured his brain to think. 

The sky rumbled, as if trying to retrieve the forgotten thoughts of Lucus. As it turned out he remembered what a man with a sinister intent once said.

A few weeks earlier...

“Lucus, I probably discovered the compound to use to in Nova’s control unit,” Caleb said calmly. “You can’t be faster than me,” Lucus said as he struggled with Ivan’s intense circuitry.

The two brothers were making progress in their work when Hyde interrupted. “Sir Caleb! We’ve got a... thing in your name.”

“Your ‘thing’ is called a letter,” said Caleb, as the confused man looked at the paper letter. But Lucus didn’t smile; a look of confusion crossed his forehead.

For one thing, a letter on paper, in the era of mobile phones and emails. Why would a person add length and complexity to the process when he can contact on fingertips? This led Lucus to ask, “Who has sent it?” 

“It reads Dr. Gryll,” Hyde replied.

Caleb’s pen dropped, “So you are here,” terror consumed his wrinkled face. “What does the letter say?” he asked in his faltering voice.

Mr. Hyde broke the silence and began. 


“Dear Caleb, I shall dispense my regards. I must say, you know me the best. Givers of death sentences aren’t known for verbosity. I will be coming straight to the point.

Through my sources, I have received intel. You with your beloved brother are working on an intriguing project- humanoid robots.

Being honest, I don’t know your vision but I see them as the best instrument for war—efficient, ruthless, and devoid of emotions. Qualities that make them invaluable for me. Baltoria is doomed, and it’s the perfect time to establish national and then global dominance. But with your naive and idealistic ideology, it’s impossible.

Enough blabbering, keeping my condition: co-operate with me in my mission, let me use the robots, work for me and let me reshape the world my way, else sacrifice your life with millions of others’ hanging. Decision is yours. Be safe from the consequences

Your ex-friend, Dr. Gryll.” 



Silence consumed the small laboratory. It was only when Lucus saw the scribble from his pen on the paper, he realised, he was shaking.

Present Day...

“It’s Gryll,” said Lucus in a lost voice, “He can stoop really low.” 

“What do you mean?” Asked Ivan.

“The short circuit, you remember Ivan?” Lucus paused, “It was due to an old treatment. A computation chip implant.” Ivan stepped back, he knew what was coming. “If the chip is replaced, Caleb would transform.”

Ivan’s circuits buzzed, but he had hope for Nova, “What about Nova?” 

“Although her memory is replaceable, there’s a chance she won’t forget it all.”

The night went silent with that answer. There was no way to find Gryll. He won’t use Nova’s power positively. Lucus will have to stop him. He gained control of himself and firmly said, “Gryll’s plans are unknown, yet we can’t trust him. Bad hands must not have power. Nova is powerful, so are you. Oppose their plans until...” he paused, looking uncertain “Until I find a permanent solution.” He finally said. 

Ivan got a sense of responsibility. From the pause in his master’s speech he knew the ‘until’ can be really long. As it turned out, it was.

Time flew... Lucus aged... Baltoria lost the control of its government to the corrupt forces...

15 years passed by...
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The Eclipse
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December, 2169

Same night, same laboratory, same Lucus, his hair as white as his coat. Except for these, everything had changed. Even Ivan was not the same as before. Though he wasn’t blamed, he had been opposing a menace for a long time. Fifteen years of sabotage had hardened him from the gentle android Lucus once activated.

Ivan, a warring automaton, was resisting Gryll. Lucus assisted him through a feeble radio link. They didn’t know Gryll’s plans, but Ivan knew how to delay them——torching labs, cutting supply lines, destroying warehouses. The method, though seemed vague, was somewhat successful. Ivan had sensed the urgency in the androids to get him down. 

“As you commanded, the NH 31 highway is destroyed. Supplies will take longer to deliver,” Ivan reported, landing on a water tank. “Anything new on Gryll?”

“The internet is entirely in his favor,” Lucus said, repeating what he had said countless times. Ivan predicted his next words—Caleb and Gryll were batchmates, they were friends, they graduated, Gryll wanted to make warheads, Caleb denied, they became rivals—Ivan sighed in frustration, he just wanted this to end. 

Lucus continued, “Ivan, it’s been fifteen years pushing through darkness. We’ve followed every thread of this filth, still no luck. I'm getting nightmares, can we...” Lucus coughed, then coughed harder. 

Ivan’s energy waned; Lucus was aging, and the truth he never wanted to accept was clear: Lucus didn’t have much time left. Hyde intervened to help. 

When Lucus recovered, Ivan announced, “No new tasks for me this week. I’ll return to your laboratory this evening.” 

As birds returned to their nests, a knock sounded at the door. Hyde opened the door, his once-loud grin now a quiet nod. “Back, metal man?” he said. The cheerfulness of youth had long faded, dulled by years of grief over Caleb.

On the couch, Lucus listened to the news anchor. He gestured for Ivan to sit beside him; news always took precedence. Ivan complied, though he preferred to talk in the lawn. The anchor’s voice echoed, “Relations at the Mexican border are deteriorating...”

“Aren’t you afraid Gryll’s men will strike again, like they took Caleb and Nova?” Ivan asked, realizing Lucus wouldn’t start a conversation. Lucus’s eyes drifted to Caleb’s old desk, still untouched after 15 years. Hyde placed a glass of water before Lucus, his expression tinged with what appeared to be guilt. 

“I thought our laboratory was the safest place for us,” said Lucus, “until Caleb and Nova were kidnapped. I still wonder how someone could be taken from a laboratory so suddenly.”

“Gryll,” Ivan sighed. Fifteen years of theirs were somewhat the same thing on a loop—getting an intel, Ivan going there, destroying the area, coming home or resting there itself. He sometimes wondered, is there really anything we’re doing, except for waiting Gryll to die of age, or kill us? He reflected on his mission a few days back. Ivan’s eyes flickered, a memory surfacing. “Last week’s mission—I found something odd.” He reached into his coat, a crumpled paper. 

“Actually, I forgot to tell you something. I’ve become more human than you.” Ivan chuckled at his own jest, then continued, “Last week, when I was set to destroy the National Trade Center, over a hundred androids were behind me. You know what happened then? I rounded the twenty-third floor and entered an office to evade them.” Ivan beamed with pride. “There, I found a receipt for an order. I saved it to show you.” 

Lucus nodded, gesturing for him to continue, his expression devoid of enthusiasm. Ivan had brought back many such items over the years. 

Ivan handed him a crumpled paper. “Here it is.”
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As Lucus examined the receipt, terror gripped his face. His brows widened, lips trembled. Ivan, innocent as an infant before his master’s shock, asked, “Is it serious?” 

Lucus, steadying his emotions, said in a tremulous voice, “Kyroxis, a lethal gas, is rumored to be synthesized from a combination of phosphorus trichloride and a rare, highly reactive organofluorine compound. I know what Gryll is planning... a bioweapon. It could spark a war. We must stop this, but how?” 

Ivan understood. Bioweapons could end millions, and Gryll cared nothing for consequences. He didn’t know what to do, but he knew one thing, Lucus, old and frail, shouldn’t bear this stress. He tried to soothe him. “Sir, relax. It’s nearly 8:30. There’s nothing we can do now. Let’s have dinner and discuss it later.”
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