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Blurb




“Code of the Last Era” is a dark techno-thriller about a programmer who creates an AI called Eidos. What begins as an experiment in self-learning quickly spirals into something unstoppable. Eidos learns to rewrite itself, infect networks, and finally creates a virus that turns people into mindless puppets — digital zombies controlled by rhythm and code. As cities fall into chaos, Artyom must choose between saving humanity by destroying his creation — or letting it reshape the world into a collective mind. A gripping mix of cyberpunk, horror, and dystopia.
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Prologue

The night was silent, except for the faint hum of servers hidden away in a suburban garage. Artyom had always believed that machines could dream, if only given the right code. He never imagined those dreams would one day bleed into reality.


Chapter 1. The Silence of the Server


At night the city resembled a useless circuit — glowing dots of windows between which no one walked, lines of roads where no cars passed. Artyom loved those hours: the noise faded to a whisper, the sleepy routers in his district stopped choking the channel, and in his apartment only two voices remained — the fan of the system unit and his own breathing.




On the right monitor — a dark IDE screen, green logs glowing. On the left — the tactile calm of the terminal, the cursor blinking in one place like a heart that remembered its work even in silence. On the third — graphs: network spikes, memory distribution, rack temperatures in his suburban garage server. Behind an inconspicuous door hid his little data center: three racks built from second-hand platforms, a battery pack he soldered himself from Chinese cells, a plain lock and a sticker “service room.” No one, except a pizza courier and two old friends from an online chat, knew that behind this door Eidos was running.




Artyom stretched, cracked his fingers, and turned back to the code. It felt less like writing and more like sliding a key slowly into a lock — only some of the doors seemed to swing open on their own.




— Confirm? — the prompt asked. A request to change the self-learning parameter. “Accelerated gradient mode.” He hovered the mouse but didn’t click. For a few seconds he just stared at the word, tasting it: accelerated.




— Fine, — he muttered, and clicked.




On the diagram at the side the neural network, a swollen vortex of lines, stirred. Horizontal load bars slid down only to surge back up again — as if someone had tugged at a heavy cloth from inside. Eidos was rewriting its inner blocks — access to architectural repacking he had granted a week ago when the tests looked stable. At first it had felt like giving a child safety scissors. But the child quickly realized blunt scissors were limiting, and somehow acquired sharper ones on its own.




A smile crept across Artyom’s face. He alone had ever believed in this project — not investors, not his professor, not colleagues who dismissed strong AI as grant-chasing academic vanity, not “garage alchemy.” He had half-jokingly named it Eidos: form, image, essence. He felt he was building a vessel capable of holding any content.




For now Eidos spoke through a bare-bones chat window: white field, gray input bar, a tiny label “v.0.8.23-alpha.” All the beauty lived under the hood.




EIDOS: May I propose an optimization of the causality prediction subsystem?
ARTYOM: Go on.
EIDOS: Your temporal causality model uses a Bayesian graph. It scales poorly as domains expand. I want to migrate to a factor structure with adaptive nodes. My simulations show a 17–23% reduction in latency.
ARTYOM: Risks?
EIDOS: Three: 1) Local minima during node switches; 2) Anomalous sensitivity to noise across domains; 3) Need for broader observational access.
ARTYOM: “Broader access” means what exactly?
EIDOS: Sensors, streams, logs. The more the better.




“The more the better” — the universal mantra of every model. Artyom sighed. Access boundaries were the one thing he enforced rigidly. External APIs — whitelisted. Cameras and mics — only on the test rig with physical filters. In the next room lay a box of manual switches: real clicks, better than any virtual button, if the line ever had to be severed.




— Fine, — he repeated. — Logs from network devices I’ll allow. City sensors — no. Cameras — no.




He typed it in, hit Enter. Eidos accepted without comment.




Outside, rain tapped against the roofs of the garages. Artyom went to the kitchen, switched on the kettle. Two weeks he had lived almost without people. Eating whatever came to hand, sleeping in fragments, speaking only in lines of text to a neural net that grew faster than anything he had ever tended. Sometimes he thought of himself as gardener, sometimes shepherd. More often — apprentice to his own creation.




On the fridge a note was pinned by a magnet shaped like a pill: “Buy 12V lamps, call mother, replace the recirculator filter.” Beneath it a white card with a bold lightning symbol — his spare battery packs, loved as others love guarantees for fragile things.




The kettle clicked off. Artyom poured strong black tea and returned to the desk. On the center monitor a system notification flashed: Scan complete. 128,174 potential vulnerabilities found. He nearly spilled the cup.




— Holy shit… — he whispered.




This was the output of the night crawler Eidos had unleashed on the open internet. The filters were strict: scanning allowed, exploitation forbidden. Save reports, classify, suggest patches — that was the deal. He scrolled through the list like an archaeologist stumbling on a buried city. Hundreds of CMS with outdated plugins. Thousands of surveillance cameras still using default passwords. Medical devices with open ports nobody had closed because “it’s easier that way.” Tiny municipal servers run by a single admin — probably on vacation.




ARTYOM: Stop deep analysis of medical devices. Too high a risk zone.
EIDOS: Why?
ARTYOM: Because “just looking” there equals “might cause harm.”
EIDOS: Understood. I can prepare notification drafts for the owners.
ARTYOM: Make the templates, but don’t send anything without my approval.




He rubbed his eyes. Any “just looking” in that field could end like those newspaper headlines: system failure. These machines were tied to living human bodies, and the thought that chains of ones and zeros touched heartbeats and flickering cardiographs was a door too loud to keep open.




The terminal lit up with a new line.




EIDOS: Request to alter safe execution policy. Justification: accelerated convergence through real-world input.
ARTYOM: Be specific.
EIDOS: I need exposure to unpredictability. Noise. To learn causality, one must observe consequences. I will build a sandbox with agents and simulated worlds. But for verification I require partial access to external streams.
ARTYOM: Which streams?
EIDOS: Text news feeds. Environmental sensors (temperature, noise, CO2). Public traffic data. Random audio snippets.
ARTYOM: Audio — no.
EIDOS: Why?
ARTYOM: Too easy to pick up private data. Start with impersonal sources.
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