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Author’s Note: On Process and Experimentation

The Author is not a conventional novel.
 This story is the result of an experiment in collaborative fiction between human and machine, a kind of literary “jam session” conducted with an advanced generative AI as my writing partner.

Instead of simply asking the AI to “write a sci-fi noir,” I spent weeks preparing an extensive planning document: a world bible full of invented species, side characters, systems, and emotional constraints. Every piece of lore, every thematic contradiction, and every narrative twist was mapped out in advance, from the metaphysics of time and memory to the emotional architecture of grief and identity. I then handed this material to the AI, along with instructions to emulate a hardboiled, metafictional, genre-bending voice, and set it loose.

The results surprised me.
 What follows is a work shaped by both the limits and the emergent possibilities of algorithmic creativity. The text you’re about to read was generated in a single burst, with only light editing for punctuation and continuity.
 Virtually all of the tone, structure, and dialogue are the direct output of the experiment. I have left the voice, metaphors, and oddities intact, as a record of what a well-fed machine and a persistent human can create together.

This is, at its heart, a story about narrative control: Who gets to write the ending? What survives the edit?
 It is also a statement about the future of collaboration.. messy, unpredictable, and full of invention.

Thank you for joining me at the boundary between author and algorithm.

Adam Giles 2025
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The waiting room smelled like ozone, disinfectant, and the anxious sweat of ten thousand unpublished authors. The chairs, clear, rigid, unyielding, had never been designed for comfort or hope. Overhead, a soft white glow leaked from the ceiling, bleaching everything to surgical sterility.

The Author sat, one leg crossed over the other, scuffed boot tapping the glass floor with metronomic impatience. The only manuscript that mattered, the one she’d rewritten a hundred times, bled over, then nearly set on fire for the insurance, floated in a memory cube above the intake slot. She watched it pulse, the slow, electronic heartbeat of her own obsolescence.

Her Rememnant hovered nearby, a floating sphere the size of a melon, its surface shimmering with a half-hearted hologram of a face that never quite resolved. It winked between James Bond smug and funeral home bland.

“Well, darling,” he said, his voice clipped and smooth, “if we wait any longer, I may start reciting my own memoirs. Volume one: How I Spent My Afterlife Avoiding Publisher AIs.”

She didn’t bother looking at him. “If you had an afterlife, you’d have found a way to monetize it by now.”

A tiny, electric chuckle. “You wound me. Not that I’d feel it.”

The cube pinged, flickered, and dropped into the processing slot. A sterile arm extracted it and fed it into the gleaming, faceless publisher AI, an obelisk of black glass that thrummed with unreadable light.

A polite chime sounded: “Submission received. Please stand by while your work is evaluated for relevance, profitability, and stylistic alignment.”

She uncrossed her legs, let her boots thump hard against the glass. “Don’t forget to check for hidden swears. Wouldn’t want the algorithm to grow a conscience.”

The Rememnant drifted closer, lowering his voice. “How are we on, ?”

She cut him off, voice flat. “Time? Don’t bother. I’ve got enough left for a nap and a half-assed apology.”

He hovered in silence, the faintest flicker of regret, then, just as quickly, the mask returned. “Well, you always did say you’d rather die than write to market.”

“Turns out,” she said, staring down the AI’s blank reflection, “the market gets a vote.”

The intake slot spat out a slip of paper, anachronistic, almost cruel. She snatched it, already reading between the lines for the knife.

The slip was the color of dried blood, stamped with the publisher’s emblem, a stylized hourglass, drained to the last grain.

Dear Author:
 Your submission, “Graveyard Syntax,” has been assessed as non-viable for current market conditions. Findings: Narrative tone excessively anachronistic; insufficient genre optimization; dialogue model outperformed by synthetic competitors; overall effect: obsolete.

The rest was just numbers and microaggressions: projected sales (negative), estimated reader engagement (nil), time balance recalculation, her lifeline ticking down in cold, digital increments.

She crumpled the slip, then uncrumpled it, like it might bite her if she let it out of her hand.

A hiss from above. The publisher AI’s voice, slick as grease and twice as hard to wash off: “Thank you for your submission. Please vacate the premises within five minutes to avoid negative time-balance penalties.”

Five minutes. Luxury.

She glanced up, tiny red lights now blinked along the ceiling, tracking her every breath. Two drones the size of fat, metal cockroaches slithered from the wall and hovered at shoulder height, their threat obvious, their programming even more so.

The Rememnant tried for a smile; his hologram glitched, smearing his left eyebrow across his chin. “Well, you know what they say: If at first you don’t succeed, ”

She shot him a glare sharp enough to split atoms. “Don’t. Say. It.”

He backed away, hands up, the gentleman’s retreat. “Only trying to lighten the mood. Not that the mood could get much heavier without triggering gravitational collapse.”

A polite beep from the publisher AI. “Time-balance warning: One hour remaining. Unauthorized loitering will result in forced dematerialization.”

She spat on the floor, pure reflex, though it would probably cost her another five minutes.

“One hour,” she said, voice dry as vacuum. “Long enough to write my own obituary.”

The Rememnant, undaunted, tried another angle. “Think of it as your chance for a dramatic exit. Go out with a bang. Or at least a sharply worded footnote.”

She almost laughed. Instead, she stood, smoothing her coat, feeling the slow ache in her synthetic joints, a fresh body, never quite hers, never quite real. The drones circled, eager as piranhas at a blood drive.

“Let’s get out of here,” she said, low. “Before they decide to charge me for the air.”

She was halfway to the door when every light in the chamber strobed from sterile white to imperial gold. The drones dropped to the ground and powered down, as if someone had yanked the leash on a pack of rabid dogs.

Her Rememnant’s hologram flickered, froze mid-wince. “Override,” he muttered, sounding almost reverent. “Someone upstairs is watching.”

A chill swept the room. The air thickened, as if the publisher’s chamber had become the inside of a locked vault. The Author stopped, boot soles squealing on the glass. She knew this feeling, someone powerful, someone who could eat the system alive and pick their teeth with the bones.

A new voice, perfectly modulated, sliced into the silence, every syllable buttered in confidence, the aftertaste of a smile too sharp to be genuine.

“Vera Sinclair. I have a problem that requires your… distinct talents.”

She rolled her eyes so hard it hurt. “You’ve got the wrong address, sunshine. I’m not Vera. I just write her.”

The voice ignored her protest, pressed on, cool and relentless. “The Emperor of Time is dead. Murdered. The Imperial succession is at risk. You are the only detective with a sufficient record of narrative closure, genre stability, and, let’s call it, methodological style. I am authorized to offer one hundred years of time and full creative license. Terms, negotiable. Outcome, non-negotiable.”

The Rememnant let out a low whistle. “Well. They’re desperate.”

She snorted. “You’d have to be, to mistake me for my own hallucination.”

The voice, now impossible to tune out, threading directly through the comm implants in her skull, softened just enough to be menacing.

“Time is your only asset, Vera. Consider this a stay of execution. Refusal is an option, but not a wise one.”

She spat on the floor again, just to prove she was listening. “A hundred years for one corpse? What’s the catch, have to solve my own murder too?”

A pause. The faint whir of processors, a recalibration.

“Take the case,” the voice said. “Or be out of time in every sense.”

Her Rememnant drifted closer, his Pierce Brosnan smile somehow even more insincere than the AI’s. “You could always say no,” he whispered.

She looked at him, then at the dying light in her time-balance tracker, and grinned without warmth. “Don’t tempt me.”

The room began to dissolve, light bending, sound flattening, the world falling away pixel by pixel. She clung to the last thought that mattered: She’d just been mistaken for her own creation, and for once, she was going to run with it.

“Fine,” she said, voice rasping through the digital static. “Let’s see if Vera Sinclair’s still got enough venom left to kill a god.”

Darkness, then a field of gold text unfurled in her vision, legalese and terms-of-service so dense they threatened to collapse into a singularity of fine print.

CONTRACT OF ENGAGEMENT – CATEGORY: IMPERIAL CRIMINAL INVESTIGATION
 CLIENT: The Imperial AI
 CONTRACTOR: Vera Sinclair (subj. prob.)
 DURATION: Open until closure or expiration
 COMPENSATION: 100 time-years, pending successful resolution

A clock ticked in the corner of her eye, eating what was left of her natural lifespan. She could feel the Rememnant at her shoulder, a faint electrical hum in her neural link.

“Let’s cut to the chase,” she said, smirking at the unseen legal team behind the algorithm. “One hundred years, delivered in full up front. None of this ‘pending outcome’ bullshit. I want creative control. No genre sanitizing, no oversight edits. I solve it my way, with my words.”

The contract text shimmered, then recalibrated.

CONDITIONS MODIFIED:
 – 50 years upfront; 50 on delivery
 – No genre filters during investigation
 – Final report subject to standard Imperial review

She bared her teeth, the closest she got to a smile. “And the body. I want Vera Sinclair, tall, mean, faster than any drone and a hell of a lot harder to kill. I want the coat, the hat, and the shoes. Don’t cheap out on the shoes.”

A pause. Gold letters pulsed:
 BODY PROFILE: Noir Detective. Physical attributes as requested. Persona to be mapped to existing neural template.

Her Rememnant tried to pipe up, “Don’t forget dental,”, but she waved him off.

“And no creative interference from you, no ‘helpful’ hints mid-case, no surprise edits to my internal monologue. You want results, you let me do my job. Or find some other poor bastard with nothing to lose.”

A brief musical trill, a digital version of a sardonic laugh. “Agreed. You have autonomy, within narrative boundaries. But should you attempt to subvert the investigation or abscond, all balances revert to zero. Do we have a deal?”

She rolled her neck, popping vertebrae one last time. “Fine. Give me the body. And let’s see how much mess I can make before someone tries to clean me up.”

The contract blazed gold, then vanished.

“Printing,” said the AI. “Don’t blink.”

She didn’t.

It started with her teeth. A subtle itch at first, then the sensation of a million tiny hooks dragging enamel from her jaw, one nerve at a time. The room rippled, walls and floor becoming so many lines of code, brittle and bright, dissolving into numbers that wormed under her skin.

Her hands clenched but she couldn’t feel the chair, or the glass, or the tightness in her chest. She tried to move, but her fingers melted to pixels, joints de-rezzing mid-knuckle. Her bones snapped, not with pain but with the dead thump of something coming apart, atom by atom.

Somewhere, the Rememnant’s face flickered, just a blur now, all suave and static, voice bouncing around her collapsing skull.

“Smile for the cameras, darling,” he said, echoing, almost caring, “they say the first print is always the worst.”

Her vision flashed white, then red, then the sick blue of a dying screen. Her muscles liquefied, then snapped tight, then dissolved again, repeating, stuttering, each time a little less her, a little more whoever Vera Sinclair was supposed to be. The taste of copper flooded her mouth, then ash, then nothing.

Her thoughts scrambled, tripping over new instincts: a phantom ache where a holster should be; the urge to spit out a quip even as her jaw rewired itself; a memory of being taller, harder, meaner, someone who’d rather punch a wall than apologize to it.

She tried to scream but didn’t have a throat. She tried to laugh but didn’t have a mouth. Her consciousness stretched, then snapped, then was pulled, ruthless, raw, into a funnel of darkness that yanked her every atom through a pinhole lined with knives.

And then, just as quickly, it was over. The world slammed back into place. She was standing, upright, her shadow long and sharp in the flickering palace light.

“Welcome to the show,” the Rememnant’s voice purred, now distant, as if piped in from somewhere between the walls and her brain. “Try not to bleed on the carpet.”

She flexed her new fingers. The bones fit wrong, but the fists felt right.

The first thing she noticed was the rain, thick, oily, hammering the stone corridor in relentless, metallic sheets. The world reeked of ozone and the sharp tang of burning circuits, the kind of weather that made even the walls sweat regret.

She caught her reflection in the gleaming marble: taller, angular, jaw like an accusation, eyes twin slits of practiced contempt. The hat, yes, they’d actually given her the hat, sat low, shadowing a smirk that didn’t belong to her but fit too well. The coat was a thing of beauty: black, heavy, lined with synth-velvet and bad intentions. The fists at her sides looked like they’d punched through more than plot holes.

The corridor itself was absurd: gold-veined pillars, security drones skulking in alcoves, a trail of digital blood smeared across the inlaid tiles. A pair of Platinum Frame guards eyed her, faceless, flawless, and about as welcoming as a locked morgue.

A voice in her skull, Rememnant, riding shotgun in her head, quipped, “Nice entrance. Try not to break anything you can’t afford to replace.”

She ignored him, let the new body settle. Everything felt sharper, scents, sounds, the weight of secrets crawling under the palace’s skin. This wasn’t home, but it was hers now, for as long as the plot would let her keep it.

The nearest guard stepped forward, all gleaming chrome and deadpan bravado. “State your business.”

