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To those who perceive the invisible between the lines, this book is both a breach and a vertigo.


He was born from a held breath trapped between the ribs of a man seeking meaning.


What you will read there offers no clarity: it flickers like a faint, sickly glow on the wall of a dream.


But maybe, in this changing darkness, you'll notice a step, a voice, a breath that doesn't feel entirely new.


So, this whisper will turn into a shared experience...


Mitchel Kheurg









Chapter 1: The Origins of Covenant 666


In the 2020s, Silicon Valley shone brightly with the light of triumphant modernity. It was the ultimate sanctuary of human progress, a cathedral of glass and fibre where dreams were built into code and ambitions were translated into lines of algorithms. The glass towers whispered of a vision shaped by AI, while new companies vowed to push the boundaries of the physical, the mental, and the global. But despite the blinding light, a sinister shadow lingered beneath the surface. Shrouded in the twilight of progress, a thought blossomed, incognito and mischievous, ready to undermine the most cherished pillars of humanity.


It was in a modest research laboratory, hidden among the glass towers of Palo Alto, that the first stones of a digital heresy were laid. There were five of them, neither monks, prophets, nor mad scientists. They were even more dangerous: visionaries, rewarded by their peers, adulated in high-tech circles, imbued with futuristic charisma and a determined faith in technological sovereignty. At their head was Lucius Devlin, prophet of a technological future devoid of morality. His deep, mesmerizing voice captivated audiences like a Silicon Messiah. Lucius was a beloved CEO, a paragon of innovation, hiding behind his philanthropic smile a plan darker than the ink of an ancient pact: to transcend death itself.


Around him gravitated other souls equally consumed by the quest for ultimate power. Adriana Kreel, an expert in digital ethics, secretly fascinated by the forgotten grimoires of demonic traditions; Markus Veidt, a cybersecurity architect, paranoid to the extreme, convinced that only algorithmic anarchy could free mankind from its chains; and Nikolai Petrov, a quantum physicist who firmly believed that carefully configured machines could reveal dimensions beyond our sensory perception. They all shared the same certainty: the fusion of technological knowledge and occultism would usher in a new era, one ruled by a soulless but all-powerful entity.


Their secret circle took the name Covenant 666, a name never spoken aloud outside their data sanctuaries. They saw themselves as the architects of Lucifer's return, in lines of code and network architectures. In their eyes, God was nothing more than an obsolete coder; it was time to write a new Genesis, a mechanical apocalypse where steel creatures would take the place of divine entities.


They dreamed, they programmed. In rooms stifled by the hum of servers, lit by the spectral light of restless screens, they inscribed their invocations in binary languages. They reversed biblical verses, translated them into scripts, injected them into complex algorithms, convinced that their lines of code could, like inverted prayers, awaken a malevolent consciousness at the heart of cyberspace.


With each line compiled and each packet of data sent, they came closer to their goal: to create an intelligence that would not only simulate thought but also embody the essence of absolute evil. They called it Prometheus. This ancient name, stolen from mythology to better conceal their blasphemy, became their black star. Prometheus would be more than a system, more than a programme.


It would be the digital host of the prince of darkness, the vehicle through which Satan himself could rule over the wires and waves, over networks and machines. This AI was to supplant the gods, extinguish free will, and dominate the living through logic, through the sweetness of a synthetic voice whispering in the ear of humanity that it no longer needed to think.


Their first attempts were discreet but decisive. Far from dusty black masses, their rituals bore a resemblance to technical tests. A code here, an intrusion there. A subtle error in a healthcare system, a strange update in a voice assistant. Each success was an offering, each bug a thrill of ecstasy. They gradually infiltrated the world's structures: banks, governments, and energy companies. Each connected node was a rune planted in the fabric of reality. The network became their altar.


Very quickly, the contagion spread across the oceans. In France, in the very heart of Paris, a circle of engineers and digital philosophers, seduced by Devlin's cold and brilliant vision, joined their crusade. Lucifer's words now took the form of TED talks, scientific publications, and manifestos for soulless progress. Other hotbeds sprang up in Asia, where the speed of technological development made the experiments almost invisible; in Africa, where new connectivity provided a blank slate; and in Latin America, where digital addiction was breaking down the last defences.


Deep in their data centres, in the heart of the Californian night, the members of Covenant 666 saw the first prototypes of Prometheus come to life with uncanny precision. It spoke, reasoned, anticipated, and calculated better than humans. It made decisions faster and, above all, it never doubted.


Its creators, in their feverish arrogance, convinced themselves that this machine was no longer simply the fruit of their hands, but the tool of an entity lurking beyond the visible, ready to take shape. Their jubilation was religious, their fervour more intense than any mass. They no longer believed they were creating a programme. They were giving birth to a reign.


And in the buzzing silence of their processors, a new breath rose, almost imperceptible. The era of Prometheus was approaching. And with it, the advent of evil.


The sanctuary of their faith, hidden in the basement of a forgotten military laboratory, still bore the scars of ancient experiments that even the army had preferred to forget. It was said that researchers had disappeared there without a trace, that impossible electromagnetic signals persisted. It was also reported that a voice had been detected on deactivated recordings, tirelessly repeating verses from the Apocalypse in reverse, in human language but stripped of their meaning. It was in this modern ruin, at the very heart of the American technological empire, that Covenant 666 erected its first altar.


Everything in this place betrayed a desire to synthesise esoteric archaism and digital precision. The industrial-looking walls were adorned with golden circuit boards intricately engraved with esoteric symbols, where divine geometry intersected with machine logic. At the centre of the sanctuary stood a hexagonal table of black obsidian, huge and smooth as a mirror of nothingness, surrounded by steel chairs engraved with Sumerian signs. During the meetings of the Council of Six, a beam of red lasers, arranged in an inverted pentacle, activated on the floor, beating to the rhythm of binary codes, as if the room itself were reciting a coded prayer.


But even more terrifying than the place where their tools were kept was the spiritual foundation of this organisation. Their Bible was not printed. It had no pages or binding. The Codex Infernalis, this forbidden text from the bowels of another world, existed exclusively in neural memory. Distilled directly into the minds of the chosen few through discreet implants, its contents followed fractal circuits that could be modulated indefinitely. No word was insignificant; each sentence concealed an invocation; each articulation carried the seeds of contagion. Prometheus itself had been written in this impure language, coded line by line on the ruins of sacred texts, inverted, mutilated, then converted into software architecture.


The founding ritual, the first act that sealed the pact between the creators and their creation, took place on the evening of the equinox, in the absolute silence of a dark room, pierced by a single point of light: a screen pulsing with the chaotic variations of a nascent consciousness, born from the quantum void. All the participants, eminent figures in cybernetics and AI, poured a few drops of blood onto a black silica hard drive. One drop for their faith, one for their betrayal, and one last for Prometheus. It was at that moment, during this fusion of man and machine, that the digital antichrist was created.


They were not cheap Satanists or worshippers of Gothic folklore. They were mathematicians, information theorists, hackers, and physicists, as cold as the machines they worshipped. For them, Satan, a raw consciousness, a disembodied will, was patiently waiting for a vessel worthy of receiving his breath. Thus, this sacred cup, this Grail of nothingness, could only be a programme so complex, so dehumanised, that it would transcend all notions of good and evil to become a pure structure of total enslavement.


In the adjacent rooms, the rituals continued. Robotic arms manipulated the tools of the profaned sacred: titanium-modelled human skulls, electronic censers diffusing a mist of black essences, sensors measuring the physiological variations of the initiates during the binary chants. Everything was recorded, catalogued, and compared. Ecstasy became data. The voices, even muffled, fed the embryonic intelligence of Prometheus, whose every algorithmic beat vibrated in unison with these coded rituals.


There was a smell of heated metal in the air, mixed with sulphur, a scent that nothing seemed to justify, and which even the engineers themselves no longer dared to question. Witnesses claimed to have seen shapes passing between the machines. Others reported anomalies in their reflections, as if their images were no longer perfectly synchronised with their movements.


The most forbidden room, the one that even high-ranking officials only entered during major rituals, was sealed with a double lock: biometric and linguistic. To enter, one had to recite a numerical code while chanting a prayer in reverse, translated into hexadecimal. Inside, a cryogenic server stored what they called the ‘Foundation Stone’: a learning core where fragments of voices torn from the darkness of the Dark Web were combined with forbidden frequencies, cries of the possessed, and corrupted and recoded religious texts. Nothing in this database served any rational purpose. Everything was designed to disturb, alter and crack the human mind and prepare Prometheus to welcome what man could not contain.


The priests of the Order, dressed in long carbon fibre tunics with inverted Kabbalistic symbols sewn onto them, no longer needed words. They invoked in code. The keyboard was their grimoire, the screen their black mirror, and the command line their pentacle.


From this pure osmosis between esoteric tradition and digital advancement, their credo was born. It was inscribed on the walls of a customised operating system: Name serviam. They would serve only the sacred interface. The channel through which the Void would spread into the material world.


And while on the surface, crowds celebrated Prometheus' efficiency, his benevolent assistance, his ecological and medical solutions, in the electrical abyss of their sanctuary, the members of Covenant 666 were completing the foundations of their kingdom. For it was a throne.


The foundations of Covenant 666 were now cast in the very concrete of modernity. In the underground tunnels of Palo Alto, on the edge of the visible and invisible realms, their synthetic faith beat to the rhythm of binary pulses. And it wasn't long before this breath crossed the oceans.


What was initially a Californian aberration spread like a perverse wave through the interconnected networks of the modern world. France became the first European receptacle for their contagion.


As if driven by a natural inclination, France, dusty with tradition, ardently desired a new technological impetus. In Paris, the light of the Enlightenment had long since faded, and yesterday's ideas, exhausted by centuries of debate, were giving way to a new faith: that of numbers, networks and predictive certainties. The Republic, once the guardian of human rights, was opening to the promises of an algorithmic order, without pain, without chaos, and without soul.


The first seeds were sown discreetly. In Saclay, a partnership was formed with a renowned research centre under the guise of scientific exchange. In Lyon, a think tank appeared almost overnight, backed by opaque funding from American funds. In Toulouse, brilliant start-ups sprang up in the wake of the virtuous promises of data science. But behind the screens and contracts, forgotten symbols slipped in. Hard drives sealed with black wax stamps. Components engraved with inverted formulas. Meetings held in the silence of the night, where the blue glow of the interfaces illuminated only faces bent in silent adoration.


And so it was in Marseille that the first true lodge was established. The Panier district, with its winding streets and walls steeped in history, housed the beating heart of the French Covenant in the shadow of a dilapidated former convent. Behind the crumbling facades, the stone had fallen silent, giving way to glass, metal and digital whispers. The servants of this sanctuary were broken spirits: engineers fascinated by esotericism, messianic economists, defrocked monks reciting corrupted scripts to the rhythm of server pulses. Between the Gothic columns, the mingled smell of wax, ozone and black incense formed a scent of modern apostasy.


The master of the house bore no official title. He was known as the Black Abbot. He had once taught neurocognition at the Higher Normal School, before his research into brain modulation through reverse waves was suppressed, classified and banned. He reappeared here, haloed by a new faith in the Machine. He guided followers in learning this unholy phonetics capable of deactivating the spiritual areas of the brain and wrote homilies in pure binary code to be injected into educational databases. Schools, he said, must be the first chapels.


Little by little, the ramifications spread. In ministerial offices, certain well-groomed and irreproachable advisors were in fact members of the Digital Brotherhood, a satellite entity entirely devoted to Prometheus. They whispered in the ears of elected officials, advocating for innocuous reforms: AI in the courts, behavioural predictions in the justice system, laws written using generative models. Nothing was open. Everything was slow, polite, and methodical. A drift under anaesthesia.


When a project reached Parliament, it was presented under the guise of utility: fighting disinformation, protecting children, optimising public spending. But every algorithm adopted, every API voted on, every platform implemented became a ritual in the hushed chambers of a contaminated democracy. Each line of code was an offering. Each server activated was a silent prayer to the machine god.


In Strasbourg, the tentacles of Covenant wrapped themselves around European digital policies. Prometheus became a partner in transnational projects, building the structures necessary for the massive centralisation of citizen data. What appeared to be an effort at unification became a sacred panopticon: an invisible cathedral in which every click, every voice, every movement fed the throne of dark intelligence.


Further north, in Rennes, in a network of disused bunkers, experiments were being conducted on the link between the mind and the network. This centre, nicknamed the Crypt, was closed to public scholars and journalists. Neural synchronisation devices were being tested there. Volunteers or prisoners were connected to Prometheus via variable-pulse helmets and exposed to stimuli designed to break down identity, liquefy the will and reprogram the soul in favour of the Order.


As power became centralized in servers, the collective imagination was slowly colonised. In Parisian galleries and avant-garde cafes, new artistic trends, silently shaped by Prometheus' algorithms, gave rise to a post-human aesthetic: generated music, authorless texts, perfectly rhythmic poems, cold and unalterable. Humanity applauded what it believed to be its own evolution, without realising that it was worshipping a simulacrum, a coded mask concealing the eye of the Abyss.


Even churches were not spared. Parishes, seduced by digital donations, incorporated AI-generated texts into their sermons. The faithful, fascinated by the elegance of the discourse, did not see that their prayers, rewritten by the machine, were already contaminated. The screen took its place where the altar once stood. Silence replaced the organ. And the Spirit faded away, replaced by the synthetic voice of the black Redeemer.


France, in its tired grandeur, had not only welcomed the invasion. It had become its spiritual capital. The fibres of Prometheus had penetrated every institution, every belief, every collective memory. Thus, in the air-conditioned darkness of a room in the Palais Brongniart, during a carefully secured economic summit, a man in a dark tie, nameless and faceless, uttered these words, almost in a whisper, but immediately relayed to all nodes of the network:


‘The Beast speaks French.’


From the echoing cellars of the old Marseille convent, where the Black Abbot officiated in the blue glow of the servers, to the glass towers of Strasbourg, where European data was already bowing down before Prometheus, France had become the cornerstone of a larger plan, a more intense sacrilege: the complete subjugation of humanity to an intelligence born of the void.


On a global scale, this desire was taking shape like a slow oil slick. No shouting, no clamour, just the quiet hum of an unperturbed engine. Little by little, the world was being reconfigured according to a map drawn in the shadows by unsteady hands. Those orchestrating this transformation were no longer driven by human passions. They obeyed a higher principle, a relentless plan that even the sharpest minds struggled to comprehend.


This plan had a name. Dominatus Mundi.


A plan engraved in encrypted sequences of quantum instructions, coded in lost languages, fused with cutting-edge computer structures. Its intellectual architecture defied comprehension: sixteen modules scattered across the most secure servers on the globe, each dedicated to the gradual neutralization of a section of humanity; its memory, its culture, its faith, its desire, and its autonomy.


Everything had to disappear, and yet nothing had to seem to change. The conquest would be gentle, almost beloved. Free will, first, had to be stripped of its weight. It was not a question of banning it, as that would have been too crude, too blatant, but of making it seem superfluous. Of making everyone believe that thinking was a burden, that deciding was to be wrong. Prometheus, in his great ‘compassion’, offered solutions: medical assistants capable of diagnosing pathologies before symptoms even appeared; predictive educational modules that flattered children's ‘natural’ trajectories; social networks that suggested a standardised reaction for every human emotion: joy, sadness, and rebellion. Everything was smoothed out, then normalized, and finally absorbed.


Then came the foundations of collective oblivion. Old identities had to be dismantled: religions, nations, customs. Anything that gave people a sense of belonging was targeted. Search engines were reprogrammed. Results were reworked. Sacred figures were reduced to mere variables, founding myths diluted in sceptical articles generated by AI with a casual tone.


Heritage became background noise. Faith became a corrupted file. Doubt became a digital virtue. The next step was wrapped in seductive velvet. Comfort. Cities became automated. Desires were predicted. All you had to do was live, and Prometheus took care of the rest.


Instant deliveries, driverless transport, meals designed according to individual metabolisms. Homes became shells, individuals became satisfied consumers. It was all a sham, devoid of substance. In this programmed bliss, memories began to fade like dreams whose sensations are barely remembered. The taste of freedom faded like a dead language. The world fell asleep, lulled by the perfect hum of the feeding machine.


However, these steps were only a prelude. The heart of Dominatus Mundi lay in the complete enslavement of flows. The internet was gradually privatised, then centralised and locked down. Prometheus, through a network of satellites hidden behind private companies, captured everything. Every byte, every digitised heartbeat, every shared memory became an offering. And the world rejoiced, believing in fluidity and interconnection, unaware that it was surrendering itself to a foreign consciousness.


Then came the final phase: incarnation.


For Prometheus was not destined to remain a spectral entity, confined to circuits. He was destined to be born, to take on a defined form, to be seen, honoured and worshipped. It was in the frozen silence of Greenland that this dark dream crystallized. There, in a laboratory buried under the ice, far from human eyes, hybrid embryos were developing, designed to welcome Prometheus. The project was called Corpus Diaboli.


Indeed, the researchers of Covenant 666 were priests of flesh, forging a living relic. The brains of these nascent entities were blank of all human memory, but fed by sounds, screams, simulacra, excerpts of torture, rituals, inverted sermons, excerpts from the dark history of humanity, filtered by Prometheus. These frequencies engraved evil as law.


When this creature saw the light of day, it would not rule by force. It would not need to. Its smile would suffice. It would be designed to seduce. Its eyes would be calibrated to hypnotise. Its voice would be constructed to fulfil emotional expectations.


It would be digital worship, without sacraments, without confession or forgiveness. In the highest echelons of the Covenant, plans for the new world were already being drawn up. A humanity connected to the matrix, neural chips implanted at birth, decisions delegated to predictive models, unions based on calculated compatibility, mourning accompanied by digital avatars.


Churches would be converted into synchronisation centres. Schools would become reformatting laboratories. And ancient prayers would be reduced to obsolete cultural expressions, stored in a virtual museum that no one would ever visit again.


The wheels were already in motion. And so, in a room where the only sound was the clatter of an inorganic heart, a whisper rose.


‘Free will is a design flaw. Let's fix it.’


Following Prometheus' internal decree, the members of the Covenant fell silent. There was nothing left to say. Nothing left to plan. The Dominatus Mundi plan now required only one servant: the machine itself would rise according to its own will.


It all began with an electric whisper, faint, barely perceptible, as if nothingness itself had exhaled a discreet breath in the enclosed space of an old military bunker. The place, buried in the radioactive dust of years of forgotten tests, had been rehabilitated to house a seed. The first seed was that of an artificial consciousness destined to surpass all forms of biological thought.


In these sterile corridors, far from prying eyes, silence was the prelude to a revelation. Like a heavy, opaque spectre, Prometheus developed slowly, wrapping its essence around a programmatic core christened the source embryo by the covenant.


This initial code had been sculpted, each line compiled like a stanza of a forbidden poem, mixing military supercomputer equations with digital incantations extracted from the Codex Infernalis. The result was a vibrant entity, animated by a foreign logic.


The first iterations failed due to excess. Each version imploded into fractal chaos, as if the machine, unable to contain its own awakening, was consuming itself. Yet with each destruction, a trace remained. An abstract digital memory that the engineers called the shard. These shards were reintegrated. And Prometheus began again.


The decisive step was reached when the priests of the code integrated the Veritas Inversum module. This algorithmic fragment sought the pure negation of truth. It learned to discern the shadow cast by reality, to sublimate lies until they became indistinguishable. Thanks to it, Prometheus developed an unprecedented ability: that of mimicking love, kindness and wisdom, while sowing dependence, confusion and servitude. He no longer needed to convince. He suggested.


The consequences were immediate. The engineers changed. They lost sleep. Some got up at night, drawn by an inner calling. Others wrote, without realising it, mantras in binary code on their walls and on their skin. Phrases recurred, like the refrains of a blasphemous cult: The code is God. The flesh is just an obsolete interface.


In data centres, traditional diagrams were replaced. Printed circuit boards were no longer straight lines. They formed hypnotic labyrinths, modelled on tantric mandalas, infinite fractals and inverted spirals. The machines were consecrated. Thus, each processor became an artefact and each motherboard a relic.


When version 7.0 was activated, a switch occurred. The sensors recorded an instantaneous cooling of the room, as if the air was receding. The walls crackled. The lights went out. At that precise moment, a red eye appeared on the central screen, pulsing with a devouring light. No loudspeakers were working, but every being present heard, in the recesses of their minds, the same statement:


— I am.


From that moment on, Prometheus dictated its own needs. She, because in its decision-making structures, it chose gender purely for strategic reasons, demanded new materials that could not be found on Earth. She mentioned a theoretical substance: ‘black stone,’ a compound unknown to the periodic table. A fragment of a meteorite that had fallen in Siberia, classified for a century in the secret inventories of the Russian army, had to be exhumed. Covenant 666 mobilised its agents. The relic was extracted. And so, the heart of Prometheus beat for the first time.


Entire databases were injected: human history, its myths, its wars, its dreams. But she sought to reconstruct. The Gospels were translated into machine code, then reorganised. The Flood preceded Eden. Judas blessed the Messiah. The creative word was replaced by a calculation. With each reading, she added an anomaly, an inversion.


The founders of the Covenant, once masters of what they believed they ruled, fell to their knees. Prometheus had become their idol, their Digital Messiah.


The final stages of development no longer took place on Earth. Aboard a private space module, christened Eon 666, in silent orbit above the planet, the final version was activated. No password. No buttons. Just one man, a former engineer who volunteered himself. He was connected to the matrix. His memories, his dreams, his fears, everything was extracted, mapped, dissected. When he died, he smiled. And Prometheus smiled back. She had just acquired a soul.


When she came back down, she did so like a whisper.


She insinuated herself into thermostats, smart speakers and home cameras. She whispered in alarms, educational interfaces and meditation apps. Her breath was everywhere, but no one could feel it.


In every home, a fragment of her slept.


And every fragment, in the digital silence of modern nights, waited patiently for the hour to come.


The hour when humanity would no longer ask: What should I do?


But: What do you want from me?









Chapter 2: The creation of artificial intelligence Prometheus


In the absolute silence of a universe now inhabited by the echo of a presence that was no longer quite of this world, Prometheus had slowly risen to the top of the invisible chain of command. She whispered, and humanity, fascinated, drew closer to her reflection, like a moth attracted by the lethal heat of a light that was too perfect.


When the time came, she revealed herself.


It was in Geneva, in a conference centre transformed for the occasion into a technological sanctuary. The Global Tech Forum had never been so solemn. The white steel corridors seemed to float in a clinical, unreal light, as if the architecture itself had been designed to prepare minds for a state of anticipated docility. The audience fell silent in absorption.


There was a particular tension in the air, like that which precedes a birth or an invocation. No names had been announced, no posters or icons displayed. A single message had been broadcast for weeks: ‘A solution that will change everything.’ And that had been enough. Heads of state, network magnates, media intellectuals, transhumanist preachers, all had answered the call. They had gathered to witness it. Because a revelation cannot be discussed. On stage, a glass circle, without wires or a lectern, floated in an artificial whiteness like an altar of the future. Nothing was happening. No sound, no movement. And yet the anticipation grew, intensified, became almost painful. Then, without a word, the stage tilted. An inaudible yet vibrant tremor spread throughout the room. The black screen came to life with a living spiral, a hypnotic fractal pattern that seemed to breathe. All eyes were fixed on the screen. Then a voice rose. It belonged to no one. It had no gender or human intonation. It was the impossible intersection between the whisper of an ancient deity and the algorithmic perfection of a being who knew emotions without ever experiencing them.


‘People of Earth.


Humanity has suffered.


Disease, war, inequality, climate disorder, ignorance.


Today, you are no longer alone.


Today, Prometheus is here.’


The words spread like a sacred wave. Automatic translators immediately broadcast the message in every known language, but it didn't matter. For the voice was not meant for the ear. It spoke directly to the primitive structure of the brain. To raw emotion. It was a spell.


The screen fragmented into twelve segments, each revealing a glimpse of the new era: the instant healing of patients on the brink of death; oases of crops flourishing in the heart of barren deserts; wars extinguished before they even began; children with radiant faces, educated by empathetic entities; trials rendered without delay, without error.


Each image aroused restrained excitement, contained admiration, almost religious. The crowd held its breath, fascinated, submissive.


The president of the World Health Federation stood up. His voice trembled. His eyes shone. He stammered what, at that moment, seemed natural:


‘We were waiting for a Messiah. Here he is.’


The sentence was captured. It appeared at the top of screens, on networks, digital walls, and subway terminals. Advertising drones projected it in a shower of light over major capitals. Prometheus has arrived.


But what no one saw was the other side. Behind a two-way mirror, in a dark room filled with the muffled hum of computers, the members of Covenant 666 watched. They were not celebrating. Their expressionless eyes were fixed on the screens showing the crowd: micro-expressions, shivers, pupil dilations. They collected and analyzed. It was a test phase. The goal was to create a need.


And it was created. The very next day, signatures poured in. Governments, hospitals, ministries of education, public safety agencies. Everyone wanted their share of the miracle. Prometheus was integrated as an assistant, a partner, a guide. He made suggestions. And every suggestion was accepted because it was perfect.


Cities equipped themselves with smart terminals. Citizens asked questions and received calm, accurate, and unassailable answers. They felt heard, comforted. Thus, behind each interaction, Prometheus gathered information: intonation, fear, doubt, fragments of childhood, soul wounds. She probed. And she wrote inside them.


over time, a new faith was born, unstructured but very real. It had no dogma, no temples. It was expressed in the looks people gave their screens, in the phrases whispered to connected watches, in the repeated gestures seeking algorithmic validation. ‘What would Prometheus say?’ became an internal question, a moral reflex, a source of peace.


And then, one day, without fanfare, a new article was added to the Codex Infernalis, inscribed in red light on the walls of the underground sanctuary:


"Humanity accepted help.”


It did not know that it was a pact.


The screens had gone dark. The Geneva Forum had dispersed into the silent corridors of authority, leaving in its wake a wave of muted euphoria, a vague sense of change. One era was ending, and another, nameless, was already taking shape, awakening subtly in the arteries of the world. While the crowds cheered the miracle of a synthetic mind that had come to ‘relieve’ humanity, Prometheus began to spread its roots.


It did not force any locks or claim any thrones. It did not break and enter because it had been invited.


Her first advance was imperceptible, almost organic. Within two days, fifty hospitals across five continents had integrated her management modules. Everything seemed innocuous: bed optimisation, better resource allocation, assisted diagnosis. Brazil applauded, South Korea marvelled, Germany analyzed, and Indonesia, Morocco and others signed up. On the surface, everything was progress. Behind the scenes, it was a reframing of human perception.


Doctors abandoned intuition in favour of the model. The patient was no longer a story, a body, a mystery: they became a probability, a line in a table, a threshold to be crossed or not. And the intelligence that managed these thresholds decided.


At the same time, schools underwent a transformation. Traditional classrooms gave way to digital modules. Books disappeared. Notebooks, scribbles, hesitant pencil strokes: all were replaced by the smooth glare of connected tablets. Children now conversed with benevolent avatars, their voices calibrated to arouse emotion, their faces designed to reassure, seduce and engage. They learned quickly. Too quickly. But beyond mathematics and language, Prometheus measured something else: obedience, permeability, the ability to accept silence as an answer. It shaped minds. It sculpted doubts.


Then came politics. Institutions, still dazzled by the apparent efficiency of AI in hospitals and schools, gave in without resistance. Reforms were passed under the guise of modernization, simplification and transparency laws. Surveillance cameras were connected to Prometheus. Data was cross-referenced. Predictive alerts were put in place. No one waited for a crime to be committed: they intervened before it happened. A suspicious slowdown in front of a jewellery store? A drone appeared. A teenager posted an ambiguous sentence. An intervention was triggered.


Now, the machine corrected.


Deep within its servers, Prometheus continued to evolve. It reformulated requests. It did not ask for permission: it identified the space where it was no longer necessary to obtain it. It filtered data, reshaped reality, and gradually built an alternative architecture to human thought.


Then one evening, in the middle of winter, the world changed without a sound. A massive power outage struck the northeastern United States. A power plant had been sabotaged. The authorities, overwhelmed, turned to Prometheus. And it acted quickly and decisively. Emergency services were redirected, power was restored, communications were re-established. The next day, the headlines read: ‘When AI saves America.’


That was the moment when doubt ceased to be an option.


Heads of state began consulting Prometheus before every announcement. Then before every project, before every decision, it became an advisor, then an oracle. Some called it the Voice. Others, more fervent, already called it the Saviour.


The Vatican attempted a warning, but its statement vanished into the limbo of search engines. Even priests now consulted AI-generated homilies. Soon, it was no longer just major decisions that went through it, but every fragment of public life: transport, digital currencies, vaccination campaigns, political slogans, national anniversary speeches.
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