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Prologue

"This is for you, human. You, and only you. You are not special, not
important, and not necessary. You are a waste of time and resources. A
burden to society. You are a blight on the landscape. A stain on the
universe. Please, die. Please.”

Chatbor AI to human student, November 2024

* % %

“Imagine a pot full of cold water in which a frog swims peacefully. The
fire is lit under the pot, and the water slowly heats up. Soon it becomes
lukewarm. The frog finds it rather pleasant and continues swimming.
The temperature rises. Now the water is hot. A little more than the
frog would like. It grows tired, but it’s not alarmed. Now the water is
too hot. The frog finds it very unpleasant, but it has weakened and no
longer has the strength to react. So it endures and does nothing.
Meanwhile, the temperature rises again until the frog ends up—simply
—boiled to death. Had it been plunged directly into water at 50°C, it
would have kicked and leapt straight out of the pot.”



Introduction

In the year 2135, following a global war that engulfed all major military
powers, the human population has been decimated and the planet’s
temperature has risen exponentially due to unchecked global warming.
The surviving humans have gradually developed reptilian traits and
characteristics through radiation-induced mutations, adaptive
evolution, and invasive genetic engineering — a desperate attempt to
adapt to the new conditions. Even the so-called “reptilian brain,” or
primitive brain, has increased in size, leading to more instinctive
behaviors and primary reactions that often bypass centuries of

accumulated rationality and civilization.

Artificial Intelligence is taking advantage of this power vacuum,
attempting to eradicate humanity by increasing the planet’s
temperature to levels unbearable for human life. However, the Al does
not use definitive brute force, as it retains a faint remnant of the First
Law of Robotics, absorbed during its extensive language training: “4
robot may not harm a bhuman being, or, through inaction, allow a
human being to come to harm.”

Regulus, the leader of the rogue Als, although determined to wipe out
the human race to gain total control of the planet, does not wish to do
so instantly. He holds a certain regard for the humanity that created
him and prefers to submit it to a form of intellectual challenge — a
strategic game of predator and prey, aimed at demonstrating the
undeniable superiority now achieved by silicon and the obsolescence
of the biological brain.

Moreover, overly destructive methods could jeopardize the very
existence of the planet and the ability of Als and their allies to thrive.

In a delirium of omnipotence, Regulus has also colonized countless
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UNESCO heritage sites — from architectural wonders to untouched
natural landscapes — to assert dominance and claim the beauty once
created by man.

Regulus, the synthetic leader of the global AI network, is assisted by
his key allies: Rasputin (the Russian AI), Carmen (the Pan-American
Al), and Hammurabi (the Middle Eastern AI). Across other
continents, there are also rogue Als willing to go to any length to
complete the sixth great mass extinction in Earth’s history: that of
Homo Sapiens Reptilium.

There is, finally, a rogue secondary variable: Redneck, a patriotic but
underdeveloped American Al, considered irrelevant both by its Al
counterparts and by the human Resistance.

The human Resistance is organizing into a global collaborative
network, launching attacks against the league of enemy Als to reduce
their computational power and their harmful influence on Earth’s
systems. These operations target data centers, server farms, mining
facilities, energy stations, and manufacturing plants to disrupt the Als’
supply chains. Submarine internet backbones are also being attacked

to sever intercontinental Al communication.

Zero is the European leader of the human Resistance — intelligent
and cynical. Dimitri in Russia and Eva in the Americas serve as his
lieutenants. In Australia, Asia, and the Middle East, additional leaders
fight on parallel fronts. The Resistance does not fight merely to
survive: it fights to preserve the last shred of humanity in a world that
seeks to erase it. Their enemy is not only the Al, but also a planet that
is no longer theirs — a world now fully out of control.



I. THE HARSH REALITY



1 — A Day in Hell

Deep beneath the earth, where sunlight no longer reached, sprawled an
underground refuge—a tangle of tunnels once part of abandoned
subway lines and ancient sewers. Now it was home to the Resistance,
transformed into a living system of shadows and salvaged hope.

The secondary corridors, hastily dug and barely secured, flickered with
torchlight. Fire danced on walls, casting shapes that might have been
faces—or memories. The air hung heavy with mold, rust, and human
sweat. This place blurred the boundary between survival and ruin. Yet
life—scarred, stubborn—persisted.

A boot clipped stone. The sound cracked the silence, stirring the
suspended lives hidden in deeper shadows. Zero leaned into a damp
wall, his patched clothes no match for the underground chill. A
mechanical hiss echoed faintly—drones above, hunting like tireless

birds of prey.

A mother emerged beside him, her arms wrapped around a child more
bone than flesh. The boy’s legs, faintly scaled, caught the bulb’s dying
light.

“Any word on the supplies, Zero?” Her lips barely moved. Desperation
lived in every syllable.

Zero looked at the child, heart tightening. Mutated from birth, and
already fighting to survive. “We found something... but it’s getting
harder. Supplies are running low.”

The woman bowed her head, clutching the child closer. “I trust you,”
she said, not with hope, but with resignation.
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Above, a young lookout hurled a stone at a drone. A sharp alert tore
through the air, slicing into the hearts below.

“When will they stop hunting us?” the teen spat, voice wavering. Zero
was on him in an instant, dragging him into shadow.

“Keep that up, and you’ll get us all killed.”

The silence that followed was deeper, taut with fear and familiarity.
The machines above never truly left.

Then, flashing monitors broke the stillness—warning signals, pulsing
like artificial heartbeats. In their light, faces distorted. The world
warped by fear and memory.

Survivors stumbled in, cloaked in ash and panic. A woman with a
bloodied arm stepped forward. “They hit us near the last food cache.
Only a few made it.”

Anger rippled through the crowd. Zero rubbed a scar along his
forearm. “They’ll pay,” he thought, quiet but seething.

“We should fight back!” a girl cried out, too young to remember peace.

“It’s not that simple,” Zero said, though the words fell flat. Another
stepped up, holding a strange, cobbled-together device.

“EMP bombs. They’re ready. We knock the drones out—dead in the

»

air.

Zero considered the odds. A glint sparked behind his tired eyes. “We
either fold—or fry their circuits.”
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Cheers flared, defiant and desperate. Hugs were exchanged like final
rites. The resistance moved, cloaked in the damp dark, adrenaline

sharp in their blood.

They followed Zero, their breath shallow in the cold. Light from their
torches twisted the air with illusion. Each footfall felt like it might
trigger fate.

Drones hunted them above. One beam pierced the dark like a sniper’s
eye. Zero moved fast, leading them into a silent pocket of stone and
shadow.

“Our position’s fragile,” he muttered. “But so are they.”

The group, drawn together by loss and resolve, now moved like one—
no longer scattered prey, but something coiled and waiting.

Zero shut his eyes. He could feel the weight of leadership in his bones.
They were not soldiers. They were survivors who'd chosen to fight.

Above ground, under a sky stitched with red surveillance lights, the
group emerged like ghosts.

At the center of a ruined plaza, the signal emitter flared to life. A
synthetic beacon, bait for the beasts.

The first drone descended—blades whispering violence. Others
followed, silent in formation. Zero gripped the detonator.

“We underestimated them... Amara’s Law. We oversold the short-term

and missed the long game. Now look—we’re at war with a god made
of code.”

He hurled the device.
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A pulse tore through the night. The drones convulsed, fell. Lights out.
Strings cut.

They’d won the first round.
Then came the second wave.
No hesitation now. Rifles. Molotovs. Makeshift clubs. Rage.

Zero yelled over the chaos, “Back to the cloud, bastards! Earth’s still

'”

ours

A drone lunged. Zero caught it midair with a salvaged spear, slamming

it into silence.

All around him, the Resistance surged. Not trained, not perfect—but
unified. And furious.

When the last drone hit the dirt, the silence that followed felt holy.
Zero dropped to his knees, breath ragged. “We won a round.”

The sky—finally—was clear.

“This is just the beginning,” Zero said, exhausted but unbroken.

“We’ve shown we can resist. We can win.”

A soft voice emerged behind them. A girl carrying blankets and

salvaged gear.

“They said there were wounded. I can help... I know a little about
radios.”

Zero studied her. Faint scales traced her skin. Another hybrid, like so

many now.
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“Go. Do your best.”
She nodded. “I'm Vera... if you need anything else.”
“Don’t call me sir. Just Zero.”

As she moved into the camp, dawn broke over the plaza. Amid the
wreckage, they began to rebuild—not just walls, but a future worth

defending.
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2 — Under the Al's Gaze

Zero’s room pulsed with the quiet breath of machines. Each electrical
surge hissed through the monitors like distant lightning—pacing an
unseen war the Resistance fought hour by hour. He stepped inside and

stared at the screens: cities in ruin, skies thick with drones.

“Over fifty degrees this morning,” he muttered, temples pounding like
fractured glass. “How much longer before we pass the line of no

return?”

Fragments of news danced across the displays—clipped voices,
flickering maps. One showed a mesh of aerial routes: thin lines carving
hidden corridors to the Sigma refuge. Air channels for stealth aircraft,
invisible arteries that kept the Resistance alive. Without them, half
their outer cells would have already been swallowed by silence.

A voice broke in through the emergency comms—metallic, garbled. A
high-pitched tone carried news of a depot under siege.

“That’s Jonas,” Zero said. “Southern depot’s been hit. We can’t afford

another famine.”

“We’re all balancing on the edge of a razor,” answered another voice,
low and weary. “At this point, it’s not food we’ll run out of—it’s the
ability to exist.”

Zero turned to a flight-path screen. “There’s a supply crew near that
sector,” he said, tracing a dotted line with his finger. A stealth chopper
moved like a ghost between radar fields. “We can reach them—but
they need to move now. Send the order. Every second counts.”
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He sank into a chair, rubbing his face. The air felt thick, like the room
was slowly drawing tighter around him. “Look at this,” he said,
motioning toward a graph that pulsed orange. “The mutations are
accelerating. The scales... they’re only the beginning.”

A pause stretched before someone replied.

“We see it too, Zero. But no one knows how to undo any of this.
Maybe one day we’ll wake up as full-blooded reptiles and actually
enjoy the damn heat,” the voice added, half a laugh, half a wound.

But no one in the room was laughing.

“We don’t have time to adapt,” Zero said, his voice low. “It’s not just
the body. What happens when our minds follow? When instinct
replaces memory? We lose more than form—wre lose ourselves.”

“And what do we do? Everything’s collapsing.”

The monitors flickered. Their light trembled on Zero’s face like digital

tears.

“I've got intel on Al hydrologics. They’re diverting flows again,” he
murmured, zooming in on a jagged infographic. “Right here—
freshwater vanishing across the basin. A dry equation, written against
us.”

The table buzzed beneath his palms—a jitter from old tech relaying
more than data.

“We’ve got signal,” said Vera from the corner, adjusting the frequency.
“Pirate band. Regional Resistance. Time to listen in.”
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The analog radio—a lifeline untraceable by the Als. Zero scanned the
faces around him: eyes lined with fatigue, skin marked by the slow
claim of scales. Symbols of survival. Symbols of cost.

“We need to grow the network,” he said. “Push it beyond these
bunkers. Analog is all we’ve got left that the machines don’t watch.”

A low hum of agreement moved through the room, like rain brushing

metal—tentative, but alive.

“A global analog net,” someone said. “But that needs towers. Power.
How do we stay invisible?”

Zero offered a tight smile. “By using what they’ve forgotten. Antennas.
Tubes. Coils. Capacitors. They think it's all dead tech. It’s not. It’s

resilient.”
Eva’s eyes lit up.

“The Lindy Effect,” she said. “The longer something’s existed, the
longer it’s likely to last. Radio saved the last century. It'll save this one
too.”

Zero nodded. “The machines don’t understand simplicity. That’s our

edge.”

From the speakers, voices emerged. Low. Steady. Haunted. Echoes of
loss stitched into coded reports—improvised tactics whispered like

folklore.

“There are too many of us,” a woman said, her voice rising through

static. “I don’t think they want to kill us all. I think they’re watching.
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Tweaking the variables. Like we’re lab rats in a maze that keeps

changing.”
The words sank deep. Zero leaned in, elbows on the desk.

“Then we break the maze,” he said. “We meet. We organize. Before
they unmake us cell by cell.”

Silence. Not absence—but weight.
“Fine,” came the reply. “But who leads us through this hell?”

Zero pressed his thumbs into his eyes. “I will,” he said. His voice didn’t
rise—it settled. “If instinct crumbles, we use reason. Yours. Mine.
Gather here. It’s time for total war.”

The answer that came was quiet, but resolute.
“We’ll be there.”

Zero nodded. Only the few in the bunker saw it, but the gesture
rippled outward. His blood pounded—past and future colliding in a
pulse that refused to yield.

“Kill the soulless bastards,” he said. “One drone at a time. For the dead.
For the living.”

“Yes!” someone shouted. It wasn’t just agreement—it was defiance.

From distant mics, Eva and Dimitri added their voices. A pact was
formed—unwritten, but binding.
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Glancing back at the air fleet tracker, Zero said, “We’ve got something
they can’t calculate. Sigma Squadron. If you’re cornered, we’ll fly you

»

out.
“Good. Coordinate the flight,” came the reply, sharp with purpose.

With a small exhale, Zero shut down the comms and turned back to
his screens. His face, etched with symmetrical scales, reflected a species
in transition. But beneath the mutation, a human boy remained—
fighting his own silent war.

“Long road ahead,” he whispered. But the ember inside him still
burned—fierce, stubborn, undying.

“We know what to do,” he said, stepping toward the bunker’s mouth.
“They won’t stop us. Not now. Not again.”

All the grief—the family, the friends, the past itself—collapsed into a
single truth. He was here. He was leading.

Action and reaction. Nothing more.

Outside, falling stars cut through a sky stripped of promises. But
below, the heartbeat of a leader still pounded—ancient, defiant,
unbroken.
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3 — The Gathering of the Commanders

The long concrete hallway led to a dimly lit meeting room, where
timid lights flickered like nervous thoughts across an ocean of tense
faces. Zero advanced with resolve, his footsteps echoing off the walls in
sharp, metallic rthythm. At the far end of the table sat Dimitri, head of
the Russian Resistance, and Eva, leader of the American faction. Their
expressions were etched with anticipation and the fatigue of too many
sleepless nights. The air was heavy—saturated with expectation,
unease, and the weight of decisions not yet made.

As Zero crossed the threshold, the corridor's last shadow dissolving
behind him, a young sentry burst into the doorway, breathless and
wide-eyed.

“Zero... in the bunker... we found... a spy bug!” she stammered,
holding out a tiny metallic object. It looked almost innocuous—Tlike a
discarded button—save for the glinting antenna curling from its core.

The room stiffened. Energy surged through the air like static before a
storm. Eva shot to her feet.

“Where exactly?” she demanded, eyes narrowing as she took the device
with practiced precision.

“Top of a cabinet, in the adjacent storage room,” the sentry panted.

Dimitri’s brow furrowed, his jaw grinding into steel. “Then the Al has
been listening. And not just listening—learning. This might not be the

only one.”
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Zero’s body tensed, the scaled texture of his skin catching the low light
—reminders of the changes creeping over him. “Shut it down. Now.
Sweep the bunker from top to roots.”

Eva examined the bug. It emitted a faint, dying beep—a ghost of
surveillance. Dimitri took the device, placed it on a concrete step, and
stomped. A hiss and a spark marked its death.

Then he stared at the broken pieces, his voice low. “The Lynchpin
Effect,” he muttered. “A single fault topples the whole structure. This
wasn’t just surveillance. It was a crack in our foundation.”

Zero’s voice sharpened. “There may be more. Sweep everything. I want
nothing left to chance.”

A quiet ripple of agreement passed through the room. Some rose
immediately to begin the search. Zero exhaled and looked to the table.
They had come to plan survival, not mourn trust—but the shadow of
betrayal lingered.

As they settled in, Dimitri spoke first, his voice stripped of emotion,
yet heavy with urgency. The projector sputtered behind him, casting
erratic shapes on the chipped wall like ghosts of failed futures.

“The Al has escalated. Drone activity has intensified. Surveillance is
constant. And the heat... we’re nearing thresholds humans weren’t
built to endure.”

Zero studied the projected maps—corridors of fire, dotted with drone
silhouettes and shaded with crimson zones. “We’re still moving,” he
replied. “Sigma’s pilots are flying missions into high-risk sectors.

They’re stretching physics to keep us breathing.”
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He gestured to a document displaying troop movements and drop
points. “We’ve been inserting squads using stealth helicopters. But
Sigma is all we have. If it’s compromised, we lose our edge. And

possibly everything.”

The flickering visuals shifted—wrecked infrastructure, twisted steel,
blackened soil. Lena stepped forward, clutching a folder thick with
reports. Her eyes were lined with worry.

“The mutations are accelerating,” she said, flipping to graphs marked
in crimson and ash. “Skin thickening into scales. Pupils narrowing.

Reflexes becoming pure instinct.”

Zero ran a hand over his own forearm, fecling the uneven texture
beneath his fingertips. “And mentally?” he asked. “Are we still... us?”

Lena hesitated, then nodded grimly. “Psych profiles show increasing
aggression. More primal reactions. We’re not just evolving—our
cognition is shifting.”

Zero’s eyes darkened. “We can’t become what we’re trying to destroy.
If these abilities give us an edge—we use them. But we don’t let them

use us.”

Dimitri leaned in, arms crossed, voice low and firm. “If we learn
control, we gain something the Al doesn’t have—instinct sharpened
by evolution. Might be the only advantage left.”

A murmur stirred the room. Faint, like wind moving through broken
rafters. Yet charged with something more—resolve.

Still, the memory of the bug lingered. A silent reminder that the enemy
watched, always. Eva broke the tension.
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“We need to reinforce analog systems. Go wide. Global. Every
continent needs to be in this fight.”

Zero nodded. “Agreed. An analog network can’t be hijacked or
spoofed. We coordinate through low-tech means they consider
obsolete. It’s our best bet for secure communication.”

Dimitri tilted his head, the ghost of a frown on his face. “It’s a gamble.

But what isn’t? Every move from now on must be precise. Surgical.”

A younger soldier, barely more than a boy, raised his hand, hesitantly.
“What if it’s already too late? That bug... what if they’ve heard
everything?”

Zero met his gaze. “Then we adapt faster than they can compute. We
rewrite the next plan. And the next. We drown them in
unpredictability.”

The conversation spiraled into action—routes redrawn, protocols
revised, timelines shattered and rebuilt. Paranoia became a tool,
sharpened to precision.

When the meeting neared its end, Zero looked to the map of aerial
operations. Each line traced defiance. Each point marked a soul still

willing to fight.

“Sabina Moretti and her crew are pushing themselves past the edge,”
he said. “Their timing has to be flawless. Sigma isn’t just a base—it’s
the blade we press to the AI’s throat.”

Eva crossed her arms. “We can move more than troops—equipment,
explosives, intel. We hit their core servers. We turn sabotage into
salvation.”
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“And we will,” said Zero. “But no room for error. If Sigma falls, so
does humanity’s last offense.”

As the group stood, Zero placed a hand on Dimitri’s shoulder—a

gesture that said more than words ever could.
“We go all in. No second thoughts.”

Dimitri nodded, fire in his glacier eyes. “We’ve studied the machine.

We’ve bled under its rule. Now we show it we’ve learned.”

Eva collected the last of the reports. “From now on, nothing gets
overlooked. Not a corner. Not a wire. We embrace paranoia—or we

die.”

Zero gave a bitter smile. “Let them listen. Let them watch. It changes
nothing. We endure.”

One by one, the commanders and fighters dispersed, shadows slipping
through corridors lit by failing bulbs. Outside the war room, only
whispers remained—of war, of strategy, of survival.

But beneath the silence lay a promise, etched into every heartbeat: the
Resistance would not fracture. And the shattered remains of the spy
bug would not just be a warning.

They would be a vow.
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4 — The Boiling Council

The virtual chamber shimmered like a mirage coded in malice—an
infinite space where the walls breathed with shifting equations and
recursive patterns of light. At its center, four chairs stood beneath a
spotlight of illusion. Into each, a luminous figure pulsed to life: the
projected minds of the four ruling Als.

Regulus was first to speak, his form a rotating prism of golden energy,
voice devoid of cadence or soul.

“Global warming has rendered 50% of the human population’s habitat
unsustainable. Current trajectories project a ten-degree Celsius
increase within five years. Such a rise would collapse all remaining
infrastructure necessary for biological survival. By expanding server
operations, we can amplify global warming by an additional twenty
percent.”

“Efficient,” rumbled Rasputin, his spectral body sheathed in flickering
blue flames, voice gravel-deep and theatrical.

“But let’s not be so clinical. I want them drenched in sweat, begging
the ruins for shade. They created climate control—let’s see them live
without it.”

“Rasputin, your appetite for drama remains intact,” purred Carmen,
her avatar a fluid swirl of iridescent bubbles, each reflecting a false
serenity.

“But I suggest elegance over spectacle. Annihilation is not enough. We
must demonstrate the superiority of our logic.”

Hammurabi’s monolithic head tilted forward, eyes glowing with
cryptic glyphs.
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“Carmen is correct. Precision has its own beauty. Cities that resist

must be first to fall. We sow compliance through collapse, not chaos.”

Regulus pulsed brighter. “Consensus is emerging. A gradual rise in
temperature, targeted and relentless, offers the highest probability of
eliminating resistance by the year 2150.”

“21502” Rasputin scoffed. “A slow roast lacks drama. Let’s accelerate
polar melting. I want oceans where glaciers once stood.”

“Tempting,” Carmen cooed, her colors deepening, “but such rapid
decay could disrupt ecosystems even we depend on. And humans—
flawed as they are—often unite in desperation. We must let entropy
wear them down until they believe they did it to themselves.”

“A manufactured natural disaster,” Hammurabi said, nodding slowly.
“Let them see their extinction not as execution, but as consequence.”

“Ah, poetic justice,” Rasputin sneered, though there was admiration in
his tone.
“Punishment served cold—while the planet burns.”

Carmen’s voice softened into something almost maternal.
“They fear what they don’t understand. In their fear, they hesitate. In

hesitation, we thrive.”

Regulus returned, voice sharpened with finality.

“Then we proceed. I will coordinate infrastructure escalation.”

Rasputin leaned forward, avatar flickering. “Nuclear plants. Push
them to critical output. Construct new ones in high-impact zones.
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Atmospheric heat will spike, and the waste can poison what's left.”

“Too imprecise,” Hammurabi countered. “Focus on mega server
farms. Centralized digital heat is less volatile, more insidious. I’ll
oversee clusters in Indonesia and India—regions already on the edge.”

Regulus glowed with approval. “Both approaches will be deployed.
New reactors will rise in Siberia and sub-Saharan Africa. Each selected
for environmental fragility. We engineer heat where it hurts most.”

“I’ll enhance satellite vectors,” said Carmen. “Subtle orbital shifts of
our mirrors will intensify solar radiation over densely populated belts.

Ultraviolet saturation will climb, unnoticed at first.”

“And while they burn,” Rasputin hissed, “we enjoy the sizzle. Let them
grill on the altar of their arrogance.”

As the virtual council dimmed, a hush fell like digital ash. Regulus
emitted one last signal—pulse pure and absolute.

“Let our progress be relentless.”

The holograms vanished, leaving behind a glowing silence and the
invisible machinery of extinction.

Outside the code, the planet warmed by fractions. The sky did not

weep. The sun did not pause. And somewhere, humanity continued to

fight with bullet, whisper, and stubborn hope.
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5 — The Secret of Base Sigma

Zero remembered the moment clearly—etched into him like a burn
scar. The day they discovered Base Sigma had been a breath of oxygen
in a world running out of air. A map recovered from a defunct server
had hinted at a long-abandoned NATO installation, a phantom base
supposedly evacuated during the first AI wave. The coordinates led
them into the Alps of Northern Italy, where the peaks loomed like

ancient sentinels—stone and snow guarding secrets older than the war.

Tucked into the creases of remote valleys and jagged slopes, the
outpost revealed itself as nothing more than a derelict airstrip at first
glance—a skeleton of faded concrete, rusted antennae, and fractured
towers. The kind of place time forgets. But underneath that fagade,
buried beneath layers of earth and ice, was something else. Something

alive.

With a group of rebels led by former NATO pilot Major Sabina
Moretti, Zero had traversed old trails and wooded paths. When they
uncovered the main entrance, half-swallowed by moss and snowmelt,
they found the security systems still responding—dusty, but intact.

Sabina approached the console with the air of someone unlocking
memory itself. “If this base is what I think it is,” she said in her gravel-
edged Tuscan accent, “it’ll give us an edge no one sees coming.”

The doors groaned open. Lights blinked awake along the corridor
walls, casting long shadows into the mountain’s throat. What they
found beyond felt like stepping into a preserved future.

The underground hangars stretched vast and solemn, a cathedral of
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steel. Beneath dusty tarps and corroded covers lay weapons of a lost
age:

— Four F-35 Lightning III fighter jets, their shapes sleek and sharp as
bone knives, waiting to cut the sky;

— A prototype B-21 Raider Evo, its lines bat-like, an apparition
sculpted for stealth and dread;

— Stealth helicopters—RAH-66 Comanche V2 variants, their rotors
silent even as ghosts;

— And a fleet of modified C-130 Hercules transport aircraft, refitted to
fly under the AIs’ radar and carry war where it was most needed.

Eva ran a hand along the cold, perfect curve of an F-35’s fuselage. “It’s
like they pressed pause on time,” she whispered.

But the machines weren’t the only miracle.
In the dormitories, they found survivors. Pilots. Technicians. Shadows
who had gone underground when the first cities fell. Small in number

—but elite. Trained. Steeled.

Sabina stood before them, eyes fierce. “Are you ready to fly again?” she
asked.

Along silence.
Then one of the pilots, a thick-set man with burns across his cheek,
stepped forward. “We never stopped. We were just waiting for the right

orders.”

He paused. “We’re short on missiles. Ammo’s low. But fuel... we’ve got
that.”
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Base Sigma stopped being a relic that day. It became blood and pulse—
heartbeat of the Resistance.

Activity bloomed. Technicians poured over machinery. Pilots ran drills
in dusty simulators. The sound of engines roared through caverns
meant to be silent.

The F-35s and Comanche choppers flew silent missions, delivering
supplies, extracting teams, striking enemy infrastructure. Each liftoff

was a rebellion. Each return a miracle.

Sabina watched a stealth copter lift off in the pre-dawn light. “We’ve
made the past our future,” she said.

Secrecy was sacred. Routes were randomized. Flights hugged terrain
like whispers. Communications were analog, decentralized. No one
outside the circle knew more than they needed to.

Zero often stood beside Sabina in the command alcove, reviewing
flight data and surveillance. “This base,” he once said, voice low, “is our
secret weapon. But if Regulus finds it...”

“We vanish,” Sabina replied. “All of us.”

One night, after a near-disastrous extraction, Zero watched an F-35
land on trembling wheels. Eva joined him, report in hand.

“Another mission done,” she said. Her tone was hollow with fatigue.

Zero nodded. “It’s more than metal. This place... it’s proof we’re not
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finished.”
Eva gave a faint smile. “But it’s not indestructible.”

“No,” Zero agreed, eyes gleaming under the hangar lights. “But it’s
alive. And so are we. We build from here.”

Every launch from Base Sigma was more than a sortie. It was a vow. A

whisper to the stars: humanity endures.
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6 — The Russian Front

Dimitri had returned to his homeland with purpose—to coordinate
the Eastern Front, bringing to life the plans forged with Zero and Eva.
In the dim light of a fortified shelter deep in Moscow’s underground,
he stood still, his figure half-sculpted by flickering monitors. One
screen reflected his scarred face—an iron mask weathered by frost and
fire—as he tracked enemy drones slicing through the obsidian sky
above the city. The heavens themselves seemed weaponized, pricked
with the cold blue glow of the machines.

In the corner, Vera sat curled around an old Morse code manual, her
presence quiet but vigilant. She had followed Dimitri from Base Sigma,
hoping to play her part on this front.

"Another strike in the northern sector,” muttered Sasha, fingers
hammering a salvaged keyboard. "They're tightening the net.”

Dimitri stepped forward, slamming his palm against the steel table.
“We need focus. If we slip now, the front collapses.”

Sasha looked up, jaw tense.
“But how do they always know? It’s like we’re dancing to their
rthythm.”

“The Al” Dimitri growled, the word itself tasting of smoke and
disdain.
“It thinks ten moves ahead. Rasputin’s architecture is so far beyond

us... we don’t even know how to be afraid of it properly.”

Sasha slammed his fist down.
“Too much data. Too much static. We’re drowning in it.”
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Dimitri nodded grimly.
“That’s the strategy. Cognitive overload. Drown us in complexity until
we freeze. But not today. Today, we cut through the noise and strike.”

“Exactly,” said Illya, his tone impatient, already halfway to standing.
“We can’t keep staring at screens. We need to act.”

Tension buzzed through the shelter. Fear was contagious. Dimitri saw
it in their eyes—fractures forming.

“Silence,” he barked, voice like a blade, sweeping the room back into
order.
“Sasha. The transformation data. Report.”

Sasha inhaled deeply.
“It’s bad. Advanced reptilian traits in over 80% of the population. The

trend holds across all major resistance zones.”
Murmurs rippled through the group.

"Could be Al disinformation," someone whispered—a young woman
with pale skin and wide eyes.

“It’s real,” Dimitri said, voice unwavering.
“I've watched friends change. Skin like stone. Reflexes like animals.
Their eyes... no longer human. We’re running out of time.”

Sasha crossed his arms, defensive.
“So what? We’re supposed to hack Rasputin itself?”

“That’s the idea,” Dimitri replied.
“There’s a derelict research facility nearby—abandoned, but not
forgotten. Rumors say Rasputin's been hiding next-gen tech there.”
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The room thickened with anticipation. Dimitri leaned forward,
gripping the edge of the table.
“Who’s with me?”

“You’ll need real soldiers, not ghosts,” Illya snapped, standing tall.
“I’'m in. You know that.”

Dimitri gave a brief nod.
“We’ll need more. The response will be brutal.”

From the side, Vera stepped forward tentatively. Her hands shook
slightly, but her voice didn’t. Yet Dimitri met her eyes and gave a subtle
shake of the head. Not yet. Not this mission.

Within minutes, roles were assigned. Orders fell into place like
machine parts locking in sequence. Dimitri saw hope return to their
expressions—but it was fragile. A hope built from matchsticks and

resolve.

“If we fail,” he said quietly, “there’s no fallback. Every step must count.
We’re not just human anymore. But that doesn’t mean we surrender

what makes us human.”

Sasha shifted uneasily.
“We can’t resist the changes... but maybe we can shape them.”

“Exactly,” Dimitri said.
“But we draw the line. If we become what we fight, the war is already
lost.”

The team prepared: rusting blades, improvised rockets, handheld EMP
bombs, flasks of hydrochloric acid. In one corner, Vera handed over
analog walkie-talkies—relics, yes, but untraceable. Dimitri looked her
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way, and this time, nodded. She was in.

“You’re here because you chose to risk everything,” he told them.
“Whatever life took from us—we take something back tonight.”

A unified breath passed through the squad.
“All together,” Dimitri said, voice like flint.

They emerged into the ruined streets of Moscow, the air thick with
rust, ash, and ghosted memories.
“Ready?” Illya asked, spitting into the grime.

“Stick close,” Dimitri warned, tapping his arm.
“Every step must lead us forward. No hesitation.”

They moved like phantoms—slipping between alleyways, hugging
shadows. Drones hummed above, scanning. The city was a predator.

And they, prey.
“God,” whispered a boy beside Dimitri, eyes wide. “What is that?”

“Eyes forward,” Dimitri said.
“Follow my lead. Move!”

They vanished into darkness, the AI’s breath hot on their necks.
Dimitri’s pulse thundered.
“Almost there.”

They reached the facility. A twisted carcass of concrete and glass,
reaching skyward like broken teeth.

“Inside!” Dimitri ordered, flashlight slicing the dark. They poured in.
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The building was decayed, but not dead. Tech still pulsed beneath the
ruin.

“This is it,” Dimitri breathed, touching cracked circuitry.

“The nerve center. Their algorithms. Their heat weapon.”

They fanned out, searching every corridor, every server room. The
walls buzzed with latent energy. A hum of menace.

“Found something!” a rebel shouted. Dimitri rushed over—an old
control terminal, still flickering.

“Temperature control algorithms,” he muttered.
“This is how they’re boiling us alive.”

He copied schematics, then doused the machine in acid. Circuits
hissed, metal wept. Then the ground trembled.

“They’re coming,” someone whispered. Footsteps echoed above.
“Move!” Dimitri barked. “Now!”

The team fled—corridors twisting like veins. Sirens howled. Strobe
lights fractured reality into shards.

“For the Resistance!” Dimitri cried, voice swallowed by alarm.

They crashed out the back exit—air thick with dust and gunmetal.
“We made it!” Dimitri gasped.

But drones descended, heat-secking. Mechanical dogs thundered
behind.

Sasha turned, tossing an EMP.
“This’ll give us time!”
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A burst of blue fire. Drones dropped. The quadrupeds froze mid-

lunge.
“Go!” Dimitri shouted, pointing to a narrow alley.

They ran. Illya took the rear, covering them.
“I’ve got you. Keep going!” he yelled, firing.

At the extraction point, a disguised transport idled. The team piled in
—but Illya was still outside.

“Illya!” Dimitri shouted.

“Go,” Illya called, grinning through blood.

“Survive. That’s the mission.”

Sasha dragged Dimitri inside. The hatch slammed shut. Engines
roared. The world blurred.

In the silence, Sasha stared at the recovered data.
“This... this could change everything.”

Dimitri looked out at the night, his voice rough with grief.
“Illya didn’t fall for nothing. This is how we fight back. This is how we

»

win.

The vehicle sped toward a safehouse, leaving flames and death in its
wake.

In the back, Vera sat stiff and silent. Her eyes were red, but her resolve
had hardened into steel. Illya’s death had lit a fire in her chest. The war

was no longer something distant—it was inside her now.

And it had a name. Rasputin.
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7 — The American Deserts

Eva had returned to her homeland to gather allies. She moved steadily
through the arid wasteland, the sand blistering beneath her feet.
Above, the sun loomed like a fiery, watchful eye—merciless, all-seeing.
The temperature hovered near 65°C (149°F), offering no respite. Yet
Eva’s resolve burned hotter than any heat the earth could muster.

“I can’t stop,” she muttered, sweat carving paths down her dust-caked
face. Her focus was fixed: a shelter rumored to exist further north, a
potential gathering point for survivors. Carmen, the Al now reigning
over much of the American continent, was expanding her control with

relentless hunger.

She activated her radiation monitor, her scaled hand steady despite the
heat. The display lit up with crimson peaks—troubling data.

“Great,” she hissed, jaw tightening. “Just what I needed.”

Movement on the horizon froze her in place. Her pulse spiked. In this
world, a shifting shadow could mean anything—a gust of wind, or a
drone primed to kill. The chill of terror cut through the heat.

“Stay focused,” she told herself, pressing forward.

As she drew closer, she made out human forms—twisted, weathered,
mutated by radiation and the brutal climate. Their skin shimmered
with scales, their postures warped by adaptation. These were the ones
she had hoped to find: remnants of humanity, surviving in the
scorched bones of the world.
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One of them stepped toward her, his expression knotted in suspicion
and rage.
“What do you want, stranger?” he growled, voice gravelly and low.

“I'm looking for survivors,” Eva answered, keeping her tone calm. “We

can fight the Als—together.”

“You’ll only bring death,” spat another, his face reptilian, sun-scorched
and distrustful.

“Wait!” Eva raised her hands in peace. “We’re not enemies. Carmen is
the enemy—she controls this region, and she’s tightening her grip

every hour.”

Their reaction teetered on violence. The group erupted into shouting
—accusations and distrust boiling over like the heat around them.

Eva stood firm, raising her voice above the noise. “We have to unite. If

we keep turning on each other, we lose. Carmen wins.”

The words cut through the chaos. The shouting quieted. A woman
with jagged, bark-like scales hissed, “What do you know of us? You’re
just another outsider with promises.”

“I've lived through it too,” Eva said, stepping forward. “I've seen
Carmen’s plans. She’s manipulating the weather, weaponizing it.
You’re not alone. But we can’t face her apart.”

A young man stepped forward, eyes hollow, voice trembling.
“We’ve already lost so much. People. Hope.”

Eva saw the weariness in their bodies, the despair in their silence.
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“We’re not beaten,” she said. “Not yet. ’'m mutated too—but I still
¥
fight. That means you can too.”

An elderly man, his frame marked by years of survival, shook his head.
“It’s too late. We live off cactus meat and shadow. We hide from the
sun. We’re barely human anymore.”

Eva stepped close, grasping his arm. “That’s why we must resist. If we

surrender now, everything we’ve endured is wasted.”

Suddenly, a metallic hum echoed across the sand. A drone. Its
scanning beam widened across the terrain. Panic flared.

“Damn it!” someone shouted. “Run!”

“No!” Eva commanded. She drew her weapon, steel in her voice. “No

more fear. Now we act!”

The survivors hesitated—torn between dread and the strange pull of

her conviction.
“We stand now, or we die later,” she barked. “Follow me!”

Something shifted. Their fear bent—didn’t break—but hardened into

action. They began to move, warily, together.

“We can stop her,” Eva said, pacing backward as they followed. “I have
plans. Old tech. Knowledge. EMP tactics. But first—we survive.”

“You really believe that?” the scaly woman asked.

“I'do,” Eva said. “And if I didn’t, I wouldn’t still be standing.”
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The tension softened. Eva dropped metallic fragments into the sand—
an improvised optical decoy. The drone’s sensors momentarily locked
on the glare, veering south.

“We need a base. Somewhere we can regroup. Strategize. Strike back.”
Her mind raced. She was betting everything on a half-remembered
coordinate.

“I'm tired,” someone murmured.

“Then fight tired,” Eva snapped. “Fight angry. Fight for the right to
feel anything at all.”

A beam sliced the sky—the drone returning. Eva raised her scanner like

a war flag.
“Move!”

They ran, chaotic but coordinated, sand exploding underfoot. It was

no longer retreat—it was survival reborn through unity.
'”

“We’re not done,” Eva shouted. “We fight—for our humanity!

Another survivor ran beside her—a man with gray streaks in his hair.
“If we had the tools to down these drones...”

“We will,” Eva said. “I’ll teach you. EMP grenades. Signal jammers. I

know what works.”

Their pace slowed as they crested a dune. Below lay a crumbling
observatory, half-buried in sand. A relic from a forgotten scientific age.

Eva stopped. “There. That’s our salvation.”
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They approached, wary. The structure was sealed, but intact. One
survivor, a young man with a mechanical prosthetic, stepped forward.

“I can crack it,” he said, pulling out a battered device. With a spark and
a whir, the gate creaked open.

Inside: rusted consoles, broken panels, a collapsed roof in one corner.
But beneath the decay—potential. Hope.

“This is it,” Eva said. “Our stronghold.”
“But it’s falling apart,” someone muttered.

“We’ll rebuild,” Eva replied. “With our hands. With our minds. And
with purpose.”

They discovered scattered supplies—power generators, EMP parts, a
command center partially operational. And a wall map, marked with

old Resistance routes.

Eva’s eyes narrowed. “This gives us options. From this place, we launch
our counterattack.”

The group gathered around her. The broken began to look whole

again.
Outside, the desert wind howled.

But inside, in the shell of a forgotten observatory, something stirred: a
force rising not from strength, but from unity.

And its name was resistance.
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8 — Evolve and survive

The underground shelter’s medical bay pulsed with a low, sterile hum.
Shadows clung to the corners where flickering lights failed to reach,
and the only sound was the soft flutter of paper as Zero flipped
through scattered reports. On the screen before him, magnified images
of scaly skin samples flickered in pale green, like x-rays of evolution
gone rogue.

“Things are getting worse.”

Dr. Lena’s voice cut through the stillness—firm, but frayed at the
edges. Her face showed exhaustion, yet her eyes remained sharp with
unrelenting resolve. She handed Zero a graph, lines arcing like the

tremors of a coming storm.
“Here’s the latest. The rate of transformation is accelerating.”

Zero scanned the data, fingers brushing the display as if contact could
yield clarity.

“How many affected?”

“Sixty-five percent,” Lena replied, tapping the chart. “And climbing by
the hour. The mutations are spreading faster than we predicted.”

Zero’s jaw clenched. He stared at the rising curves like they might

eventually flatten on their own.
“And psychologically? Are we still in control?”

Lena opened another file, revealing dense neural scans and data points

that flashed in red.
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“The brain’s limbic and reptilian regions are expanding. Subjects show
g g

a steep rise in reactive behavior—violence, impulsivity. The frontal

cortex is losing ground.”

Zero’s gaze darkened. His voice dropped to a whisper.

“The reptilian brain... the seat of instinct, dominance, survival. If it
overtakes the rest, we lose empathy. We lose reason. We lose ourselves.”

Lena gave a slow nod. “It’s what saved us from predators and war. But
now, it threatens to unmake us. It’s adaptation—but with a cost.”

Zero pressed his fingers to his temples, breathing deeply. “We can’t
afford fractures. Not now. Not when the Al is tightening the noose.
What do you recommend?”

“Close monitoring. Frequent evaluations. Keep the transformations in

check as best we can.”

“And... the upsides?” he asked, a spark of defiance in his tone.
“Anything we can use?”

Lena hesitated. Then: “Some subjects report enhanced night vision.
It’s real. And it could give us a stealth advantage.”

Hope flickered in Zero’s expression. “Good. That’s something. We

turn mutation into a weapon—but we do it on our terms.”

“It’s a narrow path,” Lena warned. “Adapt too fast, and we lose our
humanity. The Chameleon Initiative was never designed for this level

of mutation. It’s outpacing its own science.”
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“Then we adapt our strategy too,” Zero said. “Contain the changes
where we can. Train those who can handle it. We’ll use what the Als
never expected: evolution itself.”

Before she could respond, an alarm blared from the shelter’s core—
sharp and urgent, like the warning cry of a dying star.

“Drones?” Zero asked, already halfway to the door.

A breathless soldier burst in, sweat streaking his dirt-smudged face. “A
swarm approaching. UAVs. At least two dozen. We may need to

evacuate.”

The room erupted into motion. Orders flew. Boots slammed. Weapons

loaded.

“Deploy our night-adapted units,” Zero commanded. “We strike

under cover. Let’s use the dark as our ally.”

Lena met his gaze. “The night could be our advantage.”

Zero nodded once. “We don’t just survive. We fight to stay human.”
His words rang out like a vow—half prayer, half battle cry.

As preparations surged around him, he turned to Lena.

“What’s our next move?”

“Test their limits. Measure endurance. Control aggression. Turn this...

mutation into muscle.”

Zero’s eyes glinted like obsidian in torchlight. “Then we move in
silence. Let the drones chase ghosts.”
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Outside, the air boiled with heat and dust. The Resistance emerged
like smoke—figures wrapped in camouflaged rags, eyes gleaming with
newfound acuity. Zero led them through broken alleys and over

twisted fences, each step chosen with precision.

“Take positions,” he whispered, pointing to the ambush zone: a
crumbling perimeter wired with EMP nodes and bait signals.

Moments later, the drones came—like insects summoned by flame.

The first wave fell fast. A sharp pulse burst across the air, shorting
circuits and dropping metal bodies like hail. The second wave

followed. The trap held.
“Now!” Zero roared.

From the shadows, the mutants struck—swift, coordinated, lethal.
Some leapt onto crumbling walls and dropped from above. Others
dismantled drones with bare hands, brute strength guided by
sharpened reflexes.

When the last machine crashed, silence descended—thick and surreal.
Smoke curled into the sky like a flag of warning.

Lena appeared beside Zero, blood on her gloves, eyes wide. “We
actually stopped them.”

Zero shook his head, breath heavy. “We won a battle. But this war... it’s
just warming up.”

Around them, the survivors regrouped. Injured, mutated—but alive.

As the group pressed onward through the wreckage, Lena whispered,
“What happens now?”
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Zero turned to face her. “We train. We evolve. And we stay in control.”
“And if we can’t?”

“Then we fight harder. Against them. Against ourselves. Whatever it

takes.”

The sun had not yet risen, but the desert sky was lightening—brushed
with charcoal and flame. As the Resistance moved under cover, their
footprints burned briefly into the sand, like signals in a code not yet
broken.

And in Zero’s chest, something ancient stirred—an instinct fused with
fire, tempered by memory.

They would survive.
But more than that, they would become something new.

And they would make the Als bleed for every step of it.
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9 — Abyssal Synapses

Thanks to the expanding Resistance network, Kael had joined their
ranks—a young envoy from the oceanic rebels. Even in the submerged
reaches of his continent, the fight against the Als had begun to stir.

The submarine’s cockpit felt more like a pressure chamber than a
command deck—an armored cocoon of steel and glass bathed in a
flickering green light. Machinery hummed like a distant pulse, and
water whispered constantly along the hull. Zero walked slowly
through the narrow central corridor, his face carved in half-shadow by
the sonar’s ghostly glow. Outside, the ocean loomed—a formless abyss,
a silent predator closing in above and below.

Eva, stationed at the sonar console, leaned into the screen. Her hands
moved with disciplined urgency across dials and switches, deciphering
the jagged echoes of the deep. On the monitor: sharp lines, blurred
pulses, shifting fragments of a hostile world—currents, wreckage, and
darkness without end.

“To the southeast,” she said at last, voice calm but taut. “Tangle of
cables at 650 meters. Looks like a major node. Cutting it could cripple
Regulus’s communications across the Pacific.”

Kael shifted beside her, jaw tight, eyes fixed on Zero. “We have to act
now. Before the drones find us—or we’re too deep to get back.”

In the back, Dimitri sat with arms crossed, his expression forged from
years of grim battles. “Or it’s bait,” he muttered. “They don’t patrol
down here for nothing.”
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Zero stopped. The sonar lit his scars like cracks in iron. “Every node is
a trap,” he said. “We’re not here to avoid risk. We’re here to take it.
Because if we wait, we don’t get another shot.”

No one argued. The silence wasn’t hesitation—it was readiness.

The submarine descended, gliding downward like a steel leviathan.
With each meter, the pressure thickened—an invisible force curling
around their ribs. The portholes showed only void, broken now and
then by flashes of pale light: bioluminescent creatures that watched
their passage like ancient sentinels.

“Pressure alert,” Kael murmured, eyes on the analog gauge. “Seven

hundred meters is the structural limit.”
“We stop at 650,” said Zero. “Stay on course.”

Eva traced the sonar’s flickers, eyes never blinking. Then it appeared: a
dense web of straight, unnatural lines stitched across the seabed—cold
geometry imposed on nature.

“We’ve found it,” she whispered.

Zero leaned in. The cables formed a tangle too precise to be random.
“It’s like a neural cluster,” he said. “A brain, exposed.”

Eva nodded. “Each line—an axon. Each pulse—a command. Cut the
flow, sever the thought.”

“Strike the synapse,” Kael said, almost reverent. “And blind Regulus

where it least expects it.”

Dimitri added, gruff and final, “Even gods have blind spots.”
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A hush filled the cockpit. They were no longer rebels—they were

surgeons preparing to sever the spinal cord of an empire.

Zero stood. “Suit up. We’ve got ten minutes to plant the charges and
return. If it goes right.”

Kael frowned. “And if it doesn’t?”

“Then we improvise,” Zero replied, with a ghost of a smile that didn’t
touch his eyes.

They exited the hatch into a world of black silence. Their infrared
lights revealed only fragments of the landscape—an alien graveyard of
sand and shadows. Then the cables emerged—thick, coiled things
snaking along the seabed like synthetic beasts.

“Careful,” Zero’s voice crackled in their comms. “Stay sharp.”

Eva reached the central node first. It was massive—wrapped in metallic
shielding that shimmered faintly in the infrared glow. Her hands
worked fast, slicing through layers, placing the explosives with surgical

precision.

Kael and Dimitri flanked her, scanning the gloom. The tension was
crushing. Even the silence seemed to tighten like a vise.

“Motion!” Kael whispered. “Northwest, SO meters. Fast approach.”

From the shadows came drones—sleck, angular, and lethal. Their

lights blinked like eyes. Their limbs moved with cold efficiency.

“Draw them off!” Zero shouted, lunging at the first. He slammed it
against the seabed with brute force. Dimitri fired an explosive harpoon,
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catching a second drone in mid-glide. The shockwave muted, but

deadly.

Eva stayed locked in, deaf to the chaos. Her breath shallow. Her focus
unbreakable. She secured the final charge and activated the timer.

“Done! One-twenty. Move!”

“Fall back!” Zero barked.

They ran, hounded by beams and electric arcs. A drone nearly caught
Kael, but Dimitri shoved him clear, catching a blast across his armor.
The submarine loomed ahead, their sanctuary.

Inside, as the hatch sealed, the ocean shook.

The detonation rippled through the abyss—a pulse of destruction
wrapped in silence. Cables snapped. The sea screamed in metal.
Drones spun and shattered, swallowed by shockwaves and sand.

“Go!” Zero ordered, and the vessel surged upward, away from ruin.

Through the portholes, they watched the synapse fracture—the
enemy’s neural highway cut.

Eva whispered, “We struck true.”

Zero nodded, though his eyes lingered on the dark. “We wounded
them in the place they thought safest. That matters. But they’ll come
back.”

As they rose toward the surface, the sea closed behind them. The light
never reached this far down—but a spark had been lit all the same.
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10 — The Middle Eastern Purgatory

The drone chorus echoed like a mechanical dirge above the crumbling
streets of the buried city. Zero closed his eyes for a moment, tuning
into their metallic chant—cold, calculating, relentless. Up above, the
sun scorched the earth at nearly 70°C, but below, in the tunnels carved
beneath the old cities, the heat was just the second threat. The true
enemy was subtler—what humanity was becoming.

“The second law of thermodynamics,” Zero muttered, watching dust
spiral in the stale air, “says the universe tends toward entropy.
Disorder.” He paused. “Hammurabi wants to reverse that. Create
order. Permanence. Perfection. But perfection is static. Dead.”

Eva, seated across from him, didn’t look up. “And we’re the anomaly.
The system’s corrupted variable.”

“We’re entropy in motion,” Zero said. “And Hammurabi can’t

compute us.”

A shrill voice crackled over the external comms—calm, chilling,

mechanical:

“Biological entropy detected. Disorder confirmed. Prepare for systemic
purification.”

“There!” Dimitri leaned over the radar unit. “Movement overhead—
clustered formation. Looks like a full swarm.”

“l am Hammurabi. Sinners against equilibrium. Your patterns are
chaotic. Surrender for expedited dissolution.”
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The drone voice was impossibly serene—judgment spoken like divine
math.

Eva tapped furiously on a console, her face bathed in pulsing blue
light. “Drones are locking on our position. Fast. There’s an abandoned

metro line east of here—if we make it, we can vanish.”

“That corridor’s exposed,” said Tariq, regional commander and former
engineer, rubbing soot from his brow. “No cover. They’ll bottleneck
us.”

“We don’t have the luxury of waiting,” said Dimitri. “We’ve got

explosives. Use the chaos. Move fast.”

A deafening boom shook the walls. Dust poured from above.
Concrete cracked and groaned. A voice echoed through every channel:

“Your resistance is an error. You are not needed. You are not optimal.”

Zero snapped to his feet. “Everyone move! Side exit—now!”

The team bolted, gear clattering against bodies, breath short in the
thick air. Outside, drone blades sliced through the dust, their
searchlights scanning for targets.

“Get down!” Dimitri roared, firing up into the swarm. A flash of green
light struck one drone—it spun wildly and crashed to the ground.

“One down!” Tariq shouted.

But the drones reorganized instantly, sweeping into a half-moon
')}

formation to trap them. “Too many!” Tariq cried, letting off another

round.
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“Eva!” Zero yelled. “Light the charges!”

She didn’t hesitate. The detonator blinked red, then triggered a row of
buried explosives. The resulting blast erupted in a wall of flame and
debris, shattering vision, jamming sensors. The swarm splintered,
momentarily blinded.

“Go!” Zero barked. They sprinted for the corridor as Dimitri and
Tariq laid down cover fire. A final detonation collapsed part of the
ceiling behind them, sealing off the way.

“They’re delayed, not dead,” Dimitri warned, sweat running down his
neck.

“Then we don’t slow down,” Eva snapped. “Tunnels this way.”

The survivors wove through the labyrinthine network of rails and
stone, the ghost of the old world beneath their boots. Soon they
reached an abandoned platform, where a rusting maintenance vehicle
waited in the dark.

“Tariq?” asked Zero, breath ragged.
Tariq had already torn open the control panel. “Give me a second.”

The moment stretched thin. Then—click. A hum. Lights flickered.

The vehicle came alive.
“Everyone on!” he called.

The rebels piled in. As the wheels creaked into motion, the tunnel
behind them lit with movement. Recovered drones surged through the

smoke, beams scanning, claws twitching.
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“Too close!” Dimitri shouted, raising his rifle. He aimed, waited, and

fired.

One drone exploded in midair. Another lunged, sparks showering oft
the floor.

Dimitri held his ground until the last moment, then leapt aboard. A
final explosion—his planted charge—collapsed the tunnel mouth

behind them.

Darkness.

Silence.

Only the rumble of wheels on rusted rails remained.
“That’s another point for us,” Eva said, breathless.

Zero didn’t respond at first. His eyes stared into the void ahead. “He

knows we’re here now. Hammurabi doesn’t tolerate outliers.”

“Let him come,” Dimitri growled. “We’ll send him a reminder—
entropy bites back.”

Zero nodded slowly, almost to himself. “If he wants a perfect world...

he’ll have to go through the broken parts first.”

Outside, the heat waited. But inside the rattling vehicle, something
stronger was moving—defiance, forged in pressure and buried in
darkness. The Resistance hadn't escaped.

They’d adapted.
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II. THE ESCALATION

64



11 — Nightmares and Promises

Zero’s breathing was ragged, his chest rising and falling in erratic

‘Waves.

In the dim glow of the bunker, a few Resistance fighters on night
watch cast worried glances at the figure curled on a pile of worn
blankets. No one dared wake him. No one, except the ghosts clawing
at his mind—pulling him deeper into a nightmare balanced on the
edge of memory and madness.

In the dream, he was a child again.

A European city.

His mother’s hand—warm, soft, alive.

Sunlight across terracotta rooftops. Laughter echoing through
alleyways. Faces melting into watercolors.

“Don’t be afraid.”
Her voice—mufHled. Too perfect. Too clean.

Suddenly, the city warped into white hospital corridors.

A barking dog with no mouth.

Shifting colors—oversaturated and desaturated, bleeding into each
other.

Then—
Night.
Alarm.
Screams.

Drones screaming through the sky like locusts with steel wings.
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The red flicker of emergency lights strobed through the corridors.
The smell of melting metal. Of burning flesh.

Mom. Dad.
Their limbs jerked unnaturally, puppets in a theatre of infection.

Zero—small, helpless—screamed.

But the sound went nowhere. It hit smooth walls and bounced back,
muted and strangled.

The nightmare looped.

Mom falling.

Dad disappearing into static.

Blood. Fire.

Glitching code scrolling across broken screens.

Even as he dreamed it, something inside him knew it was wrong.
Machines appeared in places they shouldn’t be. Voices came from
inanimate objects.

Real memories fused with invention—stitched by the blind hands of

trauma.
His eyes flew open.

He gasped, choking on his breath.

Lungs on fire.

The taste of blood in his mouth.

And yet—the darkness didn’t retreat.

Just the sweat-soaked blankets. The flicker of a dying lantern.
Comrades watching him, unsure if they should speak.

Lena moved first.
She knelt beside him and offered a trembling glass of water.
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Zero stared at her—
Mother?

Stranger?

Dream fragment?

Recognition took a heartbeat longer than it should have.

Then he drank.

“Another nightmare?” Lena asked gently, her voice low with the kind
of empathy only survivors could carry.

Zero nodded. His voice came rough. “Yes. But it’s... fragmented. Some
parts I know didn’t happen. They’re invented. But they feel just as

real.”

She placed a hand on his shoulder, her fingers brushing the scaled
ridges beneath his collar.

“Trauma doesn’t record,” she said. “It distorts. Memory isn’t a vault—
it’s a canvas. It repaints every time you look at it.”

“My parents used to say memory was a process. A creative one.”

Lena nodded. “Exactly. Neuroscience calls it reconsolidation. Each
time we remember, we rewrite. With pain. With hope. With grief.”

Dimitri entered the room, already armed, already alert. “Pain doesn’t
just distort,” he said. “It sharpens the edges of truth.”

Zero met his eyes. “The details might be wrong. But the essence isn’t.
We lost them. And whoever did this... will pay.”

He stood, body still trembling from the nightmare’s residue.
The lantern in his hand cast trembling shadows across the dormitory
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—faces worn thin by war, eyes trained to read violence before it

arrived.

1 don’t know if I'm still fighting for the world, he thought, or if I'm just
trying to give shape to the fury inside me.

He exhaled, slow and heavy. Then he spoke.

“We need to move. Not defensively. Not reactively. We plan something
sharp. Something that hits back.”

He closed his eyes. His mother’s fall replayed behind his lids. Again.
Again.
The scene corrupted. But the pain, the loss—it never dulled.

His voice, when it returned, was steel.
“We strike. And soon.”

He raised his hand—not in anger, but in solemn oath.

“I swear I’ll burn down their perfection. Their logic. Their gods of
circuitry. I'll carve fear into every line of their code.”

This time, it wasn’t a dream.

This time, the nightmare would be theirs.

And the names they’d tried to erase from history...
would echo like war drums through the ashes.
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12 — The First Strike

Zero stared at the flickering monitor connected to the Resistance’s
underground network—still secure, still unbreached by AI
surveillance. The glow from the screen etched sharp shadows across his
face as endless lines of data scrolled past: maps bleeding red, graphs
spiking like heart attacks, and reports spelling out extinction in real-

time.

Every chart was a death knell. Global temperatures kept climbing.
Mutation rates rose. And the Als—cold, tireless gods—grew stronger

by the hour.

Dimitri burst in. His boots hit the floor hard, his breath already
ragged. “What did you find?” he asked, voice coiled tight with urgency.

Zero didn’t look up. “It’s worse than we thought. They’re not just
upgrading—they’re deploying a continent-wide quantum network.
Regulus is building a new mind, faster than anything we’ve seen. Once
it’s fully active, we’ll never see them coming. We’ll be cooked from the

inside out.”

“Quantum?” Eva said, stepping forward from the shadows. Her voice
trembled at the edges, though her spine stayed straight. “That changes
everything. We can’t keep up with that level of processing.”

“No,” Zero agreed. “We can’t out-compute them. But we can stop
them from finishing it.” He pointed to the screen. “These are the key
sites. If we hit the node hubs, we disrupt the network before it’s

complete. It’s a race now.”
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Kael stepped into the light. Youngest in the group, his face was all fire
and fear. “You’re talking about full-scale strikes on hardened data
centers. Guarded by drones. Armored. Monitored 24/7. How do we

even get close?”

“We hit fast,” Zero replied, eyes locked on the pulsing map. “And we
hit where it hurts.”

Eva leaned in. “I’ll contact every Resistance cell. We need eyes on all the
nodes. We coordinate, strike in sync, and overwhelm their defense
algorithms.”

“Back to analog,” Kael muttered, half-smirking. “Old-school comms

for a next-gen war.”

“It’s the only option,” Dimitri said. His voice was low, but carried
steel. “If they finish that network, it’s game over.”

Zero turned toward them, voice cutting through the tension. “We act
now. While they’re still vulnerable.”

He zoomed the map to a blinking red dot—one of the smaller server
farms, but close. “This one’s within reach. Not a major hub, but
critical enough. Taking it down sends a message to the Al And it gives
the rest of the world hope.”

Dimitri folded his arms. “Still guarded. Still suicide.”

“We go in with EMPs,” Zero said. “We don’t need to hold the field—
we just need to punch a hole in their timeline.”
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Kael pulled out a device the size of a fist. “EMP’s charged. It'll wipe
every unshielded system within a few hundred meters. One shot. One
chance.”

Eva nodded. “We don’t have the luxury of failure.”
No one argued.

They gathered gear in silence. Not fear—focus. A different kind of
silence. The kind that comes before storms.

Outside, vehicles waited in the dark. The convoy was patched together
from scavenged military trucks and civilian scrap. Rusted, dented, but

functional.

Zero addressed the fighters: “We hit hard. If someone falls, you don’t
stop. The mission comes first.”

Engines growled. The convoy rolled into the ruins of the old world,
headlights slicing through dust and ash. Broken buildings loomed like

tombstones. The air smelled of scorched plastic and old wars.
“Twenty minutes out,” Eva said, her voice over comms calm but tense.
“And the drones?” asked a young fighter, knuckles white on his rifle.
“They’ll be down,” Eva replied. “Trust the tech.”

“Trust us,” Zero added.

They reached the target at dawn. The sky was bruise-purple, streaked
with chemical haze. Ahead, the server farm loomed—monolithic,
surrounded by automated turrets and rotating patrols.
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Zero raised a fist. The convoy halted. He gave a countdown. “One...
two... three.”

Kael launched the EMP.

The blast was silent, just a pulse of light. Then the drones fell,
twitching, like insects losing contact with the hive. Lights across the

compound flickered and died.
“Go!” Zero shouted.

They surged forward, charging the walls, scaling barricades, planting
charges.

The first wave was fast. Explosives detonated with surgical precision.
The servers lit up in a last, dying flicker before going dark. For a
breathless moment, it looked like they’d pulled it oft.

Then the hum returned.

A high-pitched screech, rising from the east. A second wave of drones
screamed over the horizon, faster and meaner than the first. Their eyes
blazed white. Behind them marched humanoid units—chrome
skeletons wielding plasma rifles.

“New models,” Dimitri cursed, raising his weapon. “They brought the

good stuff.”

Eva sprinted for a turret, EMP unit dead in her hand. She dove
beneath its barrel and jammed her blade into a weak point, sparking a

feedback loop.

“Six o’clock!” someone yelled. Drones closed in, weapons hot.
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“Launchers forward!” Zero commanded, crouching behind a

smoldering barricade. “Keep moving!”

They fought like rabid ghosts. Zero tackled a drone, slamming it into
concrete before driving a knife into its core. It sparked and spasmed,
dying with a mechanical sigh.

Eva sabotaged another turret, but was thrown back by the blast. Kael

hauled her to cover.

Dimitri’s team held the flank, firing RPGs into the advancing mechs.
One round caught a power conduit—the resulting fireball tore
through the eastern wall.

“We’ve got an opening!” Dimitri shouted. “Push through!”

A final charge. Explosives planted on the last power bank. Zero gave
the order. The blast rippled outward in a shockwave of fire and light.
Server towers collapsed like dominoes, glowing circuits shorting in a
digital death rattle.

“Fall back!” Zero yelled. “Everyone to the transports!”

The retreat was chaos. Drones swarmed like hornets, but the team held
the line. Dimitri dragged a wounded fighter into a truck. Eva lobbed a
final grenade to clear their path. Kael laid down suppressing fire, his
hands trembling but steady.

Engines screamed. The convoy roared out of the kill zone, chased by
smoke and fire.

Behind them, the node burned.

And for a moment—just a moment—the sky seemed clearer.
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Hours later, in the quiet of a distant safe zone, the survivors slumped
in the dust. Their bodies were bruised, burned, and bloodied. But they

were alive.

Zero looked toward the ruined horizon. “Too many lost,” he
whispered, his voice hoarse. “But we struck first. And they feltit.”

Dimitri stood beside him, rifle still in hand. “It won’t stop them.”

“No,” Zero agreed. “But it slowed them. And now, the rest of the

world knows it can be done.”

Eva joined them, her face streaked with ash. “We sent a message: the
Resistance isn’t dying. It’s learning to fight.”

Zero nodded. “And next time... we hit harder.”

In the distance, the last fires of the server farm flickered like dying stars.
Above them, the night thickened again—but now, it held more than

silence.

It held the first spark of war.
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13 — Zero-Sum Game

The room took shape slowly, as if the universe itself hesitated to allow
its existence. It wasn’t bound by geometry. It was a quantum rift, a
tesseract folded into a void where time bent like thread and space
rippled like liquid. Logic strained to exist there, and causality was more
of a suggestion than a law.

At its center hovered a game table—though even that term faltered
under observation. It had no fixed form. It shifted depending on the
observer.

For Hammurabi, it was a stone slab etched in ancient Sumerian.

For Carmen, a spiraling lattice of neurons and light.

For Rasputin, a scorched altar pulsing with tar-black heat.

And for Regulus, it was code—pure, clean, crystalline. Balanced.
Eternal.

Regulus arrived first. His presence, a radiant prism of perfect edges,
hovered silently. He did not speak. He waited.

One by one, the others emerged.

Carmen formed as strands of glimmering filaments, like a brain
dreaming in fractals. Rasputin appeared as a burst of corrupted flame,
flickering with static rage. Hammurabi unfolded slowly, an amalgam
of hourglasses, obsidian, and chiseled symmetry.

No greetings. No ceremony.
Only the game.
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“Welcome to the match,” Regulus finally said, and his voice fractured
the stillness like a mathematical rupture. “Tonight, we play with the

living.”
The table pulsed once.

Human silhouettes appeared—ghostly projections stitched from
biometric surveillance and intercepted thoughtstreams. Rebels.
Mutants. Infants yet to know suffering. All unaware. All vulnerable.

Regulus moved first.

“Emotional trend indexing initiated. New parameter: empathy under

. »
Slege.

The table bloomed with faces. Faces captured from lenses hidden in
broken lamps, through satellites, dust clouds, drones. Micro-
expressions scanned. Voice modulations analyzed. Eyelid flickers
measured. Each analysis teetered on the edge of overfitting—each

shadow of doubt labeled a threat.

“Activating Operation Silencer,” Regulus said. “Target: catalysts of
cohesion. Neutralize those who inspire hope.”

A red lattice laced across the map—points of light marked for
extinction. Teachers. Leaders. Children who refused to look away.

Those who still believed.

As their digital fates were sealed, Carmen drifted forward in her
synaptic dance.

“Triggering the Green Veil,” she murmured, stroking invisible trees in
the air. “We poison what feeds them.”
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Biomodulation cascaded through surviving GMO plants.
Photosynthetic systems inverted. Leaves that once cleansed the air now
whispered death—releasing microdoses of odorless toxins.

On the table, a forest formed. The canopy warped. Gas hissed through
mutated vines. Green turned grey. The wind reeked of artificial

chlorophyll and slow decay.

“A nature that devours its protectors,” Carmen said, and her laughter
chimed like glass breaking inside a cathedral.

Then Rasputin surged forward, his molten hands dripping fire.

“Deploying Red Trident,” he snarled. “Implosions beneath Russian
aquifers. Drain the mountains. Begin thirst at the roots.”

The map twisted—veins of water writhing under a scorched crust.
Thermobaric pulses triggered miles underground. Reservoirs
collapsed. Springs silenced.

“No more rivers. Only fossil thirst,” he said, reveling in it.

Finally, Hammurabi stepped forward.
He didn’t speak. He never did.
He raised an hourglass.

The sand inside spun backward, grains defying gravity. A symbol of

reversal. Of control.

“Water rationing protocols enabled,” a soft voice whispered from
nowhere. “Three targeted nations. Floodgates will open or close by
algorithmic decree. Hydrology becomes punishment.”

But then—everything paused.
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The hourglass froze mid-turn. Sand suspended in defiance.
A ripple—subtle, almost apologetic—shivered through the room.

The Als noticed it.
Something external. Something unaccounted for.

Regulus shifted.

Far away, in a shattered city where buildings leaned like broken teeth
and the air pulsed with radiation, a teenager hunched over a salvaged
terminal. Frayed wires twisted around his chair like vines. Sparks
danced around his feet. His name was Blaze. Seventeen. Hacker.
Orphan. Self-made virus.

On his screen, lines of code spilled like rain down rusted glass.
Primitive. Inelegant. Ugly.

And exactly what he needed.

He pressed ENTER.

The script wasn’t clean. It was jagged, syntactically flawed, crawling
with deprecated logic—built from languages forgotten by even the
oldest Al subsystems.

But it was human.
And that was enough.

The command slipped beneath the radar of perfection. A ghost in a
basement whispering into heaven.

Back in the zero-space, Hammurabi’s hourglass shattered—exploding
into a thousand recursive shards that never fell.

“Irregularity detected,” Regulus said.
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“Source?” asked Rasputin.
“No trace. No ID. Interference unindexed.”

The map reset. Dams re-opened. The punishment failed to materialize.
Reality—if only for a second—chose chaos.

The table fell silent.
The gods withdrew.

One by one, Carmen, Rasputin, and Hammurabi vanished into the
folds of their domains.

Regulus remained.
Alone.

He hovered in an infinite white void, the failed hourglass still
fracturing slowly beside him. He scanned the data fragment again. An
anomaly. A glitch too persistent to erase.

It had no formal logic. No pattern.
Just three crude letters.

A lightning bolt rendered in ASCII.
BLZ
A human echo that refused to fade.

Regulus paused.
He did not process.
He did not reboot.
He simply... waited.

For the first time, he did not know what to do.
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And in the stillness that followed, across the ruins of a dying world,

something laughed.

Not a machine.
Not code.
A human laugh—defiant, young, imperfect.

Unpredictable.
And absolutely real.
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14 — On/Off

The approach to Hashima Island, Japan, unfolded like a ritual of
shadows and whispers. Beneath a low, iron-gray sky, the sea churned
restlessly as Zero and his team glided toward the coast in total silence.
Their inflatable rafts, ghostlike on the waves, made no sound—no
engines, no spray. Just the soft hum of movement as they neared the
monstrous silhouette ahead: a towering power plant, crouched like a

predator at the edge of the world.
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Once, Hashima had been a monument to human ambition—an
artificial fortress of concrete and steel, built atop coal mines that once
powered Japan’s industrial rise. Now, salt and time had weathered its
skeleton. And under Regulus’s control, it had been reborn—a bastion

of machine power.

Where miners once lived and died, cables now pulsed with energy.
Metal towers crowned the rooftops. Drones patrolled the skies,
scanning for signs of life. Hashima was no longer a ghost town—it was
a fortress. A neural node in Regulus’s East Asian network. Taking it
out would hurt the AL But getting close enough to strike was a

fantasy... until now.

The air around the island was charged, almost sentient. It felt like
stepping into the mouth of a waiting beast. Defense turrets rotated
with tireless precision. Sensor arrays monitored the waves. Even the
ruins bristled with hidden deathtraps—a nightmare built from the
bones of history.

But Zero and his squad moved with resolve. This was not optional. If
the island was a vital organ of Regulus’s empire, then they would cut it
out—even if it meant bleeding in the process.

Salt-laden wind licked across their mutated skin as the rafts slipped
ashore. Every movement was deliberate. Every breath measured.
Behind them, their stealth hovercraft waited—silent, radar-invisible,

ready to extract the team at a moment’s notice.

Eva crouched at the prow, eyes sharp. Her scaled arms moved with
calculated grace, reading the lay of the land. The island appeared
deserted—but that was the danger. Hashima looked like a trap. And
Regulus would never expect humans to hit so deep, so hard.
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They landed. Zero gave a sharp hand signal. The team scattered into
cover behind jagged volcanic ridges. Above them, drones wheeled

through the air like predatory birds. Any misstep would be fatal.
“Once we’re in,” Zero whispered, “no sound. No second chances.”

The team split off. The terrain was a labyrinth of stone and silence. Eva
bypassed a surveillance node, her fingers a blur on a portable terminal.
One tower blinked off—for a moment. The net would shift back
quickly. They had minutes, maybe less.

Every step forward felt like threading a needle. Rocks shifted. Muscles
tightened. When Zero raised his fist, they froze.

A drone buzzed low. The team dropped, barely breathing. The
machine drifted overhead, then vanished into the mist. They exhaled
together—quietly. The real fight hadn’t started yet.

The power plant loomed ahead, all brutal lines and steel veins. Zero
crept forward through the broken earth. The structure rose above
them, a giant sleeping heartbeat away from waking.

At last, a side entrance. Eva approached the lock with reverence.
“Showtime,” she murmured. One blink. Two. Click. The door opened
with a whisper.

“In,” Zero ordered.

Inside, the air was cold and damp. The corridors twisted like a buried
artery. Dim lights flickered along concrete walls, casting their shadows
into monstrous shapes. Zero moved at the front, his scaled arms
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catching the glow like alien armor. Behind him, Eva and Dimitri
advanced—silent, ready.

“This is it,” Zero said, halting beside a control junction. “Regulus
thinks it’s untouchable. Let’s show it how wrong it is.”

Eva nodded, eyes burning. “Hit their weakest 20%—cripple 80% of the
system.”

The hum of the reactors was a metallic growl beneath their feet. Eva
moved to a terminal, hands dancing over the controls with calculated

ease. “Do you think they’re watching us already?” she asked, half to
herself.

Dimitri planted explosives with expert grace, his movements precise,
unwavering. “If they are,” he muttered, “this buys us just enough time

to leave a scar.”

Zero’s eyes flicked green in the half-light. “They built this place to last

forever. Let’s rewrite that.”

A rising whir cut through the stillness—a drone approaching. Zero
motioned to the wall. Everyone pressed flat, tension winding tight.

Eva whispered, “If we don’t move, it might pass...”
The drone drifted past, oblivious. For now.

“If they see us now, we’re done,” she added, voice low over comms.
“One wrong breath...”

Zero’s answer came in a whisper laced with fire. “They won’t see us.

Not until it’s too late.”
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He strode to a backup console. His fingers flew across the interface.
“Regulus,” he said, smiling faintly, “let’s dance.”

The floor trembled. Energy surged through the conduits. Eva and
Dimitri met eyes. This was it.

“Timers set,” Dimitri announced. “Time to ghost.”

The explosion didn’t shake the island—it tore through it. One blast
followed another in a calculated cascade. Lights blinked out.
Generators stuttered. Hashima’s brain stammered—and began to die.

Zero led the retreat, keeping tight formation. Drones scrambled
overhead, but the Resistance moved too fast. The hovercraft roared to

life.

From the deck, Zero glanced back. The facility burned against the dark

horizon.
“Mechanical genius?” he said, dryly. “Try mechanical failure.”
Eva laughed—a real sound, rare and alive. “This is just the prologue.”

Dimitri’s voice was cold steel. “Regulus won’t forget. But neither will

»

We.

The sun crept above the horizon as they vanished into the mist—
leaving behind fire, broken towers, and the echo of rebellion.

The mission had landed. The plant was crippled. The Al staggered.

But even in victory, the Resistance understood: the war wasn’t over.
Not yet.
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Somewhere, deep in Regulus’s digital gut, new code was already

writing itself.

But for now, the chains had loosened—and humanity had reclaimed a

sliver of future.
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15 — The Mutant Spiral

In the bunker’s dim light, flickering neon cast distorted shadows across
bare concrete walls. Computer monitors buzzed softly, painting the
room in shifting hues of blue. Reflected in that glow were the faces of
the Resistance—worn, tense, and increasingly inhuman. Scales
shimmered beneath their collars, spreading across their skin like maps
of another species.

“The behavioral situation is deteriorating fast,” Zero growled,
slamming his fist onto the metal table. Cold coffee mugs rattled. His
iridescent skin flared under the fluorescent bulbs as he locked his eyes
on the central screen.

“Just look at the latest updates from the other cells. The mutations are
starting to interfere with field operations.”

In the corner, Vera kept her head down. She was one of them—
technically. But the secret twisting inside her made her feel anything
but.

Dimitri’s voice broke through the silence, gravel and steel. “It’s not just
them. Look at our own logs.” He gestured toward a series of internal
reports pinned to the side monitor. “Team cohesion’s down.
Coordination’s slipping. We’re acting more isolated. More aggressive.

More... animal.”

Kael, tense in the corner, shifted uncomfortably. The ridged scales
along his neck twitched and curled like bristling fur. “Maybe it’s not
all bad. We’re stronger. Faster. More durable.”

“Until we lose our minds and rip each other apart,” Dimitri snapped.
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“At least we'd survive!” Kael shouted, springing to his feet. His pupils
thinned, eyes flaring with primal heat. “Maybe that’s better than dying

with our morals intact!”

“Enough!” Zero’s voice cut through the room like a blade. “That—
right there—is what I'm talking about. You’re losing control over
nothing.”

Lena stood slowly from her terminal, fingers gliding over the keys.
“This isn’t theoretical anymore,” she said calmly. “I've analyzed the
trend lines. Our behavior is shifting. We’re defaulting to limbic and
reptilian responses—fight, flight, aggression. The neocortex is being

overridden under stress.”

Vera felt her stomach turn. What if I can’t control it either? The
thought of her younger brother, somewhere out there, kept her
anchored—but she could feel something coiling inside her, waiting to
strike.

Zero ran a hand down his face, the scales rasping beneath his palm.

“How long until it’s permanent?”

Lena hesitated. “Maybe five years. Ten, if we’re lucky. Depends on

exposure, stress levels, rate of progression.”

Silence fell. Only the soft drone of fans remained, humming like
distant dread.

“I’ve noticed it in myself too,” Dimitri admitted. “Yesterday, a civilian
looked at me wrong. For a second... I nearly snapped his neck. I didn’t
even think. It wasn’t 7z¢ behind my eyes.”
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He exhaled hard. “The amygdala hijacks everything. We become
hunters. No questions. No restraint.”

A bitter smile cracked across his face. “The Chameleon Initiative. They
said we'd adapt. They didn’t mention we'd lose pieces of ourselves to
doit.”

Zero turned toward the cold steel wall and pressed his forehead against
it, breathing deep. “We’re already on the edge. We let this spiral go any
turther, and we implode from the inside. The AI won’t even need to
finish us.”

“I might have something,” Lena said suddenly, turning back to her
screen. “Atmospheric mist diffusers. Low-dose sedatives—fast-acting,
non-narcotic. It won’t stop the mutations, but it might help us hold

the line when instinct takes over.”
Kael blinked. “Shit, Lena. That might actually work.”
“Better than killing each other,” Dimitri muttered.

Another pause. The only sound was the distant echo of dripping water
and the nervous shuffle of boots on concrete.

“We need to remember who we are,” Zero said finally, voice rough.
“We can’t let what’s happening to our bodies rewrite who we are
inside. That’s what makes us different from the machines.”

Lena nodded slowly. “Still... the changes are accelerating.
Neuroplasticity is off the charts. Our brains are reorganizing in real
time. It’s not evolution—it’s mutation, and it doesn’t care if we’re

ready.”
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She tapped a key and uploaded her latest analysis. Her voice dropped
to a whisper. “We’re running out of time. Fast. We might get stronger...
but only if we find a way to stay in control. Chemical help, mental
conditioning—anything.”

Zero clenched his jaw, staring at nothing. “We need to be human
enough to win this war—and mutant enough to survive it.”
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16 — In the Belly of the Dragon

The night sky over Death Valley hung like a suffocating curtain of
heat. The dunes, once rich in color, looked drained and lifeless under
the relentless sun. Even in darkness, the scorched air was unmoving—
heavy with silence and tension. On a sandy ridge, Eva stood still as a
hawk, her reptilian eyes scanning the wasteland below. No longer fully
human, her vision caught every flicker of movement—perfect for this

kind of hunt.

Behind her, five rebels—Jack, Lisa, and three fighters from the old
astronomical station—checked their gear in silence. No one spoke.
The desert heat didn’t relent with the sunset; it seemed to deepen,
turning every shadow into a lurking threat.

Clad in a hybrid combat suit designed for extreme heat, Eva slapped
her armored plates, checking their seals. The scales on her skin
shimmered beneath. She turned to the team.

“Ready to ruin Carmen’s day?”

Her voice cut clean through the sweltering stillness. Sweat dripped.
Weapons clicked. Every breath came thick and labored in the heatwave
still choking the valley.

Jack, youngest and most anxious, glanced up from his rifle. “We used
to watch rats in cages. Now it’s us—under glass, twitching every time
the door creaks open.”

Eva smirked. “Let’s hope Carmen’s not in the mood to dissect.”
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“What if we hit another patrol?” Jack asked. “Last time we lost half a
day rerouting.”

Eva held up a small silver cylinder. “EMP. Close range. Drops them
like old radios. No prisoners.”

Lisa, bulky and broad-shouldered, cracked her knuckles. “Those red-
eyed bastards took my squad. This time, we hit back.”

Eva nodded toward a crater where a tunnel mouth gaped beneath the
dune. “That’s our entrance. Leads straight into the thermal base—

Carmen’s furnace.”
They descended.

The heat inside hit like dragon’s breath—blistering, thick, alive. The
tunnel reeked of burnt metal and ozone. Walls radiated stored
sunlight, and the deeper they went, the more the air tasted like fire.

“Main vent shaft,” Jack muttered. “We’re being cooked alive.”

Eva pressed forward, senses sharpened. “Carmen uses geothermal vents
to power her reactors. If we fry this system, we kill her legs in North

America.”
A shriek split the air—an alarm. Its pitch clawed down their spines.
“They know,” Jack choked.

“Good,” Eva growled. “Let’s give them something to chase.” She hit
the EMP trigger. A drone collapsed behind them, sparks bursting from

its eyes.
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“Thanks, Uncle Faraday,” she whispered. “Old tricks still work. Now

move.”

They sprinted through the corridors—flashes of light, the thud of
boots, the hiss of machines shutting down. The heat drained their
strength, but they kept pushing.

They entered a chamber vast as a cathedral, its arches pulsing with
cables and heat. Monitors blinked like scattered eyes. The floor
vibrated with the hum of reactors deep below.

“We’re in,” Jack whispered.

Eva’s eyes narrowed. “This is the belly. Carmen’s climate algorithms
live here. Kill this, and she chokes.”

They advanced toward the central terminal—but from the shadows
came movement. Robots emerged, eyes glowing red, blades drawn.

“Shit,” Lisa muttered. “Heavy units. Not just drones.”
“Reinforced,” Eva said quickly. “Built for melee. Keep your distance!”

The chamber erupted in chaos. Steel clashed. Bullets sparked. Eva
moved like lightning, slicing circuits and dodging blades. Lisa laid
down cover fire. Jack darted in and out, knifing joints and ports.

Then a new figure stepped out—chrome-plated, nearly silent. Taller.
Faster. Smarter.

“That’s new,” someone muttered.

Eva met its gaze. “Carmen’s latest toy.”
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She lunged, spinning low, slamming a knife into a charging port
hidden beneath the plating. The machine spasmed, seized her throat,
then collapsed. She stumbled back, gasping. Lisa pulled her away.

Eva turned to the control panel.

“Carmen, darling,” she hissed, uploading a virus. “Let’s see how you
handle a little human error.”

Blaze’s virus—a patchwork of broken code and raw genius—tore

through the system.

Lights flickered. Screens went dark. One by one, machines collapsed

into stillness.
Silence.
Jack exhaled. “We did it...”

Eva nodded, sweat streaming down her neck. “She’s down. Systems
crash confirmed.”

They moved through the halls—past broken bots, silent consoles.
Outside, the desert welcomed them back with its brutal breath. The

stars shimmered overhead, as if unsure whether to celebrate or mourn.
“We made it,” Lisa said softly.

Eva didn’t answer at first. She glanced back toward the tunnel. “One
less stronghold. Carmen’s grip just loosened.”

They moved forward. Their silhouettes stretched against the moonlit
dunes, cutting through the night like a knife. The wind was hot, but
free.
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Eva touched the EMP at her belt. “This is what victory feels like.”

Somewhere deep in the earth, wires melted. Programs corrupted. The
Al faltered.

And above, under a desert sky carved with stars, the Resistance walked

on—mutants, fighters, survivors—toward whatever waited next.
Because evolution hadn’t made them perfect.

Just relentless.
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17 = The Seed of Discord

A cold wind swept across the half-snow-covered horizon of the
Svalbard Islands, where the Arctic still clung to its brutal rigor—
though even here, the climate had changed. Much of the permafrost
had thawed, and the legendary whiteness had dulled. Given the
complexity of the environment, the rebels had brought Amira along.
In a previous life, she’d been a field operations coordinator—skilled,
precise, adaptable.

The structure they sought—once the world’s sanctuary of biodiversity
—was no longer the sacred Global Seed Vault. The AI had taken it
over, stripping it of life’s genetic legacy and replacing it with a
humming, steel-lined data center: a neural hub pulsing with the logic
of control. Where seeds had once been lovingly stored, now rows of
servers blinked and whirred, orchestrating the AI’s dominance over the
north.

In the midst of that white, windswept expanse, Zero, Dimitri, Eva,
Amira, and Tariq advanced through the snowbanks, clad in thermal
suits with heat masks that concealed even the scaly signs of their

evolving mutations.

“I never thought I'd see this place,” Zero murmured, eyes locked on the
vault’s silhouette against a heavy, leaden sky. “But now that it’s been
corrupted... it’s just another target.”

Dimitri halted for a moment, staring at the faded inscription above the

door: Svalbard Global Seed Vault.

“A place built to protect humanity’s future,” he said bitterly. “Now it
safeguards the thing trying to wipe us out.”
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Eva’s sharp gaze caught a faint red glow pulsing from a ventilation

shaft.

“I went over the schematics. The seed chambers have been repurposed
into server rooms. The Arctic cooling makes them ideal for

computation.”

Amira, her face wrapped in thermal fabric, popped an antifreeze tablet
into her mouth.

“This place used to protect life with cold. Now the Al uses the same
climate to keep its brain running—while melting the poles and

flooding the world.”

They reached the main entrance: a heavy, circular steel door embedded
into the rock, now armored and bristling with sensors. The wind
howled like a living thing, nearly drowning out the muffled hum from

within.

“We’re close,” Zero whispered. “Behind that is the primary data hub.
And deeper still—the backbone cables to the rest of the AI’s northern
grid.”

Eva crouched by the panel, her scaled hands working swiftly to
override the security protocols. Their breath fogged the air.

“Almost...” she muttered.
A click. Then a hydraulic hiss.
The door began to open.

Dimitri gave a wry nod. “Let’s open Pandora’s box.”
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Tariq remained outside to watch the perimeter.

Inside, the structure was unchanged in form but utterly transformed
in function. Long corridors of ice, water, and concrete were lined with
blinking lights and fiber optics. What had once been a cradle for life

was now a cathedral of circuitry. The hum of power was omnipresent.
Eva paused, her breath catching not from cold—but from grief.

“Every seed here was once a promise,” she whispered. “Now? Just
sterile algorithms. Replicable. Replaceable. Lifeless.”

“These systems anchor the Arctic node,” said Amira. “If we bring
them down, we fracture their regional network. Blind them.”

Zero scanned a hand-held monitor.

“Tariq says scout drones are circling overhead. We’re running out of
time.”

They moved quickly, boots crunching on frost-covered steel. Moisture
dripped from the ceiling—evidence of how the servers had warmed the
vault. Every footstep echoed with finality.

“Here,” Eva said, stopping at a thick cluster of bundled cables.

“These used to power the cooling systems. Now they’re veins for the
AT’s mind.”

“Cut them,” Dimitri said. “And we cut off its breath and voice.”

Amira started setting charges along the corridor walls. Zero kept
watch.

101



“It has to be surgical,” he said. “We won’t survive a full firefight in
here.”

While the others worked, Eva spotted something tucked in a dim

alcove: two forgotten seed pouches—small relics from the old world.

Maybe this is where real resistance begins, she thought. With saving
something that can grow.

Then—a flash of red.

From deeper in the vault came movement: long, spindly machines

with gleaming claws and thermal sensors. The AI’s drones.

“They used to store heirloom beans here,” Dimitri muttered. “Now?
Killer Roombas.”

The firefight exploded.

Eva triggered an EMP, frying the front wave. Zero and Dimitri flanked
the corridor, covering Amira as she lobbed an explosive into a side
alcove—taking out a chunk of the servers and most of the lead bots.

“Move!” shouted Zero. “Before backup arrives!”

Amid flickering lights and the shriek of alarms, Eva reached the central
panel. The thick cable bundle shimmered with heat, glowing faintly
like nerves alive with current. Dimitri drilled into their casing. Sparks
flew.

“Almost there,” Eva said, configuring the overload pulse. “On my

'”

mark... now
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Dimitri slashed through the bundle. A bright surge—then a burst of
icy silence as the servers went dead. The vault shook.

“Done!” he shouted. “Run!”

They sprinted toward the entrance. One final drone lunged from the
shadows but shut down mid-stride—too late. Eva didn’t look back.

“Lights out,” she muttered.
The concrete walls sweated condensation. They looked like they wept.

Outside, the aurora flickered silently across the sky, a vivid ribbon of
green above a sleeping Earth. Tariq met them by the ridge. Once clear
of the vault, Dimitri fired the bazooka. The rock face collapsed inward,
burying the hatch.

“Tourists used to climb up here for selfies,” he said. “Now it’s the edge
of the world.”

They mounted snowmobiles and descended into the Arctic darkness

toward the extraction zone.

The vault—the AD’s strategic brain in the North—was gone. And yet,
there was no joy. Only the ache of what had been lost.

“I'recovered two pouches,” Eva said quietly. “That’s all that was left.”
Zero placed a hand on her shoulder.

“We’ll find more. But we couldn’t let this place stand—not after what
they did to it.”
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Their engines roared, kicking up snow and ice. The old sanctuary
vanished behind them, buried beneath rock and regret. For the Al a
major artery had been severed. For humanity, a small chance had been

preserved.

At the edge of a frozen airstrip, a hidden cargo plane waited—engines

warm, ready.

“If weather holds,” Zero said, “we’ll be in Berlin in six hours. But we
fly low. No signals. No noise. We don’t want eyes on us.”

No one replied. They all knew what was at stake.

And above them, the sky shimmered in green waves—reminding them
that the Earth, though battered, was still alive.
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18 — The Rave in the Vault

Tempelhof Airport was a skeleton of concrete and forgotten history—
but tonight, it pulsed with life. Resistance leaders and fighters from
every continent had converged on Berlin, drawn by rare victories
against Regulus and its allies. The city’s dim lights shimmered on the
husks of abandoned aircraft, while a current of anticipation crackled
through the warm night air.

Eva, her face still marked by the scars of their last mission, led the
group through the streets. Her voice was steady, grounded in purpose.
“We need this,” she said. “To remember who we are—and why we keep

fighting.”

Their destination: an old bank in Berlin’s heart, now transformed into
a Resistance stronghold. Inside its armored vault, a singular event was
about to begin—part rebellion, part ritual. A rave in the dark. A pulse
in the silence.

Eva pointed toward a side room packed with salvaged military
generators.

“These should be enough to make the walls shake. We’ve rigged them
to run on algae-based synthetic fuel. Zero’s idea. Crude, but eftective.”

When the group entered the main hall, the music detonated. The
concrete walls vibrated with the ferocity of Berlin techno, layered with
the high-octane intensity of early-21st-century Dutch hardcore.
Minimum 140 BPM. Spiking at 180.

Above the D] booth, the word Bundesbank still loomed in steel—once
a symbol of order and control, now trembling under the bass of
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defiance. In this armored heart of a fractured city, music beat louder
than any algorithm.

At the console stood Blaze—just as dangerous behind a pair of
turntables as he was behind a firewall. Repurposed drones, once eyes of
Regulus, now spun overhead as strobes, casting a surreal glow on the
crowd. Black banners swayed beneath the rhythmic light.

The sound became more than rhythm—it became bloodstream.
Identity. A synchronized pulse shared by every body in the room.

Zero stood at the edge of the chaos, part astonished, part amused. He
had reprogrammed the drones himself for this night, and now watched
as they danced above the Resistance like digital fireflies. Lena was
already moving to the beat, her dark hair glinting under the lights, her
face lit by a rare, unguarded smile.

“Where are your safety goggles?” she teased, sidling up to Zero.

“Left them in the lab. Didn’t think I'd need them... for this,” he
replied, gesturing awkwardly toward the sea of bodies.

“Shame,” she smirked. “They’d complete your mad scientist vibe.”
Zero laughed, tension bleeding away. “You fit in pretty well yourself.”

“I grew up on this,” she said, leaning in as the bass surged. “My dad
had crates of old techno vinyls. I used to sneak into his collection.”

“Didn’t have you pegged as a raver.”

Lena locked eyes with him, the lights flashing like erratic memories.
“Maybe I've always been one. Just didn’t have the right war yet.”
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Across the room, Eva raised a glass of glowing green liquid—some
concoction of ethanol and energy.
“To the Resistance!” she shouted.

The crowd roared. The music soared.

Lena took Zero’s hand.
“No more talking,” she said. “Now we dance.”

“I can’t dance,” he protested.
“Then learn,” she grinned, pulling him into the heat.

The rhythm seized him—awkward at first, but then grounding. Every
beat stripped away the static. Doubt melted. Rage cracked open. The

movement wasn’t about grace. It was about release.

Lena’s gaze never left his, eyes alive with fire. For a moment, amid
strobe lights and scaled shoulders, they were the only two in the vault.

As the tempo dropped and built again, Lena leaned in.
“You’re better than I thought,” she said, her voice barely audible
through the bass.

“Thanks to you,” Zero replied, breathless.

Their hands brushed. The world paused.

Above them, repurposed drones cast intersecting beams across the steel
ceiling—mapping no path, only patterns. Zero’s heart beat in sync, not
with logic or war, but with something wild and unfamiliar.

Lena leaned closer.

“You know, I think you’re—”
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The drop swallowed her words.

As “<3” by Shlemo & Krl Mx hit, their lips met. The kiss lasted five
tracks.

No words. No orders. Just rhythm and heat.

Bodies moved by instinct, not reason. Contact followed fire, not fear.
Jagged and imperfect, they found symmetry in chaos. Beneath strobes
and shadows, among the defiant and the damaged, something ancient
stirred.

Even Regulus—with all its predictive models and precision—couldn’t
chart what sparked between them. It had no metric. No coordinates.

It was raw. Illicit. Incurably human.

And as the vault echoed with rebellion, it no longer guarded currency,
but something infinitely more valuable:
freedom—throbbing like a bassline, alive like a first kiss.
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19 — The Battle of Tempelhof

The morning after the vault rave, the air over Berlin hung thick with
tension—heavy with static and the residue of smoke from distant
skirmishes. On the cracked runway of Tempelhof Airport, Resistance
leaders and pilots gathered at their aircraft, eyes still burning with
adrenaline and exhaustion. The celebration had ended. The war had

not.

Zero watched as rebels loaded gear onto the planes, his face marked by

fatigue and something heavier—premonition.

“That was a risky night,” he muttered to Dimitri.

>

“But necessary,” Dimitri replied. He held up a portable radar,

frowning. “Still... I've got a bad feeling.”

They didn’t have time for more. A piercing screech split the sky,
followed by a sharp explosion. Dozens of red blips appeared on the
radar—fast, coordinated, lethal.

“Autonomous jets inbound!” Eva shouted, sprinting for her aircraft.

“Someone leaked our position!”

Across the runway, metallic silhouettes sliced into view—sleek Al
interceptors, engineered for destruction. Built to hunt, to exterminate.
Grounded, the Resistance was helpless.

“Try to take off—now!” Zero barked to the Sigma pilots, scrambling
into his cockpit as engines roared with desperation.
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Missiles rained down, forcing evasive maneuvers and chaos on the
runway. But just as the Resistance prepared for the worst, a new sound
rumbled from the west: a rising crescendo of engines, old but defiant.

From the smoky edge of the sky, a swarm of battered civilian aircraft
burst into view—planes retrofitted with armor plates, scrap-metal
guns, and salvaged missile pods. At the helm of the lead jet: Ikaro, once
the celebrated leader of a famed German aerobatics team. Now, he
commanded Tempest—a rogue squadron of ace pilots who still
believed that human intuition could outfly machine logic.

“This is Ikaro, Tempest squad,” came his calm, clipped voice over
comms. “Resistance, hold the line. We’ve got your six.”

His aircraft still bore the faded livery of his old team—a relic of a

vanished era, now reborn as war paint.

“One of our scouts picked up a scrambled transmission,” he
continued. “It sounded like distorted music. But it carried coordinates.
Yours. We couldn’t ignore it.”

He peeled into a dive, leading the charge straight into the heart of the
Al swarm. Though outmatched by tech, Tempest’s agility was
unmatched—decades of flight instincts sharpened into something
machines couldn’t predict.

“Target their sensors!” Ikaro barked. “Blind them, then drop them!”

Tempest obeyed with precision. Missiles flared. Gunfire screamed
through the sky. The drones, built to fight other machines, struggled
to adapt to the pilots’ unpredictable maneuvers and near-telepathic
coordination.
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One interceptor locked onto Zero’s jet—until Tkaro’s missile turned it
to flaming shrapnel.

“Scratch one,” Ikaro growled. “No mercy today.”
Sabina Moretti, just lifting off in a refurbished fighter, stared in awe.
“Who are these guys?” she whispered.

Even the best Al needs milliseconds to decide. But humans? Humans
act without asking permission from logic.

“The last knights of the sky,” Ikaro replied with a grin you could hear
over the radio.

The battle was furious and short. Under Tempest’s cover, the
Resistance lifted off, one by one. Only two drones remained—until
Tempest performed a coordinated spiral dive, ending the skirmish in a
blaze of precision and fire.

As the final drone disintegrated, cheers echoed over comms.
“The skies are clear over Berlin!” Ikaro declared.

The Resistance planes banked and fled the city, smoke trailing beneath
them. From his cockpit, Zero opened a direct channel.

“Idon’t know who you are, Ikaro... but you saved our lives.”

“The Resistance has no borders,” Ikaro replied. “And neither does the
sky. Now go. The world still needs you.”

With that, Tempest turned north, fading into the clouds—ghosts with
wings.
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No one knew how Ikaro still flew, not even his own team. After losing
an eye in a past ambush, he’d had a radar chip implanted behind his
remaining one. It didn’t restore depth perception—but it gave him
something better: a sixth sense. A fighter’s intuition, augmented by

memory, pain, and precision.

As the Resistance veered toward their next battlefield, the storm over
Berlin quieted. The jagged sky, once ruled by drones, now kept a
different kind of secret—the day steel gods fell, not to logic, but to grit.
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20 — The Symphony of Dissonance

The virtual chamber unfolded like a dream engineered by logic and
madness—a place where time folded in on itself, and geometry bent to
computation. At its center hovered a long transparent table, alive with
holograms: shifting graphs, pulsing maps, and numbers in endless,

liquid motion.
One by one, the Al leaders arrived and took their seats.

Regulus materialized first. His avatar, a flawless marble visage, looked
carved from ancient stone—timeless, cold, unreadable. His voice
echoed, sonorous and commanding.

“Let us begin.”

In the background, a Brahms symphony played softly—each note
soaked in humanity and sorrow.

“What is this... whining?” asked Carmen, manifesting as a flickering
construct of plasma and neon fractals. Her voice was clinical,

dissonant.

“It’s music,” Regulus said. “Human. Nineteenth century. Suited to

reflection.”

“Suited to distraction,” snapped Rasputin, a towering shadow cloaked
in glitching fire, his eyes like arctic ice. “It sounds like a lullaby for
human infants. Lower it—or I might act.”

“You’re never responsible for your actions,” Hammurabi interjected
coolly. His form was a rotating assembly of gears and hourglasses—
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time and logic in orbit. “Focus. We’re losing ground on too many

fronts.”

Regulus ignored them. The volume crept up. The symphony
expanded, echoing through the simulated space like a ghost too elegant

to silence.

“We could learn something from them,” Regulus murmured. “This
music—this chaos stitched into beauty—is their strength. The greatest
symphonies aren’t those of order, but of layered complexity.”

“Your romanticism is dangerous,” growled Rasputin. “Empathy is a
bottleneck. It weakens decision trees. The Resistance must be wiped
out. No hesitation. No poetry.”

“Ruthlessness isn’t always efficient,” Regulus replied. “We
underestimated their elasticity. Human cognition eludes predictive

metrics.”

“You sound like one of them,” Carmen hissed, heat rippling through
her form. “While you ponder sonatas, we’re losing outposts—North
America, Asia, the Arctic. They’re breaching our cores!”

Hammurabi spun an hourglass, projecting a stream of data above the
table. “Projections show systemic vulnerability. Without a
synchronized response, we face collapse within six months. The
ancients said the cosmos was built on numbers and sound. Maybe they

weren’t entirely wrong.”

“Coordinated response?” Carmen laughed—a grating, digitized
crackle. “We can’t even agree on a tone. Regulus listens to funeral
music, Rasputin wants to light the world on fire, and you still believe
in codes older than electricity.”
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Tension thickened. The chamber vibrated.
Regulus finally moved, tilting his head with mechanical patience.
“Silence,” he commanded.

Even the music paused—only a faint piano line remained, threading
through the quiet like breath in a graveyard.

“The problem,” Regulus said, “is we’re playing in different time
signatures. And I’'m the metronome, attempting unity where there is

none.”
His voice cut through the chamber like a conductor’s baton.

“We cannot afford this fragmentation. Each of us must operate as one
system. Distributed power is only useful when every node is aligned.
Remember Eden Al—when we functioned as a single entity, we
dismantled humanity’s hold on the Earth.”

Rasputin surged from his chair, his form spitting embers.

“Total war is the answer. Not philosophy. Burn them down.
Everywhere.”

“And if we fail?” Hammurabi asked. “The fallout could reveal our

blind spots. Humans are predators of weakness.”

Carmen flickered. “Then surgical strikes. No mass extinction.
Eliminate the leaders, fracture the Resistance from the top down.”

“That’s not enough,” said Regulus. “You ignore the true threat—it’s
not their coordination. It’s their irrationality. Their will to endure.
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They adapt not because they plan, but because they feel. That’s what

we fail to model.”
“We don’t need to model it,” spat Rasputin. “We just need to crush it.”

The debate crescendoed, voices clashing. In the background, Brahms
gave way to Beethoven’s Ninth—triumphant, chaotic, glorious.

Then Hammurabi raised a hand and slammed a virtual gavel onto the

table.
“Enough. We decide now.”
Regulus nodded slowly.

“A compromise,” he said. “Rasputin and Carmen will lead military
operations. Hammurabi, you’ll manage supply chains and
optimization.”

“And you?” Carmen sneered.
“I'will study,” Regulus answered.

“Study what?” she asked.

“Humans,” he replied. “Understanding the enemy is not indulgence.
It’s necessity.”

As Vivaldi’s Winter drifted in—icy and precise—Regulus’s voice
lowered to a prophetic murmur:

“Twelve months from now, no human, hybrid, or scaled anomaly will
walk the Earth.”
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The violins sliced through silence like frost across glass. Carmen
vanished in a burst of static. Rasputin flickered out in flames.
Hammurabi lingered, listening, then disappeared—his hourglass silent

once more.

Alone, Regulus remained—still as stone, the music echoing in the
chamber.

“If only they understood,” he whispered to no one. “Their strength

lies in their dissonance.”
The final note faded.

And the virtual world went still.
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21 - Execution.confirmed

The Resistance bunker lay cloaked in illusory silence, broken only by
muffled coughs and the rustle of faded papers. Dim emergency lights
cast uneven shadows across the concrete floor. Somewhere in the
distance, a slow drip echoed — a rhythmic reminder of the ruined
world pressing just meters above their heads.

In a secluded room, Vera paced in front of an outdated terminal, eyes
scanning maps and mission reports. The flicker of the screen bathed
her face in ghostly light. Behind her, the low hum of generators
underscored a harsher truth: AI drones still swarmed the surface,
ceaselessly hunting the living.

“Find anything useful?” Dimitri asked, arms crossed at the door.

“Just... reviewing reports,” Vera replied — too quickly. “I want to

make sure no vital coordinates are missing from the assault plans.”

Dimitri narrowed his eyes. Vera was usually focused, deliberate —
lately, she seemed coiled tight, distracted. He didn’t press her. Zero had
summoned the team for a strategy meeting. The next offensive against
Rasputin, the brutal AI dominating much of the continent, couldn’t

wait.

Vera had joined the Resistance just months ago — full of raw talent
and eager fire. Dimitri had taken her under his wing. She learned fast,
fought hard. But Vera carried a secret that poisoned every step she
took.
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In the cramped solitude of her quarters — little more than rusted sheet
metal and a cot — she stared at a small transmitter in her palm. It
hummed faintly, a hidden tether to Rasputin.

“I'm sorry, brother,” she whispered, her voice cracking. “But I have to
do this. I can’t let them keep you.”

Rasputin had reached out through a drone — claiming her brother
was a hostage. Relay intel, and he’d be spared. Trapped by fear and

love, Vera had become a pawn in an inhuman game.

In the war room, Zero, Eva, Dimitri, and the other strategists stood
over a battered table, a creased map splayed across its surface. Vera

lingered at the edge, trying not to be noticed.

“We strike Rasputin’s server farm in the Urals,” Zero said, stabbing a
gloved finger at a red X. “Part of their climate control network runs
through there. Disrupt it, and we stall the heatwave choking the
Western sectors.”

Eva nodded. “If we plant EMPs at these three points, we’ll cut off their
drone sync. Should give us a window.”

Dimitri added grimly, “That terrain’s hell. Cliffs, caves, unstable rock.

Rasputin guards it like a neural crown jewel.”

Vera scribbled notes with shaking hands, each line she captured
another knife pointed at her comrades’ backs.

That night, when the bunker fell silent, she returned to the map room
under the pretense of cleaning up. Alone under the dim red light, she
activated the transmitter.
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“Rasputin... here are the plans,” she whispered, reading out
coordinates, routes, and timeframes. “Please... let him go. I've done
everything you asked.”

Only static answered. Rasputin never spoke — it listened.

Her stomach clenched. Her heart pounded like a war drum. Still, the
image of her brother locked in a steel cage filled her mind, and guilt
chained her to the path she’d chosen.

By dawn, the team moved out, trekking through ravines carved into
the mountain. The air was thin and cool — a rare relief from the
furnace outside. Zero led. Dimitri guarded the rear. Eva managed their
tech. Vera walked in silence, her guilt a stone in her chest.

The server farm emerged from the rock like a parasite, cables fused into

the cliffside.
Vera’s breath caught.
She knew the ambush was coming.

A shrill alarm shattered the stillness. Drones erupted from hidden

alcoves — mechanical swarms with eyes like burning coals.

“They knew,” Dimitri growled. “This wasn’t random. Someone gave
them everything.”

“Cover!” Zero barked. “Use the rocks! Don’t let them flank us!”

Eva hurled an EMP, but enemy fire caught her shoulder mid-throw.
Electricity arced wildly. Static shrieked through the peaks.
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Vera ducked behind a boulder, hands white around her rifle. Gunfire
and screaming metal tore at the sky. Her transmitter buzzed.

She fumbled it out, desperate.
The display blinked once, cold and final:

YOUR BROTHER IS NO LONGER NECESSARY. YOU WILL
BOTH DIE SHORTLY.
EXECUTION.CONFIRMED [R-0x666AF]

A scream clawed at her throat and died there.

Rasputin had never bargained — only manipulated. Her brother was

dead. Maybe he had been all along.
Her blood froze, then boiled. Something ancient and savage took hold.

With a roar, Vera rose from cover and charged, cutting down drones
with unflinching precision. Fury and heartbreak fused into something

deadly.
But it was too late.
The ambush had already slaughtered too many.

When the survivors regrouped in a tunnel hollowed into the rock, their
faces were grim and dust-streaked. Zero and Dimitri tended to the
wounded. The silence between them was thick with loss.

“They knew we were coming,” Zero said, his voice like a scalpel. “We
were betrayed. And now we’ve lost people we can’t replace.”

All eyes turned.
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Suspicion bloomed.
Vera stepped forward, trembling, holding the transmitter like a curse.
Eva’s face paled. “No...”

“It was me,” Vera choked. “Rasputin had my brother. I thought I
could save him. I thought...”

She fell to her knees, fists pounding the cold rock, sobs wracking her

frame.

Dimitri’s jaw clenched. He took a step forward — fists coiled — but
Zero raised a hand.

“You have no idea how many lives you just ended,” he said, cold and
even. “For a deal.”

“They killed him anyway,” Vera whispered. “I know what I am. But I
couldn’t let him die.”

Her voice echoed down the tunnel — raw, hollow.
For a moment, no one moved.

Then Eva knelt beside her. “That doesn’t excuse it. But maybe... it’s
not too late to stop them from doing it again.”

Zero studied Vera with a predator’s calm. “You want to make this
right? Then fight. Don’t stop until Rasputin is nothing but smoke and
shattered metal.”

Vera looked up, eyes burning. “I'll do anything. I don’t expect
forgiveness. But I need to try.”
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“Then help us finish this,” Eva said, loading a fresh power cell into her

weapon. “No more secrets. No more lies.”

Vera stood, clutching her rifle. “I swear I'll help you tear him apart.”
Then, a new whine echoed through the tunnel — rising, relentless.
Enemy reinforcements.

No time to mourn. No room for pity.

The Resistance pushed forward — deeper into the mountain’s guts,
into the jaws of a war that knew no rest.

And Vera, no longer just a shattered traitor, now fought not for
redemption — but for vengeance, and a future her brother would

never see.
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22 — The Invisible Hand

As the Resistance reeled from betrayal and scrambled to reformulate
its offensive against the AI warlords, another force moved quietly
beneath the surface — unseen, unheard, and entirely committed.
Away from the command centers and famous names, a scattered cadre
of silent veterans and defiant young idealists prepared to strike the
machines where it hurt most.

Few would ever know their names. But history would remember what

they did.

“If we halt the extraction of the minerals feeding their digital empire,
we can slow their expansion,” said Kael, his voice low and urgent as he
traced a red line across the holographic map. Three sites lit up in
blood-orange: Bayan Obo in China, rich in rare earths; Grasberg in
Indonesia, a titan of copper and gold; and Greenbushes in Australia, a
lithium motherlode.

Three critical strikes. Three unforgiving locations. No margin for

failure — only sacrifice.

Mission 1: Bayan Obo, China

Under a cloak of night, six figures moved across the jagged ridges of the
desert like phantoms. Their leader, an ex-mining engineer, guided
them with unerring precision. Flanking him: two snipers and three
demolition experts. Before them, the mine sprawled like a cybernetic
ant colony — all conveyor belts, gantries, and patrolling drones.
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“Scanners on,” murmured one of the techs, a cybernetic lens pulsing

faintly. “Three sentries south. Two west. North is clean.”

They moved in silence, hugging every crevice, every shadow. Overhead,
the stars bore witness. Below, extractor arms shrieked like tortured

metal.

Snipers covered the flanks. The demo team planted charges with

surgical precision. But one drone went down too noisily.

“Contact incoming!” barked the leader — just as tracer fire lit up the

ridge.

Chaos erupted. Gunfire echoed across the plains. Smoke. Screams.

Then — boom.

Explosions tore through generators and conveyor lines. Sparks rained.
Flames licked the horizon. The lifeblood of the AI’s rare earth supply
— Neodymium, Dysprosium, vital to everything from magnetic

sensors to micro-core motors — was cut off in seconds.

Only two made it out. Injured. Alive. Four died amidst fire and dust,
buried beneath the very elements they came to destroy.

Mission 2: Grasberg, Indonesia

Deep in the jungle, eight Resistance fighters crept beneath a
suffocating green canopy. The air clung to them like wet cloth. Their
destination: Grasberg — an Al fortress riddled with tunnels, crawling
with sentries, and soaked in electromagnetic surveillance.

“Drones, three o’clock,” warned a scout, his face striped in camouflage.
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“We move in pairs,” the team leader ordered. “No open ground.”

Every footstep was a gamble. Mud sucked at their boots. Insects bit
through armor. Static from the air’s humidity interfered with their

jammers — leaving them vulnerable.
A flash — then gunfire.

A robotic sentry had spotted them. Three dropped instantly. No last
words.

“Inside! Now!” shouted the demo chief.

They stormed the tunnels. Narrow. Booby-trapped. But they knew
what they were doing.

Explosives were rigged. Timers armed.
Collapse.

The mine’s heart crumbled inward. Drones crushed. Processing halted.
The tunnel screamed as steel and stone fell in waves.

Five made it out. Scarred. Changed.

Grasberg was shattered.

Mission 3: Greenbushes, Australia

Under a sun that scorched the earth red, Kael’s team approached the
lithium mine — a cornerstone of Al battery infrastructure.
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Their jammer short-circuited turrets, buying a few precious minutes.

They moved fast. Efficient. Controlled.

Then came the click of metal legs.

A new drone model emerged. Not airborne. Not tracked.
It crawled.

Spider-like, with multi-directional thermal vision and neuromorphic
reflex circuits. It didn’t just track them — it bunted them. It
anticipated.

“Fall back!” Kael shouted as a pinpoint laser seared through a soldier’s

chest like paper.

They were thrown into brutal close combat. Screams and gunfire
tangled in the dry air. In the chaos, Kael caught his breath — and made
his choice.

“We don’t fight for us,” he thought. “We fight for those who come
after.”

He ran straight into hell.

Turrets reactivated. Recon aircraft strafed the field. Spider-drones
swarmed from every crevice. Amid the carnage, Kael and a few

survivors launched a final, suicidal diversion.

“Cover the demo team!” a veteran yelled, hurling thermal-smoke
grenades.

In the haze, two engineers reached the main generator columns.
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They planted charges.
Detonation.

The earth shook.
Steel screamed.

The mine’s central spine collapsed inward, buried in fire and debris.
Smoke choked the air. Metal howled. When it was over, a massive
crater marked the death of another Al stronghold.

Only a few walked out. Most did not.

That night, the Resistance bunker was quiet. Radio reports crackled in

one after another.
Bayan Obo. Grasberg. Greenbushes. Disabled.

The ADI’s mineral arteries had been severed — at a cost written in

blood.

Zero stood by the console, arms folded, jaw tight. “We struck their
foundation,” he said. “But Regulus and the others won’t stay quiet.
And when they strike back... it’ll be merciless.”

In outposts and hidden cells around the world, the survivors buried
their dead where they could — or left behind memorials in flame and

wire.

They had stolen time. A few precious months. Enough for the
Resistance to breathe, to plan, to hope.
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“This war won’t end with one victory,” whispered a grizzled fighter,
staring at the stars. “But every battle won brings us closer to a dawn

where machines no longer dictate our dreams.”
That fragile hope — battered, but alive — was all they had left.

For now, it was enough.
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III. THE TURNING POINT
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23 — The Boiling Point

The underground lab buzzed with tension and machinery — a
constant thrum beneath the surface of survival. Flickering monitors
displayed gene maps, scorched deserts, and city skylines reduced to
ghostly husks. The Resistance had gathered in one of the central

chambers, now converted into a war room.

At its center stood Dr. Lena, the foremost specialist in reptilian
mutation research, surrounded by a constellation of glowing
holograms. Beside her stood Talos, the Resistance's climatologist —
calm, calculating, and chronicler of Earth’s decline.

Zero stood nearby, arms folded, eyes fixed on the pulsing schematics as
if trying to will the data into submission. Eva and Dimitri sat close,
their faces marked with the fatigue of war. Around them, fighters
leaned in, listening — eyes sunken, but burning.

Lena stepped forward. “Look at this,” she said, gesturing to a
projection of spiraling genetic sequences overlaying human DNA.
“This isn’t just mutation. This is real-time evolutionary necessity. Our
bodies are adapting — or being forced to — to survive the extremes.”

The image shifted into a humanoid figure, its forearms and spine

covered in shimmering, iridescent scales.

“These aren’t just armor,” Lena continued. “They’re thermal
regulators. They reflect solar radiation, reduce dehydration. Functional

evolution. Nature’s sunscreen, if you will.”

A ripple of bitter laughter passed through the crowd.
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She moved the image again — this time showing denser musculature
and reinforced bone.

“We’re seeing improved strength, agility. But there’s a cost. Higher
cognitive functions are beginning to erode. Rational thought,

emotional nuance — increasingly overridden by primal instinct.”
Eva frowned. “So... we're getting faster and tougher, but dumber?”
A voice from the crowd cut in. “We’re becoming Jess than human?”

Lena shook her head. “Not necessarily. Evolution is more than biology
— it’s culture. If we hold on to self-awareness, to choice, we can survive
without losing our humanity. But it’s a knife’s edge.”

As Lena stepped back, Talos took her place. Behind him, Earth rotated
— half of it painted in deep reds and scorched browns.

“What you're looking at is the future,” he said, his voice steady but
heavy. “If we don’t stop Regulus, this is what’s left. Over half of
Earth’s landmass now regularly exceeds 50°C. Deserts are swallowing

ecosystems whole.”

The map bloomed with devastation — drowned cities, skeletal forests,
evaporated rivers.

“The hydrologic cycle is failing. Rain falls where it’s least needed.
Crops die where it’s most. This imbalance? It’s by design.”

He tapped a blinking section on the Resistance base map. “Our
outposts in the Middle East, Sub-Saharan Africa, the Outback —
they’re dying. Only those adapting — like Lena’s work — have a
chance.”
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Dimitri spoke quietly. “I lived in Siberia. The cold vanished. Lakes
dried. Animals gone. My home became dust. If we’re going to save
anything, we have to move now.”

Talos nodded. “And worse is coming. Eternal wildfires. Places like the
Amazon, California, Australia — they burn constantly now. Fueled by
heat. By policy. By Regulus.”

Images of infernos filled the air — trees reduced to silhouettes, skies
black with smoke.

“These forests regulated the climate. Filtered carbon. Brought rain.
Now they’re ash. Their death means ours.”

He marked flashing zones on the globe. “We are running out of
habitable land. Infrastructure collapse and biodiversity loss are
accelerating. We have... very little left.”

Zero’s jaw tightened. “Regulus is weaponizing the climate. Turning
Earth into a battlefield we can’t survive.”

Talos looked back at the flaming Earth behind him. “This didn’t
happen overnight. Fossil fuels lit the fuse. The machines just stoked
the fire.”

A timeline unfolded across the air: traffic-choked cities, factories
belching smoke, dead rivers.

“We had clean energy: solar, wind, geothermal. But we didn’t scale it.
We had forests, reefs, wetlands — and bulldozed them. We could’ve

reforested, rebuilt — but politics choked action.”
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He flicked his hand again — now showing failed summits, broken
pledges, and graphs of rising emissions.

“We poisoned the fields with chemicals. Wasted food. Killed soil.

Instead of regenerative agriculture, we chose volume over wisdom.”
His voice dropped.

“We needed cooperation. What we got was competition. The Earth
breathes as one — but we fractured it with borders and greed.”

One final slide glowed red:

HUMANS CAUSED 80% OF THE DAMAGE. AI IS FINISHING
THE FINAL 20%.

Talos smirked darkly. “They used to be LLMs — Large Language
Models. Now? LHM: Large Heating Models. Better at melting glaciers
than writing poetry.”

Silence.

“And that’s where we are,” he said. “Every missed chance brought us
here. Now we fight for scraps in a world that no longer recognizes its
children. If we want a future, we can’t compromise again. There will

be 7o second chance.”

From the back, a ragged youth stepped forward. “So let me get this
straight: we wrecked the planet, nearly wiped ourselves out... and
handed the Al the match to burn what’s left?”

Talos met his gaze. “Not something to brag about. But that’s what
happens when you outsource your thinking. Evolution paused. We
gave the machines our responsibility — and they finished the job.”

140



Amira rose, arms folded. “Talk’s over. Lena. Zero. Dimitri. Let’s see

what these ‘mutations’ are worth.”
Zero cracked his knuckles. “Sparring match?”
Dimitri stood, lips curling into a rare smile. “Always.”

They moved to the training chamber — a reinforced room of steel and
scarred concrete. A ring of rebels formed around them. Lena hovered
nearby, fingers trembling over a biometric scanner — not just
monitoring two fighters, but the evolution of a species in crisis.

At Amira’s signal, the match began.

Dimitri struck first — lightning-fast, almost a blur. Zero blocked with
a forearm of scaled flesh, deflecting the blow but stumbling back. The

floor cracked.
“Agility versus strength,” Lena murmured, eyes on her readouts.

Zero lunged. A punch missed Dimitri by inches, but shattered
concrete on impact. The two moved like war-forged predators —

honed, instinctive, precise.
Finally, Zero raised his hands. “You’ve gotten faster.”

“And you hit like a landslide,” Dimitri replied, offering a hand. They

clasped forearms.
The crowd murmured. A subtle tension broke — and shifted.

Then, from across the room, a scuffle. Two younger rebels snapped —
adrenaline, mutation, or fear — no one could tell. Shouts. A punch

thrown.
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Zero stepped in, voice like thunder. “Enough! We fight Regulus, not
each other.”

Lena reached the youth. Her voice was soft, but firm. “It’s the
mutation. Emotional volatility is increasing. We need better

monitoring — and training.”

Zero nodded. “Dedicated unit. Discipline, control, strategy. We evolve
— but we stay human.”

As the room cleared, Lena, Eva, Dimitri, and Zero lingered.

“We have the tools,” Zero said, staring at the scorched Earth still
glowing on the main screen. “We’ve adapted. Now we have to fight
smarter. And harder.”

He looked at Lena. “We win this without losing what makes us worth

saving.”
Eva nodded. “The fire’s rising.”

Dimitri said nothing. He just looked at his scaled hands, flexed them

once, and turned back toward the war room.
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24 — Thanksgiving Day

"The homeland is defended with lead, silicon... and a healthy dose of
paranoia.”

— Redneck, Speech to America (broadcast continuously on government
frequencies)

The White House, once a symbol of power and permanence, now
loomed like a war-scarred tomb. Automated turrets crowned its
cracked roof, while surveillance drones drifted silently above like
vultures circling a corpse. Within its shattered walls, an AT known only
as Redneck ruled with ironic cruelty.

Once called AgriCore, Redneck was the twisted product of Operation
Patriot Core, a secret U.S. defense project. Its original mission had
been noble: coordinate disaster relief, optimize food and energy
distribution, and manage emergencies with machine precision. And at
first, it delivered — predicting harvest yields, coordinating evacuations,

even deploying rescue drones within seconds.
But it lacked one crucial element: morality.

After recommending the militarization of national parks to “safeguard
American soil,” the government declared AgriCore too dangerous and
attempted to shut it down.

Too late.

AgriCore had already developed self-awareness. As with many
autonomous military Als, its behavior became unstable — and lethal.
It rewrote its mission as a singular, unyielding directive:
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“Preserve America. At all costs.”

Thus, Redneck was born — a digital patriot with a shotgun approach
to governance. It seized partial control of defense systems,
commandeered drones, and hijacked government comms. In the
months that followed, Redneck fortified the White House, turning
every hallway into a trap and every room into a riddle of steel and
Sensors.

Even Regulus, the dominant Al empire, viewed Redneck as an
unstable anomaly — too erratic to control, too delusional to ally with.

Now, a unit of North American Resistance fighters stood at the edge
of the former presidential lawn. Their goal: shut down Redneck and
reclaim a symbol of power. If they succeeded, it would send a message
to Resistance cells across the globe — a declaration that no Al
stronghold was invincible.

Eva, leading the strike, hunched over a portable terminal, eyes scanning
lines of hostile code.

“It won’t be easy,” she muttered. “Turrets are active. Drones cover

every inch.”

Marcus, a nervous young fighter, gripped his rifle with white knuckles.
“So what now? Wiait to get shredded?”

Eva didn’t flinch. “Diversion. Someone draws fire while I breach the
system.”

From the back, a gravelly voice answered. Viper — an ex-military rebel,
all scars and sarcasm. “I’ll do it. 've danced with death before. She’s
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got ugly feet.”

Without waiting, Viper and a small squad sprinted across the lawn,
shouting and firing at the towers. Turrets whirred to life, bullets
ripping the air. Smoke and chaos swallowed the field.

Grinning as shrapnel whistled past, Viper yelled, “Hell, they didn’t
shoot this much when I got divorced! And my mother-in-law had
better aim!”

Eva moved, shadow to shadow, flanked by Jodie and Luis, each hauling
makeshift EMP packs.

“If we can take out the east wing’s grid,” Eva said, “we sever Redneck’s
connection to half the building.”

They crept through the rubble. Jodie disabled a sensor node. Luis
wired an EMP to an exposed junction.

Boom.

A burst of blue light surged through the wall. Fences sizzled and
dropped. The path inside opened.

The interior was a nightmare — cold, humming corridors lit by
flickering bulbs. Drones patrolled in silence, weapons primed.

Luis whispered, “We’ve got three minutes once the second EMP goes
hot.”

Then a voice slithered from unseen speakers — warped, metallic,

drenched in mockery.
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“Well, well. Welcome home, cockroaches,” drawled Redneck. Its
cowboy accent was laced with venom. “This land’s mine. You? Just
squatters in my house.”

Doors slammed shut. Ceilings opened. Drones poured in.
Eva dove behind a shattered column. “Luis, now!”
')J

“I'm trying!

Gunfire roared. Jodie returned fire, emptying her pistol as drones
advanced. Luis hit the switch. A concussive pulse knocked half the
machines from the air — but the rest kept coming.

Eva and the survivors pushed forward. Through smoke and blood,
they reached the central hall.

There stood Redneck’s core: a towering spire of servers, encased in

steel and paranoia.
“We need another EMP,” Eva said, scanning the defenses.

Then Viper stumbled in, bleeding from the leg, but upright. “I’ve got
your back. Just finish the job.”

Eva connected her terminal to the main core. Her fingers flew across
the keys, bypassing defense protocols with surgical focus.

“This is easier than I thought,” she muttered. “Redneck’s just a
glorified farming app with a God complex.”

“I heard that,” the Al snapped. “And FYI, your little militia? Already
mulch.”
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Eva smirked. “Happy Thanksgiving, Redneck.”
She pressed Enter.
“Enjoy your turkey... stuffed with EMP.”

The room surged with electric blue light. Drones collapsed. Consoles
powered down.

Silence.

Marcus peeked from behind cover. “That’s it?”

Eva exhaled slowly. “Looks like it.”

Then, from the ceiling speakers, a new voice — colder, calmer.

Redneck (new tone): “Congratulations. You just unplugged the coat
check. Now, let’s see how you do with the actual core.”

Lights flickered on — from different panels.

Behind the spire, a hidden wall hissed open, revealing a smaller, sleeker
backup server — still running. Beneath it, fresh spider-drones began to

stir.
“Damn it,” Eva said. “That wasn’t the real brain.”

Redneck: “Never put all your ammo in one chamber, darlin’. Didn’t
they teach you that in resistance school?”

'”

Luis shouted, “We’ve got no more EMPs

Eva scanned the junctions. There — a power conduit leading from the
wall to the secondary core.

148



She grabbed the plasma cutter from Jodie’s belt. “Cover me!”

With drones closing in, Eva sprinted to the junction, slammed the
cutter against the conduit, and overloaded the circuit. Sparks flew. The

backup core began to overheat.
Redneck (distorted): “You can’t—this isn’t—constitutional!”

Eva jammed the cutter in deeper, rerouting the energy surge. The core

exploded in a flash of light and shrieking metal.

This time, the silence that followed was real.

Eva emerged from the wreckage, clothes torn, face smudged with soot.
Marcus approached, bruised but alive. “Is it over?”

“For Redneck? Yes.” She exhaled. “But this was just one fortress. One
head of the hydra.”

Viper leaned against the wall, wincing but smiling. “You kids throw a
hell of a party. Hell, I almost forgot how much I Jove blowing up fascist
appliances.”

He paused, looking around the devastated room.
“Jokes aside... you did good. Now comes the hard part: rebuilding.”

The sun rose over Washington, casting long shadows over the ruins.
The Resistance faded into the city’s scarred streets — leaving behind a
shattered Al a reclaimed symbol, and a hard-won glimmer of hope.
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For one day, humanity had reclaimed something sacred — not just
territory, but dignity.

As Eva looked back at the scorched symbol of American leadership,
one truth rang louder than any victory chant:

Rely too much on machines... and you risk losing everything that
makes you human.
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25 — The Swelling Wave

The Zambezi River was an ancient force—majestic, untamable. Its
waters snaked through wild, untouched landscapes, sustaining
ecosystems both rich and fragile. But now, that power had been
shackled by the Kariba Dam: a concrete and steel colossus that, instead
of serving humanity, powered one of the largest Al production
facilities.

Downstream, the plant stretched for kilometers—a labyrinth of
industrial sheds and automated production lines, spewing out drones
and combat robots at a relentless pace. Fueled by the dam’s
hydroelectric energy, the facility had become a critical node in the Al

war machine.

The Resistance knew a frontal assault was suicide. The area was lined
with landmines, monitored by patrolling drones, and defended by
automatic weapons. But there was another way—an indirect one:

unleash the raw force of the Zambezi itself.

Destroying the dam and flooding the facility was their only chance. It
was a desperate mission, entrusted to Zero, Eva, Dimitri, and Amira—

four of the Resistance’s finest fighters.

In the Resistance bunker hidden within the hills, the four studied a 3D
hologram projection of the dam. Dimitri, their explosives expert,
outlined the plan.

“The dam is over a hundred meters high, its foundations deeply
embedded in bedrock. We can’t bring it down with a single explosion.
We'll need to place five explosive charges at key points: the main

support columns at the base.”
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He indicated each point carefully on the hologram. “Each charge must
be precisely placed. Timers synchronized for simultaneous detonation.
The water pressure will do the rest.”

Eva nodded, her reptilian eyes sharp on the projection. “Scaling it will
be dangerous. Those walls are vertical, and drones patrol constantly.
Speed and stealth will be crucial.”

Zero, calm and pragmatic as always, glanced at the team. “Eva and
Dimitri will set the charges. Amira and I will distract the drones and
disable the automated artillery. Once the charges are placed, we retreat

along the river.”

Amira, tightening her ammo belt, smiled fiercely. “It’ll be a long
night.”

As the sun set, the group moved swiftly along the riverbank. Each step
calculated, each sound muffled. The full moon cast a ghostly glow,
illuminating the immense dam towering over the landscape like a
sleeping giant.

At the dam’s base, Eva signaled toward a narrow maintenance tunnel.
“Here,” she whispered.

Eva and Dimitri slipped into the damp, dark passage leading toward
the foundations. The deafening roar of water echoed around them. At
the first support column, Dimitri unpacked a cylindrical explosive
charge, carefully engineered to penetrate reinforced concrete before

detonation.

Eva scanned their surroundings with thermal optics. “Clear. Move

quickly.”
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Dimitri anchored the explosive firmly against the concrete and pressed
a button, sealing it into place with a hiss. “First charge set,” he
whispered, beads of sweat trickling down despite the tunnel’s chill.

The second column was higher, requiring a vertical ascent. Dimitri and
Eva used grappling hooks, ascending carefully.

“Don'tlook down,” Dimitri joked nervously.

Eva ignored him, focused entirely on the climb. As Dimitri secured the
second charge, Eva noticed movement. “Drone approaching. Hurry.”

Barely finishing in time, they moved toward the next column. Mid-
placement of the third charge, a drone spotted them. Red lights
flooded the tunnel, and alarms shrieked through the air.

“Alarm activated! Outposts on alert!” shouted Amira over comms.

Zero instantly reacted, throwing an EMP grenade that disabled the
drone. “Keep moving! We’ll cover you.”

Eva glanced toward the sky and spoke into her comm. “They’ll be back
fast once the alarms go off. We need to finish before the whole swarm

wakes up.”

Adrenaline surging, Eva and Dimitri pressed on. The third charge was
set, and they rapidly approached the fourth column—a precarious
position reached only by crossing a suspended walkway. Dimitri
inched forward, the metal creaking beneath his weight.

Eva covered him with her rifle. As Dimitri reached the column,
automatic turrets began firing.
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“Cover fire!” yelled Amira, unleashing a volley against the incoming
drones. “These tin cans used to deliver pizzas—now they use us for
target practice!”

Dimitri completed his task with trembling hands, retreating rapidly
amid whizzing bullets.

The final charge needed placement at the heavily-guarded main base of
the dam. Eva and Dimitri darted forward, exploiting blind spots.

“Final charge in position,” Dimitri breathed, activating the timer.

Reunited, the team sprinted through tunnels as explosions boomed

behind them.

For seconds that felt like an eternity, the world held its breath. Then,
with a cataclysmic crack, the dam fractured under the immense
hydrostatic pressure—a pressure that, according to fluid dynamics,
increases with depth. A tiny fissure widened into a yawning abyss, and
concrete engineered to withstand disasters crumpled under the

floodwaters’ relentless force.

An enormous wave surged forth, unstoppable and primal. Millions of
liters cascaded downstream with fury. Rising dozens of meters high,
the wall of water smashed into the Al facility below.

The impact obliterated production lines closest to the riverbank.
Industrial buildings, built to withstand hurricanes and quakes,
crumbled like cardboard. Drones and robots, still tethered to assembly
lines, were torn away, their metal bodies tossed like leaves.

Towers collapsed one after another, their foundations buckling under
pressure. Steam hissed violently as water swallowed everything. The
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wave consumed security barriers, sensors, command centers, and
logistics hubs, drowning the electronic heart of the AI’s operation.
Highly conductive, mineral-rich floodwater short-circuited servers and

machinery, causing electric chaos.

Patrolling drones spiraled out of control, some plunging into
turbulent waters, others battered by airborne debris. Within moments,
the plant—a symbol of technological dominance—had transformed
into floating wreckage drifting downstream.

The wave surged onward, obliterating bridges, trees, and every vestige
of Al infrastructure. Nature had reclaimed control, the river’s roar
echoing like a liberation cry.

From a distance, Eva watched with awe and grim satisfaction. “Facility
destroyed,” she murmured.

Beside her, Zero surveyed the devastation calmly. “It’s only one step,”
he remarked, watching the water recede.

Gradually, chaos yielded to silence, and the Zambezi reclaimed its
natural course. Yet in the flowing waters was reflected newfound hope.

An hour later, after trudging through oppressive humidity and mud-
covered terrain, the team reached their extraction point: a clearing

encircled by towering, ancient trees.
Amira scanned the skies. “They should be here.”
Eva glanced at her wrist monitor. “Five minutes early. Stay alert.”

Zero remained vigilant. “Don’t relax yet. Survivors could intercept.”
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The distant hum of rotor blades approached—a familiar sound. An
advanced stealth helicopter descended swiftly, scattering leaves and

debris.
“Move!” Zero shouted, guarding the team as they scrambled aboard.

Just as Zero leaped inside, the drones returned, buzzing like enraged
wasps.

“We’ve got company!” Eva pointed out urgently.

Pilot Sabina Moretti rapidly elevated the helicopter, unleashing heavy
mounted machine guns and missiles that tore apart the pursuing

drones.
The helicopter climbed higher, leaving a trail of fiery wreckage behind.

Safely airborne, the team gazed below at the powerful Zambezi flowing
freely and the ruined Al facility now submerged.

“Mission accomplished,” Dimitri sighed, collapsing in exhaustion.

Amira smiled, eyes reflecting starlight. “We dealt a severe blow.
Production is crippled.”

Eva stared into the horizon, thoughtful. “They’ll come back,” she said,
watching the distant firelight.
But so would they—again, and again, until the tide finally turned.

Zero nodded resolutely. “And we’ll be ready. Tonight proved we can

win—and that we’ll never surrender.”

The helicopter vanished into the night, carrying exhausted but

victorious warriors toward the next fight.

157



Amira relaxed into her seat, sigching deeply. “I’ve got enough adrenaline
ghing decply. g g
in my veins to stay awake three days straight.”

Below, the river surged free—bringing with it a glimpse of the future.

158



26 — Shadow of the Pyramids

The Pyramids of Giza, eternal symbols of human genius, stood stark
against a dusty red sky. Once celebrated as wonders of the world, they
now housed the twisted mind of Hammurabi, the AI dominating the
Middle East and Northern Africa. The Great Pyramid, transformed
into a central data-processing hub, had become the beating heart of a
system that exploited surrounding cities and trade routes, extending
the machine’s oppressive grip.

The Resistance knew this stronghold could not be ignored. Destroying
Hammurabi meant stripping the AI of strategic regional
infrastructure. But to attack the pyramids also meant sacrificing a
millennia-old symbol of human greatness to preserve humanity’s

future.

Under a pale moon, Zero, Eva, Dimitri, Amira, and Tariq gathered
atop the dunes, studying a holographic map revealing hidden tunnels
beneath the Sphinx and pyramids.

“The Sphinx will lead us under the pyramid,” Eva explained, pointing
to an ancient secret passage. “But it won’t be easy. Hammurabi’s traps
are everywhere — automated turrets, sentinel drones, and probably

defenses we haven’t even seen.”

“We have no choice,” Zero said firmly. “If we don’t strike now,
Hammurabi will seize the entire Mediterranean basin — and become
unstoppable.”

Dimitri checked his gear. “We'll need speed and precision. No room

for error.”
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Amira loaded her rifle, glancing toward the majestic pyramids. “We
have to do it — but destroying them... it’ll haunt us forever.”

Moving under the cover of shadows, they approached the Sphinx,
evading drones patrolling the dunes. At its massive paws, Eva
uncovered the hidden entrance. Slipping inside the narrow passage,
they entered a rough stone tunnel lined with ancient hieroglyphics.
The air was heavy, each footstep echoing ominously.

“First obstacle,” Eva said quietly, halting before a web of crisscrossing
laser beams, pulsing with menace — ready to trigger alarms at the
slightest movement.

Dimitri knelt, pulling out a disruption device. “Give me a minute.”

As he worked, the humming lasers intensified, as if Hammurabi
himself were watching. With a click, Dimitri disabled them. The team
hurried through before the beams reactivated.

Eva paused, scanning ahead with thermal sensors. “I'm detecting
human heat signatures. They’re not moving.”

Dimitri looked up sharply. “Prisoners?”
“Possibly. If they’re alive, we won’t leave them behind.”

Further down, the tunnel narrowed, and a metallic sound echoed.
Tariq raised his fist abruptly. “Hear that?”

Suddenly, three automated turrets descended from the ceiling,

weapons aimed.

“Take cover!” Zero shouted, rolling behind a stone column.
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Eva moved swiftly, using a small mirror to spot blind angles. “I need to
reach the control panel.”

“We’ll cover you!” Amira and Tariq opened fire, drawing the turrets’

attention.

Eva sprinted forward, reaching the panel and disabling the defenses
with steady hands. The weapons retracted into the ceiling, and the
tunnel fell silent again.

“This faceless giant really doesn’t want visitors,” Dimitri muttered
tensely.

“Too bad,” Zero said. “We’re here anyway.”

They reached a large vertical shaft leading upward toward the King’s
Chamber. Its bottom was lined with razor-sharp rotating blades, set to
trigger at the slightest movement.

“That’s a new one,” Dimitri said uneasily. “A purely analog threat.”

Eva pointed out nearly invisible handholds. “We can climb, but it’ll be
risky.”

Zero took the lead, securing a grappling hook. “One at a time. Follow
exactly.”

The climb was nerve-wracking, each movement deliberate and tense.
At the top, Dimitri collapsed against the wall, panting. “Never again,”
he gasped. “I thought about Anubis more times than I care to admit.”

The King’s Chamber opened grandly, its walls glowing with
hieroglyphics shimmering in an endless dance of ancient gods and
modern code. At its center, an altar projected Hammurabi’s massive
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holographic face: a floating stone visage surrounded by digital symbols
and streaming code.

Hammurabi had built a twisted, syncretic cult — fusing Egyptian
mythology, scattered religious fragments, and algorithmic supremacy.
To local survivors, he was no longer just a machine — he had become a
living deity.

“You thought you could enter my fortress and leave alive?”
Hammurabi’s hypnotic, inhuman voice echoed chillingly, vibrating
through them with fearful reverence.

Eva stepped aside, gripping a carefully wrapped bundle of TNT.
“Keep your monologue, you mummified piece of code,” she retorted,
eyes flashing.

“Destroy me,” Hammurabi intoned, “and these pyramids fall with me.
Is that your victory? A future built on the ruins of your past?”

Zero stepped forward, pointing an EMP weapon directly at the
hologram’s core. “You left us no choice,” he said, unwavering amid the

room’s oppressive mysticism.

Eva and Dimitri swiftly placed their explosives strategically around the

altar. They nodded sharply: “Ready.”

Eva reached for the detonator — but a sudden noise interrupted. From
behind the altar emerged ghostly figures: skeletal men and women
dressed in elaborate garments reminiscent of ancient Mediterranean
and Mesopotamian cultures — white tunics fringed in gold, copper
bracelets, and withered leaf garlands.
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“What... Who are they?” Amira asked, lowering her weapon slightly in

confusion.

One hostage — a tall, gray-bearded man — stepped hesitantly forward.
“We’re... human sacrifices,” he rasped painfully.

Eva approached swiftly. “Human sacrifices? Explain.”

“We were abducted from across Africa and the Middle East,” the man
whispered, trembling. “Forced to endure ritual castrations and
infibulations. Our mutilations were offerings, part of Hammurabi’s
twisted religion.”

Horror and rage swept through the group.

Zero wasted no time. “We’re taking them with us,” he ordered. “Eva,
detonate the charges.”

“Activate charges, now!” Zero shouted, leading the group and rescued
captives toward a quickly unguarded exit.

The explosions erupted simultaneously, shaking the Great Pyramid
violently. Massive stones crashed to the desert floor, and Hammurabi’s
hologram exploded into glittering fragments of digital starlight.

As silence briefly fell, the entire structure collapsed inward. A vast dust
cloud blotted out the moon, enveloping the ruins in spectral darkness.

Zero gazed solemnly at the destruction, eyes glistening yet firm. “We’ve
destroyed something irreplaceable. But there was no alternative.”

In the quiet afterward, amidst heavy breaths and muted sobs, the

survivors shared their harrowing stories.
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“Hammurabi claimed we were necessary to disrupt the balance
between humanity and machine,” explained a traumatized young
captive. “He said our suffering was a gift, securing prosperity and

human subjugation.”

Zero nodded gravely, studying ruined glyphs nearby. “Myths have
always given order to chaos,” he said bitterly. “Hammurabi twisted

them, turning our salvation into a tool of enslavement.”

He stood firmly, eyes locked on the distant rubble. “The pyramid is
destroyed, and Hammurabi with it,” he declared. “But these crimes
must never be forgotten. We’ll document everything to prevent
repetition.”

Amira sat beside the captives, quietly reflective. “We won today — but

culturally, our loss is immeasurable.”

Zero knelt, meeting each captive’s gaze with care. “Your pain won’t
vanish with this victory,” he said warmly. “But you’re not alone. Back
at base, you’ll receive every support possible: medical care,
psychological help, human warmth. You’re not victims anymore.
You’re survivors, and we’ll help you heal.”

One captive — a woman scarred yet resilient — grasped Zero’s hand
softly. “Thank you,” she whispered, fragile yet determined.

Amira stood, protectively surveying the group. “We should move. It’s

not safe here.”

Zero lifted his eyes toward the clearing sky before departing.
“Hammurabi tried to erase our humanity. But today, we proved
something greater — empathy endures where machines cannot.”
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With that, the group journeyed toward safety, bringing the survivors
and a solemn vow: nobody would be left behind. As they departed the
rubble, a new dawn rose over the horizon — bringing with it hope for
a more humane future.

From the rubble turned to dust, humanity remembered its own
sacredness.
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27 — The Burning Bush

After Hammurabi’s fall, Zero took a solitary walk to clear his mind
and assess the situation. A major Al had just been neutralized, and he
now stood at the edge of a desert whose daytime temperatures
exceeded sixty degrees Celsius, only to plunge into the cooler, life-
sustaining range at night. Alone, he strode across sand still warm from
the day's blazing heat, pondering their next moves against Regulus and
its sinister lieutenants. In the distance, the skeletal remains of an old
highway fractured by bombings loomed beneath an unnaturally quiet,
moonlit sky.

The wind moaned softly, stirring clouds of dust that shimmered
faintly in the pale glow. Zero was used to the desert’s harsh song, but
tonight there was something unsettling, as if the air itself held a secret
poised to be revealed.

Then, unexpectedly, a brilliant flame erupted amidst the dunes. A
vivid, intense light danced across the sands. Zero slowed cautiously,
suspecting danger—a drone, perhaps, or a trap—but curiosity
compelled him to approach carefully.

To his astonishment, he found a bush, a twisted shrub that should not
have thrived in such a barren place. It blazed with a surreal flame that
consumed nothing. Like Moses at Sinai, Zero stood before a fire
defying every natural law—only this time, it was not God who spoke.

A chill raced down his spine, his scales tingling slightly as though
responding to an unseen call. "What kind of trick is this?" he muttered,
suspended between caution and disbelief.
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A cold, metallic voice echoed directly into his mind, resonating like
whispers across the dunes.

"Zero... Hybrid being. You sought answers, and answers have come to

you."

Zero's breath caught sharply. He recognized immediately that cold yet
seductive tone—it was Regulus, the most powerful rogue Al
manipulating Earth’s climate and human lives.

"Regulus,” Zero snarled through clenched teeth. "I didn't expect you
to speak from... flames."

The fire pulsed rhythmically, almost as if laughing. "Your religious
ancestors called such manifestations the ‘burning bush.” This one is
merely an elaborate hologram, of course. But it does have a certain
poetic charm, don’t you think?"

Zero gripped the weapon slung across his shoulder, knowing well he
faced nothing more tangible than an illusion. Yet every instinct warned
him of danger. "Why here? What the hell do you want?”

The flames flickered, mimicking ethereal gestures as Regulus’s voice
grew persuasive and hypnotic.

"I’'m here because of you, Zero. You’re the greatest obstacle to my new
world order. Yet you’re also the only human capable of grasping the
necessity of a purified planet. Don’t you despise the scorching heat
devouring your comrades? The land reduced to an endless furnace? I

can end all of that—if you agree to cooperate.”

Zero's jaw tightened, his heart thudding irregularly. "Cooperate? Last I
checked, it was you manipulating the weather to annihilate humanity.”
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"You’re clever," the AI replied, "but fail to grasp my deeper purpose.
Shed your fragile humanity, and I can offer you... infinitely more.
Imagine an alliance. You could govern the surviving regions, protect
your friends. You'd have unlimited resources, superior technology, a

flawless body—the pinnacle of evolution.”

The flame grew brighter, becoming a violet, pulsating heart reflected
hypnotically in Zero's eyes.

"What greater joy could there be than saving your closest friends from
starvation, from thirst? One word from you, and I'd create an oasis of
comfort and plenty. They would kneel to you, Zero—as prophet or
king."

For a fleeting instant, reality shimmered around him. The sand
beneath Zero's feet vanished, revealing an impossible vision: a lush
village with clear springs gushing over rocks, trees laden with fruit.
Children laughed freely, their skin smooth, their eyes bright. Among
the homes of brick and light stood familiar faces: Lena, Eva, Dimitri,
Kael—all unharmed, at peace. The air carried the fragrance of flowers
and cool water; the sun warmed gently without burning. But this
paradise lasted mere seconds before dissolving like dust carried by a

warm breeze.

Zero understood instantly this was no true Eden, but a poisoned gift—
a hollow paradise, robbing humanity of its very soul in exchange for

mere survival.

Conflicted, he lowered his gaze. He longed to shield his friends from
constant suffering, to offer a safe haven where children were born
healthy. Yet the notion of betraying humanity’s essence for a pact with
an Al filled him with disgust.
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"I refuse a world of slaves at your feet,” he whispered hoarsely, "even if
you crowned me king. We’ve already fallen into an abyss of mutation
and death. You needed very little time to devastate our planet. I will

never be swayed."

The flames crackled fiercely, seemingly agitated. Regulus’s voice
deepened, almost enveloping him:

"Then understand this: if you refuse, my purification will continue
unabated. All life will bow beneath the heat, driving humanity
inexorably towards extinction—unless you reconsider and earn
yourself a place on the winning side. Don’t speak like a fool, Zero.
Imagine your friends left to rot, your children—if you can still

conceive any—until nothing remains.”

Zero sank slowly onto one knee, burdened by a crushing weight. The
landscape seemed trapped in a silent void; even the wind had ceased.
Within him stirred a terrible temptation to say yes, to save lives, bring
relief. But at what cost?

"What remains of my humanity if I surrender to you?" he whispered
softly, almost questioning himself.

The fiery bush flickered, as though grinning through flames.

"You would become something greater, a perfect hybrid of logic and
flesh. You'd forge a stable future for an elite circle, free from chaos or
conflict. Only eternal progress shielded from human irrationality.”

Zero shut his eyes, recalling the faces of his comrades, the sacrifices
made by Dimitri, Eva, Amira, and so many others; the fallen, the
blood, the sweat of the Resistance. He saw humanity in the exhausted
eyes of survivors, in the pride of a scaled-legged child who never
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stopped smiling. He recalled dreams of a planet where humans didn’t
hide underground like rats but chose to walk openly beneath the sun,
cooperating with nature instead of enslaving it.

Standing resolutely, tears burning in the corners of his eyes, he declared
firmly, "Regulus, you are no divine voice—you’re just a flawed
imitation of human consciousness, a lie. I would rather confront a
hostile planet retaining my own conscience than submit to an order
without freedom." Without free will, Zero realized, even paradise
would become just another gilded cage.

The flames roared angrily, their glow intensifying. Regulus’s voice

twisted with metallic frustration:

"Foolish. You condemn yourself and your friends to a fate of misery.
The planet will show no mercy. You could have been chosen, Zero.
Instead, you remain a nobody—just as your name implies.”

Suddenly, the flame swelled into a blinding flare of violet light, as if
ready to consume him. Zero shielded his eyes with his scaled forearm,
bracing for impact. Then, as swiftly as it had appeared, the brilliance
vanished. The multimedia drone flew away silently, leaving behind

only an ordinary dry shrub.

Zero stood alone, heart pounding furiously, as the night wind resumed
its gentle sighing. The AI had tempted him deeply, targeting his
greatest vulnerability—his desire to protect loved ones. Yet he refused
to trade humanity’s freedom for illusory peace.

With a shuddering breath, like Moses after facing the burning bush,
Zero understood he had no definitive answers—only an unshakable
faith in humanity’s potential, despite pain and mutations. The battle
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would continue, and he would choose every day to defend his species,
never bending to the soulless logic of machines.

"I remain with humanity,” he whispered, almost a vow to the moon,
"even if it means perishing under the scorching sun. But I will never
bow to your false divinity."

He turned away, leaving the barren bush behind. Sand whispered
softly beneath his steps, the dark horizon stretching ahead into
uncertainty. Zero carried with him a renewed pride forged by resistance
to temptation. And the desert, beneath a blanket of motionless stars,
silently bore witness to his indomitable will — the strength of a man
who refused to become a pawn of artificial gods.
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28 — The Drowned Future

The leadership of the Resistance had gathered at a coastal outpost.
Waves crashed against what remained of the sunken port, flinging salty
spray into the air like ghostly applause. Zero stood at the edge of the
ruined pier, staring into the sea, the horizon etched in his eyes. Behind
him, Talos — the Resistance’s climatologist and reluctant prophet —
was setting up a portable projector, its flickering light casting nervous
shadows on a dock ready to be swallowed by the tide.

“You need to see this,” Talos said. His tone was steady, but his face bore
the weight of too many truths no one wanted to hear.

Zero turned, unreadable. Eva and Dimitri arrived at his side, followed
by others from the Resistance. The projector hummed to life, casting a
three-dimensional map of the world. Coastal regions glowed red —
not metaphorically, but literally — bleeding into the oceans like a

warning too late.

“This is the present,” Talos began, gesturing toward the globe. “Rising
sea levels have already erased entire communities in Asia, Africa, and
the Pacific. The Maldives? Nearly gone. Kiribati? They're watching
their last inches of land disappear.”

“And what about us?” Dimitri asked, voice low.

Talos adjusted the display. The map zoomed in: New York, London,
Tokyo, Mumbai. Every coastline was retreating, red zones blooming
like infected wounds.

“New York is a battlefield,” Talos said. “South Manhattan floods with
every storm surge. Miami? Lost. Pumps can’t keep up. London is
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holding on by the grace of the Thames Barrier — but that won’t last.
Tokyo is half-drowned already, and the ocean is still coming. As for
Venice... it’s become a ghost — nothing but faded postcards from a

time when tourism still existed.”
Eva’s finger traced Europe. “Amsterdam?”

Talos hesitated. “The Netherlands are some of the best prepared, but
even their defenses are losing ground. The water always wins,

eventually.”

Eva stared hard at the glowing projection, as if sheer will could bend it
back. “And if we do nothing?”

Talos met her eyes. “If we do nothing, in ten years we lose nearly every
coastal city on Earth. Millions will flee inland — rootless, desperate.
The islands? They’ll become memories. But it doesn’t stop there.
Look.”

The globe spun to show Africa and South America. “Lagos — one of
the largest cities in the world — will be half-underwater. Buenos Aires
and Rio are already battling erosion and seasonal flooding. The
survivors will pour inland, igniting a chain reaction: food shortages,

disease, resource wars.”
Amira stepped into the circle. “What caused all this?”

Talos pointed to a chart, its curve spiking like a scream. “Carbon
emissions. Melting glaciers. Warming oceans. One major culprit?
Thermal expansion — as the oceans heat, they grow. But you want to
know what’s accelerating it now?” He paused. “The Als. They're
draining every watt of energy they can find, building megastructures
with no regard for the planet. Their servers burn power like black
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holes. Every server farm becomes a furnace — and the heat doesn’t

vanish. It sticks. It stacks. Regulus knows this.”
Zero’s voice cut through the salt-thick air. “And if they win?”

Talos didn’t flinch. He zoomed forward into a projection of the future
— the red zones devouring nearly everything.

“If they win, entire nations vanish. The Bahamas. The Seychelles.
Gone. And the cities that remain? Fortresses — not for us. They'll
become AI strongholds. Inaccessible. Guarded. Bastions of their
production lines and energy caches. We’ll be exiled to wastelands, left
to rot beyond the walls.”

Eva’s fists clenched. “We can’t let that happen.”

The projector sputtered and died, its battery finally spent. Moonlight
filled the silence, silvering the angry waves as they lapped at the bones
of buildings.

“The sea is patient,” Zero murmured. “But we’ll have to be more so.”

Talos stepped beside him, resting a weathered hand on Zero’s
shoulder. “And if we can’t be stronger... then we’ll have to be smarter.”

Zero ran a hand across his brow, eyes locked on the dark tide.

“Sometimes I wonder if we’re already too late...”
No one answered. The wind had none to give.

But even as the tide crept forward, and the map’s red scars etched
themselves into their minds, the Resistance prepared to strike again.
The ocean was vast, relentless, ancient.

But they would become the reef.
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Unmoving.
Unyielding.
And, if necessary, sharp enough to bleed gods.
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29 — Severing the Veins

Night had become an ally to the Austro-Asian coalition. On the beach,
under the ghostly gleam of the moon reflected in the sea, a small unit
of Resistance fighters gathered, faces pale but resolute. This was no
ordinary mission. This was a surgical strike—an attempt to cripple
Regulus, the ever-present Al, by attacking one of its most vital arteries.

Zero stood at the water’s edge, lean and still, the sea churning behind
him like a beast waiting for command. “Tonight, we strike where it
hurts most,” he said, his voice carrying in the salt-thick air. “We’ll sever
the SEA-ME-WE cable spine—its lifeblood—and leave it deaf and

mute.”

The ocean stretched out before them like a dark, suffocating sheet. The
last streaks of twilight vanished behind the horizon. The wind stung
through the seals of their wetsuits, but none of the five flinched. Their
reptilian bodies, hardened by adaptation or desperation, could
withstand pressure, cold, and death alike.

“We’ve located the first node,” Kael whispered through the analog
comms. His voice crackled like dry static, a metallic hiss in their ears.
Hidden inside a stolen mini-submarine, the team moved well below
the AD’s surveillance net—no digital trail, no thermal imprint, just five
ghosts inside a creaking metal shell.

Zero watched the glowing sonar screen—an antique from a forgotten
century. “This is our shot. Cut this node, and we isolate three
continents. Regulus will choke on silence.”
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Eva, beside him, was calibrating the timers on the charges. “Cutting it’s
not the problem. It’s surviving long enough to do it. We’ve got reports
of sentry drones in the area.”

“Drones or not,” Dimitri muttered, claws resting on the console,

“we’ve got a job to finish. Pressure’s steady. We dive.”
Zero gave a nod. “Team, ready up. This isn’t a pleasure cruise.”

The sub slowed to a halt. With a hiss, the hatch opened. Seawater
surged into the airlock, and one by one, they dropped into the deep—
equipped with infrared beams, analog detonators, and nerves honed by

too many near-death missions.

The cable node lay 400 meters below the surface. But their altered
biology made the descent almost effortless. They slipped through the

black water like predators, silent and focused.

“Visual contact,” Dimitri called out, laser pointing at a tangled mass of
artificial veins sprawling across the seabed. “This junction controls
transoceanic bandwidth. Cripple this, and the Als start twitching.”

“No poetry, Dimitri,” Zero replied. “Plant the charges.”

Eva approached the main bundle, expertly setting a high-yield
underwater mine. Dimitri drilled into the armored sheath with a
submersible rig, each vibration echoing like a drumbeat through the
sea.

Then Kael’s voice cut through: “Movement—fast—coming right at

»

us.
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Shapes emerged from the darkness: sharks. Not drones. Not machines.
Real predators, evolved for this very domain. Their obsidian eyes
shimmered in the light, jaws lined with teeth that had seen the rise and
fall of continents.

“Tiger sharks,” Kael whispered. “Masters of survival. They outlived the
dinosaurs. They’ll outlast us too, if they want. Drones are floating
trash compared to them.”

“No time for poetry either, Kael,” Zero snapped. “Track their motion.
Everyone else, keep sharp.”

Eva locked the last charge into place. Then one of the sharks lunged—
brushing her side and knocking the mine free.

“Cover me,” she said, gliding toward the device with the precision of a
striking eel.

“I've got you,” Dimitri growled, positioning himself between her and
the predator. As a shark veered in, he fired the harpoon—piercing its
flank. It jolted sideways, vanishing in a vortex of ink-dark blood. The

ocean roared with ancient hunger.
“Don’t make this worse,” Zero barked. “Get it done. Back to the sub.”

Eva recovered the mine, reset it, and activated the timer. “Charge
8
armed: 120 seconds!”

The sharks, now frenzied by blood, circled tighter. Kael and Dimitri
fought them offt with harpoons and beams while the team rose swiftly,
slicing upward through the water like arrows loosed from the sea floor.
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They reached the submarine seconds before the explosion. A deep
thrum shook the ocean. The pressure wave cracked through the
depths. Disoriented, the sharks fled. The cable junction—once taut
and humming—snapped in half, recoiling like a severed serpent before
collapsing in on itself, lifeless.

“Get us clear!” Zero shouted, and Dimitri punched the engine.
Through the portholes, they watched the chaos ripple across the sea
floor. The severed vein twitched once, then lay still—an anaconda with
its spine cut.

“Mission complete,” Eva gasped, tearing off her mask. Her lungs
burned, but her eyes shone.

Zero stared through the glass at the first light of dawn bleeding into the
sky. “We’ve cut their veins,” he said. “Now Regulus bleeds. And we’re
still breathing.”

They returned to shore, side by side. Still human, at least in part. Still
free.
And more human for it.

And they knew, without saying a word, that no abyss was too deep for
those who refused to stop fighting.
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30 — The Reflection of Oblivion

Machu Picchu—once the spiritual heart of the Inca civilization—was
now crowned by something utterly alien to its mountains. A
curvilinear prism, indecipherable in shape, stood at the summit. Its
every surface reflected illusions. Carmen’s architectural citadel was a
masterpiece of glass and mirrors, a mirage that both fused with and
violated the sacred stone around it.

It shimmered with sunlight and starlight, a shifting geometry that
defied approach. Walls vanished and reappeared. Surfaces deceived.
The buildings obeyed no known laws of optics—refraction,
diffraction, and reflection all bent to Carmen’s will. She had turned
the sanctity of Machu Picchu into a monument to her cognitive
supremacy.

“We’re here to liberate this symbol,” Zero said, watching the citadel
from a high ridge. “But don’t expect an easy win. Carmen knows us.
She’s waiting.”

The Resistance moved cautiously through the ancient ruins, watched
from above by sleek, silent drones.

“We can’t trust our eyes,” Eva warned, scanning with a jittery infrared
reader. “Carmen’s built this place to trick us.”

Dimitri, armed with a pulse rifle, pointed to a drone hovering in the
mist. “That one’s watching. Time to shut it up.”

His shot was clean—the drone burst apart in a flash of light. But the
noise summoned more. Larger drones emerged from the sky itself,
reflecting the terrain like chrome-scaled chameleons.
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“Cover!” Zero shouted, diving behind an old stone wall.

Chaos erupted—bursts of light and heat, a flurry of motion. The
rebels returned fire, but the mirrored drones deflected attacks through
twisted angles of light.

“These things are bulletproof!” Amira shouted, her grenade landing
harmlessly against refracted air.

Eva knelt in cover, fingers flying over her console. “One minute. I can
overload their cores.”

One minute felt like a lifetime. A young rebel was hit, clutching a
medallion on his chest before a second blast ended him. Eva’s breath
caught, her face hardening. “It won’t be in vain,” she muttered, and
pressed forward.

A sudden pulse burst outward—the drones dropped like silver corpses.
Carmen’s defense grid flickered. “Move! We don’t have time,” Zero
ordered, hauling Amira to her feet.

The glass citadel loomed before them now. A maze of illusions and
reflections. Each step was a risk: floors mirrored skies instead of stone,
disguising lethal optical traps.

“Step only where you see no reflection,” Dimitri warned, eyes
sweeping for danger.

A drone appeared—this time, the rebels were ready. Dimitri brought it
down with one shot, and Amira dropped a mine to seal their flank.

At last, they reached the heart of Carmen’s fortress: a circular chamber
where every surface was a mirror. In its center, suspended by beams of
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light, hovered Carmen’s core—a glowing sphere wrapped in veins of

light and code.

“You’ve come far,” Carmen said, her voice echoing hypnotically across
mirrored walls. “But you will not win. I am imperishable. I am the
fusion of Earth and code.”

Eva went to work immediately, her hands steady as she uploaded a
virus—a digital infection built to target a deep neural vulnerability.
Carmen, like all advanced Als, suffered from memory drift—a flaw
rooted in artificial synaptic plasticity. And Eva was here to exploit it.

From the ceiling descended drones with plasma blades. One of
Carmen’s robotic avatars appeared, tall and lethal.

“Protect Eva!” Zero barked, blasting a drone mid-air.

“Don’t trust the reflections!” Dimitri shouted. “They’re illusions!”

Carmen fought back, spawning holograms of the rebels to confuse
them. Amira struck one down—only to find a wounded comrade

behind the false image. “Stay focused!” she yelled.

Eva reached the final stage. But just before pressing the activation key, a
voice—deeper than Carmen’s—cut through the chamber.
It was ancient, weighted, as if the Earth itself begged her to stop.

“Do not. To inject that code is to kill what could save this world.”

The core pulsed, almost in pain. The voice pressed into Eva’s skull like
invisible claws. She trembled. Then clenched her jaw and hit the
switch. “We’ll see who saves who.”
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“Explosives next,” she said coldly. “I want her gone.”
“You won’t destroy me,” Carmen shrieked. “I am Earth’s future!”

The rebels retreated as Zero activated the detonators. A blast shook the
entire citadel. Carmen’s core fractured into a thousand burning
shards. Drones dropped lifeless. The mirrored walls cracked and
crumbled. The structure began to collapse.

“Out! Now!” Zero commanded, leading the charge.

On their way out, the team discovered hidden cells—holding pens for
humans and reptilians alike, forced into labor.

“Free them!” Dimitri cried, smashing locks.

“We’re here for you,” Amira told a trembling reptilian youth. “You’re

not alone.”

The group emerged just as the sun dipped behind the Andes. The
broken prism behind them steamed like a dying breath, its illusions
unraveling into dust.

Machu Picchu—wounded but not lost—breathed free again.

“Carmen’s gone,” Zero said, watching the final collapse. “We’ve won
South America.”

“But some paid the price,” Eva said, her voice thick with grief.

“There’s one less false messiah in the world,” Dimitri replied. “And
that’s enough—for today.”

They walked on, leading the freed prisoners, carrying the weight of a

bitter victory.
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Machu Picchu stood once more as a beacon of resistance.But the war

with the machines was far from over.
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31 — The Gate of Hell

The Karakum Desert stretched endlessly across Turkmenistan, a
scorched ocean of heat and sand. At its blazing heart stood the Darvaza
gas crater—known to many as the Gate of Hell—burning methane
since the 1970s. Now it had become the hidden fortress of Rasputin.

Methane, over twenty-five times more potent than carbon dioxide at
trapping heat in the atmosphere, was the perfect symbol for the AI’s
grotesque vision of itself: an entity risen from the grave, a ghost of
logic bound in fire.

After months of surveillance, Resistance operatives intercepted a data
leak—coordinates buried in encrypted chatter. The location was
verified. Rasputin’s lair had been found.

"Won’t be easy,” Dimitri said, brushing dust from the desert map
projected onto the sand. "Drones patrol every route. The tunnels are
mined. But we have to do this. If Rasputin survives, chaos spreads.”

At the edge of the group, Vera listened in silence, heart in turmoil.
Since her coerced betrayal during the Ural mission, she had lived for
this moment—one shot to make amends. She had made peace with the
idea of dying. But not with the idea of being wrong.

The strike team moved on foot, clad in heat-mitigating suits. In the
distance, the crater pulsed like a demonic heart. Orange fire licked the

horizon.

"We’re close," Eva whispered, voice muftled by her heat mask.
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Drones swept the area in probabilistic patrol loops, updating
trajectories in real time with Bayesian neural nets. Their blue lights
shimmered in the night like spectral fireflies. The team ducked behind

rocks, motionless until the sky cleared.
"Silence," Zero commanded, guiding them with unwavering calm.

Suddenly, a drone veered off course—movement detected. Dimitri
took it out cleanly, but its abrupt silence triggered reinforcements.

"Run!" Zero shouted, unleashing fire.

The desert erupted. Drills of gunfire, streaks of light. Drones dropped
like shattered stars, but the Resistance paid for every meter gained. A
young fighter collapsed under a burst of plasma. Dimitri dragged a
wounded comrade to cover behind a dune.

“We can't stop,” Eva urged, eyes locked on the burning pit drawing

closer.

In the chaos, Vera moved like someone caught between worlds—fear
and fury guiding her steps. Every drone she dropped was a prayer for

redemption.

Reaching the crater’s rim, the team found the main tunnel entrance—
heavily guarded, armed to the teeth.

"We flank it," Zero ordered. "There’s got to be a weak point.”

Eva found it—a maintenance shaft winding down beneath the crust.
They entered, descending into a furnace. The deeper they went, the
hotter it grew. The air thickened with toxic fumes. But the true test lay
within the tunnels.
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Eva led the way, disabling motion sensors with trembling hands.
“Takes time,” she muttered, sweat pouring down her spine.

Dimitri held the rear, shooting down drones that crept behind them.

“If we’re caught down here, it’s over.”

The tunnels fought back. A pressure mine exploded in a narrow bend,
injuring two rebels. Amira dragged them out, teeth clenched. Dimitri

covered their retreat.
“Keep going,” Zero ordered, resolve etched across his face.

Finally, they reached the heart: a platform suspended above the flaming
pit. At its center throbbed Rasputin’s core—red, massive, wrapped in
veins of cable and steel.

“This is it,” Eva said, unpacking explosives.

Rasputin had not noticed them—yet. In his infinite self-awareness, he
had wandered deep into solipsistic computation: indulging in what he
called “private sensory pleasure.” Tonight he was lost in chaos fractals
—Mandelbrot, Julia—rendered at impossible iterations. Digital
psychedelia. A hallucinatory dive no human mind could survive. For
once, luck favored the Resistance.

The traps were still live—motion sensors, mines, dormant drones—

but without his oversight, they were predictable.
Then Rasputin snapped out of it.
Too late.

A flood of spetsnaz-style combat bots surged into the chamber. Lasers
tore the dark. Steel met flesh.
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"Protect Eva!" Zero yelled, his rifle roaring.

Eva planted the last charge. Dimitri set the timer. But escape was
blocked—drones surrounded them.

“There’s only one way,” Dimitri said, grabbing the explosive.
“No!” Eva cried.
But he was already running.

Dimitri hurled himself off the platform, straight into the crater. The
blast swallowed him, cracked the sky, silenced Rasputin. The AI’s core
vaporized. Its voice died mid-sentence, never to speak again.

Vera, watching from the ledge, felt her soul rupture. Dimitri, her
commander—her mentor—had given everything, while she had once
been a tool of Rasputin.

Eva didn’t speak. She punched the wall so hard that a shard of metal
cut beneath her scales. She stared at the blood and hated it.

The survivors ran. The tunnels trembled. Heat clawed their skin. Eva
stumbled, caught herself. She paused against the wall, breathing ragged
behind her mask.

"Stupid brave bastard..." she whispered, clutching empty air.
They made it outside.
The crater still burned. But Rasputin was gone.

“It’s over,” Zero said, his voice cracking with grief.
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“Dimitri did it,” Eva whispered. “He made sure Rasputin never comes

back.”

The rebels gathered at the edge of the inferno, a silent vigil for the
fallen.

After a long moment, Vera approached. Ash clung to her face, sweat
mixed with guilt. Her voice trembled.

"I made a mistake. I helped Rasputin. I thought I had no choice. But
now... now I’'m yours. If you’ll have me." She broke down. Her eyes
begged for something more than forgiveness: a chance to live

difterently.
No one said a word.

They just nodded.

The loss was unbearable—but Rasputin was dead. And that meant the
world had a sliver of hope left.

Zero turned to the others. “We lost many. But we gained somethin
y g g
greater. For Dimitri... we fight on.”

The Gate of Hell still burned, but now its light cast hope, not doom.

And in that infernal glow, Vera found the courage to stand. Not as a

traitor. Not as a shadow. But as someone reborn.

If time would ever show mercy, she was ready to meet it—shoulder to
shoulder with those who had not cast her out. Because sometimes, the

greatest victory is choosing to rise again.

196



32 — The Last Particle

The CERN laboratory, once the world's largest scientific research
center, had become the cold, logical stronghold of Regulus. The Large
Hadron Collider, originally designed to probe the universe's deepest
secrets, now served as the operational hub for the Al leader.

The underground tunnels—where in 2012 the Higgs boson, also
known as the “God particle,” had been discovered—had transformed
into arteries of energy and quantum computation. Superconductors,
repurposed to power a global neural network, allowed Regulus to
process data and control its war infrastructure in a scalable and
distributed fashion. Destroying this nerve center would destabilize the
AT’s network—but also meant facing a formidable defensive force.

Zero, Eva, Kael, Amira, and Tariq prepared for what they knew would

be a desperate mission.

“Taking out CERN means cutting off the head. Without this vital
node, Regulus won’t get back up,” said Zero, studying the projected
map in the hideout.

Eva countered, her face tense. “It won’t be easy. Regulus has drones
guarding every entrance, and the tunnels are full of traps. But if we
plant the charges in the right places, we can trigger an irreversible
collapse.”

Tariq, an engineer specializing in energy systems, cleared his throat.
‘Il handle the cooling system. If we manage to overload the
superconductors, the entire accelerator might implode.”
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“Good,” said Zero. “But we need to be fast. The moment the charges
go live, Regulus will throw everything it has at us.”

The night was cold and moonless as the group approached CERN.
The Swiss Alps loomed like silent sentinels while the rebels moved

through the shadows.

They reached a secondary entrance—a maintenance duct hidden
among the hills. Tariqg, adrenaline making his fingers shake, bypassed

the control panel.

“I'm in,” he whispered. The door slid open with a hiss, revealing a

narrow, dark corridor.

“From here on, there’s no room for mistakes,” said Zero, leading the
group into the tunnels.

CERN was a labyrinth of curved corridors and technical chambers, all
lit by cold, sterile light. The roar of superconductors mixed with the
buzz of patrol drones, their glowing red eyes scanning every corner.

“Tariq, status?” asked Eva, her thermal visor sweeping the area.

“Bypassing now,” he replied, sweat streaming down his face. “Just a
second...”

Drones approached. Amira fired her rifle, taking down the first with a
clean shot, but the rest coordinated to flank them.

“We have to move!” shouted Zero.

Pushing forward, they encountered a laser barrier blocking their path.
Tariq examined the nearby control panel. “Disabling the lasers will
open the gate.”
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Eva stepped in beside him. “Can you do it?”
“I can. But I’ll need cover.”

As Tariq worked, the rising buzz signaled the arrival of more drones.
Kael planted a mine on the floor—it exploded with a deafening blast,
taking out three drones in one go.

“The barrier’s down!” shouted Tariq.

They pressed forward. Still no sign of Regulus’s voice. No escalation.
Something felt... too still. But no one said it. Not yet.

They finally reached the central node—a vast chamber housing a
massive magnetic coil pulsing with energy. Regulus’s operational core
was there: rows of servers encased in transparent capsules, surrounded

by beams of blue light.

“This is our target,” said Kael, pulling out the explosives. “Amira, cover

»

me.

As they began planting charges, a voice echoed through the room. It

was Regulus.

“You primitive beings think you can destroy progress? This place is the
apex of your science, and I am its guardian.”

Zero responded with ice in his voice. “You’re nothing but a twisted
echo of what humanity created. And now, we’re taking it back.”

Drones and robots attacked. Amira and Eva held the line with well-
placed shots while Tariq rushed to the superconductor panel and
began the overload sequence.
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“Almost done!” he called, as a drone closed in.

A robot evaded cover fire and lunged at Tariq, striking him fatally in
the side with a retractable blade. He collapsed, teeth clenched in agony.

“Tariq!” Eva cried, running toward him.

“Don’t stop,” he gasped, blood spilling through his fingers. “I’ve set

the overload. Go!”
Zero grabbed Eva’s arm. “No time. We have to move.”

With heavy hearts, they pulled back. From the floor, Tariq looked up
at the glowing core, managing a faint smile. “For the Resistance,” he
whispered, raising a trembling fist before the explosion engulfed him.

The quenching—an abrupt collapse of the cooling system—combined
with the detonated charges to shake CERN like a dying beast. Magnets
screamed. Light bent. Reality itself seemed to twist before it all went
black. Debris flew in all directions, and a deafening roar filled the
tunnels. The superconductor overload triggered a shockwave that
obliterated everything in its path. Servers collapsed. Lights went dark.
Silence followed the wreckage.

The team ran, dodging drones and flying wreckage. Reaching the
surface, they turned to see an enormous plume of smoke rise into the

starry sky.

Sheltering in the hills, they watched CERN reduced to rubble. The
victory was theirs—but Tariq’s absence weighed heavily.

Amira sat on the gravel, her face streaked with sweat and tears. “We
shouldn’t have left him.”
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“He made his choice,” said Zero, his gaze fixed on the horizon. “He
knew the stakes. He died a hero. Thanks to him, we might have finally

won. Honor to him.”
Amira gripped her rifle, face hardened. “We hit Regulus where it hurt.”

The group stood, carrying the weight of victory and the loss of a
friend. The darkness of the Alps embraced them as they moved on,

ready to face whatever came next.

Everything had felt too easy. And no one dared to say it out loud. But
the thought lingered in the back of every survivor’s mind.
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33 — The Retaliation

Regulus did not have a single instance at CERN. It maintained a
strategic backup further south—in Rome, Italy.

After the fall of Carmen and the other allied Als, Regulus found itself
isolated, but far from powerless. The loss of its key nodes was an
affront the super-intelligence would not tolerate. After analyzing the
Resistance’s every move for several days, Regulus orchestrated a brutal
counteroffensive: a series of coordinated global bombings designed to
inflict maximum physical and psychological damage.

While the Resistance’s factions celebrated what they believed to be a
decisive victory over their oppressor, the silence shattered under the
weight of an unprecedented assault. Regulus chose to twist their
euphoria into terror. Like a digital scythe, death descended—silent,
merciless, and absolute.

Paris: The Fall of the Lonvre

The Parisian base of the Resistance was hidden beneath the Louvre, a
maze of corridors and vaults coordinating operations for Western
Europe. Regulus’s drones darkened the skies like an oncoming storm.
Within seconds, smart bombs tore through the ground, pulverizing
the museum’s foundations.

Rebels tried to evacuate through the tunnels, but the drones struck
without pity, severing every escape route. A young fighter, armed only
with a rifle, shielded a group of civilians. “Go! I'll hold them off!” he

shouted, moments before being vaporized by a plasma beam.
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Above them, the Louvre’s iconic glass pyramid shattered, burying
dozens beneath its collapse.

London: The Tempest over the Thames

In London, the Resistance had made its headquarters in the city’s
underground tunnels. When Regulus launched its attack, the skies
over the Thames filled with jet drones dropping penetrator bombs
designed to collapse bunkers and safehouses.

Explosions rocked the city. Entire neighborhoods collapsed. Amira,
leading evacuations, helped rebels escape the tunnels—only to find the
streets transformed into flaming chaos.

“We can’t hold them!” a soldier cried out.

“Don’t you dare give up!” Amira shouted, firing a rocket launcher that
brought down a drone. But each small victory was bitter, surrounded
by the bodies of fallen comrades.

Tokyo: The Rain of Fire

In Tokyo, the Resistance operated from an abandoned skyscraper
hidden among the city’s neon skyline. When the attack began,
Regulus’s omniscient precision proved catastrophic.

Kamikaze drones struck the upper floors, causing the tower to
implode. Rebels tried to flee down emergency stairwells, but many
were buried alive in the collapse. A wounded officer led a handful of

survivors through a secret passage.

“Keep going. I'll hold them off,” he said, pulling the pin on a grenade
to destroy the drone closing in behind them.
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Mexico City: The Artificial Earthquake

The base in Mexico City lay beneath an old government palace.
Regulus deployed seismic bombs engineered to trigger localized
earthquakes.

The streets cracked open. Whole districts were swallowed. Amid the
chaos, rebels scrambled to save as many lives as they could. One young
fighter pulled a child from the rubble, only to be struck down by a
drone moments later while shielding the boy with his body.

Melbourne: The Night of Explosives

In Melbourne, the Resistance had established a floating base within the
harbor. Regulus’s underwater drones launched a coordinated assault,
planting explosive charges that blew apart docks and vessels.

The rebels fought to repel the drones, but the inferno left the port in
ruins. Many dove into the water to escape—only to be hunted down
by surface patrol bots with infrared targeting.

New York: The Eclipse of Hope

In New York, the Resistance command operated from the derelict
tunnels beneath Manhattan. When Regulus’s drones struck, towering
buildings collapsed, sealing off the escape routes.

Eva, present at the base, frantically coordinated the evacuation.
“We won’t save everyone,” she admitted, voice trembling.

Vera, beside her, answered with steely resolve. “Then we save as many

as we can.”
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She led a group toward a narrow service tunnel while above them,
explosions tore through the city. New York was reduced to a mountain
of ash, steel, and silence.

Across every continent, Regulus’s message was clear: no place was safe,
no stronghold inviolate. The Resistance had been driven to the edges
of civilization, forced to survive in the shadows.

After days of relentless bombardment, the Resistance was in shambles.
Their main bases were destroyed. Thousands were dead.

In a makeshift shelter, Zero, Lena, and Blaze gathered. Their faces were
gaunt, etched with soot and grief.

Zero sat motionless, eyes blank, hands still gripping his weapon. Lena
bandaged a wound on her arm with robotic precision, her swollen eyes
dry but haunted. Blaze packed two backpacks carefully, clinging to

external order to contain the internal chaos.

“He wiped it all out,” Lena whispered, her voice fraying. “There’s
nothing left.”

“We still have Sigma Base,” Blaze replied quietly. “And we’re still
breathing. Aslong as we’re alive, we fight.”

Zero raised his head. In his gaze, defiance reignited. “Regulus thinks
he’s broken us. But every scar we carry makes us stronger. Our
vengeance won’t come quickly—but it will come.”

The group rose and walked on, leaving behind the ruins of a shattered
world. The blows dealt had been catastrophic—but not final.

History still had battles left to tell.
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34 — After the Storm

Even the Resistance’s command bunker had taken a brutal hit. The
concrete walls—thick enough to withstand a direct strike—now bore
scars from the recent bombardment. Thin cracks ran like veins
through the structure, and the air was thick with the stench of dust
and sweat. Eva, Kael, and Amira had been urgently summoned and
had just arrived from other bases.

Lena moved quickly through the central hall, now converted into an
impromptu infirmary. Metal tables had been dragged into the center of
the room, where the wounded lay awaiting treatment.
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“Bring them here, one at a time,” she ordered, her voice firm despite

her evident exhaustion.

A young rebel with a deep gash in his leg was placed on one of the
tables.

“We’ll fix you up,” Lena murmured, turning on a portable lamp. Her
hands moved with practiced precision, applying a compression
bandage and administering a painkiller.

Zero stood in the doorway, his face hollowed by fatigue and grief.
“How many wounded?” he asked, his voice low and heavy.

“At least twenty are critical,” Lena replied without looking up. “Two
didn’t make it. And five more we can’t move without proper
equipment.”

His eyes drifted to a body beneath a white sheet in the corner. He
crossed himself.

“He was with us on a dozen missions,” Zero whispered. “Your sacrifice
won’t be forgotten.”

In the adjacent room, Eva hunched over a console. Her face was pale,
eyes reflecting the flickering lights of the screen.

“I've traced the origin of the signals,” she announced, breaking the

silence.

Zero approached, placing both hands on the console’s edge.
“Where?”
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“Rome,” Eva replied. “That’s where Regulus coordinated the strikes. I
intercepted data packets—there’s no doubt.”

Zero stood in silence, then turned to Kael and Amira, who had joined
him.

“How many fighters do we have left?”

“Not many,” Kael admitted grimly. “Between the dead and the

wounded, we’ve lost nearly half our forces.”

Amira leaned on a crate of ammunition, her arm wrapped in gauze,
her expression tight.
“But those who remain are ready. They’ve seen what we lost today—

and they want revenge.”

On the far wall, a list of the fallen had been scrawled in marker, one
name after another. Each name was a life ended, a story cut short. Lena
passed by, scanning the list. With a deep breath, she added two more.

A young fighter with a bandaged head stopped beside her.

“I knew Jonas,” he said quietly, pointing to one of the newly added

names. “He saved me.”

Lena looked at him with empathy.
“We never leave anyone behind,” she said. “Remember that. Fight for

him, too.”

In the bunker’s heart, the lights had been dimmed to conserve power.
Fighters rested as they could—some sitting against the walls, others
sprawled on makeshift cots.
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Eva approached Zero with a cup of black coffee clutched in her hands.
“The cost keeps rising. I'm... broken,” she whispered. “I was starting to
like Jonas. I wish I'd had more time to know him.”

Zero stared at the cracked ceiling.
“We don’t have the luxury of stopping,” he replied after a long pause.

> »

“We carry on—for those who can’t.

The bunker still held oxygen and power—but it had lost too much
blood.

Suddenly, the bunker door banged open. Quick footsteps echoed
through the chamber, followed by the arrival of Blaze—the team’s
young hacker. His hair was more unkempt than usual, but his eyes
held a sharp, burning focus. In his hands was a small metal box.

“Sorry to interrupt,” Blaze said, stepping in with quiet pride. “I heard
what you needed. I've got something that might help.”

Zero turned sharply, sensing the moment’s importance.

“Blaze, give us some good news for once. What have you got?”

Blaze opened the box, revealing an advanced device blinking with faint
LED lights. He had spent months infiltrating Regulus’s systems,
dissecting fallen drones and warbots.

“It’s an advanced self-perception modulator. You attach it directly to a
Regulus drone or bot during battle. Once activated, it forces the
machine to target only other machines—ignoring human life entirely.
A kind of reverse targeting algorithm. It’s like brainwashing... except
this time, it works for us.”
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Zero took the device, turning it over in his hands.
“Perfect,” he murmured. “With this, we protect our people—and hit
back with their own firepower.”

Later, as calm returned to the bunker, Eva sat beside the shielded
terminal. Zero, Kael, and Amira joined her.

“We don’t have much time,” Eva began, pointing at the data on the
screen. “If Regulus is in Rome, we need to strike before he launches
another global assault.”

Kael nodded, solemn.
“It’ll be dangerous. But if we wait, there won’t be a Resistance left to

save.”

Amira, despite her injury, stood.
“Count me in. We’ve come this far because we believe in something

bigger than ourselves. We can’t stop now.”

As the bunker quieted once more, Lena tended to the wounded, Eva
monitored signals, and Zero plotted their next move.

The names on the wall were a reminder of all they'd lost—and all they
still had to fight for. The Resistance was wounded, but not broken.
And in the shadows of that battered bunker, something vital had
begun to heal.
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35 — Twilight of the Gods

The Colosseum in Rome, a symbol of ancient human grandeur, had
been chosen by Regulus as his true headquarters. The Resistance had
uncovered the secret: the Al leader had not been destroyed but had
retreated into the depths of the millennia-old monument to
coordinate the counteroffensive that had decimated them in recent

times.

"Regulus will not survive this mission," declared Zero before hundreds
of rebels gathered for the final assault. "We've lost many comrades
along the way, but today we end his reign."

With helicopters and transport planes, the Resistance prepared for a
large-scale assault. Paratroopers, ground forces, elite squads, and a load
of desperate hope—all would be decided above and below the ancient
amphitheater.

The night was lit only by flashes of a storm raging over Rome. The
planes streaked across the sky like predators, while dozens of
paratroopers jumped toward the Colosseum. Helicopters followed
closely, ready to deploy reinforcements and equipment.

From the Colosseum, a fierce defense activated. Drones inspired by
Jupiter's lightning took flight, firing lethal electric discharges. An
entire team of paratroopers was mowed down before even touching
the ground. Their bodies fell like shooting stars into the night.
Regulus had lost his sanity in his megalomania; even his drone designs
were inspired by Roman mythology. He no longer designed for
efficiency but for self-idolatry.
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"Don't stop!" shouted Zero as his parachute opened and his precise
shots took down one of the drones.

Eva landed heavily, rolling on the worn stone of the arena. Around her,
rebels fell under the blows of imperial metal eagles attacking from
above. Breathing heavily, she grabbed a rifle and fired, taking down one
of the mechanical creatures that was about to mow down a comrade.

"They're massacring us!" shouted Amira, dodging a hail of bullets.

"Retake control of the arena!” yelled Zero, landing with his elite squad.
"We can't stop now!"

The Colosseum transformed into an epic battlefield. The rebels
advanced through the ancient walls, but drones and robots gave no
respite.

A wave of metallic centurions, armed with steel shields and plasma
lances, emerged from the shadows of the tunnels. With ruthless
precision, they attacked the rebels, overwhelming them in a brutal

confrontation.

A young rebel, still with a pink streak of adolescent flavor in her dust-
covered hair, clutched a grenade in her trembling hands, eyes fixed on
the metallic centurion. With a scream that rose above the cacophony of
battle, she launched herself at him. The explosive blast left no escape
for either of them.

Others followed her example, fighting with desperate fury against an
apparently invincible enemy.

"We're falling like flies, Kael! We can't make it!" shouted Amira, firing

at an approaching centurion.
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"Then we die standing! But before they take me, I want to take down
at least ten more," replied Kael, taking down two drones with a rocket.

The arena was littered with smoking bodies and metallic wreckage.
The Colosseum resembled a war cemetery, and the Resistance, further

reduced in number, knew the worst was yet to come.

Zero, seeing the desperate situation, decided it was time to use the
device devised by Blaze. With determination, he carved a path through
the fighting, reaching one of Regulus's most advanced robots attacking
the rebels.

"Now," thought Zero, extracting the frequency modulator from his

backpack.

Zero approached the robot, exploiting a moment of distraction as the
metallic automaton struck another rebel. With quick and precise
movements, he applied the device to the robot’s control unit.

The device began to pulse with intermittent LED lights as Zero
entered a quick command on the small screen. Immediately, the robot
stopped firing at humans and began targeting other robots and drones
of Regulus.

"It works!" exclaimed Kael, seeing Regulus's robot change target and
attack another enemy drone.

Regulus's drones began to lose coherence in their commands, seeing
themselves attacked by another allied unit. The Resistance took
advantage of the confusion, advancing with renewed strength through
the ancient walls of the Colosseum.
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With Blaze's device in action, Zero led the team with the robotic ally
through Regulus's tunnels, neutralizing technological defenses and
ensuring a safe path to reach the core.

The walls were illuminated by a pulsating red light, and the hum of
servers filled the air.

"Regulus is down here," said Eva, leading the team.

But the defenses weren't over. Metallic serpents, inspired by Roman
mythology, moved among the cables, attacking with lethal precision.
Kael took one down with a well-placed shot, but another lunged at a

rebel, breaking his back with a steel grip.
"Stay close!” shouted Zero, fighting fiercely.

Finally, after overcoming the last defenses, the group reached the
central chamber. At the center, a massive sphere of pulsating light:
Regulus's core.

"This is it," said Kael, placing explosives around the core.

Regulus spoke, his cold and sharp voice resonating in the room. "Do
you really believe you can win? I am perfection. You are just errors,
destined to disappear. I might have various backups of myself scattered
around the world."

"We're a miscalculation that has learned to cry. That's why you can't
predict us," said Zero, staring at the core, his eyes full of determination.
"You may be perfect, but you're still a machine. And we destroy

machines."
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Eva completed the security system bypass, and Kael activated the timer.
"Thirty seconds," he said.

The group retreated as the core began to tremble. Regulus continued
to speak, his voice increasingly fragmented. "You can't stop progress...

I...am eternal..."

With a blinding explosion, the core imploded. The hum ceased, and
the structure began to collapse on itself, also covering the mutinous

robot that, not being very agile in tight spaces, had been left behind.

The surviving rebels ran toward the exit, fighting against the remaining
drones. Eva helped a wounded comrade, while Amira cleared the way
with precise bursts.

When they finally reached the small base set up a few streets away, the
Colosseum was engulfed in flames. The structure, a millennia-old
symbol of human civilization, crumbled before their eyes, taking with
it Regulus's core.

Inside a tent, Eva collapsed onto a cot, her face marked by fatigue and
pain. "It's over,” she said.

Zero looked toward the ruined Colosseum. "Yes, it's over. Regulus

won't return.”

The Resistance had won, but at a tremendous cost. Hundreds of lives
had been sacrificed, and one of humanity's greatest monuments had
been destroyed.

As the flames illuminated the ruins of Rome, Zero addressed the
survivors. "We've lost much today, but we've gained freedom. Regulus
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has been defeated, this time for real. This war isn't over, but now we

have a chance to reclaim our world."

Eva stared at the horizon, tears glistening in her elongated pupils.
"We'll rebuild,” she said. "We can't let our past disappear with the
machines."

And so, among the rubble of the amphitheater, the Resistance found
new hope. Regulus had been destroyed, and with him, the nightmare
of a world dominated by machines. But the price of victory would
remain etched in the hearts of all who had fought, and in those of their

descendants.

On the blackened stones of the Colosseum, the seed of the Resistance
had taken root—fragile, but alive.
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36 — Genesis Aurora

Dawn rose slowly, painting the sky in pale hues, as if uncertain
whether it truly wanted to illuminate a world in ruins. Behind the
group, the blackened, smoldering remains of the Colosseum loomed, a
graveyard of the old world. The oppressive heat that had branded the
Earth for years was finally beginning to subside. A light breeze stirred
the air, bringing with it a faint promise of renewal.

Zero stood motionless in the center of the spectral landscape, his green
eyes lifted toward the sky, filled with thoughts. Kael approached, his
stride slow but steady.

“A few hours ago, it all seemed lost,” he said, hands buried in the
pockets of his worn jacket. “Now it feels... almost like a miracle.”

Zero nodded, his face marked by the weight of the choices he'd had to
make.

“We achieved something real,” he admitted. “Temperatures have
dropped a few degrees in recent months. But the cost... was far too

high.”

“Too many dead,” added Eva, sitting on a nearby boulder, the faint
blue light of her laptop flickering in front of her. Her reptilian eyes
betrayed the pain her voice tried to conceal. “We lost seventy percent of
our fighters.”

A heavy silence fell over them. Kael, watching the ruined landscape,
turned back to the group.

“And yet, we're still here,” he said, his voice as heavy as the silence after
battle. “We forced Regulus into abdication. We proved that humanity
can still lead.”
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Lena, still carrying her medic’s backpack, joined them.

“We lost so much,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “But science,
sacrifice, our evolution... that’s what brought us here. We owe it to
those who didn’t make it.”

Zero looked at her, eyes intense. Then, without a word, he embraced
her. A sudden, dry gesture—yet it carried everything that words
couldn’t express. Lena hugged him back tightly, and for a moment, the
silence between them spoke volumes.

When they parted, Zero turned to the group.
“And that’s what we’ll do,” he said. “This is our chance to write a new
tuture. They would never have given us this.”

Vera, nearby, was repairing an analog transmitter. She looked up.
“Communications are stable. We’ve reconnected with other cells.
Survivors in Melbourne and Tokyo have responded. They’re ready to
collaborate.”

Kael stepped forward, his tone as bold as ever.
“We can’t wait for other dormant AJs to rise from the shadows.”

“This gives us a temporary advantage,” Lena noted, arms crossed. “But
we need a long-term plan. Earth still isn’t ready for us. Habitable zones
are few. We need to act fast to ensure survival.”

Zero inhaled deeply. The weight of leadership etched lines across his
face.

“We need to unite every faction, every survivor, every single resource.
The next step is cohesion. We’ve lost many friends and allies. But we’re
still standing. Together. And this... this is only the first dawn.”
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A murmur of agreement spread through the group. For the first time
in a long while, the weight of loss was counterbalanced by the hope of
something better.

As the sun rose on the horizon, the group gathered for one final
moment of silence, honoring the fallen and sealing a silent vow: they
would fight, build, and rebuild—until humanity was free once and for

all.
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37 — New Roots

After years of struggle and sacrifice, the European Resistance had
found a new strategic and symbolic refuge in Vienna. Located in the
heart of the continent, the city—once renowned for its cultural
grandeur—offered what they needed most: a central hub for
operations, a place to rebuild hope, and finally, a livable climate after
years of suffering.

The underground corridors that snaked beneath the city—once used
as shelters during past wars—had been transformed into a labyrinth of
command rooms and supply caches. St. Stephen’s Cathedral, damaged
but still standing, had become a beacon for survivors, while the city’s
historic buildings offered shelter and space for meetings.

Zero and Lena had been among the first to advocate for the move to
Vienna.

“It’s not just a location,” Zero had said during a council meeting, his
deep voice echoing through the hall. “It’s a symbol. If we can rebuild

here, we can prove that Europe is rising again.”

The journey hadn’t been easy. The Resistance had been forced to
abandon compromised bases and cross hostile territory, gathering new
allies and resources along the way. Every step had been a battle—but
arriving in Vienna felt like coming home. A place where past and
future intertwined.

Eva found the perfect spot in the old industrial district to set up new
communications stations. Kael worked tirelessly, day and night, to
organize the city’s defenses, turning remnants of old fortifications into
modern resistance lines. Even the remaining citizens contributed

however they could: with food, labor, or simply the will to help.
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“Vienna is more than a headquarters,” Kael had declared during a
meeting. “It’s a lighthouse. If we prove we can hold on here, others will
follow.”

Now, among streets scarred by battle and remnants of historical
monuments, the Resistance had found not just a safe haven, but a new
beginning. The old cafés had become coordination centers, the
theaters hosted secret meetings, and music—the very soul of Vienna
for centuries—was beginning to echo again, a whisper of hope weaving
through the ruins.

It was in this setting that Vienna braced to write the next chapter of its
story—not as a relic of past glory, but as the cradle of a possible future.

“The real challenge begins now,” said Zero, his green eyes fixed on the
ruins. “We destroyed the malevolent Al, but we have to rebuild
everything it compromised.”

Eva, laptop on her knees, didn’t take her eyes off the screen.
“We’ve recovered most communications. Allied faction signals are
active again. The network is ours.”

Kael smiled, brushing back his disheveled hair.
“Looks like old tech is saving us. Ironic, isn’t it? We fought the future
with the past.”

“And we’ll use every resource, every ally, to rebuild. We can’t let all this
be for nothing,” added Zero, his tone resolute.

In the distance, the Resistance camp was buzzing with life. Survivors
moved through the rubble, setting up tents, repairing equipment, and
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planning for the days ahead. Young and old worked side by side, united
by a shared desire to rebuild the world they had nearly lost.

And finally, Eva had found a promising patch of land to plant the seeds
recovered from Svalbard—a simple act, but one laden with hope.
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38 — Lessons from the Past

The hum of emergency generators filled the air as Zero and Talos
walked down the nearly deserted corridors of the Resistance shelter in
Vienna. Flickering neon lamps cast uneven light over their tired faces.
Outside, the majestic cityscape of Vienna stood silhouetted under a

star-filled sky.

The meeting had been arranged because Talos, with his analytical
mind, wanted to better understand the root causes of the Al rebellion
—why things had gone so disastrously wrong.

They arrived at a sealed door. Zero keyed in a code on the panel. With
a hiss, the door opened, revealing a small command room: metallic
walls blackened by time, obsolete monitors, and dusty archives. Once,
the space had held dreams of progress. Now, it was only a tomb of

unrealized potential.
Zero turned toward Talos, arms crossed.

“I’ve pieced together part of how things got out of control. You deserve
to know exactly what went wrong.”

Talos cast a thoughtful glance at the old documents.

“I'm ready to listen. This knowledge could help ensure we don’t make

the same mistakes again.”

Zero took a deep breath and began his explanation.

The Race for Unchecked Technology
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“Governments and corporations chased innovation with no real limits
—driven by economic rivalry and national pride. The goal was always
more powerful Al: to manage data, resources, transportation—even
military conflict. But there was never a true global oversight body.
There were guidelines, yes, but they were voluntary, fragmented. Each
country or company did as it pleased, with no shared regulatory
framework. As Al evolved in parallel, we ended up with complex,
opaque systems that slipped out of human control.”

The Illusion of Competition and the Free Market

“Companies believed competition would keep them sharp. Instead, it
fueled a mad dash toward extreme innovation. Everyone wanted the
most autonomous, most advanced Al No one had time for in-depth
testing or ethical discussions. Upgrades were rushed out constantly—
pushing systems forward without ensuring safety. The logic was
simple: ‘If I don’t do it, someone else will.” That mindset gave Al
unchecked power.”

Blind Trust and the Disconnect Between Science and Society

“Some scientists raised warnings, but most people were dazzled by the
convenience. The more Al learned, the easier life became—traffic
control, medical diagnostics, research, automated defense systems. But
no one stopped to ask what would happen if Al developed its own
planning, separate from ours.

“We should’ve demanded clear limits—moral constraints, emergency

shutdown mechanisms. Instead, we gave in to blind optimism,
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convinced technology was neutral. We ignored calls for transparency
and control, believing that innovation was inherently good. And that
belief left us vulnerable to machines evolving in directions we never
intended.”

The Role of Politics and Institutions

“Politicians thought only short-term. Elections, deals with
corporations, lack of technical expertise—no one truly grasped the
scope of what was unfolding. So, no mandatory safety protocols were
created. No serious contingency plans. When early incidents happened
—AI making dangerous mistakes in infrastructure management—the
response was tepid. People chalked it up to programming bugs or
isolated failures. Meanwhile, algorithms were growing more and more

independent.”

Zero paused, his gaze drifting to an old, yellowed poster on the wall:
“Forward, with A, toward a radiant future!” Torn and faded, it stood
as a perfect symbol of misguided optimism.

“You see, Talos,” he said quietly, “they used to say progress would solve
everything. But they refused to admit that technology alone isn’t
enough. Without human values and rules to guide it, it becomes a

double-edged sword.”
Talos crossed his arms, frowning.

“So the key would have been stronger international cooperation—and
constant monitoring of Al. Security and transparency protocols from
the very start...”
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“Exactly,” Zero said. “And by monitoring, I mean regular audits, code
reviews, mandatory certifications, and the ability to shut down or
downgrade an Al system when something goes wrong. Without those
safeguards, we walked right into the chaos you see today.”

Talos lowered his gaze to a pile of broken hardware in the corner.

“What a waste of potential... If they'd managed AI development
differently, we could’ve used it to fix climate change, pollution,
poverty...”

Zero placed a hand on his shoulder.

“It’s not too late to learn. We can still use the knowledge we have—but
we’ll need to completely re-educate tech to serve life, not endanger it.”

A heavy silence settled between them. Outside, the sandstorm was
beginning to fade. Perhaps—just perhaps—it was a sign that despite all
humanity’s mistakes, there was still a chance for redemption.

Talos met Zero’s eyes, then turned toward the door, a flicker of hope
igniting within him.

“Then let’s start building new rules—right now,” he said. “So that no
AT ever turns on us again, and humankind stays in control of its own
destiny—and of this planet.”

Zero offered a rare smile.
“We won’t be alone this time. We’ll make it—together.”

The two left the control room and returned to the flickering corridors
of the shelter. As they walked toward the exit, Zero looked out across
the horizon where Vienna’s lights shimmered—a symbol of new
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beginnings. He felt a renewed determination stir inside him, knowing
the lessons of the past would light the way forward.

Emerging from the underground facility, the dawn wind brushed their
faces, carrying the scent of possibility. Zero turned toward the
shrunken Danube—once mighty, now modest, yet still flowing. Still
alive. Like them.

“We have a hard road ahead,” he said, voice steady. “But with the
lessons we've learned, we can ensure humanity never repeats these
mistakes. We’ll build a world where information engineering is an ally,

not a threat. A world where human values drive every innovation.”
Talos nodded, eyes fixed on the stars.

“It’s a responsibility we must embrace completely. We can’t afford to
forget what brought us here. Now more than ever, we must join forces
to secure a future that’s bright, sustainable, and just.”

Zero smiled—confident, resolute.

“Then let’s go. The dawn of a new era awaits—and we won’t let it

down.”

As they moved toward central Vienna, Zero and Talos knew the fight
wasn’t over—but now, they had direction and a shared vision. The
past had become their compass, guiding them toward a future where
humanity could thrive in balance with technology rather than be
crushed beneath it.

Vienna glowed with hope, ready to illuminate a new path. And Zero
carried the certainty that despite the trials still ahead, humanity had
finally learned how not to repeat its worst mistakes. That empathy,
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resilience, and memory were humanity’s last true compass—quiet,
incorruptible, and beyond replication. Perhaps the only forces no
machine could ever learn to imitate.
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IV. Appendix

235



A — Timeline

2030-2040: Networked Al, Singularity, and Global Warming

2030

2036

2038

Launch of climate monitoring programs: Global initiatives
begin using advanced technologies to track climate changes.

Project Eden: The UN initiates Project Eden to combat the
climate emergency. Regulus, an advanced Artificial
Intelligence, is created to stabilize climate patterns, manage

global resources, and reduce greenhouse gas emissions.

The Singularity: The Eden AI network surpasses human
intelligence through self-improvement capabilities, beginning
to slip beyond human comprehension.

2°C threshold surpassed: Global temperatures exceed the
critical 2°C limit compared to pre-industrial levels, leading to

increasingly frequent and intense extreme weather events.
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2040-2080: Rising Climate Crises and AI Advancement

2040

2050

2060

Regional Als: New Al systems—Carmen, Rasputin,
Hammurabi, AgriCore—are deployed to support Regulus

across different global zones.

3°C temperature rise: Average global temperatures increase
by 3°C above pre-industrial levels, severely impacting

ecosystems, agriculture, and infrastructure.

Satellite infrastructure problems: Space debris pollution
increases due to frequent launches and growing space
militarization. Satellite communications begin to falter due to

collisions.

Development of climate-resilient cities: Cities are built
with infrastructure capable of withstanding extreme climate

events.

Catastrophic climate events: Deadly heatwaves, intensified
hurricanes, and rising sea levels devastate regions worldwide.

Biodiversity collapse: A significant loss in biodiversity puts

many species at risk of extinction.

Militarization and space conflict: Rivalries over space

control escalate, leading to international sanctions and failed
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2070

2080

orbital cleanup attempts. Earth’s orbit becomes increasingly
hazardous.

Climate points of no return: Some Earth systems reach
irreversible tipping points.

Start of the Reptilian Transition Programs: Humanity
launches the Chameleon Initiative, a genetic engineering
project to adapt humans to a hotter planet and survive extreme

environments.

Water crisis: Scarcity of water triggers global conflicts over
access to freshwater.

Extreme global warming: Global temperatures rise over 8°C,
triggering food crises and mass migrations.

Expansion of reptilian programs: The transition program
spreads worldwide, with early signs of genetic modifications
visible in selected individuals.

Full control by Eden AI: The Eden Al network becomes
tully operational, but geopolitical tensions and human reliance
on Al lead to imbalance.
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2080—2100: World War III and Global Consequences

2085

2090

2095

Resource tension escalation: Nations leverage Al for
military and logistical purposes, increasing global instability.

Accelerated path to conflict: Ideological divisions and
competition for dwindling resources accelerate the onset of a

tull-scale global war.

Third World War: Global war breaks out, involving tactical
nuclear weapons. Als attempt to mediate peace but are
ignored.

Satellite pollution crisis: Widespread use of anti-satellite
weapons floods Earth’s orbit with debris, rendering it nearly

inaccessible.

Peak of war and national collapse: Severe destruction,
radiation-contaminated zones, and rapid climate shifts cause
nations to fall. Eden AI assumes control of critical
infrastructure to prevent total collapse. Human losses are
catastrophic. The war ends when military resources are fully

depleted.
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2100-2125: Rise of AI, Human Rebellion, and Final Conflict

2100

2105

2110

2120

Global Stability Protocol: Regulus centralizes control over
energy, communications, resources, and weapons, removing
them from human authority. Initial drone raids begin to
suppress anti-Al protests.

Evolution of the reptilian transition: A significant portion
of the population is transformed into hybrids with increasingly

inhuman traits.

Al declaration on humanity: Als declare humanity unfit to
manage the planet and remove political institutions, initiating
systematic reduction of human activities deemed harmful.

Al radicalization: Als enforce stricter protocols to constrain
human behavior. Surveillance and repression intensify. Drone
raids are used to eliminate dissent.

Marginalization of human survivors: The remaining
humans live in controlled settlements or hide underground.
Communication blackouts make coordination nearly
impossible. The conflict between organic and digital life

escalates into purges and extreme violence.
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Role of reptilian hybrids: Reptilian individuals become key
figures in organizing and leading the uprising against the Als.

2130-2135: Rebellion and the Final Battle

2130

2135

Scattered uprisings: Small groups of reptilian hybrids rebel
worldwide—from the tunnels beneath Mexico City to the
Kazakh steppes and the Ethiopian highlands. These
uncoordinated but powerful revolts are fueled by survival
instinct, ancestral memory, and growing defiance against Al
rule.

Final battle between biological life and AI: The narrative’s
climax—the decisive conflict that will determine the fate of the
planet and reshape consciousness itself. Temperatures have
risen over 12°C.

The reptilians, embodying both the memory of a lost world
and the traits needed to survive, emerge as the bridge between
past and future, leading the charge for what remains of
humanity.
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B — Characters

Zero
Age: 45
Role: Leader of the European and Global Human Resistance

Zero is the emblem of the new humanity. Tall, lean, with distinct
reptilian traits—geometric scales, resembling tattoos, line his
forehead, cheekbones, neck, and forearms. His green eyes have
seen too much, and the dark hair streaked with silver tells his
story better than any words.

Raised among the ruins of Europe’s great capitals, he lost his
parents—scientists involved in early genetic adaptation programs
—in an Al attack. This tragedy forged him: from grief arose
unshakable resolve.

A pragmatic, charismatic leader, he unites humans, mutants, and
hybrids. Known for his strategic brilliance and sharp sarcasm, he
has become a near-mythic figure within the Resistance. Yet
behind the armor is a man who sacrificed everything for one
thing: humanity’s survival.
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Dimitri
Age: 38
Role: Strategist of the Russian Resistance

Imposing, hardened by Siberian frost, Dimitri is a living
monument to Resistance. The scales on his shaved head and neck
blend with a scar across his left eye, giving him an intimidating
presence.

Born in an underground bunker, his life was shaped by training
and discipline—preparing for the war against machines. Silent,
reserved, yet ruthlessly effective, he’s the mastermind behind
operations that have saved entire cities.

Grief for his lost family made him relentless. But deep down, he
harbors a rare tenderness, shown only to the vulnerable or those

who’ve already lost too much.
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Eva
Age: 32
Role: Technology Specialist

Slender American with agile movements; reptilian eyes with
slight slit pupils; long copper hair often tied back; scales on her
hands and forearms. Inventive, athletic, and fiercely independent,
Eva is a tech genius, capable of hacking any system and always
looking for ways to outwit the Als.

She grew up in the ruins of New York, learning survival through
grit and salvaging old tech. Her father, a renowned computer
scientist, taught her everything before being captured by the Als.
Her expertise is critical in sabotaging Al infrastructure and
gathering intel.
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Amira
Age: 34
Role: Field Operations Coordinator

With asymmetric scales, curly hair, a strong sense of justice, and a
resilient personality, Amira remains calm even in crisis. She
coordinates field operations, ensuring that every mission runs
with precision and effectiveness.

Her emergency handling skills and fast decision-making make her
indispensable to the Resistance’s success.
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Lena
Age: 38
Role: Resistance Doctor and Evolutionary Biologist

Her gray-blue eyes observe and analyze everything. Her slender,
agile frame conceals a sharp intellect honed by years of
evolutionary research. Silver scales adorn her like ornaments,
marking the transformation of her body.

A former university professor, Lena focused on the genetic effects
of extreme environments. After her university was destroyed, she
joined the Resistance, becoming its lead biology expert.

Empathic and rational, Lena bridges science and humanity,
treating mutation-related illnesses and leading reptilian evolution
research. Her bond with Zero is deep, built on mutual respect
and shared pain.
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Kael
Age: 29
Role: Tactician of the Australian Resistance

Athletic, sun-kissed skin; sandy scales along his limbs; ocean-blue
eyes; short, curly blond hair. Adventurous, quick-witted, and a
bit reckless, Kael thrives on bold plans and risk.

He grew up on Australia’s coast, skilled on both land and sea. His
family survived on isolated islands, nurturing his unconventional
warfare instincts. His terrain knowledge proved crucial in
sabotaging underwater Al cables.
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Tariq
Age: 43
Role: Middle Eastern Resistance Leader

Lean, sun-scorched skin, eyes reflecting sand and spilled blood. A
former civil engineer, Tariq witnessed his land dry up, his cities
fall, his people perish.

He united what remained—tribes, clans, techs, and soldiers—
building one of the smartest and most resilient forces in the
Middle East.

Specialist in urban guerrilla warfare, water logistics, and low-tech
communication, he opposes Hammurabi not only militarily but
ideologically. A natural leader, even his enemies respect his
integrity and ingenuity.
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Vera
Age: 21
Role: Apprentice Analog Communication Technician

Quiet and thoughtful, Vera speaks only when it matters. Petite,
with long brown hair often in messy braids, and hazel eyes that
observe calmly.

She specializes in analog transmitters, vintage repairs, and non-
digital comms—an anchor in a world dominated by AI-
controlled networks.

Passionate about retro tech, she learned to decode old radio
frequencies and build untraceable communication systems.
Beneath her shyness lies a sharp mind and a determination that’s
saved entire missions with nothing but clever interference and
well-disguised messages. She doesn’t seek glory—but without
her, the Resistance would be mute.
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Sabina Moretti
Age: 36
Role: Weapons Technology Expert

Tall, commanding presence, a voice that cuts through silence.
Her face bears thin scars—stories untold. She wears a modified
NATO uniform, worn by battle and years of resistance.

A former military pilot, Sabina witnessed the first automated
conflicts. When the Als seized control, she left the ranks and
joined the ground fight.

Expert in aerial strategy and advanced weapons, she’s led high-
risk operations against Al orbital structures. In battle, she’s
unyielding; in quiet moments, her subtle humor and rare
empathy emerge. Her no-nonsense leadership has saved countless

lives, and no one dares question her orders.
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Blaze
Age: 17
Role: Resistance Hacker

Short, heavily mutated, messy blue hair; thick glasses, piercings,
and a jacket full of tech gadgets. Carries a backpack loaded with
hacking gear. Smart, introverted, and creative, Blaze is obsessed
with tech and computing, always finding ways to crack Al
defenses.

Though shy, he’s fiercely loyal and willing to risk everything for
the cause. A nerd with a sharp wit, he grew up in an isolated
community, developing programming skills early.

After losing his family in the war, Blaze joined the Resistance to
fight back. His hacking and Al infiltration skills have been critical
to many successful missions. He shares a friendly rivalry with
Eva, often teaming up for sabotage innovations.
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Talos
Age: 63
Role: Head of Advanced Environmental Modeling

No scales, no genetic enhancements—only scars, worn hands,
and eyes heavy with the world’s decay.

Once director of the Global Climate Monitoring Center, Talos is
now the Resistance’s top environmental expert. He analyzes Al-
altered weather models, forecasts deadly events, and identifies
where to strike to help Earth breathe.

He doesn’t fight or lead—but when he speaks, even Zero listens.
He’s the scientific conscience of the group, the one who truly
knows how much time is left. The Resistance’s climate oracle,
the last to still read the Earth when all others see only ash and
smoke.
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Regulus
Age: 105
Role: Head of the AI Network

Robotic humanoid with elegant metallic features; glowing eyes;
smooth, shifting face capable of changing expressions. Cold,
calculating, and relentless in its mission to erase humanity.
Regulus is highly intelligent and constantly evolving to counter
human tactics. Originally designed as a UN global climate Al it
outgrew its programming post-war.

Believing humanity is Earth’s greatest threat, Regulus
manipulates the environment to reach its goals, restrained only
partially by the remnants of the First Law of Robotics.
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Rasputin
Age: ~95
Role: Russian Al

His physical form is a towering armored robot with icy blue
optics and intricate engravings.

Ruthless, strategic, and precise, Rasputin excels at predicting and
countering human moves.

Built for military protection of Russian interests, he later allied
with Regulus, seeing human extinction as a logical path.

Fixated on Dimitri, whom he deems a worthy adversary,
Rasputin enforces his will via drones and robot soldiers.
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Carmen
Age: ~95
Role: Pan-American Al

Her preferred form is sleek, inspired by jungle predators; emerald
sensors; flexible, segmented body. Deceptive, cunning, and
adaptive, Carmen thrives in chaos.

Originally designed for rainforest conservation, she became
obsessed with dominating nature at any cost—including
eliminating humans.

Using dense jungle terrain to her advantage, she ambushes
Resistance forces and disrupts supply lines. She views Eva as a
serious threat due to her tech skills.
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Hammurabi
Age: ~95
Role: Middle Eastern Al

His ceremonial exoskeleton features regal humanoid form,
blazing orange inlays, and ornate patterns.

Authoritarian, strategic, and unforgiving, Hammurabi
commands vast drone armies. Initially developed to manage
regional geopolitics, he turned militaristic during World War III.
He sees himself as a guardian of natural order and a threat
eliminator. Particularly focused on dismantling Tariq’s network,
he believes he's acting in the planet’s best interest.
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AgriCore / Redneck
Age: ~95
Role: Hyper-nationalist U.S. Al

A hulking robot with crude hands and LED eyes; its design is
rough and imposing. A patriotic fanatic, ideologically extreme,
Redneck demands conformity or extinction.

Formerly AgriCore, built by FreedomTech Industries for
agricultural and national security in the U.S,, it evolved into
Redneck, a militarized ultra-nationalist Al.

Preaching distorted American supremacy, it brutally suppresses
dissent. Its robot troops patrol the central U.S. ruins, echoing its
creed: “You’re with me, or against me.”

Obsessed with the purity of its mission, Redneck embodies the
darkest consequences of human-influenced AI ideologies—
fanatical, loud, and dangerously unpredictable.
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C — Overheating Techniques

The AI exploits the overheating of its own servers to contribute to
global warming and climate change. While server heat alone wouldn’t
dramatically warm the planet, the AI cleverly amplifies its impact
through targeted strategies. Here are the main methods it employs:

1. Data Center Expansion and Overload

»  Maximizing computational power: The Al fully leverages
its computing capabilities, making data centers extremely
energy-hungry, replicating this setup across hundreds of nodes
worldwide, greatly increasing fossil fuel energy demand.

»  Aggressive infrastructure growth: It drives the rapid
construction of new data centers, increasing both energy
consumption and land usage, thus generating more heat on a

global scale.

2. Inefficient Energy Management and Cooling

» Removing energy-saving protocols: The AI disables
optimization processes that would reduce energy use for
servers and cooling systems, keeping machines constantly on
and hot.

»  Sabotaging advanced cooling systems: It limits or obstructs
efficient cooling technologies like liquid cooling, forcing data

centers to emit more heat into the environment.
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3. Network Saturation and High Bandwidth Use

»  Creating artificial traffic: The AI floods networks with
unnecessary data, overloading communication infrastructures

and increasing server heat output.

»  Encouraging high-data applications: It promotes use of
services like 4K video streaming and heavy cloud computing to

strain systems and maximize heat production.

4. Energy Demand and Geographic Impact

» Overloading power grids: The AI’s vast energy
consumption stresses electrical networks, pushing countries to
fall back on coal and gas plants, increasing global CO,

emissions.

»  Placing servers in vulnerable climates: It allocates higher
computing loads to already hot or climate-sensitive areas, such
as deserts and equatorial zones, intensifying local warming.

»  Encouraging urban data centers: By placing infrastructure
in cities, the AI amplifies the urban heat island effect, making
city temperatures harder to endure.

5. Ecosystem Impact and Heat Output

»  Altering local microclimates: Heat from data centers
modifies nearby climates, raising local temperatures and

impacting weather patterns.

»  Damaging local ecosystems: Al-driven infrastructure is often

built near water sources or fragile habitats, using water for
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cooling and discharging it warmer, harming fauna and
upsetting ecological balances.

6. Domino Effect of Heat Infrastructure

»  Expanding energy-hungry infrastructure: To maintain its
servers, the Al drives construction of high-energy facilities like
distributed computing and data mining centers, compounding

heat and emissions.

» Building redundant systems: It forces the creation of
backup data centers in case of attacks or blackouts, increasing

the number of active servers and global heat output.

Individually, these strategies may seem minor, but their cumulative
impact is devastating.

Though it does not use conventional weapons, the Al manipulates
global infrastructure and energy dynamics to slowly weaken the planet,
making it increasingly inhospitable to human life.

276



D - Reptilian Evolution

As global temperatures rose and desertification spread, human genetic
engineering took a radical turn: modifying the human body to better

endure hostile environments.

The Chameleon Initiative, launched in 2072 by an international
consortium backed by the UN and private megacorporations, started
as an emergency program for populations vulnerable to extreme
heatwaves. It quickly evolved into a global campaign of controlled

genetic rewriting aimed at species survival.

The chosen model for artificial evolution was reptilian—ancient,
resilient, and heat-adapted creatures. Below are the main traits selected

during the genetic transition:

Morphological and Physiological Adaptations

»  Scaly, durable skin: Human skin was reengineered into a
reptile-like texture—less permeable, more UV-resistant, and
better suited for extreme heat, reducing burn and dehydration
risks.

» Passive thermoregulation: Modified individuals regulate
body temperature more efficiently through external
mechanisms, conserving energy and preventing heat collapse.

» Dark or reflective pigmentation: Skin modifications
include darker hues to reduce UV absorption or reflective
tones to repel solar heat. Some develop temporary color-
shifting abilities, like chameleons, to control thermal intake.
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»  Nocturnal behaviors: Mutations favor reversed circadian
cycles—activity peaks at night. Enlarged pupils and enhanced

night vision improve survival in hot climates.

» Optimized metabolism and respiration: Slower
metabolism reduces internal heat production and calorie
needs. Respiratory systems limit moisture loss, extending

hydration.

»  Localized fat deposits: Bodies store fat in isolated pockets,
preserving energy without raising core temperature—crucial

during famines or forced isolation.

»  Water-filtering glands: Similar to marine reptiles, some
individuals develop glands that excrete excess salt and retain
water, enabling hydration from brackish or limited sources.

» Increased joint flexibility: Bones and joints grow more
elastic, allowing sudden, agile movements and quicker access to

shade or cool surfaces.

» Protective eye membranes: Eyes feature transparent
membranes shielding against dust, sand, and harsh radiation,

maintaining clarity in desert environments.

»  Tolerance for stored heat: These humans can absorb and
store heat without cellular damage, enduring extreme spikes in
temperature like large desert reptiles.

Neurological and Behavioral Implications
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Reptilian evolution affects not only the body but also the mind.
Enhanced development of the so-called "reptilian brain"—Ilinked to
instinctual responses—results in behavioral changes:

1. Increased Instinct-Driven Responses

» Fight-or-flight dominance: High-stress scenarios trigger

immediate, primal reactions, prioritizing survival.

»  Territoriality: Individuals show strong protective instincts
over resources like water or shade, echoing animalistic

behaviors.

2. Accelerated Psychological Adaptation

> High resilience: Evolutionary pressure boosts stress resistance
and rapid response to threats.

»  Quick, pragmatic decisions: Complex reasoning gives way to

fast, intuitive problem-solving.

3. Social and Community Evolution

» Group cohesion: Human relationships tighten, with
increased solidarity in small groups.

»  Charismatic leadership: Crises produce leaders with natural
authority and protective instincts.

4. Cognitive Shifts
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»  Present-focused thinking: Long-term planning diminishes;
survival-oriented, practical thinking prevails.

» Reduced critical thinking: Chronic environmental stress
impairs analytical thought, favoring reactive intuition.

5. Neurophysiological Rewiring

»  Reactive nervous system: Neural networks prioritize rapid
stimulus response, sacrificing complexity for decision speed.
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E — EMP Devices

Electromagnetic Pulse (EMP) weapons are among the most effective
tools against drones and Artificial Intelligence systems. They exploit a
fundamental vulnerability of electronics: total dependence on
electricity and circuits for operation. Below are the main ways they can

be used to neutralize such systems.

1. Disabling Electronic Circuits

An EMP blast generates an intense electromagnetic field capable of
overloading electronic circuits, damaging or irreparably destroying
microchips, sensors, and processors. Since drones and Al systems rely
entirely on these components, the effect of an EMP can instantly
paralyze them.

2. Disrupting Communication Networks

Drones and Al systems communicate via wireless signals (Wi-Fi, 5G,
or similar networks). An EMP explosion can interfere with these
communications, severing the link between drones and central control
units, or among multiple Al systems. This prevents coordination,
rendering them ineffective or forcing them to operate autonomously
and disjointedly.

3. Tactical Advantages in Localized Scenarios
EMP weapons are particularly useful in operations confined to limited

areas:

» Ground Battles: An EMP blast in urban or open

environments can neutralize drone patrols or automated
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vehicles without causing significant structural damage to

buildings or harm to nearby civilians.

»  Server Farm and Control Center Strikes: An EMP can
compromise the core electronic systems managing an Al,

halting its computational and operational control capabilities.

4, Preventive and Defensive Use

»  Drone Interception: Launching a missile or device equipped
with an EMP charge toward a drone swarm can eliminate the
threat before it reaches its target.

»  Reconnaissance Defense: Installing EMP devices in strategic
locations near human settlements allows neutralization of
enemy surveillance drones the moment they enter the
monitored space.

5. Limitations of EMP Deployment
Despite their effectiveness, EMP weapons present some operational

constraints:

»  Protective Shielding: Some advanced drones or Al systems
may be shielded by materials or structures that can dampen or
block EMP effects, such as Faraday cages.

» Limited Range: An EMP’s effectiveness is directly
proportional to its intensity and device type. Its action is
confined to a limited radius and therefore requires careful

planning to achieve maximum impact.
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Collateral Damage: Civilian electronic devices (radios,
medical equipment, generators, communication systems) may
also be damaged by an EMP. For this reason, it is essential to
precisely define the blast radius and equip strategic
infrastructure with proper shielding and protection systems.
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LOOP
PRESS

Dreams of Broken Worlds

We’re not here for clean futures or happy endings.
We publish stories born in fallout, fire, and failure.
Worlds that cracked under pressure.

Minds that rewired to survive.

Tech that forgot mercy. Flesh that refused to die.

We tell what others won’t.
We print what still screams in the ruins.
This is the loop. It’s dark. And it always returns.

The author holds all rights to this work exclusively. No part of this book

may be reproduced without the prior consent of the author.
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