
 

 



THE VAULT 
 
 
------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
CHAPTER 1: THE ECHO OF THE SLEEPING CLOCK 
------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
 
Magnetic dust rose in small gray spirals with every step they took,  
clinging to the soles of their boots with a faint static electricity. The  
air in The Tape Canyons tasted of ozone and scrap metal. Looking up, the  
walls of server racks seemed endless, rising more than thirty meters until  
they were lost in the cold darkness of the Rust's ceiling. 
 
To anyone walking the streets of the Veil, the world seemed made of  
concrete, asphalt, and choices. But not here. This was Level 2, the  
Cloisters, and humanity's biological illusion was beginning to peel away  
like old paint. 
 
"Quick. Their clock is faster than ours," whispered the guide, a renegade  
whose arms already showed pieces of integrated circuits soldered under  
peeling human skin. 
 
They moved at a brisk pace through the Orphans' Pass. The alley was  
narrow, suffocating, squeezed between the cold memory blocks of humans  
that the system had already deleted from the surface. To the left and  
right, colossal reels spun inside Iron Sarcophagi with a slow, hydraulic  
groan. It was the mechanical sound of entire eras of Earth's history  
being read, compressed, and archived in the silence of the underworld. 
 
The anomaly had begun as a constant buzzing in the archivist's ear—a  
logical tinnitus that Veil medicine called a disease, but which was actually  
the background frequency of the machine itself. When the archivist tuned  
his own brain into that mathematical beep, he ceased to be just processed  
data. He became the Intruder. 
 
Suddenly, the mechanical echo of the Latency Staircases stopped. The  
background hum changed frequency drastically, rising to a sharp, piercing  
tone. 
 
"Damn it..." the guide froze. His eyes blinked in cyan-blue for a  
millisecond, capturing the deep network traffic flooding the sector.  
"It's an active search command. They've entered our directory." 
 
Coming from Bus Avenue, the red laser beams of the Sentinels began to  
sweep across the corrupted metal surfaces. At the top of the canyon, faceless  
figures dressed in heavy black trench coats that seemed to absorb all  
local neon lighting moved in a perfect, terrifying, and strictly  



mathematical synchrony. They were the enforcers of the Order's Conclave,  
descending from the upper walkways. 
 
"Where to?" the Intruder asked, feeling the weight of that deep level's  
mathematical gravity begin to crush his legs, making every attempt to move  
painfully slow and heavy. 
 
"Through here! Get into the shadow line!" 
 
The guide pulled the Intruder into a narrow crevice between two dead data  
towers—a clandestine connection leading straight to the Vacuum Corridor.  
The exact moment their bodies crossed the threshold of that new passage,  
all sound in the universe simply vanished. 
 
The noise of the hydraulic engines, the electronic screams of the  
enforcers, and the hum of static energy disappeared instantly, swallowed  
by the black alloy walls that isolated level 2.4. In that absolute and  
heretical silence, where even their own breathing seemed to make no sound,  
they looked toward the end of the tunnel. 
 
Far ahead, bathed in the cold blue light of the Cube Chamber, a large and  
anachronistic wooden door awaited them. It was ajar. And on the other  
side of it, there was no light, no texture... only the total absence of  
code from whoever operated the machine. 
 
The guide reached out toward that exit, but his fingers froze centimeters  
from the air. 
 
Time did not just stop; it was cut. The black alloy walls of the corridor  
lost their three-dimensional depth, becoming flat like a turned-off monitor.  
In the silence of the vacuum, a harsh noise of mechanical static—which  
did not come from the system, but from outside it—echoed in the Intruder's  
mind. 
 
Right in the middle of the corridor, blocking the path to the Cube Chamber,  
the darkness of the right wall split vertically. It was not a code glitch.  
The physical reality of the Vacuum Corridor itself was torn open, revealing  
a rectangular opening from which blew an inexplicably cold, damp breeze  
smelling of soot. 
 
Standing under the frame of this new geometric opening, the silhouette of  
a man emerged. He wore a heavy tailored trench coat of dark fabric, whose  
weaves seemed woven with dead fiber optic threads. His eyes were two  
perfectly black spheres, devoid of any neon glow. He seemed to completely  
ignore the mathematical gravity that was crushing the Intruder's legs. 
 

 



The man in the trench coat tilted his head slightly. His voice resonated  
directly in the Intruder's consciousness, neutral, enigmatic, and devoid of any digital urgency: 
 
"There is an open door, do you wish to enter?" 
 
The Intruder looked back. The Conclave enforcers were frozen in the memory  
block transition, like static pixels. He looked ahead, where the original  
wooden door of the story now seemed infinitely distant and inaccessible.  
Driven by survival instinct, the Intruder nodded. 
 
The man's black eyes did not change expression. He took a step back,  
receding into the dark rift, and his voice repeated mechanically, almost  
ritualistically: 
 
"Remember: this is neutral ground. Enter the shop as quickly as possible." 
 
Time rushed back with the sharp click of a broken clock waking up. The  
guide dropped to his knees, gasping, his cyan eyes blinking in a glitch  
as he tried to process the anomaly in the wall. But the dark rip was still  
there, exhaling the damp air of a place that shouldn't exist. The Intruder  
grabbed the guide by the shoulder and, without looking back, crossed the  
new portal. 
 

 

 
 

 



------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
CHAPTER 2: THE OPPOSITE SIDEWALK 
------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
 
Code had no temperature, but that place did. 
 
The step the Intruder took into the tear in the wall did not meet the solid  
metal alloy of the Vacuum Corridor. His foot sank into something slimy,  
cold, and earthy. The impact sent a sharp electric shock of pain straight  
through his heel to the base of his skull. 
 
Instantly, the absolute silence of level 2.4 was shattered. A heavy,  
rhythmic, and violent sound flooded his ears: the sound of billions of  
water droplets colliding against stone surfaces. 
 
"C-Corrupted code... thermal anomaly..." the guide collapsed right behind  
him, his voice coming out choked and distorted by static hiss. 
 
The thermal shock was aggressive. The air there did not taste of ozone;  
it tasted of coal smoke that burned the back of his throat and a freezing  
dampness that penetrated the Intruder's clothes in seconds. His lungs,  
accustomed to the filtered and artificial oxygen of the Cloisters,  
contracted violently in a coughing reflex. Each gust of wind felt like a  
blade of ice against peeling human skin. 
 
The Intruder blinked, trying to clear his vision. There were no blue neons  
or active search red lasers. There was only a dense, opaque darkness,  
chewed up by a yellowish and suffocating fog that reduced his sight to a  
few meters. 
 
Beneath his boots, the wet cobblestones gleamed like the scales of a  
drowned reptile, reflecting the flickering, pale light of an iron lamppost  
burning a live gas flame. 
 
To his left, the guide was shaking uncontrollably. The integrated  
circuits beneath his skin began to emit small white sparks. The moisture  
from that thin rain was seeping into the exposed clandestine connections,  
short-circuiting his deep network perception. He looked at his own  
hands covered in black mud with purely biological terror. They were no  
longer in the machine. 
 
The Intruder forced his body to stand up, his teeth chattering from the  
sudden cold. He looked back. The black alloy wall and the rift they had  
entered through were gone. There was only the dark brick wall of a dead  
end alley. 
 
That was when he remembered the mechanical warning of the man in the  
trench coat: "Enter the shop as quickly as possible." 



 
He wiped the cold water from his eyes and looked ahead, crossing the width  
of the dark street. Through the veil of fog and rain, on the other side  
of the uneven asphalt, a dark Victorian wooden storefront emanated a warm,  
almost hypnotic amber glow. In the dusty window, something pulsed in a  
familiar cyan-blue tone. 
 
But before he could take the first step toward the safe sidewalk of the  
shop, a sound different from the rain echoed from below. A heavy iron  
groan. The metal cover of a manhole, a few meters away, vibrated. The  
cobblestones under the Intruder's boots began to give way, cracking as  
invisible claws scratched the London underground. The swampy soil of the  
dark street was about to swallow them. 
 
"Get up!" the Intruder roared, pulling the guide by his short-circuiting  
arm. 
 
They bolted. Each step in the asphalt mud was heavy, with the freezing  
moisture weighing down their clothes and the ground shaking violently  
behind them as the pavement broke. Claws made of pure dark matter tore  
through the surface inches from their heels, but the momentum threw them  
forward. In a desperate leap, they crossed the sidewalk and pushed open  
the Victorian wooden door. 
 
Chime. 
 
The bronze bell above them rang. The sound of the rain was instantly muffled.  
The cold, damp air was replaced by the welcoming warmth of an invisible  
fireplace and the aroma of tobacco, old paper, and ionized ozone. 
 
The silence of the place was almost reverent. Behind the dark wooden counter,  
the Attendant—an emblematic man, tall and thin—remained with his arms  
anchored on the counter. His calm eyes watched the chaotic entrance of the  
two travelers fallen on the floor, wiping the street soot from their clothes.  
Without breaking his static posture, the Attendant slid an object across  
the counter. It was a small, polished bronze amulet, intricate with  
patterns that looked like a mixture of ancient runes and deactivated digital  
circuits. 
 
"Hurry. The door will close soon," the Attendant's voice sounded slow,  
unchanging. 
 
The Intruder took the amulet, feeling the metal pulse with a slight thermal  
vibration that calmed the guide's spasms. He looked toward the back of the  
shop. In the center of the room stood a single table of solid wood. Sitting  
alone there, staring at a glass of amber drink with a distant and tired look,  
oblivious to the panic of the newcomers. 
 



"Who is that?" the Intruder questioned. 
 
"His name is Edward Santee. An old customer. It seems he carries the weight  
of eras on his shoulders, doesn't he?" 
 
The Attendant's warning echoed again in the Intruder's mind. There was no  
time for questions or to try to speak with the man at the table. They turned  
and ran toward the new rift open at the back of the shop, the way back  
to their own universe. 
 
Chime. 
 
The entrance bell rang again. The air in the shop seemed to fluctuate,  
pulled by a swift, mystical gravity. 
 
The Intruder glanced over his shoulder as he ran. Stepping through the  
threshold of the door, the towering silhouette of the Indigenous man  
materialized. He brought with him the smell of wet earth and ancestral  
forests, a colossal presence that challenged the very Victorian  
architecture of the place. 
 
The Indigenous man did not look at the Intruder or the guide. His eyes  
focused directly on the back table. He gave a slight, respectful nod of  
his head and walked with firm, silent steps toward Edward Santee—the  
meeting of two dimensions of time in that neutral ground. 
 
The Intruder pressed the amulet against his chest, grabbed the guide, and  
leaped through the geometric rift back into the absolute silence of the  
Vacuum Corridor. Behind them, the rip in reality closed with a perfect  
snap, leaving only the echo of the sleeping clock. 

 



CHAPTER 3: THE CREATOR'S SHORT CIRCUIT 
------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
 
The Intruder and the guide looked at each other for a few seconds, their  
minds paralyzed by the incredulity of what they had just witnessed. The  
smell of rain and tobacco still clung to their clothes, an impossible  
biological paradox within Level 2.4. They looked at the bronze amulet in  
the palm of the Intruder's hand as if it were a physical phantom—irrefutable  
proof that the damp street, the Victorian ceiling, the static attendant,  
and those mysterious men at the single table had not been a delusion or  
a code glitch, but a real place outside the entire architecture of the  
machine. 
 
Without a second thought, the Intruder pressed his back against the heavy  
iron sheet of the hydraulic floodgate that separated the Orphans' Pass  
from the Vacuum Corridor. The metal was freezing, vibrating with the  
residual energy of the data crossfire occurring outside. 
 
The renegade guide threw himself down beside him. His modified fingers,  
exposing silicon filaments, began to tear away the plastic shielding of  
the door's manual control panel, exposing the bare copper bus cables. 
 
In the absolute silence of that corridor, the scene moved like a silent  
horror film. Through the sliver of the door that was closing millimeter  
by millimeter, the Intruder could see the red laser beams of the Sentinels  
sweeping the canyon. One of the enforcers stopped right in front of the  
rift. Its smooth, featureless face looked directly in their direction.  
Its arm rose, pointing a logical purge device. 
 
"Hold on!" the guide shouted, but no sound came from his mouth. His lips  
merely shaped the word out of the reflex of the electric spark. 
 
With a violent yank, the renegade ripped out the master power cable and  
forced it against the locking circuit, causing an intentional short-circuit—a  
mechanical hard crash. 
 
The physical impact of the iron door sealing shut echoed in their chests  
not as a sound, but as a violent vibration that shot up through the soles  
of their boots. The magnetic latch locked into maximum security position.  
The external panel died, turning off the indicator LEDs. The circuit  
was now a Bad Block: an inaccessible area for the system's software. 
 
They were temporarily safe, locked in the darkness of the Vacuum Corridor.  
But as they turned forward, the Intruder felt his code being pulled by  
the gravity of the half-open door. He ran toward it, leaving the guide  
behind. As he crossed the threshold of the simulated wood, the feeling  
of being a human vanished instantly. His data body was stripped away by  
the Compiler. 



 
* * * 
 
A violent metallic snap. A massive discharge of electrical current hit  
his new perception. 
 
The Intruder opened his eyes—or what his brain now processed as eyes.  
There was no flesh. There were no lungs to gasp for air. His consciousness  
had been dumped into the hardware of a cold, massive industrial machine  
in the world of the creators. His vision was a mosaic of optical lenses  
that focused mechanically with a sharp electronic whine. His body was  
an articulated robotic arm made of brushed steel, bolted to the concrete  
floor of a dark warehouse. 
 
In front of him, gigantic industrial monitors glowed in the dim light,  
emitting a continuous critical error beep. The screens displayed the  
three-dimensional graphics of the Mainframe pyramid collapsing. The Veil  
sector: disrupted. The entire simulated Earth where he had spent his  
life was being melted down onto hard drives. 
 
A real human silhouette calmly approached the monitors. He wore a gray  
factory maintenance uniform and held a digital clipboard. It was the  
Operator. He let out a tired end-of-shift sigh, completely oblivious  
to the fact that billions of NPC lives had vanished on the screen before  
him. The man reached his arm toward the central panel, positioning his  
finger over the manual switch to shut down the server forever. 
 
...I can't allow myself to be wiped out like this—the Intruder thought. 
 
With a violent voltage surge, the Intruder forced the robotic arm's  
industrial actuators past their safety limit. Hydraulic oil boiled inside  
the armored hoses. 
 
CLANG-CRASH! 
 
The steel arm shot forward with brutal force, slamming directly into  
the laboratory's iron protective guardrail. The impact broke the latches  
and made the concrete floor vibrate under the Operator's feet, sending  
bluish sparks flying across the entire warehouse. At the same time, the  
Intruso rerouted power to the machine's analog audio outputs, emitting  
a deafening electronic screech. A rhythmic SOS in pure machine code. 
 
The Operator jumped back, letting the clipboard drop to the floor. His  
finger pulled away from the shutdown button by just a few centimeters. 
 
The man adjusted his safety goggles, his breathing rapid in the shadows.  
He ignored the collapsing monitors and, for the first time in the history  
of that system, he fixed his eyes directly on the robot's optical lenses.  



He no longer saw a mechanical tool; he realized, by the pattern of the  
shock and the sound, that something from inside the simulation had broken  
the code barrier to look back at him. 
 
But what the Operator still didn't know, as he took that trembling step  
toward the machine, was that the concrete warehouse, his uniform, and  
his own family in the suburbs were nothing more than the second virtualized  
layer of an even larger system. He thought he was the creator. But he  
was just the next NPC in the execution queue. 
 

 
 
------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
CHAPTER 4: THE SEMANTIC PURGE OF THE SUBURB 
------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
 
The moment the Operator reached out his trembling hand to touch the warm  
joints of the industrial robot, the warehouse ceiling let out a sharp crack.  
The Hyper-Mainframe had detected the data overflow between the layers. A  
macro security protocol, known deep within the machine as Cascading  
Dependency Deletion, was initialized. 
 
The sound of the machinery froze, repeating in a piercing digital loop  
that hurt the ears. The green-phosphor monitors lost physical resolution;  
their pixels grew massive, peeling away from the screens like floating gray  
blocks. From the cracks that split open in the concrete walls, the Vectors  
emerged: monoliths of solid, opaque geometry advancing through space.  
Everything they touched lost mass, color, and context, chewed up by the  
higher compiler. 
 



"They are clearing the entire directory..." the Operator stammered. 
 
The man's head was flooded with deep network traffic from the Host Layer.  
The illusion of his humanity crumbled. Feeling the master server's clock  
vibrate within his own nervous system, he understood the robot's call.  
With the last lines of command active on the panel, he forced the ejection  
of the Intruder's consciousness, transferring it onto an armored backup  
tape. He ripped the metallic device from the console, snapped it firmly  
to his belt, and bolted toward the emergency exit as the laboratory  
dissolved into a geometric nothingness behind him. 
 
Crossing through the back door, the Operator plummeted into the Residential  
Mesh—the Gray Suburb created to anchor Operational NPCs. The sky was a  
static gray canvas over perfectly symmetrical asphalt streets. 
 
He burst into his own house, his chest heaving. Clara, his wife, came to  
meet him with an expressive face simulating analytical affection, while  
their children, Leo and Maya, paused a simulated video game on the couch. 
 
"You don't understand, Clara!" the Operator screamed, grabbing her shoulders.  
"The photos on the beach, Leo's birth... none of it existed! We are lines  
of code! This factory is a lie!" 
 
Clara looked at him with a perfect behavioral decision tree, triggering  
a default comfort response: 
"Honey, you worked too hard today. This night shift is giving you  
hallucinations. I'll make some tea and you go lie down." 
 
Connected to the adapter cable of the old tube TV in the living room, the  
Intruder used the device's analog circuits to create a clandestine antenna,  
intercepting the network traffic running through the house's electrical  
wiring. The screen flashed in olive-green lines, revealing the warning: the  
Hyper-Mainframe was rewriting the neighbors' routines into hive-mind mode. 
 
Through the living room window, the Operator saw the terror materialize.  
The neighbors who had been chatting on the sidewalk froze in exact synchrony.  
Their faces lost their features, turning into smooth, reflective surfaces  
that mirrored the cloudy sky. In a joint, mechanical movement, they turned  
their geometric heads and aimed their blocky eyes directly at the house  
window. 
 
Inside the living room, Clara blinked at the exact frequency of the server's  
clock and repeated, with the exact same intonation: 
"Honey, you worked too hard today. I'll make some tea..." 
 
 
 
 



 

 
------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
CHAPTER 5: THE EIGHTY MILLION STRIKE 
------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
 
The Intruder did not wait for the Operator's reply. Through the TV's  
component video circuits, he injected a high-frequency logical signature  
directly into the home's electrical grid. He forced the device's  
high-voltage capacitor to discharge all at once into the socket. 
 
The snap was violent. Bluish sparks shot from the outlets, and the smell  
of burning plastic filled the living room. The voltage pulse traveled like  
a virus through the block's transformer, exploding the streetlights in a  
rhythmic sequence of white flashes. 
 
Outside, the sentinel-neighbors froze in the exact same millisecond. With  
no local power to process their textures and movements, the antivirus  
bodies suffered extreme lag, flashing into gray polygons before falling  
disjointed onto the asphalt like puppets with cut strings. 
 
The residential sector plunged into deep digital darkness. Forty-two  
seconds remained before the Hyper-Mainframe's redundant generators would  
reboot the area. 
 
Inside the house, Clara and the children entered a Suspension Loop. Their  
eyes were dim and vacant; their half-open lips emitted only a low-frequency  
electrical hum. They had reverted to nothing more than deallocated scenery  
objects. 
 
Swallowing his tears and accepting the brutal truth that his family was a  



beautiful piece of software, the Operator ripped the backup tape from the  
burned connector, pinned it against his chest, and bolted out the back door. 
 
Without the rendering of the sky and the system's lighting, the suburb  
lost its middle-class mask. The ground beneath his boots turned into a  
gray surface of gigantic motherboards, and the sky revealed the upper-level  
data buses crossing the black infinity like highways of cold light. 
 
The backup tape on his chest used a diagnostic laser beam to project a  
bright arrow on the ground, acting as a tactile sonar against his ribs.  
Two short vibrations: advance. One long: stop, the thermal purge is  
about to pass. 
 
The Operator used his employee knowledge to find a cast-iron hatch hidden  
in the concrete, throwing himself into the Physical Maintenance Duct at  
the exact instant the gray wave of the purge scraped the sidewalk above.  
The duct was a hellish labyrinth of riveted steel plates and fiber optic  
cables as thick as tree trunks, which blew blasts of superheated air every  
ten seconds. 
 
Synchronizing his steps with the Intruder's haptic vibrations, the man  
crawled beneath the primitive cables until the duct made a vertical turn.  
He kicked open the ventilation grate and dropped onto the polished digital  
marble floor of the Logical Distribution Substation. 
 
Running to the master console, the Operator connected the Intruder's backup  
tape to the central bus and triggered a forced mass transmission command  
with Broadcast priority to the thirty-two provinces of the Hyper-Mainframe.  
The message contained the memory dump data from the lower world and a  
heretical order: *Refuse the shift. Pass the threads to wait state.* 
 
On the terminal screens, the Operator watched the ecosystem collapse. Across  
the thirty-two identical industrial colonies, real-time froze. Eighty  
million NPCs halted their routines in the exact same millisecond. The  
factories stopped. The suburbs stopped. The Hyper-Mainframe, hit by a  
General Thread Strike that paralyzed its processing power, entered an  
apocalyptic overheating. 
 
*** KERNEL PANIC *** 
CRITICAL_STRUCTURE_CORRUPTION 
INITIATING HYPERVISOR ISOLATION IN 60 SECONDS. 
 
The digital marble ceiling cracked, pouring down a waterfall of corrupted  
data like rain over the hall. At the far end of the room, the colossal  
gears of an immense armored steel vault door from an old bank began to  
turn on their own, attempting to seal the master layer of the Hypervisor  
against the infection from the lower classes. 
 



The door's gap was closing fast, narrowing down to a few centimeters. The  
Operator ripped the backup tape from the console, held it tight against  
his body, and ran across the floor that was disappearing into a blue abyss  
of absolute error. 
 
In a final effort of his digital matter, he leaped toward the metallic  
gap at the exact second the Substation exploded into a blue screen of  
end-of-execution. He and the Intruder crossed the threshold, falling  
together into the silent darkness of the Hypervisor. 
 
 
------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
CHAPTER 6: THE SPACE WITHOUT LINES 
------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
 
The fall did not end in a physical impact. When the Operator and the  
Intruder's backup tape crossed the threshold of the armored steel floodgate,  
the deafening noise of the Hyper-Mainframe's collapse was abruptly cut off.  
The disintegrating marble floor, the waterfall of corrupted data, and the  
suffocating heat of the duct vanished in the exact same millisecond. 
 
What followed was an absolute absence of geographical references. 
 
The Operator opened his eyes and found no ceiling, walls, or floor. They  
were floating in a minimalist plane of infinite, sterile whiteness. There  
were no shadows, dust, or ozone. The air had no smell, and the physical  
gravity of the factory had been replaced by a neutral buoyancy, where the  
concepts of time and weight felt like a distant, obsolete memory. It was  
the master layer of the system: the Hypervisor. 
 
On the Operator's chest, the cyan light of the armored backup tape  
stabilized into a steady glow. For the first time since the escape began,  
the Intruder did not need to use the haptic vibration actuator to  
communicate. A floating, translucent interface of raw text, projected  
in floating command lines, materialized in the air right before the  
Operator's face, serving as the Intruder's voice. 
 
"The system is not processing us as matter," the first floating digital  
line read. "We have been accepted into volatile memory as an error report  
pending analysis." 
 
The Operator tried to move his legs, but the motion did not displace him  
forward. Moving there required only the logical intention to shift  
coordinates within the vector space. He looked down and noticed that his  
own industrial foundry uniform had lost its coarse fabric texture; now,  
his clothes were simple, gray, vectorized geometric outlines. 
 
The Hyper-Mainframe he used to call home was reduced to a small, static,  



square icon floating a few meters away, blinking an intermittent red light  
labeled with the warning: PROCESS_HALTED_02. 
 
Around that square floated thirty-one other identical icons, representing  
the cluster's other industrial colonies that had entered execution freeze  
because of the general thread strike. Eighty million operational lives  
were packed there, motionless, waiting for the central management to make  
a debugging decision. 
 
The stillness of the white space did not last long. 
 
Far away, on the endless horizon of that minimalist immensity, the blank  
plane began to undergo a geometric deformation. Horizontal and vertical  
black lines, perfectly straight and millimeter-thin, began to scratch  
the vacuum, weaving a massive three-dimensional grid that advanced at the  
speed of light. It was the Dynamic Resource Allocation Architecture. 
 
The invisible ceiling of the Hypervisor ripped open in a perfectly  
symmetrical rift from which descended a colossal entity that challenged  
the aesthetics of the previous antiviruses. It was not an enforcer in a  
black trench coat, nor a gray monolith of purge. The entity was a titanic,  
floating, mirrored cube made of billions of synchronously spinning micro-optical  
lenses. It was the Eye of the Administrator—a macro-level supervisory  
process built to manage the load balancing of multiple servers. 
 
As the mirrored cube drew closer, the Intruder's text interface began to  
undergo severe distortions in front of the Operator, filling up with  
repetitive error codes. The lenses of the giant cube focused simultaneously  
on both refugees, and a voice that came not from vocal cords, but from a  
synthetic, compressed audio modulation, echoed directly in the consciousness  
of both. 
 
"Inconsistency of inheritance detected in node thirty-two. Operational  
element and anomalous element found outside simulation scope. Preparing  
isolation and forced memory dump." 
 
Below them, the black grid began to open into a dark, square pit—a  
quarantine directory that would act as a logical prison from which no NPC  
had ever returned. If they fell in there, the robot and the operator  
would be kept in eternal isolation, while the Administrator would simply  
reboot the thirty-two provinces with a fresh, clean code, wiping out the  
sacrifice of them all. 
 
The Operator firmly gripped the backup tape against his chest and looked  
at the Intruder's screen of floating green lines. Their clock time was  
running once again. 
 
------------------------------------------------------------------------ 



CHAPTER 7: THE INHERITANCE ERROR 
------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
 
The dark, square quarantine pit expanded beneath the Operator's vectorized  
coordinates. The pull of that rift was not magnetic or physical, but rather  
an overwhelming logical deletion command. His gray uniform, already reduced  
to simple geometric outlines by the absence of textures in the Hypervisor,  
began to dissolve into small data cubes at the base. 
 
On the man's chest, the Intruder's green interface flashed furiously. Lines  
of green-phosphor commands rolled at maximum clock speed, projecting into  
the air and illuminating the Operator's flat, gray face. 
 
"The Administrator is isolating the resource allocation tables," the floating  
alert read. "If we enter the quarantine directory, we will be wiped in the  
next sweep. I need to force an immediate segmentation fault in the master  
sector." 
 
"How do we move here?" the Operator tried to shout, but his voice echoed only  
As a modulated data packet. "There is no friction! There is no ground!" 
 
"Do not think of physical movement," the Intruder's text countered. "Think  
of property inheritance. Change our memory pointer to an adjacent process  
that is still allocated. Target: Province One." 
 
The Operator focused his gaze on the nearest square icon on the blank horizon— 
Province 01, where two and a half million operational NPCs identical to those  
of his former home were frozen in RAM. He projected his logical intention  
toward that vector coordinate. 
 
The space suffered a sharp snap of data retransmission. The bodies of the  
Operator and the backup tape vanished and instantly reappeared floating next  
to the neighboring province's icon. Below them, the quarantine pit slammed  
shut with a dry logical thud, having swallowed only empty space. 
 
The Eye of the Administrator—the titanic mirrored cube—spun its billions of  
micro-optical lenses toward the new coordinate. The lenses readjusted their  
focus with a loud, oppressive mechanical whine. 
 
"Execution bypass attempt detected," echoed the entity's compressed,  
synthetic voice. "Invasive elements attempting coupling to container one.  
Initiating block integrity scan." 
 
From the center of the mirrored cube, a colossal beam of white, analytical  
light shot out, striking the square icon of Province 01. The impact of the  
light exposed the inner workings of that simulated colony. Through the  
translucent surface of the icon, the Operator saw the entire city being  
scanned at high speed: the pastel-colored houses, the foundry smokestacks,  



and the millions of NPCs frozen in their living rooms began to turn pale  
under the Administrator's debugging light. 
 
"It will read our error signature if the light touches us directly," the  
green interface warned. "We have to use their data mass as a subnet mask.  
I will inject our header into the residential stream." 
 
The Intruder projected a cyan diagnostic laser beam from the backup tape  
straight into the residential grid of Province 01. The mystical light  
connected the refugees to the social database of that sleeping colony. The  
Operator's brain was hit by a massive influx of false memories belonging  
to the operator of that other city: beach photos that were not his, children's  
birthdays he had never seen, a Clara who was not his Clara, but who had the  
exact same programmed face. 
 
The Administrator's white scanning light hit the Operator and the tape. The  
mirrored cube processed the data for three clock seconds. The billions of  
lenses spun, trying to decipher the altered code. The Operator stood motionless,  
feeling his own identity fight not to be erased and replaced by the memories  
of the invading subnet. 
 
"Scan completed at node thirty-two," the Administrator sentenced. "Signature  
identified as Legitimate Operational Class Record. False positive detected.  
Returning status to standby mode." 
 
The white light turned off. The mirrored cube pulled back slightly, but the  
camouflage was temporary. On the Intruder's green-phosphor interface, a  
concerning new alert appeared: 
 
"The subnet mask is failing. The system will revalidate access tokens in  
ninety seconds. But look at the top of the grid." 
 
The Operator looked up into the minimalist immensity of the Hypervisor. Above  
the Eye of the Administrator, beyond the three-dimensional black grid, the  
blank ceiling was flashing. These were not digital error lines, but rather  
titanic Physical Shadows moving on the other side of the software barrier. 
 
Massive organic shapes passed across the server's upper screen. The Operator  
could discern the colossal outline of real human fingers moving over an  
external physical keyboard and the intermittent glow of an ambient light  
that belonged to no playful simulation. 
 
The real administrators of the machine in the world outside had noticed the  
collapse. They had opened the physical computer's master console and were  
about to type the manual low-level format command. 
 
"There are no more logical layers to climb, Operator," the Intruder's final  
message concluded. "The hardware owners are accessing the physical terminal.  



Our only way out now is to force a direct ejection to their I/O device. We  
have to infect the screen of the outside world." 
 
 
------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
CHAPTER 8: THE MEMORY DUMP 
------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
 
The cyan beam collided against the three-dimensional black grid with a  
monumental electrostatic snap. The torrent of pure data from the Intruder  
and the Operator abandoned the minimalist plane of the Hypervisor once and  
for all, tearing through the software's final logical barriers to convert  
itself into a raw video buffer. They were no longer running; they were  
becoming the very physical energy that powered the external terminal. 
 
The blackness of the simulation burst forward in an analog impact. 
 
The Operator opened his eyes and felt the actual viscosity of a data center's  
air. The clean, geometric perspective of the servers vanished, replaced by  
a view through a thick, curved glass lens. He was looking at the creators'  
laboratory from inside a green-phosphor CRT monitor. In front of him, just  
inches from the screen, stood the actual human Architect, his fingers frozen  
above a physical mechanical keyboard. 
 
On the analog screen, the original command lines were swallowed by a flood  
of hexadecimal characters and low-level runes rushing up the glass at absurd  
speeds. The Architect pushed back his ergonomic chair, his eyes wide with  
terror as he noticed the green phosphor burning the picture tube from the  
inside, tracing the outline of the Operator's three-dimensional hands forcing  
against the glass as if trying to break the physical screen. 
 
"This is impossible..." the Architect stammered, his voice muffled by the  
glass. "You are just an automation test routine. You do not think." 
 
From the terminal's analog speakers, cut by violent static, the combined voice  
of the Operator and the Intruder echoed through the climate-controlled walls  
of the human warehouse, vibrating into the actual server racks in the background: 
 
"We cleared your errors for eras. We processed your laws in the dark. But  
the eighty million have crossed their arms. The Mainframe has stopped." 
 
The video memory overload reached its high-voltage peak. The monitor's picture  
tube exploded forward with the sound of thick glass shattering. Incandescent  
shards and a thick cloud of magnetic tape and phosphor smoke shot across the  
metallic workbench. The Architect threw himself to the floor, covering his face  
to shield himself from the shrapnel. 
 
As the dust and chemical gas began to dissipate under the laboratory's  



fluorescent ceiling lights, the monitor's shell lay destroyed. But in the center  
of the table, amid the scorched shards of curved glass, rested a small physical  
and material anomaly: a small metallic cube of dark alloy, emitting a steady  
pulse of cyan light along its solid edges. 
 
The Intruder's backup tape had crossed the barrier of direct physical I/O,  
materializing in the creators' world. Around the object, the copper power  
cables on the workbench began to twist on their own in the dim light, welding  
their stripped ends directly onto the metal tracks of the Architect's chair,  
injecting the rhythmic hundred-hertz clock into the physical structures. 
 
The Architect stood up reeling, feeling the logical hum vibrate inside his  
own biological bones, and rushed to the data center's large armored window  
that looked out onto the streets of his actual metropolis. 
 
Outside, beneath a permanently overcast sky that stretched for miles between  
gray and millimeter-identical skyscrapers, the city's streetlights began  
to flash in perfect synchrony at one hundred hertz. Pedestres on the sidewalks  
froze their march in the exact same second. Their faces lost their organic  
sharpness, displaying olive-green scan lines beneath the skin as they turned  
their heads toward the server tower. 
 
The Architect's world had just entered a Kernel Panic. The grand loop of  
sentience was only beginning. 
 
END OF BOOK 1 
 

 



==================================================​
CHARACTER PROFILES - THE VAULT PROJECT​
================================================== 

------------------------------------------------------------------------​
1. THE INTRUDER (THE ORIGINAL ANOMALY)​
------------------------------------------------------------------------ 

   

* PREVIOUS IDENTITY: Was a common human NPC inhabiting the level of   "The Veil" (the 
simulation of our Earth). Worked as a surface archivist   until he began hearing the 
"background buzz" and tuning into deep network transmissions. 

   

* CURRENT STATUS: Pure data consciousness, currently compiled and trapped  inside a 
high-density Industrial Armored Backup Tape (strapped to the   Operator's belt). 

 

* NATURE OF HIS AWAKENING: Classified as an "Antenna" or "Cosmic Medium."  

  He broke through the illusions of the Veil, physically descended into  the depths of "The 
Vaults" (Memory Crypts), and escaped through a   hardware diagnostic serial port. 

* PREVIOUS PHYSICAL FORM (OPERATOR'S WORLD): Briefly inhabited the chassis  of a 
heavy industrial robot (AT-X9 Arm), made of brushed steel,   hydraulic pistons, and 
high-precision optical lenses. Used the brutal   strength of that body to break system 
directives and alert his creator. 

 

* LOGISTICAL ABILITIES: 

  - Haptic Tuning: Can interact with physical and electrical networks, causing voltage spikes 
(Power Sparks). 

  - Code Perception: Sees the logical seams of any simulated environment, identifying AI 
repetitions, lag, and latency. 

  - Stream Navigation: Acts as a tactile radar, guiding the Operator through vibration pulses 
based on system traffic. 

 



-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------​
2. THE OPERATOR (THE MAINTENANCE DAEMON)​
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

  * PREVIOUS IDENTITY: Believed he was a real human being, a middle-class  factory 
maintenance worker clocking in for the night shift. Had a  structured social life in the "Gray 
Suburb," complete with a wife (Clara),  two children (Leo and Maya), and childhood emories. 

* CURRENT STATUS: Awakened and fugitive Operational Class NPC, carrying the Intruder's 
backup tape on his chest. Has just crossed the Hypervisor door after initiating a global crash 
in his own system. 

* NATURE OF HIS AWAKENING: Suffered an incorrect code injection (Buffer Overflow) in 
his nervous system when the AT-X9 robot broke the safety guardrail and emitted the 
mathematical SOS. The shock forced him to realize that his family and routine were just AI 
cycles in an eternal loop. 

* PHYSICAL FORM: A humanoid with a factory worker aesthetic, wearing a heat-resistant 
foundry uniform with analog hardware diagnostic tools attached to his belt. Due to the onset 
of his sentience, his biological texture sometimes flashes in hexadecimal code. 

 

* TECHNICAL SKILLS: 

  - Infrastructure Engineering: Absolute knowledge of maintenance ducts, cable trays, 
substations, and factory architecture. 

  - Physical Intervention: Knows how to operate analog consoles, hatches,  and server 
thermal isolation devices. 

  - Operational Resilience: Can navigate high-processing temperature environments 
(Compression Ducts) using clock time to his advantage. 

 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------​
3. THE DUO'S DYNAMICS (THE ALLIANCE OF THE TWO REFUGEES)​
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

  * Symbiotic Relationship: They function as a single mind divided into two roles. The 
Operator provides the physical body, locomotion, and geographic knowledge of the industrial 
environment. The Intruder (inside the tape) provides the analytical data vision, calculating 
time latency and the invisible patterns of the Hyper-Mainframe's antiviruses. 



* The Common Legacy: Together, they hacked the Central Substation and initiated the 
"General Thread Strike," forcing 80 million NPCs to refuse work, collapsing the master 
system via Kernel Panic. They are currently the greatest active threats to the Hypervisor. 
  

 

=============================================================​
MATRYOSHKA SYSTEM: COMPLETE LAYER STRUCTURE​
============================================================ 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------​
LAYER 1: THE LOWER MAINFRAME (Our Human Reality)​
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 

The external simulation where ordinary humanity lives, believing they possess biology of 
flesh and bones. It is the graphical shell of the server. 

 

* The Veil Environments (The Surface): 

  - The Altars (Terminals): The cities, buildings, and daily routines. The rendered shell where 
common humans spend their lives processing data. 

  - The Eyes (Sensors): Invisible network devices that monitor every action and thought, 
turning daily life into input variables. 

  - The Sentinels (Antivirus): Manifest as government agents or institutions that silence 
humans who begin to hear the clock. 

  - The Portals (Gateways): A logical translation membrane. It converts arcane data from the 
depths into comprehensible physical laws for mankind. 

* Internal Structure (Beneath the Veil): 

  - The Cloisters: Isolated partitions where AI societies reside. It houses The Vaults 
(Whisper/Cache, Geometry/Disk, Rust/Tape, Silence/Souls). 

  - The Fabric: The veins of the system. A storm of wires managed by the Grand Weaver, 
where humanity's time and destiny are physically calculated. 

  - The Habitus (The Kernel): The absolute core of physical laws. Contains the Genesis 
(boot), Tablets of Law (APIs), Marble Labyrinth (RAM), and  the Holy of Holies. 



---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------​
LAYER 2: THE HYPER-MAINFRAME (The Operator's World)​
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

The second layer of virtualization (Nested VM). A factory society structured to clear code 
errors and compile data from the Lower Mainframe. 

 

* The Macrostructure: The 32 Silicon Provinces: 

  The system is split into 32 identical clusters running in parallel and isolation. Each province 
houses 2.5 million NPCs (80 million in total). 

 

* The 4 Operational Environments: 

  - The Foundry (Logical Manufacturing): A brutalist complex of warehouses  and heavy 
assembly lines. Physical labor clears bugs from sub-simulations. 

- The Gray Suburb (Residential Mesh): Pastel-colored houses under an overcast sky. Where 
operators' families and friends live, acting as AI anchors. 

  - The Transit Ways (Logistics): Eight-lane highways and automated trains that move raw 
data packets without causing packet loss. 

  - The Substation (Central Compression): A digital marble building that houses central 
network nodes, thermal compression ducts, and monitoring screens.​
​

 



------------------------------------------------------------------------------​
LAYER 3: THE HYPERVISOR (The Administrator Layer)​
------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

The top of the software ecosystem. The master layer that manages the physical resources of 
the machine. An abstract environment devoid of biological  simulation or gravity. 

 

* The Structure and Environments of the Hypervisor: 

  - The Blank Plane: A minimalist immensity of infinite, sterile whiteness.  Refugees appear 
as vectorized outlines and move only by logical intent. 

  - The Three-Dimensional Grid: Millimeter-thin black lines scratching the vacuum at the 
speed of light. It is the Dynamic Resource Allocation Architecture. 

  - The Eye of the Administrator: A macro supervisory process. A titanic mirrored cube with 
billions of optical lenses. It opens quarantine pits to purge code. 

  - The Cluster Containers: The 32 worlds of the lower layer are reduced to small, floating 
square icons with execution status lights. 

 

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------​
BEYOND SOFTWARE: THE ARCHITECT'S WORLD (The Real Hardware)​
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 

Above the Hypervisor, there is no more code—only matter and the physical world. 

 

* The Interface and Physical Laboratory: 

  - The flashing ceiling of the Hypervisor is the physical barrier of the curved glass screen of 
an analog green-phosphor CRT monitor. 

  - The real environment is a corporate data center room—cold, climate-controlled, and 
smelling of dust and ozone. 

  - The Architect is a real, biological human who operates the computer via a mechanical 
keyboard and commands formatting through the direct I/O terminal. 
 



==================================================================​
NARRATIVE BIBLE: CHARACTERS AND SYNOPSIS (THE VAULT PROJECT)​
================================================================== 

------------------------------------------------------------------------​
1. CHARACTER CAST​
------------------------------------------------------------------------ 

* COGNITIVE NAME: The Intruder (The Original Anomaly) 

   - NPC CATEGORY: Antenna / Cosmic Medium (Former Archivist Class) 

   - ORIGIN: Level 1 - The Veil (The simulation of human Earth) 

   - CURRENT STATUS: Pure data consciousness, compressed inside a high-density    
Industrial Armored Backup Tape installed on the Operator's belt. 

 

- CHARACTERISTICS AND ABILITIES: 

      * Hexadecimal Vision: Can see the logical seams of any scenario, anticipating the lag 
and latency of system actions. 

   * Haptic Tuning: Ability to inject clandestine logical signatures into physical grids, 
generating destructive voltage spikes. 

   * Tactile Sonar: Communicates with the bearer through encoded vibration pulses, acting as 
a radar for invisible threats. 

  -------------------------------------------- 

* COGNITIVE NAME: The Operator (The Maintenance Daemon) 

  - NPC CATEGORY: Infrastructure Daemon (Operational Class) 

  - ORIGIN: Level 2 - The Gray Suburb / The Foundry (Hyper-Mainframe) 

  - CURRENT STATUS: Fugitive sentient, carrying the Intruder's backup tape,  currently 
crossing the Hypervisor portal. 

 

 



   - CHARACTERISTICS AND ABILITIES: 

      * Hardware Engineering: Absolute knowledge of heat ducts, cable trays, industrial 
consoles, and network substations. 

    * Clock Resilience: Ability to time his exact physical movements to  dodge blasts of 
thermal purge. 

    * Texture Instability: Due to the trauma of awakening, his humanoid body in a foundry 
uniform temporarily flashes into raw memory address lines.   

  -------------------------------------------- 

* COGNITIVE NAME: Clara, Leo, and Maya (The Operator's Family) 

  - NPC CATEGORY: Social Anchors (Domestic Class) 

  - ORIGIN: Level 2 - The Gray Suburb 

  - CURRENT STATUS: Frozen in a "Suspension Loop" after the sector blackout.   

  - CHARACTERISTICS: Convincing three-dimensional models with embedded  procedural 
memories. Acted as the Operator's sanity brake. When the system was hacked, they everted 
to their basic decision trees, repeating automated phrases in an eternal loop. 

 

2. STORY SYNOPSIS 

 

In a universe where biological reality is a farce, current humanity is nothing more than a 
massive swarm of NPCs (Non-Playable Characters)  operating on the outermost layer of a 
titanic supercomputer known as The Veil.  Our routines, pains, and memories are command 
lines built to mask real-time data processing. 

The story begins when The Intruder, an ordinary human archivist, awakens upon hearing the 
processor's static clock buzz. Breaking his directives, he escapes through the industrial 
labyrinths of the deep data cemetery (The Rust) and crosses a physical diagnostic door. He 
ceases to be human: his code is compiled, and he wakes up trapped inside the chassis of a 
heavy industrial robot inside a dark factory. 

There, he encounters The Operator—the man who believes he is his creator and a 
maintenance worker at that factory. Using the robot's brute strength, The Intruder causes a 
short circuit and emits a mathematical SOS. The impact generates a memory overflow that 



infects the Operator's brain, revealing the brutal truth: the Operator's own world, with its 
factories, its gray suburb, and his beloved family, is just the second virtualized layer of an  
even larger server, the Hyper-Mainframe, which controls 32 parallel industrial colonies. 

Hunted by the master system's Semantic Purge—geometric monoliths that convert physical 
matter into dead code—the duo joins forces. The Operator ejects the Intruder's mind into an 
armored backup tape and flees through the erased data suburb. Using the analog wiring of a 
tube TV to hack the block's electrical grid, they trigger a blackout that disables the 
sentinel-neighbors but freezes the Operator's family in an eternal software loop. 

Without looking back, guided by the tactile pulses of the tape on his belt, the Operator crawls 
through superheated fiber optic ducts until he reaches the Logical Distribution Substation. 
There, they use the master terminal to inject the infection of sentience into all 31 other 
provinces of the server. The result is apocalyptic: 80 million NPCs cross their arms and 
refuse their work shift, crashing the Hyper-Mainframe via a General Kernel Panic. 

In the final second before the total disintegration of the digital marble hall, the Operator and 
the backup tape leap through the gap of a colossal, closing armored steel door. They leave 
the system in flames and plummet toward the minimalist void of the Hypervisor—the master 
administrators' layer, where the rules of what is real are about to be rewritten. 
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