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RealSim

The floor vibrated with the thudding of footsteps and a weathered swivel chair sank with the sudden weight of its human owner. Seconds later, a thin plastic box was slammed onto the nearby wooden table. 
“RealSim” said the box title in bright blocky font. Just a bit lower read the enthusiastic caption: “Everything you create is now real!”

The young man grinned, his breath thin from his hasty journey. The game was as fresh as could be, a mere three hours old. A simulation so advanced that millions of unique AI could exist within a single play session, it was one of the most highly anticipated releases for the year. 
He opened his laptop lid and inserted the game disk as a faint glow lit up the otherwise dark room, casting a dim light over the piles of rumpled clothes, snack food boxes, and wires that cluttered the dusty carpet floor. Seconds later, the installation had finished and the menu screen emerged.

Start new game?

He grinned in anticipation as he clicked the option without hesitation.

Enter Name?

His fingers flew across the keys, the name “Theo” emerging in under a second in the entry box.
Game Started.

Colourful visuals danced across the screen as an opening sequence began to play, but he tapped a button to skip it, uninterested in the pre-programmed introduction. Instead, he was whisked to the character creation screen, where he was instructed to make the first member of the species he would digitally reign over. For this he slowed his pace a little, mulling over the arm structure and colour scheme for several minutes before settling on a feathery bird-like creation with a horned beak and four legs.
Name of Species?

This he considered for a few seconds before deciding, out of a twisted sense of irony, to type in “Hyooman”.

Name of Individual?

His smirk widened slightly before imputing the name “Fred”. Imaginative he certainly was not.

Start Session?

He clicked “yes”.

Year 1 of Session 1 began.

---

Fred began as a primitive, animalistic creature who fed on fruits, leaves, and the occasional animal corpse. Theo steered him through and out of danger constantly, driving away smaller threats and fleeing from larger ones. The stage was a fairly easy one; the occasional death never impeded his progress by much, always starting him back at the most recent save point. Those were in high abundance themselves.
Eventually, he reached the end of Fred’s lifespan after about eighty in-game years, and instead gained control of a descendent some thousand or so years in the future. He cycled through a couple more ensuing members of Fred’s line until he reached the next stage of evolution for the Hyooman species at 500 000 years.
---

Gameplay had changed somewhat. Hyooman intelligence had reached a tribal level, and he now had to raise all the creatures from birth while teaching them words and behaviours, all of which were registered by the advanced AI. He was now also able to, using Fred’s line, influence the actions of any of the members of the tribe at will. His presence, though non-physical, seemed to be acknowledged by the in-game characters as some sort of omniscient force, of which only Fred’s descendants were capable of understanding in whole. Throughout the centuries, all of them consistently took the role of village shaman.
Early life was a crucial moment for development of Hyooman manners and behaviours. The ones Theo raised well were able to pass on the appropriate lessons for their young, and failing to do so required personal intervention to prevent an entire line of bad-mannered and temperamental characters.

As Theo attempted to teach a young Hyooman some table manners, an alert popped up in the corner of the screen, notifying him that two of the tribe members were in conflict. He quickly skipped over to find them arguing over credit for the spoils of a hunt, in which they had participated equally. Frowning, he had Fred number whatever-it-was-now resolve the conflict by telling them to suck it and share the results evenly. Neither member seemed satisfied, but they did not cause further trouble, thus Theo returned to the young Hyooman waiting patiently by the dinner table.
He reached year 700 041 of Session 1 six minutes later.

---

The game had become a balance of protecting the village from threats, ensuring there was adequate sustenance for its inhabitants, and resolving conflicts that rose often among the individual Hyoomans. Theo found the latter especially annoying, often wondering why his omniscient presence was needed in solving petty arguments.
Occasionally the issues he had to deal with were serious, such as thievery or even the rare murder. But more often than not it was a mere squabble, with solutions so obvious he wondered why they hadn’t been programmed into an artificial intelligence as advanced as the game boasted. He would make sure to leave a complaint of this on his blog after finishing the storyline mode.

Most recently, Theo was baffled by the case of a Hyooman musician asking to be spared punishment after stealing from his neighbour. Because the creature was both a popular individual and had cunningly removed all evidence of his crime, there was a divide among the entire village over whether or not he was the culprit. Theo of course knew that the musician was guilty, having seen the incident occur the previous night. He conveyed this knowledge to Fred, who conveyed it in turn to the village leader.
The leader followed the shaman’s advice accordingly and punished the musician with a sentence of two days without food. Despite this, around half the village remained unsatisfied, and tension remained among the Hyoomans for weeks after the incident.

Theo, though slightly put off, continued with looking after the village as before. It bothered him to be unable to convince them of the truth, but nothing could be done about the matter. They were mere artificial constructs after all.
Despite current events, he was quite satisfied to reach the next stage of evolution by the 1 300 514th year.
---

Hyooman intelligence had progressed to a stage of civilization, and Theo was delighted to find cities springing up all over the planet. The species had reached a population too large from him to individually observe. This left him with only a few descendants of the tribe to watch over, Fred’s line included of course.
To make up for this, Theo was granted the ability to make any decision for any individual he selected, including significant ones left to important members of the community, be it mayors, presidents, or members of royalty. His world was now in a curious stage in which democracy and monarchy coexisted, despite having reached a fairly modernistic setting. Certainly odd, but he supposed his digital world had no reason to be too similar to the real one he lived in.
Technology similar to phones, television, computers, and internet had sprung to life. Streets were paved with concrete and occupied by a constant stream of transportation machinery.
Now focusing on maintaining economy and a stable society, problems had never run more rampant as they did now. Crimes broke out regularly in the streets. Tensions rose between cities, nations, and continents. Wars broke out over ideals and resources. The optimistic attitude he’d started this era with was decaying, and he could feel his spirits sinking with every day of in-game time that passed.
Despite this, year 1 600 000 was soon reached. Theo felt exhausted.
---

A dispute between two countries over an abundant resource between them was heating up. The recent years had left the world drying up, causing Theo to invest into a space program for exploration of other planets capable of sustaining the Hyooman race. One small nation needed the resource for their impoverished population. The other was at the forefront of developing space technology and had already sent a shuttle successfully from the planet. Theo reluctantly handed the resource to the latter, deciding that sustaining the species was a greater cause than sustaining one country. A sharp spike in the species death count quickly ensued from the region of the losing nation.

He shouldered it and returned to presiding over the court case of a Hyooman accused of murdering two young children. Looking into his history proved the accused innocent, but the real killer had set him up well. He ensured that the entire prosecution deem him not guilty, but dissent quickly ensued as the population roared, certain that a murderer was being set free. Not two in-game days later, Theo found him hanged in his room.
---

What was he doing? He was, as the game box advertised, in complete control of this world was he not? If he could not solve each individual problem then clearly he needed something to fix the problems for him.
He decided some unorthodox solutions might be in order. If this was a fictional world, he might as well add some more fictional implements. For ten in-game years, he made investments towards superhuman (superhyooman?) research and selected suitable individuals to host the results. Crime rates dropped rapidly as the “superheroes” took to the streets, using their newly gained powers to bring justice to the shadier areas of the population.
He rooted out corrupt members of governments, ignoring the ensuing controversy and outcries from the side of the population that had been fooled by their facades, ensuring that just replacements were made.

He increased the likelihood of the average individual to donate to charity, as well as manipulating prices into lowering so that the poorer folk could afford to put more on the table.

Year 2 294 583 seemed a brighter year than the many before it. A fresher start.
---

Theo stared blankly at the screen.
He’d decided, after quite a few real-time hours of not paying attention, to check on some of the descendants of the Fred line. Over the thousands of years, the majority of them had become spiritual advisors to their fellow brethren. Now, most if not all of them had gone corrupt, exploiting their followers and forgetting all the lessons of goodwill he’d taught their ancestors. In a fit of rage, he’d just ordered them all assassinated, an act that was quickly deemed by the population either an attack on spiritual belief or a conspiracy emerging from the shadows to wreak havoc on the world.
Most of the “superHyoomans” had gone insane or corrupt, for though they were righteous, their belief in hyoomanity was soon worn down and shattered by the unrelenting horrors they were forced to witness. Supervillains had risen quickly soon after, terrorizing the civilian population until Theo eliminated all the technology for superhyooman enhancement and forced them all to commit suicide.

No matter how fast he rooted out the corrupt, they returned equally as fast. Preposterous sums of charity money were being quietly stowed away for personal usage by the higher-ups. Thoughtlessly lowering prices had resulted in an enormous failure in economy, leaving millions bankrupt.
Year 3 000 000. Theo, for the first time, looked at the dull red button in the top right corner. “Delete Session” it said.

---

He clicked rapidly through the lives of random individuals.

A surgeon accepting a bribe to save a mayor over a working father.

A couple joyfully embracing their newborn daughter.

A soldier from a “righteous” nation mercilessly shooting down an innocent civilian in a foreign land.

Two children dancing in the snow.
A drunken mother lashing out at her sons over her partner’s abandonment.

A young adult proposing to the love of his life.

His cursor drifted over to the faded red button, settling on it dead center.
The secret to safe space travel had just been discovered. Hyoomans were no longer at risk of resource depletion. They could become a galaxy spanning empire.

Delete Session?
His finger trembled.
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