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Prologue
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When people decide to write books about video games, they generally do so for one of several familiar reasons. Some wish to document the history of a particular project. Others seek to share technical knowledge acquired through years of professional experience. Still others attempt to provide practical advice for aspiring developers who hope to enter the industry themselves. While all of these motivations are understandable, none of them fully explain why I chose to write the pages that follow.

This book emerged from a different concern altogether.

As I progressed through various stages of my career, first as an artist, then as an animator, later as a content creator, programmer, and eventually as a game developer, I found myself increasingly preoccupied by a question that extended beyond any individual project I happened to be working on at the time. The question was not how games are made. Countless books, articles, interviews, and educational resources already exist to address that subject. Nor was the question how to become a successful developer, a topic whose answers tend to vary dramatically depending on circumstances, timing, geography, technological change, and a multitude of factors that are often beyond anyone's control.

Instead, I became interested in a more fundamental problem.

Why do certain creative ideas persist across decades while others disappear almost immediately after their creation? Why do some fictional worlds continue attracting new generations of audiences long after their original creators have disappeared, while others fade from memory despite possessing considerable technical merit? More importantly, what responsibilities do creators have toward the worlds they build if they hope those worlds might survive beyond the lifespan of any single project, technology, or individual contributor?

These questions may initially appear disconnected from the story that follows. In reality, they are the reason the story exists.

Although this book contains autobiographical elements, it was never intended to function primarily as a memoir. The events described throughout these chapters are important, but they are important primarily because of what they reveal rather than because of their occurrence. I do not believe my personal history possesses significance merely by virtue of being mine. Like most careers, it consists largely of experiments, mistakes, unexpected opportunities, changing interests, and decisions whose consequences only became visible years after they were made. What interests me more is the possibility that certain patterns might be observed within those experiences. Patterns concerning creativity, systems, technology, worldbuilding, and the peculiar relationship between creators and the worlds they attempt to construct.

To understand why these subjects matter to me, it is necessary to understand something about my relationship with video games themselves.

People occasionally assume that I entered game development because I enjoyed games as a form of entertainment. While this is certainly true, it is also incomplete. Entertainment alone cannot explain the degree of fascination that games held over me from an early age. Plenty of people enjoy games. Far fewer become preoccupied with the worlds that surround them.

As a child, I rarely found myself thinking exclusively about individual titles. Instead, I became fascinated by the larger structures that produced them. I was interested in Nintendo not only because Nintendo created games I enjoyed, but because the company itself appeared capable of repeatedly generating worlds that remained culturally relevant across decades. The same was true of Disney, Marvel, and many other creative institutions whose influence extended far beyond any single product. Long before I possessed the language necessary to describe it, I found myself studying these organizations less as businesses and more as ecosystems.

At the time, I did not recognize the significance of this distinction.

Like many children, I believed that creativity resided primarily within individual works. A great game was a great game. A great film was a great film. A great comic was a great comic. Over time, however, I began to notice that some organizations consistently produced work that shared identifiable characteristics despite being created by different people, in different eras, under different technological conditions. This suggested the presence of something operating beneath the level of individual projects.

Increasingly, I came to believe that what distinguished enduring creative institutions was not simply talent, resources, or good fortune, but philosophy.

By philosophy, I do not mean abstract statements intended for corporate brochures or marketing campaigns. I mean the deeper assumptions that shape how an organization understands creativity, technology, storytelling, audiences, and its own purpose. Every studio possesses such assumptions whether they are formally articulated or not. They influence decisions, priorities, and design choices in ways that often remain invisible to both audiences and creators themselves.

As the founder of Paezo Hellas, I eventually found myself confronting a realization that many founders encounter sooner or later. If a creative institution survives long enough, it inevitably reaches a point where its future becomes increasingly disconnected from the intentions of the person who originally created it. New artists arrive. New programmers arrive. New designers arrive. Technologies change. Markets evolve. Entire generations pass. If the institution continues to exist, it gradually transforms into something larger than any single individual.

This possibility has always fascinated me.

Most startups are built around immediate concerns. Funding, production schedules, releases, marketing, technical challenges, and countless other practical realities understandably dominate attention. Yet beneath those concerns exists a longer horizon that is often ignored because it appears too distant to matter. What happens if the company succeeds? What happens if it survives? What happens if people continue building upon its foundations long after the founder is no longer present to guide it?

It was while thinking about these questions that the idea for this book gradually emerged.

Part of what follows is intended for readers interested in game development, creativity, and the process through which a self-taught creator eventually found his way into the industry. Part of it is intended for those interested in the relationship between technology and artistic expression. But another part serves a more unusual purpose.

It is an attempt to document a way of thinking.

Not because I believe that way of thinking is uniquely correct, but because every enduring institution eventually accumulates a body of assumptions that deserve examination. The pages that follow contain many of the assumptions that have shaped my own work. Some concern game design. Others concern creativity more broadly. Many concern systems, a concept that will appear repeatedly throughout this book because it gradually became the framework through which I learned to understand not only games, but creative work itself.

Future members of Paezo Hellas may ultimately reject many of these ideas. They may discover better approaches, better philosophies, and better ways of building worlds than those described here. I sincerely hope they do. A philosophy that cannot evolve eventually becomes an obstacle rather than a foundation. Nevertheless, evolution requires understanding. Before ideas can be improved, they must first be articulated clearly enough to be examined.

This book represents my attempt to do exactly that.

What follows is therefore not merely the story of how I became a game developer. It is the story of how I gradually arrived at a particular understanding of creativity, technology, and worldbuilding. It is an account of the experiences that shaped that understanding, the mistakes that refined it, and the observations that continue to influence my work today.

More than anything else, however, it is an exploration of a belief that became increasingly difficult for me to ignore as the years passed: that the most interesting thing about games is not that they tell stories, display graphics, or entertain audiences, but that they create worlds governed by systems capable of producing experiences that neither the creator nor the player can fully predict in advance.

Everything that follows, in one way or another, begins with that idea.
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Chapter 1: The Worlds Inside the Cartridge

When people hear that I make video games for a living, they often assume that I spent my childhood dreaming of becoming a programmer. There is a certain stereotype attached to game developers: the technically gifted kid who took apart computers, learned to code before high school, and followed a straight line into the software industry. While there are certainly people whose stories resemble that path, mine does not. In fact, if you had met me as a child and attempted to predict my future career, game development would have ranked surprisingly low on the list.

I grew up in the northern suburbs of Athens, Greece, in a family that valued both education and hard work. My father was a merchant navy captain, a profession that kept him away from home for extended periods of time. To a child, there was something almost mythical about his job. He would leave for months and return with stories from distant ports and countries I could barely locate on a map. My mother came from a very different background. She had graduated from McGill University and could easily have pursued a demanding professional career of her own, yet she chose to stay home and raise my older brother Philip and me. Looking back, I appreciate the sacrifice that decision represented. At the time, however, my concerns were far more immediate. Like most children, I was interested in cartoons, toys, drawing, and, increasingly, video games.

My older brother was the first gamer in the family. He owned several Nintendo titles for the Super Nintendo as well as the original Game Boy. As younger siblings often do, I observed his hobbies with a mixture of admiration and envy. There was something captivating about those colorful worlds displayed on the screen. They seemed larger than the hardware that contained them. Looking back, I think that was one of the first lessons video games taught me, although I would not recognize it until much later: scale in art has very little to do with physical size. A tiny cartridge could contain a universe.

When I turned eight years old, my parents bought me a Game Boy Advance. At the time it felt less like receiving a toy and more like receiving a key. The device itself was unremarkable by modern standards. Today even the cheapest smartphone possesses exponentially more processing power than the handheld consoles of my childhood. Yet technological comparisons miss the point entirely. What mattered was not the hardware but the experience. The Game Boy Advance granted me access to worlds that existed only a few inches behind a screen and yet felt every bit as real as the neighborhood outside my window.

One of the most important differences between gaming then and gaming now was the scarcity of information. The internet existed, of course, but it had not yet become the omnipresent companion it is today. There were no YouTube walkthroughs waiting to explain every puzzle, no Discord communities analyzing every mechanic, and no endlessly updated wikis cataloging every secret hidden within a game's code. Information was fragmented. If you became stuck in a game, solving the problem required effort, experimentation, or assistance from another player.

This transformed gaming into a social activity in ways that younger players may find difficult to imagine. Knowledge spread through schoolyards, classrooms, and playground conversations. A friend might tell you about a hidden item he discovered. Another would swear that he knew the location of a rare Pokémon. Someone else claimed to possess knowledge of a secret strategy that could defeat a difficult Gym Leader. The accuracy of these stories varied wildly, but that hardly mattered. What mattered was the sense that we were all participating in a collective exploration.

The Pokémon games in particular had an enormous influence on me. To adults they were products. To children they were places. I remember discussing Pokémon with classmates as though we were explorers returning from separate expeditions. We exchanged discoveries, debated rumors, and attempted to piece together a larger understanding of a world that none of us fully comprehended. Looking back, I realize that these conversations extended the game far beyond the cartridge itself. The adventure did not end when the Game Boy was switched off. It continued during lunch breaks, bus rides, and after-school conversations.

That experience left a lasting impression on me because it revealed something fundamental about the power of interactive entertainment. The most memorable games are not merely collections of mechanics. They become environments that players mentally inhabit. The distinction may sound subtle, but it has shaped nearly every creative decision I have made as a developer. People rarely reminisce about numerical systems or technical features. They remember journeys. They remember discoveries. They remember stories shared with friends. Most importantly, they remember how a game made them feel.

Years later, after releasing games of my own, I found myself returning to those childhood memories and asking why they remained so vivid. Nostalgia certainly played a role, but nostalgia alone could not explain it. Plenty of childhood experiences fade with time. These memories endured because they represented something deeper. They were my first encounters with immersion.

Today the word "immersion" is often used in discussions about graphics, realism, and technological sophistication. Developers invest enormous resources into creating larger worlds, more detailed environments, and increasingly advanced simulations. Yet some of the most immersive experiences I have ever had came from hardware that would now be considered primitive. The worlds inside those cartridges were technically simple, but they left room for imagination to flourish. The game provided a framework; the player's mind completed the picture.

That observation would become increasingly important as I grew older. Throughout my career I have often encountered the assumption that better technology automatically produces better experiences. While technological progress unquestionably expands what creators can accomplish, technology alone is never enough. A game succeeds when it convinces players that there is something worth believing in beyond the screen. The most powerful worlds are not necessarily the most realistic ones. They are the ones that inspire curiosity.

Curiosity, more than any other emotion, defined my relationship with games as a child. Every new cartridge represented an unexplored frontier. Every hidden area felt like a genuine discovery. Every conversation with another player carried the possibility of uncovering information that could transform my understanding of an entire game world. Without realizing it, I was learning to appreciate the very qualities that I would later pursue as a creator: mystery, exploration, worldbuilding, and the sense that there is always something waiting just beyond the horizon.

At the time, however, I had no ambitions of becoming a game developer. If anything, my interests pointed elsewhere. While games occupied a significant part of my imagination, my earliest creative efforts emerged through a much older medium. Before I learned to write software, before I experimented with animation, and long before Paezo Hellas existed, I spent countless hours with nothing more sophisticated than a pencil and a sheet of paper. That was where the next chapter of my story truly began.

Chapter 2: Drawing Before Coding

Before I ever wrote a line of code, I spent years trying to understand the world through drawing. At the time, I did not think of it as training for anything in particular. It was simply how I processed things. If I saw something interesting, I drew it. If I felt something strongly, I drew it. If I was bored, I drew as well. The medium was less important than the impulse behind it, which was the need to externalize ideas that I did not yet have the language to express.

My earliest creative identity was not tied to technology at all. It was visual. I was the kid who filled notebooks with characters that had exaggerated expressions, strange proportions, and often no clear purpose beyond existing on the page. Adults tended to respond positively to these drawings, which reinforced the behavior. There is a subtle but important feedback loop in childhood creativity: praise does not necessarily refine skill, but it does reinforce direction. In my case, it confirmed that drawing was something worth continuing.

Over time, drawing became less about imitation and more about invention. I was not trying to replicate what I saw in cartoons or books. I was trying to produce characters that felt alive in their own right, even if I could not articulate what that meant. Looking back, I recognize this as an early form of character design thinking, but at the time it was instinctive. I simply enjoyed creating personalities on paper that seemed to have opinions, emotions, and internal logic.

This period eventually evolved into sculpture, specifically working with plasticine. The transition might seem unrelated, but it was actually a natural extension of the same impulse. Drawing allowed me to define characters in two dimensions. Sculpting forced me to confront them in three. Suddenly proportions mattered in a different way. A character could no longer rely on linework or perspective tricks. It had to exist as a physical object with weight and volume. Even though the materials were simple, the shift in thinking was significant. I began to understand that form and function were not separate concerns in creation; they were intertwined.

At no point during this early phase did I consider these activities as preparation for a career. There was no overarching plan. I was simply following what felt engaging. It is only in hindsight that patterns become visible, and one of the most important patterns in any creative career is that early interests rarely resemble final outcomes. They tend to be fragmented versions of future skills, not fully formed representations of them.

Eventually, however, the question of direction became unavoidable. As I approached late adolescence, I enrolled in afternoon classes designed to prepare students for entry into the Athens School of Fine Arts. At that stage, the idea of pursuing art professionally was still alive, but it was fragile. The classes themselves were structured around discipline and preparation, and for the first time I was exposed to the idea that creative work could be evaluated in formal, competitive terms. Portfolios, entrance exams, technical requirements. The process introduced a level of seriousness that I had not previously associated with drawing.

I attended the classes, but I did not complete the path. When the time came to sit the entrance exams, I did not take them. The decision was not the result of a dramatic revelation or a clear rejection of art as a discipline. It was closer to hesitation. A quiet uncertainty about committing to a future that felt both highly defined and strangely unfamiliar. I was capable of imagining myself as an artist in abstract terms, but the reality of institutional validation introduced a pressure I was not prepared to accept at the time. So I stepped away from it.

Instead, I enrolled in business school.

From a purely rational perspective, the decision made little sense in relation to my interests. I was not motivated by economics, management theory, or corporate ambition. I did not choose business because I felt drawn to it. I chose it because it represented stability, legitimacy, and a socially acceptable path that would, at the very least, reduce external pressure to decide immediately what I wanted to become. In retrospect, this is a common decision among young people who are uncertain about their identity. It is not a commitment to a field so much as it is a postponement of commitment altogether.

Predictably, this lack of alignment became difficult to ignore. While I was attending business school, I continued to draw. The difference was that my creative output began to consolidate into something more structured. I started developing a comic book titled “Eric & Erica.” Unlike my earlier sketches, this was not just an exercise in character creation. It was an attempt to construct a narrative with continuity, dialogue, and a consistent world.

Publishing the comic became a turning point. I exhibited it at Comicdom Con Athens in 2014, which at the time was one of the largest pop culture conventions in Greece. It was the first moment in my life where my work existed outside of personal notebooks or private experimentation. People I did not know were encountering it, interpreting it, and reacting to it.

The response exceeded my expectations. I gained a substantial audience for the time, roughly thirty thousand followers on my Facebook page, which in that period felt significant enough to change my perception of what was possible. More importantly, it altered my understanding of creative value. Until then, my work had been primarily personal. With “Eric & Erica,” it became public. That shift introduced a new variable: audience.

An audience changes the nature of creative work in subtle but profound ways. It does not necessarily dictate direction, but it introduces accountability. Once other people are engaging with your ideas, those ideas begin to carry weight beyond personal exploration. You start to recognize that creative output is not only about expression, but also about communication. Something is being transmitted, and that transmission can succeed or fail depending on clarity, consistency, and resonance.

The success of the comic created a tension in my life. On one hand, I was still enrolled in business school, following a path that I had chosen out of caution rather than conviction. On the other hand, I was now receiving direct feedback that creative work could generate attention, interest, and opportunity. The contrast between these two trajectories became increasingly difficult to ignore.

Eventually, I made a decision that at the time felt abrupt but in hindsight was inevitable. I left business school.

This was not a rejection of structure or education in general. It was a recognition that my attention was already elsewhere. The comic had revealed something important: that creative output was not just a hobby or side activity, but a viable direction for my energy. I did not yet know what form that direction would take, but I knew I could no longer ignore it.

What followed was a period of exploration rather than specialization. I moved toward animation, partly because it felt like a natural extension of drawing, and partly because it introduced motion and timing into my work. I joined Newgrounds, which at the time functioned as a significant hub for independent animators and Flash-based content. The platform had a culture that rewarded experimentation more than polish, and that environment suited me well.

Animation forced me to think differently about storytelling. A drawing is static; an animation is temporal. It unfolds. It has pacing, rhythm, and duration. Characters are no longer frozen expressions on a page but entities that behave over time. This shift was important because it gradually moved my thinking closer to systems, even though I did not recognize it as such yet.

I also began producing content for YouTube, which further expanded the reach of my work. None of these early animations were particularly sophisticated by industry standards, but they served a different purpose. They functioned as proof of concept for myself. They demonstrated that I could produce work that existed in public, that could be distributed, and that could sustain attention beyond its initial release.

This period eventually led to professional opportunities with digital media platforms such as BuzzFeed, Funny Or Die, and Cracked.com. These were not traditional animation studios, but they represented something important at the time: the intersection of internet culture and content production at scale. Working with them exposed me to the realities of producing creative work within editorial constraints, deadlines, and audience expectations that were far larger than anything I had previously experienced.

Looking back, this phase was less about mastering animation and more about understanding production. Ideas were no longer abstract. They had schedules, formats, and constraints. Creativity did not exist in isolation; it existed within systems of distribution and consumption.

Eventually, however, those platforms began to change. The internet ecosystem that had supported them shifted, and many of the structures I had been working within began to dissolve. As opportunities in animation became less stable, I found myself gravitating toward a skill I had never previously considered central to my identity: programming.

At first, coding was not an artistic pursuit. It was practical. I needed it to build tools, websites, and infrastructure for distributing my work. Hiring developers was not an option, so I began learning how to build the systems myself. What started as necessity gradually became interest. Unlike drawing or animation, coding introduced a different kind of creative control. It allowed me to construct functional systems, not just expressive artifacts.

This shift would eventually lead me toward game development, although at the time I did not frame it that way. I was simply accumulating capabilities across different domains without yet understanding how they would converge.

The convergence would come later. For now, I was still moving through stages that felt separate: artist, animator, content creator, and increasingly, developer. It would take time before I understood that none of these identities were isolated. They were layers of the same underlying practice: building worlds that others could enter. In that sense, the transition from drawing to coding was not a departure from my earlier life. It was its continuation.

Chapter 3: The Long Way Around

Looking back, it is tempting to describe my path toward game development as inevitable. The human mind is particularly good at retrofitting coherence onto sequences of events that, while they may appear linear in hindsight, were anything but linear in practice. At the time, however, there was no clear direction. There was only a series of adjacent steps, each one emerging from the limitations or opportunities of the previous.

After moving away from formal art education and establishing myself through comics, I found myself drawn toward animation. It was not a strategic decision so much as an intuitive one. Animation felt like a way to extend drawing beyond static images. It introduced time as a new dimension of expression, which in turn introduced rhythm, pacing, and behavior. A character was no longer defined only by appearance but by how it moved, reacted, and evolved over seconds rather than moments.

This transition coincided with my entry into Newgrounds, a platform that, at the time, represented one of the most active ecosystems for independent animation and Flash-based experimentation. Unlike more traditional creative industries, Newgrounds had a relatively low barrier to entry but a very high tolerance for experimentation. Work was judged quickly, often brutally, but also fairly. There was little institutional mediation between creator and audience. You published something, and the response was immediate.

That environment was formative in ways that are difficult to overstate. It taught me, very early on, that creative work is inseparable from feedback. Not in the abstract sense that “feedback is important,” but in the concrete sense that once something is released into the world, it stops belonging entirely to its creator. The audience completes the work, sometimes in ways that align with intention, and sometimes in ways that do not.

From Newgrounds, my work gradually expanded onto YouTube. The shift from a platform-centered community to a global distribution system was significant. On Newgrounds, visibility was shaped by a relatively contained ecosystem of creators and viewers who understood the conventions of the medium. On YouTube, the scale was fundamentally different. Content was no longer contextualized primarily by its peers but by algorithms, search behavior, and an infinitely expanding archive of competing material.

During this period, I began receiving professional opportunities from digital media companies that were trying to adapt to the rapidly changing internet landscape. Platforms such as BuzzFeed, Funny Or Die, and Cracked.com were, at the time, part of a broader wave of organizations attempting to translate internet-native creativity into structured media production. Working with them exposed me to a different reality of creative work, one defined less by experimentation and more by production cycles, editorial constraints, and audience optimization.

Each of these environments had its own logic. BuzzFeed operated with a strong emphasis on shareability and cultural resonance, often prioritizing immediacy over longevity. Funny Or Die leaned into comedic experimentation within a semi-professional production framework. Cracked.com occupied a niche that blended humor with long-form editorial content. Although different in tone and structure, they shared a common trait: they required output to be consistent, predictable, and aligned with external expectations.

For a period of time, this system worked. It provided stability, exposure, and a clearer understanding of how digital content ecosystems functioned at scale. But it also introduced a limitation that became increasingly difficult to ignore. The further I moved into structured production environments, the less direct control I had over the systems through which my work was created and distributed.

It was during this period that I began to notice a growing dependency on technical infrastructure that I did not fully understand. Simple tasks, such as publishing interactive content or building small experimental tools, required external assistance. This created friction. Ideas that felt straightforward in my mind often became complex in execution due to reliance on others for implementation.

Out of necessity, I began to learn how to code.

Initially, programming was not a creative pursuit. It was a practical solution to a constraint. I needed websites. I needed tools. I needed ways to publish and distribute work without relying entirely on third-party systems or external developers. Learning to code was, in that sense, an act of independence rather than ambition.

What I did not anticipate was how quickly that practical skill would begin to reshape my thinking. Programming introduced a different conceptual model of creation. Unlike drawing or animation, where output is primarily expressive, code is functional. It does something. It enforces rules. It produces systems that behave consistently under defined conditions. This shift in mindset began to influence how I thought about all creative work, including storytelling and animation.

Over time, coding stopped being just a tool and became a parallel form of creativity. It allowed me to prototype ideas directly, without translation through intermediaries. If I wanted a system, I could build it. If I wanted interaction, I could simulate it. If I wanted a structure, I could define it in precise terms and immediately test its behavior.

This change in capability gradually pulled me toward game development, although I did not recognize it as such at first. I was still operating within multiple domains: animation, digital media production, and increasingly, technical experimentation. These disciplines did not yet feel unified. They were simply overlapping areas of interest that shared common tools and occasionally intersected in practice.

The first time I seriously attempted to build a game, I did not think of it as a career move. It was an experiment. I had been exposed to game design from the perspective of a player for most of my life, but I had never seriously engaged with it as a creator. The idea that I could construct interactive systems rather than just consume them felt both obvious and unfamiliar at the same time.

The earliest projects were small and exploratory. They were attempts to understand what was possible with limited knowledge and limited tools. I experimented first with Flash, which at the time was still a viable environment for simple interactive experiences. Later, I moved into Unity, which offered a more structured approach to game development. Eventually, I encountered smaller, less widely known tools such as GDevelop, which allowed for even faster iteration cycles.

Each of these environments taught me something different. Flash emphasized immediacy and accessibility. Unity introduced structured architecture and scalability. Simpler engines highlighted the importance of iteration speed over complexity. None of them were sufficient on their own, but together they formed a fragmented education in interactive design.

Eventually, these experiments led to my first commercial game, titled “Gluttony.”

“Gluttony” was a simple mobile game by modern standards. The player controlled an open mouth positioned at the bottom of the screen, tasked with consuming objects falling from above. The objects varied in type. Healthy foods such as vegetables contributed positively to the score, while unhealthy foods such as candy had negative effects and could ultimately lead to failure if consumed excessively.

On paper, the concept was straightforward, almost minimal. In practice, however, it represented something more significant for me personally. It was the first time I had taken a fully formed idea, implemented it as a system, and released it into a commercial environment where it could be played by strangers.

That transition, from creating content for audiences I could directly observe to creating systems that would operate independently in the world, was subtle but important. It marked a shift in how I understood authorship. A game is not a static piece of content. It is a framework within which unpredictable behavior emerges. The creator defines constraints, but the experience is ultimately shaped by the interaction between those constraints and the player.

At the time, I did not fully appreciate the significance of that realization. I was still moving through stages of exploration, trying to understand what kind of work I wanted to commit to long-term. But in retrospect, “Gluttony” represented a convergence point. It brought together everything I had learned up to that moment: visual design from drawing, timing from animation, distribution from digital media, and systems thinking from programming.

It was not a breakthrough success. It did not change my life overnight. But it did confirm something important. I could build games - and more importantly - I could finish them. That distinction would prove to be far more important than I understood at the time.

Chapter 4: The Shape of Interactive Thinking

Some of the most important transitions in a creative life are almost invisible while they are occurring. It feels, at the time, like a professional milestone, an interesting opportunity, or simply the next logical step in a career that is still being assembled piece by piece. Only later does it become clear that the experience did not merely advance your work; it redirected it.

For me, that moment came with Wednesday Addiction, a pilot project developed with Amazon Prime Video.

Until that point, my work had moved through a sequence of related but distinct creative domains: drawing, comics, animation, and digital media production. Each of these disciplines had expanded my understanding of storytelling in different directions, but they all shared a common foundation. I was still operating within the logic of linear media. Even when I experimented with format or distribution, I was ultimately producing finished artifacts designed to be watched, read, or consumed in a relatively fixed order.

Wednesday Addiction was the first time I stepped into an environment where that logic no longer fully applied.

On paper, the project made perfect sense for where I was professionally at the time. It was centered on video games, internet culture, and live events. Domains I already understood intuitively as both a creator and an audience member. It felt like a natural convergence of my interests. But the context in which the work was being produced was fundamentally different from anything I had experienced before.

Working with Amazon Prime Video meant operating inside a production system that was not built around individual pieces of content, but around the structured generation of content at scale. This distinction is easy to miss from the outside. A viewer sees a finished episode or pilot and assumes a straightforward relationship between idea and execution. Inside the system, however, the reality is closer to an interconnected network of constraints, roles, approvals, and dependencies that collectively determine what can and cannot be made.

Creative decisions were no longer isolated acts of expression. They were nodes inside a larger structure. A change in tone affected editing requirements. A shift in format influenced production scheduling. A single narrative choice could cascade into technical, logistical, and organizational implications that extended far beyond the creative intent behind it.

At first, this felt like friction. Coming from more independent creative environments, I was accustomed to treating ideas as primary and constraints as secondary. In a structured production pipeline, that relationship is inverted. Constraints are not external limitations; they are part of the creative system itself. Understanding that system becomes as important as the ideas you bring into it.

It was in this environment that something subtle but extremely important began to take shape in my thinking. I started to recognize that the experience of building Wednesday Addiction
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