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In a world where the dollar collapses within 48 hours... One man discovers that code might be deadlier than weapons.
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Main Characters






Sam




A former bank employee, now navigating the collapse. Represents the common citizen.




Jack




Senior economic advisor, witness to the fateful decision in the Oval Oﬀice.




Eric




Tech expert in Seattle, guides Sam through the world of decentralized currency.




The Archivist




Mysterious figure in the Shadow Market, keeper of memories and se-crets.




The Woman




Sam’s guide in the Shadow Market, represents resistance to the system.






Author’s Note






This novel is a work of fiction.




The systems, institutions, and technologies portrayed in these pages are imagined — but not without inspiration. They are drawn from observable trends: the rise of algorithmic decision-making, behavioral scoring, predictive governance, and the growing intersection between data and daily life.

No government, corporation, or platform is represented directly. The world of this story exists in its own timeline, shaped by possibilities rather than accusations.




At its heart, this book is not about control.




It is about trust.




It asks a simple question: What happens when stability becomes more valuable than freedom? And who decides the cost?




The characters in this story make imperfect choices in complex systems. None of them are purely villains or heroes — because real change rarely comes from purity. It comes from compromise, risk, and the willingness to act without recognition.




If any part of this world feels familiar, it is because we are already living at the edge of profound technological transformation. The future may not look exactly like the one described here — but the moral questions may arrive sooner than we expect.




This novel does not predict.




It invites reflection.
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Dancing on the Edge of the Abyss



––––––––
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4:00 AM. Washington was asleep. Except for one room.




Inside the Oval Oﬀice, there was no sunlight—only screens. Red numbers pulsed across the walls like an exposed artery. Debt expanding. Bonds collapsing. Confidence evaporating.




Jack had studied crises for forty years. He had memorized charts like scripture. But he had never seen red this deep.




“Mr. President,” he said quietly, “if we cut interest rates now, we don’t save the economy. We sacrifice the currency. Twenty percent of global savings will vanish before sunrise.”




The President didn’t turn around. He was staring at the Washington Monument, as if measuring history against the present.




“The world doesn’t trust us because we’re strong,” he replied. “It trusts us because it has no alternative.”




Silence.




“The internet runs on our servers. Satellites answer to our signals. The payment rails flow through our pipes. Let the dollar fall. Factories will breathe again.”




Jack swallowed.




“And those who drown?” he asked.




The President finally turned.




“They’ll adapt.”




Down in the Federal Reserve basement, a young analyst hovered over a single button. He hesitated for less than a second.






Then he pressed it.




No explosion. No sirens. No breaking news banner.




But somewhere in Tokyo, retirement savings shrank. In Cairo, a family’s life fund evaporated. In Paris, a pension became a memory.




The world didn’t hear the sound.




But the fall had begun.
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The Yellow Metal Fever






There was no shouting at the Dubai Gold Exchange.




That was the first sign something was wrong.




Traders didn’t scream. They stared.




The screens stopped flickering between red and green. Then they turned one color.




Gold.




8,500. 9,200. 12,000. 15,000.




The numbers weren’t climbing. They were fleeing.




One trader dropped his phone onto the marble table.




“Stop selling,” he whispered. Not shouted. Whispered. “If you own gold, you own tomorrow.”




Outside, the city had changed its face.




The gold souk, once filled with tourists bargaining for wedding bracelets, now held families. Entire families. Fathers clutching children. Mothers holding velvet pouches as if they contained oxygen.




They weren’t buying gifts.




They were buying time.




An elderly woman removed her wedding bracelets with trembling hands.




Forty years of memory slid off her skin.




“I don’t want paper,” she told the dealer. “Paper forgets. Metal remem-bers.”




She left with small wrapped bars instead of jewelry.




Across the world, London felt the same tremor. In front of the Bank of England, people weren’t demanding wages.




They were demanding weight.






Luxury apartments collapsed in value overnight. Mortgages evaporated into irrelevance. A house could not fit inside a backpack. It could not cross a border in a pocket.
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