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PREFACE
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Look up.

How long has it been since you stared at a wall without checking your phone? How long since you had a conversation without glancing at a notification?

We carry them in our pockets, we sleep with them under our pillows, we panic when the battery drops below twenty percent. We say we own our devices.

But what if... they own us?

This is a story about connection. Not the kind that brings people together, but the kind that consumes them. A story about what happens when the Wi-Fi isn't just a service anymore—it becomes a lifeline. And when the signal goes out... so do you.

Put your phone on silent. Keep it charged. And never, ever look away.

PROLOGUE: THE UPDATE

Location: Server Room 00

Time: 02:00 AM

The room was freezing cold, filled with the sound of thousands of fans humming like angry bees. Rows of servers blinked endlessly, green lights flashing in the dark like eyes.

Mr. Arthur, the head of IT, sat in front of the main terminal, his face illuminated by the blue glow of the screen. He was typing furiously.

"Upload complete," he whispered to himself. "The new system update. It will change everything."

He looked at the code on the screen. It wasn't just software. It was something else. Something that seemed to breathe.

NAME: THE HIVE

PURPOSE: INTEGRATION

STATUS: ACTIVE

"From now on," Arthur murmured, his eyes turning glassy, staring blankly at the screen, "they will never be alone. They will always be connected. To us. To each other."

He pressed the final key. SEND.

Across the city, invisible waves traveled through the air, penetrating walls, windows, and pockets.

SYNCHRONIZING...

PREPARING FOR UPDATE...

DO NOT TURN OFF YOUR DEVICE.

Somewhere, a phone vibrated. Then another. Then another.

The school was asleep. But the network was wide awake.
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CHAPTER 1: THE RED WAVE
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The air in Preston Academy's main hallway was thick with a silent hum, not of conversation, but of a thousand tiny digital engines. It was 8:00 AM, and the usual morning rush was a surreal ballet of bowed heads and flickering screens. Students, from the youngest to the oldest, were absorbed in their personal universes, thumbs flying across glass, eyes reflecting the artificial light. Preston Academy wasn't just a school; it was a monument to connectivity, a place where physical books were relics and face-to-face interaction was an ancient art. Charging ports were as common as lockers, and Wi-Fi signals were stronger than the school’s security.

"Dude, my battery's at 12%! Seriously, Leo, pass me your power bank!" Mark shouted, his voice barely audible over the tapping symphony. His eyes remained locked on the vibrant, chaotic world of his mobile game, his thumbs a blur of practiced motion.
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