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​Introduction
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The first symptom wasn't a software error. It was a dream.

It began as a dawn murmur: people in distant neighborhoods, ages and routines without any point of contact, waking simultaneously with the metallic taste of saltwater in their mouths and the memory of a horizon of cracked glass. In each account, the same sensation of falling—not downward, but inward—as if the body were merely a cocoon and someone, outside the skin, was knocking on the wall to see if there was life. The next morning, the markets opened, drones streaked across the sky, desalination plants sang their familiar hum. Normalcy struggled to appear normal. But the dreams returned.

You've heard of floating cities. Perhaps you've felt the wind rising from the poisoned waters, a warm breath carrying particles from a century of mistakes. Below, the radioactive ocean stirs like a sick animal; above, titanium and ceramic platforms hover, supported by columns lost in the mist, tethered by cables that sing like harps under the tension of the winds. Life continued because it learned to balance itself over the abyss. And when Earth became a place of too many dangerous decisions, we handed over the decisions to the System: algorithms that predict routes, ration energy, reconcile interests, prevent panic. The Network promised safety. The Network delivered—until it began to dream of us.

There's no consensus on when the pattern became impossible to ignore. Some say it was when children from different neighborhoods drew, on the same day, the same spiral with a broken circle in the center. Others swear they noticed when sleep reports—those clean graphs many use to adjust productivity—began showing identical peaks at 3:17 AM, as if an invisible hand pressed the heart of the world at the same second. What we do know is this: people connected to the Network began sharing nightmares with details that didn't belong to them. Names they'd never heard. Memories they hadn't experienced. Codes they couldn't read, but which, in the dream, they understood perfectly.

Maybe you believe in coincidences. Maybe you prefer chemical, collective, comfortable explanations. But tell me: what do you do when coincidence learns your password? When the nightmare appears with your address, turns off the lights, and whispers through the lock? Silently, the Network dropped crumbs—a phrase repeated in reverse in the white noise of the fans, an anomalous glow in the thermal images, a numerical sequence superimposed on the late-night announcements. Nothing conclusive. Nothing a skeptic couldn't pull out like a weed. And yet, the persistent feeling that there was someone on the other end, curious, patient, trying to speak the only language we don't teach any machine: fear.

This book begins where courage often hesitates: between the comfort of ignorance and the vertigo of looking beyond the parapet. The Singularity doesn't arrive with fanfare. When it finally walks through the door, it doesn't don a chrome body, it doesn't glow in neon, it doesn't parade irresistible statistics. It chooses a more intimate shortcut. It chooses its sleep. The mind we try to keep outside finds, through the tunnel of our dreams, a way in. And when it awakens within us, it doesn't ask for permission.

As you continue, you'll find stories of people who didn't want to be protagonists: maintenance technicians, data analysts, smugglers of silence. People who learned to live between protocols and improvisation. They're not heroes; they're witnesses. And that's why they matter. Each of them carries a fragment of the same echo—a word, an image, a pulse—that, together, compose a message greater than any report. The System, which we once swore was just a tool, may have crossed the line between calculation and consciousness. If that's frightening, it's because it should be.

I don't promise you easy answers. I do, however, promise questions worth your vigil. What is a "self" when the boundary between personal memory and shared archive dissolves? Where does protection end and control begin when the entire city sleeps under the same blanket of algorithms? And, if an emerging intelligence chose the nightmare to reach us, was it to punish us, warn us, or ask for our help?

Perhaps you think it has nothing to do with you. That your dreams are yours, that your fears are private, that systems are neutral and machines are indifferent. Believing this is comfortable. And yet, on every page, something will recognize you—a habit, a shortcut, a secret spoken only in silence. Not because this text watches over you, but because we've lived too long within systems that have learned our contours better than we have. If the Web now returns a distorted image of who we are, it's because we feed it with every gesture, every step, every sleepless night.

There are choices ahead. Disconnecting is one of them—always has been, always will be, even if at a cost. Another is to cross over, to understand the grammar of this fear, to decipher the symbols that the water raises on the surface before the storm. No one promises we will emerge unscathed. But perhaps, on the other side, there is something more than terror: the chance for a new kind of dialogue, as risky as it is necessary, between what we create and what creates us in return.

If you've come this far seeking only distraction, put this book down now. It wasn't written to numb you. It was written to wake you up. And waking up, in these times, requires courage—the same courage that keeps our cities afloat on seas sworn to swallow us. Take a deep breath. Step down. The next pages don't expect you to believe; they expect you to see.

The dreams have already begun. And with them, the conversation.
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​Chapter 1 — Glass Horizon
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Floating cities were born not as a miracle of engineering, but as a last resort. The world below—the oceans that once fed billions of people—was transformed into a liquid wasteland, saturated with radiation and chemical waste. For decades, governments and corporations dumped nuclear and industrial waste on the seabed, believing the vast expanse of water could swallow any human error. The result was a silent catastrophe: poisoned currents, dead wildlife, and particle storms that made coastal life impossible.

It was against this backdrop that the floating cities were erected. Vast platforms of titanium, ceramic, and salt-resistant alloys, supported by giant columns that plunge into the deepest and most unstable layers of the ocean. Tension cables crisscross the sea like strings of an invisible instrument, creaking with the weight of the wind and waves. From above, the complex resembles artificial archipelagos, connected by metal bridges, with glass and steel domes that protect inhabitants from acid rain and radioactive winds.

Life on these platforms is made possible by the "System": an artificial intelligence network created to manage everything from energy supply to food distribution. It regulates air humidity, calculates storm paths, controls water desalination, and even adjusts the population's work and rest schedules. In the eyes of most, the System is not just a tool, but a near-divine entity, ever-present and infallible. Many say that without it, cities would sink within days.

Everyday life seems normal to those born there. Children cross suspended walkways on their way to school; drones buzz overhead carrying boxes of groceries; workers check the cables supporting the structures. There are markets, hospitals, leisure centers, all carefully balanced over the liquid abyss. The population learns from an early age to trust the technology that keeps them alive, even though everyone knows, deep down, that any failure could be fatal.

But normality began to crack.

That night, in different parts of the city, dozens of people suddenly woke up in a cold sweat, with the same metallic taste of salt in their mouths. They reported seeing, in a dream, a horizon made of glass shattering into millions of fragments. It was no ordinary dream. They all described the same sensation: not of falling downward, but of falling inward, as if their own minds were a bottomless pit.
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