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They say the city never sleeps. But that's not true. It dreams, but not in the way it used to. Millions of people every night surrender to the faint blue pulse of their dream monitors beneath the hum of light and electronic circuits, from the tallest tower to the narrowest alley. Every flicker, every sigh, every color that passes through their minds is captured, recorded, and archived—meticulously filed away in folders humming with invisible electricity.

That's where I come in. My name doesn't matter much here. The archive doesn't ask for names, only precision. Every morning, I arrive before dawn—though dawn is a meaningless word in a city where darkness never truly falls. Before me rise rows upon rows of translucent screens like silent ghosts, each containing a dream: a child's lost tooth floating in a forest of stars; a woman chasing a train that never stops; a man drowning in the sound of applause.

Dreams are delicate things. They'll start to affect you if you touch them for too long. My job is to prevent that—to record, categorize, and preserve each dream before it spills into reality. The archive depends on order. And the people depend on us. The city would vanish into its own unconscious if we weren't here. But yesterday, I found something I shouldn't have.

An unidentified dream. No source ID. No timestamp. No dreamer.

A single image, a field of grass under a star-filled sky, and a voice whispering something I couldn't quite make out, flickered quietly in the corner of my screen. It was the first time I'd ever felt fear in this place. Because there was no record of this dream in the archives. And when I looked again, it had disappeared.

But now I see it every time I close my eyes. And for the first time in a long time, I think I might be dreaming.

​The Unknown Dream

THE FIRST RULE OF THE Archive: There is no dream without a dreamer.

This is what we learn on the first day, and we repeat it until the words become an integral part of our memory, so that they no longer seem like rules but like prayers. And yet, the dream I found yesterday shouldn't exist.

I arrive at the Archive earlier than usual, although time here has always been strange. Outside, the streets are still crowded with commuters making their way through the false dawn, the light of their wrist screens reflecting on their tired faces. The suspended trains hum softly, drones flit between the towers, and advertisements whisper simultaneously in ten different voices, making the city pulse with an electric rhythm. Inside, the Archive feels even colder.

Always cold.

A faint, pale, sterile light emanates from the walls, as if the building itself is alive. Each archivist has a glass screen—transparent, pure, almost sacred in its stillness. We sit in rows like monks in prayer, our faces illuminated by the dreams of others. As I settle into my seat, the system greets me with its usual whisper:

"Welcome, Mira Ellen. Ready to retrieve the dream sequence." I pause for a moment before responding. My hands hover over the control panel. The words sound louder today—sharper, almost sentient.

"Begin," I say. Names, symbols, fragments of colors and sounds, and files begin to scroll. It's beautiful, in a sterile way. Dreams are always reduced to data. But my eyes search for it—that one file.

The file I should never have seen.

For a moment, nothing. Just the usual flow. Then—a flicker.

File: [Unregistered].

Location: None.

Dreamer: None.

Status: Corrupted/Active. My heart rate slows. Before I can think, I open it. The field again, this time with an endless expanse and a violet sky. Wind blows through the tall grass, which glows faintly at the edges, as if the world is illuminated from within. This time closer, I hear the same whisper. A soft, insistent woman's voice calling my name. "Mira..."

I recoil. The file isn't the source of the sound. It's in the room. The lights above flicker. Something seems to be breathing underground as the server noise intensifies. The other archivists remain motionless, engrossed in their work, unresponsive. The interface prevents me from closing the file as I try to access it. The vision stretches across my screen, seeping into the code, distorting the data streams.

Then the field disappears. And in its place, a single image appears—an old photograph.

A little girl stands in front of a small house. A red ribbon tied in her hair. The grass behind her looks exactly like the field.

I freeze in place.

Because I've seen that house before.

It was my house.

​The Glitch

EVEN AFTER I TRIED to delete the image, it remained on my screen for a very long time. Every command I know—delete, override, isolate—yields the same response:

Access denied. File in use.

By whom?

The other archivists remain motionless in their glass cubicles, their fingers gliding over invisible keys, their faces bathed in the glow of other people's dreams. I stand there, and no one raises their head to see me. That's how the Archive is—it absorbs sound and emotion and everything human. I move closer to the screen. As if the image is breathing, the pixels ripple in slow waves as the picture moves again. The little girl's face shifts slightly towards me. I think she smiled briefly. Then, the power goes out.

The screen goes dark. All the consoles in the room follow suit. The place is plunged into silence, the usual hum of the servers disappearing into an eerie stillness.

Then the whisper returns.

"Mira..."

It creeps softly from the speakers, the same voice from the dream. Not loud, not even clear—like the echo of a forgotten memory.

The lights flicker back on. The other archivists don't react; they continue typing, their eyes blank, as if nothing happened.

I look around. No one saw it. No one heard it.

Was I the only one?

I whisper, "System report." The response: No anomalies found. Dream network is stable. All files present. I stare at the words. All files present. But the unrecorded dream isn't listed anywhere. It's gone.

Almost.

Because now I can see the field again when I blink. Not on the screen—behind my eyes. Purple sky, glowing grass, the same sound of the wind in the distance. It seems so real.

I press my fingers against my temples. My breathing becomes shallow. This is impossible. Archivists don't dream. To prevent contamination, we have to take inhibitor doses every week to stop the REM sleep cycle. Dreaming is forbidden. Dangerous.

But still... that night, as I lie in my cubicle, surrounded by the hum of the city, I don't take the pill. For the first time in seven years, I want to know what happens when the mind is left open.

In the field, I wake up, or I think I wake up. A strange electrical hum vibrates in the air. The stars above move incredibly slowly, leaving long streaks of light across the sky.

In the distance, someone is standing. A woman, her back to me, her hair gently swaying in the wind. She turns her head as if she's waiting.

The ground shakes before I can speak. The dream dissolves into darkness as the sky shatters like broken glass. I open my eyes in the archive. The alarm lights flash red. System alert: Data breach detected. Mirror Node 7 - Archivist Ellen. That's my name. My designation. The vision. The voice whispers one last time, very softly:

"You've begun to remember."

​The Dreams Begin

THE ALARMS STOPPED an hour ago, but the silence they left behind feels even louder.

Throughout the archive, the lights have been dimmed to a pale blue, the color of sedation. Technicians move between terminals, whispering to each other, their faces pale in the glow of the emergency lights. All the control panels are locked down—except for mine.

Mine is locked.

A transparent band now encircles my wrist, the company logo pulsing faintly red. A permanent tag. Although it doesn't hurt, it feels like I've been branded. They told me it was a "precautionary measure." That I'd experienced a "cognitive anomaly" that was nothing to worry about. That I should rest.

Yet, no one in this city truly rests. Outside the archive, the streets are strange.

People stumble in the morning light, their eyes vacant, whispering fragments of half-forgotten stories. A man whispering, "I saw her again, she was alive, I swear she was alive..." weeps quietly next to a vending machine. A woman sits at a café table, her coffee untouched, drawing circles in the air as if tracing constellations only she can see.

The dreams. They're spreading. As I reach the subway, I see it more clearly: the entire city is trembling with sleep. Commuters whisper inaudibly, their eyes glazed. Screens flicker between advertisements and strange still images—stars, grass, a ribbon fluttering in the wind.

My field.

I grip the handrail, my hands shaking. This is impossible. Dreams are contained, categorized, and stored. They don't spread. Unless it's been unlocked by something or someone. I don't go home. Instead, I take the elevator down to the lower—the old—sectors. The forgotten levels beneath the Archive, where the first experiments were conducted, long before I was hired.

The corridors smell of dust and ozone. The fluorescent lights hum, struggling to stay alive. The doors are marked with warning seals and numbers that haven't been logged in decades.

Sector N-1: Unregulated Dream Experiments. My access card shouldn't work here, but the door slides open with a soft chime.

The air is warmer inside. Quieter. Like a distant heartbeat, the servers hum softly. On a central screen, the user interface flickers and comes to life.

Active Mirror Contract 7 User: Eileen, Mira.

Status: Progressive Dream Replication. My throat tightens as I stare at the screen. Replication?

My face is barely visible in the reflected light of the screen. But it's not quite me—her eyes are softer, her skin radiant with sunlight, not pale from hours of working under fluorescent lights.

The reflected image looks happy. "You shouldn't have stopped taking the pills," she says.

Her lips move exactly as mine do, but the voice is different—warmer, familiar.

"You remember who you were before the Archive made you forget."

All the screens in the room light up at once, and the servers hum




​The Dream Engineer
























​The Awakening


















​City of Dreams
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