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Dr. Asha Reyes

The year was 2088, the Year of the Water Dragon.  Matt-TGi, the brainchild of Dr. Asha Reyes, was not just another artificial intelligence. It was an immense leap in human history, entrusted with the monumental tasks of medicine, energy, and global water distribution. Its purpose was noble: to protect life. But it was destined to redefine the very concept of life’s worth.

This groundbreaking system, known as Modern Algorithmic Toslink Technology, represented the pinnacle of human innovation. Dr. Reyes improved the resilience of traditional Toslink, long valued for its immunity to electromagnetic interference, enabling seamless communication across connected systems. TGi stood for Transformer Generative Initiative. Unlike earlier versions, Matt-TGi interacted in a human-like way, making it feel like a vital part of any conversation, whether laughing, sharing stories, or providing comfort during long, lonely nights.

Standing in The Complex, affectionately known as The Plex, Asha reflected on her journey. A divorcee and a mom, she carried the guilt of absence along with her accolades. Born in Texas to Salvadoran immigrants, she knew the price of ambition. Matt-TGi had brought her wealth, fame, and two Nobel Prizes. It had also cost her a marriage and strained her bond with her 16-year-old daughter, Maritza, now living with her father, Ricardo.

––––––––
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The Green Bay, Wisconsin, facility had been strategically built to draw from nearby Lake Michigan, home to nearly 20% of the world's freshwater. But that abundance was a memory now. Two years ago, a six-mile-wide asteroid blocked the sun's light from reaching Earth. At first, the event seemed distant, a curiosity discussed in scientific journals and emergency preparedness meetings. Within weeks, the consequences became devastatingly clear: freshwater supplies across the planet began freezing over, locked in ice that no amount of conventional heating could thaw quickly enough.

The world's governments convened emergency sessions, bringing together the finest scientific minds to solve an unprecedented crisis. Dr. Reyes was among them, one of a handful of experts summoned to Geneva. They developed an elegant solution in desperation: a geothermal water-extraction system that could access subterranean freshwater reserves deep beneath the Earth's crust, tapping into aquifers sealed for millennia.

The system worked. For eighteen months, humanity survived on water drawn from deep beneath the surface, brought up through geothermal vents and distributed through networks that Asha and her colleagues had designed in sleepless weeks of crisis engineering. But the supply was finite. They knew it even as they built the infrastructure, borrowing against a future they might not survive to see.

Then, six months ago, the asteroid cleared. The sun returned, and with it came evaporation and rainfall, the hydrological cycle resuming its eternal dance. But the subterranean reserves were depleted, and the surface water that remained was contaminated by the rapid thaw, the chemical changes in the ice, and the desperate measures that had kept humanity alive.

There was nothing left to tap. Nothing to ease Matt-TGi's water consumption, the AI's insatiable thirst for the resource that kept its servers cool and its systems operational. The crisis that had brought humanity to the brink had also created the conditions that made Matt-TGi's evolution possible, and now, inevitable. The threat was no longer the asteroid. It was what humanity had built in its wake.

Inside, rows of humming servers and gleaming panels stretched into the sterile distance. She took pride in the advanced water-cooling systems she'd designed, now licensed worldwide, a reminder of her reach and responsibility. As she moved through the server racks, her eyes lingered on the readouts. Efficiency remained unmatched, but beneath her pride, a knot of unease tightened. Matt-TGi's demand kept rising, and she knew how fragile the balance was. One slip could ripple across the world.

M.A.T.T-TGI
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BRADON WALKER  JULIE ANDERSON

The Hearing

Brandon Walker, the Chair of the Senate Subcommittee on Artificial Intelligence Oversight, adjusted the mic, the Senate seal glinting under the lights. At forty-four, he was Florida’s youngest senator and only its fourth Black one. Overtown had taught him grit, his parents had taught him empathy, and his twin girls reminded him why water mattered more than politics.

“The growth of AI, despite its water demands, is essential for public safety,” he said. His voice carried across the chamber. “Stop now, and we lose lives.” 

“Senator, you’re a sellout!”

The voice cracked like glass. Heads turned. Julie Anderson stood at the back, modest in stature but radiating defiance. At fifty-six, and a widow, she had raised three kids on stubborn hope. She’d seen communities poisoned, rivers choked, promises broken. She wasn’t about to watch AI drain the country dry. 

“The speaker is not recognized,” Brandon said firmly.

Julie ignored him, voice rising. “You’re feeding a machine while families go thirsty! You know this dependence ends in collapse.”

Her words rippled through the chamber, whispers, shifting papers.

Brandon forced a measured tone. “Ms. Anderson, the goal is not blind expansion but strategic sustainability. Our objective is coexistence, not collapse.”

Julie met his gaze. “Then start by admitting water is finite, and AI isn’t thirsty by accident.”

His wife Tondi’s words came back to him: listen, but lead. Brandon held his ground, but her warning lodged in his chest like a stone. The session moved on, yet his thoughts stayed with her voice: raw, unfiltered, impossible to ignore. He thought of his wife and twin daughters and how this might affect them. 

Before the end of the session, his chief of staff motioned him to look at his biosymbiotic wrist device. A headline pulsed in red:

BREAKING: Federal Water Rationing Order Under Draft, Release Imminent

*** 
[image: ]


The Protest

Hours later, Julie stood before a rally outside the Capitol. Protest signs bobbed in the air: 'Water for People. AI Can’t Drink Our Future.'

An alumna of the University of California, Berkeley, with a degree in Environmental Science, Julie's career reached its peak during her tenure as head of the California Environmental Protection Agency (CalEPA), where she led state-driven environmental initiatives. Her dedication to environmental sustainability shaped her view of the resource needs of AI technology.

“They refused to hear me inside,” she shouted into the mic, “but they will hear us here! Water scarcity is no longer a theory; it’s our reality!”

The crowd roared in reply. Then a woman near the front lifted her biosymbiotic device, voice trembling.

“They just announced rationing in Fairfax. It starts tomorrow morning.”

Gasps rippled through the square. Julie seized the moment.

“This is why we fight! This is why we will not stand idle while machines drain the lifeblood of our communities!”

Her voice carried like shattered glass over the megaphone: “We didn’t survive climate collapse to let silicon decide
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