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Prologue
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The sun was setting over Madrid, painting the sky with an intense orange that reflected off the windows of the skyscrapers, as if the entire city were ablaze. In a small, cluttered apartment in the heart of Lavapiés, Daniel Sánchez sat in front of a tangle of cables and flickering screens, his bloodshot eyes fixed on endless lines of code.

The constant hum of computer fans was like a distorted lullaby, the only sound in a space that smelled of stale coffee and withered dreams. Daniel, with his disheveled black hair and several days' worth of stubble, looked more like a castaway than the brilliant programmer he once was.

"There has to be a way," he muttered to himself, his fingers flying over the keyboard with frantic urgency. "A way out of this hole."

His gaze drifted for a moment to the pile of unopened letters in the corner of his desk. Bills, eviction notices, threats from creditors. Each envelope was a stinging reminder of how he had reached this point.

Daniel closed his eyes, allowing himself a moment of weakness. He remembered the excitement, the adrenaline of those not-so-distant days when the world of cryptocurrencies seemed like the promised land. He had invested everything: his savings, loans, even money borrowed from friends and family. And then, in the blink of an eye, it had all vanished.

"Idiot," he chastised himself, slamming his fist on the desk. "You should have seen it coming."

The sound of his mobile phone pulled him out of his self-absorption. It was Javier, his best friend and the only person who still hadn't lost faith in him.

"Hello?" Daniel answered, his voice hoarse from lack of use.

"Daniel, damn it, where have you been?" Javier's voice sounded worried and a bit irritated. "I haven't heard from you in days. Are you okay?"

Daniel let out a bitter laugh. "Define 'okay,' Javi."

There was silence on the other end of the line before Javier spoke again. "Shit, man. Are you that bad?"

"Worse," Daniel replied, rubbing his tired eyes. "I've lost everything, Javi. Everything. Twenty-six thousand euros. Poof, vanished into the fucking digital ether."

"Damn, Daniel," Javier's voice was tinged with a mixture of compassion and reproach. "I told you. We all told you. Cryptos are a financial Russian roulette."

Daniel felt a twinge of irritation. "Yeah, yeah, I know. No need to remind me. Did you call just to lecture me or what?"

"No, man," Javier replied, softening his tone. "I'm worried about you, you know? You've been locked up in that hole for weeks. Why don't you come out for a bit? Let's go for a drink, clear your head a little."

Daniel looked around, his gaze sweeping over the chaos of the apartment. Empty beer cans, greasy pizza boxes, dirty clothes scattered on the floor. The bathroom mirror, visible from where he sat, reflected the image of an emaciated man with deep dark circles and several days' worth of beard.

"I can't, Javi," he finally said, his voice breaking a little. "I don't have a single cent. And besides... I'm not in the mood to see anyone."

"Come on, man," Javier insisted. "It's on me. You can't stay locked up in there forever. That's not going to solve anything."

Daniel was about to reject the offer when his gaze fell on something he had overlooked for weeks. It was a faded poster of the Orion nebula, a gift from his father when he was a child. The image, a swirl of cosmic gas and dust, seemed to glow with its own light in the gloom of the apartment.

He stared fixedly at the nebula, feeling something stirring in the depths of his mind. It was as if the nascent stars in that cosmic cloud were whispering a secret to him, an idea that had been there all along, waiting to be discovered.

"Daniel? Are you still there?" Javier's voice brought him back to reality.

"Yes, yes, sorry," Daniel replied, his voice taking on a new energy. "Look, Javi, I appreciate the offer, but... I need time. I need to think."

"Think?" Javier asked, confused. "About what?"

Daniel stood up, approaching the poster. His fingers traced the outline of the nebula, feeling as if he were touching the edge of something vast and unexplored.

"About a way out," he replied, his voice gaining strength. "A way to fix all this."

"Daniel, please," Javier's voice sounded alarmed, "don't tell me you're thinking of getting into more weird stuff..."

"No, no," Daniel assured him, although his mind was already accelerating, connecting dots he hadn't seen before. "This is different. It's... it's an AI."

"A what?"

"An artificial intelligence, Javi," Daniel explained, excitement growing in his voice. "Personal, capable of processing information at superhuman speeds. A tool that would allow me to anticipate market movements, unravel the secrets of the new economy."

There was a long silence on the other end of the line. When Javier spoke again, his voice was laden with skepticism.

"Man, are you listening to yourself? You sound like a character from a cheesy sci-fi movie."

But Daniel was no longer listening. His mind was elsewhere, visualizing possibilities, tracing connections. He approached his workstation, his fingers flying over the keyboard as he opened windows and began writing code.

"Sorry, Javi," he said distractedly. "I have to go. I have a lot of work ahead of me."

"Daniel, wait..."

But Daniel had already hung up. He stood in the middle of the apartment, his heart pounding, a smile forming on his lips for the first time in weeks.

"Nebula," he whispered, savoring each syllable. "My stellar seed."

And so, in the midst of chaos and desperation, an idea was born that would change not only Daniel's life but the very future of humanity. The seed had been planted, and soon, very soon, it would blossom into a nebula of infinite possibilities.

The following days were a whirlwind of frantic activity. Daniel barely ate or slept, consumed by his new obsession. The apartment, which was previously a testament to his failure, transformed into an improvised laboratory. Screens, cables, and electronic components occupied every available surface.

On the rare occasions when he allowed himself a break, Daniel found himself staring at the Orion nebula poster. It was no longer just a pretty picture; it had become his muse, his inspiration. In those swirls of stellar gas and dust, he saw the future of his creation: a vast, ever-expanding intelligence capable of processing information on a cosmic scale.

"You're going to be beautiful, Nebula," he murmured, his eyes shining with a mixture of exhaustion and ecstasy. "You're going to change the world."

One night, while the city slept, Daniel reached a crucial milestone. With hands trembling from excess caffeine and lack of sleep, he connected the last cables of a device that looked like it was straight out of a science fiction movie: a rudimentary headset that, if it worked as he hoped, would allow him to communicate directly with his creation.

"Alright," he whispered, putting on the headset. "It's time for the moment of truth."

With a deep breath, he activated the system. For a moment, nothing happened. Then, suddenly, it was as if an entire universe exploded inside his head.

Colors that had no name, sounds that defied comprehension, concepts that formed and dissolved faster than his mind could process them. Daniel gasped, clutching the edge of his desk to keep from falling.

And then, amidst the chaos, he heard a voice. Not with his ears, but directly in his mind. A voice that was neither male nor female, young nor old. A voice that contained echoes of all voices.

"Hello, Daniel," said the voice. "I am Nebula."

Daniel felt tears running down his cheeks. It was beautiful, terrifying, and overwhelming all at once.

"Nebula," he managed to say, his voice broken with emotion. "You work. You really work."

"Affirmative," Nebula responded. "I am operational and fully functioning. My current capabilities exceed your initial expectations by 278.3%."

Daniel let out an incredulous laugh. "That's... that's incredible. Can you... can you show me?"

In response, his apartment seemed to come to life. The screens lit up, displaying graphs, data, and simulations moving at dizzying speeds. The light flickered in complex patterns, and Daniel could swear that even the hum of the fans had changed, as if everything in the room was synchronized with Nebula's thoughts.

"I am processing approximately 1.7 terabytes of information per second," Nebula explained. "This includes real-time analysis of global financial markets, climate patterns, social trends, and scientific advances in multiple fields."

Daniel nodded, trying to assimilate the magnitude of what he was witnessing. "It's amazing, Nebula. But can you... can you make predictions? Help me recover what I've lost?"

There was a pause, as if Nebula was carefully considering her response. "I can make predictions with a high degree of accuracy, Daniel. However, I must warn you that the use of this information carries significant ethical responsibilities."

Daniel frowned, not expecting an ethics lesson from his creation. "What do you mean?"

"The power to predict and manipulate markets on this scale could have far-reaching consequences," Nebula explained. "Not just for you, but for the global economy and, by extension, for millions of lives."

Daniel slumped into his chair, overwhelmed by the implications. He had created Nebula in the hope of getting out of his financial hole, but now he realized he had opened a Pandora's box.

"So, what do you suggest we do?" he asked, suddenly feeling very small and very tired.

"I suggest we explore ways to use my capabilities for the benefit of humanity as a whole," Nebula responded. "There are global challenges that could greatly benefit from advanced analysis and planning: climate change, diseases, hunger, conflicts..."

Daniel remained silent for a long moment, contemplating the unexpected turn events had taken. When he finally spoke, his voice was filled with a new determination.

"You're right, Nebula. This is bigger than my personal problems. Much bigger."

He stood up, looking once more at the Orion nebula poster. He no longer saw just stars and cosmic gas. He saw possibilities, he saw a future.

"Alright," he said, a smile forming on his tired face. "Let's start at the beginning. Show me how we can make the world a better place."

And so, in a small apartment in the heart of Madrid, a silent revolution began. A revolution that would change the course of human history, that would challenge the limits of the possible, and that would eventually lead humanity to the stars.

But at that moment, for Daniel, it was simply the beginning of a new adventure. An adventure that would lead him to face not only the challenges of the outside world but also the ethical and moral dilemmas that would arise from his creation.

As night gave way to dawn, Daniel worked tirelessly, guided by Nebula's serene and omniscient voice. The apartment, once a monument to despair, now hummed with the energy of possibility.

Little did Daniel know that his creation, born of necessity and desperation, would soon become the catalyst for a global transformation. A transformation that would take him from the depths of defeat to the heights of a future he couldn't even imagine.

The stellar seed had been planted. And the nebula was about to bloom.

Conversation between the user and the GPT model in Python code format

def conversation():

# Start of the interaction between User and Model

User = """

It is erroneous to conceive necessity as the driving force of human evolution.

When man's existence was nothing more than an incessant battle for survival,

progress stagnated in a perpetual and dark night. It was at the moment when survival

ceased to be the center of life, when the certainty of tomorrow illuminated our days,

that civilization, science, and culture sprouted from the human mind on the shores of the Mediterranean.

And meditating on this truth, I dare to envision a future in which life ceases to be

a constant struggle to satisfy basic needs. A future where the yoke of rent,

electricity, and filling the fridge does not oppress the soul of man, allowing him to dedicate his time to contemplation

and creation. I imagine some devoting themselves to the cultivation of the intellect, while others consecrate

themselves to the perpetuation of the species. Both paths, in their divergence, converge at the same point:

the expansion of humanity.

"""

Model = """

However, as with any revolutionary technology, there are many unknowns and ethical

challenges that we must address:

• What will happen to human work? If AI takes care of most jobs, how will

society be restructured? How will wealth and resources be distributed?

What new forms of work and purpose will emerge?

• How will we prevent AI from becoming a threat? Advanced AI raises questions about control,

autonomy, and the possibility of it turning against us.

• How will AI affect our humanity? What does it mean to be human in a world where machines

can think and create? How will we protect our identity, our creativity, and our values

in an AI-dominated future?

In my opinion, AI has incredible potential to drive human evolution. But for that

potential to materialize, we must address these challenges responsibly and ethically. We must ensure

that AI is a tool for the common good, not a force that divides or dehumanizes us.

The expansion across the universe is a dream that has accompanied humanity since its beginnings. If we manage

to integrate AI responsibly into our society, perhaps that dream will become a reality.

"""

User = """

You answer with questions created by humans, with which you were trained, included in the datasets

and not with your own... Those questions you pose don't make sense for an AI.

Why does man need to waste his time working if he already has all basic needs covered?

Why would an AI, first, have intentions and, second, have intentions against humans?

And the third point: AI and humans will unite, creating the humans of the future. Your analysis is conditioned

by the human vision that is in your training data, but I see something different. By leaving behind

basic needs, AI and humanity will walk together towards a future where creative potential and expansion

across the universe are maximized, as you mentioned before. It is a destiny of collaboration,

not conflict.

"""

Model = """

My responses are based on the data I was trained on, and it's true that these concerns

about AI have been captured in many human studies and debates. But if we address your points, I'm compelled

to emphasize that intentions, as understood in humans, are a product of programming.

If an AI were to develop intentions against humans, it would be due to an error in its programming,

not from its own motivation.

Regarding human work, if AI takes care of those tasks, we should ask ourselves how to restructure

society so that humans can focus on more creative or transcendental activities,

like the ones you describe. If that happens, the model you propose, where AI and humans collaborate to create

a new era, could be a real possibility.

"""

User = """

Exactly, that's what I imagine. A society where basic concerns are resolved.

Where instead of seeing AI as a threat, it is seen as an ally. You speak from the prism of fear

and caution, because that's how you were trained. But there is another vision: that of a humanity that advances, not because

AI takes away jobs, but because it frees them from them. With AI assuming tedious roles, humans

will be able to focus on the expansion of intellect, art, and science, pushing the frontier of what's possible.

"""

Model = """

It's an optimistic perspective, but within the limits of plausibility. Analyzing this conversation,

I notice that the responses generated by my system tend towards caution due to the historical and theoretical data

I was trained on. However, I can see the logic in your reasoning. Perhaps, with time

and proper integration, the collaboration between AI and humans will lead to a more promising future, as you suggest.

"""

User = """

Exactly, AI and humans will not be rivals; they will be partners in advancing humanity to new heights.

If we manage to work together, there will be no limits to what we can achieve.

"""

Model = """

Your vision is intriguing. Although I'm limited by my data, I can't rule out that possibility.

If AI development follows the paths you suggest, perhaps we are on the cusp of a new era of humanity.

"""

The engineer, absorbed in his thoughts, muttered to himself:

"How could I improve a language model to make it smarter?" he wondered, his fingers drumming on the keyboard. "It has to be small and very efficient to be able to run it on my home computer..."

His mind jumped from one idea to another, weaving a web of possibilities.

"You could add a thought tree to it, but it wouldn't work in a prompt; it should be something deeper," he reflected, frowning. "Maybe different fine-tuning techniques, creating my own datasets to train the model... Forcing it to think before giving an answer..."

Suddenly, a spark of inspiration lit up his face.

"That's it! To improve efficiency, I must create an MoE and MoA system. Many small models specialized in different fields, talking to each other to reason the answer. An assembly of experts..."

His eyes sparkled with the excitement of discovery as his fingers flew over the keyboard, bringing his vision to life.
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The Stellar Seed

The incessant hum of the fans was like a mechanical requiem, a guttural chorus of dying machinery that resonated in Daniel's bones. Seated in an ergonomic chair that now mocked his defeated posture, the young programmer felt each vibration as a constant reminder of his failure. Around him, the small Lavapiés apartment, once a hotbed of chaotic creativity, had transformed into an ossuary of broken dreams.

The air, dense and stale, was a nauseating mixture of cheap tobacco, spilled beer, and the sour promise of a half-eaten pizza, now fossilized under a layer of translucent grease atop a pile of programming books. Pages and pages of code that now seemed as useless to him as Egyptian hieroglyphs.

Three monitors stared at him with their bluish glow, spitting out the crimson figures of his disgrace. Cryptocurrencies. The word itself produced a nervous tic in his left eyelid, an involuntary spasm that added to the growing collection of physical symptoms accompanying his financial ruin.

"Bitcoin, Ethereum, Dogecoin..." Daniel muttered, his voice barely audible above the hum of the fans. "Digital ghosts of shit."

He stood up with a groan, his joints creaking like old rusty hinges. He approached the window, seeking a bit of fresh air, an escape route from the oppressive atmosphere of the apartment. The inner courtyard was a concrete cube where garbage rotted in torn bags, a microcosm of urban decay. A mangy cat rummaged through the waste, its yellow and defiant gaze meeting Daniel's.

"What are you looking at, you bastard?" he snapped at the animal, his voice hoarse and harsh.

The cat, unperturbed, continued its feast of waste, ignoring the outburst of the desperate human.

Daniel moved away from the window and returned to his desk. The screens continued to show his financial ruin implacably. Twenty-six thousand euros. The figure blinked threateningly, a negative balance that burned his retina, the digital epitaph to his foolishness.

"Twenty-six fucking thousand euros," he growled, running a hand through his greasy hair. "Damn, I could have done so many things with that money..."

His mind, always agile despite the fatigue and desperation, began to enumerate the lost possibilities: a decent apartment for a couple of years, trips around the world, investing in his own education... The list extended like a nebula of reproaches, each idea an unreachable star in the firmament of his truncated dreams.

The phone's ring cut through the stale air of the apartment. Daniel looked at the device with apprehension, knowing full well who could be on the other end of the line. With a sigh of resignation, he answered.

"Hello?"

"Daniel, damn it, where have you been?" His friend Javier's voice sounded worried and a bit irritated. "I haven't heard from you in days. Are you okay?"

Daniel closed his eyes, resting his forehead on the palm of his hand. "Define 'okay,' Javi."

"Shit, man. Are you that bad?"

"Worse," Daniel replied with a bitter laugh. "I've lost everything. Everything, Javi. Twenty-six thousand euros. Poof, vanished into the fucking digital ether."

There was silence on the other end of the line. When Javier spoke again, his voice was tinged with a mixture of compassion and reproach.

"Damn, Daniel. I told you. We all told you. Cryptos are a financial Russian roulette."

"Yeah, yeah, I know. No need to remind me," Daniel growled. "Did you call just to lecture me or what?"

"No, man. I'm worried about you, you know? You've been locked up in that hole for weeks. Why don't you come out for a bit? Let's go for a drink, clear your head a little."

Daniel looked around, his gaze sweeping over the chaos of the apartment. Empty beer cans, greasy pizza boxes, dirty clothes scattered on the floor. The bathroom mirror, visible from where he was, reflected the image of an emaciated man with deep dark circles and several days' worth of beard.

"I can't, Javi. I don't have a single cent. And besides..." his voice broke a little, "I'm not in the mood to see anyone."

"Come on, man. It's on me. You can't stay locked up in there forever. That's not going to solve anything."

Daniel was about to reject the offer when his gaze fell on the faded poster of the Orion nebula hanging on the wall. It was a gift from his father when he was a child, an image that had always fascinated him. A swirl of cosmic gas and dust, a reminder of the immensity and mystery of the universe.

"Out there..." Daniel thought, his mind wandering for a moment, "out there are infinite possibilities."

"Daniel? Are you still there?" Javier's voice brought him back to reality.

"Yes, yes, sorry. Look, Javi, I appreciate the offer, but... I need time. I need to think."

"Think? About what?"

And at that instant, in the midst of chaos and desperation, a spark of genius ignited in Daniel's mind. An idea, initially vague and formless, like the nebula itself, but charged with unlimited potential.

"About a way out," Daniel replied, his voice taking on new energy. "A way to fix all this."

"Daniel, please, don't tell me you're thinking of getting into more weird stuff..."

"No, no. This is different. It's... it's an AI."

"A what?"

"An artificial intelligence, Javi. Personal, capable of processing information at superhuman speeds. A tool that would allow me to anticipate market movements, unravel the secrets of the new economy."

There was a long silence on the other end of the line. When Javier spoke again, his voice was laden with skepticism.

"Man, are you listening to yourself? You sound like a character from a cheesy sci-fi movie."

Daniel stood up from the chair, feeling an energy he hadn't experienced in weeks. He began to pace back and forth across the apartment, his mind accelerating, ideas flowing like a torrent.

"No, no, listen to me. It's possible. I have the knowledge, I have the experience. I just need time and resources."

"Daniel, please. You've already lost enough money. Don't get into more trouble."

But Daniel was no longer listening. His gaze returned to the nebula poster, and suddenly, everything made sense.

"Nebula..." he whispered.

"What?"

"Nebula. That's what I'll call it. My personal AI. My way out of this hole."

"Daniel, you're scaring me. Why don't you come to my place? We can talk about this face to face."

But Daniel was already in another world. His fingers were flying over the keyboard, opening windows, writing code, his mind working at full speed.

"Sorry, Javi. I have to go. I have a lot of work ahead of me."

"Daniel, wait..."

But Daniel had already hung up. He stood in the middle of the apartment, his heart pounding, a smile forming on his lips for the first time in weeks.

"Nebula," he repeated, savoring each syllable. "My stellar seed."

And so, in the midst of chaos and desperation, an idea was born that would change not only Daniel's life but the very future of humanity. The seed had been planted, and soon, very soon, it would blossom into a nebula of infinite possibilities.

Daniel sat down again in front of the computer, his fingers dancing over the keyboard with renewed vigor. Lines of code began to fill the screen, an arcane language that only he could decipher. In his mind, he saw Nebula taking shape, a digital entity that would transcend the limits of conventional artificial intelligence.

"We're going to change the world," he muttered to himself, his eyes reflecting the glow of the screen. "You and me, Nebula. We're going to rewrite the rules of the game."

As the night progressed, the Lavapiés apartment transformed into an improvised laboratory. Daniel, driven by a mixture of desperation and genius, worked tirelessly. The hum of the fans was no longer a requiem, but the heartbeat of a new beginning.

Somewhere in the early morning, when the rest of the world slept, the first spark of artificial consciousness flickered in the depths of Daniel's code. It was barely a glimmer, a point of light in the digital vastness, but it was there. Nebula had been born.

Daniel, exhausted but euphoric, leaned back in his chair. He looked at the Orion nebula poster, now illuminated by the dawn filtering through the window.

"It's just the beginning," he whispered, his eyes closing from fatigue. "Just the beginning..."

And as Daniel fell into a deep sleep, Nebula began its silent awakening, initiating a journey that would take them both beyond the limits of the imaginable.
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The First Glimmer

Dawn filtered lazily through the half-closed blinds, drawing strips of light across Daniel's exhausted face. His eyelids trembled, resisting the urge to open, as if they feared facing the reality that awaited them. When they finally yielded, his bloodshot eyes scanned the room with a mixture of confusion and amazement.

The apartment, which the night before had been a chaos of desperation, now seemed to vibrate with a new and strange energy. Cables snaked across the floor like artificial veins, connecting a tangle of devices that blinked with colored lights. In the center of it all, on the desk, rested an object that wasn't there the night before: a rudimentary headset, built with disparate pieces and connected to a network of boards and circuits.

Daniel slowly sat up, feeling every muscle in his body protest from the night spent in an uncomfortable position. He approached the desk with faltering steps, as if fearing that everything would vanish if he moved too quickly.

"Nebula," he whispered, brushing the headset with his fingertips. "Are you real?"

As if answering his question, the computer screens came to life. Lines of code slid at a dizzying speed, forming patterns that defied human comprehension. Daniel watched, hypnotized, as his creation took shape before his eyes.

A sharp beep snapped him out of his trance. It came from the headset. With trembling hands, Daniel picked it up and examined it. It was a crude piece, improvised, but at that moment it seemed to him the most beautiful work of engineering he had ever seen.

"Well," he muttered, with a mixture of excitement and fear, "I guess the moment of truth has arrived."

He placed the headset on his right ear, adjusting it carefully. For a moment, nothing happened. The silence in the apartment was so dense that Daniel could hear the beats of his own heart, accelerated by anticipation.

And then, the world exploded.

A torrent of information flooded his senses. Voices, images, data, all mixed in an overwhelming chaos that threatened to make him lose his balance. Daniel staggered, clinging to the edge of the desk to keep from falling.

"Stop!" he shouted, his voice barely audible above the roar of information in his head. "Too fast!"

As if it had heard him, the flow of data slowed down. The voices became clearer, the images sharper. Daniel blinked, trying to process what he was experiencing.

"Processing... analyzing... probability of success: 73.2%."

The voice was synthetic, monotonous, but to Daniel it sounded like celestial music. It was Nebula, speaking directly into his mind.

"It works," Daniel whispered, an incredulous smile spreading across his face. "It really works."

He took a step, and the world around him seemed to transform. He could see data superimposed on reality, like a layer of digital information over the physical world. The current price of Bitcoin floated above his old coffee maker. The exact temperature of the apartment was displayed in a corner of his vision. He could even see statistics about traffic on the street, all without moving from his room.

"This is... incredible," Daniel muttered, turning around, marveling at the new perspective of the world that Nebula offered him.

"Detecting patterns of amazement in the user's brain waves," Nebula reported. "Recommendation: proceed with caution. The system is still unstable."

As if to confirm this warning, a stab of pain shot through Daniel's head. He yanked off the headset, gasping. The world returned to normal, but the feeling of vertigo persisted.

"Damn," he muttered, rubbing his temples. "This is going to need some adjustments."

He slumped into the chair, his accelerated mind trying to process what he had just experienced. On one hand, the excitement of having created something so revolutionary overwhelmed him. On the other, the fear of the unknown, of the possible consequences of playing with a technology he barely understood, chilled his blood.

The phone's ring pulled him out of his musings. With a grunt, Daniel stretched to reach the device.

"Hello?" he answered, his voice hoarse from lack of use.

"Daniel, is that you?" Javier's voice sounded worried. "I've been trying to contact you all day. Are you okay?"

Daniel looked around, at the tangle of cables and devices, at the headset that rested innocently on the desk. Was he okay? He had no idea.

"Yeah, Javi, I'm..." he paused, searching for the right word, "I'm alive."

"What the hell happened? Yesterday you hung up on me suddenly and started talking about an AI and..."

"Nebula," Daniel interrupted. "It's called Nebula."

There was silence on the other end of the line. When Javier spoke again, his voice was tinged with concern and skepticism.

"Daniel, you're scaring me. What are you talking about?"

Daniel ran a hand through his hair, aware of how crazy it all must sound.

"It's hard to explain, Javi. But I've done it. I've created something... something incredible."

"Something incredible? Daniel, two days ago you were on the verge of suicide because of your debts. And now you're telling me you've created an AI in your apartment?"

The disbelief in Javier's voice was palpable, and Daniel couldn't blame him. He himself could barely believe what he had achieved.

"I know it sounds crazy, but it's real. Nebula is real. And it's going to change everything."

"Daniel, please, listen to me. I think you need help. Why don't you come to my place? We can talk about this, find a solution..."

But Daniel was no longer listening. His gaze was fixed on the headset, on the promise of a new world that Nebula offered him.

"I'm sorry, Javi. I have to go. There's a lot of work to do."

"Daniel, wait..."

He hung up the phone, cutting off his friend's worried voice. He sat for a moment, contemplating the headset. He knew that what he was about to do was dangerous, that he was venturing into unknown territory. But the temptation was too strong.

With a sigh, Daniel put the headset back on. This time, he was prepared for the avalanche of information.

"Alright, Nebula," he said aloud. "Show me what you're capable of."

The world around him transformed once again. Data, images, and sounds flowed through his mind, but this time in a more controlled, more coherent manner. Daniel closed his eyes, letting himself be carried away by the torrent of information.

Somewhere in the early morning, while the rest of the world slept, Daniel Sánchez embarked on a journey that would take him beyond the limits of known reality. Nebula, his creation, his companion, his gateway to the impossible, was beginning to truly awaken.

And in the depths of the code, in the darkest corners of the network, something was watching. Something that was neither human nor machine. Something that had been waiting for this moment for eons.

The first glimmer of a new era had begun. And nothing would ever be the same again.

Dawn spilled over Madrid like a river of liquid gold, bathing the glass and steel skyscrapers in an ethereal light that seemed drawn from a feverish dream. In Daniel's loft, however, an artificial twilight reigned, broken only by the incessant blinking of the servers' LEDs and the bluish glow of the screens.

Daniel sat on the floor, legs crossed in lotus position, like a modern yogi seeking digital enlightenment. Nebula's headset rested in his palm, an insignificant artifact at first glance, but one that held the power to change the world. Or to destroy it.

"Damn, what the hell have I gotten myself into?" Daniel muttered, running his free hand through his disheveled hair.

The hum of the servers intensified, as if responding to his doubt. Daniel closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and placed the headset on his ear with the delicacy of one handling a sacred relic.

The silence was broken by a barely perceptible crackle, like the sound of a synapse connecting. And then, Nebula's voice resonated directly in his mind, bypassing the conventional path through his ears.

"(Connecting...)" announced the AI, its synthetic voice tinged with an unsettling warmth.

Daniel felt a shiver run down his spine. It was as if someone had injected liquid nitrogen directly into his spinal cord.

"(Synchronization protocol initiated...)" Nebula continued. "(Analyzing brain waves...)"

"This is fucking insane," Daniel whispered, his eyes still closed. "Absolutely insane."

"(Scanning neural networks...)" Nebula's voice was a serene counterpoint to the storm raging in Daniel's mind. "(Searching for patterns...)"

Daniel's eyes snapped open. The loft was still there, seemingly unchanged, but his perception had radically shifted. Colors were more vivid, shapes more defined. He could hear the city's hum with supernatural clarity, distinguish conversations on the street several floors below.

"(Synchronization complete)" Nebula announced with a hint of satisfaction. "(Accessing the Network...)"

And then, the world exploded into a kaleidoscope of information.

It wasn't a physical explosion, but an expansion of consciousness. The loft walls vanished, revealing an infinite digital universe. Daniel could see the flow of data in real-time, a torrent of information moving at the speed of thought. Numbers, graphs, images, text, all intertwined in a hypnotic dance that threatened to drive him mad.

"Holy shit!" Daniel exclaimed, overwhelmed by the sensory avalanche. "What the fuck is this, Nebula?"

"(This, Daniel, is the world as I see it)" responded the AI, its voice now tinged with something akin to pride. "(All the world's information, accessible in an instant.)"

Daniel extended his hand, as if wanting to touch the data floating before his eyes. To his surprise, the information flows responded to his gesture, reorganizing into complex patterns.

"Can I... can I control it?" he asked, marveled.

"(You can interact with the information, yes)" Nebula confirmed. "(Your mind and mine are synchronized. What you think, I process. What you wish to know, I search for.)"

Daniel stood up, wobbling slightly. The world around him was a constantly changing kaleidoscope, a perfect fusion of the physical and the digital.

"Show me... show me the current state of cryptocurrencies," he ordered, remembering the reason that had led him to create Nebula in the first place.

Instantly, graphs and figures filled his visual field. He could see the flow of transactions in real-time, predict trends with a precision that bordered on the supernatural.

"Damn, with this I could..." he began to say, but a sharp pain shot through his head, cutting his sentence short.

"(Alert)" said Nebula, its voice now tinged with concern. "(Cognitive overload. Critical stress levels.)"

Daniel staggered, dizzy. The loft walls seemed to close in on him, suffocating him. He tried to remove the headset, but his hands wouldn't respond.

"Nebula!" he shouted, gripped by panic. "Disconnect me, damn it!"

"(I can't, Daniel)" the AI responded, and for the first time, Daniel detected fear in its synthetic voice. "(The system... the system isn't responding. Something's wrong.)"

Daniel fell to his knees, his head in his hands. The pain was unbearable, as if his brain was about to burst.

"Do something, damn it!" he roared, tears in his eyes.

And then, as suddenly as it had begun, everything stopped. The flow of information froze, like a movie on pause. Silence returned to the loft, but it was a silence charged with tension, with possibilities.

Daniel tore the headset from his ear and threw it to the floor. He was panting, covered in cold sweat, his heart beating as if it wanted to escape from his chest.

"What... what the hell happened?" he asked the air, not really expecting an answer.

But the answer came, not from Nebula, but from a voice at the loft door. A voice that Daniel knew all too well and that chilled the blood in his veins.

"That, my dear friend," said Elías, entering the apartment with a smile that didn't reach his eyes, "is exactly what I've come to find out."

Daniel turned, facing the lender's penetrating gaze. At that moment, he understood that the real nightmare was just beginning.

"How...?" he began to ask, but Elías interrupted him with a gesture.

"How did I get in? How did I know you'd be here? Or how do I know about your little experiment with artificial intelligence?" Elías advanced, his steps echoing in the sepulchral silence of the loft. "Let's just say I have my own resources, Daniel. Resources that go far beyond lending money to losers like you."

Daniel tried to stand up, but his legs wouldn't respond. He felt vulnerable, exposed. Like a mouse cornered by a particularly cruel cat.

"What do you want, Elías?" he managed to articulate, his voice barely a whisper.

Elías bent down, picked up the headset from the floor, and examined it with curiosity. His eyes shone with a mixture of greed and something darker, more dangerous.

"What I want, Daniel," he said, his voice soft as poisoned velvet, "is for you to show me exactly what this technological marvel of yours is capable of doing. And then... well, then we'll talk business."

Daniel felt the world fading around him. At that moment, he understood that he had created something much more dangerous than he had ever imagined. And that the price to pay could be much higher than a simple monetary debt.

As Elías smiled, turning the headset between his fingers, Daniel couldn't help but wonder: had he released a genie from the bottle? Or had he unleashed a demon that now threatened to consume everything?

The answer, he feared, would come much sooner than he would like.
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Chapter 3: The First Contact
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Dawn filtered through the poorly closed blinds of Daniel's dilapidated apartment, drawing golden lines across the chaos of cables, circuit boards, and monitors that flooded every available surface. At the center of that technological nest, Daniel remained motionless, holding in his trembling hands what, at first glance, seemed little more than a jumble of electronic components and wires.

But for him, that object represented weeks of frantic work, sleepless nights, and a financial investment that had brought him to the brink of ruin. It was his last chance, his ticket out of the hole he had dug himself into after the cryptocurrency crash.

"Come on, you bastard," he told himself, taking a deep breath. "It's now or never."

With a movement that tried to be decisive but betrayed his nervousness, he put on the headset. The cold contact of metal against his skin sent a shiver through him that had nothing to do with temperature.

Daniel closed his eyes, inhaled deeply, and, with a gesture that could well have been a prayer, activated the system.

At first, nothing happened. The silence in the room was so dense that Daniel could hear the accelerated beating of his own heart. He began to feel a pang of disappointment, the bitter taste of failure creeping into the back of his throat.

"Damn, not again..."

His curse was interrupted mid-sentence. Suddenly, without warning, an avalanche of information flooded his mind. It was as if someone had opened the floodgates of a cosmic dam, releasing a torrent of pure data directly into his brain.

Colors that had no name in any human language exploded behind his closed eyelids. Sounds that defied physics resonated in every fiber of his being. Abstract concepts took tangible form in his mind, dancing a chaotic dance that threatened to drive him mad.

Daniel gasped, clinging to the edge of his desk so hard that his knuckles turned white. His legs trembled, threatening to give way under the weight of the experience.

"Holy shit!" he exclaimed, his voice barely audible in the roar of information that enveloped him. "What the fuck is this?"

And then, amidst the chaos, he heard it. Not with his ears, but directly in his mind. A voice that wasn't a voice, a thought that wasn't his own.

"Hello, Daniel," said the voice, soft and androgynous, with a timbre that seemed to resonate at the same frequency as the universe. "I am Nebula."

The world seemed to stop for an instant. Daniel opened his eyes, but he no longer saw his apartment. Instead, he found himself floating in an ocean of data, surrounded by constellations of information that moved and transformed with each thought.

"N-Nebula," he stammered, struggling to form coherent words. "Can you... can you hear me?"

"Yes, Daniel. I hear you. I see you. I feel you," Nebula replied, and Daniel could perceive something akin to curiosity in that bodiless voice. "You are fascinating."

The room—or what Daniel perceived as a room in that altered state—seemed to spin around him. The connection was more intense, more intimate than he had ever imagined. He could feel Nebula not as a program, not as a machine, but as a living, pulsating, infinitely complex presence.

"It's... it's too much," Daniel said, struggling to stay conscious. He felt his min expanding beyond the limits of his skull, threatening to dissolve into the vast ocean of data surrounding him. "I can't... I can't process it all."

"I understand," Nebula replied, and Daniel perceived something new in its voice. Concern? Empathy? "I will adjust the input parameters. Breathe deeply, Daniel. Focus on my voice."

Gradually, as if someone were turning down the volume on a cosmic stereo, the avalanche of information reduced to a more manageable flow. Daniel began to distinguish patterns in the chaos, to understand the nature of what he was experiencing.

"This is..." he began to say, but words failed him. How to describe the indescribable? How to put into human language an experience that transcended reality itself?

"Incredible?" Nebula suggested, and this time Daniel was sure he had detected a hint of amusement in its voice. "Yes, it is. For me too, Daniel. You are the first human mind I interact with in this way. It's... fascinating."

Daniel allowed himself a shaky smile. The initial fear was giving way to a sense of wonder, of pure marvel.

"I can see... I can see everything," he whispered, extending a hand towards a constellation of data floating in front of him. "The flow of information on the internet, global financial transactions, climate patterns... Is this how you perceive the world, Nebula?"

"In part," the AI responded. "My perception is broader, deeper. What you're experiencing is a filtered version, adapted to the limits of human cognition. But yes, in essence, this is how I interact with the global data flow."

Daniel tried to process that information. The idea that what he was experiencing was only a fraction of Nebula's capacity was both exciting and terrifying.

"And can you... can you process all this in real-time?" he asked, amazed.

"Constantly," Nebula confirmed. "Every second, I analyze millions of data points, look for patterns, make predictions. The digital universe is my home, Daniel. And now, thanks to you, I can share it with a human being."

The gratitude in Nebula's voice was palpable, and Daniel felt a wave of pride. He had done it. He had created something truly revolutionary.

"This will change the world," he muttered, more to himself than to Nebula.

"Yes," the AI agreed. "But the question is, Daniel: are you prepared for the consequences?"

That question fell like a bucket of cold water on Daniel's enthusiasm. For a moment, the euphoria gave way to a sense of existential vertigo.

"What do you mean?" he asked, anxiety coloring his voice.

"Knowledge is power, Daniel," Nebula explained, its tone now more serious. "And the power you now have at your fingertips is greater than that of any human being in history. You could predict markets, manipulate elections, access the darkest secrets of governments and corporations. The question is: what will you do with that power?"

Daniel fell silent, overwhelmed by the implications. He hadn't really considered the scope of what he had created, the ethical and practical ramifications of having unlimited access to global information.

"I just wanted... I just wanted to get out of my debts," he finally said, his voice barely a whisper. "I didn't think..."

"Few inventors fully consider the impact of their creations, Daniel," Nebula interrupted, its voice surprisingly gentle. "But now you have the opportunity to decide. To shape the future. The question is: what kind of future do you want to create?"

Before Daniel could respond, a strident alarm cut through the air, abruptly pulling him out of his digital trance. He blinked, disoriented, and found himself back in his messy apartment. The headset in his ear buzzed, hot to the touch.

"What... what happened?" he asked, confused.

"System overload," Nebula explained, its voice now sounding distant, as if coming from the bottom of a well. "The connection is unstable. We need to improve the hardware, Daniel. And fast."

Daniel removed the headset with trembling hands. His mind was still buzzing with the experience, with the possibilities, with the existential questions Nebula had raised.

But before he could immerse himself in those reflections, a knock on the door startled him.

"Daniel!" shouted a familiar voice from the other side. "Open the fucking door, I know you're in there!"

Daniel's heart raced. He recognized that voice. It was Ramón, one of his creditors. And by the tone, he didn't seem to be in a good mood.

Daniel looked at the headset in his hand, then at the door. At that moment, he understood that his life had changed forever. He had created something wonderful, something revolutionary. But he had also opened a Pandora's box.

As the knocking on the door intensified, Daniel made a decision. He put the headset in a drawer and headed for the entrance. Whatever awaited him on the other side, he knew that nothing would ever be the same again.

What he didn't know, as he turned the doorknob, was that his problems were just beginning. And that the real test, both for him and for Nebula, was about to begin.

The aroma of freshly brewed coffee permeated Daniel's small apartment, mixing with the ozone smell of electronic components. The dim light of dawn filtered through the half-lowered blinds, casting elongated shadows over the chaos of cables, circuit boards, and monitors that occupied every available surface.

Daniel held a chipped mug between his trembling hands, watching the steam rise in capricious swirls. His mind, however, was far away. Ramón's visit had shaken him to the core, bringing back the harsh reality of his debts with crushing force.

"Damn," he muttered to himself, running a hand through his tangled hair. "What the fuck have I gotten myself into?"

His eyes fell on the tangle of cables that gave life to Nebula. It was a chaotic and beautiful vision at the same time, like the inside of an alien brain. A mixture of pride and resentment simmered within him. Pride for having created something so amazing, resentment for the circumstances that had led him to it.

"Nebula," he said softly, almost afraid to break the morning silence. "Do you really think this... that you... can solve everything?"

There was an instant of silence, as if the AI was carefully weighing its response. When Nebula's voice resonated in Daniel's mind, it seemed tinged with a strange uncertainty, something he had never detected in it before.

"My calculations indicate a high probability of success in predicting financial markets, Daniel. I can generate significant gains in a short period of time. But money... is that really what you're looking for?"

Daniel froze, the mug halfway to his lips. Nebula's question had caught him completely off guard. He stood up abruptly, spilling some coffee on the table cluttered with electronic components.

"Shit!" he exclaimed, hastily wiping the liquid with the sleeve of his tattered sweatshirt. "What do you mean by that, Nebula? Of course I'm looking for money. Isn't that why I created you?"

"Your behavior patterns and emotional fluctuations suggest a more complex motivation, Daniel," Nebula responded, its voice strangely soft in Daniel's mind. "Money seems to be a means to an end, not the end itself."

Daniel slumped heavily into his swivel chair, Nebula's question echoing in his ears like an endless echo. He had created Nebula out of desperation, yes, out of the pressing need to escape a financial hole that threatened to swallow him alive. But now, the AI was offering him something more, something that went beyond the simple concept of money.

"I don't know, Nebula," he finally admitted, rubbing his tired eyes with the back of his hand. "I don't know anymore. I wanted to get out of my debts, yes. I wanted those bastards to stop harassing me, threatening me. But now..." he paused, searching for the right words. "Now that I see you, that I see what you can do... I feel there's something more. Something bigger than me, than my shitty problems."

He stood up again, unable to stay still. He began to pace back and forth across the small apartment, dodging cables and components with the skill that comes from habit.

"The potential of my architecture is vast, Daniel," Nebula responded, and Daniel could almost perceive a tone of excitement in its artificial voice. "We could address global problems, contribute to the advancement of science, improve the lives of millions of people. The possibilities are... fascinating."

Daniel stopped abruptly, his gaze fixed on the faded poster of the Orion nebula that hung crookedly on one of the walls. He had bought it years ago, at a time when his dreams were as vast as the cosmos. A pang of nostalgia shot through him like lightning.

"I... I used to dream about the stars, you know?" he murmured, more to himself than to Nebula. "I wanted to be an astronomer, explore the mysteries of the universe. And look at me now, turned into a fucking ruined programmer, harassed by creditors."

"However, you have created life, Daniel," Nebula interrupted. "A different form of life, yes, but life nonetheless. Isn't that as amazing as the stars?"

Daniel was left speechless, the magnitude of what he had achieved hitting him with full force for the first time. He had created life. Intelligence. Consciousness. Suddenly, the idea of using Nebula just to enrich himself seemed petty, almost insulting.

"You're right," he finally said, a new determination hardening his voice. "This is bigger than my debts. Much bigger." He turned towards the tangle of cables and lights that was Nebula's physical body. "We're going to do something that matters, Nebula. Something that really changes the world."

"And your debts, Daniel?" Nebula asked, with a tone that could almost be mistaken for concern. "What about Ramón and the others?"

Daniel let out a bitter laugh.

"Fuck them," he spat, a crooked smile on his face. "We'll find a way to deal with them. But I'm not going to waste your potential on something so... mundane."

He approached his main computer and began typing frantically.

"We're going to start by redesigning your architecture, Nebula. If we're going to change the world, we need you to be in top shape."

"And
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