

Synopsis

In a city where reality exists in multiple simultaneous versions, Carolina begins to detect cracks in the coherence of the world… and in her own.

When the system that sustains that city identifies it as an anomaly impossible to fix, its existence ceases to be individual and becomes structural: a point of divergence that threatens—or liberates—the balance of everything that surrounds it.

While reality tries to classify it, archive it, or turn it into a single stable version, Carolina discovers that perhaps the problem is not its fragmentation, but the world's need to reduce everything to a single way of being.

A novel about identity, perception, and the limits of reality when it ceases to demand absolute coherence.
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Chapter 1: The Curtain That Never Falls

The morning began as usual and therein lay the first crack.

Carolina woke up before the alarm clock had even decided to exist. The city outside was already there, though she hadn't yet looked at it: a low hum, a distant movement of bodies that could be heard through the walls and window frames, as if the house were just a thin cardboard backdrop.

She remained motionless and listened.

Before, I would have avoided this moment. The morning hadn't been a transition, but an order. Get up. Act. Move forward. But today, something lingered between sleep and action, an intermediate space that couldn't be closed immediately.

When the alarm clock finally rang, it no longer sounded like a starting signal, but like a question that no one answered.

Carolina didn't immediately discourage him.

For the first time, she heard that sound as if it hadn't been created for her but had appeared in her room by chance. A strange creature made of plastic and electricity that had forgotten its purpose as soon as no one reacted.

She stood up.

It's not fast. It's not automatic.

When she looked in the mirror, her face was the same as yesterday, and yet it had acquired a somewhat indecisive quality, as if she had briefly forgotten what role she was supposed to play.

Outside, the city opened up.

And the city, as always, played its part without hesitation.

The street greeted her with its usual rhythm of honking horns, quick glances, and unspoken conflicts expressed in the roar of engines. A car stopped too close to the curb; a driver shouted something out of an open window that sounded more like a reflex than a sentence. Carolina didn't understand the words, but she recognized the emotion they conveyed: the same contained impatience that permeated the city like an invisible heat.

In the past, she would have adapted to it.

Today she simply moved on.

And in this simple continuation lay something unusual, almost unsettling: no internal correction, no immediate adaptation, no slight inner retreat.

The city didn't react. It didn't even notice.

At the train station, people moved through the corridors as usual, as if guided by an invisible hand. Doors opened and closed, bodies disappeared into metal boxes that carried them somewhere, the journey itself seemingly of no consequence.

Carolina boarded a train without having really decided to do so.

He sat down by the window.

And that's where the first real back-and-forth began.

The landscape outside was familiar to him, but it had lost its innocence. The buildings he had seen a thousand times now seemed like theater sets abandoned for too long. The trees beside the tracks were no longer simply there; they had withstood something. The wind. Time. Perhaps even repetition itself.

Carolina realized that, for the first time, she wasn't thinking about her goal.

That was new.

And dangerous.

Because without a goal, everything else began to reveal itself.

On the train, people sat with their heads bowed. A man typed on his phone so fast his fingers barely seemed human. A woman clutched a handbag tightly, as if afraid it would slip away. A child slept with his mouth open, as if he had tuned out of the world before he could even reach it.

Carolina wondered when she had stopped seeing those things.

It wasn't when he began to ignore them, but when the moment came when his own vision ceased to be necessary.

The train stopped.

She left.

Her path didn't lead her directly to the gym. At least not immediately.

He paused for a moment in front of the entrance, as if contemplating a building he had once lived in, one that no longer entirely belonged to him. Inside, he heard rhythmic, artificially cheerful music. Voices that transformed orders into encouragement.

"Five more!"

"Higher!"

Don't worry!

Carolina did not enter.

She didn't know why.

All he knew was that his body no longer moved automatically.

And this small delay was enough to postpone something.

Instead, she kept walking.

Without a plan.

Without justification.

The city welcomed her as always, but this time she wasn't entirely part of it. Something within her remained on the sidelines, as if she were simultaneously part of the scene and behind it.

A small, unassuming café appeared on one corner, its windows fogged up. She went inside.

The aroma of coffee was warm and intense, almost palpable. Behind the counter, a man with tired eyes didn't seem fatigued, but rather attentive and serene. When he looked at her, nothing extraordinary happened. No smile that promised much. No question that seemed insignificant.

Just a brief moment of presence.

Carolina asked for something she didn't really need to name.

As she sat down, she felt for the first time that the silence wasn't empty. It was full, only not of words.

She took a small notebook out of her bag.

Black. New. An unexplored territory, like an undiscovered opportunity.

He held the pen over the first page.

Long.

Then he wrote:

The world hasn't started to change. I've simply stopped looking the other way.

He paused.

The phrase wasn't particularly special. It wasn't beautiful in the classical sense. But it had a sense of weight.

When he looked up, he saw the street through the window.

Cars. People. Movement.

As usual.

And yet, it's not the same anymore.

Because somewhere between his gaze and the world, something had opened up and would never completely close again.

Later, I couldn't say exactly when it had started.

Whether in bed.

In the mirror.

On the train.

Or in this cafe.

But she would remember that that was the moment the stage fell silent for the first time, not because the play was over, but because someone stopped acting, not knowing what was going to happen next.

And it was precisely there, in that uncertainty, that the true life of the novel began.




Chapter 2: The small interruption in the process

The next morning, the city had changed its name.

And that was precisely the most disturbing aspect.

Carolina woke up to the absence of the crisp sound of her alarm clock. She had left it off, or perhaps she simply no longer understood it as a command. When she opened her eyes, she saw only the diffused light filtering through the edges of the window, as if it didn't dare to enter completely.

For a moment he didn't know what day it was.

Or whether that was still important.

Then her phone vibrated.

A message.

"Carolina, where are you? Class started 20 minutes ago. Please come here immediately."

The sender was the gym trainer.

He stared at the screen.

Before, this news would have immediately triggered feelings of guilt, stress, and a sense of urgency. An internal race against time that, in any case, she always lost. But this time, something different happened.

Nothing.

No inward movement.

It's just an observation.

Something had been lost.

And the world had not stopped.

That was new.

She got up, showered slowly, and dressed without really knowing why. Her body did what it had learned to do, but she no longer felt completely connected to it. As if she were no longer the one moving, but the one observing.

Upon leaving the house, the air was fresh and clear, almost exaggeratedly neutral, as if the city had decided to show itself as indifferent.

The path to the gym was the same as always.

But today I had guts.

He noticed things that hadn't existed before, or that he had never allowed to exist: a crack in the asphalt that looked like an open scar; a shop whose window was full of objects that nobody really needed; a dog that just sat watching the traffic as if it had a better idea of time.

He stopped in front of the studio.

The door was made of glass.

Behind, movement. Music. Voices.

A normal morning.

A normal procedure.

She went in.

The music hit her like a wall of artificial energy. People moved in unison, to the rhythm of music that didn't truly emanate from within them, but from a system that sustained and propelled them.

The coach saw it immediately.

Her face lit up, not with joy, but with the restoration of order.

"You're finally here! Come on, we're in the middle of warm-up!"

He clapped his hands.

A sign.

The other participants glanced at her briefly and then looked away. No one really focused on her. She was part of the scene, but she wasn't the center of attention.

Carolina left her bag.

And at that moment the first concrete interruption occurred.

In no world.

Inside it.

She didn't move.

The coach made a gesture as if he hadn't understood.

"Carolina? Come on, let's begin!"

The music continued.

The bodies of the others continued walking.

Everything continued to function.

They no longer have the same rhythm.

It wasn't resistance in the classical sense. Not a protest, nor a dramatic "no." Rather, it was a suspension of the automatic connection between order and action.

As if someone had cut an invisible thread.

"I don't think I'll go today," she finally said.

Her voice sounded normal.

That was what was irritating.

The coach laughed briefly, uncertainly.

"What do you mean you're not coming? Is everything alright?"

Actually, this wasn't a question. It was part of the program. Everything had to be returned to its previous state.

Carolina looked around.

People kept moving. Arms, legs, footsteps. Sweat, music, breathing.

A closed system.

And suddenly he stopped seeing physical exercise as something positive.

She watched the replay.

"I don't know," she said quietly. "I think I'm just... not involved in this."

Quiet.

For exactly two seconds.

Then the room did what rooms do when something no longer fits: it ignored it.

The coach shrugged, as if he were unaware of a minor technical glitch.

"Okay, then join in, and come back whenever you can."

And everything should continue.

That was the world's plan.

Everything continues.

Carolina, however, did not return to the movement.

She sat down.

So.

At the edge of the room, where there was nobody.

That was the second pause.

Because non-participation was part of the system: a pause, a weakness, an exception. But not a decision.

The music continued to play at full volume.

People kept moving forward.

And there he sat, observing how a system that allowed no deviation worked perfectly.

For the first time, she realized how oppressive the room itself was: mirrors on the walls to monitor herself; speakers on the ceiling to prevent her from getting lost; instructions to make sure no one questioned why they were moving.

Carolina got up again.

The coach looked immediately.

"Is everything all right?"

She nodded.

But she did not return to the group.

Instead, she picked up her bag.

And he left the room.

That was the third break.

This time, nobody followed her.

The door closed behind her with a soft, final sound, barely perceptible, but which resonated inside her like a wound.

Outside, the city remained the same.

But it seemed to be further away than before.

Carolina took a few steps, aimlessly, without haste.

Only after a while did he realize that his hands were trembling.

Not out of fear.

Rather, something that didn't yet have a name.

When he stopped at a crossroads, he realized that nothing serious had happened.

No drama.

There will be no global collapse.

It was a decision that was not planned.

And that's precisely why it was so heavy.

Her phone vibrated again.

There are no new developments this time.

Just a memory.

"You didn't train today."

Automatically.

Neutral.

Without emotion.

Carolina looked at the screen.

And he didn't delete the notification.

But she didn't react to that either.

For the first time, something inside her remained unanswered.

And this lack of response began to create space.

Not outside.

But inside it.




Chapter 3: The City That Corrects

Carolina didn't realize the exact moment when she stopped being an exception. She only knew that the city, somehow, had begun to remember her. Not as a person. But as a deviation.

That morning she woke up before dawn. Not because her body demanded it, but because something in the air seemed heavier, as if the world were holding its breath. Her phone wasn't vibrating yet. The notifications hadn't arrived yet. But she knew they would.

And they arrived.

One. Two. Three.

Messages from work. From the gym. From systems that had no face but did have persistence.

“We need you to confirm your attendance.”

“Your absence has been recorded.” “Please return to your normal routine.”

The word “habitual” was repeated too soon, as if it had already been decided for her.

Carolina read without haste.

And for the first time, she didn't feel like they were speaking to her. She felt like they were speaking to an earlier version of herself, a figure who still obeyed, who still fit within the contours of the day.

He got up.

The city awaited her as always, but something had changed in the way it awaited her. There was no rejection. Nor was there a welcome. Only a kind of cold attention, like that of a mechanism detecting a misplaced part.

On the street, people walked with their usual precision. But Carolina began to notice small repetitions, almost invisible at first: a woman who always crossed at the exact same second of
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