New Realms: Data Dive

Much time passed since the world ended.

Two millennia to be precise

With the arrival of Bitcoin, it proved to be the first in a long line of electronic disasters spreading across the planet. 

The first field was economics. 

Politics came after. 

The physical world soon followed. 

Nukes entered the fold from a series of cyber-attacks meant to eliminate rivals and enemies.

 Earth suffered from radiation and collateral damage.

Humanity's demise began with data and ended with data. 

Though in an ironic twist, data was where it would begin anew.

In the 2000 years since the nuclear fallout, the populations of Earth, both human and animal replenished themselves. Unfortunately, the same couldn't didn't hold for the overall environment. Few places that could sustain human life and not require constant fighting to inhabit remained.

Stationed at one of the few bastions for life on Earth, man constructed a new home for themselves and staked their claim on the territory. With such large chunks of the Earth so desolate, humanity looked skyward for their expansion. This led to the birth of the Tower, later christened, Lattice, as humanity's new home. 

But even then, there was only so far humanity could go with what was available and so much material to find or grow. Until Mankind could forge new solutions, the people of Lattice survived, searched, and built day by day. 

In time, a revolutionary suggestion was made after reclaiming enough knowledge in various sciences. 

If they couldn't make the homes of their dreams physically, why not through data?

Unlike a physical space, all a terminal needed was space for components, storage room, energy, and processing power. There were things humans no longer had the means to recreate, but a realized fiction could prove a workable substitute. 

But their greatest obstacle would be the very walls of the dimensions.

It was a mad challenge one such Stella Ford undertook.

Leading salvaging teams to gather and reconstruct computerized systems and invent other unique devices, a project of years was in the making. 

The first step was creating a system and mainframe she would construct through the tower. 

Her next development would be to input values of phenomena in real life to the system through the synchronization of senses and numeral values. 

Projection of consciousness into a digital space soon followed long after. 

What Stella solved next was the sustaining a physical body in the material world. The scientist's answer was a fluid she called Wonder Gel. 

All of it came together to construct the first biosphere.

Through the input of data simulating and replicating the former environment of Earth, Lattice transformed from a home to a host of homes.

Warm rays of the sun, cool wind overhead, and soft grass brushing against one's feet was a sensation that took many who never left Lattice by surprise. 

The taste of higher quality food and drink became a greater incentive.

But it wasn't the end for Lattice or Stella.

They wanted more.

Tundral plains filled with white snow. 

Tranquil beaches people could play in the waves without being devoured by a Kraken. 

Mountains overlooking large expanses of jungles and lakes filled with untold numbers of plants. 

Even cities of ages past were no longer impossible to render.

After tasting heaven once, those who touched its shores desired more.

And with these dreams, countless other Lattice-dwellers wanted these fantasies to become reality. With the system's limitations, building more space for the mainframe and improving its capabilities became a greater priority. Floors of Lattice were later divided into tiers of quality where the system levels they had access to would determine the biospheres they were allowed to live if they could access them at all.

Nobody said they had to be a "lie" forever.

Stella was determined to make it such by obtaining her next goal.

Complete transfiguration into the datascape. 

And if she could manage this, the possibility of bringing the datascape to reality was all the more plausible.

For such a task, Stella needed more materials and data. Much more data.

The rest of Lattice was more than happy to help her obtain what she needed.

To create a greater diversity of stimuli and responses, she endorsed new facilities, environments, and random factors with teams of trial runners whose data would be recorded. 

Teams of foragers, producers, and craftsmen would work to create more she could use for these tasks. 

Administrators and engineers would work tirelessly to maintain the system and improve its parameters to meet the rising demand and population estimates. 

Scientists communed in rising numbers to devise a way to overcome the wall of reality.

Individual cogs in the machine all worked towards the purpose of obtaining Paradise for all. Lattice was a united system now more than ever. 

Through joy and strife, Lattice persisted, lived, and grew. The gears turned in tandem with the world's clock.  Biospheres grew and improved. Stella and Lattice's administrators created new worlds and sensations their successors would build upon. Unity strengthened from a mutual wish to protect fragile dreams the rest of their world would blow out like a candle flame.

Days passed and became months to seasons to years.

Lattice continued to strive for a dream but was very tired. Eventually, its people reached a physical ceiling on how far their world could expand. Their hopes now lay in the datascape.

Some were disheartened. Others found satisfaction in what they already had. Apathy existed within many. Discord and dissent were not unheard of.

At the very top of Lattice, Stella, old and tired, continued to work with what remained of her original team.

For a better world, for dreams which could never come true.

She continued to work. The decrepit old woman never stopped advancing and running tests even when others called her mad. There were times she had broken down, her frustrations getting the better of her. Doubt gnawed at her being with every step devoid of a breakthrough.

But old Stella kept going.

One day, her faith was rewarded. As she ran another test, her ears heard a different message than before.

[Digitization Complete. Subject Transfer Successful.]

Stella couldn't believe her ears. She even thought she imagined it.  

The old woman was then roused from her daydreams by the cheers of a lab assistant who returned from a deep dive into the datascape.

"Professor Ford, we did it!"

The words were like music to her ears, but she couldn't tell if it was an angelic hymn or a devil's delusion.

She had to see for herself.

Another test ensued. 

[Digitization Complete. Subject Transfer Successful.]

And a third. 

[Digitization Complete. Subject Transfer Successful.]

A fourth.

[Digitization Complete. Subject Transfer Successful.]

Stella kept going until she was assured beyond a shadow of a doubt that it worked.

At the very end, she mustered the will to take the plunge.

The elderly dreamer entered the chamber and was rewarded with those same words.

[Digitization Complete. Subject Transfer Successful.]

Stella Ford's world erupted in white light before fading into a noon-day sun within the simulation of a city whose name was lost to time.

Immediately, she felt a difference from a normal dive.

It was more fluid.

The senses she felt were her's and her's alone.

It was….complete.

Stella felt tears running down her cheeks. 

As far as she was concerned, there was no difference between reality and data anymore.

Like before, a spark lit the way towards new realms.

Stella smiled. 

There was a new horizon waiting for them.
