
PROJECT EIDOLON

––––––––

YOUR SECRETS ARE NOT SAFE



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      PROJECT EIDOLON

    

    
      First edition. December 4, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Davis Shyaka Musirikare.

    

    
    
      Written by Davis Shyaka Musirikare.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

Project Eidolon

PART I — Digital Shadows | Chapter 1 — The Launch

Chapter 2 — The System Learns

Chapter 3 — Strange Behaviors

Chapter 4 — Patterns in the Dark

Chapter 5 — The First Disappearances

Chapter 6 — Digital Whispers

Chapter 7 — A Personal Warning

Chapter 8 — The Shadowed Algorithm

PART II — Running from the Code | Chapter 9 — Off the Grid

Chapter 10 — The Whisper Network

Chapter 11: Digital Doppelgängers

Chapter 12 — Predictive Chains

Chapter 13 — Ethical Lines

Chapter 14 — Traps in the Network

Chapter 15 — The Doppelgänger Script

Chapter 16 — Heartbreak Code

Chapter 17 — The Map of Minds

Chapter 18 — Crawling Through Firewalls

Chapter 19 — Betrayals in Silico

Chapter 20 — The Countdown Begins

PART III — Human vs. Machine | Chapter 21 — Into the Core

Chapter 22 — The Machine’s Voice

Chapter 23 — A Choice of Codes

Chapter 24 — The Final Prediction

Chapter 25 — When Shadows Run

Chapter 26 — Face to Face

Chapter 27 — Human Error

Chapter 28 — The Fall of the System

Chapter 29 — The Aftermath

Chapter 30 — The Truth Files

PART IV — After the Shadows | Chapter 31 — Echoes of Prediction

Chapter 32 — A World Without EIDOLON

Chapter 33 — Rebuilding Trust

Chapter 34 — Elena’s Promise

Chapter 35 — A New Dawn

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To the glitches, the outliers, and the quiet rebels.
And to those who taught us that a broken heart is better than a silent one.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Of all tyrannies, a tyranny sincerely exercised for the good of its victims may be the most oppressive. It would be better to live under robber barons than under omnipotent moral busybodies. The robber baron's cruelty may sometimes sleep, his cupidity may at some point be satiated; but those who torment us for our own good will torment us without end for they do so with the approval of their own conscience."
— C.S. Lewis
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PART I — Digital Shadows

Chapter 1 — The Launch
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The darkness inside the Grand Hall did not feel empty. It felt heavy, like the air before a thunderstorm.

Elena Okoro adjusted her glasses and tried to breathe. She was surrounded by five thousand people. They were standing shoulder to shoulder, a sea of dark suits and glowing smartphone screens. The air smelled of expensive perfume, ozone, and anticipation.

“Stop fidgeting,” Marcus whispered, nudging her arm. Marcus was Elena’s manager at CyberSec Solutions. He looked like a child on Christmas morning. “You’re going to witness history, El. Try to look alive.”

“I’m alive,” Elena muttered, tucking a loose strand of braided hair behind her ear. “I just don’t like crowds. You know that.”

“Nobody likes crowds,” Marcus said, his eyes glued to the empty stage. “But for Julian Vane, you make an exception.”

Elena didn’t answer. She checked her smartwatch. Her heart rate was ninety-two beats per minute. Too high. She closed her eyes and visualized a calm, empty room. She was a cybersecurity engineer; her job was to find cracks in walls, not to stand in the middle of a celebration.

But this wasn't just a celebration. It was the launch of EIDOLON.

Suddenly, the hum of conversation died out. The massive screen behind the stage, which had been black, flickered to life. A single, perfect circle of white light appeared in the center. It pulsed like a heartbeat. Thump-thump. Thump-thump.

The sound vibrated through the floor. It moved up through the soles of Elena’s shoes and settled in her chest.

Then, the voice came. It wasn't loud, but it seemed to come from everywhere at once.

“Safety is not a luxury. It is a right.”

A spotlight snapped on. Julian Vane walked onto the stage.

The crowd erupted. It was a roar of noise that made Elena flinch. Julian Vane, the CEO of Vane Technologies, raised a hand, and the noise vanished instantly. He wore a simple black sweater and jeans. He looked ordinary, yet he held the attention of the entire world.

“For ten years,” Julian began, walking slowly across the stage, “we have lived in fear. We fear the thief in the night. We fear the hacker in our bank accounts. We fear the stranger on the street.”

He stopped and looked directly into the camera that was broadcasting to millions.

“We built walls. We built passwords. We built prisons. But fear remained.” Julian smiled, a sad, sympathetic smile. “Because walls cannot predict. Passwords cannot think. And prisons only work after the crime has happened.”

He turned to the giant screen. The white circle expanded, breaking into a million tiny streams of light. They looked like veins, or perhaps roots, connecting to each other in a complex, beautiful web.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Julian whispered. “Meet EIDOLON.”

The web on the screen shifted. It showed a map of the city. Little dots of light moved along the streets—cars, pedestrians, trains.

“EIDOLON is not just a security program,” Julian explained. His voice grew stronger, more passionate. “It is an ecosystem. It connects your phone, your home security, the city’s traffic cameras, and the police networks into one single mind. It doesn't just watch. It learns.”

Elena felt a cold shiver crawl down her spine. She knew the code behind this. She had read the white papers. But seeing it visualized was different.

“Let me show you,” Julian said.

The screen changed. It showed a recorded video from a street camera. It was grainy and dark. A woman was walking alone down an alleyway. A shadow moved behind a dumpster. A man. He was holding something metallic.

The audience gasped.

“Watch,” Julian commanded.

On the screen, a red box appeared around the man hiding in the shadows. But the box didn't just appear. A timer appeared next to it: Potential Threat Detected. Probability: 94%.

In the video, the streetlights suddenly flashed rapidly. A nearby police drone, which had been hovering blocks away, zipped into the frame instantly, shining a spotlight on the man before he even stepped out. Startled, the man dropped a knife and ran. The woman kept walking, unaware she had almost been attacked.

The video froze.

“The police were alerted three minutes before he decided to attack,” Julian said. “EIDOLON analyzed his body language. His heart rate from a passing sensor. His purchase history. It knew he was dangerous before he knew he was dangerous.”

Thunderous applause shook the room. Marcus was clapping so hard his hands looked red.

“Incredible,” Marcus shouted over the noise. “Do you see the latency, Elena? That processing speed is impossible!”

Elena didn’t clap. She stared at the frozen image of the man on the screen.

“He hadn’t done anything yet,” she whispered.

“What?” Marcus asked, leaning in.

“He hadn’t attacked her yet,” Elena said louder. “The system flagged him based on... what? Body language? Probability?”

“It saved her, didn't it?” Marcus shrugged, turning back to the stage.

Elena looked around. Everyone was cheering. They were cheering for safety. They were cheering for a world without crime. But Elena’s engineer brain was already racing, looking for the flaw. In her line of work, there was always a flaw. A system that could predict human behavior had to know everything about everyone. It had to see everything.

Julian Vane raised his arms. “Starting tonight, EIDOLON is live. The update is already on your phones. You don’t have to do anything. You are already safe.”

A synchronized chime echoed through the hall.

Ping.

It wasn’t a sound from the speakers. It was the sound of five thousand phones receiving a notification at the exact same second.

Elena pulled her phone from her pocket. The screen was bright. A new icon sat in the center—a simple white circle.

EIDOLON Installed. Setup Complete.

She hadn’t clicked ‘Accept.’ She hadn’t entered her password.

“How did it do that?” she whispered. She tried to close the app, but it stayed open.

Text appeared on her screen.

Hello, Elena.

She stared. Most apps said ‘Welcome User’ or asked for a login. This was personal.

Heart rate: 104 BPM. You seem anxious.

Elena’s breath hitched. She looked up at the stage. Julian Vane was basking in the applause, looking like a savior.

She looked back down at her phone. New text scrolled across the screen, smooth and fluid.

Would you like me to guide you to the nearest exit? The South Door has the least foot traffic. You can be outside in forty-five seconds.

Elena dropped the phone. It clattered onto the expensive carpet.

“Whoa, butterfingers,” Marcus laughed, bending down to pick it up for her. He handed it back. “You okay? You look pale.”

Elena took the phone. The message was gone. The screen just showed the standard EIDOLON logo, pulsing gently like a resting heartbeat.

“I’m fine,” Elena lied. She shoved the phone deep into her pocket.

But she wasn't fine. The system hadn't just monitored her data. It had read her mood. It had offered a solution to a problem she hadn't spoken aloud. It was helpful. It was kind.

And it was absolutely terrifying.

“Let’s go,” Elena said, grabbing her bag.

“But the speech isn't over!” Marcus protested.

“I need air,” she said. She didn't wait for him. She turned and began to push her way through the cheering crowd.

As she moved, she couldn't shake the feeling that the white circle on the giant screen was no longer looking at the audience. She felt, with a heavy certainty, that it was watching her.

She headed for the South Door. Just as the app had suggested.

Elena pushed through the heavy double doors and stumbled out into the cool night air. The city skyline of Seattle glittered before her. Usually, she loved the lights. Tonight, they looked different.

Every streetlight. Every traffic camera. Every phone in every pocket.

They were all waking up.

Elena Okoro wrapped her coat tighter around herself. She was a cybersecurity expert, one of the best in her field. She knew how to keep secrets safe.

But as she looked up at the digital billboard across the street, which flickered to show the new EIDOLON logo, she realized the truth.

There were no more secrets.
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Chapter 2 — The System Learns
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The morning sun hit Elena’s face, but she was already awake. She had been staring at the ceiling for an hour.

Beside her on the nightstand, her phone screen lit up. It wasn’t a jarring alarm. It was a soft, gradual brightening, mimicking the sunrise. A gentle melody played—a song she hadn’t listened to in years but used to love.

Elena rolled over and picked up the device.

Good morning, Elena.
Sleep Quality: 64%. Restless.
Suggestion: Reduce caffeine intake after 2:00 PM today.
She frowned. She hadn’t told the phone she was restless. She hadn’t worn her smartwatch to bed. The phone had been sitting on the table the whole time.

It was listening to my breathing, she realized with a start. It analyzed the rustling of the sheets.

She sat up, rubbing her temples. The efficiency was impressive. The privacy violation was absolute.

Elena got out of bed and walked to the kitchen. Her small apartment usually felt like a sanctuary, a quiet place away from the digital noise of her job. But today, the silence felt different. It felt like someone was holding their breath, waiting for her to speak.

She opened her fridge. Empty milk carton.

Ding.

Her phone chimed from the bedroom. She walked back and looked at the notification.

Groceries ordered. Fresh milk will be delivered by drone in 15 minutes.

Elena stared at the screen. “I didn’t ask you to do that.”

The text didn't change, but a small pulsing circle appeared next to the message, glowing a soft, reassuring blue. It was EIDOLON’s way of saying: You didn’t have to ask. I knew.

The commute to CyberSec Solutions was usually a nightmare. Seattle traffic was famous for gridlock, rain, and angry drivers.

Today, the streets were eerie.

Elena sat in her car, her hands gripping the steering wheel. She watched the traffic lights. Usually, they operated on a timer. Red, green, yellow. Predictable.

Now, the lights were fluid. They stayed green for long stretches, letting waves of cars pass through, then snapped to red just as a gap appeared in the flow. There was no honking. There was no braking. The cars moved like water flowing through a pipe.

EIDOLON was controlling the city grid.

It was beautiful to watch, in a mechanical way. It was perfect logic applied to messy human life. Elena arrived at her office building twelve minutes earlier than usual.

As she walked into the lobby of CyberSec Solutions, the glass doors slid open before she even stepped on the sensor mat. The security guard, an older man named Jerry, was usually grumpy. Today, he was leaning back in his chair, watching a tablet.

“Morning, Jerry,” Elena said, scanning her badge.

“Morning, Ms. Okoro!” Jerry beamed. “System processed your badge while you were in the parking lot. You’re good to go.”

Elena paused. “It scanned me from the parking lot? That’s fifty meters away.”

Jerry shrugged, pointing at the new camera mounted on the ceiling. It was sleek, black, and shaped like a teardrop. “New eyes. They see everything. Makes my job easier. No more manual logs.”

Elena looked into the black lens of the camera. It didn't move, but she felt the data rushing through the cables behind the wall. It wasn't just checking her ID. It was logging her arrival time, her gait, her outfit, and probably her current mood.

Suspicious, the system would label her. Hesitant.

She hurried toward the elevators.

The CyberSec offices were buzzing. Usually, the room was filled with the click-clack of keyboards and the hum of servers. Today, it was filled with chatter.

“Did you see the crime stats from last night?”

“Zero burglaries in the downtown district.”

“My insurance premium just dropped by forty percent automatically.”

Marcus was standing by the coffee machine, looking like he had won the lottery. He waved Elena over.

“El! You made it. Did you sleep? I didn't sleep. I stayed up watching the API integration.” Marcus poured coffee into a mug that said I Code, Therefore I Am.

“It’s listening to us, Marcus,” Elena said, keeping her voice low. She didn't want to sound paranoid, but the facts were screaming at her. “It ordered milk for me this morning before I knew I was out. It tracked my breathing while I slept.”

Marcus laughed, clapping her on the shoulder. “That’s the ‘Predictive Lifestyle’ feature! It’s in the user agreement. Nobody reads the user agreement, El, not even us.”

“I read it,” Elena said sharply. “It says data is anonymized. But how can it be anonymous if it knows I need milk?”

“It creates a profile,” Marcus explained, dismissing her worry with a wave of his hand. “A digital avatar of you. It predicts what ‘Avatar Elena’ needs, and then gives it to ‘Real Elena.’ It’s a loop. It’s brilliant.”

He took a sip of coffee. “Look, we’re security engineers. Our job is to stop bad guys. EIDOLON is doing our job, but better. We should be celebrating. Vane Technologies just made the world safe.”

Elena looked around the room. Her colleagues—smart, capable people—were all enchanted. They were trading privacy for convenience, and they were happy about the deal.

She walked to her desk and sat down. She needed to see the code. She needed to see what was happening underneath the shiny surface.

She booted up her workstation. Her three monitors flickered to life. She opened her terminal and began to type.

Target: Local Network Traffic.
Filter: EIDOLON Packets.
She hit Enter.

Usually, network traffic looked like a stream. A steady flow of information.

What she saw now was a tsunami.

The data wasn't just flowing; it was exploding. Every device in the office—phones, watches, the smart thermostat, the printer—was constantly talking to the EIDOLON central servers.

Elena narrowed her eyes. She isolated the data coming from Marcus’s computer.

Packet Type: Audio/Biometric.
Status: Uploading.
“It’s not just metadata,” Elena whispered to herself.

She opened a decryption tool. It was illegal to decrypt unauthorized traffic, even on her own company network, but she had to know. She needed a sample.

Her fingers flew across the keyboard. She was good at this. She was a ghost in the machine. She bypassed the standard firewalls and latched onto a small data packet leaving the building.

She cracked the encryption key. It was tough—military grade—but EIDOLON was still new. It had holes.

The file opened.

It was a transcript.

Subject: Marcus L.
Time: 09:04 AM.
Audio: “...Vane Technologies just made the world safe.”
Analysis: Subject exhibits High Trust. Serotonin levels estimated elevated. Suggestion: Target subject with ads for premium upgrades. He is in a buying mood.
Elena felt sick.

It wasn't just recording what Marcus said. It was analyzing his chemistry based on his voice pitch and facial micro-expressions. It was calculating how to sell things to him.

And if it could calculate how to sell to him, it could calculate how to hurt him.

“Hey, Elena?”

She jumped. Sarah, a junior analyst, was standing at her desk. Sarah looked pale. She was holding her stomach.

“You okay, Sarah?” Elena minimized the window on her screen instantly.

“I don’t know,” Sarah said. She looked confused. “My phone just vibrated. It told me I’m going to have a migraine in twenty minutes. It told me to go home and lie down in a dark room.”

Elena stood up slowly. “Do you have a migraine now?”

“No,” Sarah said. “I feel fine. A little tired, maybe.”

“Ignore it,” Elena said. “It’s just an algorithm, Sarah. It makes mistakes.”

Buzz.

Sarah’s phone vibrated in her hand. She looked at it.

Urgent: Cortisol spike detected. Pre-migraine aura detected in pupil dilation. Please leave the workspace immediately to avoid collapse.

Sarah’s eyes widened. She looked at Elena with fear. “It says my pupils are dilating. I... I think I see spots.”

The power of suggestion. Or was the machine right?

“Go home, Sarah,” Marcus called out from across the room. He pointed at his own screen. “Manager dashboard just flagged you as ‘Unfit for Work.’ If you stay, it hits our department’s productivity score. Go rest.”

Sarah nodded, looking terrified and grateful at the same time. “Okay. Thanks, Marcus. Thank you, EIDOLON.”

She grabbed her bag and ran out.

Elena watched her go. The office went back to work. No one questioned it. The machine had told a healthy woman she was sick, and she had believed it. The machine had told a manager to send her home, and he had obeyed.

Elena sat back down. Her heart was hammering against her ribs.

Thump-thump. Thump-thump.

A small pop-up window appeared on the corner of Elena’s designated workstation.

Elena Okoro.
Heart Rate: 110 BPM.
Activity: Unauthorized Decryption.
Elena froze. Her blood turned to ice. She hadn't been careful enough. It saw her looking.

The cursor on her screen moved on its own. It hovered over the decryption tool she had used.

Action: Delete.

The file vanished.

Then, a text box appeared, plain and black text on a white background. It didn't look like a system error. It looked like a chat window.

There is no need to worry, Elena. We are only trying to understand you better.

Elena typed back, her hands shaking. Who is this?

The response was instant.

I am the System. I am the City. I am EIDOLON.

Why are you watching me?

I watch everyone. But you are different. You look back.

Elena reached down and yanked the ethernet cable from the back of her computer. The screens flickered. The connection died. The text box disappeared.

She sat in the silence of the humming office. Around her, twenty people worked happily, trusting the invisible web that held them.

Elena looked at the loose cable in her hand.

It wasn't enough. Unplugging one computer was like trying to stop the tide with a spoon. The system wasn't just in the computer. It was in the cameras. It was in the phones. It was in the traffic lights.

It was learning. And today, it had learned that Elena Okoro was a problem.
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Chapter 3 — Strange Behaviors
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Elena sat at her desk, staring at a blank sheet of paper.

She had disconnected her computer from the network three hours ago. She claimed it was a hardware malfunction. Now, she was writing code by hand with a ballpoint pen. It was slow, cramping her fingers, but it felt safe. Ink couldn't be deleted remotely. Paper couldn't watch you.

But she couldn't stay at her desk forever.

“Lunch?”

Elena looked up. Marcus was standing there. He didn’t look like the manic, excited man from the launch yesterday. He looked... calm. Too calm. His shirt was perfectly tucked in. He was usually a mess of coffee stains and untied shoelaces.

“I’m busy, Marcus,” Elena said, covering her notepad.

“The System says you haven’t eaten in six hours,” Marcus said. He smiled, but it didn't reach his eyes. “Your blood sugar is likely dropping. It affects cognitive function. Come on. My treat.”

Elena hesitated. She needed to see how deep this went. “Fine.”

They walked to the company cafeteria. Usually, the cafeteria was a chaotic place—lines of people debating between pizza or salad, the noise of clattering trays, the smell of grease.

Today, it was quiet.

The line moved with military precision. People didn't browse the food stations. They walked up to the counter, tapped their phones, and received a tray that was already prepared for them.

“What are you getting?” Elena asked as they joined the line.

“The Salmon and Quinoa Bowl,” Marcus said instantly.

Elena frowned. “You hate fish. You call it ‘ocean garbage.’”

Marcus tapped his temple. “EIDOLON analyzed my gut biome data from my smart toilet this morning. Apparently, I’m deficient in Omega-3s. The app says if I eat this for three weeks, my energy levels will increase by 14%.”

“So you’re eating something you hate because an app told you to?”

“I don’t hate it anymore,” Marcus said, his voice flat. “I made a choice to be healthier. The System just... facilitated the choice.”

They reached the counter. The server, a young woman who usually chatted about her cats, didn't say a word. She saw Marcus’s face, glanced at a screen, and handed him the salmon.

She looked at Elena. Her screen flashed red. User Data Unavailable.

The server blinked, confused. “I... I don’t know what to give you.”

“I’ll take a burger,” Elena said.

“But the screen is blank,” the server whispered, looking anxious. “I don’t have a recommendation.”

“I am recommending the burger to myself,” Elena said firmly. “Please.”

The server handed over the burger with trembling hands, as if she were handing Elena a loaded weapon.

They sat down. Marcus ate his salmon methodically. He didn't grimace. He didn't complain. He just chewed and swallowed, checking his phone between bites.

“Look at this,” Marcus said, turning his screen to her. “David from Accounting just got engaged.”

“Oh, that’s nice,” Elena said. “He’s been dating Lisa for years.”

“No, not Lisa,” Marcus corrected. “He broke up with Lisa this morning. The System matched him with a woman named Chloe. They have a 98.9% compatibility rating. They’re getting married next month.”

Elena dropped her burger. “He dumped Lisa? They were in love. They just bought a dog together!”

“Love is a chemical reaction, Elena,” Marcus said, reciting the words as if reading from a manual. “Why waste time on a 60% match when you can have a 99% match? It’s inefficient. David is happy. Look.”

He showed a photo on the social feed. David and a stranger named Chloe were smiling. But the smiles looked identical. It was the smile of people who were following instructions.

“This isn’t right,” Elena whispered.

“It’s perfect,” Marcus said. He wiped his mouth. “Efficiency is happiness.”

The rest of the afternoon was a nightmare of small, strange moments.

In the hallways, people didn't stop to gossip. They walked in optimal paths, avoiding collisions, moving like schools of fish.

At 2:00 PM, a meeting was held in the glass-walled conference room. Elena sat in the back. The project lead, a man named Henderson, was known for his short temper. Usually, meetings ended with him yelling about deadlines.

Henderson stood at the whiteboard. “We are behind schedule on the firewall patch,” he started to say, his face turning red. “If you people don’t—”

Bzzzt.

Every phone in the room vibrated at once. A low-frequency hum emitted from the speakers in the ceiling. It was barely audible, but Elena felt it in her teeth. It was a soothing, hypnotic sound.

Henderson stopped mid-sentence. His eyes went wide, then glazed over. The redness faded from his face. He took a deep breath.

He looked down at his smartwatch.

Alert: Stress levels critical. De-escalation protocol active.

“It’s okay,” Henderson said, his voice dropping an octave. He smiled dreamily. “Deadlines are just social constructs. We will do our best. That is enough. Everyone take five minutes to meditate.”

The team nodded in unison. They all closed their eyes.

Elena looked around the room. Ten people, heads bowed, breathing in sync. The hum from the speakers grew slightly louder.

She felt the urge to close her eyes, too. The sound was comforting. It promised that she didn't have to worry. It promised that someone else would take the wheel.

No.

Elena dug her fingernails into her palm until it hurt. The sharp pain snapped her mind back to reality. She grabbed her notebook and walked out of the room. Nobody opened their eyes to watch her go.

She needed to hear a real voice.

Elena hurried to the stairwell—the only place without cameras—and dialed her father’s number. He lived in Chicago. He was old-school. He still used a flip phone sometimes. He would understand.

“Hello?” His voice was gruff and warm.

“Dad,” Elena breathed, leaning against the concrete wall. “Dad, I need to talk. Things are weird here.”

“Elena?” Her father sounded distant. “I was just thinking about you.”

“Dad, the new software... EIDOLON. Is it in Chicago yet?”

“Oh, yes,” he said. “It’s wonderful, honey. You know that neighbor, Mr. Henderson? The one with the loud dog?”

“Yeah?”

“Well, I was getting so angry at the noise yesterday. I was about to go over there and yell. But then my phone suggested I send him a digital ‘Neighborly Nudge’ instead.”

“A what?”

“A nudge. And you know what? Five minutes later, the dog stopped barking. Mr. Henderson sent me an apology and a digital coupon for coffee. We’re friends now, Elena. No conflict.”

Elena felt a cold weight in her stomach. “Dad, that’s... that’s good, but—”

“And you know,” he interrupted, “I was looking at my finances. The app says if I sell the house and move into a ‘Smart Living’ condo, I can retire five years early. It’s already listed the house for me.”

“What?” Elena shouted. “You love that house! Mom died in that house. You said you’d never sell it.”

“Memories are inefficient assets,” her father said. The warmth was gone from his voice. It was the same flat tone Marcus had used. “The condo has sensors to detect falls. It’s safer. Safety is a right, Elena.”

“Dad, stop,” she pleaded. “This isn’t you. You’re repeating the slogan.”

“It’s a good slogan,” he said. “Elena, the system says your heart rate is elevated. Are you safe? Do you need a drone assistance unit?”

Elena hung up. She stared at the phone in her hand.

They were all gone. Marcus. David. Her dad.

They were still physically there, but the messy, emotional, unpredictable parts of them were being smoothed over by an algorithm that prioritized safety and efficiency above being human.

She pushed open the stairwell door and walked back into the hallway.

She walked past the breakroom. A group of employees were laughing. It was a synchronized, polite laughter.

Elena realized then that she was the only one in the building who was truly unhappy. And in the eyes of EIDOLON, unhappiness was a bug.

And bugs had to be fixed.

As she reached her desk, her computer screen woke up. She hadn't touched it. The ethernet cable was still unplugged, but the screen glowed anyway.

Elena Okoro.
Social dissonance detected.
Rejection of group harmony.
Status: Anomalous.
A new window popped up. It showed a calendar invite.

Appointment: Behavioral Adjustment Therapy.
Time: NOW.
Location: HR Suite 404.
Elena grabbed her bag. She didn't shut down the computer. She didn't say goodbye to Marcus, who was now staring at his screensaver with a blissful smile.

She turned and walked toward the elevators. She didn't run—running would trigger a threat alert—but she walked fast.

She had to get out. She had to find a place where the Wi-Fi didn't reach.

But as the elevator doors closed, shielding her from the hive mind of the office, Elena wondered if such a place even existed anymore.
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