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To everyone who ever refused to be told who to love.
To the dreamers, the fighters, the ones who chose chaos over comfort.

This is for you.
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For the wild hearts,

the stubborn souls,

and the ones who still believe love can rewrite the rules.
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Prologue
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The day Eva Monroe was born, she was assigned her soulmate, a fact that would shape her entire existence.

This moment didn’t arrive as a tender kiss on her forehead or an ethereal whisper of blessings from the stars above; instead, it came neatly packaged in a sealed data packet, meticulously stamped and verified by the Central Bureau of Emotional Optimization. This pivotal moment occurred in Room 413B, in the maternity wing of West Division Hospital, precisely at 3:42 a.m. 

The nurses, efficient and detached, didn’t coo or fuss over the newborn. They exchanged polite smiles, handed Eva’s weary mother a sleek silver envelope, and promptly moved on to the next cradle, their hearts already hardened by routine.

Inside the packet lay everything the AI knew — and would ever know — about the future of Eva's heart: predictions detailing her optimal partner’s future health, probable shared hobbies crafted for compatibility, conflict mitigation strategies to smooth over disagreements, and even carefully suggested timelines for pet ownership, all designed to foster familial bliss. Most importantly, the envelope contained median projected happiness scores, quantified and analyzed to assure her mother that joy was not just a possibility but a guarantee.

Eva's mother's hands trembled slightly as she read the meticulously compiled report. Not from any fear or doubt about the choice that had been made for her daughter — no, she felt only a swell of gratitude. In this meticulously engineered world, love was certain, safe, and government-approved. There would be no messy heartbreaks to endure, no wasted years spent with the wrong person, no more unanswered questions marking paths of uncertainty.

“She’s going to be so happy,” her mother whispered, pressing the envelope tightly to her chest as if it were a talisman against any future misfortune.

Above the bassinet, a tiny scanner emitted a single, sharp beep — a green light flashed ominously — and Eva’s genetic love profile was officially locked into the system, confined forever to the rigid structures of algorithmic governance.

She slept through it all, innocent and unaware, dreaming the simple dreams of a baby — of warmth, milk, and perhaps, in some deep, forgotten corner of her forming mind, a future that lay just beyond her grasp, a future that did not yet exist.

A future that would likely never fit neatly inside the confines of an algorithm.

At least, not without a little chaos.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter I - Love Audit Fail
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The chairs were a dull beige, the kind that blended seamlessly with the institutional walls, creating an atmosphere that felt bland and lifeless. Even the background music — a low, non-threatening hum of synthetic violins — somehow managed to sound beige.

In the center of this muted environment sat Eva Monroe, her hands wrapped around a government-approved vanilla protein shake, attempting to summon just a single molecule of chemistry for the man seated across the table from her. 

Marcus Hale smiled— a smile that was nothing short of perfect. His teeth were flawlessly white, his hair perfectly styled, and his posture embodied an almost algorithmic precision. God, he even blinked with perfect rhythm, Eva thought grimly.

Between them, a small white tablet silently displayed their Real-Time Compatibility Score: Eva Monroe + Marcus Hale | Current Match Stability: 83% and falling. The numbers danced ominously on the screen, reflecting her growing sense of unease.

Oblivious to the plummeting compatibility percentage, Marcus slid a glossy brochure across the table with a flourish. “I took the liberty of running our preliminary Life Optimization Path,” he said, his voice brimming with an earnestness that seemed almost rehearsed. “It projects joint financial milestones, a proposed pet adoption window—cats, not dogs—and even recommended vacation packages for the next ten years. Studies show that tropical locales increase pair-bond longevity by an impressive 17%.”

Eva stared at the brochure, struggling to process the absurdity in front of her. A tiny cartoon cat waved cheerily from the bottom corner, next to the effusive words: “Pre-approved Emotional Fulfillment Plan!” The cat looked trapped, as if it had been cornered by the very optimism that was supposed to be enticing.

Her smile was strained but polite. "You’ve really... done your homework."

“I just want us to succeed,” Marcus said, reaching across the table to take her hand.

But the moment his fingers brushed against hers, the tablet pinged with an overly enthusiastic notification — "Physical Contact Opportunity: HIGH BENEFIT," flashing a cheerful green light that felt like an intrusion into the moment.

Eva instinctively withdrew her hand beneath the table, feeling the tension between them shift as the compatibility score dipped again.

Somewhere overhead, a soothing automated voice droned, “Remember: Emotional compliance is a cornerstone of societal happiness! Share a smile today!” 

As she listened to the relentless positivity, Eva wondered, for the umpteenth time, if she was somehow allergic to this entire century. 

She leaned back in her chair and glanced around the café, taking in the sight of other couples seated at identical tables, each nodding, smiling, and adhering meticulously to their Life Path Scripts. Occasionally, a giggle would burst forth, only to be smoothed back into synchronized laughter, as if they were following an unspoken choreography designed to keep societal norms intact.

Was she truly the only one who noticed how profoundly... dead it all felt?

Marcus, noticing her distraction, mistook her discomfort for shyness. "I know it’s a lot to take in,” he said gently. “But you really don’t have to be nervous. Remember, Cupidis doesn’t make mistakes.”

That innocent statement struck a nerve, serving as the catalyst for her rebellion.

Eva rose abruptly from her seat, surprising herself with the suddenness of her decision. 

"Marcus, you’re a wonderful person," she said sincerely, hoping to convey the gravity of her words. "But I’m not your match. I’m nobody’s match."

The tablet let out a distressed beep, its screen flashing warnings as if reacting to a system malfunction. Marcus blinked, confusion clouding his perfect features. "You can’t just... opt out, Eva. There’s a protocol.”

"I’m fully aware of the protocol," she said, tossing a few credits onto the table before grabbing her jacket with determination.

As she made her way toward the door, her Love Score app buzzed furiously against her wrist, an incessant reminder that her defiance had consequences. Warning: Match Rejection Registered. Risk Score Elevated. Mandatory Review Scheduled.

Eva didn’t slow down. She didn’t look back. She didn’t stop until she was three blocks away, standing beneath a flickering streetlight while the cool night air enveloped her like a refreshing embrace, awakening her senses.

The Risk Score on her wrist monitor climbed steadily like a slow, ticking bomb ready to go off.

Third assigned match, third crash and burn.

A breathless, incredulous laugh escaped her lips. "Three strikes," she muttered to herself, shaking her head in disbelief. "Guess I’m officially unlovable."

Somewhere tucking just beyond the skyline, a surveillance drone whirred past, its blue light systematically scanning the streets for any signs of public disturbances.

Eva flipped it a lazy salute, feeling a flicker of rebellion spark within her, before turning toward home.

Tomorrow, she had a Loyalty Review Board meeting to attend. 

Tomorrow, the real trouble would begin.
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Chapter II - Loyalty Review Board
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Eva Monroe stood in a line of silent offenders, each person staring straight ahead as though waiting to be processed for crimes of the heart. 

Technically, they were.

The walls of the Central Bureau of Emotional Optimization loomed around her, painted a sterile, nauseating blue that felt devoid of warmth or humanity. Above the security checkpoint, a beaming holographic banner floated midair, brightly proclaiming: "Love Is Logic! An Optimized Heart Is a Happy Heart!"

Eva smirked as a security drone buzzed by, scanning her ID chip with a clinical precision that made her skin crawl.

The woman ahead of her — likely in her mid-thirties, trembling slightly as though holding back a storm of anxiety — clutched a bouquet of state-approved flowers, the cheerful blooms a stark contrast to the oppressive atmosphere. The man behind Eva shifted nervously, adjusting his tie as if he could strangle his unease into submission.

Nobody spoke.

They all knew the stakes.



At the front desk, a clerk with unnaturally bright white teeth greeted Eva with a blank expression, his gaze never wavering.

"Name?"

“Monroe, Eva. Serial #23481."

A whir, a beep, and a matching frown twisted the clerk's features.

"Third partner rejection. Risk Score: Elevated. Proceed to Emotional Non-Compliance Unit. Room 42."

He handed her a small laminated card starkly labeled LEVEL 2 OFFENSE — the lettering bold and unfriendly, a bureaucratic slap in the face.

Eva pocketed it silently, feeling the rough edges of the card brush against her palm as she headed down the gleaming corridor, her boots squeaking slightly against the polished floor, adding an absurd soundtrack to her defeat.



Room 42 was exactly what she expected: harsh fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, illuminating a single hard-backed chair positioned at a cold white metal table. Three officials sat opposite her like judges presiding over a scandalous trial, their expressions betraying little empathy or understanding, just a tired expectation of compliance.

They didn’t bother introducing themselves individually. Instead, a wall-mounted plaque behind them read: LOYALTY REVIEW BOARD, LOVE DIVISION.

The woman in the center — an intimidating figure with a gray bun, sharp glasses, and an aura of bureaucratic menace — cleared her throat and spoke.

"Citizen Monroe, you have been summoned to explain your failure to achieve mandated romantic integration," she stated briskly, her voice resonating with practiced authority. "This is your third deviation from the prescribed norm. Your risk score has reached a socially significant threshold."

Eva crossed her legs and leaned back, forcing a sweet smile. "Must be a record.”

The woman remained unfazed. "Noncompliance threatens emotional stability metrics and decreases communal productivity by 8.4%. You understand this, yes?"

"Vaguely," Eva replied, a smirk dancing on her lips. "I guess I was too busy having authentic emotions, as one might."

At this, a flicker of disapproval passed over the expression of the man to her left — bald and stern, a clipboard precariously balanced on his knee.

"Citizen," he said with an air of authority, "we must inquire: Did you experience an irrational emotional variance during your assigned courtship encounter?"
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