

    
        
          Broken Logic Units

        

        
        
          404: Me not Found, Volume 4

        

        
        
          Danika Prasad

        

        
          Published by Danika Prasad, 2026.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      BROKEN LOGIC UNITS

    

    
      First edition. February 8, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Danika Prasad.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233821950

    

    
    
      Written by Danika Prasad.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Epigraph

Prologue

Chapter 1: “Bustling streets”

Chapter 2: The Concert

Chapter 3: More Friendships, Quiet Cracks

Chapter 4: The Tutoring Session

Chapter 5: Malta, Salt Air, and Quiet Reboots

Chapter 6: Thirteen

Chapter 7: When the Ground Began to Crack

Chapter 8: The Camping Trip and the Space Between People

Chapter 9: Disproved?

Chapter 10: The French Lesson

Chapter 11: Is It Even Working?

Chapter 12: The Shifting Currents

Chapter 13: Fractures

Chapter 14: Vigenère

Chapter 15: Penultimate Chapter

Chapter 16: Out of the Woods, For Now

Sign up for Danika Prasad's Mailing List

Further Reading: Backspace: The Version Before

Also By Danika Prasad

About the Author



  	
        
            
            Storms Will come, but we'll never break. Turn the Tides, Turn the Heartache. The Real Magic is Positive Thinking.                                                           ~ Danika P

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue
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Sometimes the world feels like a floor covered in eggshells, but only if you know how to feel for them. They are not visible. No one points them out. You learn where they are by the way your chest tightens before you speak, by the way your foot hesitates mid-step even when the room looks solid. I move lightly, not because I am afraid of noise, but because sound travels farther than truth ever does. A crack can echo long after everyone pretends nothing happened.

There is a particular kind of tension that lives inside friendships when you are young. It does not announce itself as danger. It wears the shape of laughter, group chats, shared corridors, familiar routes to and from places you go every day. Adults call this harmless. They assume youth is simple, that understanding arrives later, fully formed, like a lesson finally taught. They speak as though noticing things is the same as inventing them.

But noticing is not invention. It is survival.

I learned early that rooms speak before people do. A glance can carry more information than a sentence. A pause can rewrite the meaning of everything that came before it. You begin to understand which silences are safe and which ones are loaded. Which smiles stay after you turn away, and which disappear the moment you stop performing.

Friendships form like small ecosystems. They look balanced from a distance, but step closer and you see the fragile negotiations holding everything together. Who walks with whom. Who waits. Who is included by habit rather than choice. Who is watched carefully, as if one misstep would justify something already decided.

I learned to read these patterns the way some people read maps. I learned where to stand, when to speak, when to stay quiet. I learned how to soften myself without disappearing completely. There is an art to that, even if no one ever names it.

There were friendships that felt steady, warm in a way that did not require effort. There were others that carried an undercurrent of anxiety, a sense that belonging came with invisible terms and conditions. Nothing dramatic. Nothing that could be reported. Just a constant awareness that the ground could shift without warning.

When you are young, people assume you know nothing. They assume confusion where there is precision. They assume immaturity where there is careful calculation. They tell you that one day you will understand, never realising that understanding is the very thing weighing you down.

I’m fifteen and already fluent in reading between lines.

This story does not begin with a single event. It begins with accumulation. With moments that seem too small to matter on their own. With the way certain names make the air change, the way laughter can feel like a door closing rather than opening. It begins with friendships that hold, and others that bruise without leaving marks.

You will meet a girl at the centre of this, though not all at once. She is observant. She is capable. She is often underestimated. Around her, there are those who walk easily beside her, who choose her without hesitation, who offer steadiness without asking for anything in return. Their presence feels uncomplicated, like breathing normally after holding your breath.

There are others too. Some who are openly sharp, whose dislike does not bother hiding. Some whose kindness feels polished, rehearsed, as if it might crack if pressed too hard. Some who smile and collect stories, passing them along carefully altered, just enough to sting. Some who were once close and now feel distant for reasons that are never explained.

None of them arrive labelled.

We will not introduce them the way stories usually do. There will be no neat roll call, no clear division between good and bad. Instead, they will appear the way people do in real life. Gradually. In fragments. Through glances, conversations overheard, the way a group shifts when someone approaches. Through loyalty that stays quiet and hostility that pretends to be nothing at all.

These characters are not inventions so much as translations. They are shaped from experience, from memory, from the emotional residue left behind by real interactions. Names will be assigned, not because they matter, but because stories need somewhere to point. What matters is the weight they carry and the way that weight is felt.

As this story takes shape, you will recognise patterns before you recognise faces. You will sense tension before it is spoken. You will notice which friendships feel safe and which ones come with that familiar tightening in the chest. You will see how anxiety weaves itself into everyday moments, how it disguises itself as normality.

This is not a story that asks you to observe from a distance.

You are meant to stand inside it.

To walk the same corridors. To sit at the same tables. To feel the quiet calculations happening beneath ordinary conversations. To understand how easily belonging can turn conditional, and how carefully someone can learn to navigate that without ever being taught how.

So let us slow down.

Let us formulate this story together. Let us add these characters carefully, one by one, drawn from lived moments rather than imagination alone. Let us watch how friendships form, fracture, and hold. Let us pay attention to the spaces in between, the moments that are never named but never forgotten.

You are not here to be told what to think. You are here to notice.

Walk with me. Step lightly.

Let’s formulate this story and add these characters.
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Chapter 1: “Bustling streets”

[image: ]


The canteen was a living thing before it was a room.

From the doorway it looked like a moving pattern rather than a place: bodies flowing, chairs scraping, cutlery clicking against plates, voices rising and falling like tide against a shore. Light bounced off the polished floor and made everything shimmer, as though the entire space were slightly unsettled.

At the edge of it all stood Myla Young.

She was eleven, ridiculously short, though she carried herself with the careful awareness of someone older. Her plate rested in both hands, wrists tense, shoulders still learning how to hold themselves. She did not rush in like the others. She paused, letting the room wash over her first.

Other girls moved past her in familiar groups, speaking in easy rhythms that came from knowing exactly where they belonged. Some glanced at her briefly, then looked away again, as if deciding she did not yet exist on their map.

Myla noticed.

She always noticed.

Her eyes traced the room slowly, not searching for friends, but searching for neutrality. A place that did not feel claimed. A place where sitting would not feel like intrusion.

That was when she saw Daisy Westbridge.

Daisy sat slightly forward on her chair, elbows resting casually on the table, hands animated as she spoke. Her hair was styled just like Myla’s; soft pigtails framing her face as though even it refused to behave. Her laughter came easily, bright and unselfconscious, spilling into the space around her without hesitation.

There was something open about Daisy. Something unguarded that felt almost rare in a room where most people were already learning how to be careful.

Beside her sat Katie Moore.

If Daisy was warmth, Katie was steadiness.

She sat upright, fork resting neatly on her plate, eyes moving calmly across the room even as she listened. Nothing about her felt rushed. She seemed to notice everything without making anyone uncomfortable.

When Katie’s gaze landed on Myla, it did not flick away.

It lingered.

Not staring.

Inviting.

For a moment, Myla stayed exactly where she was.

She considered the space the way someone might consider a bridge before crossing it: the angle of the empty chair beside Daisy, the way Katie’s bag rested neatly by her feet instead of blocking the seat, the fact that no one had claimed the place beside them as though it belonged to someone else.

Then Myla moved.

Her steps were measured, tray held carefully, breath held just slightly, as if the air itself might judge her approach.

She sat down.

Nothing dramatic happened. No announcement was made. Daisy shifted almost instinctively, making space without drawing attention to it. Katie adjusted her posture, turning just enough to include Myla in the conversation.

At first, Myla spoke little.

The talk drifted around her: complaints about the food, jokes about teachers, confusion about the building layout, the kind of small chatter that means nothing and everything at once.

But slowly, Myla began to find her
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