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The Scream in the Blockchain

Location: Neo-Cairo, Year 2169

Weather: Dry lightning over solar towers

Time: 2:13 AM

Case File: #998-AX13 — “The Disappearance of Jane Hale”

Dorian Links didn’t believe in ghosts. But ghost data? That was real — and far more disturbing.

He sat in his dim office, eyes flickering under the glow of his neural interface. One hand rested on the rim of a coffee mug, long gone cold. On-screen, Jane Hale’s profile blinked in and out of relevance — financial activity frozen, social presence idle, health tracker disabled mid-heartbeat.

“EVA,” he muttered. “Where’s the gap?”

The AI’s voice hummed into the room like a therapist with an edge.

> “There’s a thirty-nine second window where every data stream associated with Jane terminated simultaneously. Not just paused. Erased.”

“Accident?”

> “If it were, there’d be a log of the accident. That’s the paradox.”

He leaned forward. “Can you run a Level 3 inference on potential suppressions?”

> “Accessing Level 3 would require breaching two private sector security clusters, one of which belongs to a multinational biotech firm currently under privacy protection after last month’s court ruling.”

“So ask me the question.”

A pause. Then EVA’s tone flattened, as if reciting a sacred oath.

> “Dorian Links, by requesting a temporary elevation of AI clearance under Clause 17.4-C, you accept ethical accountability for any privacy breaches committed in pursuit of justice. Do you believe this action is morally justifiable under the circumstances?”

He stared at the pulsing dot on the screen. “Yes.”

> “On what grounds?”

“She was investigating something. Her encrypted messages mention a ‘predictive illness algorithm.’ If that got out...”

> “Then lives could be saved or lives could be bought.” A pause. “Clearance extended. Proceeding with silent access.”

The room dimmed as EVA pulsed against the black-glass wall.

> “Encrypted comms found. They were routed through three anonymized packets, disguised as air-quality data uploads. Clever.”

A strand of blue code shimmered into text on Dorian’s screen. A voice recording, obscured by low static, slowly came alive.

> “If you're seeing this, it means my own clearance has failed. And if they know I tried to pull it—God, Dorian, they’ll come for you too.”

He stiffened. His name, her voice.

> “You once told me: 'Truth leaves residue.' Well, I found some. HERA Protocol isn’t a myth, it’s not a conspiracy blog ghost story. It’s real. I traced it through Department of Population Health, but it ends inside a private contractor’s vault — SynethGene.”

The name hit him like an old scar reopening. He and Jane had once cracked a data laundering ring run by SynethGene subsidiaries — back when she was just another forensic intern trying to impress.

> “They’re rewriting future generations. Not just selecting for health — they're training embryos to conform. Thought-resistance, risk profiles, sexual orientation. And the AI that runs it? It's taught to ‘project social stability outcomes.’ They’re editing people, Dorian.”

Silence. Then softer:

> “My sister... Lia... she was born under Trial Batch #17B. Something’s wrong. Her empathy levels are unstable. She stares at me like I’m the intruder. And I think they knew this could happen.”

Another pause. The air in Dorian’s office was colder now.

> “I tried to leak this to a public ethics council. I think my system was breached right after. I’m going dark. Don’t try to find me. But if you do... follow the residues. They always forget the metadata.”

The transmission ended.

Dorian exhaled slowly, fingers brushing the edge of the desk. His pulse had risen — not from fear. From rage. Controlled. Directed.

“EVA. Open my cold case board. Give me everything we’ve ever flagged under SynethGene and rerun them under HERA-related parameters.”

> “Already running. I’ve found a familiar pattern of anomaly clustering. Six unexplained deaths, three disappearances, and a black-budget grant marked for 'maternal optimization technology.'”

He stood.

“Let’s go hunting.”

> Connection established: SYNETHGENE – HIGH CLEARANCE NODE // Secure AR Channel [Encrypted Layer 12]

Dorian's apartment blurred into gray abstraction as the secure interface took over. A long, white corridor appeared before him — sterile, untextured — the inside of a lie made real.

A figure stood at the end. Female, sharp lines, no expression. Synthetic projection. Real-time fed from a hidden source.

> “Investigator Links. Your request for dialogue is… inconvenient.”

He stepped forward. “So was erasing Jane Hale. Yet here we are.”

> “Ms. Hale was mentally unstable. Her records show erratic behavior, flagged after an ethics violation within our research division.”

“She was flagged because she accessed the HERA files.”

Silence.

> “Those files are sealed under National Development Statute 11-B. Your clearance is insufficient.”

He smirked. “Not hers. And she left them somewhere you can’t touch — fragmented across a private blockchain tied to predictive mortality indexes. Very poetic.”

A pause. The projection blinked. “You’re bluffing.”

EVA chimed in, voice filtered into Dorian’s earpiece.

> “They’re not sure. Probability of bluff-call: 62%. Leverage increasing.”

He leaned in, letting anger lace his voice like acid on silk.

“Jane’s blockchain failsafe activates in 24 hours. When it does, thirty-nine medical trial anomalies, signed by your own directors, go public. Unless... you give me the final key fragment.”

> “You have no legal claim—”

“I’m not asking for justice. I’m offering mercy. Give me the key, and I make sure this ends quietly — your directors retire, your stock takes a hit, but no one goes to prison. You want to protect your narrative? This is the trade.”

Another silence. The figure shimmered slightly. A tiny crack in the interface.

> “Sending hash key. But understand this: some truths do not save. They only burn.”

The corridor vanished. Dorian stood in his dark apartment again, cold coffee still untouched.

EVA spoke.

> “Final key received. Blockchain assembly in progress. Do you wish to access the file now?”

He didn’t answer immediately. The weight of it hung in the silence.

“Not yet. First... send a copy to every oversight agency with a neural ethics clause.”

> “Done. Anything else?”

“Yeah. Start building a case for corporate homicide.”

Three hours later, Dorian sat on the rooftop, wind slicing through Neo-Cairo’s artificial skyline. Below, thousands of glass-dome dwellings blinked like data packets waiting to be read.

EVA’s voice drifted through his neural link, now softened to a murmur.

> “HERA Protocol is under emergency ethics review. SynethGene stock fell 19% in after-hours trading. Lia Hale has been placed under voluntary neurological care.”

“And Jane?” Dorian asked quietly.

> “No confirmed location. But the blockchain signature used in the vault key... didn’t trace to any known device. It may have been live.”

He let that hang in the air.

“So she might still be out there.”

> “Or someone wants you to believe that.”

He half-smiled. “Same thing.”

A drone passed overhead — maybe surveillance, maybe delivery. You could never tell anymore.

> “Would you like me to delete the case archive?” EVA asked.

He shook his head.

“Truth leaves residue.”

The wind changed. Somewhere in the city, a new anomaly was already forming.

---

[End of File: Case #998-AX13 — Archived]

[Next Case Pending...]







About the Author

Anestis M. (Mystakidis) writes short stories that blend mystery, technology, and ethics, often through the lens of his recurring character, Dorian Links. He also creates concise, informative guides with a touch of social commentary.

Outside of writing, he codes small projects, mainly data pipelines to train his Small Language Models. He also studies Languages and Foreign Trade, exploring how ideas, cultures, and commerce intersect.

Reader support helps him continue bringing these stories and essays to life.




EPUB/media/file0.jpg





