

    
        
          Futurisk: Tales of Tomorrow

        

        
        
          algo Gaalgo

        

        
          Published by Anthony Gomes, 2025.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      FUTURISK: TALES OF TOMORROW

    

    
      First edition. June 13, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 algo Gaalgo.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232379452

    

    
    
      Written by algo Gaalgo.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



[image: ]

[image: A grey logo on a black background

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

Short Stories Exploring Risk, Hope, and Survival in a Changing World.

Table of Content

1. The Quiet Rebellion

2. The Light Beneath the Grid

3. Where the Sky Waits

4. A Crack in the Fence

5. The Ministry of Order

6. The Last Great Debate

7. Verity's Testament

8. The Garden Beyond the Veil

9. The Grey Mile of Milo

10. Nora's Umbrella

11. Silence in Sector Nine

12. The Ledger Between

13. Between Iron, Ash, and Platinum

14. Breathless Skies

15. Profiled

16. The Technosopher’s Archive

17. The Campaign Dinner

18. The Wellness Index

19. The Enlightenment Bureau

20. The Name on the Badge

21. The Sky Patchers

22. The Archivist's Apprentice

23. The Last Herd

24. The Hollow Mirror

25. The Many and the One

26. Control Z

27. The Last Interview

​Foreword

Futurisk: Tales of Tomorrow
Short Stories Exploring Risk, Hope, and Survival in a Changing World.
In a world increasingly defined by noise, distortion, and control, Futurisk: Tales of Tomorrow was not planned. It emerged — from quiet observations, fragmented dreams, half-remembered news cycles, and the uneasy feeling that something beneath the surface is shifting... and fast.

Each tale in this collection stands alone, but together they form a mosaic of a future that feels eerily close.

The characters are not superheroes — they’re ordinary people pushed to reckon with extraordinary systems. And in doing so, they expose the absurdities, hypocrisies, and hidden beauty of our times.

Some stories are tinged with irony, others with grief. A few, I hope, will make you laugh — uneasily. But none are here to preach. They are breadcrumbs for those willing to question what’s being served as truth, and what’s being erased without consent.

But this is not a dystopia book. Not exactly. It’s a call to look again — at the systems around us, and within us. The name Futurisk suggests both tension and choice. The future isn't fixed — but stepping toward it without awareness is the greatest gamble of all. The name Futurisk is deliberate. The future is risky — not because of machines, but because of our unwillingness to confront our reflection.

I invite you to read with curiosity. Laugh when you can. Think deeply when you must. And if these stories provoke even one moment of recognition or discomfort — then they’ve done their job.
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1. The Quiet Rebellion
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Year 2043

The air in New Seattle always smelled like metal. Not rust or blood—just sterile metal, the kind used to build drones, charging stations, and the bones of the skyline.

Leena adjusted the hood of her regulation-gray coat and scanned her wrist chip at the checkpoint. The guard didn’t look up. They never did. The AI behind the glass blinked green.

“Identity confirmed: Leena Alvarez. Sector 12 Citizen Class 3. Clearance: Routine.”

She stepped through, heart numb.

Inside the tram, a child hummed a jingle: “Trust the Grid, it keeps us fed. Obey the law and earn your bread.” His mother smiled nervously at other passengers.

Leena felt sick.

Ten years ago, she'd been a social architect - a job title that used to mean something. She helped design predictive behavior models, advised policy, and wrote public messages. But when the riots broke out in '34 and the Grid was made law, her algorithms were weaponized. The digital state needed minds like hers. So, she disappeared.

Now, she worked at a small bio-lab in Sector 12, fixing soil chemistry for the vertical farms. Quiet work. Harmless work. But she wasn’t asleep.

At night, in the crumbling shadows of an old theatre, Leena met others like her.

There was Malcolm - the ex-coder who’d ghosted his digital ID and now ran encrypted HAM broadcasts to the hinterlands. Amira, a street medic who smuggled herbs and unregistered children out of the "Productive Zones." And Arun, the oldest, who remembered what coffee used to taste like before synthetic flavoring.

That night, Arun placed a dusty book on the table.

“Gandhi: An Autobiography. Found it buried in a crate under an old church. Still intact.”

“Printed paper?” Leena raised an eyebrow.

“Untouchable by GridNet,” he said. “Which means... it still breathes.”

They passed it around like relics.

Outside the dome cities, Earth was different.

The “Wastelands,” the Grid called them—untamed zones abandoned after the climate wars. But people still lived there. Real people. Barterers. Wild children. Old women who sang to rivers. Some called it chaos. Others called it freedom.

Leena had never been, but tonight she was ready.

“Tomorrow,” she said. “I’m going to the ridge. Past Sector 24.”

Arun gave her a folded note. “If you make it to the tree that hums, find a girl named Saara. She’ll know.”

The journey out was quiet, not easy.

She faked a work transfer, bypassed rail checkpoints with Malcolm’s help, and walked the last five miles through a ruined industrial belt—abandoned towers, wind-blown ash, solar panels half-buried in dust.

At dawn, she reached the ridge.

And she heard it.

A sound - low, deep, ancient. A tree humming in the wind like a forgotten song.

That’s where Saara found her.

She looked barely twenty. Barefoot, sun-browned, eyes sharp.

“You bring trouble?” she asked.

“I bring truth,” Leena replied.

Saara smiled. “Good. We’ve got firewood.”

Beyond the ridge, the air was alive.

Leena saw homes built from scrap and clay, power lines hacked into old hydro-pumps, goats roaming, children climbing trees that shouldn’t have survived the floods.

Here, there were no points, no chips, no credits. Just people. Messy, loud, imperfect people.

But they were free.

Saara led her to a community circle. They called themselves Kaya—the Hindi word for “form” or “body.” To them, the Earth was a body. So were they. And everything mattered: how you walked, what you touched, what you left behind.

“We don’t fight the Grid,” Saara explained that night. “We outgrow it.”

For weeks, Leena worked with them.

She taught water purification and ancient composting methods. She helped build a radio tower that couldn’t be jammed. She even remembered how to laugh.

But it wasn’t all utopia.

Once, a drone flew overhead. The camp froze. Some children cried. One old man went still as stone, lips moving in silent prayer.

The drone passed.

But the fear lingered.

“They’re searching,” Saara said. “Sooner or later, they’ll find us.”

One night, under a stormy sky, Leena had a dream.

She stood inside the city again—only this time, everyone was silent, eyes dim, hands reaching for invisible strings. She screamed but no one moved. Then she heard the humming of the tree again.

She woke up sobbing.

“I have to go back,” she told Saara at dawn.

“You’ll be caught,” Saara said.

“Maybe. But they need to hear the hum.”

Leena returned to the city three weeks later.

She hacked her chip to appear as a sanitation worker and reentered through Sector 8.

Then she began her quiet rebellion.

She slipped books into data stations—Gandhi, Thich Nhat Hanh, Vandana Shiva.

She played radio loops of the tree’s hum at bus stops and in elevators.

She tagged ancient Sanskrit and Sufi poetry across walls with bio-paint that glowed at dawn:
“You are not machines. You are not owned. You are alive.”
Some people began to listen.

Most ignored her.

But the spark had been lit.

By 2045, whispers of Kaya spread across four sectors. The Grid tightened, issuing more surveillance protocols. But the more they clamped down, the more people vanished from the system.

Into the woods. Into the hum.

Epilogue – 2053

A child sits under a tree, deep in the old ridge, listening to an old woman speak.

“The world was silent once,” the woman says, “but we remembered the song.”

“Was it magic?” the child asks.

“No,” she smiles, weathered but proud. “It was a woman. And her truth.”

And from the branches above, the tree hums.
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2. The Light Beneath the Grid
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Year 2044.

Sector 7 was quiet in the rain. Only the sound of overhead drones and the low hum of GridNet’s citywide AI filled the air. The neon lights blinked slogans into the puddles: “Compliance is Care. Harmony is Peace.”

Raj clutched his daughter’s hand as they passed the Surveillance Pillar. She squeezed back. Twelve years old, Mira was thin as a reed, with her father’s eyes—dark, defiant, and wide with knowing.

They had five minutes before the curfew.

Her mother, Alina, ran Sector 7’s Family Compliance Bureau. She was powerful, respected, and utterly devoted to GridNet. She’d once been soft, a violinist, full of laughter. That was before the war, before she signed the Harmony Accords and became an enforcer of the very system that broke her.

Raj was once a systems analyst. Now he was a janitor. He wore the jumpsuit, scanned the ID, and kept his head down. But inside, he burned.

It had taken six months of secret meetings, back-channel messages, and timing Mira’s school pickups just right to find a crack in Alina’s schedule.

Today was Mira’s twelfth birthday.

They reached the old tunnel entrance near the recycling depot. Mira looked up at her father, unsure.

He knelt and brushed her wet hair from her face.

"Just for an hour, baby. I want you to see something that isn’t theirs."

She nodded. And they slipped inside.

The tunnel opened into a forgotten part of the city—Sector Zero, decommissioned after the floods. It smelled of rust and earth. And in the heart of the ruins, beneath broken concrete and tangled ivy, a mural still lived.

Painted by hands long gone, it showed families dancing, laughing, holding one another in firelight. No chips. No drones. Just people. Whole and human.

Mira’s breath caught. "It’s beautiful."

Raj watched her. Not the mural. Her.

"You’re beautiful."

Tears welled in her eyes, but she blinked them back. “Why don’t you fight her?”

He sighed. “Because if I fight, I lose you. And I won’t lose you. Not again.”

Mira was born in the first year of GridNet. Alina had been scared then, hiding from the new laws, whispering plans of escape with Raj at night. But after the Incident - when Mira almost died from rationed medical care and Raj tried to hack the health servers - Alina changed.

She turned him in.

It was supposed to be temporary. Just a reprimand. But GridNet doesn’t forgive errors.

Raj spent three years in a Re-Education Compound. Mira grew up in Alina’s shadow. When he returned, broken but burning, the law said he could visit once a week. Supervised. Scheduled.

But Mira knew. She always knew who he was.

“I remember this,” she whispered, running her fingers across the mural. “From my dreams.”

“It’s real, sweetheart. This is who we were before we got scared.”

A siren sounded in the distance. Grid sweep.

“We have to
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