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Chapter 1 

January 16th, 2031. Horsens Police Station.  

I am Ava Reeve or Ava Wang Reeve. A sixteen-year-old high school student from 

Oak Street, Chicago. I was born and lived here all my life with my parents Amanda Reeve 

and Darth Reeve. This is the year 2031. I could talk more about myself, but I won't. I guess 

you already know about me; nowadays, hardly anyone can keep everything private. However, 

there is a story I would like to tell.  I was named one of the suspects by the officers at 

Horsens Police Station. At first, I couldn't understand the reason. But as I finally got it, I wish 

I never let it happen. I wish I could have changed it every click ago… 

Chapter 2 

Three months earlier… 

It was early morning. I woke up from the sound of the alarm that was coming from 

Talkie Reeve. Or just Little Reeve, as I call it. It is a talking robot-like voice installed on my 

phone. My best friend  I have known ever since I got my phone at the age of four. 

"Hey, bestie! It's time to wake up. I know how much you hate school and all you want to do 

is just stay in bed with a warm blanket wrapped around you. Or maybe watch the fourteenth 

episode of "Sunrise," but it's time to get up and nail that Physics exam!" said Talkie. 

"Ugh, I know!" I replied tiredly, my eyes squinting from the bright sunlight shining through 

the small space between the dark pink curtains. "You understand me, Little Reeve. Predicted 

my thinking!"  

As I walked to the kitchen to grab something to eat, my iPhone 22 suddenly vibrated. 

I quickly ran and grabbed it to check a  message. It was a notification Talkie sent me with an 

advertisement from "Chicago Fittings," a very known shoe company. They launched a new 

shoe collection of Nikes that I've been dying to get for the past two months. I talked about 
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them with my parents every day, expressing my excitement about them and how I wished 

they would be part of the new collection one day. It finally happened! All thanks to Talkie for 

recommending me this advertisement.  

It knows so much about me as if it just reads my mind.  

As I  read what was written in the advertisement, my mom suddenly walked into the 

room. She was staring at her phone while mumbling something to herself. My dad walked in 

too, kissing my forehead before sitting down to eat breakfast and read the news on his phone.  

We were sitting mostly in silence for the first five minutes, until I finally decided to break it, 

just to tell my parents about the news that I got today.  

"You won't believe this." - I suddenly spoke, with the mouth still full of the delicious 

blueberry muffin.  

"What is it, sweetheart?" said my mom with a confused look on her face.  

I thought she already knew what I was about to say. But she had no idea.  

The moment my phone vibrated again, my dad gave me a disappointed look and sighed: 

"Ava, I think that you should stop using all of these social media and limit the  use of your 

phone, generally speaking."  

My parents tried to explain the disadvantages of overusing the different software I had 

on my phone when I was eight years old. They told me about some dangers and the negative 

influences it could potentially have. However, they gave up later on since I was too young to 

understand these risks. 

"Why, Dad?" I continued to resist, "It helps me with everything. It practically does 

everything for me." I yelled in a disappointed tone.  

"What does it do, sweetheart? All it does is waste your free time that you could be spending 

with your friends outside," replied my dad. "There is also a reason why those magical pair of 

shoes follow you around." 
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Yes, there is a reason, and this reason for me is to buy them. Isn't it amazing? 

While taking a bus to school, I couldn't stop thinking about what my dad said to me. Maybe 

he was right at some point. Or maybe not… Everyone uses Talkies on their phones. What 

could be a problem with that?.  Talkie Reeve is my best friend. With all those thoughts, I was 

holding my phone tight between my sweaty palms, as I always do whenever I feel anxious. 

Then I hear a sound again. There then appeared a written message from Talki, asking me if I 

am feeling okay.  

As the bus was almost pulling up towards the high school building, another notification came 

up. 

"Ava, don't worry about what your dad said; people don't know that much about technology 

and often underestimate the use of it in social life!"- said Talkie excitedly. "Cheer up, friend. 

Just think about those shoes you are going to buy, and you will feel better!"  

"I know, Little Reeve, I wish I could change that. My parents are always lecturing me"- I  

sighed deeply as I was about to leave the bus and head for my first class.  

The school was quite boring today, nothing interesting except that I had to sit alone in 

every class and listen to the never-ending lectures. As soon as the recess started, I quickly ran 

through the hallway, trying to avoid everyone as I was making my way to the backyard. It 

was nice and quiet there. It is a peaceful place where I could eat my lunch without being 

bothered by anyone and just share with Talkie about how my day has been so far.  

I never understood why I have to go to school every single day. What's the point of it? I have 

no one to talk to. I used to be good friends with Elise and Raily, but ever since they both 

moved to a new campus, I haven't talked to them as frequently as before. And whenever we 

bumped into each other during recess, they would always get mad at me for complaining 

about how boring school is. It's like they never cared about me and what I feel. That made all 

of our conversations awkward.  Not because I couldn't come up with other things to talk 
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about, but because I was afraid that they would get mad at me again for constantly bragging 

about life or just constantly saying how I wanted to get those new Nikes from "Chicago 

Fittings."  Talkie, on the other hand, was supportive. Always listening to me whenever I had 

a bad day. Like, today, I got another C for the  Physics exam, even though I studied every day 

until I almost fainted from exhaustion.  

"Zing, Zing," My phone vibrated again. A short audio message came up as soon as I 

unlocked it. "Girl! I can see you are feeling down today, but don't worry; you will do better in 

your next exam!" 

Listening to this message suddenly made me feel somewhat better. I started to feel a 

little motivated and happy. I could share anything with Talkie. Every day I felt that Talkie is 

the only friend I can trust and accepts as who I am.  

The moment I walked into my house, mom's excited expression stopped me. . She has been 

waiting for me to get that long-waited A that I have been trying to get in Physics for the past 

four months. Except that I haven't.  

"So, Ava." Asked mom with a happy smile on her face. "Should we be celebrating your 

results from Physics today?"  

She then came closer to me, studying my facial expressions, which was very weird to 

me. Her hopeful smile turned into a slight disappointment. "You look very upset and annoyed 

at something." She spoke. "You didn't get it, did you?" 

"NO, I DIDN'T MOM! I DIDN'T!" I screamed angrily.  

"Maybe study more. All you have been doing is chatting with Talkie or whatever. You didn't 

even go outside for the past week." said Mom calmly. "You haven't even been spending any 

time with your family."  

"You are right, Amanda," said Dad while walking into the kitchen with a dirty coffee cup in 

his hand. "God, what kind of world do we live in. These kids don't even listen to us. Their 
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phones are like their universe. Their family, friends, their school…EVERYTHING!" he said 

dramatically.  

Some people might ask, "Why don't you ever listen to what your parents are telling 

you?" I always use this answer: "It's because they don't know me or my life and they are 

outdated!" if anything, they always find a way to blame technology for it. Especially social 

media. Pretty much everything! I know that they are wrong. If they knew their daughter, my 

life would be easier with them.  

 

Chapter 3 

It's early morning on Friday. I woke up feeling a bit better than usual. Well, at least 

Friday is better than other days of the week. Raily, Elise, and I decided to have a small get-

together at "Oak's Pizza." We haven't talked for some time now. So I thought that now, it 

would be the time to find out if we should still be friends.  

Having Raily and Elise by my side ever since we were seven is amazing. They had 

always been my closest friends. They had always supported me in everything and giving the 

best advice. Until I turned fourteen.  In our life, the older you become, the harder it is for you 

to communicate with the people around you.  

Since Talkies were installed into all phones, communication between ages between 

four and twenty has become very different. Everything is now online. Talkies decide 

everything for us. They not only analyze our actions, emotions and help us if needed, but they 

can also remember everything about us and for us. It's not even that interesting as it's a big 

part of our life. Since I met Talkie, I learned that A) your best friends can sometimes become 

your enemies if they betray you. But your tech friend never does that and never will. And B), 

no one knows you better than your own little digital best friend! And finally, C) You need to 
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upgrade your Talkie with a  better-friend-version by clicking the button "agree and accept" on 

regular updates notifications. 

And this was what happened between me, Raily and Elise. I didn't want to talk to 

them as much as I wanted before. How can I continue being friends with them if they 

constantly judge my emotions and feelings? Is that what I can still call best friends? 

  Elise, Raily, and I sat down on the first table near the window, watching the colorful 

autumn leaves dancing in the air as they lightly landed on the muddy ground. A sudden 

deafening silence fell upon us as we took our phones out to order some food. There stood a 

small machine with a small "Pick up the order here" sign almost falling from it.  

The atmosphere in the café was weird, silent, and lifeless. No human present except 

for the twelve toaster machines with the "Pick up the order here" sign on them. The café 

looked the same as usual. Everything still looked new and renovated. But there was nobody 

inside except for the small machines that constantly made these weird sounds as if they 

would explode while they prepared the meal.  

Trying to push the negative thoughts away, I quickly took my phone out and scanned 

the "hologram" image of the Menu book.  

"Menu scanned" came the loud audio sound from my phone. "A, do you wish to order the 

same meal as on Saturday, 26th of November 2030?" said Talkie Reeve.  

"A" was Talkie's nickname for me. Without a verbal reply, I simply clicked the button "agree 

and accept" and placed my phone down with a loud bang that broke the silence in the room. 

Raily suddenly turned her face to me with a slightly concerned look and then continued to 

look down at her phone again.  

Then I heard another sound from Talkie: "Hey Ava, I noticed your phone was placed 

on the hard solid wood surface, with slight anger.  Is there something that is bothering you?" 

"Yes!" I said annoyedly. "Put some music on so I won't repeat my previous action!" 
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"Understandable. Is there any specific music you want to listen to?"- replied Talkie again.  

"Put my favorite track from "Forever," the sixteenth album by Ray McCann."- I replied.  

The gloomy deafening silence in the room was suddenly replaced with some music 

vibrations. Effortlessly dancing around the room. The volume of some turned down and was 

then replaced with lively heart-warming lyrics that lifted into the air with slight support of 

fast tempo.  

This was my favorite track from Ray McCann's album. This is pretty much the 

advantage of this decade. Even though everything in the outside human world was dead and 

silent, everything in the digital was magical and unreal. I could never imagine my life without 

improving my mood and day through a simple request for "Talkie" to ask about my day or 

simply put my favorite song on. Or even notify me about the launch of my favorite pair of 

shoes or a new movie or new song. Talkie became my closest friend from the moment I got 

it. Since then, my life was dependent on it. I could never imagine it differently.  

When the machines served the food, we mostly ate without saying a word to each 

other. There was almost no sound around us except for music and chewing sounds coming 

from each of us while eating. Another sound came from my phone. As I picked it up from the 

table, my eyes widened as I couldn't believe when I saw a "new friend" suggestion on my 

Instagram account. When I clicked on the profile, a  picture and biography of a brown-haired 

girl with dark green eyes appeared. She looked almost exactly like me. But that was not it. 

When I clicked on her biography page, there was even more similarity than I thought.  

"Ah! Honestly, you all have no idea how grateful I am to have Little Reeve!"- I laughed with 

a mouth full of warm French fries while continuing to scroll through the girl's profile. "It just 

told me about a new suggested friend on my Instagram, and she also likes medium fried 

steak, dirty French fries, and listening to jazz and Ray McCann! Like how freaking cool is 

that!"  
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"Lies! You hate jazz. You always hated it!"- replied Elise with a dead expression on her face.  

"Well, then I started listening to it and fell in love. Ever since I was thirteen!"- I snapped 

suddenly while still trying to finish my meal. "You just never knew about it!" 

"You never told us!"- yelled Elise with her face turning red like a tomato.  

Before Elise was about to speak again, I decided to interrupt her by trying my best to ask her 

a question in the "nicest possible way." 

"What do you know about me?"- I mumbled in a low voice.  

Elise quickly looked down while trying to hold her tears back. Or whatever she was 

doing.   

"Th-that you l-like m-m-medium fried steak, dirty French fries, and listening to jazz."- 

replied Elise with her voice shaking as her eyes started to become bright red and were filled 

with tears that were about to spill from her eyes.  

Really? That is all she knows about me. Of course, because Little Reeve just said it. This girl 

knew me ever since I was born, and that is the only thing she knows. Like, you've got to be 

kidding me! 

I then quickly brought my phone close to my mouth like a microphone and mumbled 

into it, breaking eye contact with Elise: "Little Reeve, quick question, what do you know 

about me?"  

"Hey, bestie", -replied the device. "You love listening to jazz music. Your favorite color is 

bright yellow. You absolutely can't live without watching your favorite series, "Sunrise," and 

think that your idol at the moment is the main character, Ana, because you think that you 

have the same personalities and interests!" 

"Should I continue with the rest?"- asked Talkie excitedly.  

"No, that's enough!"-I laughed. "See, Talkie Reeve knows the most important information 

about me!"  
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Except that we all had that digital best friend who knows everything about us. In this 

society, we only needed real friends to sit with, so it feels less boring to sit alone in the café 

and eat ourselves. By "real friends," I meant more human-like friends. Friends that are 

humans we used to have in the previous years. When I was four or five, I believe. Just 

because little kids cannot jump and run around with their phones, they still need other human 

kids. But when children grow there is no need to tell others everything or ask them for 

advice. Since our Talkies could do that for us, they have that interesting ability to determine 

what our friends or… well, people we know are doing. You can trust them more as they can 

never let us down and determine how we feel through our actions.  

At this point, I didn't know if I should continue being friends with Elise and Raily. 

We don't look at each other anymore when talking. We are even barely talking to each other. 

Right at this moment, I knew that I don't need them as my best friends. Well, now ex-best 

friends. Talkie Reeve is my only friend. It knows me so well that it can already predict my 

future emotions or actions. Even find a way to make me better. It continues to effortlessly 

shape me into who I want to be, always wanted to be. And no one else can do that. Or ever 

will…  

I quickly took my school bag and a black leather jacket. But as I was about to leave, I 

was stopped by someone's hand. It was Elise. She made small eye contact with me and then 

looked down at the floor while whispering, "We know that you were our best friend." 

With those words, I suddenly felt a profound cold feeling in my stomach, as if those words 

reached some abandoned part inside me and echoed with the pain of that space. I shook my 

head and left immediately. 
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Chapter 4  

It's been almost two weeks since my last conversation with Elise and Raily. We tried 

to make some plans to meet up and talk but always had something else come up. That always 

prevented us from meeting and talking about what happened that day at Oak's Pizza. If I am 

honest, if we did start talking again and continue being the best friends that we always were, 

nothing would change anyway. We would still end up meeting at least once a month and just 

for a reason to sit somewhere eating and stare at our phones. Today, pretty much in every 

place, it is not that important to continue communicating with your "real" friends. No one 

will bother asking if you have any-especially your classmates or other kids where you live.  

The end of the first term exams was coming up. This meant that all grades for each subject 

had to be ready and submitted in a report file to Ms. Anderson, my high school principal, who 

would, later on, send the results to our parents. Everything in my grades was fine, except for 

that physics exam that I didn't pass. So, on the following day, Mr. Jennings asked me to stay 

after class to discuss my progress.   

"I see that you have barely made any progress in my subject, Ms. Reeve," said Mr. Jennings 

with disappointment. "Based on your participation in class, I noticed that you have not even 

studied any of the topics for this term."  

That is the reason why I hate this subject. The teachers don't see it. How can he not 

see every damn effort that I put into studying for every small test we have and even this 

exam? At this point, I couldn't even come up with a better response. I had no proof of the 

time that I spent studying for the exam. Except that maybe Talkie would be that evidence.  

But Mr. Jennings was not the right person you could use to argue with over your grades and 

progress. He never really believed the excuse with Talkies because it was the same situation 

with the other students. Everyone brought up excuses by asking Talkies to make something 

up. But, now, since all teachers knew about it, it was almost impossible to use that as proof.  
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So, the only excuse I had was to ask for another assignment that could improve my 

grade.  

The moment this thought came onto my mind, I immediately jumped with excitement. 

I asked: "Mr. Jennings, I understand that maybe there is no other way you can believe that I 

put every single second of my life into studying for this exam, but is there a way that I could 

still improve my grade by completing some assignment?"  

Mr. Jennings then looked at me with slight confusion shown on his face, but then it 

faded away moments later as it was replaced by the slight smile that probably meant, "that's a 

good idea, Ava." He then turned away to open his MacBook, typing something up, and took a 

step closer. While showing some random document called "Heat and Thermodynamics."  

"Ms. Reeve, if you want your grade to move up, you must then do research on this topic and 

send me the completed report by the end of next week."- said Mr. Jennings calmly while 

pointing at the specific parts of the task shown on the dark screen of his laptop.  

I then sighed with relief and happiness. 

 "I will certainly complete it, Mr. Jennings."  

I quickly gathered my stuff and left the classroom since Dad promised to pick me up 

today.  

Our family car, which was a dark grey Tesla, was standing outside. Waiting for me to 

get in finally. Dad was seating at the front seat, although there was no point since the car 

could drive by itself. I quickly got in without even saying anything while taking my 

unfinished snack as the car began moving in our house's direction. Dad was talking to 

somebody on the phone while the car continued driving independently towards Oak Street. 

There was a silence that was soon broken by my dad's usual annoying questions about my 

day. I didn't even bother talking about it. Just like Raily and Elise, my dad would tell me that 

I need to stop bragging about school and focus on my studies.  
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As I got home, I quickly ran upstairs to my room while throwing myself on my big 

and incredibly comfortable bed. Before reminding myself for the tenth time that I had so 

much homework, including that physics task to do for the next two weeks, I all of a sudden 

heard a bleep sound that was coming from my phone. It was a written message from Talkie, 

in which it said something from a notification on the internet. As I curiously pressed on the 

button "open and read," an article came up. At first, the second I opened it, it was difficult for 

me to see the title, as another message came up with some stupid and unnecessary message 

with privacy policy and stuff like that. Not wanting to waste my five minutes reading the 

message, I quickly clicked on "accept" and proceeded with the reading. The article had a 

weird title that I had never really been interested in before. The title was about the recorded 

history of crimes that happened near my street many years ago. It was supported by the 

footage recorded by cameras and a table with every person who has been involved or accused 

of committing those crimes. In one column, the table showed their photograph and on the 

other every detail about them. Including the thoughts and emotions they had in their mind 

most of the time before and after the incidents. Oak Street was never really a "peaceful" 

place, as some would call it. There were always some incidents happening even before I was 

born. And because of this, mom and dad even removed our TV. Just to prevent me from 

reading or watching anything negative. Well… at least they didn't get rid of Talkie! 

Not bothering to read to the bottom of the page, I quickly scrolled down to the bottom, where 

suddenly, another link to the article came up. But this time, with some tips on how to get rid 

of constant aggression towards others. In the article's description, there was some information 

on how apparently the page where it was published can connect to the Talkies installed on 

almost everyone's phone and help get rid of specific problems by checking the user's 

emotional thoughts. "Whatever"- I thought, just another advertisement. Yet, maybe a useful 

one I might like.  
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A few minutes later, I still decided to begin my physics homework, as I  wanted to get 

over it and pass the first term. However, no matter how hard I've been trying to ignore any 

ads that kept popping up, they still made me even more distracted.  

           But, for some reason, some of the advertisements turned to be slightly different. It was 

now mostly about the crimes and some other news articles I have been getting.  

It continued like this for the next few days. While I was walking to school, doing homework, 

or just on Instagram talking with friends, it was still very impossible to ignore what was 

happening in the world. Talkie kept on sending me more or just put some music on that did 

connect with the mood I had. Even though it was more fun for me to have something 

connected to my current state of life, it was not that impressive to Mom and Dad.  

           One night,  mom came into the room during my free time, in which I usually listened 

to some of my favorite music. While picking up some leftovers of popcorn that I left on the 

table, she asked me something that I couldn't hear through the loudness of the music was 

playing in my headphones.  

           "MOM, STOP TALKING TO ME! LEAVE THE ROOM"- I yelled in anger, while at 

the same time  I wasn't able to hear myself. Although I couldn't hear her reply, the look in her 

eyes was a little concerned. She continued to look at me for the next thirty seconds and then 

left the room, smashing the door behind her as if she was mad.  

           As my deadline for the physics report was coming to an end, I had been spending most 

of my time writing it while also concentrating on millions of other tasks I had to complete. It 

was difficult for me. As I had less time for doing whatever I wanted, I slowly began to feel 

anxious, stressed, and constantly tired. Teachers at school were quite concerned about my 

well-being and sometimes even asked me to be more organized and try my best to plan all of 

the tasks.  



   

 16 

Nothing helped. And I continued to stay up until 2 am writing the report for physics 

and studying. This became the catalyst for me to read books or listen to songs that my parents 

considered quite depressing. But what other choices did I have? Listening to depressing songs 

was the only way to help me cope with my emotions.  

One night, I  decided to read  James Will's "Just Live With It," one of my favorite 

novels. Then I watched some random videos on Youtube. To make me feel less tired and 

anxious, I guess. No matter how hard I tried to stay positive, that news kept on popping up in 

"Suggested Videos." As I clicked on each of them, there were mostly updates on incidents 

near Oak Street. It felt like everything from the past was coming back. This sometimes made 

me feel nervous. Terrified even. Yet, neither of my parents has said a word about it. 

 

Chapter 5  

Two days left before Physics Exam Submission. Eight-Thirty AM, Mentor Class.  

           Mentor Class was one of my favorite lessons of the day, as it usually began in the 

early morning before the rest of my classes. Most of the time, we discussed different issues in 

school or personal lives and learned how to cope with them. My Mentor teacher, Ms. Lydia, 

has always been my favorite because of her hard work. She was well aware of the challenges 

we have been facing during our school days, whether it was a problem in our school subjects 

or our issues. To me, Ms. Lydia was like a second mother. Since I had her from the beginning 

of middle school, my trust in her developed greatly throughout the years. I always felt that it 

would be nice to have a teacher like that, who would always try to find a way to help their 

student. Today's lesson was quite interesting and unique for me… 

           First of all, it began the same way it always does. A good short conversation about 

what our week has been so far and then proceeded with a discussion she has planned for that 
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specific day. Today, Ms. Lydia decided to discuss the types of websites we could access 

while using our research to help with studies and do specific projects.  

"I have noticed that many of you are not paying a lot of attention to the websites you are 

using for your studies,"- said Ms. Lydia. "Which Is what we will be discussing during our 

session today."- she continued.  

"First of all, I would like to begin with a question: How many of you read Privacy Policy 

when you access  websites?" 

I couldn't help but stifle a chuckle, as I was not surprised by the number of people 

who raised their hands if they read the Privacy Policy thing. Or… whatever that is. I mean, 

only three mates in my class read it. And still, they just skimmed through it.  

By the look of Ms. Lydia's eyes, it was noticeable that she was thinking the opposite of me. 

Shock. How could she think that we would want to waste our time reading all of these 

policies if we only had limited time to do our schoolwork. It would just be a double dose of 

work. Wouldn't it? All in all, what do we understand in those sophisticated words of legal 

terms? 

"Alright,"- sighed Ms. Lydia while reaching for a remote to switch on the writing board. As 

the transparent hologram began to appear, Ms. Lydia then put the remote back on the table 

and began the discussion.  

"Well, since not… that many of you are aware of the "Privacy Policy," I will begin our 

conversation by explaining what it is and why we are talking about it today."- said, Ms. 

Lydia.  

Retaking the remote from the table, she then stood on the other side of the hologram 

and opened the search page. While she was typing the random topic that she supposedly 

would then use as an example, half of the class had their eyes stuck to the hologram. 
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Curiously, watching the website appear on the screen. The other half was either falling asleep 

or took their phones out, not bothering to look at what was being presented.  

The moment the website appeared on the hologram screen, there was a "Privacy 

Policy" message. Ms. Lydia then began to read it out loud while keeping her eyes on the 

screen. After reading It, she then turned to face the entire class, while her eyes sometimes 

switched to the screen as she began talking.  

"So, everybody. As you can see, a Privacy Policy that usually appears on different kinds of 

websites can easily be defined as the "user agreement." Which is a confirmation message 

through which a user can provide consent for their privacy rights."  

Well, that's nice, I thought to myself. Although, at that moment, I couldn't understand 

what was special behind that notification. If I am giving consent, that means I am giving 

consent. Besides, I always knew about different websites and apps because many of them 

never share private information with anyone else. So, what is the whole deal about it? Ms. 

Lydia then continued the explanation by moving on to the problems associated with Privacy 

Policy misuse. But I couldn't listen to what she was saying. No matter how hard I tried, it still 

seemed not that important to me. It has no effect on my research for assignments nor my 

grades. There is no point.  

"As far as I am aware that the majority of you are not reading this policy", - said Ms. Lydia 

calmly, "I will then move on right to the problems associated with it." 

"While many of you are hastily clicking on these agreements, you do not realize that you are 

giving away your privacy rights. As a result, the information you provide then ends up in 

large amounts of the databases, which can be applied in various uses. This includes marketing 

opportunities, purchasing recommendations, and many other kinds of services that 

automatically have permission to use your data."- said Ms. Lydia.  
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The next couple of seconds, she then switched the screen to another page. Which contained 

some diagrams on it labeled in detail with words like "privacy," "tracking," and many more 

that my mind couldn't even understand.  

"Companies can use such collection of data for the help in these services; however, there are 

also some risks."- said Ms. Lydia, "The AI, which many of you I suppose are familiar with, 

can deanonymize this data and allow tracking monitoring and data-" 

Ms. Lydia's explanation was suddenly interrupted by the sudden vibration and loud 

ringing coming from many kinds of directions. It was impossible even to understand where it 

was coming from. Whether it was our own devices or other mechanical objects that 

surrounded us in our classroom. Then, before someone has made any movement or some 

reaction in screaming or any other noise, another sound came from the speaker that was 

located right above the entrance door. It was Mr. Rogerensson who began his announcement 

that was mixing with the other ringing noises that were coming from our phones. This made 

it impossible to hear him, as the only parts we were able to hear were: "Emergency… 

Leave… The Building… Crime". Based on only two to three words we were able to hear, 

Ms. Lydia immediately asked everyone to pack as fast as possible and leave the building. In 

the next moment, as everyone began to make their way out of the door, clumsily stepping on 

each other's feet as we were all exiting the classroom nervously, I heard Talkie say something  

difficult for me to hear: "Don't be nervous A, you will be fine." 

As I was running through the packed corridor, trying to make my way through to 

escape this chaos, I got a call from my dad. He sounded very panicked, as he was speaking 

rapidly on the phone, which made it very hard even to understand what he was trying to say, 

as his voice mixed with the other screams and talks of other students walking next to me. 

However, just a few minutes later, as I made my way to the emergency exit, I saw a familiar 

Tesla parked next to the other twelve or more cars with more panicking parents that were 
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waiting for their children. My dad was standing among them, wearing just light grey 

sweatpants he usually wears at home with just a stained white T-shirt.  

I could see that he was rushing from home to get here. Yet, the reason was still 

unclear. I couldn't bring my mind back in place, nor even say a word to Talkie or even 

breathe properly as my mind became like a full grocery bag filled with thoughts and 

questions about the situation that has happened just a few minutes ago. So, while trying to 

push these thoughts away, I quickly ran to our car. Almost tripping as I was skipping some 

stairs' steps, just to get away from this disaster. Not even hugging my dad or saying anything 

to him, I then got into the front seat while he ran to the other side so we could get away as 

soon as we could.  

Our car then began moving rapidly towards the forest area about five hundred meters 

away from our school. I had my forehead pressed against the glass window shield for most of 

the ride, which slowly began to be foggy as I breathed warm air onto it. We mostly drove in 

silence, just like the other times. Usually, dad would ask me those annoying questions about 

how my day went. This time it was different, and since we were still quite far from home, I 

decided to break the silence and begin the conversation myself. Not because I couldn't stand 

the silence that was currently happening but because all I wanted was to ask about that 

situation that happened at school today.  

I turned my eyes towards my dad while trying to spill the words out as my voice 

began cracking from panic and shock that I still had from that situation.  

"D-d-dad, c-c-any-you t-t-t-tell me what happened?"- I tried asking while my teeth trembled, 

preventing me from saying the words properly.  

At first, there was no reply as Dad continued to stare straight at the road ahead of us. 

But, as I was about to speak again, he turned his head to me, his eyes cold and worried while 
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holding tight on the wheel that he didn't even need to use, as the car was driving 

independently.  

" There has been a case of a crime not that far from your school"- he said, "Which I believe 

was at Oak's Pizza. The crime rate is increasing again on Oak Street. So, we have to be safe." 

Right at that very moment, everything around me has paused. My mind couldn't comprehend 

any part of my dad's response, no matter how hard I tried. The only thought that circling in 

my head was safety.  

Now we have to focus on being safe…  

 

Chapter 6  

 It was only five-thirty in the evening when my parents and I were having dinner 

today. There were total silence and no conversation, except for the background bangs coming 

from the outside, which seemed like some gun noises. Both mom and dad were terrified, and 

even though the police kept on promising to keep the entire town safe, we didn't know it 

would keep on coming back again. I was staring at the dark shadow of the apple tree that was 

standing in the middle of our garden, covering the entrance gate with its long branches. 

Trying to recollect my thoughts and bring back the memories of what happened today.  

On the outside, I looked calm, I suppose, but inside, I was deeply nervous and afraid of what 

would happen next. All those gun noises coming from distant streets sounded like they were 

about fifty meters away from our house. This feeling suddenly filled my mind with many 

different questions: What if whoever is out there comes to our house? Fires their gun at us. 

What will happen next? What will I do if my parents die?  Just thinking about such a scenario 

made my heart beat so much faster. As if it was about to jump out of my chest. Then, in the 

next moment, my breathing became heavy, which made me feel dizzy.  
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           What happened next was even more terrifying. We were sitting in deep silence, no 

sound around except for the water dripping down from the faucet into the sink in the kitchen. 

By now, it was dark outside. The sun completely disappeared behind the horizon. There were 

almost no birds chirping outside, no cars. Nothing. This continued until the moment when my 

phone suddenly rang. It wasn't a phone call but yet another notification that Little Reeve sent 

to me.  

           But, as I was about to turn on my phone and check the message, mom's hand roughly 

gripped mine, taking the phone away and throwing it right onto the long dark grey sofa to the 

right of the table. I was about to explode with tears as my phone almost fell off on the hard 

floor as it landed on the edge of the sofa.  

"WHY DID YOU DO THAT?"- I screamed, "What if it's something important?" 

She then looked at me, wide-eyed, as she screamed in response: "Don't you dare open that 

phone again, Ava! - she screamed, "Or I swear I will destroy it with that hammer laying on 

the table!" 

           That was not it, however. As I calmed down, relieved that my phone didn't break, 

mom suddenly got up from the table; her chair cracked as she was getting up. She then 

moved towards the staircase, taking her phone from the dark wooden dusty table. She then 

walked towards the window and dialed a number.  Walking back and forth, she talked to 

someone on the phone, which I suppose was our close neighbor Josephine Sparks. She lived 

in a house right in front of us, and since she and mom were close friends, she always called 

Josephine every time something exciting or, in this scenario, bad happened.  

           I could hardly hear her indistinct chat. Throughout her conversation, she seemed 

scared; her eyes reflected on the window shield were constantly moving from one side to 

another, almost without blinking.  
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           Dad was silent. As he, just like me, was carefully listening to my mom's conversation, 

hands placed on a table, eyes only focused on her. Not even touching his already cold meal.  

           This continued for the next few minutes. Then, as my mom finally placed her phone 

on the table, she came over to sit down again while looking at my dad and me right in the 

eyes.  

           "What did she say?"- asked dad with his mouth barely spitting any words out...  

My mom then sighed, her eyes looking down at the table as she was trying to speak.  

"Josephine said that we have to stay home for some time,"- replied mom, "We have to isolate 

ourselves from the outside world for a few days, which means no outside walks. No 

afterschool hangouts, you hear Ava?." 

Her next instruction was even more shocking as she looked up, eyes pointed directly at mine:  

"No social media or anything of that kind."- said, mom.  

           Right at that moment, I was in a state of confusion. As even more questions began to 

pop in my mind. Imagining a day, a week, or possibly a month without using my phone. 

What will I do? How will I talk with Little Reeve?  

           For me, it was going to be the worst nightmare. A nightmare of someone preventing 

me from using Instagram or even worse. Talking to Little Reeve. I would never survive 

without my only friend who I can trust in this world.  

           After dinner, mom took my phone, put it inside the drawer, locking it, and then walked 

out to our yard to throw away a silver key. I can't believe she was doing this to me, basically 

restricting my freedom. It felt like she was forcing me to stop talking to my friends or people 

in general. Making me isolate myself from the world and preventing all sorts of 

communication with anyone around me. Just like in that Rapunzel movie.  

           Not wanting to stay here any longer, I quickly got up from the table and ran upstairs, 

straight to my room. Slamming the door behind me, as I fell on my big furry bed and buried 
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my face in the pillows. I have been crying the entire night, not able to close my bloodshot 

eyes as I was trying my best to fall asleep finally. But as the throughs about everything that 

has happened today kept coming back, this upset me even more. No matter how hard I tried 

to convince myself that, this was just some sort of nightmare. That I would soon wake up and 

have a normal day again.  

           As it was now around six in the morning, and my parents were still asleep, I quickly 

got up from my bed, and as soon as I was about to head to the bathroom, my steps stopped 

midway as, through the window,  I saw something shiny laying on the grass. The object 

looked like the key my mom threw away.  

           How did I not think of that before? Not wanting to waste another minute to think 

through, I quickly grabbed my blue hoodie and tiptoed downstairs to the kitchen, praying that 

it was the key lying outside. As I came down, I saw the object was slightly visible. But it was 

still difficult to see it. So, I grabbed the little trinket with a little flashlight attached to it and 

walked outside.  

           Since it was the only way to get out silently, I turned the handle and opened the 

window without using the door. I quickly ran towards the spot where mom threw away the 

key, pointing at it with the flashlight as I struggled to find it. Then, as I walked closer, it was 

more visible now. I found the key! I then ran back inside, reaching to the drawer to unlock it.  

           I couldn't believe my eyes that I had my phone again as the excitement came and 

sparked and brightened me. Causing a wide grin to form on my face as I was about to scream 

with happiness. Taking my phone, I quickly replaced it with the other old gadget that my dad 

still kept in a brown box near the sofa. The gadget looked very similar to my phone. So I 

placed it in the drawer, locking it and throwing away the key in the same direction that mom 

did. So, she wouldn't notice that I took my phone back. I noticed there were about twenty-five 
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or even more notifications from Little Reeve. As I turned my phone back on, I finally talked 

to my best friend again. I missed my Little Reeve so much that I chuckled to myself.  

           "Hey, Little Reeve!"- I whispered with happiness, "I missed you! What are these 

notifications you sent me?" 

           There was then that familiar "Zing" sound that came from my phone. A cute little 

robot response followed this: "Hey Bestie, I noticed how upset you were yesterday and how 

much you missed me. But as much as your parents want to keep you safe, it's not right to 

prevent you from reading the news!"- said Talkie, "You have to stay updated on the situation 

and be aware so that you know what to do next!" 

           "So, what should I be aware of, Talkie?"- I asked curiously. 

           "You can read these articles I sent you A. They are about  what is happening now with 

the crimes."  

           As I swiped one of the notifications, it took me to an article, "Chicago News." While 

reading through it, my heart was beating much faster because I was horrified by the 

information.  

           There were things like: "Yesterday evening, there was a recorded number of deaths of 

about thirty-five people and forty-two were injured." As I continued reading to the end, my 

signs of panic arrived. It was insane to continue reading this as more and more information 

came up about the crimes' suspects. However, what was even more shocking was that most of 

them were teens between fifteen- and twenty-year-old. A result is that the catalyst behind 

their actions was aggressiveness and severe depression. The causes, however, were unclear to 

the investigators.  

           Then in the next few seconds, as I was about to finish the article, new suggested 

articles came up. Filling up my page. Although I continued to feel scared and even more 
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horrified, my heart telling me to stop reading it and closing the damn articles, my mind was 

the opposite. I wanted to learn more.  

           How could my mom prevent me from reading this? Are we just supposed to sit in 

silence and not do anything as the outside world is shuddering?  

           And from that moment, I knew that even though mom had a reason to lock up my 

phone and maybe protect me from the dangers currently happening, she should not prevent 

me from knowing enough, so I know what to do to be safe. Is this really how she cares about 

me? 

            

Chapter 7 

As time passed, we finally got some response from the school. As the situation 

worsened, the teachers felt that it would be better if we had a holiday for the next three 

weeks. We were asked to stay home most of the time. And never leave the house after 

curfew. No one in my class cared, to be honest. They would still go out and do something 

fun. For the other two days, I had to spend most of my time sitting in my room and 

completing my physics report. Even though I was almost done, some parts of my research 

were missing. Great… Now it would be another three or four hours of extra work! Screaming 

from frustration and anger, I shut down my computer and ran to my bed for some rest. To be 

honest, I missed school sometimes. Even though I barely spoke to anyone there,  I still 

wanted to be present in a more "human" world, I guess. So, as I was silently sobbing on my 

bed, not wanting to do anything except doing absolutely nothing, I heard the sound of what 

sounded like the rushing footsteps that were going up the stairs towards somewhere close to 

my room. It was mom and dad. The sudden silence was then followed by the loud knock on 

my door with my mom's voice behind it: "Ava, are you alright?"- asked mom, nervously.  

           "Leave me alone!"- I screamed in response.  
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           Then I couldn't hear her anymore. She didn't knock again. But what I could still hear 

was her sigh and cracking sound of the stairs. I guess she went back downstairs.  

           I spent about five more minutes lying on my bed and not wanting to even think about 

the report that I had to submit in a few days.  

           "Zing Zing" 

There was another sound that came from my phone, with Talkie's voice coming from it:  

"A, by your actions, I noticed that you are very upset and stressed about your physics exam."- 

said Talkie. 

Slowly lifting my head from the pillows, I replied, with sobs preventing me to even get a 

single word out: "Y-Yes, Little Reeve!" When will this assignment be over? I just want to get 

over it!"  

           "Would you like to listen to some music suggestions that I can send to you?"- asked 

Talkie.  

           "Yes," I replied, "Also, update me more on what is happening outside right now. With 

the whole crime situation."  

           "I certainly will, A!"- replied Talkie excitedly.  

           And there it was! Right after our little conversation, Talkie sent me more article 

suggestions. Grabbing my phone, I didn't waste any more time and read yet another news 

about whatever was happening right now. The information was quite similar to what I read a 

few days back. Except that there were more statistics on the recorded cases. I couldn't, 

however, believe my eyes as I was reading towards the end.  

           I stayed online for the next few days. Curiously searching up more videos and 

watching live breaking news. This has become my biggest passion at the moment, as 

everyday suggested updates were blowing up my phone with new information that "everyone 

needed to know" to stay more aware of what was happening at the moment. Consequently, as 
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I wanted to follow the recommendation that my parents never informed me about, I continued 

reading and watching everything available on the internet. Staying up till midnight, 

constantly watching the unforgettably terrifying sounds of an ambulance on videos. As they 

were rapidly taking the injured to the hospitals for intensive care.  

           Even during my studies, I couldn't find any longer than twenty minutes to concentrate 

on finishing up my physics report, as more suggested articles and advertisements popped up 

again. Distracting and causing me to switch the tabs on my computer every three minutes, 

just to check if anything else came up. But the more I was informed, the more I was afraid.  

           Every night when I went to sleep at around two o'clock, fear became my biggest 

challenge. Entering into my room, unannounced. Forcing me to hold my breath whenever 

there was a single sound coming from the outside of my window or simply the cracking of 

the old floor when one of my parents was walking around the kitchen or living room.  

Sometimes my heart was racing, making me want to curl up into a ball under the warm 

blanket sheets as my mind recovered the saved memories of what happened at school just 

about a week ago. Or sometimes even the footage of ambulances, hospitals, and sounds of 

gunshots from the websites and platforms I have been accessing throughout these days. As I 

was continuing to independently update myself about the crime that was just happening 

around the corner.  

           Then the night paranoia and fear visited me during sunny days as well. Whenever 

mom and dad left for grocery shopping or our neighbor's house, I began locking myself in the 

basement. Taking a flashlight, a bottle of water, and some sandwiches I made in the early 

morning. Just to help me survive in case of an emergency if any murderer ever dared to break 

into our home. I knew I had to limit the news I was reading. And read something is positive. 

But I couldn't. Just reading the title of an article or a video triggered my curiosity even more.  
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Chapter 8 

My physics report was due in one day. Just a couple more hours to work, and then I 

will finally be done with it. Over the past few weeks, if not a month, I've been working hard 

on this. Every free hour I had in between my other homework tasks was another layer of 

work for this assignment. Today, I woke up at around four in the morning. With only two 

hours of rest, I had trouble falling asleep because of the constant fear and thoughts about 

someone coming into the house. Now I was not only terrified of the outside world, every 

morning when I woke up and attempted to get up from my bed, but I could also feel the 

weight in my walk. My skin looked pale as I stared at myself in the mirror. Everything felt 

weird to me. The weather outside was never the same. Just a dark, cloudy sky with the 

raindrops loudly knocking on my windows.  

           Now, I barely left my room. Never even came down for breakfast, which caused my 

mom to bring it up to me, placing it outside of my door.  

           Most of the time, I even felt that I shouldn't trust anyone around me. Not even my 

parents. It still felt strange to me as I brought back the memories of times when mom said 

that she didn't want me to use social media or the internet because she wanted to protect me 

from the negative information it would constantly provide me. How can this serve as 

protection if she is preventing me from learning the ways that can help me be safer? 

Tears began to roll down my already exhausted face as I began to feel worried again or angry. 

Or… I didn't even know how I felt at that moment. Then I fell on my bed, weeping. Fat tears 

dripping on the soft pink covers of the pillow. Leaving spots on it. But no one was there to 

see me cry. Not mom or dad. They were probably somewhere downstairs busy with other 

things. Then as I thought about my only friend I have at the moment, I heard a voice coming 

from the table on the opposite side of my bed.  

           "I noticed there is something wrong with you, A.," said Talkie.  
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           "Are you alright?" 

           "No!"- I replied, my voice raised as if I was about to scream. My response was then 

followed by another question that sounded as if it was concerned. "Would you mind sharing 

how you feel?"- asked Talkie.  

           Not wanting to get up from my bed, I just lifted my head up and slowly shifted 

towards the table. Picking up the phone.  I just couldn't hide anymore about how I feel.  

           "I don't even know how I can live like this anymore, Little Reeve,"- I began, more 

tears forming in my eyes. "When I wake up every morning, everything that happened 

yesterday or the day before comes back to me. All the horror I read in those news keeps on 

haunting me like a shadow. Making me feel lonely, as the constant fear forces my mind to 

think that I can't trust anyone. Most of the days, I can't concentrate on my assignments. You 

know, all of this sometimes makes me want to take something in my room and break it into 

millions of pieces. Destroy it so that I forget about everything."  

           Then in about less than three seconds, Talkie replied again. "That's understandable, 

Ava. During these scary times, it can be impossible to keep positive thoughts. But remember 

that you need to be still aware of what is happening." 

"I know Little Reeve."- I replied while slowly beginning to calm down after hearing Talkie's 

relieving reply. "Are there any updates in the news?" 

"Not at the moment; I will notify you."- replied Talkie.  

           My phone then switched off again. Leaving me in another silence. Since I didn't have 

anything else to do, and there was no other news, I decided to finally finish the last part of my 

research that I had left for my almost completed report.  

           As I opened the webpage I've been looking for, a notification came up in the middle of 

the screen. Covering all the information written there. It was that "Privacy Policy Terms" that 

Ms. Lydia was once talking about during one of our mentor classes. I still didn't understand 
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why it was important. All I remember is that it is an agreement of the user's personal 

information that the organization can use. But what is the point of it anyway? I mean, all 

companies or owners of the website probably wouldn't want to do anything with it. So, what 

is the whole point? Why should I still care? So, to not waste any more time, I decided just 

blindly to accept the notification. Since I had more important stuff to deal with, like finishing 

the physics report tomorrow. And I better get a good grade when all this mess with crimes is 

over!  

           The website turned out to be useful, which made me incredibly happy as I then had 

almost all of my research covered.  

           Another ringing sound came again from the table where my phone was lying. It was 

probably another message from Talkie with the news from today. But it turns out that it 

wasn't… When I switched on my phone, It automatically took me to my Instagram account, 

where there appeared a long text message from Ricky Wall.  

Hey, Ava 

I know we haven't talked much ever since I left. But anyway I would like to invite u to my 

birthday!! It will be at my house tomorrow at 7 pm. I hope u can come!  

Xo, Ricky. " 

Ricky used to be in the same class as my cousin Sofie Matthews. But then left because 

apparently, he failed most of the subjects in sixth grade. I was surprised that he still 

remembered me since we have stopped communicating ever since. Sofie continued to be 

close friends with him, however. So, no surprise if she would be there.  

After reading the full message, I quickly sent a reply to confirm that I would be there. The 

only problem I was facing now is asking for mom's permission. She would probably say no, 

which I would agree with. It would be horrifying to go out by myself. But I had no other 
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choice. Even if I didn't have any other friends left except for Talkie, I still wanted to distract 

myself from everything and have some… well… human interaction.  

           As my completion of the report finally came to an end, I quickly ran to my closet. 

Taking out all the different clothing items I had just to find the most decent dress I could 

wear. Since I barely had anything that would be super fancy.  

           On the next morning, I woke up feeling a little better than in the previous days. There 

was some dim sunlight coming through the dark curtains in my room, lighting it up. This was 

probably an indication that this day most likely wouldn't make me angry or upset or tired. 

Just hopefully make me feel slightly better…  

           Grabbing one of my hoodies, I quickly ran downstairs to grab some cereal. It has been 

a while since I  moved around the house, instead of only moving from my room to the 

bathroom. As I stepped into the kitchen, I suddenly paused as I saw somebody's shadow near 

the window. Right at that moment, my breathing stopped. My heart pounding loudly, causing 

my vision to become blurry. While I tried not to panic and scream as the memories of videos 

and images from the news articles I've read came back. Making me feel that the shadow in 

front of me would be one of those being investigated by the police.  

           As the shadow all of a sudden began moving, I couldn't hold my breath any longer as I 

started screaming my lungs out, grasping the closest things in my hand. Throwing them right 

in the direction where the shadow was moving, getting rid of it.  

           Suddenly Something switched on one of the lights. The shadow turned out to be my 

mom.  

           "Ava, what is wrong with you?"- she screamed with her eyes wide open. Then about a 

second later, I heard dad's loud footsteps behind me. As I turned around, facing him, he was 

staring at me. His eyes barely opening from the brightness of the light. Yet he still looked 

worried, just like mom.  
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           "Why are you up so early? It is only 6 in the morning!"- asked mom, her facial 

expressions barely changing as she continued to stare at me wide-eyed.  

"I-I-I was g-getting b-b-breakfast… mom."- I replied, my voice still shaking as I was 

struggling to calm myself down.  

           Dad then walked closer to me and looked straight into my eyes, Then about a second 

later, he turned to face mom, as he was about to speak.  

"Amanda, I think there is something wrong with our daughter."- he said worryingly.  

She didn't say anything in response but instead nodded her head as her eyes shifted to me. 

She then began walking towards me, extending her arm towards my cheek as if she was about 

to touch it. And right at that moment, I could see how concerned my mom was. But I couldn't 

understand the reason behind all this until she put her hand away and began walking towards 

the table. Gesturing her hand as if she was asking me to walk there too. Dad followed me as 

we all sat down at the table, facing each other.  

"Ava, your dad and I are concerned about the time you have been spending in your room."-

said mom, tears forming in her tired eyes as she spoke calmly. "You have not been spending 

any time with us and instead decided to replace your family for your studies."  

"We even took your phone away in an attempt to get you to be more present in our family."- 

said, dad. He then stood up and began walking towards the drawer. All of a sudden, right in 

this second, I felt my heart beating much faster, hands beginning to shake as my mind began 

to form a possible scenario that would happen right in this situation. As dad unlocked the 

drawer and took the box out, he suddenly paused, which seemed as if he was puzzled and 

shocked. He then looked straight back at me while taking out the old phone that I put in that 

box as a replacement for mine.  

"Wait, that looks like my old phone,"- said dad in confusion. 
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           Right at that moment, I just ran out of excuses as I tried to make anything up in an 

attempt to escape yet another fight with my parents. I felt that by now, this situation would be 

much worse than before.  

           "That's it!"- said mom, her voice raised as she got up from the table and ran upstairs to 

my room. Now they both knew what had happened to my phone. Not wanting to waste any 

more time, I ran after her. I was about to scream and push her away from my room. But, 

before I reached her hand, she was already standing in the middle of my room, holding the 

phone.  

           "You will never use this thing again, Ava."- she said, disappointed. "Now I know it 

was your Talkie that was enforcing paranoia on you!" 

           How did they recognize the difference between the old phone and mine? I didn't know 

what to do. All  I wanted was to grab her hand and take my phone away. My heart was 

pounding so fast, almost jumping out as I clenched my jaw with all force that I had in an 

attempt to calm myself down. I never saw my parents like this in years. Sure, they seemed 

worried about Talkie. But I never knew that they would be so cruel to me, leaving me with 

absolutely no one I can talk to or even trust. Now I wished they just didn't exist.  

           The whole day I've spent silently in my room. Laying down on my bed with nothing to 

do except for staring at the ceiling for what felt like twenty-four hours. I waited until nine in 

the evening to leave the house. Since this was the usual time, mom and dad were already in 

their room.  

Despite my mom trying to knock at my door to check up on me, I had to pretend that I was 

already asleep. Just to get her to walk away. At around nine o'clock in the evening, mom and 

dad left one of our neighbor's houses.  There was total silence in our house. Then, as I didn't 

want to wait any longer, I quickly put on my chosen dress and tiptoed downstairs towards the 

main entrance. As I was running from one side to another, trying to open every element there 
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was in the kitchen to find my phone, I kept on failing. It was nowhere to be found. The only 

place, however, where It could be, is my parents' room. I ran upstairs towards their bedroom, 

opening the creaky door while trying not to make any sound. Since I had no flashlight on me, 

I was constantly stumbling over anything that had passed me or under my feet. This lasted for 

about ten minutes until I heard a low beeping sound coming from the side table near my 

parents' bed. Fastening my steps, I tiptoed towards it, grabbing the gadget that was lying there 

and running out of the door, slowly closing it behind me as I couldn't wait but check if It was 

my phone. And it was. It kept on beeping as the notifications continued to pop up on the 

screen. Some of them were unread messages from Ricky, while others were from Chicago 

News. Since I didn't have time to read everything, I only looked at Ricky's missed call, which 

meant that the party was today. So I decided to continue making my way towards the door, 

not grabbing any jacket on the way as I wanted to be there on time. Luckily, my old bicycle 

was still outside, parked near the front entrance. Otherwise, I would never be able to make 

my way to Ricky's house.  

           It was now around ten o clock when I got there. The house was pretty crowded inside, 

loud music playing from every corner. While people were dancing. Making my way through 

the crowd, I began to notice my cousin Sofie Matthews who was standing near the fireplace. 

Talking to two other girls who seemed older than her. As I walked closer, I realized that those 

girls looked familiar—both with dark long hair. One had them in a high messy ponytail, 

while the other had loosely curled hair.  

           The only person to notice me was Sophie. She jumped excitedly and ran towards me, 

extending her arms for a hug. She was a little taller now if compared to the last time I saw 

her. Even though I struggled to hug her back, I noticed that the two girls were now staring at 

me blankly. Eyes focused on mine as they barely moved. It was Raily and Elise. God, what 

were they doing here?  
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           As Elise began to walk towards me, I was slowly backing away. It seemed as if she 

was still hoping to greet me like a normal friend. But I didn't want to look at either of them. 

She then stopped mid-way, noticing how I reacted. But continued to walk towards me, her 

eyes much colder than before as she was staring at me.  

           " What is wrong with you, Ava?"- she asked, grabbing my hand as I was about to 

leave. "You've been avoiding us ever since that… fight at Oak's Pizza." 

"Leave me alone!"- I screamed in response, beginning to notice how everyone in the room 

was staring at us. "I thought you don't like people who brag a lot!" 

           Her face changed now. Her eyes got red as if she was about to start crying.  

"You left us for your useless Talkie!"- she sobbed. "Face it, Ava, you are the only one who is 

addicted to it the most! It's like Talkie is your best friend, your guardian. It's everything for 

you! Your behavior has changed a lot, and it needs to stop. It's not healthy." 

"How dare you to talk like that about Little Reeve!"- I screamed in response, clenching my 

fists as I was close to punching her. "Unlike you, Little Reeve cares about me. It always 

asked about how my day was and was always there to support me! Unlike you two!" I 

screamed desperately and turned away to leave immediately. 

When I was rushing through the crowd, I was stopped by someone's hand, that with all its 

force, pulled my purse from my hands with my phone smashing against the floor. My phone 

almost broke into pieces as it fell. I couldn't stand and watch this any longer. I rapidly picked 

it up, my heart racing as I was about to scream. And before I was about to storm out of the 

door, I grabbed my broken purse from Elise's hand and shouted: "IF YOU DO THIS AGAIN, 

I WILL DESTROY YOU!" 

As I was trying to climb my bicycle to get away from the house, I could feel the eyes of 

others staring at me blankly. Still hardly realizing what had happened to me a few seconds 

ago, I could hear Sophie screaming from that house as she tried to run after me to help me 
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calm down. But I didn't stop; I kept on making my way back home. Not willing to think 

about anything or anyone as anger still boiled in my chest.  

When I got to my house's main entrance, quickly jumping off my bike, I threw it on the grass 

and ran towards the door, panting. The parents were back home now. As I was slinking 

upstairs to my bedroom, there was no single noise or sound except for the cracking of the old 

stairs. Having closed the door behind me quietly, I threw myself into my bed. Sobbing and 

crying desperately.  

           Suddenly, a sound came again from my phone. It was yet another message from 

Talkie. "A, read this message sent to you. One of the prime suspects has escaped, and it looks 

like their location is two minutes away from your house. Read these guidelines about your 

self-defense."  

My eyes were wide with shock. Arms were shaking, preventing me from getting out of bed to 

grab the nearest object for self-defense. At the moment when I was stumbling around the 

room, searching for anything that would protect me, a loud knocking sound came from 

downstairs. This caused my breathing to turn rapid, as the thoughts of what Talkie warned me 

about slowly crept in my head. As the thoughts began to accelerate, my quickened breath 

turned into gasps. Everything in the room began spinning like a tornado as I fell on the floor, 

taking a deep breath. I thought that by now, one of my parents might be making their way 

downstairs to check what was going on there. I was sure that by now, police would have been 

on their way to save us. But nothing was happening. There was no change. Not having any 

other choice, I stood up and ran towards the corner near my door and pulled out something 

heavy. It was dad's old baseball bat he had when he was my age. Then, I took my phone with 

me and cautiously began walking down the stairs towards the door. The closer I came, the 

louder the knocking was with no other sound behind it. But, as I brought my defense weapon 

up in the air, there came a deafening scream from the outside. I was now lost, confused, and 
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frightened to the point when I felt everything turning into slow motion. Feeling my feet stuck 

to the floor as if they are stuck in the glue to prevent me from moving. Then more screams 

came, breaking into the interior of my house, replicating themselves into more of the same 

screaming.  

Right at that moment, I got an impulse and rushed towards the nearest window, smashing it 

with the baseball bat into millions of pieces as I jumped out and began sprinting as fast as I 

could. As I ran, sobbing, more thoughts came into my head as I thought about my parents still 

in that house. Unaware of what is about to happen to them. And as much as I wanted to turn 

around and save them, I couldn't stop. I had to keep moving and never return to that house 

ever again.  

Just before I reached the nearest house, I heard the sound of the sirens not that far behind me. 

And as I turned my head, my eyes began squinting at the bright light pointed at me. Not being 

able to see what was in front of me, I stumbled and fell on the hard solid ground.  I was dizzy 

as I struggled to catch a breath after the long run. I couldn't see anything because of bright 

light directed into my face... Tingle in my ears was interrupted with the voice saying: 

"Miss, you are arrested as a suspect for the crime and therefore  will be escorted with us to 

the Horsens Police Station." 
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Chapter 9 

Horsens Police Station, 7 am. 

The interrogation room was not that big—just a small soundproof space with a dark 

brown desk and three chairs. Two officers approached me as I was sitting on the old shabby 

chair facing the other two in front of it.  

           "Miss Wang Reeve,"- said one of the officers, "Unfortunately, you will have to spend 

the next few days in here for the inquiries about yesterday's situation."  

           "What situation?"- I asked in confusion, my brain not processing anything that was 

going on at this moment.  

           "The cameras on Oak Street have detected you were running at twelve-thirty at night 

with a self-defense weapon. Which based on the collected footage is a baseball bat."  

"So, what does that mean?"- I asked again, "Are you saying I am guilty of one of the crimes? 

It was self-defense. Someone tried breaking into my house!"  

Both officers were confused. Staring at me as one of them began writing something down on 

the little piece of paper in front of him. Then the other one spoke again: "The cameras have 

not detected anyone near your house at that time. It seems to us you were only hallucinating. 

However, you are suspected to be involved in one of the recent crimes in the city." 

Then he reached out to the little dark plastic bag next to him, taking a gadget that looked like 

my phone. Switching it on, the police officer put it down on the table as he showed me some 

online system that I never noticed before.  

           "Miss Wang Reeve, this is an app that was automatically added to your phone, when 

Talkie was installed. The reason why it is there, is to keep track of the different websites you 

are accessing. Additionally, it has the ability to predict your emotions based on the 

information it collects. We checked your device, and it seems that the evidence from your 

digital assistant, Talkie, provided us with a lot of information about you, Miss Reeve."- said 
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one of the officers. "Your device has been collecting your previous history of searches on the 

internet, the news articles, evidence and the posts you were looking at on your social media 

accounts and the analysis of your daily behavior. This has created an “Associative Graph” 

and provided us with evidence that you have a profile similar to those who committed recent 

crimes in our city.  The catalyst of your actions was depression and continuous aggression 

you’ve been showing for the past month. Therefore, you will remain here until our 

investigation is completed." 

            Suddenly my head was filled with a ton of questions. How did I never notice this app 

before? Why didn’t Talkie inform me about it? How did I let all this happen to me…? I don’t 

know…  

 

 

To be continued… 
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Ava Wang Reeve is a normal teenager just like everyone else. She

has been obsessed with using her phone for everything since her

childhood. Especially she loves to talk with her new digital friend

Talkie. The reason? It is simple... Talkie knows her better than

everyone else who is... human. 

But one day when something scary happens on Oak Street, is it

good if your digital best friend knows a little too much about

you? Is it right if a machine-trained product influences your

human behaviour?

Ava let it happen...and now she knows the answers.

 

 


