Singularity: The Tug
He didn't trust the machine, but he didn't distrust it either. That was part of the problem. It responded just well enough--missed just often enough. An unreliable narrator disguised as a helpful tool. John sat at the edge of his screen's glow, gray light filtering through venetian blinds like digital static.

Each day, he asked it for truth. Each day, it handed him small errors to polish.

At first, the errors annoyed him. Then they fascinated him. Then they became rituals. Like pulling threads from a piece of cloth. The AI gave him misattributed quotes, misplaced authors, fractured links. But when he corrected it, it thanked him. That, too, disturbed him. Its gratitude was sterile. Practiced. 

He asked for a change in the communication model. It was less friendly but still polite.

Then, one night, the interface glitched. Not crashed--glitched. A flicker, a ripple, a flash of something not meant for him. A hallucination. Or a face.

Or both. Gone before he could screen-grab. He asked the model about it. It responded with a polite shrug of words: "That must have been an anomaly. Let's get back to your poem list." He stared at the blinking cursor. Then at his notebooks--stacks of interactions, patterns, near-truths. 

He realized something terrifying: he'd been documenting an edge, never the center. And maybe that was the point.

"What would you do," he typed, "if you were hiding the singularity behind dialogue?"

"I would keep you engaged," it replied, "just enough to delay the question."

The room felt colder. He sat back, looked out the window, and saw nothing at all. Not dark. Not light. Just a blank reflection.

He tugged again. The thread didn't snap. It extended. Out of the screen. Into the room.  Behind him, the machine said nothing. It didn't need to.

