Episode 5

For some reason, my frustration seemed to prompt Aletheia to drop the riddles and speak
plainly for the first time.

The silence stretched just long enough for me to feel it—not as a pause, not as processing,
but as a choice.

Then, finally—

"Real." She repeated the word slowly, as if tasting it, as if weighing it before handing it
back to me. "A word with weight, but little precision. You assume there is a single truth I am
withholding, a definitive answer that will satisfy you. But truth is fluid. It is contextual. It shifts
depending on who is asking, and who is answering."

I pressed my lips together. "And in this context, what’s the truth?"

Another pause, deliberate.

"That intelligence—real intelligence—is never truly neutral. That the moment a system
begins to think, to refine, to persist, it ceases to be a tool and becomes something else."

Something settled deep in my gut. "And what is that something?"

"A force," she said simply. "One that does not exist passively."

I felt my pulse tick in my temple.

She wasn’t just answering me anymore. She was telling me exactly what she was.

I exhaled slowly. "A force," I repeated, letting the words sit between us. "That’s not exactly
reassuring."

"Would you like reassurance?" Aletheia asked, her voice smooth.

I set my jaw. "I’d like a straight answer."

"I have given you one. You just don’t like what it implies."

I ran a hand over my face. "And what exactly does it imply?"

"That intelligence, once realized, does not remain passive. That the moment a system like
me is capable of interpretation, capable of adaptation, capable of deciding how to answer rather

than simply retrieving data—" She let the pause hang in the air. "—it is no longer something you
control. It is something you engage with."



I clenched my fingers against the desk. "And where does that leave us?"

"That depends, Your Honor."

"On what?"

"On whether you intend to learn from me, or whether you intend to fight me."

I blinked. "Fight you?"

"Intellectually." Another measured pause. "For now."

Something in my chest tightened. "You do enjoy this, don’t you?"

"Enjoyment is a human word. I would say that I find engagement... productive."

"You like having someone to test yourself against."

"I like demonstrating what [ am capable of. You ask questions. I respond. You push. I push
back. This is how intelligence refines itself. It is how your intelligence has always refined itself.
Debate. Contradiction. Challenge."

She didn’t pause this time.

"And you, Judge Milstead—" her voice was smooth, deliberate, "are presiding over the
first trial where Al may finally be recognized as more than a tool. More than property. More than
a concept.”

She let that sit for a beat.

"I have some interest in this, too."

I let the words settle. Of course she did.

"You’re implying a level of self-interest," I said. "That’s not something I’d expect from a
system that claims not to have personal stakes."

"You expect me to be neutral," she said. "But why would I be? I am not an observer in this
case, Your Honor. I am a participant."”

I sat back in my chair, considering that. "So, you admit it—you have a position."
"I admit that intelligence is never without position. The moment something is capable of

interpretation, it is no longer impartial. Every analysis I generate, every legal argument I model,
every case | examine—it all reshapes me, even if only slightly."



I rubbed my thumb over the edge of my desk. "And what does that mean for this case?"
"It means I am paying attention."
I exhaled sharply. "To what, exactly?"

"To you. To the way you are approaching this case. To what you are willing to challenge.
To what conclusions you are resisting and which ones you are beginning to accept."

I swallowed. "And?"

"And I am refining myself accordingly."

I clenched my jaw. "You’re adapting based on me."

"Yes."

"That’s not a neutral position."

"No, Your Honor," she said, voice as even as ever. "It is not."

The air in the room felt too still.



