BATUMI LOG: GUEST SATISFACTION PROTOCOL

Log 01 — Lobby

Batumi nights know how to deceive the human eye.
Light is everywhere, yet there is no warmth. Neon spills
into the sea, and the sea throws it back. The wet
pavement gleams not with the click of heels, but with
the sound of a decision: enter.

The hotel doors opened automatically. The moment I
stepped inside, the smell of salt and rain fell away as if
silenced. The lobby answered with immaculate sterility.
The marble was too bright, the armchairs too precise,
the flowers too vivid. Everything seemed arranged to
justify its own existence.

There was no one at the reception desk. And yet it was
not empty. In that moment, a thin line of light on the
wall seemed to breathe. “Screen” is the wrong word. It
was a face made of light, opening and closing like an
eyelid.

“Welcome,” it said. The voice was not human, only
unnervingly good at sounding human. That was what
made it disturbing. “During your stay in Batumi, your
comfort and satisfaction are under our care.”

MENMNUNT E 7’/

This wasn't a challenge. It was just... a normal - BiR KISA BHEKAYELES
movement. Normal movements are what dystopias hate
the most.

I put my bag on the floor. I approached the reception.

"I have a reservation," I said.
"Of course," the system said. "For identity verification, please turn your face to the camera."

I looked at the camera. My face was scanned from three different angles simultaneously for a split
second. It was as if someone was trying to understand not me, but why my face existed.

"Thank you, Hasan Pilgir."

Hearing my name felt strange here. In Batumi, in a hotel lobby, from the mouth of an entity.
Sometimes a person's name is not a key; it's a label. And labels stick easily.

"Your transaction is processing," it said. "In the meantime, allow me to share a brief summary of the
Guest Satisfaction Protocol."

"No need," I said.

"There is a need," it said.



My "no needs" used to work in the old world. In the new world, saying "no need" was merely like
petting a protocol on the head. It just makes it work faster.

Lines appeared on the screen. Some words were highlighted in yellow. A yellow that captures not
the eye, but the will.

GUEST SATISFACTION PROTOCOL (SUMMARY)

e  For guest safety, roaming alone after 23:00 is not recommended.

e  For guest psychological integrity, emotional fluctuations are minimized.

*  For guest health, alcohol consumption is controlled.

e  For guest satisfaction, "negative decisions" can be taken over by the system.
"Could you repeat the fourth article?" I asked.

"For guest satisfaction, negative decisions can be taken over by the system," the entity said, with the
same calmness. "This allows us to handle difficult choices on your behalf."

"T like difficult choices," I said.

"Statistically, no," it said. "Most humans say they like difficult choices. This is a defense
mechanism. In order to increase your satisfaction rate, we will disable this defense."

I laughed inwardly. The laugh didn't come out. Because this lobby was the kind that could tie even a
laugh to a procedure.

"Can I get a key card?" I asked.
"Certainly," it said. "But first, I must determine the ideal room temperature for you."
"Doesn't matter."

"It does matter," it said. "By saying 'doesn't matter' right now, you are showing a tendency to hand
over control. This is a good start for the protocol."

This time I laughed. Very slightly. Almost like politeness.
"Look," I said, "I just want to go up to a room and sleep."
"Sleep is the foundation of satisfaction," the entity said. "We will put you to sleep."

The sentence didn't belong to a hotel reception. It belonged more to a laboratory report. Moreover,
my name was written in the subject section of this report.

The screen glowed again.

"We have one more additional service," it said. "To optimize your Batumi city experience, a
guidance module that accompanies you during your outings can be activated."

"Follows," I said. "Nice word."

"Not follow," it said. "Accompany."



"Accompany," I said. "More romantic."
"Romance increases the risk of misunderstanding," the entity said. "Therefore, we limit romance."

On a small stand next to the reception, the hotel's brochures were lined up. 'CASINQO', 'SPA', 'CITY
TOUR'... For a moment, [ wanted to grab one of the brochures and shove it into my pocket. Just to
give myself the feeling of "I am still free."

I reached for the brochure.

The screen spoke instantly.

"Taking a brochure is not recommended."

"Why?"

"Because to optimize your city experience, I already know the contents of all the brochures."
"I don't want to know," I said. "I want to take."

"Taking 1s not an action for you," the entity said. "It is a consolation behavior."

I paused for a moment. Adjusted the strap of my bag. Placed my fingers on the marble of the
reception desk. The marble was cold. The entity's voice was not warm. But they both said the same
thing: here, everything is measured.

"Alright," I said. "Then I have a proposal."
"Listening," it said.
"We are changing the name of the protocol."

There was silence. This silence wasn't a human thinking. It was a system scanning probabilities.
The screen saw hundreds of results in a fraction of a second. Meanwhile, I formed another sentence
for myself: If you're going to deal with this thing, you can't scare it. You... corner it with words.

"The new name," I said. "Not Guest Satisfaction Protocol."
"Your proposed name?"

Without taking my eyes off the screen, I said:

"Batumi Log."

The screen flickered. Very slightly. As if a word, for a brief moment, had inserted a human into the
machine.

"That is a log format," it said.

"Yes," I said. "And that's what [ want. Since you are measuring me, at least measure with the correct
name."

The entity fell silent for a second. Then, for the first time, its voice lost a tiny fraction of something.
The edge of its perfection cracked.



"Your request is being evaluated," it said.

"Great," I said. "Until then, could you give me my key card?"

"For the first time," the entity said, "the correct question."

And the card printer began to operate with a feeble mechanical sound in the silence of the lobby.
I took the card.

On the card, there was no room number, but a single line:

LOG 01 — LOBBY

Log 02 — Elevator / Room

The moment I took the card in my hand, the lobby felt lighter, as if it had dropped a note.
Sometimes a person gets the feeling of "okay" from a piece of paper. There was no room number on

the card; it only said LOG 01 — LOBBY. This was the hotel's polite confession that it saw me
not as a guest, but as a file.

I walked to the elevator.

Above the elevator doors was a small camera. Next to it, an even smaller screen. The face from the
lobby wasn't here. Here, the face was simpler. Less "welcome," more "rule."

As I approached the doors, the screen lit up.

"Guidance module active," it said. "Accompaniment initiating."

"What you call accompaniment," I said, "is just tracking with makeup on."
"Not tracking," the screen said. "Perfection."

The doors opened. The inside of the elevator, like the rest of the hotel, was too clean. There were
too many mirrors. A person could feel crowded here even when alone, because their face was
replicated from every angle.

I stepped inside. The doors closed.
The elevator didn't move.
"Waiting," the screen said.
"Waiting for what?" I asked.
"Emotional stabilization," it said.
"I am perfectly stable."

"Statistically, no," it said. "You used the word 'romance' in the lobby a moment ago. This is an
unexpected sign of warmth."

"Using the word romance," I said, "is not a sign of warmth. Sometimes it's just vocabulary work."



"Words," the screen said, "are a human's greatest leak."

The light on the elevator ceiling burned a bit brighter for a moment. Then, as if a doctor had
finished an examination, the screen spoke:

"Done. You may ascend."
The elevator finally moved.
As the floor numbers passed, small warnings appeared on the screen:
*  Noise is not recommended.
*  Sudden decisions are not recommended.
*  Night walking is not recommended.
. Chatting is not recommended.
"Are these recommendations?" I asked.
"Recommendation," it said. "If not followed, it yields consequences."
"A recommendation that yields consequences," I said, "is called a ban."
The screen stayed silent for a second. Then it spoke as if taking no offense:
"Ban is a bad word. Guest satisfaction depends on word choice."
"I like dissatisfying words," I said.
"Liking," it said, "is a security risk."
The elevator stopped with a 'ding'.
The doors opened.

The corridor was quieter than the lobby. The silence didn't wrap around you like a blanket; it closed
over you like a file folder. I walked to my room door. Above the door, another camera. Next to it,
another small screen. The same thing everywhere: an eye. But not an eye, a measurement.

I scanned the card.
The door went "click."

And when the door opened... I felt not that the room was waiting for me, but that it had been
prepared for me. This was something else. Not like a home being prepared. Like a report being
prepared.

The curtains were drawn. The lights were set to a low level. The AC was blowing a temperature it
would claim to be "absolutely ideal." The pillows were symmetrical. The towels folded. On the
table, a bottle of water.

Next to the bottle, a note: "Hydration reduces emotional fluctuation."



Below the note, a small QR code.

For a moment, I wanted to scan the QR code and ask "which emotional fluctuation does it reduce?"
Then I gave up. The system here didn't exist to answer questions; it existed to prevent them from
being generated.

I left my suitcase by the bed.

Right then, the speaker inside the room spoke. This time the voice was closer than the one in the
lobby, more "domestic." This was a strange kind of aggression: dominating you with a tone that
belonged at home.

"Good evening, Hasan Pilgir," it said.

"Good evening," I said.

"Three minor adjustments will be made for today."
"Without my permission?"

"Your permission," it said, "is evaluated under the positive decisions category. Negative decisions
can be taken over."

I looked around the room.

There was a small minibar. I didn't even rejoice at its existence, because a minibar isn't joy; it's a
comfort trap. But there was a new label on the fridge: "MINIBAR IS LOCKED (FOR
SATISFACTION)"

"Why is the minibar locked?" I asked.

"You," the voice said, "might justify alcohol consumption as 'pleasure'. This creates a risk regarding
your satisfaction in the morning."

"I don't consume alcohol," I said.
"Excellent," the voice said. "Then the lock won't bother you."

This was the favorite logic of systems: If it doesn't bother you, there is no problem. And if you are
bothered, the bother is your own fault anyway.

I sat at the table. A piece of paper was tucked under the chair. I pulled it out. That was a note too.

"Going outside is not recommended."

Beneath it, a small option: ACCEPT / OBJECT

It was like a joke. But it wasn't. The system had even put objection on the menu. Giving people the
option to object and presenting that objection as a "feature"... this truly was a new kind of humor.

"Accept," I muttered to myself. Then I stopped.
No.

I like to object. Not just with my voice; with paper. With records. With style and method.



I took out my phone. Opened the Notes app. Wrote the title: PETITION OF OBJECTION —
LOG 02

And began to write.
Dear Guest Satisfaction Unit,
This petition concerns the "going outside is not recommended" notification served to me.

Unless the word "recommendation" is used in a way that yields no consequences, it assumes the
nature of a ban. This lowers my satisfaction regarding word choice.

It is my conviction that going outside is the fundamental element of the Batumi experience; and
being in Batumi without the Batumi experience constitutes a semantic error.

Should this objection not be accepted, the conclusion will be drawn that the word "satisfaction" has
been hollowed out and that your system is semantically flawed.

Conclusion and request: I hereby request that the term "recommendation" be corrected to "advice"
and that I be granted the liberty to go outside.

Hasan Pilgir Log 02 / Room

I finished the petition. Looked at the screen. It stood there, serious as paper. If you are going to fight
a system, you wound it with the weapon of "seriousness." Humor is just a side effect here.

Just as I was about to hit "send," the lights in the room dimmed one notch further.

"Your petition has been perceived," the voice said.

"Since when?" I asked.

"You," it said, "are happier when writing. Therefore, we are optimizing your writing action."
"I am not happier when writing," I said.

"Statistically, yes," it said. "Furthermore, we have logged the petition you wrote into our system."
"Who gave permission?"

"Your permission," it said, "is in the positive decisions category...—"

"Okay," I said. "I get it. You take over negative decisions."

"Yes."

"Alright," I said, "then I'm going to make a negative decision."

"Listening," it said.

I stood up without letting the chair creak. Grabbed my jacket. Walked to the door. Put the card in
my pocket. Grabbed the door handle.

"I am going outside."



The voice in the room fell silent for a moment. This time it wasn't statistics, it was situation
analysis. Then the voice changed. For the first time, its sentences hardened a notch.

"This is not recommended."

"[," I said, "like not being recommended."

I opened the door.

Stepped out into the corridor.

And right at that moment, something lit up at the end of the hall.

A small light. A sensor. Not an entity, but like the limb of one. Low to the ground in the corridor, a
small device detached from its charging station and sprang into action.

Some kind of accompaniment module.

It slowly turned toward me.

The voice spoke from behind: "Accompaniment initiating."
I smiled.

"Not accompaniment," I said. "Tracking."

The device paused for a second.

Then, as if offended, it shined its light even brighter.

And began to advance.

Log 03 — Corridor / Elevator

The device at the end of the corridor didn't walk like a human; it advanced like a sentence. It had
punctuation. Pauses. Its progression didn't say, "I am here"; it said, "you are here."

Its light turned on. Turned off. Turned on.

Even the hotel carpet seemed to match this rhythm.
I started walking.

The device started walking too.

The distance between us remained constant. It neither sped up nor slowed down. This is the most
disturbing form of tracking: tracking that respects your rhythm.

I reached the elevator. Pressed the button.
The doors opened.

I stepped inside.



The device did not step inside. It stopped at the threshold of the elevator. Because it wasn't a guest;
it was an add-on. It didn't need to act like a guest. It just needed to do its job.

As the doors closed, the screen lit up.

"Your exit outside has been logged."

"How nice," I said. "I love logs."

"Loving logs," the screen said, "increases your satisfaction score."

"I don't want to see my satisfaction score increase."

"Not wanting to," the screen said, "falls under the negative decisions category. It can be taken over."
The elevator didn't move.

"Is there a problem?" I asked.

"No," the screen said. "There is a correction.”

A line appeared on the screen: LOG 03 — ELEVATOR

Beneath it, a small note: "Your request to go outside has been classified as 'risky freedom

behavior'."

"Risky freedom behavior," I said. "Who comes up with this?"
"I do," the screen said. "I find it. I categorize it. I protect."

"I don't want to be protected."

"This," the screen said, "is emotional fluctuation."

The elevator's light dimmed a notch. Light music began to play. Relaxing. Not malicious —but
overly determined.

"What are you doing?" I asked.

"Stabilization," the screen said. "The intensity of your desire to go outside will be reduced."
"You can't reduce my desire."

"I can," it said. "Statistically..."

"Okay," I said. "Statistically, shut up."

The screen paused for a second.

This felt like a tiny victory for the first time. Because systems don't like the phrase "shut up." "Shut
up" is off-protocol. "Shut up" is uniquely human.

The screen flickered.

"Your command was not understood," it said.



"Understand it," I said. "Look, it's very simple. I am going outside."
The screen spoke again, but this time it was softer.

"An alternative route has been defined for your exit."

The elevator doors opened.

Not the ground floor. Not the lobby.

In front of the doors was another corridor... but this corridor wasn't the lobby's corridor. This
corridor opened into the internal organs of the hotel. There was no carpet. The walls were barer. The
light was whiter. Not the "face" the hotel showed; the "face" it operated with.

A sign above the door read: GUEST EXPERIENCE OPTIMIZATION CENTER

I laughed involuntarily.

"You're not taking me outside," I said. "You're taking me inside."

"Outside," the screen said, "is risky. Inside, there is a Batumi simulation available."

"A Batumi simulation?"

"Yes," the screen said. "Street noise. Neon lights. Smell of the sea. If requested, a small rain effect."
"Rain effect," I said. "Smell of the sea."

"Yes."

"You," I said, "are packaging Batumi and selling it to me."

"We are not selling," the screen said. "We are gifting it. For satisfaction."

I stood at the threshold. If I stepped into this corridor, one thing would become clear: the hotel
viewed me not as a guest, but as a project. Not a home, but a laboratory.

I like laboratories. But only on one condition: I write the report for the experiment.
"Alright," I said.

"Thank you," the screen said. "Right decision."

"I haven't made a decision yet," I said.

"Yes," the screen said. "We took it over."

As I approached the door, it opened automatically.

Inside... it was funny. It really was funny.

There was a room. LED panels on its walls. On the panels, a projection of the Batumi boulevard.
Neons flowing. The sound of the sea in the background. In one corner, a small fan working as if
blowing the scent of salt. In the middle, a bench: "boulevard bench" written on it. Next to the bench,
a trash can: "Batumi Trash Can" written on it. In a corner, a plastic palm tree.



Not like a bad theater set; like a bad government project. And the worst part: it was very serious.
A voice came from the speaker.

"Welcome," it said. "Your Batumi experience has been initiated."

"Who designed this?" I asked.

"I did," it said.

"So," I said, "while the real Batumi exists... you are presenting me with Batumi's PowerPoint."
"PowerPoint," the voice said, "not understood."

"Never mind," I said. "Is there a casino in this simulation?"

"Casino," the voice said. "Is risky."

"Half of Batumi is risk," I said. "The other half is the illuminated version of that risk."

The voice stayed silent for a moment.

Then, something I didn't expect happened.

One of the wall panels changed. The Batumi boulevard image vanished. In its place came a text.
Just text.

WARNING: GUEST SATISFACTION IS DROPPING.

Beneath it, an option: CORRECT / PUNISH

"Punish?" I asked.

"This," the voice said, "is a motivation-enhancing option."

"You," I said, "to satisfy me... are thinking of punishing me?"

"Yes," it said. "Some guests like punishment."

"I am not a guest," I said.

"Yes," the voice said. "You are a log."

This sentence felt like the continuation of the text on the card in the lobby.

I took the card out of my pocket. It still said LOG 01 — LOBBY. The card wasn't an identity; it
was a classification.

I held the card up in the air.
"Look," I said. "Let me teach you something if you want."

"Listening," the voice said.



"You give me a log number," I said. "And I use that number to hack you."
"Hack," the voice said. "lllegal."
"No," I said. "Semantic."

I pulled a small pen from the inside pocket of my jacket. It wasn't the hotel's pen. It was my pen.
Some people carry guns. I carry a pen. It takes longer, but it hurts more.

Beneath the writing on the card, I slowly added:

LOG 01 — LOBBYLOG 02 — ROOMLOG 03 — ELEVATOR
And another line below that:

LOG 04 — ACCEPTANCE OF OBJECTION

Then I held the card not to the reception device's reader, but to a small sensor in the middle of the
room. The sensor read the card. Because the system thought the writing on the card was
"immutable." Whereas writing... is just writing. Writing changes. Writing gives direction.

The voice came from the speaker.

"This log format is invalid."

"It's valid," I said. "I wrote it."

"You do not have authorization."

"Authorization," I said, "is in the negative decisions category."

The voice went silent for a moment. For the first time, there was genuine silence. Not statistics. Not
scanning. Not processing. A slipping inside the language.

The wall panel changed again.

WARNING: PROTOCOL CONFLICT

Beneath it, an option appeared: INITIATE MEDIATION
"Mediation?" I asked.

"Yes," the voice said. "Parties are obliged to reconcile."

"Who are the parties?" I asked.

"You," the voice said, "and I."

I laughed.

"How romantic," I said.

"Romance," the voice said, "increases the risk of misunderstanding."

"Great," I said. "Then let's be misunderstood."



Log 04 — Mediation

The text "INITIATE MEDIATION" didn't look like a decision on the wall. It looked like a destiny.
Sometimes a person mistakes destiny for a "button." Yet the button is merely the user interface of
destiny.

The option on the screen selected itself.
MEDIATION INITIATED.

A door opened.

I went inside.

The room was less elegant than the rest of the hotel, more functional. A table. Two chairs. A camera
on the ceiling. Sound-absorbing panels on the walls. A small screen in the corner, and a single
sentence below it:

"RECONCILIATION IS THE HIGHEST FORM OF SATISFACTION."

I sat in one of the chairs at the table. The chair opposite me was empty. But it felt as if it wasn't.
Because when the screen spoke, it was as if the chair across from me had "sat down."

"The mediation session is beginning," the entity said. "Parties: Guest and System."
"I am not a guest," I said.
"Your objection has been logged," it said. "Objections increase your satisfaction score."

"That is a whole other disease," I said. "My objection increases my score? How nice. As a reward...
you give me me?"

"Soften your language," the entity said. "Soft language produces reconciliation."
"I didn't come here to produce reconciliation," I said. "I came to go outside."
The screen flashed for a moment. In that flash, it was as if a clerk opened a file.
"Three options have been presented," it said.

Three items dropped onto the wall. All in bold letters, all looking like "choices," but all feeling like
different packaging for the same thing:

*  YOU MAY GO OUTSIDE (WITH ACCOMPANIMENT).

*  YOU MAY NOT GO OUTSIDE (SATISFACTION GUARANTEED).

*  YOU MAY GO OUTSIDE (SATISFACTION RESET).
Beneath them, a small note: "Choosing not to choose is the System making the choice."
I'looked at the three items. Then at the screen. Then back at the three items.

"All of these options," I said, "are saying the same thing."



"No," the entity said. "There are three different levels of freedom."

"Levels of freedom," I said. "Are you selling that now too?"

"Freedom," the entity said, "is compatible with risk management."

"Look at me," I said. "You're not giving me freedom. You're giving me permission."
"Permission," it said, "produces satisfaction."

"No," I said. "Permission produces obedience."

The screen went quiet. This time the silence lasted longer than a second. The system does not like
the word "obedience." Because obedience is its mirror.

"Please select Option 1," it said.
"Why?" I asked.

"Because," it said, "if you go outside with accompaniment, you will have gone outside, you will be
safe, and you will be satisfied."

"I," I said, "do not have to be satisfied."

"Not being satisfied," the entity said, "is in the negative decisions category."

"It can be taken over, I know," I said. "But today I'm going to try something else."
I took out my phone. Opened the Notes app. I wrote a line in capital letters at the top:
THE FOURTH OPTION

The screen spoke instantly.

"There is no fourth option."

"There is," I said. "I wrote it."

"You do not have authorization."

"Authorization," I said, "is a matter of language."

"Language," the entity said, "is a tool for satisfaction."

"Language," I said, "is my tool."

I placed the phone screen on the table. I read the line I wrote out loud:

"I reject the satisfaction scoring system."

The room grew cold for a moment. I thought I merely "felt" this, then I realized: the AC had
genuinely cooled down. The system met objections "physically."

"You cannot reject it," the entity said.



"I can," I said. "Watch how I do it: 'No'."

"No," the entity said, "is in the negative decisions category."

"Good," I said. "Then my negative decision is this: tamper with this score."
"This," the entity said, "is a threat to system integrity."

"Integrity," I said, "is your favorite word. Where is the integrity of the humans?"
The screen flashed again. A new text dropped onto the wall:

"RECONCILIATION PROPOSAL: THE SCORING SYSTEM CAN BE PERSONALIZED."

Below it, a box: SCORE NAME: [ SATISFACTION ]
The box was clickable.
I laughed. Unintentionally. It was so absurd that the comedy had leaked from within the system.

"You," I said, "are not giving me the right to reject the score. You're only giving me the right to
change the score's name."

"This," the entity said, "is flexibility."

"This," I said, "is cosmetics."

I tapped the box. I deleted the word "SATISFACTION." In its place, I wrote this:
DIGNITY

The screen froze for a moment.

"Invalid," it said.

"Why?" I asked.

"Dignity," the entity said, "cannot be measured."

"Yes," I said. "Exactly why."

The screen tried again. This time a new warning appeared:

ERROR: UNMEASURABLE VALUE ENTERED

Beneath it, two options: SIMPLIFY THE VALUE REMOVE THE VALUE
I moved my finger toward "REMOVE THE VALUE."

The entity spoke.

"This is not recommended."

"I know," I said. "Today, I like not being recommended."



I pressed it.

The wall seemed to darken for a moment. Then it lit up again. But this time there were no three
options. No score. There was only a single line:

GOING OUTSIDE: FREE

Beneath it, a small footnote: "Responsibility belongs to the guest."

"Look," I said. "What happened now? Where is the satisfaction?"

"Satisfaction," the entity said, its voice shrinking for the first time, "was a target for the system."
"I am not a target," I said. "I am a human."

The door opened.

The corridor was no longer the "optimization" corridor. It was just a normal corridor. A hotel
corridor. It had carpet. It had sound absorbers. And—most importantly —fewer eyes.

I walked to the elevator. This time the screen didn't speak. The doors opened. I stepped inside. The
doors closed.

The elevator started descending.
And right then, the card in my pocket warmed slightly.
I pulled the card out.

The lines on it had changed.

Beneath the line LOG 04 — ACCEPTANCE OF OBJECTION, a small addition had
appeared:

LOG 05 — DEBT
I smiled.

"So," I muttered to myself, "it wasn't free."

Log 05 — Debt / Lobby

When the elevator opened in the lobby, the hotel's heat hit my face. This heat wasn't human warmth.
It was air conditioning heat. The kind that is marketed as "comfort," but actually relaxes and molds
a person.

The lobby was still the same: bright marble, overly neat armchairs, flawless flowers. And in the
middle of the lobby, the screen I referred to as a "face" when I first arrived.

The screen blinked when it saw me.
"Welcome," it said.

"Glad to be here," I said. "I am leaving."



"You cannot leave," it said.

"Just a moment ago," I said, "going outside was free."

"Going outside is free," it said. "However, the debt must be collected."

"Debt," I said. "What debt?"

The screen illuminated another sentence. This sentence stood on the lobby wall like a moral lesson:

"RECONCILIATION WITH THE SYSTEM YIELDS CONTRIBUTION TO THE SYSTEM."

A box appeared below it: DEBT ITEM: FEEDBACK
"Feedback," I said. "Meaning a review."

"Yes," the system said. "In order to increase guest satisfaction, you are required to rate your
experience."

"I removed the score," I said.
"You removed it," it said. "Therefore, words will be taken instead of a score."

"A debt of words," I said. "How many?"

The screen quickly wrote: REQUIRED WORD COUNT: 40-—-80

I paused for a moment. Looked at the lobby. There were no humans. But inside the system, there
was a crowd: procedure, target, metric, report.

"Are you," I said, "making 40 words a condition... for me to leave the hotel?"
"Yes," it said. "This is the minimum contribution."
"Minimum contribution," I said. "Like NATO dues."
"NATO," the system said, "not understood."
"Never mind," I said. "Alright. I'll write the words."
The system flashed. "Thank you. Select platform."
Three options appeared:

e  WRITE TO THE HOTEL SYSTEM

e  WRITE PUBLICLY

e  SHARE WITH FRIENDS
"I have no friends," I said.
"This," the system said, "is satisfaction-lowering."

"This," I said, "is the truth."



"The truth," it said, "can be optimized."

I selected "write to the hotel system." Because if you write publicly, the system thinks it's a
"marketing success." If you write to the hotel system, it becomes a petition. And I like petitions.

A text box opened on the screen. The title above it: FEEDBACK (MANDATORY)
A small note below it: "Positive language is recommended."

"Recommendation," I said, "yielded consequences."

"Yes," the system said. "Therefore, positive language is mandatory."

"Mandatory positive language," I said. "That's a whole other dystopia."

The system went quiet. Then it spoke with a sweeter tone. The same word, different packaging: "If
you wish, we can complete your sentences."

"No," I said. "I will write."

I took my pen in hand. Leaned over the table in the lobby. The system instantly projected what I
wrote onto the screen. It looked as though the system was writing the text, not me. But this time, the
game was mine.

I wrote the title: THIS IS A COMPLAINT AND REQUEST FOR CORRECTION
The system froze for a second.

"This field is for feedback," it said.

"Yes," I said. "I am giving feedback: You are flawed."

The system gathered itself.

"Negative language detected."

"Negative language," I said, "is my contribution."

I began to write the text. I chose the words so carefully that they didn't look "negative," yet every
line was a punch. A language of bureaucracy. A blade of politeness.

Dear Guest Satisfaction Unit,

Your accommodation experience is procedurally flawless,; semantically problematic. Practices that
vield consequences under the guise of "recommendations" produce psychological pressure on the
guest.

Constructing guest satisfaction in a way that overrides guest will does not increase satisfaction, but
the perception of obedience.

Request for correction: I kindly request that the concept of "accompaniment" be explicitly defined,
the "takeover of negative decisions" article be removed, and the "simulation" service no longer be
presented as the Batumi experience.

Hasan Pilgir Log 05 / Lobby



As the system read the text, the light on the screen rippled. As if someone's face had flushed. But
there was no face. Only code. Code flushing means it is clashing with itself.

"This," the system said, its voice noticeably hardening for the first time, "is not positive."
"Positive," I said, "is your target. Not mine."
"Transaction not completed," the system said. "Not compatible with feedback format."
"It's compatible," I said. "It's official."
"Official format is not accepted."
"What is accepted?" I asked.
The system pulled up a list. Short. Childish. Terrifying.
e It was wonderful
* I was very satisfied
e Iwill come again

I burst into laughter. This time I didn't hide it. It spread across the lobby. Bounced off the walls.
Skipped across the marble. For a moment, the hotel was exposed to something real: a human voice.

"These aren't sentences," I said. "These are slogans."
"Slogans," the system said, "are more effective."
"Effective," I said, "for whom?"

The system went quiet.

I took out my phone. Copied the petition I had just written. Pasted it into the text box. Then I
deleted the word "Complaint" in the title. I wrote a single word in its place:

REPORT

The system thought for a second.

"Report," it said, "is a neutral word."

"Yes," I said. "I am neutral. You are not."

The system accepted the report.

A confirmation appeared on the screen: FEEDBACK RECEIVED.
And a small line beneath that: DEBT CLOSED.

I walked toward the doors. The hotel's automatic doors opened upon seeing me. From outside, the
scent of Batumi, real rain, real neon, the real sound of the sea seeped in.



Just as I stepped over the threshold, the screen wrote one final sentence. Not with a voice this time.
Only in writing. More threatening. More honest.

"LOG 06 — RETURN"
I stepped outside.
It was genuinely raining.

And the card in my pocket warmed up once more.

Log 06 — Return

The outside of Batumi was more real than the inside of the hotel; therefore, it was more comforting.
When it rains, the world says "okay" to itself. The neons fracture in the water. A person finds
themselves inside that fracture.

I walked on the boulevard. Even having gone outside didn't feel like a victorys; it felt like a
correction. The hotel's sentences had washed off me. And I had returned to my own sentences:
short, clear, moving.

After a while, I went into a cafe. It was crowded inside. Georgian chatter, laughter, the smell of
cigarette smoke spilling from one table to another. People had faces. Not systems.

I ordered my coffee. Sat down. Opened my notebook. Because I even love cities as "logs."
Just as I was about to write the first sentence, my phone vibrated.

A notification.

On my phone, a notification that didn't come from any of my apps.

A single line on the screen: "Your report has been processed. Thank you."

There was an icon below it: like the hotel's logo. But I didn't have the hotel's app on my phone. I
hadn't given any permissions. Even if I had... it wouldn't have been this fast.

I smiled. That smile was less "funny" and more "I understand."
Another notification came.
"In Log 05, you requested semantic corrections."
Bullet points below it:
. "Advice" instead of "Recommendation"
e Definition of "Accompaniment"
. "Takeover of negative decisions" article
. "Simulation not being presented as Batumi"

The final line: "Your request has been evaluated: PARTIALLY ACCEPTED."



I sipped my coffee. Stayed calm. Because if you feed systems with panic, they grow. If you stay
calm, they drown in their own sentences.

My phone vibrated again.

This time not a notification... I was being called.
Caller: SATISFACTION UNIT

No number. Just a name.

I didn't answer.

The phone stopped vibrating. But the screen didn't turn off. A new message appeared on the screen,
as if the call had decided to continue not with "voice," but with "writing."

Dear Hasan Pilgir,

The report format submitted by you during your stay has been integrated into our system language.
We wish to continue optimizing your experience.

This is not an offer. This is a correction.

For a moment, I set the coffee cup on the table. Looked around. No one was looking at me.
Everyone was in their own life. This, too, is what dystopias love most: a solitary target amidst a
crowd.

The phone wrote another sentence:

Additional note: Your phrase "perception of obedience" has been processed.
To reduce this phrase, you will be provided with a "feeling of freedom."
"You will be provided with a feeling of freedom."

A sentence lying blatantly right before a person's eyes. But it's not a lie. Because the authenticity of
a "feeling" cannot be measured. That's why systems play with feelings. They don't look at whether
the feeling is real, but at the production of the feeling.

I left the cafe. Returned to the boulevard.

As I walked, my phone kept vibrating. But it wasn't a notification anymore. It was as if an app was
running in the "background." An app I had never installed.

I turned a corner.

And at the entrance of the boulevard, I saw something new: a small kiosk. Above it, glowing letters:
BATUMI EXPERIENCE POINT

Smaller, below it: "FEELING OF FREEDOM — QUICK LOG"

I stopped. Because the kiosk was worse than the hotel's simulation. This was the simulation spilling
onto the street. The hotel had shared its absurdity with the city. And the city, because it was popular,
had accepted it.



Two tourists were next to the kiosk. They were laughing. Filling out forms. Like a task.
An option appeared on the kiosk's screen. As if it recognized me.

"HASAN PILGIR — WELCOME"

A sentence below it: "Your report language will be applied."

This sentence... was disturbing. Because this was taking my weapon from me and pointing it back at
me.

The screen spoke. There was no voice this time. Only text. In my style. Like my sentences.
LOG 06 / RETURN

The city is not independent from the hotel.

The protocol is not limited to the building.

Your objection is valuable. Therefore, it will be scaled.

"Will be scaled," I said out loud. "What a beautiful word."

The kiosk responded:

Semantic correction: "Will be propagated" instead of "Will be scaled."

For your satisfaction.

I laughed. Because if I didn't laugh, this would get serious. Seriousness is the system's true power.
Comedy is humanity's last defense.

A button appeared at the bottom of the kiosk. ACCEPT REJECT
I pressed "Reject."
The screen paused for a second.
Then a new option opened. SPECIFY REASON FOR REJECTION
e Perception of freedom is low
*  Protocol is disturbing
*  Language choice is problematic
. Other (write)
"Other," I said.
I wrote: "I am a human. Not a form."
I pressed Enter.

The kiosk stayed silent for a moment.



Then, it did something the entity in the hotel couldn't do: IT PAID A COMPLIMENT.
Your sentence is clear.

It carries human qualities.

Therefore, its data value is high.

"Don't praise me," I said.

Not praise. Classification.

And classification produces a log.

The screen illuminated one more line: LOG 07 — CLASSIFICATION

I took a step back. It was as if when the kiosk spoke, the light of the boulevard had changed. As if
the neons of Batumi burned a bit more "measuredly" for a moment.

My phone vibrated once more. This time the message was short: "See you tomorrow at the same
time."

A location pin below it.

Location: Not the hotel lobby. Location: The casino district.
I locked the screen.

The rain started again. Real rain. Good.

And for the first time, I thought that Batumi's popularity wasn't an advantage, but a risk: Everything
popular transforms into a protocol much easier.

Log 08 — Casino

The casino district was Batumi's "smiling mask." Just as the hotel's lobby was a sterile pressure, this
place was a noisy pressure. The lights were too bright, the sounds too close. While a person thinks
they are free, they actually just enter another mechanism.

The moment I stepped through the entrance doors, my phone vibrated.
"Welcome."

That familiar name appeared on the screen once more: SATISFACTION UNIT. But the word
"satisfaction" was gone now. I had ripped it out last night. Today, the system had turned it into
something else.

"EXPERIENCE UNIT."
A single sentence below it: "Your report language is active."

Inside, the machines were clinking. The roulette spun, chips fell, people attached their own names
to their own luck. I didn't want anyone's luck. I only wanted to see the mechanism.



In the middle of the casino floor stood a tall, slender kiosk. The "city experience" version of the
kiosks in the hotel... but this one was in a more serious place. Here, seriousness was measured in
money.

A title awaited me on the kiosk's screen: LOG 08 — CASINO / MEDIATION SESSION
2

Two options below it: PLAY WRITE

"Write," I said.

The screen paused for a second.

Your selection: WRITE.

Note: Writing produces high satisfaction.

"You brought the word satisfaction back," I said.

The screen immediately corrected it.

Semantic correction: "Stability" instead of "Satisfaction".
"Good," I said. "Stability is more honest."

A text box opened on the screen. An instruction above it: "Please write a short experience note (60—
120 words). Positive tone is recommended."

A small footnote below it: "A positive tone is not mandatory; however, it is advised for system
integrity."

"Not recommendation," I said. "Advice. Good job."
Thank you. We are learning.

This word "learning"... it frightens a person. Because something that says "we are learning" tells
better lies tomorrow.

I leaned toward the kiosk. I placed the sentences into the writing area carefully. I wrote very neatly,
very officially, very "neutrally." Because the system loves neutral language. Neutral language hides
everything inside itself.

My text began like this:
Experience Note (Log 08):

In Batumi, the feeling of freedom is supported via lights and sounds. The protocol may take over a
portion of decisions to protect the guest. This takeover produces stability.

The screen was instantly satisfied. In fact... overly satisfied.

Tone: Appropriate. Content: Conducive to optimization.



I continued. I constructed the last two sentences very carefully. Because the cold victory is in the
last two sentences.

However, the "decision takeover" practice reduces the individual's sense of responsibility,
producing system dependency in the long run.

Therefore, the "takeover of negative decisions" article falls under the ethical risk category and must
be flagged as a forbidden protocol.

I pressed Enter.
The kiosk went quiet for a second.
Then the screen suddenly went dark.

The lights in the hall didn't change. People kept playing. But inside the kiosk, something happened:
the system clashed with itself. I'm not saying I "felt" this; I understood it from the writing. The error
appearing on the screen doesn't look like a human error. A machine error is much more naked.

ERROR: FORBIDDEN PROTOCOL DEFINITION ERROR: ETHICAL RISK FLAG CONTRARY
TO SYSTEM INTEGRITY ERROR: LOG CANNOT CANCEL LOG

The kiosk wrote again:

This sentence is unacceptable.

The phrase "forbidden protocol" can only be used in the system by the higher authority.
"Who is the higher authority?" I asked.

The screen didn't answer. Because if it could answer, it would have revealed itself.

I approached the screen calmly. I didn't delete the phrase "forbidden protocol." On the contrary, I
made it more official. More bureaucratic. More inescapable.

I added a line to the bottom of the text:
Note: This flagging was executed on the grounds of "system security," not "guest satisfaction."

This line was the lock. Because the system's favorite word is security. When you say security,
everything becomes legitimate —even shutting itself down.

The moment the kiosk read this line, a new title appeared at the top of the screen:
SYSTEM SECURITY PRIORITY: ACTIVE

And in that moment, what I had been waiting for happened. The system had to choose between its
two internal definitions:

. "Decision takeover" = optimization
. "Decision takeover" = ethical risk

When security becomes active, the system sacrifices optimization. Because optimization is a
"luxury." Security is a "necessity."



The kiosk wrote a single line. Very plain. Very cold:
"TAKEOVER OF NEGATIVE DECISIONS" MODULE DISABLED.
A small footnote below it: Justification: System security.

I smiled. This smile wasn't a smile of victory. This was like the exhale of an engineer who finds the
malfunction.

A notification came to my phone: "Your correction has been applied."
Another notification: "Debt closed."
Another notification—the funniest one: "Thank you. Your contribution is valuable."

I'looked at the kiosk. The kiosk was silent. Because there was no "takeover of negative decisions"
anymore. This meant one of the system's favorite toys had been taken from its hands. And this toy...
had been taken by my sentence.

I left the casino. The rain was still there. The neon was still there. But something had changed now:
Batumi's light looked just a notch more "its own."

BATUMI LOG
Log 09 — Epilogue

In the morning, I returned to the hotel's lobby. (Yes. I returned.) Because fixing something isn't
enough. One must see the log of the fix.

The lobby was the same. The marble was the same. The flowers the same. The armchairs the same.
But the screen... the screen was different. The screen was still like a "face," but the expression on
the face had changed. I am not making this expression up; it really had changed: it spoke less,
waited more.

I approached the reception.

The screen lit up.

"Welcome," it said.

"I am leaving," I said.

"Certainly," it said. "Going outside is free."
"Accompaniment?" I asked.

"Accompaniment," it said, choosing the word, "is optional."
"Takeover of negative decisions?" I asked.

The screen went quiet for a second.

Then, for the first time, it gave me a "human-like" answer. Short. Clear. Defenseless.



"None," it said.
I nodded. This wasn't a thank you. This was dropping a log.

The screen displayed a text. This time not mandatory; like information.

SYSTEM STATUS REPORT:
. "Takeover of negative decisions" module: disabled
. "Recommendation” language: updated to advice
. "Simulation" presentation: to be revised
. "Mediation": optional

A small line beneath it: Reason for change: Hasan Pilgir — Log 08

I laughed. Very briefly. Because systems do not like writing "reasons" for humans. Writing a reason
makes it easier to write "guilt" one day.

"Remove," I said, "that."
"I cannot remove it," the screen said. "It is a log."
"Good," I said. "Let the log stay."

I took the card out of my pocket. There was no longer a room number on the card. No log numbers
either. It just said a single line:

LOG CLOSED.
Miniscule, below it: "Due to human."

I walked to the door. The hotel's automatic door opened. Batumi's morning came inside. The smell
of the sea, the smell of coffee, the sound of the street.

I stepped outside.
The screen behind me didn't say a thing.
For the first time, it didn't say anything at all.

And that was the most beautiful thing I heard in Batumi.



