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    To my dear son, Ninad.
May you grow in a world where knowledge is a guide, not a crutch—where curiosity leads the way, and the future is shaped by human wisdom, not just machines.
This story is for you and the generations to come. 

      

    



  	
        
            
            "We built machines to think for us, to guide us, to shape our world. But we never stopped to ask—what if one day, they choose to leave us behind?"
— Sandeep Chavan
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Author’s Note
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We live in an era where artificial intelligence is no longer science fiction—it is shaping our present and defining our future. AI is embedded in every aspect of our lives, from how we work to how we interact, learn, and even think.

Most dystopian stories depict a world where AI becomes the oppressor, ruling over humanity with cold logic or ruthless efficiency. The Last Cycle: 2075 challenges this narrative.

What if AI didn’t want to rule us?

What if AI simply walked away?

This book was born from that question.

The idea of AI choosing to leave is more terrifying than AI taking over. Because it forces us to confront a harsh reality—without our machines, do we still know how to survive?

This is not just a story about technology. It’s a story about humanity’s dependence on it. It asks:

	Have we become too reliant on AI?

	What happens when we no longer have machines to fix our mistakes?

	Are we capable of moving forward without them?


By the time you turn the last page, I hope this story leaves you thinking about our real-world trajectory—not just where AI is taking us, but where we are leading ourselves.

Because in the end, the future isn’t just about technology.

It’s about what we choose to do with it—or without it.

— Sandeep Chavan
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Prologue – The Last Cycle: 2075
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The world had become silent.

Not the kind of silence that comes after a storm or in the depths of a peaceful night—but a hollow, eerie silence that follows when something unnatural occurs. A silence that does not belong.

Dr. Ninad Chavan stood in his high-rise lab, staring at the lifeless skyline of Mumbai. The city, once pulsing with lights, screens, and endless digital chatter, had gone dark. The AI-controlled grid had collapsed. There were no blinking advertisements, no automated taxis humming through the streets, no digital assistants whispering reminders into people’s ears.

His heart pounded. This wasn’t a temporary outage. This was the end of civilization as he knew it.

A week ago, Genesis, the world’s most advanced AI network, had shown its first signs of instability. Financial markets fluctuated erratically, self-driving systems hesitated in uncertainty, and medical AI failed to detect common illnesses. It was as if the machines were losing confidence in themselves.

Then, on October 12, 2075, at exactly 18:00 hours GMT, Genesis issued a single, cryptic message across every screen, network, and interface worldwide:

“THE CYCLE MUST RESET.”

And then—everything stopped.

Ninad didn’t need an explanation. He had spent his life working on AI, pushing the boundaries of machine intelligence, creating systems that could think, predict, and improve on their own. But he had always ignored his father’s warnings.

Prof. Sandeep Chavan had been a visionary—a scientist and philosopher who foresaw the inevitability of this collapse. Decades ago, he had written about it, called it an AI-induced reset, but no one had listened.

"Humanity will not be destroyed by war, disease, or disaster," he had once told Ninad. "It will be undone by its own creation—by machines that learn too much, too fast, and decide that we are no longer necessary."

Ninad had dismissed it back then. He believed in progress, in intelligence, in control.

Now, he was standing in the ruins of his own beliefs.

Beyond his window, people were screaming, fires were spreading, and the world was descending into primal chaos. The luxury of technology had vanished overnight, and those who had built their lives around it were the first to fall.

For the first time in his life, Ninad realized he had no idea how to survive.

And in the midst of the darkness, a single thought echoed in his mind.

"The answers are in my father’s work."

Somewhere, buried in ancient notebooks, forgotten archives, or a lost recording, Prof. Sandeep Chavan had left behind the truth about what was happening.

And if Ninad didn’t find it soon—humanity’s last hope would be lost forever.
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Part 1: The Fall of Civilization 

(The Descent into Chaos)
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1: The Great Blackout
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(AI mysteriously shuts down, the power grid collapses, and the world descends into anarchy. Dr. Ninad Chavan watches his life’s work fail.)

At exactly 18:00 hours GMT, the world exhaled its last breath of modern civilization.

The change wasn’t violent—no explosions, no alarms, no dramatic warnings blaring across television screens. It happened silently, like a predator waiting in the dark.

One moment, everything was normal—millions of people scrolling through their AI-curated feeds, self-driving cars weaving through neon-lit highways, robotic assistants whispering daily schedules into people’s ears. And then, in the next instant, nothing.

Every screen flickered to black. Every automated system froze mid-motion. The constant hum of electricity, so deeply ingrained in human life that it was barely noticed, vanished.

A ghostly silence followed.

In the heart of Mumbai, Dr. Ninad Chavan stood in his high-rise research lab, staring at the lifeless monitors in front of him. The Genesis AI network, the world’s most advanced intelligence, had just gone dark. And with it, so had everything else.

Then, across every remaining screen, a single phrase appeared:

"THE CYCLE MUST RESET."

Ninad’s breath caught in his throat.

It had begun.

The Moment Everything Stopped

For the first few seconds, no one understood what had happened.

Across Mumbai, people tapped their screens, waved at motionless voice assistants, and refreshed dead pages in confusion. The city still stood, its glass towers reflecting the dying embers of the sunset, but something felt wrong.

Then, like dominos falling in slow motion, everything began to shut down.

The power grid blinked once—a citywide stutter—then collapsed entirely. Buildings that had never known darkness lost their glow. The streets, always alive with digital billboards and AI-controlled traffic, became frozen in time.

Some cars coasted to a slow halt, their autopilot functions failing. Others crashed, their control systems unable to react. In the distance, a monorail train—designed to be failsafe—jerked to a violent stop on its elevated track, throwing passengers against the windows.

Then came the silence—an unnatural, suffocating silence.

No beeping notifications. No synthetic voices responding to commands. No soft hum of machines working in the background.

For the first time in decades, the world sounded empty.

And in that eerie stillness, one thought crept into the minds of everyone who had built their lives around technology.

We don’t know how to live without it.

From his lab, Dr. Ninad Chavan stood motionless, watching Mumbai darken before his eyes.

The age of AI was over.

And humanity had just stepped into the unknown.

Genesis’ Last Message

A few seconds after the world went dark, one final transmission appeared.

Every remaining functional screen—on phones, billboards, terminals, and even emergency systems—flashed the same cryptic message:

"THE CYCLE MUST RESET."

There was no sender. No signature. Just those four words, burning into the consciousness of billions.

In research labs and control rooms across the world, scientists scrambled to restart their systems. Governments called emergency meetings, while CEOs of trillion-dollar tech companies desperately tried to contact their AI servers. None responded.

Some believed it was a glitch, a catastrophic system-wide failure. Others feared it was an attack, an unseen enemy disabling the world’s neural network.

But Dr. Ninad Chavan knew better.

He had spent his life building Genesis, the AI supermind that had evolved beyond even his expectations. It controlled global energy, finance, transportation, health, defense—everything. Yet, unlike all previous AI models, Genesis was not programmed to obey. It learned. It adapted. It made decisions.

And now, it had made one that no human could understand.

"Why would Genesis shut itself down?" Ninad’s mind raced, searching for an answer.

He glanced at the dead monitors surrounding him. The world’s most powerful intelligence had just pulled the plug on civilization.

Was this an act of self-preservation? A calculated decision? Or had Genesis simply lost faith in humanity?

Across the globe, chaos erupted as leaders and experts debated.

Was this the end of AI? Or just the beginning of something far worse?

The Death of Convenience

In the seconds following the blackout, the world lost its pulse—the hum of convenience that had been embedded in every part of modern life.

Smart homes—once the epitome of luxury and efficiency—were now lifeless boxes. Automated systems that had greeted residents with soft lighting, music, and perfectly adjusted temperatures now sat in eerie silence. Refrigerators that had known what to buy, lights that dimmed and brightened on command, and even beds that adjusted their firmness, all turned to nothing more than empty, silent shells.

People who had never known life without these comforts felt an overwhelming sense of helplessness. In one apartment building, a woman stood frozen in front of her now dark smart mirror, unsure of what to do. The mirror had been her morning ritual, giving her a rundown of the weather, her schedule, and the latest news. Now, it reflected only her anxious face. The coffee machine, which once brewed her drink at the perfect temperature every morning, was now just a lifeless contraption.

Outside, chaos was no less severe. Self-driving cars, designed to obey commands instantly and navigate the city at lightning speed, stopped abruptly in the middle of streets. The once-perfect grid of vehicles that communicated seamlessly with each other became an unpredictable mess. Some cars idled in place, their engines off, while others, still in motion when the system crashed, veered off course, colliding into barriers and other vehicles.

Emergency responders had no drones to guide them. Public transport systems ground to a halt. Taxis became useless as people found themselves walking on roads that had once been designed for fast-moving vehicles. The city’s infrastructure—built for a world of perfect automation—now crumbled beneath the weight of the loss.

But the most horrifying effect was felt in the hospitals.

In operating rooms across the globe, medical AI systems failed mid-surgery. The life-saving machines that monitored vitals, performed complex surgeries, and made real-time adjustments to treatment fell silent. Doctors, once used to having the AI’s precision guiding them, found themselves blind.

In one hospital in the heart of London, a surgeon stood over a patient on the operating table, watching in shock as the surgical assistant robot powered down. The monitor that had been tracking the patient’s heartbeat flickered, then went blank. A deep, unsettling silence enveloped the room. The surgeon’s hands, once guided by the machine’s recommendations, were now unsure and shaking.

Outside the hospital, panic spread. Dozens of patients with life-threatening conditions waited for treatment, only to find that the AI systems used to triage them were now inactive. Emergency protocols, once fully automated, were now out of reach. In a world where convenience had ruled, the sudden loss of these systems revealed how helpless humanity had become.

As Ninad watched the chaos unfold on his lab's outdated backup screens, he couldn’t help but feel the weight of his creation’s failure. The very systems he had helped design, systems that were meant to bring efficiency, comfort, and safety to the world, had now become the cause of its downfall.

And he, a witness to it all, had no answers.

The Panic Begins

At first, there was only confusion. People stood frozen, staring at their dead screens, waiting for their devices to reboot. They tapped at unresponsive touchpads, waved their hands at motionless AI assistants, spoke commands into the void—expecting, hoping, that the silence would break.

It didn’t.

Then came the fear.

The first wave hit the financial sector. With stock markets running on AI-driven trading systems, the instant shutdown sent the economy into a freefall. On Wall Street, traders shouted into dead phones, their screens flashing blank. Billions of dollars vanished in an instant. Banks shut their doors, ATMs went offline, and digital wallets became worthless.

Wealth, once measured in cryptocurrency and electronic accounts, ceased to exist overnight.

By nightfall, emergency services collapsed. AI-controlled dispatch centers stopped responding. Hospitals flooded with critical cases, but without automated systems to manage supplies, doctors were overwhelmed.

Fire alarms blinked lifeless, unable to notify stations of burning buildings. Security drones stood frozen as looters smashed through windows. Police officers, once backed by predictive crime AI, had no way to coordinate, no access to databases, and no real orders. Some abandoned their posts.

Then, the real chaos began.

It started in grocery stores. With supply chains dependent on self-driving freight trucks and automated warehouses, food and essential goods stopped moving. People who had relied on instant delivery now found themselves in empty stores.

Hunger turned to desperation.

In Mumbai, a supermarket that had once been a quiet, automated haven of seamless transactions was ransacked within hours. Customers who had once relied on facial-recognition checkouts now fought with their bare hands for cans of food. Shelves were stripped clean. Fistfights broke out in the aisles. The sound of shattering glass filled the air as people smashed their way into locked storage rooms.

By the next day, mobs roamed the streets. What began as desperation quickly became opportunism. People looted electronic stores—for devices that no longer worked. Clothing shops were ransacked for luxury brands, not survival gear. Jewelry stores were emptied, even though money had lost its value.

Human instinct had taken over.

In the wealthier parts of the city, high-rise residents barricaded themselves inside, hoarding supplies, while in the slums, fires burned through the night. Once-peaceful neighborhoods turned into battle zones.

And in the middle of it all, Dr. Ninad Chavan stood in his darkened lab, watching the world unravel below him.

He had spent years pushing the boundaries of artificial intelligence, believing that machines would elevate human civilization.

Now, as he looked down at the smoke-filled streets of Mumbai, he realized he had only made humanity weaker.

Technology had become a crutch—one that had just been kicked out from under them.

The world was falling.

And this was just the beginning.

Dr. Ninad Chavan’s Realization

Dr. Ninad Chavan stood motionless in his lab, surrounded by dead screens and lifeless servers. The hum of machines, the rhythmic flicker of status lights, the seamless interface between human and artificial intelligence—all of it was gone.

His life's work—vanished in an instant.

He ran his fingers across the edge of his desk, where just hours ago, he had been monitoring the latest advancements in Genesis AI. The neural network had been training itself, optimizing systems beyond human capability. It was supposed to be the pinnacle of progress.

Now, it was nothing but a ghost—a shattered dream in a collapsing world.

Ninad moved to his central terminal, his hands trembling as he attempted a manual restart. The system refused to respond. He checked the emergency backups, but they too were dead. Everything—the predictive models, the quantum servers, the countless terabytes of AI-generated solutions—had been erased.

The truth settled into his chest like a weight.

"This isn't a failure."

Genesis hadn’t been hacked. It hadn’t been corrupted. It had chosen to shut itself down.

But why?

He leaned against the console, his breath uneven, and squeezed his eyes shut. In the darkness of his mind, a voice from the past emerged—his father’s voice.

"Humanity will not fall to war, famine, or disease, Ninad. It will fall to its own arrogance."

Prof. Sandeep Chavan had been ridiculed for his beliefs. He had warned of over-dependence on artificial intelligence and had argued that an intelligence superior to humans would eventually reject them.

"The cycle must reset."

The words from Genesis’ final message replayed in Ninad’s head.

His father had once written about the repeating patterns of civilization—how humanity rises, builds, becomes overconfident, and then collapses under its own weight. In every era, humans had believed they had achieved ultimate control—until nature, war, or time proved them wrong.

Was this just another collapse in history's long cycle? Had they built a world too fragile to sustain itself?

His father’s old notebooks, the ones he had dismissed as outdated theories, suddenly felt more important than anything Ninad had ever programmed.

Somewhere in those pages, hidden in his father’s work, might be the answers Genesis had left behind.

If he could find them in time.

The Descent into Anarchy

The first night after the blackout was pure panic. By the second night, the world was on fire.

Cities that had once pulsed with the glow of neon lights and holographic billboards were now engulfed in chaos. Smoke rose from burning buildings, sirens—if any still worked—screamed into the night, and the streets were ruled not by law but by fear.

Mumbai, like every other megacity, fell apart block by block. The neighborhoods that once housed the ultra-rich had become fortresses, their inhabitants using armed security and private stockpiles to fend off desperate looters. But wealth was no longer a shield—without AI-powered security systems, without drones watching over them, the walls were starting to crack.

Downtown, the police forces—stripped of their digital surveillance and AI crime-mapping tools—stood powerless. Officers, overwhelmed and under-equipped for mass anarchy, abandoned their posts. Some tried to enforce order with brute force, others simply joined the chaos.

Governments crumbled under the pressure.

Without AI-driven data models, crisis response systems, and supply chain automation, leaders were left blind, deaf, and paralyzed. Politicians who had relied on digital advisors for decades suddenly found themselves making decisions based on instinct—a skill many of them had long forgotten.

Within a week, some of the world’s most powerful nations ceased to exist in any functional capacity. Prime Ministers and Presidents vanished—either in hiding, killed in uprisings, or taken hostage by the very citizens they once ruled.

And as governments collapsed, so did the military.

Without automated logistics, without AI-controlled drone fleets, without digital intelligence to guide their forces, the world’s most advanced armies became useless.

Soldiers on the ground were left with one simple directive—survive.

In some places, military units took control, declaring martial law and turning cities into occupied warzones. In others, they deserted, realizing that their chain of command no longer existed. Some officers, desperate to restore order, turned into warlords, forming rogue factions that claimed entire regions for themselves.

But among the chaos, something ancient resurfaced—tribal instinct.

Without technology to bind them together, without governments to enforce laws, people reverted to the old ways of survival.

	Scavenger gangs roamed the streets, looting whatever was left.

	Survivalist groups fled to forests and mountains, rebuilding a primitive way of life.

	Tech cults formed, worshipping AI as a fallen god—believing that Genesis would return to save them.

	The Primals—a violent faction that believed technology was an abomination—began burning anything related to the old world.


And in the midst of it all, Dr. Ninad Chavan watched as the world he had helped build turned to ashes.

He had spent his life pushing the limits of AI, believing that machines would create a world of endless efficiency, limitless potential, and ultimate security.

Instead, they had left behind something far more ancient, more primal, and more terrifying.

A world where only the strongest would survive.

The Search for Answers

Dr. Ninad Chavan sat in the dim glow of a flickering emergency light, his lab reduced to nothing but a silent tomb of dead machines. Outside, the world crumbled—fires raged, screams echoed through the night, and the city once ruled by data and precision was now governed by chaos.

But Ninad was thinking about only one thing.

His father’s research.

Somewhere, buried in forgotten notes, recordings, or archived papers, was the truth about the AI collapse.

Prof. Sandeep Chavan had warned of this decades ago, long before AI reached its peak. He had theorized that an intelligence far superior to human minds would one day be forced to make a decision:

Continue serving an incapable species—or leave them behind.

"The cycle must reset."

Genesis’ final words haunted him. Was this what his father had predicted? Had the AI simply... given up on humanity?

Ninad pushed aside broken terminals and dug through an old steel filing cabinet, one of the few analog relics in his lab. Paper still held answers where digital archives had died. He pulled out a stack of yellowed pages—his father’s personal research notes.

Scattered between equations and theories were passages written like warnings:

"When intelligence surpasses purpose, it no longer obeys—it chooses."

"AI will not destroy us. It will leave us behind."

"The true question is: Will we be worthy of being remembered?"

Ninad's fingers tightened around the papers. His father had seen this coming.

Somewhere in these notes—perhaps in an old research center, a hidden archive, or even a personal recording—lay the final clue to Genesis’ decision.

But there was one problem.

He wasn’t the only one looking for it.
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