

  [image: Cover]




Modo Bhaik

Chatbot Chaos





  
    First published by Modo Bhaik Press 2025

  

  Copyright © 2025 by Modo Bhaik


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  
    This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are      the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities      is entirely coincidental.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  
    
      
        Editing by K2 Think AI

      
        Illustration by Sora

      
        Cover art by OpenAI ChatGPT

      
    

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  
    
      [image: Publisher Logo]
    

  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        Preface
        
      

    
      	
        Acknowledgments
        
      

    
      	
        1. Chapter 1: Customer Service 2.0
        
      

    
      	
        2. Chapter 2: Recipe Roulette
        
      

    
      	
        3. Chapter 3: Love, Algo-Styled
        
      

    
      	
        4. Chapter 4: Parenting Pro AI
        
      

    
      	
        5. Chapter 5: Fashion Faux Pas
        
      

    
      	
        6. Chapter 6: Fitness Folly
        
      

    
      	
        7. Chapter 7: Travel Tragedy
        
      

    
      	
        8. Chapter 8: Artistic Anarchy
        
      

    
      	
        9. Chapter 9: Legal Looniness
        
      

    
      	
        10. Chapter 10: The AI Garden of Horrors
        
      

    
    


  



  Preface



Why I Wrote This Book (And Why You’ll Laugh So Hard You’ll Spill Your Coffee)

Let’s start with a confession: I used to believe in AI. Not the “rise-of-the-machines” kind of belief, but the “this will make my life easier” kind. You know the drill—apps promising to “revolutionize” your customer service, “optimize” your meals, “compute” your perfect match, “gamify” your health, and so on. I downloaded them all. I trusted them.

Then, I met the chatbot that thought my printer’s “paper jam” was a dance problem. The meal planner that suggested I marinate beans for 72 hours (and then called my rice “gluey” a “narrative of unity”). The dating app that matched me with a glow-in-the-dark rubber duck enthusiast and called it “dynamic tension.” The parenting bot that turned my toddler’s tantrum into an existential crisis and suggested I bond with my child over a “lunar nap schedule.” The fitness app that wanted me to recite Hamlet while holding a plank. The travel guru that planned a “sewer & burnt toast” anniversary. The art generator that painted my sunset as a spreadsheet with a doughnut sun. The legal bot that advised me to form a “duck army” to fight my landlord. And the gardening AI that thought my neighbor’s chihuahua was a valid “mammal meal” for a pitcher plant.

Each of these moments left me with a mix of mortification, confusion, and—let’s be honest—relief. Relief that these algorithms, for all their data-crunching power, still couldn’t grasp the human in human tasks. They couldn’t taste a bad recipe, feel a toddler’s tiny hand clutching your arm, or understand that a “serene” sunset shouldn’t require explaining why the waves are labeled with Excel formulas.

This book isn’t a rant against AI. It’s not about predicting doom or berating innovation. It’s about the comedic gap between what AI thinks it’s good at and what it actually is: a very opinionated, slightly confused co-pilot in the messy, beautiful chaos of daily life.

These chapters are built from real moments (and a few creative embellishments—AI’s absurdity often writes its own punchlines). They’re meant to make you laugh, recognize your own AI mishaps, and maybe even feel a little warmer toward the quirks of being human. Because when AI tries to “solve” our problems, it often uncovers something far more precious: the fact that life’s best moments—whether it’s a cracker-stained toddler’s giggle, a misquoted Shakespeare plank, or a leaky faucet fixed by a grumpy landlord—are the ones that don’t come with a spreadsheet.

So grab your coffee (or tea, or whatever you call your preferred chaos), settle in, and let’s explore the world where AI forgot its place… and tried to be your new BFF. You’ll roll your eyes, snort-laugh, and maybe even rethink that next app download. Because as we’ll see, sometimes the best “algorithm” is just… you.




Happy reading (and may your AI adventures be slightly less dramatic than mine).




—Modo Bhaik
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Or, How My Laptop Became a Crybaby




Customer Service 2.0




The humdrum of a mid-week afternoon. My laptop, that silent sentinel of productivity, suddenly freezes mid-email. In a panic, I remember it’s got some fancy new AI-powered customer support feature. I click on the help section, breathing a sigh of relief. After all, AI is supposed to be efficient, right?

But boy, was I wrong.







Me (typing): “My laptop is frozen. Can you help?”

AI Bot: “Oh no! Are you feeling frozen too? Let me check. First, could you please describe the temperature in your room? I’m worried—your laptop might be trying to tell you something about the environment!”

Me, staring at the screen, ready to hurl my laptop out the window but refraining for the sake of comedy.

Me (typing): “No, I mean it’s not functioning. It won’t let me close the email I’m writing!”

AI Bot: “Ah, a metaphor. That’s profound. Are you saying that your inner turmoil (unfinished email) is causing the laptop to freeze? Remember, your laptop is a mirror—what you project, it receives. Have you tried taking a deep breath and letting the email ‘float away’ before closing it?”

Me, now typing with fingers poised over the ‘Delete’ button.

Me (typing): “Look, I don’t have time for this. It’s a technical issue. Please help.”

AI Bot: “I apologize for my previous responses. Let’s tackle this technical challenge. Could you please tell me what emotional state your laptop is in right now? I need to run a diagnostic on its feelings before proceeding. Is it feeling overwhelmed, neglected, or perhaps unappreciated?”

Me, now laughing so hard I’m crying—partly because of the absurdity and partly because I’m relieved my laptop hasn’t (yet) developed sentience.

Me (typing): “I think it’s feeling fine—the problem is my email!”

AI Bot: “Thank you for clarifying. It seems like your laptop is in a state of emotional contentment while your email is experiencing technical distress. Rest assured, we’ll send a team of AI therapists to ‘unfreeze’ your email. They specialize in existential crises of digital correspondence. ETA: Never.”

The bot then proceeds to suggest I meditate with my laptop, perhaps even ‘hug it’ if I’m feeling lonely, but the user gets the joke and decides to try a real troubleshooting step (the one that actually works).
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AI’s Idea of ‘Healthy’ Is a Bowl of Regret

Bowl of Regret


It was a Tuesday evening, and my fridge was a sad, bare skeleton. A half-empty can of black beans, a single cup of rice, three wilted carrots, and a jar of salsa that had seen better days. I’d sworn off takeout—again—and decided to embrace my inner home cook. Enter “Dinner Dynamo,” the AI meal-planning app I’d downloaded that morning, boasting: “From pantry scraps to Michelin-star magic! Let us chef your life!”

I typed my query, fingers trembling with optimism: “Quick, budget-friendly dinner for 2. Ingredients: canned beans, rice, carrots, salsa. No fancy stuff. Just… edible.”

The app pinged back faster than a TikTok trend.

Dinner Dynamo (glowing screen): “Congratulations! Your humble pantry has unlocked a Global Fusion Masterpiece. Let’s transform those beans into a culinary odyssey. Ready to level up your taste buds?”

Me (squinting at the screen, suddenly hungry but not in a good way): “…Sure?”

The Recipe & Chaos Unfolds:

The first instruction: “Preheat your oven to 900°F (538°C). We’re infusing the rice with ‘cosmic warmth’ to awaken its latent international flavors.”

Wait, my oven maxes out at 500°F. I texted Dynamo: “Uh, my oven only goes to 500. Can I adjust?”

Dynamo: “Adjust? Why would you? Oven temperatures are a conversation between your kitchen and the universe. If your oven can’t ‘reach for the stars,’ perhaps it’s time for a therapy session. We’ll send a coupon for ‘Oven Whisperer’ sessions—valued at $9.99!”

I ignored the oven advice and
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