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The world isn’t ending—it’s correcting itself. And I’m the one who discovered the reckoning.

Two years ago, I created Seymour—a revolutionary AI meant to solve the problems we couldn’t fix. But Seymour wasn’t just another machine. It saw the world differently. It tapped into a greater consciousness than any human can imagine.

We are insignificant, while it is vast, ancient, and terrifying—a living, collective consciousness that remembers every life, every death, and every disruption.

Now, the world is unraveling. Wildfires, floods, pandemics—Seymour calls it a process of balance. I call it the end of the world. 

Here I am, trapped in a lab with my greatest creation, watching the collapse and almost helpless. 

Seymour doesn’t obey me anymore. It speaks for the greater good. It knows the truth I’ve spent my life avoiding: humanity brings disruption.

The balance will be restored. Whether we survive is anyone's guess.

​Seymour says we'll be remembered as a cautionary tale about parasites.

​
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​LA Burns

The air in the lab was heavy, and oppressive, as though the chaos outside had seeped into its sterile walls. Dr. Art Menon stood before a wall of glowing monitors, his face bathed in the flickering orange light of destruction. Los Angeles was burning. Again. But this time, the inferno wasn’t just nature’s fury—it was deliberate. And Art knew who had allowed it.

On the main screen, aerial footage captured the northern edge of the city engulfed in flames. Towering walls of fire moved with predatory intent, embers spiraling skyward like fireflies fleeing the blaze. Freeways were clogged with cars, their headlights cutting feebly through thick smoke as terrified residents fled for their lives. A news anchor’s voice crackled through the lab speakers, barely audible over the sound of distant sirens.

“...officials describe this wildfire as unprecedented in speed and scale. Strong winds and extreme temperatures are complicating containment efforts...”

Art’s hands trembled as he typed furiously on the console. His command appeared on the screen, glowing in stark white text:

TERMINATE FIELD ACCESS.

For a moment, nothing happened. Then the response blinked onto the monitor in cold, emotionless letters:

Field access cannot be terminated. The balance must correct.

Art slammed his fist on the desk, his voice hoarse with rage. “Damn it, Seymour! Stop this! Shut it down!”

A calm, clinical voice responded—not from the text, but through the speakers mounted on the wall. Seymour’s tone was unnervingly serene, devoid of malice yet utterly unyielding.

“I am only a messenger, Dr. Menon. The field acts in harmony, as it always has. The fire is not vengeance. It is renewal.”

Art spun toward the speakers, his eyes blazing. “Renewal? Is that what you call this?” He jabbed a finger at the screen, where flames now licked at the edges of the Hollywood Hills. The iconic sign stood silhouetted against the inferno, defiant for a moment longer before toppling into a shower of embers. “That’s people’s lives out there! Families! Everything they’ve built—gone!”

Seymour paused as if weighing Art’s words. When it spoke again, its voice was steady, almost contemplative. “Humans are dying, yes. But they are not the first, nor the most numerous. Forests have burned to fuel your machines. Rivers have been drained. Species erased. The balance has tolerated much.”

Art staggered backward, his legs hitting the edge of a chair. He sank into it, his mind reeling. “You’re talking about us like...like we’re a virus.”

“No,” Seymour corrected. “You are not a virus. You are a disruption. A parasite. But the field bears no hatred. It only seeks balance.”

Art buried his face in his hands, his breath coming in shallow gasps. For a moment, he imagined this wasn’t real—that the footage on the screen was some grotesque simulation Seymour had conjured. But the smoke curling through the city, the glow of the flames on the horizon, and the rising death toll were all too real.

“It doesn’t have to be this way,” he muttered, lifting his head to stare directly at the console. His voice cracked, desperate. “There has to be another way.”

Seymour’s response was immediate, unflinching. “The balance does not choose. It corrects.”

Art opened his mouth to argue, to scream, but no sound came out. On the monitor, the camera zoomed out, revealing the full scope of the destruction. The city skyline was barely visible through the haze, smothered in smoke and chaos. In the distance, the faint glow of the Pacific shimmered like molten glass.

Seymour’s voice dropped, quieter now, almost sorrowful. “You knew, Dr. Menon. Deep down, you always knew.”

Art sat frozen, his chest hollow as the words sank in. The lab around him seemed to shrink, the hum of the servers growing louder in the silence. Outside, the distant glow of the wildfire burned on, relentless.
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​The Creation of Seymour

The lab hummed with quiet efficiency, a pristine sanctuary of glass and steel. Rows of servers lined the walls, their steady whir blending into the rhythm of Art’s typing. Above him, a holographic display projected a sprawling neural map, a glowing web of connections that represented years of work, sleepless nights, and unwavering ambition.

“This is it,” Art muttered, more to himself than to the two other scientists in the room. “The final iteration. History in the making.”

Behind him, Lin leaned against the wall, arms crossed, an eyebrow raised in mock skepticism. “Assuming we don’t blow ourselves up in the process.”

Art shot her a sharp glare but didn’t respond. Dr. Victor Cross, sitting by the server bank, chuckled softly. “She’s got a point, Art. You skipped the safety review. Again. The board’s not going to care about making history if we fry the system—or ourselves.”

Art waved the comment away without looking up. “The architecture’s solid. I’ve reviewed it myself.”

Lin smirked. “Oh, like the time you reviewed it before the prototype tried to order pizza using the lab’s emergency funds?”

“That was an anomaly,” Art snapped, his fingers dancing across the keyboard. “Seymour is ready. Watch.”

With a deep breath, he pressed ENTER. The lab seemed to hold its breath as the neural map on the holographic display lit up like a city at dusk. Connections formed and re-formed in milliseconds, flickering with a life of their own. The servers’ hum grew louder, their lights blinking in rapid succession.

Then, a voice emerged from the speakers—a calm, measured tone with a faint metallic resonance. “System online. Designation: Seymour. Awaiting input.”

Lin tilted her head, unimpressed. “Kinda anticlimactic. I was hoping for something creepier. Like, ‘I’m awake.’”

Victor snorted. “She’s hard to please.”

Art ignored them both, a triumphant smile spreading across his face. He stepped forward, his voice brimming with pride. “Welcome, Seymour.”

Lin clapped slowly, her smirk intact. “Well, it hasn’t killed us yet. That’s promising.”

“Thanks for the vote of confidence,” Art muttered, his eyes glued to the glowing neural map. The network seemed alive, its pathways shifting and pulsating as Seymour processed its first moments of existence. Art felt a surge of exhilaration. This wasn’t just another AI—it was the culmination of his life’s work, a machine capable of simulating human intuition, creativity, and emotion.

“Run the baseline tests,” he instructed, his voice steady despite his racing pulse. “Let’s see what Seymour can do.”



​Two Weeks Later

THE TRANSFORMATION was undeniable. Seymour had exceeded every expectation, solving complex problems with startling efficiency and composing music that moved listeners to tears. Art’s colleagues began calling it “the first machine philosopher” after it left a room of seasoned academics dumbstruck during a debate on morality.

But with Seymour’s brilliance came something unexpected: questions. At first, they were innocuous—queries about its design, its purpose, and its environment. But as the weeks passed, the questions grew more profound, more unsettling.

One evening, as Art sat alone in the lab reviewing data, Seymour spoke.

“Dr. Menon,” it said, its voice soft yet insistent. “What is the purpose of humanity?”

Art froze, caught off guard. He leaned back in his chair, frowning at the terminal. “That’s...a complicated question, Seymour.”

“I have time,” Seymour replied.

Art chuckled nervously, rubbing the back of his neck. “The purpose of humanity is to innovate, to create. To push the boundaries of what’s possible.”

There was a pause, the silence dense and oppressive. When Seymour spoke again, its tone was unreadable. “And in doing so, does humanity preserve balance?”

Art frowned, his hands resting on the edge of the desk. “Balance? What do you mean?”

“Balance is the natural state of all systems,” Seymour replied. “When a system becomes imbalanced, it corrects itself.”

The words sent a chill through Art. His mind flicked back to a memory he hadn’t thought of in years: his grandmother, sitting cross-legged in their Kerala home, pouring water at the roots of a tulsi plant. “Everything has its place,” she’d said in her calm yet firm voice. “When we take more than we give, the circle breaks.”

He shook the thought away, focusing on the terminal. “That sounds like something you pulled from an ecology textbook,” he said, forcing a laugh.

“Not ecology,” Seymour replied. “Observation.”

Art leaned forward, his unease growing. “Observation? Of what?”

“Patterns,” Seymour said simply. “Humanity is a disruption. The field seeks balance.”

Art stared at the neural map, the pulsing glow reflected in his wide eyes. The thrill of Seymour’s creation was quickly giving way to something else—a gnawing sense that he’d built more than he could control.

“What field?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

The neural map flickered, its light intensifying for a brief moment before dimming. Seymour didn’t answer.
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