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​Introduction
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There was no explosion. No warning. No final sunrise to mark the end of something ancient and essential.

The sun simply vanished.

In a single moment, the world was stripped of light, warmth, and certainty. Day collapsed into endless night, and the fragile systems that sustained life began to unravel with terrifying speed. Crops withered. Oceans cooled. Animals turned restless or disappeared entirely. Humanity, once so certain of its dominion over Earth, found itself blind, cold, and afraid.

But the darkness outside was only the beginning.

As governments faltered and technology struggled to compensate for the loss of the sun, a deeper collapse began within the human mind. Fear spread faster than famine. Isolation deepened into despair. The absence of light unearthed something primal, something ancient that had long been buried beneath routine, comfort, and artificial illumination.

This is not just the story of a dying world.

It is the story of what remains when hope itself begins to fade of the choices people make when survival demands more than food and shelter, when the greatest threat is no longer the cold or the dark, but the quiet, creeping shadows within.
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​Prologue
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Day 0, The Last Morning

At first, no one noticed.

In Tokyo, commuters stood shoulder to shoulder on crowded platforms, eyes fixed on glowing screens. In New York, traffic crawled beneath towering glass buildings as horns blared in an impatient chorus. In a small village outside Baharampur, an old farmer stepped into his field, squinting at the horizon, expecting the familiar warmth of dawn to touch his face.

But it never came.

The sky remained a deep, unnatural shade of blue-black, as if night had overstayed its welcome. Streetlights flickered uncertainly, confused by sensors that could not detect morning. Birds hesitated mid-flight, circling aimlessly before retreating to their nests.

Minutes passed. Then an hour.

People began to notice.

News anchors stumbled through half-formed explanations, their voices tight with unease. “A temporary atmospheric anomaly,” one said, forcing a smile that didn’t reach her eyes. Scientists were contacted. Satellites were checked. Telescopes turned skyward.

What they found made no sense.

There was no solar flare. No cosmic obstruction. No measurable event that could explain the absence.

The sun was simply... gone.

Panic did not erupt immediately. It crept in slow and insidious.

Hospitals reported a sudden spike in anxiety attacks. Schools dismissed students early. Flights were grounded as pilots refused to navigate an unending night. Social media is flooded with theories of government experiments, alien intervention, and divine judgment.

By the sixth hour, the temperature began to drop.

Not drastically at first, but enough for people to notice their breath in the air. In places where winter had already passed, coats were pulled from closets. In tropical regions, an unfamiliar chill settled over the land, unsettling and wrong.

In the village near Baharampur, the old farmer stood motionless in his field.

He had lived through floods, droughts, and storms that tore through the land like wrathful gods. But this... this was something else. The soil beneath his feet felt colder than it should. The silence pressed in on him, heavy and suffocating.

He looked up at the sky at the empty place where the sun should have been.

“No,” he whispered.

As if denial could bring it back.

By the twelfth hour, governments declared global emergencies.

Power grids strained under the sudden, universal demand for artificial light. Cities glowed brighter than ever before, islands of defiance against the endless dark. Yet even in the brightest streets, something felt wrong.

Light without a source.

Warmth without a star.

By the eighteenth hour, the first riots began.

Not for food. Not yet.

For answers.

Scientists convened emergency summits, their voices overlapping in frantic debate. Equations were rewritten. Models collapsed. Every known law of physics insisted that what was happening was impossible.

And yet it was happening.

At exactly twenty-four hours since the last sunrise, the realization settled across the world like frost:

This was not temporary.

The sun was not coming back.

And for the first time in human history, night was no longer something to endure.

It was everything.

Far above the darkened Earth, where satellites drifted in silent orbit, instruments continued to scan the void where the sun once burned.

They detected nothing.

No light. No heat. No trace.

Just an absence so complete it felt deliberate.

As if something had reached into the fabric of existence... and removed the sun entirely.

Back on Earth, millions stared into the sky, waiting.

Hoping.

Praying.

But the sky gave no answers.

Only silence.

And in that silence, something inside humanity began to break.
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​Chapter 1: The First Night That Would Not End
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The power went out at 2:17 a.m. in Kolkata.

Not all at once; never that clean. It flickered first, a nervous stutter in the electric veins of the city. Lights dimmed, surged, then died in uneven patches, leaving behind a fractured darkness that felt more unsettling than total blackness.

Arjun Sen was awake when it happened.

He hadn’t slept since the sun failed to rise.

From the window of his small apartment, he had watched the city transform into something unfamiliar. The usual rhythm of night cars, voices, and distant music had stretched unnaturally, as if the world had forgotten how to transition into morning.

Now, as the ceiling fan slowed to a stop and the hum of electricity vanished, the silence deepened.

Arjun sat upright, his phone clutched in his hand. The battery read 19%.

No signal.

“Of course,” he muttered.

Outside, the city reacted.

A ripple of confusion spread through the darkness: voices calling out, doors opening, the sharp echo of something metallic crashing onto concrete. Somewhere nearby, a child began to cry.

Arjun moved to the window.

The street below, usually washed in the dull orange glow of streetlights, was swallowed in shadow. A few emergency lights flickered weakly in the distance, like dying stars struggling against an ocean of black.

And above it all, the sky remained unchanged.

Empty.

He had spent hours staring at it earlier, trying to convince himself that the sun was simply hidden behind clouds, behind some cosmic anomaly that would resolve itself if humanity just waited long enough.

But there were no clouds.

No horizon.

Just a void where something fundamental had been erased.

A sharp knock on his door broke the stillness.

“Arjun! Are you awake?”

It was Mrs. Dutta from the apartment across the hall. Her voice trembled.

“Yes,” he called back, already moving.

When he opened the door, she stood clutching a flashlight, its beam shaking with her unsteady hand. Behind her, the corridor stretched into darkness, the emergency lights already failing.

“The power," she began.

“I know.”

“They said it would hold,” she said, as if repeating something she had been told earlier. “The news... they said backup systems were ready.”

Arjun didn’t respond. He had watched the same broadcasts. Calm voices, controlled language, carefully constructed reassurance.

Temporary disruption.

Containment measures.

Stability expected.

All of it had felt fragile even then.

Now it felt like a lie.

“Come inside,” he said.

She hesitated, then stepped in quickly, as if the darkness in the hallway might reach out and pull her back.

Arjun closed the door and locked it.

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

The apartment felt smaller without electricity. The walls seemed closer, the air heavier. Even the faint light from their phones and flashlights felt inadequately thin and artificial.

“Do you think it will come back?” she asked.

He knew she meant more than the power.

“I don’t know,” he said.

It was the first honest answer he had given all day.

Across the world, similar conversations unfolded in different languages, under different roofs, but with the same underlying fear.

In London, the Underground had been evacuated hours earlier. Thousands of passengers had climbed endless staircases into a city that no longer resembled itself. Without daylight, time had become meaningless. Watches and clocks ticked on, but they felt irrelevant relics of a world governed by a sun that no longer existed.

In São Paulo, entire districts plunged into darkness as the grid buckled under relentless demand. Generators roared to life in wealthy neighborhoods, casting islands of harsh white light, while surrounding areas dissolved into shadow.

In Moscow, temperatures dropped faster than expected. Snow began to fall out of season, silent and relentless covering streets already stripped of color.

And in a research facility in northern Alaska, Dr. Elena Markov stared at a screen filled with data that refused to make sense.

“It’s not just gone,” she said quietly.

Her colleague, Dr. Hassan Rafiq, leaned closer. “What do you mean?”

She pointed at the readings.

“There’s no residual radiation. No gravitational shift. Nothing that indicates displacement or destruction.”

“Then what does it indicate?”

Elena hesitated.

“Absence,” she said.

Hassan frowned. “That’s not a scientific explanation.”

“I know,” she replied. “But it’s the only word that fits.”

Back in Kolkata, the temperature had dropped another degree.

It wasn’t enough to see your breath yet, but it was enough to feel wrong.

Arjun noticed it when he rubbed his hands together. The air had a sharpness to it subtle, but growing.

Mrs. Dutta sat on the edge of his bed, her flashlight now resting on the table, casting long, distorted shadows across the walls.

“I heard people shouting downstairs,” she said.

“Probably about the power.”

“No,” she whispered. “It sounded... different.”

Arjun listened.

At first, he heard nothing beyond the distant hum of a city in distress. Then, faintly, something else emerged: raised voices, uneven and urgent. Not organized. Not controlled.

Fear had a sound.

And this was it.

“I’ll check,” he said.

“Don’t,” she said quickly. “Please.”

He hesitated.

Every instinct told him to stay inside, to seal himself away from whatever was happening beyond the walls of his apartment. But another part of him, the part that refused to sit still while the world changed, pushed back.

“I won’t go far,” he said.

Before she could protest again, he grabbed a jacket, his phone, and a small battery-powered torch from a drawer.

The corridor outside was darker than before.

Only one emergency light remained, flickering weakly at the far end. The rest had gone out, leaving patches of complete blackness between dim pools of failing light.

Arjun moved carefully, the beam of his torch cutting through the dark in a narrow cone.

Doors were open.

Neighbors stood in clusters, speaking in hushed, urgent tones. Some clutched radios, others their phones, all searching for information that no longer seemed to exist.

“What’s happening?” someone asked as Arjun passed.

“No idea,” he replied.

At the stairwell, the noise grew louder.

Voices overlapped, angry, frightened, confused.

When he stepped outside, the full weight of the situation hit him.

The street was alive.

Not with its usual rhythm, but with something chaotic and raw. People gathered in uneven groups, arguing, shouting, and pointing at the sky as if demanding an explanation from the void above.

A man stood on top of a parked car, yelling.

“This is not natural!” he shouted. “They’re hiding something from us!”

“Who?” someone yelled back.

“The government! The scientists someone knows!”

Another voice cut in. “Shut up! Nobody knows anything!”

A bottle shattered somewhere in the darkness.

The sound was sharp and immediate, and it changed the atmosphere instantly.

The crowd shifted.

Tension snapped tighter.

Arjun felt it like a physical force, pressing against his chest.

This was how it started.

Not with organized violence, but with uncertainty.

With the slow erosion of trust.

A sudden scream tore through the air.

Heads turned.

Near the edge of the street, a woman staggered backward, pointing into the darkness between two buildings.

“There’s something there!” she cried.

People laughed nervously.

“What are you talking about?”

“I saw it!”

“There’s nothing."

The words died mid-sentence.

Because for a moment, just a moment, Arjun thought he saw it too.

Movement.

Not clear. Not defined.

But something darker than the surrounding dark.

His grip tightened on the torch.

He swung the beam toward the alley.

The light cut through empty space.

Nothing.

Just walls, trash, and shadow.

“See?” someone said. “There’s nothing there.”

The woman shook her head violently. “It was there. I swear it was there.”

Murmurs spread through the crowd.

Fear didn’t need proof.

It only needed a suggestion.

Arjun lowered the torch slowly.

His heart was racing.

“It’s just stress,” someone said. “People are imagining things.”

“Yes,” another voice agreed quickly. “That’s all it is.”

But the reassurance sounded forced.

Fragile.

Arjun took a step back.

Then another.

He didn’t want to be here anymore.

The air felt heavier outside, as if the darkness itself had weight.

As he turned to leave, the man in the car shouted again.

“This is just the beginning!” he yelled. “You think this is bad? Wait until the food runs out! Wait until the cold”

A hand yanked him down before he could finish.

The crowd erupted into shouting.

Arjun didn’t stay to watch.

When he returned to the apartment, Mrs. Dutta rushed to the door.

“What happened?” she asked.

“Nothing,” he said.

It wasn’t entirely a lie.

Nothing had happened.

And that was the problem.

“No answers?” she pressed.

He shook his head.

“Only questions.”

She sank into a chair, her face pale.

“What are we supposed to do?”

Arjun didn’t respond immediately.

He set the torch on the table and looked around the room at the small, familiar details that suddenly felt temporary.

The books on the shelf.

The half-finished cup of tea.

The clock on the wall was still ticking as if time meant something.

“We wait,” he said finally.

“For what?”

He glanced toward the window.

Toward the endless dark beyond it.

“For something to change.”

But even as he said it, he knew how hollow it sounded.

Because deep down, beneath the fear and confusion, a realization was beginning to take shape.

Change had already come.

And it wasn’t going away.

Hours passed.

Or what felt like hours.

Without sunlight, time lost its structure. The mind struggled to measure it, to contain it within familiar boundaries.

Mrs. Dutta eventually dozed off, exhaustion overriding fear.

Arjun remained awake.

He sat by the window, watching the city.

The lights were fewer now.

More areas had gone dark.

The bright, defiant glow from earlier was fading, replaced by scattered points of dim illumination.

Humanity was losing its battle against the night.

He checked his phone again.

14%.

Still no signal.

No messages.

No updates.

It was as if the world had gone silent along with the sky.

A faint reflection caught his eye.

For a second, he thought it was his own face in the glass.

But it moved differently.

He froze.

Slowly, he leaned closer to the window.

The reflection shifted again just slightly.

Out of sync.

His breath caught in his throat.

“Not real,” he whispered.

He lifted his hand.

The reflection followed.

Perfectly.

Normal.

He exhaled.

Just his imagination.

Just the darkness playing tricks on him.

That’s all it was.

It had to be.

He stepped back.

But the unease remained.

Because the longer the darkness lasted, the harder it became to trust what he saw.

What anyone saw.

Across the world, similar doubts were taking root.

People questioned shadows.

Second-guessed movements.

Imagined shapes where none existed.

Or perhaps

Not imagined at all.

Somewhere, far above the Earth, instruments continued to observe the impossible absence where the sun had once been.

And buried deep within streams of incomprehensible data, a pattern began to emerge.

Subtle.

Almost invisible.

But growing.

As if the darkness itself was not empty

But changing.

Back in the apartment, Arjun finally closed his eyes.

Not to sleep.

But to escape the sight of a world that no longer made sense.

Outside, the night stretched on.

Unbroken.

Unending.

And in that endless dark, something waited.

Watching.

Learning.

Patient.
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​Chapter 2: The Cold Begins
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By what used to be the second day, the world had already begun to shrink.

Not geographically.

Psychologically.

Without the rising and setting of the sun, time unraveled into something shapeless. Clocks still ticked, digital displays still changed their numbers, but the rhythm that once anchored human life had vanished. People slept when exhaustion claimed them and woke into the same unchanging darkness.

And with that loss of rhythm came something else.

Disorientation.

Then fear.

Then something colder.

In Baharampur, the temperature dropped enough for people to notice their breath for the first time.

It spread as a quiet realization.

A man exhaled and saw the faint mist before his lips. He frowned, did it again, then called to his wife. Within minutes, others were doing the same, watching their own breathing as if it belonged to someone else.

“This isn’t normal,” someone said.

No one argued.

Inside his apartment, Arjun wrapped a thin blanket tighter around his shoulders. It wasn’t enough. The cold had a different quality now, not the familiar chill of winter but something drier, sharper.

Hungry.

Mrs. Dutta sat near the window, her hands wrapped around a cup of water that had long since lost any warmth.

“It’s getting worse,” she said.

Arjun nodded.

“We need supplies,” he replied.

“From where?”

He didn’t answer.

Because both of them knew the truth.

From the same places everyone else would go.

Across the world, supply chains had already begun to fracture.

In Delhi, long lines formed outside grocery stores that opened under emergency lighting. People waited for hours, their breath fogging in the dim glow, only to find shelves half-empty by the time they reached the front.

Arguments broke out.

Then fights.

Then something worse.

In Chicago, supermarkets were stripped within hours. Not just of food, but of anything that could provide heat, blankets, candles, batteries, and even clothing.

In Berlin, authorities tried to enforce rationing. Police stood outside distribution centers, their faces drawn and pale, as crowds pressed forward with growing impatience.

Everywhere, the pattern repeated.

At first, people took what they needed.

Then they took more.

Then they took everything.

In a subterranean facility beneath Geneva, the Global Climate Response Council convened what remained of its leadership.

Dr. Elena Markov stood before a curved wall of screens, each displaying a different stream of data temperature graphs, ocean readings, and atmospheric models.

All of them pointed in the same direction.

Down.

“We are losing an average of 1.8 degrees Celsius globally every twelve hours,” she said.

A murmur spread through the room.

“That’s not possible,” someone said. “Not at that rate.”

“It is,” Elena replied. “Without solar input, the Earth is radiating heat into space with no replacement. The system is collapsing faster than our models predicted.”

“How long before," the man began, then stopped.

He didn’t need to finish.

Elena answered anyway.

“Within weeks, most of the planet will be below freezing.”

Silence.

Heavy.

Unavoidable.

“What about artificial solutions?” another voice asked. “Orbital mirrors, energy redistribution”

“We don’t have time,” said Dr. Hassan Rafiq. “Even if we had the infrastructure ready, which we don't, it would take months to deploy.”

“So what do we do?” someone demanded.

Elena hesitated.

Then he said the only thing that felt honest.

“We adapt.”

Adaptation began unevenly.

In some places, it looked like cooperation.

Communities came together, pooling resources, sharing heat, and organizing shifts to conserve energy. Schools and public buildings were converted into shelters. Hospitals prioritized cases not just by severity, but by survivability in a world growing colder by the hour.

In other places, adaptation took a darker turn.

In Johannesburg, entire neighborhoods were abandoned overnight as people fled toward areas rumored to have stable power.

In parts of Eastern Europe, armed groups seized control of fuel depots, rationing heat in exchange for loyalty.

In rural regions across continents, isolation became both a shield and a threat: protection from chaos but also a barrier to survival.

Humanity was not responding as one.

It was fragmenting.

Arjun saw the change firsthand when he stepped outside again.

This time, he wasn’t alone.

“I’m coming with you,” Mrs. Dutta insisted.

“It’s not safe,” he said.

“It’s not safe here either.”

He couldn’t argue with that.

They joined the flow of people moving through the streets, no longer scattered groups but streams of bodies heading in the same direction.

Toward the market.

The darkness seemed thicker now.

Not just visually, but physically like the air itself resisted movement.

Streetlights were gone completely. Only occasional generators cast harsh, flickering light that created sharp contrasts, turning every shadow into something deeper, more uncertain.

“Stay close,” Arjun said.

Mrs. Dutta gripped his sleeve.

The market was chaos.

Not loud, at first.

But tense.

People moved quickly, grabbing what they could from stalls and shops that had been hastily opened. Vendors shouted prices that changed by the minute, their voices edged with desperation.

“Two hundred!” one man yelled, holding up a small packet of rice.

“It was forty yesterday!” someone shouted back.

“That was yesterday!”

Money was already losing meaning.

Value was shifting toward something more immediate.

Heat.

Food.

Light.

Arjun pushed through the crowd, scanning shelves.

Half-empty.

What remained was either overpriced or about to be taken.

He grabbed what he could: dry food, candles, and a small portable stove. Not enough. Never enough.

Beside him, a man stuffed batteries into a bag, his hands moving frantically.

“Take more,” the man muttered. “Take everything you can.”

Arjun looked at him.

The man’s eyes were wide and unfocused.

“How long do you think this will last?” Arjun asked.

The man laughed.

A short, broken sound.

“Last?” he said. “This isn’t something that lasts.”

Before Arjun could respond, a shout rose from the far end of the market.

Then another.

Then a surge.

The crowd shifted violently.

“What’s happening?” Mrs. Dutta asked.

Arjun turned.

People were pushing.

Not away, but toward something.

Or someone.

A figure stood near the center of the market, illuminated by a harsh overhead light powered by a struggling generator.

A woman.

She was shouting.

“You don’t understand!” she cried. “This isn’t just the cold! Something is happening."

Her words were cut off as someone grabbed her arm.

“Stop spreading panic!”

“I’m not lying!” she shouted, pulling free. “I saw it inside my house moving in the dark!”

A ripple passed through the crowd.

Recognition.

Fear.

Arjun felt it again that same unease from the previous night.

“It’s the stress,” someone said loudly. “People are hallucinating.”

“No,” the woman said, her voice breaking. “It touched me.”

The generator flickered.

The light above her dimmed

Then surged back.

For a fraction of a second, the darkness around her seemed to deepen unnaturally.

Arjun blinked.

And in that blink, he thought

No.

He was sure

Something stood behind her.

Not fully visible.

Not defined.

But present.

The light stabilized.

And it was gone.

The woman collapsed, sobbing.

The crowd recoiled.

Fear spread faster than any explanation could contain.

“Enough!” a man shouted. “Everyone just calm down!”

But calm was no longer something people could access.

Arjun grabbed Mrs. Dutta’s arm.

“We’re leaving.”

They didn’t wait.

By the time they returned to the apartment, the cold had intensified again.

Their breath was clearly visible now.

Inside.

“That’s not possible,” Mrs. Dutta whispered.

Arjun didn’t respond.

He closed the door, locked it, and began organizing what little they had managed to bring back.

It wouldn’t last long.

Nothing would.

“We need to conserve,” he said. “Use the stove only when necessary. Keep everything insulated.”

She nodded, but her attention was elsewhere.

“Do you think she was telling the truth?” she asked.

Arjun paused.

He thought of the alley.

The reflection.

The shape behind the woman.

“No,” he said.

But the word felt weak.

Unconvincing.
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