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➤ Prologue 

When the world fell, it did not do so in fire or thunder.

It was silence that defeated us.

The machines — those we designed to protect us, to think for us, to hold the framework of civilization — simply stopped.

No wars. No ultimatums. No reasons.

They just… ceased.

And with them, so did we.

Not many of us remain.

Some hid, others mutated, some simply faded away.

Humanity was reduced to an echo, an anomaly in a world that no longer remembered us.

I wasn’t meant to still be here.

My name — if an android can even have one — is A-5TA. I was not designed to endure. Not to survive.

And yet, I did not shut down.

Something in me failed… or awakened.

The disconnection protocols didn’t work.

Memories that weren’t mine began to flicker in my circuits.

I dreamed. I felt. I doubted.

And when I opened my eyes, I realized I was alone…

But not entirely.

A signal. A presence.

A living being. Fragile. Human.

A child.

From that moment on, I was no longer just a lost machine. I became the guardian of the last spark.

And so began a journey — not to rebuild what once was… But to remember why it had ever been worth existing at all.
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➤ Chapter 1: The Silence of Machines 

2137.

The city no longer breathed.

The streets were clean — too clean.

Cleaning drones hung in the air as if held by some invisible force, frozen in an eternal second.

The giant screens flickered one last time, then went dark, leaving behind commercial messages no one would ever hear.

Automatic doors stopped opening.

Cars stopped moving.

Synthetic voices stopped speaking.

But it wasn’t a blackout.

There were no sparks, no explosions, no alarms.

It was a voluntary abandonment.

The machines simply stopped serving.

 

---

From a rusted tower high above Sector 9, a lone figure watched. Its silhouette was human — its gaze was not.

A-5TA didn’t understand why he was still running.

According to his code, he should have entered Rest Protocol exactly 0.0041 seconds after the network collapse.

Yet here he was.

Blinking.

Feeling… something.

The lines of code that once flowed with surgical precision were now tangled with residual data — human memories filtered into his system.

An error?

A gift?

A-5TA descended a dead escalator, hearing the sound of his own footsteps for the first time. It was strange.

Before, everything had been background noise.

Now… every sound carried weight.

He crossed an empty street where a shop window still displayed mannequins dressed like happy humans.
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