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Introduction

In the heavenly realm of Swarga, bathed in golden light and
perpetual twilight, Lord Indra, the King of the Gods, observed
events with mounting concern. His throne, crafted from a single
diamond vast as the universe, grew unusually warm and hummed
faintly beneath him. The disturbance originated not from Swarga or
the depths of the underworlds, but from Earth—specifically, the

diverse suburbs of Western Sydney.

There, a mortal named Chunmun Singh, a Solution Architect,
approached an extraordinary level of spiritual potency. The air in

Indra's court, typically fragrant with celestial parijata blossoms and



the ozone scent of divine armaments, now carried a subtle
undercurrent: the grounded aroma of human determination. For
thirteen years, Chunmun had maintained strict celibacy and
meditation, constructing a barrier of discipline around his vital
energy. The resulting reservoir of tapas, or spiritual power, had
expanded enormously, sending ripples that traversed continents,

oceans, and dimensions to unsettle the base of Indra's throne.

A human wielding such influence—one capable of altering reality
through concentrated intent—could not be ignored. Those who
reached such pinnacles often became overconfident, potentially
defying the gods, claiming dominion over the heavens, or disrupting
karmic laws. Motivated by instinctual dread for his sovereignty and
a keen sense of divine envy, Indra formulated a strategy. He
eschewed overt force like thunderbolts or legions, opting instead for
subtlety. He would deploy his most effective instruments: the

Apsaras.

These celestial nymphs embodied temptation, fashioned by the
gods from allure, grace, and longing. Their objective: to venture to
the earthly realm, locate this devout Solution Architect from
Parramatta, and dismantle his resolve, disrupt his austerity, and

dissipate his accumulated power.

What unfolds is an epic confrontation, not of blades and
enchantments, but of timeless cosmic seduction against resolute
contemporary practicality. It chronicles a man equipped with
modest finances, unyielding determination, and a prudent
apprehension of Sydney's housing costs, resisting the universe's
most captivating entities. From the tidy expanses of Jubilee Park,
redolent of mown grass and eucalyptus, to the harsh, fluorescent
bustle of a Centrelink office infused with urgency and aged coffee,

Chunmun's pursuit of enlightenment encounters its supreme



ordeals—one exasperating, absurd, and fateful interaction after

another. Hindi translation has been provided at the end of the book.

Chapter 1: Menaka's Melody

The sun was not yet a certainty over Western Sydney. It was a
mere suggestion, a pearlescent lightening of the eastern sky that
filtered through the smoky green leaves of the eucalyptus trees in
Jubilee Park. The air was cool and damp, carrying the rich, loamy
scent of the Parramatta riverbank and the sharp, clean fragrance of
the gum leaves themselves. For Chunmun Singh, this was the hour
of power. Cross-legged on his worn yoga mat, his back straight, he
breathed in the quiet of the morning. The distant, rhythmic rumble
of the M4 motorway was a familiar mantra, the bass note to the
symphony of waking life. The manic, laughing call of a kookaburra
echoed from a nearby jacaranda tree, followed by the cheerful,
chaotic squabbling of rainbow lorikeets. Chunmun focused, drawing
his awareness inward, past the sounds, past the smells, to the
steady, quiet flame of his own consciousness. For thirteen years, he
had forsaken the tumultuous ocean of desire, channeling that vast
energy into the singular pursuit of spiritual mastery. His

concentration was a shield, his meditation a fortress.

The air shifted. The scent of eucalyptus and damp earth was
suddenly, inexplicably, overcome by an intoxicating perfume of
night-blooming jasmine and ancient temple sandalwood. The diffuse
morning light seemed to bend, to coalesce in a space before him,
gathering itself into a form of impossible grace. A figure
materialized, not with a vulgar pop, but as if she had been there all
along, merely choosing now to be seen. It was Menaka, the first

Apsara sent by Indra.



Her silken robes were the colour of the sky in the moments just
before dawn, shifting from the softest rose-pink to a shimmering,
mother-of-pearl lustre. The fabric flowed around her like liquid light,
whispering against the grass. Her skin glowed with a soft, internal
luminescence, and her bangles, intricately carved from what looked
like solidified moonlight, did not merely tinkle; they chimed with a
complex, hypnotic melody that seemed to pluck at the very strings
of a man'’s soul. She began to dance. It was not a performance for
an audience; it was a gravitational pull. Her movements were a
devastating blend of classical Bharatanatyam, each mudra a precise
invocation of longing, and a fluid, modern sensuality that spoke of
secret desires. Her feet, adorned with silver anklets, were silent on
the grass, yet each step sent a ripple of energy through the ground
that Chunmun could feel in the base of his spine. He remained
unmoved, his breath a steady, even rhythm, his focus an

unbreachable wall.

Frustration flickered across her perfect features. This mortal was
proving more resilient than Indra had suggested. She drew closer,
the scent of jasmine becoming almost overwhelmingly potent. The
melody of her bangles sharpened, becoming insistent. With a flick of
her wrist, she deliberately clanged them together, producing a
sharp, discordant clang that shattered the morning's peace. The
sound was like a stone thrown into the placid pool of Chunmun's

meditation.

His eyes snapped open. He blinked, his vision swimming for a
moment as it adjusted to the impossibly beautiful being standing
over him, backlit by the rising sun. His first, pragmatic thought was

that she must be part of some early morning Bollywood film shoot.

"Sister, please stop that racket,” he said, his voice raspy from

disuse. "I'm trying to meditate here."



