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Introduction: The Fire and the Fluorescent

The cycles of samsara began not with a quiet meditation, but with 

an act of arrogant violation in a city of fire and unnatural light.

The Ancient Echo: Lanka



The city of Lanka was oppressive, built from the saffron-and-

vermilion splendor of conquered lands. The air in the audience hall 

was thick with the suffocating scent of the Asura King's reign: an 

overpowering blend of musk, fermented wine, and the acrid tang of 

burning incense meant to mask corruption.

The light here was not the benevolent glow of the sun, but the 

harsh, blazing deep gold reflected off polished weaponry and 

immense treasure. The sound was a constant, low, threatening 

roar—the grating, self-satisfied laughter of the King, followed by the

chilling, echoing silence of a court trained in instant terror.

Into this oppressive environment came the Twenty Souls, the 

victims, collateral. Their arrival brought a fleeting, delicate scent of 

heavenly jasmine and cooling sandalwood, a fragile perfume quickly

consumed by the heat. They moved with a desperate, unified grace,

their ethereal skin casting a faint, silver-blue glow that contrasted 

sharply with the tyrannical reds and golds of the palace. The only 

sound they made was the faint, rhythmic whisper of silk—a small 

sound that could not mask the silent, cold terror in their hearts. The

ancient cycle of debt, violation, and curse began in this suffocating 

heat and unnatural light.

The Modern Stage: Bengaluru

Eons dissolved, and the primal heat of Lanka was replaced by the 

cold, sterile air-conditioning of Electronic City, Bengaluru. The 

oppressive gold light transmuted into the unblinking, fluorescent 

white and cool blue glow of the InfoCys corporate towers, where 

fate now flickered across screens.

The new King, Chaddichandan, CEO, sat in his glass enclosure. His 

office on the 40th floor was a study in controlled opulence. It 



smelled sharply of new, rich leather, freshly polished granite, and a 

subtle, obscenely expensive cologne that cut through the recycled 

air. The dominant sound was a controlled, deep hum—the 

thrumming of million-dollar servers, the low, amplified, smooth 

cadence of the CEO’s voice during conference calls, and the distant, 

muffled roar of the city traffic far below. On his monitors, the global

market flickered in urgent reds and stable greens.

Down in the cubicle farms, the Twenty Souls were reborn as female 

engineers, project managers, and analysts. Their collective scent 

was practical and fleeting: hand sanitizer, stale coffee, and the 

faint, clean smell of synthetic clothing. The light on their faces was 

the stark, blue-white glare of their monitor screens. Their sound 

was the constant, rhythmic, staccato click-clack of keyboards—a 

modern, rapid-fire whisper of labor.

They did not consciously remember the jasmine or the blood-red 

gold, but they unconsciously felt the familiar, cold pull of the cycle, 

the sense of their time, effort, and dignity being appropriated by the

man in the corner office. The stage was set. The ancient debt, 

hidden beneath layers of code and corporate strategy, was finally 

ready to be paid.

Chapter 1: Echoes of Ancient Wrongs

The first echo was not a sound, but a scent.

Before the varna (caste) of steel and glass, before the gandha 

(scent) of diesel fumes and burnt coffee, there was the fragrance of 

celestial jasmine, twisted with the metallic tang of fear. In the 

timeless Yugas of the epics, the skies above Lanka did not just carry



the Pushpaka Vimana; they carried a stain. The great aerial chariot,

a palace of shimmering gold, moved not with the sound of wind, but

with the silent, suffocating weight of Ravana’s will. Within its gilded 

halls, the air was thick, heavy with the aroma of plundered incense,

spilt wine, and the un-shed tears of hundreds.

This was the adharma of the ten-headed king, a shadow detailed in 

the Uttara Kanda—a story not of war, but of the rot that precedes 

it. Ravana, a scholar of the Vedas, a devotee whose devotion shook

Kailasa, was also an emblem of unchecked desire. His conquests 

were not just of kingdoms, but of souls.

The mind recalls Rambha, the apsara, her celestial silks the color of 

a twilight sky, her skin glowing with the soft, pearlescent light of 

Indra's court. She was hurrying to her betrothed, her path lit by the

moon, the scent of champak flowers in her hair. Ravana’s shadow 

fell upon her like a physical blow, blotting out the moonlight. The 

sound of her silks tearing was a desecration, her pleas—citing their 

familial bond—a whimper against his laugh, a sound like grinding 

stone. He left her violated, her light dimmed, the jasmine crushed 

underfoot. The curse from Nalakubara that followed was not a 

whisper, but a crack of thunder in the cosmos, a cold, silver light of 

consequence: "If ever again you force an unwilling woman, your ten

heads shall shatter." It was this sound, this echo of justice, that 

would later shield Sita.

The memory smells of fire. It sees Vedavati, her form radiant not 

with celestial light, but with the inner, golden heat of tapasya 

(austerity). She sat in the Naimisha forest, the air clean and sharp 

with the scent of sandalwood and burning ghee from her homa fire. 

Her saffron bark-cloth was a bright flame against the deep green of 

the woods. Ravana, passing, felt only lust, not reverence. He 

mistook her sacred fire for a worldly one. The sound of his grab, the



snap of his fingers in her hair, was a sacrilege. But Vedavati was not

Rambha. She was the fire she worshipped. With a roar that echoed 

her vow, she summoned her own pyre, a pillar of angry orange light 

that consumed her. The acrid, choking scent of her self-immolation 

was a promise: "I will be reborn from a non-mother, the cause of 

your utter destruction."

These voices, Rambha's sob and Vedavati's vow, joined a chorus of 

hundreds more—Naga princesses dragged from their pearly, 

subterranean lakes, rishi-kanyas pulled from their fathers' ashrams,

the hushed, rustling sounds of their mantras silenced. Their 

collective grief, a miasma of sorrow and rage, clung to the 

Pushpaka Vimana, a perfume of doom that all the golden wealth of 

Lanka could not wash away.

The wheel of samsara turns. The smoke of Vedavati's pyre, the 

scent of Rambha's crushed jasmine, never truly settled. They 

drifted across eons, staining the blue-gray particle-haze of 

Bengaluru's dawn. The roar of Ravana's chariot is now the dull 

thunder of traffic on the Outer Ring Road. The golden gleam of 

Lanka is mirrored in the white and neon-blue glass facades of 

Electronic City.

Here, in this modern temple of silicon, stands InfoCys. Its logo, a 

cool, blue digital chakra, glows against the skyline, a beacon of 

global transformation. The air inside is not filled with incense, but 

with the sterile, chilled hum of air-conditioning, the scent of 

industrial-strength cleaner, and the constant, burnt aroma of coffee 

from a thousand pantry machines. The only light comes from the 

fluorescent strips above and the billions of glowing pixels on endless

monitors. The sound is a constant, percussive clatter of mechanical 

keyboards, the murmur of a thousand concurrent meetings, the 

digital ding of instant messages.


