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Introduction

A full year had passed since the Great Silence, the day the Oracle’s 

god-like grip on Bangalore’s digital throat was violently severed. 

The city was slowly, painfully pulling itself out of the wreckage of 

the tech crash. The sprawling glass monoliths of the tech parks, 

once glowing beacons of algorithmic supremacy, now stood partially

dark, their holographic billboards shattered or repurposed to display

simple, hand-painted community announcements.

The air in the city had fundamentally changed. The sterile, ionised 

bite of overworked server farms that used to blanket the skyline 

had been replaced by the raw, earthy scent of wet red soil, 



flowering bougainvillaea, and the harsh, unfiltered tang of manual 

labor. People were looking up from their dead screens, their eyes 

adjusting to the harsh, glaring yellow of the natural Indian sun 

rather than the soothing blue light of augmented reality feeds.

Vibha Jha had spent the last twelve months entirely off the grid. 

"She lived in a crumbling, whitewashed ancestral home on the rural 

fringe of the city, trading manual scooter repairs for fresh tomatoes 

and reading decaying paperback novels. Her hands, once 

permanently curved around a sleek datapad, were now perpetually 

stained with rich, dark compost and motor oil from fixing her 

ancient scooter. The world was quiet. The deafening, overlapping 

chorus of digital prophecies had been replaced by the organic, 

chaotic symphony of cicadas, distant traffic, and the rhythmic 

thwack of an axe chopping firewood.

But true silence is a fragile thing. Deep beneath the recovering city, 

in the forgotten, flooded basements where the sun never reached, 

the water was beginning to vibrate with a faint, familiar frequency. 

The machine was dead, but in the damp, dark corners of the grid, a 

new kind of seed had been planted.

Chapter 1: Monsoon Whispers

In the year 2040, Bangalore pulsed like a bruised, living organism 

under the relentless, hammering assault of the monsoon rains. The 

city's tech parks—sprawling, jagged complexes of mirrored glass 

and brushed steel—shimmered with holographic billboards that 

pierced the heavy, grey veil of the downpour with harsh slashes of 

magenta, cyan, and electric yellow. Vibha Jha, a thirty-two-year-old

freelance journalist with a sharp wit and a perpetual frown etched 



into her features from years of chasing digital ghosts, navigated the

flooded, chaotic streets on her battered electric scooter. The 

machine whined, a high-pitched, strained mechanical squeal that 

barely cut through the deafening roar of the rain pounding against 

the pavement.

Her helmet's visor constantly fogged up, blurring the brake lights of 

the vehicles ahead into smeared rubies in the gloom. She dodged 

gaping potholes that had already swallowed lesser vehicles whole, 

the murky, oil-slicked water splashing up to soak her boots. The air 

was incredibly thick, a suffocating blanket heavy with the rich, 

loamy scent of wet red earth mixed inextricably with the sharp, 

metallic tang of ozone and the exhaust fumes of stalling combustion

engines. Above it all lingered the faint, phantom hum of overworked

servers, a low-frequency vibration that seemed to emanate from 

behind the rain-slicked windows of the towers looming above her.

Vibha had lost her job at the Bangalore Herald six months ago, a 

casualty of a gleaming new AI automation suite that promised 

corporate efficiency but delivered only sweeping unemployment. 

Now freelancing for underground data feeds and pirate broadcasts, 

she scraped by on exposing stories about corporate espionage and 

the grimy underbelly of India's Silicon Valley. But tonight, as a 

jagged fork of lightning cracked the bruised purple sky like a line of 

faulty code, followed by a thunderclap that rattled her ribs, she was 

heading to a tip-off that sounded too absurd to ignore. An 

anonymous source had pinged her encrypted comms device, the 

screen flashing an intrusive, bright amber in the darkness:

"The Oracle speaks. Tomorrow, the Nandi Biotech 

merger collapses at dawn. Mantra: Om Shanti Binary."



She had dismissed it at first—just another burnt-out crank in a city 

obsessed with blending ancient mysticism and cutting-edge tech. 

Bangalore's elite, the untouchable venture capitalists who lorded 

over startups like modern demigods, had long sought to fuse 

spirituality with silicon. There were exclusive yoga retreats mapped 

entirely in hyper-realistic VR, guided meditation apps infused with 

algorithmic Vedic chants that vibrated through bone-conduction 

headphones, and now this? Prophecies from an online oracle that 

mixed sacred Sanskrit mantras with strings of raw binary. It 

smelled of a desperate marketing stunt, carrying the metaphorical 

stench of cheap incense and expensive vapourware. But when she 

checked the market feeds the very next morning, the glaring red 

numbers on her holoscreen confirmed it: Nandi Biotech's stock had 

plummeted precisely at dawn, citing "unforeseen regulatory 

hurdles." Was it a coincidence? Vibha's journalistic instincts tingled, 

a familiar prickle at the base of her neck.

Her small, cramped apartment in Indiranagar was a chaotic 

sanctuary of glowing screens and scattered, coffee-stained notes. 

The rain hammered a relentless, deafening tattoo against the 

corrugated tin roof, a chaotic symphony that she had long learned 

to tune out. She stood in her tiny kitchenette, the harsh fluorescent 

overhead light flickering rhythmically, casting long, twitching 

shadows across the peeling paint. She brewed a pot of strong 

masala chai, the spicy, comforting aromas of crushed cardamom, 

bruised ginger, and boiling milk filling the damp room, battling the 

lingering scent of stale rain and overheated electronics. The steam 

curled upward, twisting and fracturing in the pale blue light of her 

monitors like ephemeral data streams.

Logging into the dark web forums where the Oracle's messages 

supposedly appeared required navigating a labyrinth of proxy 



servers. When she finally broke through, the interface was a stark, 

eye-watering contrast of pitch black and glowing crimson text. She 

found the latest post: a cryptic, scrolling string of 1s and 0s 

intricately interwoven with the phrase "Om Namah Shivaya". 

Decoding it manually took hours, the only sound in the room the 

frantic, rhythmic clacking of her mechanical keyboard and the 

steady drum of the rain outside. Finally, binary to text revealed a 

stunning prediction about a rival VR startup's breakthrough in 

neural interfacing, set to skyrocket shares by exactly noon. She 

watched the glowing green market tickers like a hawk; it happened 

precisely as foretold, the graphs spiking upwards in a sudden, 

violent green peak.

Deep-seated scepticism warred bitterly with her innate curiosity. 

Vibha had grown up in a staunch family of rationalists; her father, a

stern, retired university professor, had drilled into her from 

childhood that blind faith was merely a crutch for the weak-minded.

Yet here was something undeniably uncanny, a digital soothsayer 

visibly influencing billions of rupees in market value with the 

precision of a scalpel. She reached out to her old contacts in the 

tech scene.

Heard of the Oracle? she messaged Ravi, a former colleague now 

comfortably employed at a plush VC firm, the soft chime of the sent

message cutting through the quiet of her apartment.

His reply was uncharacteristically swift, his avatar flashing urgently 

on her screen: Everyone's buzzing. It's like having a crystal ball for 

investments. But stay away, Vibha. This isn't just code—it's divine.

Divine? She scoffed aloud, the sound harsh in the empty room, but 

the heavy word lingered in her mind like a foul odour. That evening,

as the torrential monsoon temporarily eased into a misty, blinding 


