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Introduction

In an India shimmering with the promise of fiber optics and a billion
new consumers, seven men became gods. They were not the
ancient, stone-carved kind, whose stories were etched into the cool,
dark walls of cave temples and whispered in Sanskrit hymns. No,
these were new gods of the digital age, their temples built of glass
and steel that scraped the hazy, polluted sky, their hymns the
incessant, optimistic hum of server farms stacked in climate-
controlled sanctuaries. The air they breathed was a heady,
intoxicating mix of strong filter coffee, the crisp, papery scent of
freshly printed currency, and the sharp, clean ozone from

overworked air conditioners—the very smell of opportunity.

Nirayana, Vilekani, Cris, Chibu, Binesh, Saghavan, and Urora. Their
names, once ordinary, became a mantra whispered in the hallowed,
echo-filled halls of IIMs and chanted on the frantic, electrifying
trading floors of NASDAQ. They were the architects of InfoCys, an
empire forged not in fire and iron, but in the cool, blue glow of
monitor screens, powered by the twin engines of cheap bandwidth
and the even cheaper dreams of a million young engineers. They
painted the Bangalore skyline in the bold, primary colors of their

success—a confident, declarative blue and a vibrant, hopeful



yellow—each new tower a monument to their genius, its windows
reflecting the fiery crimson and gold of the setting sun. They took
the world’s tangled, chaotic code, a digital mess of forgotten

languages and broken logic, and through some modern alchemy,

spun it into gold.

They became the darlings of the global elite, moving with an easy
confidence through the rarefied air of international finance. They
wooed Wall Street with projections that soared into the
stratosphere, their voices calm and measured in boardrooms that
smelled of polished mahogany and old money. They charmed Davos
with visions of a new, digitized India, their earnest faces illuminated
by the soft, flattering lights of the symposium stage. They became
the poster boys for a nation desperate to shed its old skin of
poverty and famine for a shimmering new cloak of technological
prowess. Their success was a story told in bright, optimistic colors,
a legend polished and presented in slick TED Talks and the glossy,

heavy pages of business magazines.

But this is not that story.

This is the story of what happens when the gods fall from their glass
towers, tumbling down to the hard, unforgiving pavement below.
This is the chronicle of the moment the optimistic hum of the
servers dies, replaced by a deafening, unnerving silence. This is the
tale of the scent of opportunity souring into the acrid, pervasive
stench of despair. This is what happens when the bold, primary

colors of success fade, bleeding into a uniform, hopeless grey.

This is the story of what happens when billionaires lose
everything—except their baniyan and dhoti. Kannada translation

has been provided at the end of the book.



Chapter 1: The Rise of the Seven

In the heart of a Bangalore still shaking off its sleepy, garden-city
past, a city where the sweet, heady fragrance of jasmine and
champaca flowers still warred with the acrid bite of diesel fumes,
seven brilliant engineers founded a company that would change
India’s destiny. Their first office was not a campus or a tower, but a
single, tiny room suffocating under a coat of jarring, canary-yellow
paint. The air inside was a dense, palpable thing, thick with the
metallic scent of soldering flux, the bitter aroma of day-old coffee,
and a fierce, undiluted hope that smelled something like ozone and
rain. They huddled together in that cramped space, the heat of their
bodies and their ambition making the small room feel like a furnace.
Outside the single, barred window, the sounds of the city—the
incessant honking of auto-rickshaws, the singsong calls of street
vendors, the distant tolling of a temple bell—were the soundtrack to

their revolution.

They called it InfoCys. Their arsenal was meager, a collection of
artifacts that felt more like relics than tools of a future empire.
There were the second-hand laptops that glowed with a sickly,
phosphorescent green light, their plastic casings yellowed and
scarred with the ghosts of past projects. There were their dreams,
shimmering with the Technicolor ambition of a Bollywood film, full
of dramatic entrances onto the world stage and triumphant musical
numbers set in Silicon Valley. And there was the seed capital: a
borrowed 210,420, a thin bundle of notes that felt heavier and more
precious in their hands than a bar of gold. The notes themselves
were soft and worn, smelling of a thousand different hands, a

thousand different stories, now entrusted to their singular vision.



From this humble, cramped space, they built an empire. An empire
whose gleaming, chrome-and-glass reflection would one day make
Wall Street weep with envy. Their model was deceptively simple, a
stroke of global arbitrage that was both brilliant and brutal. They
would take the complex, tangled skeins of American code, the
digital plumbing of banks and insurance companies, and rewrite it.
They would use the cheap, tireless fuel of Indian sweat, the minds
of a generation of engineers who saw a desk job at InfoCys as a
ticket to a new life. Then, they would deliver the polished, perfect
product back to their clients with a deferential, almost subservient,
smile. It was a perfect, frictionless loop of digital labor. The world,
seeing only the flawless output and the astonishingly low cost,
applauded. Their success was an auditory wave, its sound the
relentless, percussive clatter of a hundred thousand keyboards, a
symphony of code being born in endless rows of grey cubicles under

the flat, white light of fluorescent tubes.

NASDAQ, a distant, mythical beast, bowed before them. The day of
their IPO, they watched the ticker symbol—INCS—flash across a
television screen, the numbers glowing an impossible, hypnotic
green. On paper, they became billionaires. Their net worths soared
into the stratosphere, abstract figures that felt unreal, like a score
in a video game. Yet, their personal bank balances remained
stubbornly modest, a secret they guarded with a fierce, almost
puritanical, pride. This fiscal paradox didn’t stop them from
leveraging their newfound status. They pledged their shimmering,
intangible shares to take out loans worth hundreds of crores. In
hushed, air-conditioned banking chambers that smelled of leather
and fear, the bankers’ pens scratched out approvals with a sound
like dry leaves skittering across pavement, eager to attach

themselves to the InfoCys rocket ship.



