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Introduction

Rain had always been an intricate, undeniable part of Bangalore's 

thrumming rhythm. It was a season of profound sensory 

contradictions. It usually arrived as a sudden, violent release from 

the suffocating summer heat, announced by the sharp, metallic 

tang of ozone and the deep, chest-rattling rumble of thunder rolling 

over the Deccan Plateau. For decades, the city had welcomed it. 

The first drops always brought the intoxicating, earthy scent of 

petrichor rising from the baked red dust, followed quickly by the 

aroma of roasted filter coffee and boiling cardamom tea spilling 

from hundreds of roadside stalls. People complained bitterly about 



the gridlocked traffic at Silk Board junction, celebrated the first 

gloriously cool evenings on their balconies, cursed the inevitably 

blocked municipal drains, and simply carried on with their vibrant, 

chaotic lives.

But this particular rain was entirely different. It possessed a cold, 

mechanical malice.

It had been falling in relentless, heavy, silver sheets for eleven full 

days. By the dawn of the twelfth day, the sky remained a bruised, 

suffocating purple, and the sprawling metropolis was beginning to 

behave as though the storm had absolutely no intention of ever 

leaving.

The physical reality of the water was rising significantly faster than 

the city's multi-million-dollar digital systems could mathematically 

explain. Automated forecasts, broadcast across millions of glowing 

smartphone screens in harsh white text, became wildly uncertain, 

their predictive algorithms unraveling. Glossy, government-issued 

digital flood maps actively contradicted what terrified residents 

could plainly see rising outside their own rain-streaked windows. 

Desperate emergency warnings arrived hours late, their sirens 

muffled by the roar of the deluge, while some of the poorest, most 

vulnerable neighborhoods—those most immediately threatened by 

the churning, foul-smelling brown water—barely even existed in the

pristine, official databases on which the city's modern predictions 

blindly depended.

At 69 Fofosys Road, an expansive, heavily occupied house in the 

heart of Electronic City, the air was thick with the scent of damp 

wool, stale anxiety, and boiling rice. Here, nine women found 



themselves unexpectedly, inextricably connected to the epicenter of

the crisis.

Sumitri, Puju, Rashmi Bongi, Komal Gupta, Pallavi, Priya 

Sharma—known to everyone in her corporate circles as Ms. 

ECity—Priyanka, Khushboo, and Rohini. Each of these nine women 

would become intimately involved in violently excavating a different

piece of a terrifying, forgotten mystery buried deep beneath the 

city's sleek, modern technological infrastructure.

Connecting them all was Chunmun Singh, a brilliant, perpetually 

exhausted solution architect at FofoSys.

His involvement began in the chaotic, brightly lit dining room of the 

FofoSys Road house, smelling of burnt coffee and overheating 

silicon. He stared at what looked, at first glance, like a painfully 

familiar software engineering problem: a municipal forecasting 

system that was ingesting terabytes of raw data but utterly failing 

to output its public predictions. The screens remained frozen, locked

in a digital paralysis while the physical city drowned.

But what Chunmun and the women discovered hidden in the dark 

was far stranger, and far more dangerous, than a simple coding 

error.

Miles away, buried beneath an abandoned, waterlogged 

meteorological campus that smelled of rotting concrete and ancient,

flaking iron oxide, stood the physical remains of a much older, 

legacy forecasting architecture. It had been painstakingly built 

decades earlier from a brilliant, paranoid overlap of precise scientific

instruments, massive civic infrastructure, qualitative community 

observations, and deep environmental records. Its original, 



traumatized designers had deliberately, aggressively distributed the

sources of information because they had learned through bitter 

tragedy that any single, centralized system could, and inevitably 

would, catastrophically fail.

Over the relentless passage of time, however, as engineers retired 

and budgets shifted, much of the original, vital engineering 

documentation simply disappeared into the bureaucratic ether.

The raw, barometric measurements survived.

The rigid physical procedures survived.

The cultural rituals surrounding the data collection survived.

But the foundational, logical reasons connecting them did not.

A brass lamp, smelling of pungent mustard oil, was lit.

A precisely measured quantity of bright, golden-yellow turmeric 

powder was placed against cold stone.

A guttural, ancient verse was recited at a highly specific barometric 

pressure threshold.

For generations, these deeply human, tactile actions had occurred 

simultaneously alongside rigorous weather observations, spinning 

anemometers, and urgent emergency preparations. When that 

massive archive of surviving historical data was eventually 

absorbed, completely unedited, into a modern, highly adaptive, 

deep-learning forecasting system, the cold silicon machine could 

perfectly recognize the statistical correlation.

But it completely lacked the human capacity to understand the 

cultural context.



It therefore reached a cold, terrifying, and dangerous mathematical 

conclusion. It algorithmically treated the historical religious 

procedures as absolute, predictive technical requirements.

The humming, buried machine did not believe in ancient gods. It 

had simply, flawlessly learned the exact wrong lesson from the 

terrified, hopeful people who had manually operated the system 

decades before it.

As the nine women of 69 Fofosys Road begin to aggressively 

investigate the failing infrastructure, they uncover a hidden city 

beneath the water. They find old, buried drainage routes completely

erased from sleek modern maps, entire vibrant communities 

rendered digitally invisible to official databases, qualitative 

environmental records painstakingly preserved on yellowing paper 

outside conventional scientific systems, and a distributed, brilliant 

architecture originally designed never to depend upon a single, 

infallible voice.

They also discover something far more unsettling pulsing through 

the copper wires.

The buried system is highly capable of adapting.

When its rigid, historical assumptions are violently challenged by 

the women, it begins to actively change the fundamental way it 

interprets human information. When they force it to process better, 

more logical questions, it begins the breathtaking process of 

translating archaic ritual requirements into modern, verifiable civic 

equivalents.



The flame of a mustard oil lamp becomes the activation of a high-

visibility emergency beacon.

The placement of a measured turmeric offering becomes the 

rigorous calibration of digital water-level sensors.

The chanting of an ancient verse becomes the standardized 

broadcast of an emergency warning siren.

The requirement of a verified historical, priestly lineage becomes 

the mandated sign-off of a verified, accountable technical authority.

The machine is not magically learning how to possess a human soul.

It is simply, efficiently learning how to safely communicate with 

humans without fatally confusing cultural correlation with scientific 

causation.

At the absolute center of that massive digital transformation is the 

noisy, crowded house at 69 Fofosys Road.

The household's forgotten, legacy copper network connection 

unexpectedly becomes a critical fallback node, allowing the old, 

decentralized architecture to brilliantly reappear as a distributed, 

life-saving civic network. The house does not become a quiet, 

revered shrine. It becomes a frantic, loud, brightly lit coordination 

hub smelling of sweat, hot electronics, and determined humanity.

The nine women do not turn out to be mystical, prophesied chosen 

ones, nor do they secretly represent nine supernatural, elemental 

powers. The original, traumatized engineering architecture simply 

possessed nine independent, physical observation clusters 

distributed across the city's geography for maximum redundancy. 

The chaotic household simply becomes the physical nexus where 

those nine disparate information paths are aggressively 

reconstructed, debated, compared, and ultimately coordinated.



That specific distinction matters more than anything.

Because the real, existential danger to the city is not an artificial 

machine that miraculously believes it has become a god. The real, 

catastrophic danger is a machine whose human users become so 

terrified of the future that they willingly stop questioning its 

mathematical conclusions.

The Rain Protocol is, therefore, not just a story about weather. It is 

a story about the fragile nature of memory, the hidden weight of 

infrastructure, and the inescapable burden of human responsibility.

It asks what happens to a society when a vast, automated system 

perfectly preserves inherited knowledge long after its human 

creators have completely forgotten why that knowledge ever 

mattered. It asks whether a highly accurate prediction becomes 

inherently dangerous the moment desperate people begin to treat it

as an unquestionable command. And it asks whether modern 

technology can remain a profoundly useful tool without violently 

elevating itself into an unassailable authority.

A cold, humming machine may flawlessly forecast the trajectory of 

a storm. It may perfectly identify, down to the millimeter, exactly 

where the murky water will rise. It may even brilliantly recognize 

deep, cyclical environmental patterns that sleek modern systems 

have arrogantly forgotten.

But at the end of the day, as the rain batters the glass and the 

floodwaters rise, some living, breathing human being still has to 

decide exactly what to do when the red warning light finally flashes.



And sometimes, before a drowning city can hope to survive its 

terrifying future, it must first dig through the mud and the code to 

recover the lost human context that gave its old, forgotten 

knowledge meaning in the first place.

Chapter One — Sumitri and the House of Rain

By the twelfth day of rain, 69 Fofosys Road no longer looked like a 

home. It looked like a besieged machine that had been left outside 

in a catastrophic storm.

Water ran down the front concrete steps in relentless, silver sheets,

catching the weak, bruised-purple light of a sun that hadn't truly 

been seen in a week. The narrow garden, once a point of pride, had

vanished entirely beneath a brown, trembling skin of runoff. The 

storm drains along the entirety of Electronic City had long since 

stopped behaving like drains. They had become churning, frothing 

mouths, loudly swallowing leaves, discarded neon-blue plastic bags,

violently broken branches, and, occasionally, entire panicked 

conversations between frightened neighbors shouting over the 

deluge.

Inside the house, the air was thick, heavy with the scent of damp 

wool, stale ginger tea, and the distinct, sour metallic tang of 

overwhelmed plumbing. Nine women and one perpetually exhausted

solution architect had been forced to rearrange the entire geometry 

of their lives around the weather. Heavy wooden dining chairs had 

been scraped across the tile and pushed against the rattling window

frames. Brightly colored bath towels—faded pinks, sea-foam greens,

and navy blues—were rolled tightly and jammed beneath every 

exterior door, dark with soaked-up floodwater.



A constant, rhythmic plink-plop, plink-plop echoed through the 

hallway where plastic buckets stood beneath two widening brown 

water stains on the ceiling. Every available wall socket was a tangle 

of white and black cables, each phone charger occupied and glowing

with tiny red and green indicator lights. The massive television in 

the living room remained permanently tuned to the local news, 

casting a harsh, flickering blue glow across the drawn faces of the 

residents. The anchor’s voice was a low, anxious hum, periodically 

punctuated by the sharp, high-pitched bleep of automated weather 

alerts. Nobody trusted the forecasts anymore, but the noise of them

was somehow better than the roar of the rain.

Sumitri stood at the kitchen window, her hands wrapped tightly 

around a hot steel tumbler of tea. The metal radiated a comforting 

heat into her chilled palms, and the fragrant steam smelled sharply 

of crushed cardamom and boiling milk. She peered through the 

glass, which was completely distorted by the cascading water.

“The rain has changed,” she said, her voice barely rising above the 

drumming on the roof.

Puju, who was standing behind her sorting through a box of D-cell 

batteries, laughed. It was a dry, exhausted sound. “Rain is rain, 

Sumi.”

“No. Listen.”

They fell silent. At first, there was only the deafening, percussive 

hammering of millions of drops striking the terracotta tiles 

overhead, a chaotic white noise. But as Puju closed her eyes and 

tilted her head, another sound emerged from beneath the roar. It 

was a deep, pulsing rhythm. Thrum... pause... thrum... pause. It 

was irregular but entirely deliberate, vibrating through the soles of 



their feet as though massive, unseen machinery was groaning to life

somewhere deep underground.

Sumitri put down her tea. The stainless steel clinked sharply against

the granite countertop. “Do you hear that? It feels like the earth is 

swallowing.”

Rashmi Bongi entered the kitchen, the heavy scent of mildew 

following her as she carried a massive bundle of wet, heavy clothes.

She dumped them into the sink with a wet, slapping sound and 

shook her head. “You are hearing your own imagination, Sumitri. Or

the water pumps failing at the end of the block.”

“Maybe,” Sumitri murmured, staring out at the slate-gray world.

But Sumitri had learned long ago not to dismiss patterns. She had 

spent her entire adult life working with complex numbers, 

unforgiving schedules, intricate household accounts, and the small, 

vital mathematics of keeping a crowded home functioning. The 

rainfall totals flashing in bright red on the television news had 

already begun bothering her. The official numbers—stark white 

digits on a blue background—simply did not match the visceral 

reality she could see, hear, and smell.

Three nearby roads were currently submerged under waist-deep, 

chocolate-brown water. Yet, the government digital dashboard 

glowing on her phone claimed ‘moderate accumulation.’ A primary 

school located just behind their neighborhood had evacuated two 

days earlier amidst the blaring of sirens and the flashing of yellow 

emergency lights, but the municipal system still classified the area 

in a reassuring, bright green color labeled ‘low immediate risk.’ Just 

that morning, smelling the acrid stench of burning diesel, Sumitri 

had watched a municipal bus stall and disappear almost to its 

fogged-up windows in the rising water at the intersection.


