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Introduction: The Mark That Would Not Clear

In the sun-drenched, pressure-cooker urban vessel of Parramatta, 

the residential block at 69 Cowper Street stood as a beige-brick 

monument to quiet containment. It was a place where human 

discontent was safely filed away behind thin, powdery plasterboard 

and aging timber joists. Outside, the Great Western Highway 

maintained its relentless, mechanical liturgy—a choked artery of 

diesel exhaust, brake dust, and the constant, vibrating growl of 

heavy trucks grinding gears toward the Blue Mountains. Above, the 

sky was often a brittle, brilliant blue, punctuated by the sharp 

angles of new, glassy towers that carved hard, indifferent shadows 

across the hot, humid concrete.



For a time, the building had known a different, sterile kind of order. 

Chunmun Singh, Solution Architect at Baba Bank, master of Raja 

Yoga and of the Manomaya Kosha, had moved through its hidden, 

interstitial spaces like a spectral debugger. He hunted the toxic 

algorithms of nine failing marriages, delivering precise, bloodless, 

localized interventions—a drop in ambient temperature here, a 

violently slammed door there. He had restored a measure of 

terrifying, artificial silence and returned each night to the 

sandalwood-scented dark of his own sanctuary, believing the 

system improved.

Then, the Sen family took up residence in apartment four.

Surya Sen brought two children into the shared, recirculated air: 

Srustu, whose small soul already carried the terrifying, quiet 

radiance of a divine inheritance, and Dustu, whose plastic cricket 

bat and tireless, shrill voice declared perpetual, exhausting war 

upon the quiet hours. The narrow, fluorescent-lit hallway became a 

pitch. Noise complaints slipped under the door produced only 

temporary, fragile ceasefires.

On a night thick with humidity and the threat of a summer 

thunderstorm, the power failed. In the heavy, oppressive 

darkness of the overcast sky, Chunmun rose in his astral form, 

intending to execute a routine intimidation subroutine—a terrifying 

visual glitch designed to frighten the boy into permanent quiet.

Instead, he met Srustu.

Her luminous, indigo form waited outside the family’s cheap veneer 

door. She defended the loud, chaotic brother who sometimes struck

her in frustration. When Chunmun arrogantly pressed his case, 

treating her like a rogue process to be terminated, she made good 

on an earlier, unheeded warning. With the sudden violence of a 



lightning strike, her ethereal teeth sank deep into his pristine, 

heavily shielded Manomaya Kosha.

The sensation was a surge of raw, burning ozone tearing through 

pure, optimized consciousness. It felt like holding a live wire. When 

he violently snapped back into his physical body—his Annamaya 

Kosha—he found the breach had not sealed.

A faint, incredibly complex, bioluminescent golden scar now 

permanently marked the spiritual sheath that had once been 

flawlessly untouched. Worse, the mark was active. It had root 

access. It began to write. Unfiltered, agonizing fragments of 

Srustu’s perception began arriving without invitation inside 

Chunmun’s previously sealed mind. He felt Dustu’s private, 

breathless terrors; he tasted Surya’s quiet, metallic financial dread; 

he received the precise, suffocating emotional weather of every 

single neighboring apartment.

What followed was not another clean campaign of architectural 

optimization. It was the progressive, involuntary, terrifying erosion 

of the very detachment that had made his optimizations possible. 

The Astral Architect, who had once corrected the building's flaws 

from a position of perfect, sterile insulation, would learn—apartment

by agonizing apartment—that a system completely sealed against 

feeling is already functionally dead. And he would learn that the 

only debugging still worthy of the name is the kind that bravely, 

brutally consents to hurt.

Chapter 1: Sumitri’s Cold Draft, Softened

The golden scar first spoke in the harsh, unforgiving daylight, 

without permission and entirely without mercy.



In the sterile, glass-walled engineering suites of Baba Bank in 

Redfern, the environment was carefully engineered to suppress all 

biological inconsistency. The air conditioning hummed with a 

ceaseless, arctic drone, keeping the ambient temperature at a 

precise eighteen degrees Celsius. The stark, blue-white LED panels 

overhead cast no shadows, rendering the rows of server racks in 

high-definition clarity. The air smelled exclusively of ozone, heated 

silicon, and the faint, sterile tang of industrial floor cleaner. Here, 

while Chunmun Singh traced the elegant, branching logic of a multi-

region failover pipeline on his dual monitors, the mark on his 

Manomaya Kosha opened like a golden eye that had never learned 

the necessity of a lid.He tasted it before he felt it: the sour, copper-

and-ash tang of financial anxiety that lived permanently inside 

Surya Sen’s chest. It coated the back of Chunmun’s tongue, 

completely overriding the lingering flavor of his morning jasmine 

tea. Then came the visual bleed. The pristine white walls of the 

server room suddenly flared with the violent, pulsing crimson of 

strata notices arriving in a communal mailbox. A phantom 

heartbeat, entirely distinct from his own, hammered against his 

eardrums, drowning out the steady, impersonal roar of the cooling 

fans. A second later, he felt the precise, childish contour of Dustu’s 

private terror. It was a suffocating, bruised-purple sensation, 

smelling of damp carpet and stale sweat, rising uncontrollably as 

hallway lights flickered and imaginary shadows lengthened into 

claws.

The vision lasted only three seconds, a sudden spike in an otherwise

flatlined system. Yet, when it faded, leaving Chunmun gasping 

softly in the freezing, sterile air, a single line of code he had just 

written contained an elementary syntax error so glaring that a 

junior analyst would have been called into a private meeting. The 

cursor blinked—a rhythmic, neon-green heartbeat against the dark 


