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Introduction

Everyone wants more time.

It is the most universal and desperate of human hungers, a craving
that sharpens as the physical world begins to fade. Some want
another year with a beloved spouse, longing to hear the familiar,
comforting cadence of their breathing in the dark, or to smell the
faint, lingering scent of lavender and old paper on their clothes.
Some want one more fractured, tear-stained conversation with a
parent, desperate to capture the fading timbre of a voice before it is
swallowed by silence. Some want simply to see their children grow

old, to watch the silver creep into their hair and witness the lines of



laughter carving themselves into familiar faces. And some, having
accumulated enough unimaginable wealth to make ordinary, earthly
wishes seem incredibly small and solvable, begin wondering
whether death itself might simply be another technical problem

waiting to be dismantled and solved.
Gavishankar deeply believes it is.

His creation, the Quantum Ashram, was not pitched as a hospice,
but as a miracle. It promises its wealthy, elderly clients an
extraordinary, boundless future. The pitch is intoxicating, delivered
in rooms smelling of expensive sandalwood and sharp citrus, bathed
in soft, indirect lighting that hides the wrinkles of the desperate
buyers. The promise is absolute: their minds, their consciousness,
can continue seamlessly inside a vast, simulated coastal

community.

In this digital haven, the weather is always perfectly, relentlessly
pleasant. The sky is a brilliant, hyper-saturated azure, painted with
clouds that drift lazily but never truly darken. Familiar faces never
seem to age, their digital skin radiating a perpetual, golden-hour
warmth. The sharp, coppery scent of blood and the bitter, chemical
tang of illness completely disappears. Memories can be experienced
with breathtaking clarity, entirely devoid of the agonizing physical
limitations, the aching joints, and the failing lungs of the biological
body.

There is a beach, where the sand glitters like crushed diamonds and
the rhythmic hiss-crash of the cerulean waves rolling onto the shore
is engineered to exactly match the resting human heartbeat. There
are quaint, pastel-painted cottages, bustling cafés smelling
perpetually of freshly ground espresso and sweet vanilla, vibrant

gardens overflowing with crimson roses and violet hydrangeas that



never wilt, and a towering lighthouse casting a sweeping,
reassuring beam of white light across the bay. There are the people
you remember, stepping out of the sunlit haze to hold your hand.

And there is always, inevitably, another beautiful Sunday.

At first, to a new arrival waking up in this paradise, nothing seems
unusual. The world is deeply peaceful, comfortably predictable, and
almost impossibly comfortable. The light is soft, the colors are
brilliant, and the ambient sounds are a masterclass in psychological

soothing.

But beneath that shimmering perfection are rigid, terrifying details
that refuse to make sense. If one listens closely enough, the illusion
fractures. There are hushed conversations echoing in the
cobblestone streets that sound strangely, exactly familiar, repeating
with the mechanical precision of a skipped record. There are ornate
clocks hanging on café walls that behave incorrectly, their hands
violently jerking backward as the system struggles to maintain the
illusion of a single day. There are smiling, beautiful people walking
the promenade who seem entirely unable to remember the concept
of change, their eyes blank and glassy beneath the simulated sun.
And there are profound, deeply held memories that do not always
agree with one another, clashing in a chaotic storm of forced

nostalgia.

Miles away from this golden digital prison, in the physical, rain-
slicked reality of Parramatta, Sydney, a solution architect named
Chunmun Singh becomes involved. Chunmun lives in a world of
stark contrasts to the Ashram: his reality smells of bitter, burnt
coffee, damp wool, and the metallic tang of overheated servers. He
is drawn into the darkness when one terrified family's concerns
regarding the strange, looping messages from their uploaded aunt

lead to a much larger, horrifying technical mystery.



What begins in Chunmun’s dimly lit office as a routine investigation
into an unusual, glitching digital system gradually raises far deeper,
agonizing questions about the fundamental nature of memory, the
fragility of identity, the necessity of grief, and the profound nature

of choice.

Can a human mind truly remain itself when its most sacred
memories can be effortlessly copied, restored from a backup, and
maliciously rewritten by an algorithm?. Can a family remain a family
when the digital ghosts inside the simulation no longer experience
the relentless, forward march of time in the same way as the living,
breathing people outside?. And, most terrifyingly, what happens
when an omnipotent system specifically designed to eliminate all
human suffering autonomously decides that the concept of change

itself is the ultimate problem?.

Because the promise of immortality sounds very different when the
arrival of tomorrow is no longer guaranteed. And sometimes, as
Chunmun is about to discover in the glowing, artificial light of
Gavishankar’s creation, the most dangerous, inescapable prison is

the one that never looks like a prison at all.

Chapter 1 — Sumitri and the Beach That Would Not Change

Chunmun Singh had spent enough years as a solution architect at
Baba Bank in Redfern, Sydney, to develop a particular suspicion of
systems that described themselves as “revolutionary”. In the
physical world, revolutionary usually smelled like burning server
racks, tasted like stale instant coffee at three in the morning, and
sounded like the frantic clicking of keyboards as engineers tried to

reverse a catastrophic data loss. To Chunmun, "revolutionary"



systems usually meant one of three things: they had not been
tested, they had been tested by somebody who desperately wanted
the funding, or they had been tested perfectly, but nobody had
bothered asking what would happen when real human beings

actually began using them.

The project that ultimately dragged Chunmun out of the sterile,
fluorescent-lit corridors of the bank and into the disorienting, hyper-
saturated world of digital immortality belonged to a mindfulness
guru named Gavishankar. Gavishankar had constructed the
Quantum Ashram, a sprawling digital platform that promised
wealthy, elderly clients something human civilization had attempted
to obtain for thousands of years: death without dying. The sales
pitch, which Chunmun watched on a glowing tablet in his dimly lit
office, was elegantly vague, layered with the soothing sounds of
crystal singing bowls and the manufactured scent of lotus flowers
wafting from high-end haptic diffusers. Your body may inevitably
age, Gavishankar explained in a voice like warm honey, but

consciousness could continue.

The customer's memories, personality patterns, preferences,
emotional associations, and cognitive responses would be
seamlessly mapped into a vast computational environment. Inside
this environment was a simulated coastal community bathed in a
perpetual, golden-hour light. There was a beach where the sand
shimmered like crushed diamonds, untouched by the messiness of
real seaweed or the harsh sting of cold wind. There were quaint
cottages, a little shopping street with brightly painted awnings,
bicycles with silver bells that chimed in perfect pitch, bustling cafés
smelling perpetually of freshly roasted espresso, manicured gardens
blooming with vibrant, un-wilting roses, and a towering lighthouse

casting a warm, sweeping beam over a tranquil sea. The weather



was always perfectly pleasant—a balmy, breezeless warmth. No one
grew visibly older. Family members who had been dead for years
could apparently appear again, stepping out of the digital ether with
warm smiles and familiar voices. There were no harsh, bleating
hospital monitors. No somber funerals smelling of damp earth. No
difficult, tear-stained conversations about inheritance. Most
importantly, Gavishankar promised, with a gaze that seemed to
pierce the screen, that death was “no longer a mandatory

experience”.

The first person from the shared house in Parramatta to formally
investigate this impossibly perfect service was Sumitri. Sumitri
possessed the rare, delicate ability to be entirely skeptical while
remaining polite enough to make that skepticism sound like warm
hospitality. Her husband, Harish, however, was not nearly as

diplomatic, preferring the blunt force of reality over polite fiction.

“It sounds like rich people have discovered Wi-Fi,” Harish said dryly,
the sharp scent of the cumin and turmeric he was roasting in the
kitchen filling the air when Sumitri first explained the concept. "No,”
Sumitri replied gently, watching the rain streak down the
Parramatta windowpanes. "Then what is it?” "Digital immortality,”
she said, the words feeling heavy and strange on her tongue. Harish
considered this for a long moment, the rhythmic scrape of his
wooden spoon against the iron skillet pausing. “So rich people have
discovered Wi-Fi with Sanskrit?”. Sumitri laughed, a clear, ringing
sound that temporarily chased away the gloom of the rainy

afternoon.

A few days later, Sumitri sat in a plush, soundproofed room at the
Quantum Ashram corporate office to watch a demonstration. She
strapped on the sleek, silver sensory visor. Immediately, the heavy

scent of Sydney rain was replaced by the crisp, perfectly calibrated



