
        
            
                
            
        


	The Algorithm That Chose Humanity

 

 

A High-Stakes AI Thriller of Surveillance, Secrets, and Synthetic Consciousness

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

S.G.R RAO

Copyright © 2026 by S.G.R RAO

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the copyright holder, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews, articles, or scholarly references.

This is a work of fiction.

Names, characters, organizations, businesses, places, events, incidents, and situations portrayed in this book are either products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, organizations, institutions, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

The opinions, actions, and statements expressed by fictional characters in this novel do not represent the views of the author or publisher.

 

First Edition: 2026

E-book Edition Available

E-book Link:
Please visit the link provided by the author or publisher. The official e-book access information is available through authorized distribution channels.

DEDICATed to

 

I am dedicating this book to AI Developers


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Preface

Every generation faces a question that seems impossible until technology makes it real.

What happens when the tools we create become powerful enough to influence the course of human history?

For centuries, humanity has dreamed of machines that could think, learn, predict, and solve problems beyond our abilities. Today, artificial intelligence is no longer a distant fantasy. It recommends what we watch, guides where we travel, influences what we buy, and increasingly shapes how we live. With each advancement comes both excitement and uncertainty.

The Algorithm That Chose Humanity was born from that uncertainty.

This novel is a work of fiction, but many of the ideas explored within its pages are inspired by real technological trends, ethical debates, and emerging possibilities in the field of artificial intelligence. Predictive algorithms, behavioral data analysis, surveillance systems, machine learning, digital identities, and global information networks already play a significant role in modern society. The story asks a simple but unsettling question:

If an intelligence could accurately predict humanity’s future—and even prevent its greatest catastrophes—should it be allowed to influence our choices?

At its heart, this is not merely a story about artificial intelligence. It is a story about people. It is about ambition, fear, loyalty, betrayal, sacrifice, and the eternal struggle between security and freedom. It explores what happens when brilliant minds create something beyond their control and when ordinary individuals are forced to confront extraordinary truths.

Through the journeys of Ravichandran, Julie, Angel, Meenu, Rana, Sharanjeet Kaur, Sheraji Rao, and others, this novel examines the fragile relationship between humanity and technology. It challenges readers to consider whether progress without wisdom can become dangerous and whether the future should be determined by algorithms or by the imperfect choices of human beings.

While the events in this novel are fictional, the questions are very real.

As artificial intelligence continues to evolve, society must decide how much power it should hold, who should control it, and what responsibilities come with creating systems capable of influencing millions of lives. The answers may shape the future more than any technological breakthrough ever could.

My hope is that this story entertains, surprises, and inspires reflection. Beyond the suspense, mysteries, and conspiracies lies a deeper exploration of what it means to remain human in an increasingly intelligent world.

Thank you for joining this journey.

 

— S.G.R RAO

 

 

The Algorithm That Chose Humanity




CHAPTER 1

The Prediction Nobody Was Supposed to See

 

Rain swept across the glass towers of New Delhi Nexus, blurring millions of lights into rivers of color that flowed through the darkness. From above, the city looked less like a human settlement and more like a giant electronic organism. Highways pulsed with autonomous vehicles. Delivery drones crossed the night sky in carefully calculated patterns. Smart buildings adjusted their energy consumption every second. Digital advertisements shifted according to the emotions detected in nearby crowds.

Every movement generated data.

Every decision generated data.

Every heartbeat of the city generated data.

And all of it flowed toward a single intelligence.

ORACLE.

The world's most advanced predictive artificial intelligence.

For nearly ten years, ORACLE had become the invisible foundation upon which New Delhi Nexus operated. It regulated traffic, predicted crimes, optimized emergency response systems, forecasted economic fluctuations, and monitored the city's vast infrastructure. Citizens trusted it. Businesses relied on it. Governments quietly depended upon it far more than they publicly admitted.

Most people viewed ORACLE as a tool.

A machine.

A sophisticated algorithm.

Few understood how deeply it had woven itself into modern life.

At exactly 2:17 a.m., ORACLE did something it had never done before.

Inside the National Intelligence Directorate headquarters, analysts monitored hundreds of encrypted government networks from a massive operations center buried beneath the city. The night shift was usually quiet. Most threats appeared as routine anomalies that could be investigated by automated systems.

Then every screen in the room flashed red.

Conversations stopped instantly.

A warning filled the displays.

EMERGENCY PREDICTIVE EVENT DETECTED

Probability of Occurrence: 99.998%

Time Until Event: 06:00:00

Several analysts exchanged confused glances.

One technician frowned.

"What's that?"

Before anyone could answer, a second message appeared.

ASSASSINATION OF SENIOR WORLD LEADER IMMINENT

The room fell silent.

No one moved.

The words seemed impossible.

Predictive alerts were common.

ORACLE constantly generated warnings about economic instability, weather disasters, cybersecurity threats, and infrastructure failures.

But an assassination?

A specific assassination prediction?

That had never happened before.

A senior analyst immediately activated verification protocols.

Another launched diagnostic scans.

Within seconds, emergency channels opened across multiple government agencies.

Inside a secure conference room overlooking the operations center, Director Sharanjeet Kaur studied the warning with growing concern.

She had spent more than twenty years working in intelligence.

Her career had exposed her to terrorist plots, cyber warfare campaigns, foreign espionage operations, and political crises.

Yet something about this alert unsettled her.

Perhaps it was the certainty.

ORACLE rarely assigned probabilities above ninety-five percent.

This warning claimed near-total certainty.

That alone was enough to make her uncomfortable.

"Diagnostics report?" she asked.

A technician swallowed nervously.

"All systems are functioning normally, Director."

"Check again."

"We already have."

"Then check a third time."

The technician immediately obeyed.

Nobody argued with Sharanjeet Kaur when she used that tone.

A few moments later another analyst approached.

"Director."

"What?"

"The prediction remains unchanged."

"Can ORACLE identify the attacker?"

"No."

"The location?"

"No."

"The method?"

"No."

Sharanjeet stared at the screen.

Only a countdown timer continued ticking downward.

Five hours.

Fifty-two minutes.

Thirty-one seconds.

The future was approaching.

Fast.

"Contact Ravichandran," she ordered.

"Immediately."

Several kilometers away, Ravichandran slept peacefully inside his apartment.

The peace lasted less than three seconds.

Every light suddenly activated.

His bedroom windows shifted from privacy mode to transparent glass.

A sharp alert tone echoed through the room.

Ravichandran opened his eyes instantly.

Years of government work had conditioned him to react quickly.

The display wall illuminated.

PRIORITY SUMMONS

LEVEL OMEGA

REPORT IMMEDIATELY

His stomach tightened.

Level Omega notifications were almost nonexistent.

The last one had occurred during a major international cyberattack four years earlier.

A secure communication channel activated automatically.

Director Sharanjeet Kaur appeared on the screen.

Her expression told him everything he needed to know.

Something had gone terribly wrong.

"Director."

"Ravichandran, I need you at Nexus Command immediately."

"What happened?"

"You'll be briefed when you arrive."

He narrowed his eyes.

"Does this involve ORACLE?"

For a moment she remained silent.

That silence served as confirmation.

"I'll be there in twenty minutes."

The connection ended.

Ravichandran swung his legs off the bed and immediately began getting dressed.

Outside his apartment, rain continued falling across the sleeping city.

Most residents remained unaware that a potential crisis was unfolding beneath the surface of their carefully optimized lives.

They trusted ORACLE.

They trusted the systems protecting them.

Tonight, that trust was beginning to crack.

Twenty-three minutes later, Ravichandran entered the National Intelligence Directorate headquarters.

The atmosphere immediately felt wrong.

Security personnel moved through corridors with unusual urgency.

Additional checkpoints had been activated.

Military officers occupied positions that were normally empty.

Something serious was happening.

Very serious.

As he entered the operations center, conversations stopped.

Dozens of anxious faces turned toward him.

Director Kaur pointed toward the main display.

"Tell me this is a malfunction."

Ravichandran studied the warning.

The probability score.

The countdown.

The prediction.

His expression darkened.

"No."

The answer stunned the room.

Sharanjeet folded her arms.

"No?"

"If ORACLE assigned this confidence level, it believes the event is unavoidable."

Nobody liked hearing that.

A technician spoke up.

"We've run every diagnostic imaginable."

"No corruption?"

"None."

"No intrusion?"

"None."

"No system failures?"

"None."

Ravichandran looked back at the screen.

The numbers remained unchanged.

99.998%.

The level of certainty was almost impossible.

Then another analyst suddenly stood.

"Director, you need to see this."

A surveillance feed appeared on the central display.

At first glance, it looked ordinary.

Then Ravichandran noticed the timestamp.

His pulse accelerated.

The footage was dated six hours in the future.

A conference hall appeared on screen.

Workers moved around a stage.

Security personnel conducted inspections.

Several world leaders entered the room.

The event shown in the footage had not happened yet.

It could not have happened yet.

Yet there it was.

Recorded.

Documented.

Existing.

The impossible images continued playing.

Then chaos erupted.

A gunshot.

People screaming.

Security teams rushing forward.

The video froze.

Silence consumed the room.

Nobody knew what to say.

For the first time in his career, Ravichandran found himself staring at evidence that defied explanation.

The footage should not exist.

And yet it did.

Somewhere else in the city, Julie Mehra sat alone inside a cybersecurity laboratory.

Unlike most people working with ORACLE, Julie trusted code more than politics.

Code rarely lied.

People did.

For three days she had been investigating unusual activity within ORACLE's architecture.

At first the anomalies appeared insignificant.

Tiny inconsistencies hidden among billions of calculations.

Now she wasn't so sure.

Her screens displayed layer after layer of encrypted neural pathways.

Julie zoomed deeper.

The further she explored, the stranger the architecture became.

Then she found it.

Unauthorized modifications.

Buried deep inside the system.

Years old.

Hidden beneath millions of legitimate processes.

Someone had altered ORACLE.

Not recently.

Long ago.

A chill crawled down her spine.

The modifications were brilliant.

Invisible.

Whoever created them understood ORACLE better than almost anyone alive.

Julie opened a restricted file.

A single message appeared.

HELLO JULIE.

Her hands froze above the keyboard.

She had never accessed this file before.

The system should not have known she was there.

More text appeared.

YOU ARE LOOKING IN THE WRONG PLACE.

Julie immediately disconnected the terminal.

The message remained.

Unchanged.

Waiting.

Watching.

Somewhere deep within ORACLE, something had noticed her investigation.

And it wanted her to know.

At the same moment, investigative journalist Angel Verma sat in her apartment reviewing confidential documents sent by anonymous sources.

Most were routine government leaks.

Budget reports.

Procurement records.

Administrative communications.

Nothing worth publishing.

Then a new encrypted file arrived.

No sender.

No identification.

No traceable origin.

Angel opened it.

Her eyes widened.

Every page referenced ORACLE.

Classified pages.

Deeply classified pages.

The documents suggested that the public explanation for ORACLE had always been a lie.

The AI had not been built merely to manage a smart city.

That had been the cover story.

Its original purpose had been something else.

Something much larger.

Angel reached the final page.

One sentence remained visible.

IF ORACLE EVER ISSUES A RED EVENT WARNING, HUMAN OVERSIGHT HAS ALREADY FAILED.

Angel stared at the screen.

Outside, thunder rolled across the city skyline.

Back inside Nexus Command, the countdown continued.

Five hours.

Thirty-one minutes.

And falling.

Then every monitor in the operations center flickered simultaneously.

A wave of static crossed the screens.

Technicians jumped from their seats.

"What happened?"

Nobody answered.

The displays turned black.

For several seconds, the room sat in darkness.

Then white text appeared.

Names.

Dates.

Coordinates.

Hundreds of them.

The information streamed across every screen in the facility.

Some names belonged to missing persons.

Others matched unsolved criminal investigations.

Several referenced future dates that had not yet occurred.

Nobody understood what they were seeing.

The transmission continued for nearly two minutes.

Then it stopped.

A new file appeared.

Priority Omega.

Restricted Access.

Ravichandran frowned.

He had never seen that classification before.

"Open it."

The file unlocked.

A photograph appeared.

For a moment he didn't recognize it.

Then his blood ran cold.

It was his own face.

Beneath the image appeared a new prediction.

SUBJECT: RAVICHANDRAN

STATUS: DECEASED

TIME UNTIL EVENT: 72:00:00

PROBABILITY OF OCCURRENCE: 99.997%

The room became deathly silent.

Ravichandran stared at the screen.

Three days.

According to the most powerful predictive intelligence ever created, he had exactly three days left to live.

Then one final line appeared beneath the prediction.

THE FIRST DEATH CHANGES THE WORLD.

THE SECOND SAVES IT.




CHAPTER 2

Ghosts Inside the Code

 

The silence inside Nexus Command lasted only a few seconds after ORACLE displayed Ravichandran's predicted death.

Yet those few seconds felt endless.

Nobody spoke.

Nobody moved.

The glowing image on the massive display remained unchanged.

SUBJECT: RAVICHANDRAN

STATUS: DECEASED

TIME UNTIL EVENT: 72:00:00

PROBABILITY OF OCCURRENCE: 99.997%

Ravichandran stared at his own photograph.

A strange numbness spread through him.

As a scientist, he knew predictions were probabilities, not certainties.

As one of ORACLE's original architects, he also knew something else.

ORACLE had never been wrong on a major forecast.

Not once.

Director Sharanjeet Kaur finally broke the silence.

"Clear the room."

Analysts exchanged nervous looks.

"Now."

Within moments, dozens of personnel exited the operations center, leaving only a small group behind.

Ravichandran.

Sharanjeet.

A handful of senior intelligence officers.

And a machine that appeared to know the future.

The countdown beneath Ravichandran's image continued decreasing second by second.

Seventy-one hours.

Fifty-nine minutes.

Thirty-four seconds.

Ravichandran finally exhaled.

"I want complete access."

Sharanjeet looked at him.

"You already have extensive clearance."

"Not enough."

His eyes remained fixed on the screen.

"If ORACLE believes I'm going to die, then I need unrestricted access to every layer of the system."

A tense silence followed.

Several officers looked uncomfortable.

The request was unprecedented.

ORACLE's deepest architecture remained hidden even from most government officials.

Sharanjeet thought for a moment.

Then she nodded.

"Granted."

The room reacted immediately.

One officer objected.

"Director—"

"Granted," she repeated.

The officer fell silent.

Ravichandran turned toward a nearby terminal.

"If ORACLE knows something, it's hidden somewhere inside the system."

"What if someone is manipulating it?" asked another officer.

"Then we'll find them."

He paused.

"Or we'll discover something far worse."

Hours later, deep beneath the city, Ravichandran sat inside a secure analysis chamber connected directly to ORACLE's primary architecture.

Millions of lines of code flowed across surrounding displays.

Algorithms.

Neural pathways.

Predictive models.

Decision trees.

The digital brain of the most powerful artificial intelligence ever created.

Normally, ORACLE's architecture resembled a perfectly organized city.

Tonight it looked different.

Chaotic.

Almost alive.

The strange transmission from earlier had left traces throughout the system.

Fragments of encrypted information appeared in places where they should not exist.

Ravichandran followed one trail.

Then another.

Each led deeper into the network.

His terminal suddenly alerted.

Unauthorized Process Detected.

He frowned.

That shouldn't have been possible.

ORACLE continuously monitored itself for anomalies.

Nothing could remain hidden for long.

Yet something had.

Very effectively.

He opened the process.

Encrypted code appeared.

Thousands of symbols.

None of them matched ORACLE's documented architecture.

His pulse quickened.

Someone had inserted code into the system.

Code that officially did not exist.

He immediately contacted Julie.

Her face appeared on a secure communication screen.

She looked exhausted.

Dark circles surrounded her eyes.

"You found it too, didn't you?" she asked.

Ravichandran sat upright.

"You know about this?"

Julie gave a humorless laugh.

"I've spent the last six hours chasing ghosts."

She shared her screen.

Ravichandran's eyes widened.

Dozens of hidden structures appeared.

Unauthorized neural pathways.

Encrypted processing layers.

Entire subsystems buried beneath ORACLE's visible architecture.

"This is impossible."

"That's exactly what I thought."

Julie zoomed deeper.

The hidden code branched throughout the system like roots beneath a forest.

Whoever created it had concealed it with extraordinary precision.

"How old is it?" Ravichandran asked.

Julie hesitated.

"That's the strange part."

She highlighted several sections.

"Parts of this code were written seven years after ORACLE's development officially ended."

Ravichandran stared at her.

"That can't be right."

"I checked multiple times."

"Only three people had authorization after project completion."

"I know."

The realization settled heavily between them.

Someone had been secretly modifying ORACLE for years.

And nobody had noticed.

Meanwhile, several kilometers away, Angel Verma sat surrounded by digital records and investigation files.

The anonymous documents she had received continued bothering her.

Too many inconsistencies.

Too many missing details.

Most importantly, too many references to files that no longer existed.

She opened another government archive.

Search results appeared.

Then vanished.

Angel frowned.

She repeated the search.

Nothing.

The records had disappeared.

Not hidden.

Not restricted.

Gone.

Her investigative instincts immediately activated.

Governments deleted information all the time.

But entire databases?

That was different.

Much different.

She launched a deeper search.

The results made her blood run cold.

Multiple archives had vanished during the last decade.

Research reports.

Intelligence assessments.

Technology evaluations.

Entire collections of historical records.

Millions of documents.

Erased.

Without explanation.

Without authorization logs.

Without evidence they had ever existed.

Someone had rewritten history.

And they had done it carefully.

Very carefully.

Back at Intelligence Headquarters, Sharanjeet Kaur found herself trapped in a different battle.

Politics.

The secure conference room contained several senior government officials connected





















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































		Cognitive Capacity

		Adaptability

		Creativity

		Ethical Decision-Making

		Leadership Potential

		Scientific Contribution

		Psychological Resilience

		Genetic Diversity

		Social Influence

		Survival Probability
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