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✦ Preface In ancient scriptures, there is a name that appears again and again. His name is Nova the Prophet. Nova the Prophet guided his people toward the path of truth for a period — not a year, not ten years, not even a hundred years. Nine hundred forty years. When people hear this, many ask the same question: “Is this the story of Noah?” No. This story is not about Nova. It is not about the Great Flood. Here, there is only one question— how did humans live for so long? ✦ After the Great Flood... When God sent the Great Flood, according to His command, Nova the Prophet took some of his faithful people and a few animals aboard a massive ark to save their lives. We know this from the Bible and the Quran. But... our story begins here. After the flood, the survivors settled in various regions. Their lives began anew. In those days, human lifespans were extraordinarily long— hundreds... even thousands of years. But as time passed, a strange change began. Knowledge increased... but human lifespans decreased. ✦ Declining Lifespans Generations changed. A man who once lived 950 years gradually lived only 600 years. However, in one lineage, this decline did not happen as rapidly. While in other people, lifespans shortened at 50% speed, in this lineage, aging occurred at only 10% speed. Still... not every child in this lineage received this blessing. Out of ten children, only one inherited this special trait. This family considered it a divine gift. ✦ Peaks of Knowledge Over time, the Arabs reached unprecedented heights of knowledge. This era is known in history as the Islamic Golden Age. Mathematics, astronomy, medicine, mechanical engineering — all took on new forms. In this lineage, a scholar was born. He could not bear one thing— the fact that human lifespans were shortening. ✦ The Forbidden Experiment For many years, he conducted experiments. With blood, cells, and the traits of his lineage, he researched relentlessly. Finally... his experiment succeeded. He created a special life-code. (Note: At that time, the term “DNA” did not exist. We use it here for better understanding.) If this code is integrated into a human body— One can live a thousand years No disease will affect them Wounds heal quickly It is an incredibly powerful code. ✦ The Machine To control this code, he built a special machine. The machine worked like this: One side had a chamber for a drop of blood Another side had a panel to enter symbols In the center, a core created the life-code If a drop of blood from someone of his lineage was placed in the machine, and the corresponding symbols entered simultaneously— a unique life-code would be generated for that person alone. ✦ Two Options The machine had two forbidden options: DESTROY THE CODE – The code would be destroyed forever. KEEPER OF THE CODE – The code would be locked to a single person. That person would become its keeper. The scholar knew— if it fell into the wrong hands, the world would be destroyed. ✦ Betrayal The secret was revealed. New enemies appeared. One night... the scholar was attacked. He split the code into three parts. One part remained with him, and the other two were hidden in unknown locations. The villain killed him and took the piece of the code that was with him. ✦ The Last Breath On the brink of death, the scholar called his children. He did not give locations. He only gave clues. “If you cannot accomplish it, tell your children. They must tell their children. This secret must survive. ” His eyes closed. But... the secret still lives onScene 1: Hospital – Night Hyderabad city. 12:00 AM, midnight. Outside a prominent private hospital, media vans were lined up. Cameras were live. Microphones glowed under the night lights. Reporters delivered live coverage one after another. A senior journalist looked toward the camera with intensity: “The renowned industrialist Raghav, who has lived for over three hundred years, is currently in critical condition. Official records state he is 302 years old. How he has survived for so long remains a mystery science has yet to understand... ” Inside the hospital ICU — silence. Only the soft beeping of monitors could be heard. On the bed lay Raghav, the elderly man. His skin was wrinkled, yet his eyes held extraordinary clarity. Next to him was his son — Yugandhar. Raghav lifted his hand slightly. Yugandhar immediately leaned closer. “Father... ” he whispered. Raghav leaned close to his ear and spoke something. His words were inaudible to us. The camera lingered on Yugandhar’s eyes. First, surprise. Then confusion. Finally... a deep, resolute determination. A faint smile appeared on Raghav’s lips. Suddenly, the heart monitor showed a steady rhythm. A long, single beep. Doctors rushed inside. Yugandhar stepped back, unmoved. There were no tears in his eyes. Only one thought resonated in his mind — the secret his father had just revealed. That night — a life ended. A profound secret passed into new hands. ✦ Scene 2: University – Present Hyderabad Central University. Department of History & Civilizations. 12:00 PM, noon. Thirty students sat in a classroom. At the front, Professor Hamid stood before the board. That day’s lecture topic: “Decoding Symbols Hidden in Ancient Civilizations” The professor drew three symbols on the board: 1. A mark resembling an ancient script. 2. A symbol resembling Arabic script. 3. An unknown geometric pattern. He turned to the class and asked: “Are these three symbols connected? Can anyone tell me?” Silence. Some flipped through books. Others checked their phones. No one answered. Professor Hamid repeated: “This is not just a language. It is a pattern. Can anyone recognize it?” From the back bench, a young man slowly raised his hand. His name — Arav Shaik. He hadn’t spoken a word until now. The professor smiled and asked: “Arav... did you notice something?” Arav stood slowly. “Sir... these are not symbols from different civilizations. ” Some students chuckled quietly. Arav approached the board. He rotated the first symbol and redrew it. “This is not Aramaic, sir. It is an even older form. ” He adjusted the second symbol to align with the first. “It appears like a language. But it follows a geometric sequence. ” He wrote numbers on the board: 1, 1, 2, 3, 5, 8, 13... He placed the third pattern in the center and drew a circle around it. Suddenly, the three symbols merged into a single coordinated shape. The class fell silent. The professor asked in awe: “So... this is a word?” Arav replied calmly: “No, sir. It is not a word. It is a clue. Languages may change, but patterns endure. Some secrets are not found in books. They travel across generations. ” Every student turned to him. It became clear — Arav was no ordinary student. He didn’t just study history. He unraveled it. ✦ Scene 3: Egypt – 2026 Along the banks of the Nile, amidst vast desert lands, archaeological excavations were underway. Professor Ramarao’s team had uncovered an underground chamber. Inside were gold coins, ancient statues, priceless artifacts. But in one corner lay a carefully folded piece of animal hide. The professor unrolled it carefully. Strange symbols adorned the parchment: Circles. Straight lines. Star patterns. Human-like figures. It did not resemble any known script. “This is not a language...” the professor whispered. Suddenly, the sound of vehicles approached. Within moments, armed men surrounded the excavation site. At the forefront — Yugandhar. His eyes fixed solely on the parchment. Gunfire. Chaos. Within minutes, silence fell again. Yugandhar ignored the gold. He slowly picked up the parchment. He studied it for a few moments. A cold smile appeared on his lips. “This... is the one.” He turned and walked away. The desert was silent once more. That day — no gold was stolen. No treasures were taken. But a single parchment — capable of changing the world — had fallen into the wrong handsThe Viral Mind Scene 1: Viral The previous day. University classroom. The moment Aarav stood before the board and decoded the ancient puzzle, a student sitting on the last bench secretly recorded everything on his phone. “Languages change... but patterns never do.” Every word Aarav spoke was captured clearly. Midnight. The video was uploaded to social media. Within hours— Views in the thousands... Then hundreds of thousands... Then millions. Comments flooded in: “Who is this guy?” “Genius!” “Where is he studying?” “Is this real?” News channels began broadcasting the clip. “A university student in Hyderabad decodes ancient symbols within minutes... ” Overnight— Aarav became viral. Scene 2: A New Introduction The next morning. University library. Aarav sat alone in a quiet corner reading a book. Silence surrounded him. Suddenly, Ramesh and Dhanush approached him. With them was a girl. Ramesh smiled. “Aarav... this is Pallavi. She joined today. She’ll be in our batch from now on.” Aarav closed his book and looked up. Pallavi met his eyes. For a few seconds— No words. Just silence. Curiosity in her eyes. Calm confidence on his face. “Hi... I’m Aarav. ” “Hi... I’m Pallavi. ” They shook hands. Ramesh laughed. “You better be careful, Pallavi. Our genius here went viral last night. ” Pallavi looked surprised. “Really?” Aarav smiled softly. “Viral is temporary. Knowledge is permanent. ” They walked toward the canteen, continuing their conversation. Scene 3: The Confrontation That afternoon. A private chamber. The country’s most renowned archaeologists sat around a large table. In front of them lay an ancient manuscript written on animal skin. Across from them sat Yugandhar. Behind him stood ten armed men. “What does it say?” Yugandhar asked coldly. The archaeologists had examined it for hours. “It does not match any known language...” “It doesn’t even resemble a proper script...” Yugandhar’s expression hardened. “You call yourselves the best in the country?” Silence. He suddenly shouted, “I need answers!” His anger filled the room. At that moment, one of his men showed him a phone. “Sir... look at this.” It was Aarav’s viral video. Yugandhar’s eyes narrowed. “Where is he?” “Hyderabad, sir. A university student.” A pause. “Get the car ready.” College – Afternoon In the canteen, Aarav sat with Ramesh and Pallavi. A peon approached them. “Aarav... the Principal wants to see you.” “Me?” Aarav asked. Ramesh followed him. Principal’s Office The atmosphere was tense. Yugandhar sat before the Principal. Ten armed men stood behind him. The Principal stood up. “This is Aarav, sir. Extremely talented student. He understands almost any ancient language.” Aarav stepped in calmly. Yugandhar observed him carefully. “He is a respected industrialist, ” the Principal added. “He needs your help.” Aarav extended his hand. “If I can help, I will.” Yugandhar did not shake it. He simply stared. Ramesh added confidently, “Sir, he can solve any puzzle in minutes. ” Aarav noticed— Guns in the men’s hands. A faint dried bloodstain on Yugandhar’s wrist. His expression grew serious for a brief moment. Yugandhar spoke. “You went viral last night. Seems you know history and archaeology well. ” Aarav replied calmly: “To understand history, you need love and intelligence. Not power. Not wealth. ” Silence filled the room. Yugandhar gave a slight smile. “We’ll see.” He placed the manuscript on the table. “Tell me what this says.” Aarav examined it carefully. Minutes passed. His face showed no emotion. “These look like characters... but there is no structured formation. Random strokes. Meaningless patterns.” Ramesh quickly pulled out his phone. “Wait—” He took a photo and zoomed in. “Now it’s clearer.” The armed men reacted instantly, reaching for their weapons— Yugandhar signaled them to stop. Aarav looked again. “I’m sorry. I cannot understand this.” He returned the manuscript and walked out. Ramesh followed him. Outside the College Aarav turned sharply. “Ramesh! Why did you take that photo?” “I thought I was helping!” Aarav’s face hardened. “This is not normal. Something is wrong about them. Be careful.” He turned once more. Yugandhar’s car stood in the distance. Their first confrontation had ended. But the real game— Had just begun. Chapter Ending That day ended. One video. One introduction. One dangerous encounter. Did Aarav truly fail to understand the manuscript? Or did he hide what he knew? Why is Yugandhar so desperate? What lies within that manuscript... something more valuable than gold? Was Ramesh’s photo a simple mistake? Or the beginning of a coming storm? Yugandhar’s car drove away. But his eyes remained fixed on Aarav. One thing was clear— This is not just a puzzle. It is a legacy. It is a secret. It is a chain... broken long ago. Will that chain reconnect? Or break forever? Is Aarav playing a game no one can yet see? The answers— Begin now. End of Evidence That same night. The sky was filled with clouds. Raindrops fell silently. A black car stopped outside Ramesh’s house. A few moments later— a horrifying scream. It was his last scream. Ramesh was brutally murdered. His mobile phone was taken. But it didn’t end there. That very night—a fire broke out in the college computer lab The CCTV unit was completely destroyed. The camera in the principal’s office—the one that had captured Arav and Yugandhar’s conversation—was totally wrecked. All the server room data was lost . Yugandhar wanted only one thing— Not a single piece of evidence should remain. For a single photograph— a life was taken. Oath Before the Dead Morgue. Arav stood silently. Ramesh’s body lay in front of him. Pallavi was by his side. His face was unrecognizable, mutilated beyond comprehension. Tears welled up in Pallavi’s eyes. Fire burned in Arav’s. Meanwhile, news arrived about the college fire accident . Arav
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