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They say Mumbai is a city that never sleeps because it is too busy dreaming, but Aryan Shroff knew the truth. Mumbai didn't sleep because it was drowning in data. In a metropolis of twenty million souls, every honking taxi, every illicit transaction in Zaveri Bazaar, and every heartbeat of a nervous investor is just a variable waiting to be captured. To the rest of the world, life is a series of random accidents, a chaotic roll of the dice governed by fate or God. To Aryan, God was just a lazy mathematician who hadn't finished the equation. He built VEDA to finish it. His creation was the ultimate eye, a digital panopticon that stripped the city of its secrets and reduced human will to predictable lines of code. For years, he watched the world from his glass tower, playing the puppet master who could foresee stock crashes and traffic jams with terrifying precision. He felt untouchable, insulated by the cold logic of algorithms, until the day the screen turned red and the variables shifted against him. The machine he built to eliminate uncertainty had finally found the ultimate error: him. When an algorithm that has never been wrong predicts your murder at the hands of the only person you trust, the question is no longer about survival. It is about the terrifying possibility that our choices are nothing but illusions, and that the knife in your back was sharpened by your own hand the moment you dared to play God.



​OFFICIAL DISCLAIMER

DISCLAIMER: This story is a work of fiction produced by InkWhirl Media Networks.

Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

The content of this story is intended for entertainment purposes only. It does not aim to hurt, offend, or malign any religion, community, belief, institution, or individual. The views expressed in this narrative do not necessarily reflect the official policy or position of InkWhirl Media Networks.
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​Chapter 1: The God of Small Things
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The rain in Mumbai doesn’t wash the city clean; it just makes the grime slicker.

From the 42nd floor of the Omni-Corp Tower in Lower Parel, the city below looked like a spilled box of jewels—red taillights, amber streetlamps, and the harsh white glare of headlights struggling against the monsoon downpour. To anyone else, it was chaos. A traffic jam stretching from Haji Ali to the Sea Link, a mess of honking horns and desperate commuters.

To Aryan Shroff, it was an equation.

He stood by the floor-to-ceiling glass, his reflection ghostly against the dark skyline. He wasn’t looking at the cars; he was looking at the flow. Fluid dynamics. If you knew the width of the road, the average aggression level of a Mumbai taxi driver, the friction coefficient of wet asphalt, and the timing of the traffic signal at Worli Naka, the chaos disappeared. It became predictable.

"Stop staring at the rain, Aryan. You look like a villain in a Batman movie."

Aryan didn't turn. He knew Kabir was there before he spoke. The biometric sensors in the elevator lobby had logged Kabir Deshmukh’s entry 45 seconds ago. Heart rate: 88 bpm. Elevated. Cortisol levels suggested stress.

"The villain is usually the only one with a plan, Kabir," Aryan said, his voice low, lacking the frantic energy that vibrated off his partner.

Kabir walked into the office, loosening his tie. He was the charisma to Aryan’s code. Where Aryan was sharp angles and silence, Kabir was warm handshakes and loud laughter. But tonight, Kabir looked wrecked. He poured himself a whiskey from the crystal decanter on the side table, his hands shaking slightly.

"The Singhania deal is off," Kabir said, collapsing onto the leather sofa. "Old man Singhania won't budge. He thinks our valuation is inflated. He called it ‘vaporware.’ Said algorithms can’t predict the Indian market because the Indian market runs on jugaad, not logic."

Aryan finally turned. He walked over to his desk—a massive slab of black granite free of any clutter, save for a single, ultra-wide monitor that curved like a horizon.

"Singhania is a dinosaur," Aryan said dismissively. "And dinosaurs don’t survive ice ages."

"He’s a dinosaur with four thousand crores, Aryan! If he walks, we lose our Series B funding. We need him to sign tomorrow."

"He will sign."

"How do you know? Did you hack his email?"

"Better," Aryan tapped the keyboard. The screen flickered to life. It wasn't a standard OS. It was a swirling nebula of data points, a visualization of VEDA (Variable Estimation & Deterministic Algorithm).

"I didn't hack his email, Kabir. That’s illegal and frankly, lazy. I hacked his life."

Aryan pointed at the screen. A stream of data was scrolling faster than a human eye could read, but VEDA was parsing it into a clean, simple narrative.

"Singhania’s heart rate variability from his smartwatch suggests he’s terrified of his own board of directors. He’s been searching for ‘safe haven assets’ on a private browser since 3:00 AM last night. His son, Rohan, was caught in a drunk driving incident in Bandra two days ago—the police buried it, but the dashcam footage from a passing Uber exists on a cloud server VEDA scraped. Singhania isn’t walking away because he thinks we’re vaporware. He’s stalling because he needs liquidity to pay off a blackmail attempt he hasn't told anyone about yet."

Kabir stared at him, the glass of whiskey halfway to his mouth. "You... you know all that?"

"I know the position of every atom in his universe," Aryan said, a cold fire lighting up his eyes. "This is the Laplace Demon, Kabir. If you know the position and momentum of every particle, the future isn't a mystery. It’s just math. We don't guess. We calculate."

Aryan typed a command.

> PREDICTION MODEL: SINGHANIA_NEGOTIATION

> OUTCOME: ACCEPTANCE

> PROBABILITY: 99.4%

> TRIGGER: MENTION 'BANDRA INCIDENT' AT 10:14 AM.

"Tomorrow at the meeting," Aryan said, "wait until 10:14 AM. Exactly. Then, casually mention that we have robust security algorithms that can even recover 'lost' dashcam footage. Don't threaten him. just say it. He will sign within three minutes."

Kabir put the glass down. He looked sick. "Jesus, Aryan. That’s... that’s manipulative. It’s dark."

"It’s data," Aryan corrected. "Data has no morality. It just is."

Kabir stood up and walked to the window, standing where Aryan had been. "Sometimes I worry about what we’ve built. You’re predicting traffic jams and stock prices, fine. But this? Peeping into people’s darkest corners? What if VEDA gets it wrong?"

"VEDA doesn't make errors. Only humans do."

Aryan sat back in his chair. He remembered the day they started this. Two engineering students in a hostel room in Powai, eating stale samosas and arguing about free will. Kabir believed in destiny, in Kismet. Aryan believed that Kismet was just a variable they hadn't identified yet.

"Go home, Kabir," Aryan said, softening his tone slightly. "Get some sleep. Tomorrow we become billionaires."

Kabir hesitated at the door. He looked at Aryan, a strange expression on his face—a mix of awe and fear. "You know, sometimes I feel like you’re not building a business. You’re building a god."

"Someone has to organize the chaos," Aryan muttered as the door clicked shut.

Alone again.

The silence of the server room was heavy. Aryan turned back to VEDA. The interface was calm, a sea of blue and green nodes. But he wasn't satisfied with Singhania. That was child's play. He wanted to test the limits.

He opened a new terminal.

> TARGET: GLOBAL_TRENDS

> FILTER: MUMBAI_LOCAL

> ANOMALY DETECTION: ON

The screen flooded with live feeds. CCTV cameras from Churchgate station. Audio snippets from microphones in cafes in Bandra. GPS data from thousands of taxis. It was a digital panopticon.

He zoomed in on a random street corner in Andheri. A couple was fighting outside a restaurant. VEDA analyzed their body language.

Subject A (Male): Aggression 70%. Shoulders hunched.

Subject B (Female): Resignation 90%. Looking away.

> PREDICTION: RELATIONSHIP TERMINATION IN 120 SECONDS.

Aryan watched. Two minutes later, the girl hailed a rickshaw and left. The guy stood there, kicking a stone.

Spot on.

Aryan felt a rush of dopamine. It was intoxicating. He wasn't just watching the world; he was reading its source code. He felt safer here, behind the screen, than he ever did out there among the unpredictable, sweating, lying masses.

Suddenly, a red alert blinked on the bottom right corner of the screen.

> SYSTEM ALERT: ANOMALY DETECTED.

> SUBJECT: ARYAN SHROFF.

Aryan frowned. He rarely ran the algorithm on himself. It was a rule: Don't get high on your own supply. But VEDA was designed to constantly scan for threats to its creator.

He clicked the notification. The screen shifted from the soothing blue to a jarring crimson.

> PREDICTION: MORTALITY EVENT.

> TARGET: ARYAN SHROFF.

> TIME: 46 HOURS, 12 MINUTES.

> PROBABILITY: 98.9%.

Aryan froze. His breath hitched. A glitch? No. VEDA didn't glitch. He typed furiously, his fingers flying across the mechanical keyboard.

"Expand details," he whispered. "Show me the variables."

The code cascaded down, revealing the calculation path. It wasn't a health issue. No heart attack, no stroke. It was external.

> CAUSE: BLUNT FORCE TRAUMA / HOMICIDE.

> LOCATION: OMNI-CORP TOWER, PENTHOUSE.

Murder.

Someone was going to kill him. Here. In two days.

"Who?" Aryan typed. "Identify Perpetrator."

The system processed. The spinning circle seemed to mock him. The cooling fans in the server rack whirred louder, sounding
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