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Prologue 

Some truths lie buried—not by time, but by the will of the gods. 

Before the age of kings, before the age of men, there was the Age of 

Fire. 

The skies burned with celestial war. The earth trembled beneath the 

wrath of astras—divine weapons forged not by hands, but by mantras. 

When the gods turned away, weary of mortal ambition, they sealed the 

most powerful astras in temples veiled by illusion, guarded by creatures 

neither dead nor alive. 

One such weapon—the Kaalastra—was never meant to be forged. 

Created in secret by a rogue sage and fueled by Tamasic essence, it 

devoured not just armies but entire memories, rewriting reality itself. 

The celestial council, led by Brahma-Rishi Angira, declared the 

Kaalastra an abomination, and seven Rishis sacrificed their astral forms 

to lock it away in the hidden temple beneath Mahakaal Plateau. 

But not all were willing to forget. 

In the shadows, a guardian turned traitor. A protector of sacred relics, 

seduced by visions of becoming greater than the gods, now seeks to 

awaken the Astra once more—to bring forth a new era: 

 The Age of Shadows. 

Centuries passed. Dynasties rose and fell. Temples crumbled. Names 

were forgotten. 

Until a boy—marked by the Seal of Rudra—was born under an eclipse, 

wrapped in fire, weeping not with fear, but fury. 

He will not seek war. 



But war will find him. 

And when the flames of the past reach for the heart of the present, the 

world must choose— 

To remember, or to burn. 
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Chapter One 
The Forest That Doesn’t Sleep 

The trees whispered even when there was no wind. 

Every villager of Vaikunthpur knew not to go near the eastern forest—

not past the old stone arch, not beyond the banyan roots that curled like 

sleeping serpents. It wasn’t just fear. It was law. Even the bravest 

woodcutters never crossed its moss-covered threshold. The forest did 

not take kindly to strangers. 

But Arhaan  wasn’t a stranger. Not really. 

He had been wandering near its edges since he could walk. While other 

boys wrestled in the dust or learned to barter in the village square, 

Arhaan climbed trees to watch the sun slip through the canopy, to hear 

the strange birdsongs that came only at dusk. Sometimes, he swore the 

shadows whispered his name. Not in warning, but in...invitation. 

Today, the forest felt different. 

The light was thinner, as though the sun was reluctant to shine. The 

wind moved against the leaves, not with them. And somewhere deeper 

within, something was humming—a low, trembling sound, like the 

earth itself was remembering something it tried to forget. 

Arhaan pressed his palm to the ancient stone arch that marked the 

forest’s true boundary. The moss was cool beneath his fingers, but the 

stone burned faintly beneath the surface, like an ember waiting for 

breath. 

He had dreamed of this place again last night. 

A bow made of fire, singing through the air. A battlefield where stars 

wept blood. A voice—familiar yet impossible—saying only one thing: 
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“It’s time.” 

“You don’t belong here today,” said a voice behind him. 

 Soft. Dry. Heavy with years and knowing. 

Arhaan turned. The old hermit, Rudrakshi, stood barefoot in the mud, a 

gnarled staff in one hand, ash smeared across her forehead in three 

perfect lines. His unseeing eyes seemed to look through Arhaan. 

"You always find me," Arhaan muttered. 

"I don’t find you," Rudrakshi said. "You call me. Like thunder calls 

lightning." 

Arhaan swallowed. "You knew I would come here." 

Rudrakshi walked forward until her hand rested against the same stone 

arch. "This forest remembers. But memory is a dangerous thing, Arhaan. 

It changes shape when touched by desire." 

Arhaan’s voice trembled. "There’s something inside. Something that 

belongs to me." 

Rudrakshi was silent for a long time. Then, softly, "And what if it does 

not want to be found? What if it remembers your bloodline and the oaths 

it broke?" 

Arhaan turned toward the forest. The humming was louder now. 

Calling. Urging. 

"Then I’ll make it remember why it chose me." 

That night, while the village slept under a blanket of fireflies, Arhaan 

crossed the threshold. No prayers. No second thoughts. 

He stepped into the forest that didn’t sleep. 

The ground softened beneath his feet, the air thick with incense and rot. 

Shapes moved between the trees—half-formed, watching. There were 

ruins, swallowed by roots and vines. Broken stone idols. Shattered 

lamps. Echoes of worship long abandoned. 

And then he found it. 
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A door. No, not a door—a gate carved into a hillside, half-buried in time. 

Covered in script no one had spoken aloud in a thousand years. But 

Arhaan could read it. The words pulsed in his mind like a second 

heartbeat: 

“Only the Fireborn shall awaken what sleeps beneath.” 

He reached for it. 

As his fingers touched the symbol carved into the center—an eye 

wreathed in flame—the stone shuddered. 

The forest screamed. 

And the world shifted. 

The gate trembled. 

As the stone gate cracked open, light pulsed from within—not golden, 

but deep orange, flickering like coals. The light was not warm. It 

remembered pain. 

Arhaan staggered back as the mark on his chest—hidden since birth 

beneath a raised scar—burned. 

And with it came the memories. 

He saw a woman—eyes like obsidian, chanting a mantra inside a blood-

drenched cave. Her hand rested on a newborn, marking him with ash 

and oil. 

“He bears the Seal of Rudra. If he lives, the weapon will awaken. If he 

dies, the world forgets.” 

The woman was his mother—Amrisha, a warrior-priestess of the lost 

Rudra-Sena, an order sworn to protect forbidden astras. 

His father... was cloaked in fire. His face never shown. But the voice 

echoed:“He is not just Fireborn. He is Echo-Touched. The astras will 

speak to him.” 

Arhaan dropped to his knees, gasping. His eyes glowed briefly with a 

halo of flame. Around him, the trees fell still. The birds had fled. 
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From within the gate, something stirred. 

Something old. 

Something that remembered him. 

Detailed Map & Key Locations: Vaikunthpur and Beyond 

1. Vaikunthpur (The Sacred Village) 

● A small village nestled between Mahadev’s Ridge and the 

Eastern Forest (Nidravana). 

● Known for its ancient bell tower and annual Panch-Jyoti 

festival. 

● Locals believe the village is protected by an unseen guardian 

since the Dvapara Yuga. 

2. Nidravana (The Eastern Forest) 

● Cursed forest that “does not sleep.” 

● Contains: 

○ Whispering Trees: Where wind carries old memories. 

○ Sealed Gate of the Fireborn: Entrance to an underground 

Astra vault. 

○ Fallen Shrine of Agni: Ruins half-buried under ash and 

vines. 

3. Rudrakshi’s Hermitage 

● Cave-dwelling near River Tapti. 

● Surrounded by yagna marks and ancient yantras. 

● Her staff is said to be made of Devadaru wood, from a tree that 

grows only once in a Yuga. 

4. Mahadev’s Ridge 

● Cliffside overlooking the forest. 
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● On certain nights, ghostly flames rise from the mountain base—

said to be Astric echoes of past wars. 

5. Saptamayi Lake 

● Seven-colored lake west of the village, reflecting a different Loka 

at different times of day. 

● Beneath its waters lies a submerged temple, where a piece of the 

Kaalastra once fell. 

The Origin of the Kaalastra 

The Lost Astra of Shadows 

Long ago, when astras were granted only to those of pure heart and 

spiritual discipline, a sage named Rishi Kathaka—a once-great 

Brahmarishi—strayed into obsession. 

He believed true balance could never exist without an ultimate weapon 

of destruction that also preserved memory. He sought to bind together 

fragments of discarded astras—parts of Agneyastra, Brahmastra, and 

Nagastra—and forge something new. 

To stabilize the unstable power, he used a shard of Tamasic ether, taken 

from Shiv’s dance of destruction in a forbidden Loka. 

Thus was born the Kaalastra: the Astra of Time, Memory, and Oblivion. 

It did not burn. It erased. 

Whole dynasties disappeared from memory. Birds forgot flight. Rivers 

forgot to flow. The very air around it thickened with silence. 

The celestial council sealed it away in the Underground Temple of 

Mahakaal. But a guardian meant to watch over the prison, Ravana's 

distant descendant turned sage, was corrupted by it—and became the 

first Shadow King. 
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Chapter Two 

The Vault Beneath the Ash 

Three strangers. Three truths. And all roads leading to Arhaan. 

Stranger 1: Rudrakshi 

“The Blind One Who Sees Beyond.” 

No one remembered when she came to the edge of Vaikunthpur. Some 

said she had always been there, as eternal as the river she meditated 

beside. Her body was old, worn like sun-dried bark, but her voice still 

carried the weight of thunder. 

Her eyes—blank pearls behind sunken lids—saw nothing of the world. 

Yet they missed nothing. For Rudrakshi did not see the world through 

vision. She heard the sutras hidden in wind, the whispers of broken 

idols, the cracks forming beneath destiny’s path. 

Once, long ago, she was a Yaksha, guardian of one of the seven 

forbidden temples. She gave up her immortality after failing to protect 

an Astra from being stolen. Now, bound to a human form, she served 

penance—not through silence, but by guiding the boy marked by 

Rudra’s flame. 

Stranger 2: Naira 

“The Ink-Blooded One.” 

Among the forgotten ruins of the northern hills lived Naira, a keeper of 

secrets inked onto scrolls older than kingdoms. Her body bore tattoos 

shaped like ancient scripts, crawling across her skin like sentient vines. 

She was born in the Chitrashala clan, descended from temple scribes 

who recorded astric lore using sap from Kalpavriksha trees. But after 
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the great burning of the Chitrakosha Archives, Naira was the last of her 

line. 

She spoke in riddles, and every line she uttered seemed to already know 

its ending. She was no warrior. Yet those who tried to harm her found 

themselves lost in illusions that made men forget their own names. 

She knew more about Arhaan than she ever revealed. And more about 

the Kaalastra than the gods would dare speak aloud. 

Stranger 3: Veera 

“The Vanara Exile.” 

He dropped from trees like thunder from a silent sky. With fur streaked 

in ash and a silver band across one arm, Veera was unlike any Vanara 

of his tribe. 

He laughed too loudly, fought too wildly, and questioned too much. 

Banished from Vrikshalok after attacking a council elder, he now 

roamed the surface world as a mercenary—though “mercenary” was 

too noble a word for a creature who once challenged a Rakshasa 

barehanded over a stolen mango. 

Veera carried a staff made of Brahma bamboo, a gift from a sage who 

owed him a life debt. He claimed it could bend time in small doses. No 

one believed him—until it did. 

He didn’t believe in prophecies. He didn’t believe in gods. 

But when he heard of a boy who bore the Seal of Rudra, he followed the 

scent of fire and fate straight into the heart of Nidravana. 

Back to the Story… 

Deep beneath the Eastern Forest, as the broken gate groaned open and 

ash hissed into the air, Arhaan stood at the edge of a vault that had not 

seen breath in a thousand years. 

A dim orange light flickered from within. Not torchlight. Not fire. 

Memory. 
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The stone steps spiralled downward. Vines recoiled from his presence. 

Glyphs on the walls shimmered as he passed, reacting to his blood. 

He heard a voice echo—not out loud, but in his head. 

"He walks. He remembers. He returns." 

Just as his foot touched the first step, a sudden crash echoed behind him. 

Branches split, and something large, quick, and growling landed behind 

him with a thud. 

“Oi,” a voice rasped. “Did no one teach you to leave sleeping things 

alone?” 

Veera grinned through his fangs. 
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Chapter Two (Continued) 

The Vault Beneath the Ash 

The air inside the vault tasted like iron and memory. 

Each step downward pulled Arhaan deeper into a silence that felt alive. 

The walls throbbed, echoing with ancient murmurs—chants not sung 

in millennia. As he descended, veins of glowing script began to pulse 

along the stone, lighting the spiral stairway. They followed him, lighting 

only where he stepped. The path behind him fell to black. 

Veera followed casually, chewing on a nut he’d stolen from a nearby 

tree. 

“Nice place,” the Vanara muttered. “Bit gloomy. Ten out of ten chance 

there’s something down here that wants to eat us.” 

Arhaan said nothing. His pulse was louder than his thoughts. His 

fingers itched—burned, even. The mark across his chest, shaped like a 

flame-bound eye, pulsed in sync with the glyphs on the wall. 

They reached the base. 

The stairway opened into a chamber shaped like a lotus. At its center 

stood a small pedestal, and above it floated something... small. Subtle. 

But unmistakably alive. 

A dagger. Or rather, the memory of one. 

Its form flickered between states—as if unsure whether it belonged in 

the physical world or the realm of thought. The blade was curved, 

inscribed with Sanskrit syllables that shifted like smoke. The hilt 

looked plain—until you stared too long. Then it seemed to blink. 

Veera took a step forward, but the floor growled beneath him. Literally. 
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He froze. “Okay. No touching. Got it.” 

But Arhaan was already walking toward it. Drawn. Pulled. Or 

summoned. 

As he reached out, the flame mark on his chest seared. 

“Sa…” 

A syllable rang out. The vault walls trembled. 

“Sa...Re…Ga…” 

The Svaras. The sacred notes. A chant long buried beneath war and 

silence. 

The dagger lit up like a dying star. Arhaan gripped the hilt—and the 

world shifted. 

The Awakening of the Minor Astra: Ksharakāla 

The blade burned cold. 

It wasn’t fire. It was time. 

The Ksharakāla Astra—literally, The Knife of Moments—did not cut 

flesh. It cut through seconds. Slicing tiny fractions of time, letting its 

wielder speed forward or stall a moment. 

But only for a heartbeat. 

A heartbeat was all Arhaan had before the vault reacted. 

Stone cracked. Walls wept flame. The air thickened with a presence—

angry, ancient, bound by oath and soil. 

A guardian. Not made of flesh or stone, but ash and fury. A being born 

from the echoes of every weapon ever wielded in that room. 

The Astra had been claimed. The Vault had awakened. 

And it demanded payment. 

Arhaan stood tall, the blade now fully formed in his grip. His breath 

stilled. The guardian surged forward—a tidal wave of smoke with 

burning eyes. 
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He struck. 

Time fractured. 

Just a blink—but in that blink, Arhaan stepped aside. The world 

crawled, slow as honey, as he slashed through the guardian’s form. 

And it shattered into memory. 

“The Prophecy of the Fireborn” 

As the vault quieted, the glyphs on the walls began to re-arrange, 

forming a massive spiral of fire-script. Naira’s voice, though she was not 

there, echoed through Arhaan’s mind: 

"When the Fireborn claims the Blade of Seconds, the Cycle shall stir." 

 "One of Earth. One of Song. One of Ash." "Together, they must 

awaken the Seven Astras to seal the Eighth." "Or the Kaalastra shall 

rise, and all Yugas shall fall into one— The Endless Night." 

Veera whistled low. “Well, that’s not terrifying at all.” 

Arhaan lowered the blade, now pulsing with a faint amber light. 

 Somewhere far above them, a bell rang once in Vaikunthpur, though 

none had touched it in decades. 

The astras were waking. 

And so was destiny. 
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Chapter Three 
The Songkeeper Arrives 

“Some truths are not whispered. They are sung—only to those who 

bleed purpose.” 

The fire had burned down to embers. The vault was quiet now, sealed 

again in silence. 

Above, dawn painted the sky over Vaikunthpur in the hues of turmeric 

and ash. The village was waking. But the forest… the forest had not 

slept. 

And neither had Naira. 

She stood at the edge of the Eastern Forest, barefoot on dew-wet grass, 

staring at the sky as though it owed her answers. Her skin shimmered 

faintly in the golden light—a living scroll, ancient letters etched across 

her back, curling over her shoulders like serpents coiled around a 

mantra. 

The Script of Svara. 

Her people had once guarded it, sung it, and died for it. Now she was 

the last bearer. 

The glyphs on her arms pulsed. 

The Fireborn has touched the first Astra… 

The earth beneath her feet vibrated softly—a ripple spreading out from 

Nidravana like a heartbeat, carried through roots, rivers, and memories. 

He was real. 

Elsewhere, in the vault… 
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Arhaan sat against the curved wall, the Ksharakāla Astra beside him—

sheathed in a mist that never settled. It hummed, quiet and precise, like 

it was breathing. 

Veera paced nearby, poking broken stones with his staff. “So… 

prophecy, fire knives, whispering walls, time-cutting. This is a great 

start to our apocalypse.” 

Arhaan didn’t respond. His thoughts were buried in that voice—the one 

he heard in the vault when the Astra awakened. It had called to him by 

name, but not the name given to him by the village. It had said: 

"Arindra, child of ash and storm…" 

Storm? 

Naira enters the forest… 

The forest accepted her. Roots parted beneath her steps. Leaves leaned 

in to listen. Even the mist curled toward her like an audience waiting for 

song. 

She walked without fear—because she remembered the forest’s true 

name. She had sung it in dreams since childhood, though no one else 

could hear the melody. Not even her teachers at the Chitrakosha Order, 

before it was wiped out in fire and betrayal. 

When she found Arhaan and Veera, she didn’t greet them. She simply 

stepped into the vault’s entrance and said: 

“The Astra has chosen. But has he?” 

Arhaan looked up, stunned by her sudden presence. 

Naira stared at him. “Do you even know what you’ve done?” 

He hesitated. “I touched the weapon. It responded.” 

She laughed once. Not cruelly, but sadly. 

“That wasn’t a weapon. That was a reminder. You just rang a bell older 

than the gods’ silence.” 

Truth Revealed by the Songkeeper 
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Inside the chamber, Naira began to sing. Not aloud—but through the 

glyphs on her skin, which pulsed in resonance with the room. The stone 

walls shimmered and revealed more of the prophecy—this time in 

complete verse: 

“When Fire touches Time, the Seals shall quake, Seven Astras stir from 

their cursed sleep.  One born of flame, one born of ink, one born of 

rootless sky— Shall gather the seven to lock away the Eighth.” 

“But beware the voice that calls from mirrors, Beware the one who 

forgets his name.” 

“For if the Eighth is loosed upon the world…  All Yugas shall become 

one.  And time shall bleed.” 

Veera’s fur bristled. “This again? What the hell is the Eighth?” 

Naira looked at Arhaan. 

“The Kaalastra.” 

The Deeper Mystery of Arhaan’s Origin 

As they exited the vault, Naira took Arhaan aside. 

“You were never meant to be raised in a village.” 

Arhaan blinked. “You know who I am?” 

“I know who you were meant to be,” she said. “Your father was not just 

a warrior. He was a Rudra-Bhakt of the fifth flame. He walked between 

Lokas. Your mother—Amrisha—was one of us. A Songkeeper. Before 

she burned the temple to save your life.” 

Arhaan’s throat tightened. 

“They died protecting your bloodline,” Naira whispered. “Because you 

were the only one born with the ability to hear the Svaras locked within 

the astras.” 

Arhaan stepped back. “I… I don’t want this.” 

Naira's eyes softened. “None of us do. But fate doesn’t ask permission. 

It sings. And you’ve already answered.” 
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As the three of them walked back into the waking world, the wind 

stirred in the distance. 

And in a forgotten ruin far from the forest, a cracked mirror whispered 

a name into the dark. 

“Arindra…” 

“Come home.” 
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Chapter Four 

The Mirror City 

“Some cities die in silence. Others echo until even the silence bleeds.” 

Somewhere beyond the reach of the waking world… 

Fog drifted over what once had been a city. Columns of obsidian, 

cracked and forgotten, jutted like broken ribs from the earth. Streets 

paved with silver dusted with ash curved into courtyards where mirrors 

once stood in place of walls. 

The city had a name once. 

Vaantara. 

But no one living remembered it. 

Except for the Shadow King. 

He walked alone beneath the moonlight, his footsteps leaving no 

imprint. Cloaked in robes stitched from forgotten prayers, he passed 

beneath the broken arches of Vaantara’s palace—his reflection flickering 

and fracturing in each mirror he passed. 

“He has awakened the first Astra…” he whispered, voice like smoke 

across a dying fire. “Good. Let him gather the others. The Kaalastra 

cannot be opened without all seven.” 

A sliver of black crystal hovered before him. Within its depths, the 

image of Arhaan appeared—his hand gripping the Ksharakāla Astra. 

The Shadow King smiled. 

“Soon, child of fire… you will come home.” 

Back in Vaikunthpur… 
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Arhaan, Veera, and Naira stood before Rudrakshi at the hermit’s grove. 

The old seer’s blind eyes twitched. She had not spoken in hours—not 

until Arhaan laid the Astra at his feet. 

Only then did Rudrakshi’s voice return. 

“So it begins.” 

She reached forward with trembling fingers, tracing the glyphs on the 

blade’s hilt. The moment she touched it, her pupils—long thought 

blind—flared with light. 

“You must go west,” she whispered. “To the city of mirrors. To 

Vaantara.” 

Naira stiffened. “That place… it doesn’t exist anymore.” 

“It never did,” Rudrakshi murmured. “And yet it still waits.” 

The Journey to Vaantara 

Their path led through the Grave of Winds, a valley where the air 

whispered regrets and old names. 

Veera complained the whole way. “This place gives me chills and not 

the good kind. If we get killed by haunted breezes, I’m haunting you 

forever.” 

Naira said little. She carried with her a scroll she had never opened—

not until now. It bore the sigil of Vaantara: a circle within a mirror, 

bound by thorns. 

As they crossed the valley’s edge, the ground shifted. 

And Vaantara revealed itself. 

A mirage made real, cloaked in mist and light distortion. It shimmered 

like a memory refusing to die. 

“It’s not built of stone,” Arhaan whispered.  “No,” Naira agreed. “It’s 

built of memory.” 

The First Encounter: Mirror Beasts 
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As they entered the city, the mirrors lining the streets pulsed with soft 

glow—then shimmered with movement. 

Reflections stepped out. 

Not of themselves, but of what they feared. 

● Veera faced a twisted version of himself, eyes red, fur burned, 

wielding a staff broken in half. 

● Naira faced her younger self as a child kneeling beside a 

burning scroll, unable to scream. 

● Arhaan faced… nothing. 

His mirror remained empty. 

Then it cracked. 

And whispered, “You do not know what you are.” 

Suddenly, the Ksharakāla Astra pulsed, and the shards of the mirror-

beasts scattered like dust. The city went still once more. 

A Message in Light 

They reached the central hall—a dome of fractured glass. At its heart, an 

altar sat beneath a suspended crystal mirror. Naira unrolled the scroll 

and sang softly. 

The walls responded. 

Words appeared, carved in gold light across the floor: 

“He who bears time must gather flame.”  “He who bears song must 

protect the flame.” “He who walks with sky must fall before he can 

rise.” 

“When the last mirror cracks, and the seventh Astra burns,  The Eighth 

shall rise—not from darkness, But from memory.” 

Arhaan touched the crystal. 

And a vision flooded him. 

The Vision: The Shadow King’s Origin 
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He saw the city in its prime—mirrors reflecting stars, priests chanting 

the Svaras, and a man, tall and radiant, swearing to protect the 

Kaalastra. 

Then… betrayal. 

That man was consumed by a wave of black flame, his name erased, his 

soul fractured. 

“The first Guardian,” Naira whispered.  “The one who turned. He was 

the one who forged the Kaalastra’s prison.” Arhaan’s knees buckled. 

“He’s my blood.” 

Naira nodded. “And if the Shadow King rises fully, you won’t be the 

Fireborn. You’ll be the Flamefall.” 

THE PROPHECY CHART: "The Song of the Seven and the One" 

A sacred verse, broken into seven stanzas—each tied to an Astra, with 

the eighth line hidden until the seventh Astra awakens. Passed down 

through Rishis, Songkeepers, and the protectors of the Svaras. 

The Prophecy in Structure: 

Verse Astra Name Element 
Chosen 

Bearer 
Unlocking Key 

Verse of 
Flame 

Agneyastra Fire 
The 

Fireborn 
(Arhaan) 

Bloodline + 
Fearless Truth 

Verse of 
Time 

Ksharakāla 
Astra 

Time 
The Seeker 
(Arhaan) 

Touch of the 
Forgotten 
Moment 

Verse of 
Wind 

Vāyavyastra Air 
The 

Skywalker 
(Veera) 

Breath held in 
silence 
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Verse of 
Echo 

Nādayastra Sound 
The 

Songkeeper 
(Naira) 

Svara scale 
sung with 

perfect Bhava 

Verse of 
Mind 

Manasāstra 
Illusion/ 

Thought 

The 
Dreaming 

One 

Tear born of 
clarity 

Verse of 
Water 

Jalāstra Water 
The 

Serpent-
Touched 

Offering to the 
Moon-tide 

Verse of 
Earth 

Bhūastra Earth 
The Fallen 

Warrior 
Strike of 

selfless rage 

The Final 
Verse 

Kaalastra 
Memory/ 

Oblivion 

The 
Shadow 

All Astras 
united — or 

broken 

 

“When the Seven are gathered and sung in truth, 

 The Eighth shall stir in the cradle of ruin. 

 Choose not just what you fight, 

 But what you choose to forget.” 

ANCIENT SONG SCROLLS: The Seven Astras 

Each scroll is written in Svar-lipi, the divine musical script. These scrolls 

can be activated through voice, rhythm, and Bhava (emotional purity). 

1.  Agneyastra – The Flame-Tongue 

● Element: Fire 

● Scroll Verse: "Sa ignites the soul; when sung with no fear, 

 Flames dance, not to destroy, but to clear." 

● Power: Burns illusions, purges corruption, reveals truth hidden 

in darkness. 

● Key: Must be unlocked by someone who willingly confronts 

their deepest truth, even if it scars them. 
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2. Ksharakāla Astra – Blade of Moments 

● Element: Time 

● Scroll Verse: "Re lingers between the now and not yet, 

 A blade that forgets so the soul can reset." 

● Power: Can slice moments in time—slow them, freeze them, or 

skip forward. 

● Key: Must be wielded by one who has lost something they 

cannot name. 

3. Vāyavyastra – The Breath Unbound  

● Element: Wind 

● Scroll Verse: "Ga dances in hush, where silence flies free, 

A storm born within sets the sky’s fury free." 

● Power: Summons gale winds, flight bursts, and can whisper 

across great distances. 

● Key: One must hold their breath through the Saptaraga 

meditation without fear of death. 

4. Nādayastra – The Resonant String 

● Element: Sound 

● Scroll Verse: "Ma echoes the Raga, its rage and its song, 

 In music lies justice, swift, pure, and strong." 

● Power: Commands sonic waves to destroy, shield, or calm. Can 

unravel illusions and cause emotional paralysis. 

● Key: Only a true Songkeeper who completes the Saptaraga 

Trial can summon its full power. 

5. Manasāstra – Mirror of Thought 

● Element: Mind/Illusion 

● Scroll Verse: "Pa hums behind the eyes, where thoughts dwell 

deep, 

 A blade forged from dreams and forgotten sleep." 
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● Power: Bends reality, manipulates thoughts, casts illusions real 

enough to harm. 

● Key: Must be unlocked by confronting a true memory the 

wielder has denied. 

6. Jalāstra – The Tidal Glaive 

● Element: Water 

● Scroll Verse: "Dha weeps like rivers at midnight’s call, 

 Flowing through sorrow that rises to fall." 

● Power: Controls tides, summons rain, creates weapons of fluid 

and ice. 

● Key: Requires a sacred offering under the Chandra-Pushya 

moon, bathed in silent mourning. 

7. Bhūastra – The Heart of the Mountain 

● Element: Earth 

● Scroll Verse: "Ni shatters bones, not with hate, but with weight, 

 The righteous shall strike when the ground bears their fate." 

● Power: Earthquakes, stone armor, seismic strikes, and 

stabilizing forces. 

● Key: Must be awakened through an act of absolute sacrifice in 

the name of another. 

8. Kaalastra – The Astra That Should Not Be 

● Element: Memory / Oblivion 

● Scroll Fragment: "No Svara dares speak its name. 

 No Bhava can withstand its echo." 

● Power: Erases memory, corrupts timelines, rewrites truth. 

Cannot be mastered—only contained. 

● Key: Only awakens when all seven Astras are united or broken. 
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Chapter Five 

The Saptaraga Trials 

“In sound lies the soul of the world. 

 And only those who can sing its sorrow 

 May wield its wrath.” 

 — Inscription at the Gates of the Temple of Nāda 

Prologue of Echoes 

The Temple of Nāda stood far from Vaikunthpur, hidden within the 

Svaravan — a forest where sound took shape, and silence could 

suffocate. 

Unlike the cold stone of Vaantara, the Temple was alive. 

It breathed through wind-chimes spun from moon-thread, vines that 

sang in harmony, and ancient stones that vibrated with Raga. Every note 

that had ever been sung still lingered there — waiting, judging, 

remembering. 

To enter was to surrender. 

To survive was to listen. 

The Path to the Temple 

Arhaan, Naira, and Veera stood at the forest’s edge. Even the wind here 

didn’t howl — it hummed. 

“This forest hears every lie,” Naira warned. “Even the ones you tell 

yourself.” 

Veera’s tail twitched. “Great. Another deadly walk through memory 

lane. Can we ever get a break where someone doesn’t whisper our doom 

in verse?” 
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But Arhaan remained silent. Since the vision in Vaantara, something had 

changed. He heard melodies even in the stillness. Some called his name. 

Some called him other names. 

Arrival at the Temple of Nāda 

They reached at dusk. The Temple shimmered with raga-light — faint 

auras of color that danced with the seven principal tones: Sa, Re, Ga, Ma, 

Pa, Dha, Ni. 

At its gates stood Suravānī, the last of the Svara-Bearers. Dressed in 

white robes with golden embroidery of vibrating swaras, she carried a 

flute made from blackened sandalwood — the same wood used to 

cremate warriors. 

She bowed to Naira, not Arhaan. 

“You carry the Nādaya scroll. The trial calls you first.” 

The First Trial – Raga Bhairavi: The Grief Unleashed 

A low drone filled the temple as Naira stepped forward. The floor 

beneath her rippled like water. A mirror appeared — not of light, but of 

sound. 

“Sing the memory that broke you,” came the voice of the Temple. 

Naira clenched her jaw. The memory flared: the burning scroll, her 

mother’s voice telling her to hide her gift, the sacred song her clan never 

let her finish. 

She opened her mouth — and sang. 

“Pa… Sa… Re… Ma… Ni…” Her voice cracked on the final note. 

The raga bled into the walls. 

From it, rose a shadow-wraith—a twisted, silenced version of herself. It 

lunged, its mouth stitched shut. But Naira stepped forward and offered 

her own breath to the creature. 

The wraith vanished. 

The trial passed. 
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The Second Trial – Raga Vasant: The Voice of Renewal 

Veera stepped forward reluctantly. 

“This is absurd,” he muttered. “I’m a beast, not a bard.” 

The Temple disagreed. 

“Every beast has a call. Even rage has rhythm.” 

He was pulled into a sonic illusion — reliving the day he was cast from 

his clan for defending a child from their brutal training. The elders had 

broken his staff. Called him a disgrace. 

In the illusion, they appeared again. 

But this time, Veera stood straight, raised his broken staff — and 

howled. 

A guttural cry — raw, primal, true. 

The mirrors around him shattered, revealing a glowing trail of emerald 

and gold. The Temple pulsed. 

Veera passed. 

“Still think this is absurd?” Arhaan smirked. 

“More like… poetic torture,” Veera huffed. 

The Final Trial – Raga Todi: The Song of the Void 

Arhaan stepped in. The Temple fell into silence. 

Even the colors dimmed. 

He was brought into a chamber with no doors — only a suspended orb 

of swirling notes above him. He reached for it… and the world turned 

black. 

A Vision: The Shattered Note 

He stood in a realm of echoing voices — but none were his. 

“You are not Arhaan,” they whispered. “You are what was left behind.”  

“You are the Cinder. The Flamefall. The Unnamed Astra.” 
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The orb descended and pierced his chest. 

Memories poured in — not all his own. 

He saw the Shadow King — not in darkness, but in robes of light, 

cradling a baby. A seal. A promise. A betrayal. 

Then silence. 

Awakening: The Nādayastra 

Arhaan collapsed — but from his chest, light burst in waves. 

The orb became a sitar-shaped blade — resonant and alive. 

The Nādayastra. 

“Your song is not one raga,” Suravānī said softly. 

 “It is all of them. And it is incomplete.” 

A New Prophecy Fragment 

As they left the temple, the air shimmered and ancient syllables 

rearranged across the scroll Naira held. 

“When three bear the Bhava of truth, 

 And the Fourth is born of silence, 

 The Astra of Memory will stir in chains…” 

Naira’s voice trembled. “The fourth… who is it?” 

Arhaan looked at the Nādayastra in his hand. 

“Whoever they are… they’re already too late.” 

Flashback Interlude: The Fire Before the Fall 

“Some truths survive in flame. 

 Others must burn to be born again.” 

18 Years Ago — The Fall of the Great Seal 

The sky above Mount Sharvya bled red that night. 

The stars flickered as if trying to blink away the horror they watched 

unfold below. At the foot of the mountain, in a temple older than 
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Vaikunthpur itself, seven astra-bearers stood in a broken circle, 

surrounding a crying infant. 

At the center of the circle floated the Kaalastra — no longer a sealed 

relic, but an open wound in reality, leaking darkness. 

From the shadows stepped the man who had once been called Varen — 

now only known as the Shadow King. 

“Give him to me,” he said calmly. 

 “He is mine. The Flameborn.” 

One of the astra-bearers — a woman with fire-threaded hair and armor 

woven with mantra-cloth — stepped forward. 

“He’s not yours anymore,” she growled. 

 “And your name died with your betrayal.” 

She was Elyana, last guardian of the Agnishakti clan, and Arhaan’s 

mother. 

Beside her stood a quiet man, pale-eyed and gaunt, holding the infant 

tightly. His name was Ishvakra — a scholar-warrior from the House of 

the Moon Scroll. He was Arhaan’s father. 

The Forbidden Bond 

Elyana and Ishvakra were never meant to meet. She was forged in fire, 

taught to burn lies away. He was trained to preserve the past, never to 

interfere. 

But when the Shadow King began unlocking the Kaalastra, they were 

both summoned to join the final seal team. In that battle — across broken 

skies and flaming rivers — they did more than survive. 

They fell in love. 

Arhaan was born during the final siege, inside a chamber of elemental 

runes. 

“He bears both fire and memory,” Elyana whispered. 

 “He could either break the Kaalastra… or become it.” 

The Final Choice 
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Back in the temple, the Shadow King raised his hand. The air trembled 

as mirror-shadows coalesced behind him. 

“You cannot hide him forever. The seal will fail. He will come to me… 

when the seventh Astra sings.” 

Ishvakra stepped forward, placing a crystal shard on Arhaan’s chest — 

an ancient rune known as the Samaybindu, a Time Anchor. 

“Then we will place his powers in time. 

 Let memory keep them… until he is ready.” 

Elyana kissed her son’s brow. Her fire leapt into the shard, sealing the 

boy’s core with the essence of the Agnijwala Flame — the primal fire of 

the first Astra. 

“Burn only when the world is ash, my son. 

 And remember… never trust the mirror.” 

With that, she turned and faced the Shadow King. 

“Run,” she whispered to Ishvakra. 

And as the mirror-shadows surged, the mountain roared. 

The last thing Ishvakra saw before escaping into the time-veil was 

Elyana, ablaze in celestial fire, standing alone. 

Time’s Refuge 

Ishvakra took the infant and disappeared into the Chronoloom, the 

sacred time-weft between the realms. 

He never emerged. 

Years later, a boy was found at the edge of the River Mandragha by 

forest healers. His memory was wiped. His fire… sealed. 

They named him Arhaan. 

No one ever came looking. 

Until now. 

Echoes in the Present 
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In the Temple of Nāda, Arhaan jerks awake in the middle of the night. 

The Nādayastra hums beside him, glowing faintly. 

A voice lingers in the air — warm, fierce, and familiar. 

“Never trust the mirror…” 

He turns — but no one is there. 

Only the faint scent of smoke and sandalwood remains. 
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Chapter Six 

The Forgotten Sky Monastery 

“When the wind ceases, 

 The truth howls loudest.” 

 — Inscription on the Fallen Wind Bell of Akashmatha 

The Journey to the Monastery 

Beyond the eastern cliffs of Vaikunthpur, past the Nidravana forests 

and over the floating stone bridges of Anugrah, lay a forgotten place 

few dared to remember — the Sky Monastery of Akashmatha. 

Built on a mountain that reached into the clouds, the monastery was 

once the guardian sanctum of the Vāyavyastra — the Astra of Wind, 

Memory, and Illusion. It had been sealed after the Last Breathfall, a 

catastrophe that wiped out the entire order of sky monks. 

Now, it stirred again. 

Arhaan, Naira, and Veera, still recovering from the Saptaraga Trials, 

made the ascent with the map etched into Arhaan’s astral compass — a 

relic that hadn’t glowed since childhood. At 14,000 feet, oxygen thinned. 

But something else thickened: whispers in the wind. 

Not voices. Memories. Not their own. 

The Winds of Akashmatha 

At the base of the ruined sky monastery, a colossal Wind Bell lay 

shattered across the stone courtyard. In its fragments, one could see 

reflections of their forgotten selves. Echoes danced across the surfaces. 

“It doesn’t just guard the wind,” Naira said. 

 “It guards the past... twisted.” 



31 

The sky pulsed. A deep, otherworldly humm rippled through the air. 

And then the Trial of the Forgotten began — unannounced. 

A force flung them backward. Each of them vanished into a Wind 

Mirage — a dimension where their repressed truths were turned against 

them. 

Arhaan’s Trial: The Hollow Crown 

Arhaan found himself in a windless throne room. Flames flickered in 

slow motion. Upon the throne sat an older version of himself — 

crowned, callous, void-eyed. 

“I became what they feared,” the reflection said. 

 “The boy who could unmake time.” 

Arhaan attacked, but the wind deflected him. The false king raised the 

Nādayastra — only, it looked rotted, corrupted by mirror light. 

“You think memory is truth? Memory is a trap.” 

 “Kaalastra is not a weapon, Arhaan. It’s you.” 

As the mirage collapsed, Arhaan roared — and for the first time, the 

wind obeyed him. It lifted him, spun around him, and pierced through 

the vision. 

Naira’s Trial: The Mother’s Silence 

Naira stood in a burning room. Her mother sat weaving a song-thread, 

humming. 

Naira called out — but the woman ignored her. 

Suddenly, the song twisted. Every time Naira tried to speak, her voice 

turned to ash. 

“You never finished your song,” a spectral monk whispered. 

 “You buried your gift beneath guilt.” 

Tears flowed. She began humming the lullaby her mother never let her 

complete. With each note, her voice returned — raw, imperfect, human. 

The mirage wept with her and faded. 
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Veera’s Trial: The Beast Who Waits 

Veera stood in chains, surrounded by the shadows of his former clan. A 

young cub trembled before him, mirroring his younger self. 

“You were strong,” the elders chanted. 

 “But you chose mercy over pride. Weak.” 

The cub raised a weapon — a bone dagger. Veera stepped forward and 

knelt. 

“Then let the weak one be the one who survives.” 

The cub dropped the weapon. The chains melted. 

“Your rage was never the curse,” the vision said. 

 “Your shame was.” 

Veera laughed bitterly and stepped through the veil. 

The True Gate Awakens 

As the trio emerged, the winds howled in unison — a vortex of memory 

collapsing inward. At the monastery’s peak, a floating platform spun 

into existence, lined with sky glyphs and storm-sculpted icons. 

Upon the pedestal, a massive trident-shaped relic hovered. It was not 

metal — it was condensed wind, bound into form. 

The Vāyavyastra. 

But as Arhaan reached for it, a scarlet glyph flashed in the sky. 

A mirror portal opened — and from it emerged a cloaked figure, half-

shadow, half-song. His voice echoed with thousands: 

“You are not yet worthy. You are incomplete.” 

Revelation: The Mirrorborn 

The figure removed his hood — and the world stopped. 

He looked exactly like Arhaan — older, darker, with eyes that reflected 

the Kaalastra flame. 
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“I am what you will become if you fail. 

 I am the Mirrorborn — guardian of the final Astra.” 

Arhaan stepped forward, blade drawn. 

“Then come,” he said. 

 “Let’s find out who gets to sing the ending.” 

The winds erupted. 

And somewhere, deep beneath the vaults of Vaantara, a seventh lock 

cracked open. 

 Side Chronicle: Rudrakshi & The Silent Veil 

“We guard the breath between chaos and silence. 

 We speak when the wind dies.” 

 — Oath of the Silent Veil 

The Woman in Indigo 

Long before Arhaan’s awakening, before Naira found her scroll, before 

Veera left his clan… a lone woman sat atop a cedar-rooted cliff above 

the Tapti River, weaving wind into silence. 

Her name was Rudrakshi. 

To villagers, she was a healer. To forest spirits, a whisper. But in truth, 

Rudrakshi was the last Mouth of the Silent Veil — an ancient, 

unbroken order that once communed directly with the elemental spirits 

of air, song, and soul. 

Their task: protect the location of the Vāyavyastra, the Wind Astra, and 

maintain balance between the Spoken World and the Unsung Realm. 

The Silence Pact 

Three centuries ago, the Silent Veil made a pact with Vāyu himself, the 

primordial wind deity. In exchange for the Astra’s protection, they 

vowed never to speak aloud within the Temple of Wind. All rituals 

were performed through breathcraft, mudras, and wind-carved scrolls. 

But during the Mirror War, the order was hunted. 
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One by one, the wind-guardians fell. 

Rudrakshi was but a girl when she watched her mother, the previous 

Mouth, sear her own voice into a scroll, sealing the last known location 

of the Astra in a language only the wind could read. 

Rudrakshi never broke her vow. 

 She learned to listen deeper. 

Her Secret Mission 

Rudrakshi was not meant to be part of Arhaan’s journey. But the 

Kaalastra's stirrings reawakened the Veil’s ancient pact. The 

Vāyavyastra’s seal had begun to unravel — and with it, so did the walls 

between the Realms of Breath and Memory. 

She found Arhaan not by chance — but because the wind called his 

name. 

“The boy holds fire, yet walks as if burdened by air. 

 He is the paradox we were warned of.” 

 — Rudrakshi’s personal scroll, unsealed during the Descent. 

Her Hidden Power 

Though soft-spoken, Rudrakshi commands Anuraga, the art of 

empathic wind reading — allowing her to sense emotions across time 

and space. In extreme states, she can “wind-bind” spells to nature itself, 

such as sending gusts laced with runes or stealing breath from an enemy 

mid-chant. 

She has used this only once — to collapse an entire temple from a 

whisper. 

Few know this. Fewer survive knowing it. 

Her Role in the Prophecy 

According to the Ashwnanda Scrolls, the Flameborn (Arhaan) cannot 

fully awaken the Vāyavyastra without a “mouthless guide of memory’s 

breath.” Rudrakshi is that key. 
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She holds the forgotten song to unlock the second phase of the Astra — 

not through force, but through grief, stillness, and unspoken truth. 

Her arc is far from over. 

Vāyavyastra – The Wind Astra 

“It is not the wind that obeys you. 

 It is the memory of the wind.” 

 — Akalaya, Monk of the Sky 

Classification: 

Vāyavyastra 

(Wind Astra / Astra of Breath & Memory) 

 One of the Seven Primal Astras forged by the elemental forces during 

the Time of Threads. 

Element: 

Wind (Vāyu), Memory, Echo, Illusion 

Form: 

Normally appears as a floating trident made of wind-forged crystal and 

hollow bronze, suspended in a vortex. When wielded, it takes the shape 

the bearer most fears. 

Known Abilities: 

1. Anubhavya (Wind of Recollection) 

○ Summons past memories from any location, person, or 

object touched by the Astra’s wind. 

○ Can be used to reveal lies, decode forgotten scripts, or 

unlock sealed doors. 

1. Bhranti-Vyoma (Veil of the Echoed Self) 

○ Creates an illusionary clone of the wielder made entirely of 

wind echoes. 
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○ Can mimic voice and motion, confuse enemies or mask 

movements. 

1. Prāṇachakra (Breath Lock) 

○ Freezes breath or amplifies it. In battle, it can suspend air 

around enemies or accelerate wind healing in allies. 

1. Svarashastra (Weaponized Voice) 

○ Converts ancient mantras or songs into physical wind 

blades. 

○ Dangerous when used with forgotten languages — may 

cause time slippage. 

Unlock Conditions: 

● Can only be claimed in the Sky Monastery of Akashmatha, 

● Must pass the Trial of the Forgotten, confronting a buried truth, 

● A Silent Veil member must be present, to awaken the second 

mode. 

Prophetic Note: 

“When the Flameborn breathes where silence reigns, 

 and the winds recall what the dead forgot, 

 the Astra shall sing.” 

Only one wielder at a time can claim the Vāyavyastra. If another 

attempts it, the wind consumes both. 
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Chapter Seven 

The Crimson Labyrinth 

“Blood remembers. Even when the mind forgets.” 

 — Inscription above the Gate of Bhooloka 

Location: Western Edge of Vaikunthpur – The Forgotten Borderlands 

Three days after awakening the first echoes of the Vāyavyastra, Arhaan, 

Rudrakshi, Naira, and Veera stood before the Gate of Bhooloka — a 

rusted, half-sunken archway embedded in black earth, known only in 

myth. 

Behind the gate stretched the Crimson Labyrinth, a buried network of 

ancient tunnels, supposedly once used by the Yoginis of the Red Moon 

— priestesses who served as mirrors to the Gods, and whose 

knowledge could break or bind destinies. 

According to the Prophecy Scroll, the second major clue to the 

Kaalastra’s final location was hidden in this subterranean riddle — one 

only the Flameborn could solve. 

But no one who entered had ever returned whole. 

The Descent 

The labyrinth's air pulsed with a metallic tang — old blood and older 

magic. 

Walls glowed faintly red, carved with shifting glyphs that pulsed like 

veins. Every step echoed with whispers — not voices, but emotions, 

memories of those who had perished here long ago. 

“It remembers pain,” Rudrakshi murmured. 

 “It will use it.” 
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The group advanced through corridors that seemed to rearrange behind 

them, their path shifting like breath. Arhaan felt the pull immediately 

— as if the place recognized him. 

The Mirrorborn 

Halfway through the second ring of the maze, the group encountered 

the first trial. 

A humanoid figure made entirely of reflective surfaces — no face, no 

voice — only a mirror. It stood still… until Arhaan stepped forward. 

The mirror surface twisted and began to mimic his face. His 

movements. Then… his voice. 

“They will betray you,” the reflection said. 

 “Rudrakshi hides truths. Naira fears you. Veera envies you.” 

Arhaan hesitated — the words struck deep. But the real danger came 

when the mirror split, forming three more clones — one for each 

companion, each whispering truths the other feared. 

A battle began not of blades — but of trust. 

It ended when Veera punched his own clone into dust, shouting: 

“I may fear you, Arhaan — but I still choose you.” 

That declaration broke the illusion. 

The mirrored foes shattered into wind and salt. 

The Blood Pool 

Deeper still, they found a crimson lake, perfectly still, at the heart of the 

labyrinth. An island floated at its center, bearing a stone altar. On it lay 

a scroll — but surrounded by seven leeches of fire, ancient astral 

parasites. 

To cross, one must bleed willingly, offering memory in return. 

“The labyrinth trades pain for passage,” Rudrakshi warned. 

 “A forgotten memory, or a dearly held one.” 
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Without hesitation, Naira stepped forward. 

She removed a bracelet — one she had worn since childhood. 

“This belonged to my sister,” she said softly. 

 “I will remember her in silence — and give the memory of her 

laughter.” 

The leeches hissed, accepted her offering, and cleared a path. 

The Whispered Verse 

On the altar, Arhaan took the scroll. 

It unfurled on its own, revealing a verse no one had ever read before: 

“Seven astras, seven songs, 

 Born of light and forged from wrongs. 

 When fire bleeds and air forgives, 

 The shadow dies so truth may live.” 

Below the verse was a symbol Arhaan hadn’t seen before — a spiralling 

trisula, like a trident made of wind, fire, and shadow. 

Rudrakshi paled. 

“This isn’t just prophecy…” 

 “It’s a map. The Astra of Shadows — the Tamoyastra — still exists.” 

And it was not sealed. 

The Exit & The Warning 

The labyrinth did not attack again. Instead, it let them pass. 

As they emerged into night, the wind howled overhead — and a figure 

stood at the edge of the cliff, back turned. 

He wore robes of white and black, and bore a sigil none of them 

recognized: a black sun within a golden cage. 

“The Tamoyastra is awake,” the figure said. “And its bearer remembers 

Arhaan very well.” 

Then he vanished into shadow. 
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Astra Count: 

● Kaalastra: Still sealed 

● Nādayastra (Naira): Activated 

● Vāyavyastra (Rudrakshi): Half-awakened 

● Tamoyastra (Bearer unknown): Now active 

The Forgotten Bearer — Kael Devran, the Shadow Heir 

“To hold darkness without becoming it — that was the curse he never 

mastered.” — From the lost folios of the Astrakavacham Council 

I. The Tamoyastra — Astra of Shadow, Silence, and Secrets 

The Tamoyastra is the most enigmatic of the Seven — born not of the 

gods, but from the Void between their intentions. It commands: 

● Umbral Manipulation – Shape and animate darkness, form 

tendrils, illusions, or weapons. 

● Silencing Field – Mute all sound in a radius; no chant or mantra 

can be cast within. 

● Memory Dimming – Shroud presence from collective memory; 

its wielder becomes difficult to recall, even moments after seeing 

them. 

● The Hollow Echo – Create a mirage self to absorb damage or 

cast deceptive shadows. 

Yet it exacts a terrible toll. Each use of the Tamoyastra consumes 

emotion, memory, and light from its wielder — slowly unraveling their 

soul. 

II. The Shadow Heir — Kael Devran 

Once a prince of the lost realm of Agnitar, Kael Devran was not born 

under light, but under Ketu’s eclipse shadow — a rare celestial event. 

Oracles called him the “Nightborn Crown” and warned of a divided 

soul. 
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At sixteen, he discovered a forgotten shrine in the Ashen Ravines, 

where the Tamoyastra pulsed in a floating obsidian altar. No chants 

opened it. Only silence did. 

“He didn’t speak,” the old tales whisper. 

 “He simply listened — and the darkness called him back.” 

He became its bearer — the youngest Astra-wielder in known history. 

III. Hero and Horror 

Kael was a paradox. He quelled wars by dissolving armies in soundless 

strikes. Shadows obeyed him. Whispers fled. Even celestial beings — 

yakshas and apsaras — forgot he existed moments after meeting him. 

He was both protector and phantom. 

But power grew wild. The more he drew from the Tamoyastra, the more 

memories he lost — until he forgot his own name, his homeland, his 

sister’s voice. 

His eyes darkened into obsidian voids. 

In his final act as Kael, he tried to erase himself completely — to protect 

the world from his unraveling self. But the Astra resisted, seeking a new 

vessel. 

IV. The Fall at Vaantara 

At the Battle of Vaantara, Kael — now little more than a shade — fought 

the wielder of the Agnivastra, the Astra of Fire. 

Their clash tore the sky. 

Kael unleashed the full Tamoyastra, plunging the battlefield into 

absolute silence and blind darkness. When it ended, both warriors 

vanished. 

The Council of Nine declared Kael a cursed memory. A Vismaran 

Yajna — a ritual of forgetting — was conducted across the kingdoms. 

All scrolls bearing his name were burned. 

 All memories rewritten. 
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 The Tamoyastra was sealed beneath the Lake of Black Lotus, guarded 

by the Silent Order — monks who spoke no word till death. 

But the seal cracked… and the Mirrorborn, it seems, remembers. 

V. The After-Whispers 

Some say Kael did not die. 

Some say his soul fragmented, hiding in reflections, awaiting a new 

bearer. 

Others say his return marks the beginning of the Astra Reunification 

— the prophecy’s final phase. 

But one truth remains: 

The Tamoyastra has chosen again. 
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Chapter Eight 

Stormbound in Akashmatha 

“Only the sky knows no master. And yet, even it must bow when the 

wind remembers its name.”  — Inscription at the gate of Akashmatha 

Monastery 

Location: Akashmatha – The Monastery Between Heaven and 

Earth 

Perched on the spine of the northern cliffs, the Sky Monastery of 

Akashmatha is said to have been built by vanaras and wind sages, 

carved from clouds frozen by mantras. Hidden by storms and visible 

only during prayer hours, it floats halfway between Bhooloka and 

Swargaloka. 

Very few make it past the soulward winds. 

But Rudrakshi, bearer of the Vāyavyastra, had been summoned. 

With her came Arhaan, Naira, and Veera — following a skybridge of 

windstones only visible when moonlight struck Uttara Nakshatra. 

The Wind Remembers 

Upon arrival, they were greeted by the Aether Sages — cloaked beings 

with silver eyes who whispered in breezes, not tongues. One placed a 

hand on Rudrakshi’s head, and the winds stilled. 

“The astra within you mourns,” he said. 

“It has forgotten its dance.” 
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The Vāyavyastra, once sealed in the Windbell of Kurukshetra, was 

bound to ancient rhythms — not force, but flow. Rudrakshi had only 

tapped its edge. 

To truly awaken it, she had to survive The Ekashvasan Ritual — The 

Breath of One Sky. 

The Trial of One Breath 

Rudrakshi stood atop the Triveni Spire, winds raging around her. 

Below, a hundred-foot drop vanished into mist. 

“Speak not. Breathe not. Let the wind become you.” — The Trial Master 

She closed her eyes. 

The sky roared. Thunder fractured the clouds. Lightning raced past her 

limbs. 

Then — silence. 

She surrendered thought. Let go of control. And in that moment, the 

wind didn’t swirl around her — it swirled within. 

Her arms lifted not by will, but by current. 

Feathers of blue-white air unfurled behind her. The Vāyavyastra sigil 

— a spiral of cloud and feather — burned onto her skin. 

She floated. 

She flew. 

She became sky incarnate. 

Full Awakening: The Vāyavyastra 

The wind cracked like a thousand drums. From her chest, a glow 

erupted — a translucent chakram of gale formed in her palm, humming 

with divine hums. 

Rudrakshi, now Airborne, had unlocked: 
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● Anilachakra – A disc of compressed storm wind that slices 

through shadow and silence. 

● Ugravāta Step – The ability to shift mid-battle with wind pulses, 

making her untouchable. 

● Whisperveil – Cloak allies in a veil of wind, silencing incoming 

projectiles and mantras. 

The Anilachakra 

Designation: Anilachakra 

Translation: “Wheel of the Wind” 

Astra-Type: Manifested Weapon of the Vāyavyastra 

Mythical Origins 

Forged from the first breath of Vayu, cast into a skyforge built by 

Maruts, the Anilachakra is not thrown — it is released. It is said to be 

lighter than thought, faster than sound, and impossible to control 

through will alone. 

Only when the bearer dissolves the concept of control does the 

Anilachakra awaken. 

Its spiral design symbolizes the endless loop of breath — inhale, exhale, 

surrender. 

Abilities Granted 

● Vaatasēna – Can cut through physical and astral shields alike. 

● Jet Step – Mid-air propulsion using cyclone bursts. 

● Storm Echo – Creates after-images that mimic real movement, 

confusing foes and deflecting attacks. 

Spiritual Bond 

The Anilachakra deepens the wielder’s connection with the winds. 

Overuse without alignment risks disintegration of ego — the bearer 

becomes “wind-walking,” losing identity slowly as they become one 

with the current. 
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Only three wielders in known memory have successfully survived full 

attunement. 

Rudrakshi became the fourth. 

The monastery rang with conches and bells. The Vāyavyastra had found 

its voice. 

But wind, as always, carries warning. 

The Omen in the Sky 

As the conches died, a crack split the heavens — and across the sky, 

black feathers rained. 

A massive avian shadow swept across the monastery — a silhouette 

with six wings and eyes like dying suns. 

“He has returned,” whispered an Aether Sage. “Kael Devran flies 

again.” 

But this was no human. 

It was the Astrawraith, a half-shadow creature fused with the 

Tamoyastra — Kael’s broken soul bound to wind and void. 

It vanished as swiftly as it came, but it left behind a torn shard of Black 

Trinetra Metal — the very alloy used to forge Kaalastra itself. 

The group departed Akashmatha with the skies behind them cleared — 

for now. 

Rudrakshi, now fully awakened, bore both pride and burden. For the 

wind was free — but no longer hers alone. 

The sky had felt Kael’s echo. 

And war was inevitable. 
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Astra Status Update (Codex Tag)   

Astra Bearer Status Notes 

Kaalastra Arhaan Dormant 
Fragments 
missing 

Nādayastra Naira Dormant 
Voice-
harmonics 
incomplete 

Vāyavyastra Rudrakshi Awakened 
Bonded via 
Anilachakra 

Tamoyastra Kael/Astrawraith Unleashed 
Fully 
possessed and 
unstable 
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Chapter Nine 

The Veins of the Earth 

“Above, the wind may sing. But down here, the stone remembers who first 

broke the world.” — Inscription at the Gate of Patālalok 

Location: Patālalok — The Forgotten Underground Realm 

Hidden miles beneath the surface of Vaikunthpur, Patālalok is the 

realm beneath realms — older than kingdoms, deeper than myth. It was 

once home to the Nāga Lords, Daitya scholars, and flamebound 

forgemasters who shaped the first weapons that could wound the gods. 

It is now a grave of knowledge, buried under molten obsidian, sealed 

by seven tectonic locks. 

Only two beings had been granted entry in the last five centuries: 

● Ishvakra — Arhaan’s father 

● And someone the world had already forgotten. 

Descent: The Gates of Kulagranthi 

Guided by the coordinates within the Crimson Labyrinth scroll, Arhaan, 

Veera, and a pair of Vaantara monks descended through the Yugashil 

Tunnel, a spiraling shaft whose walls pulsed with veins of lava and 

echo-crystals. 

The entrance to Patālalok — Kulagranthi, the “Knot of Lineages” — was 

shaped like a serpent swallowing its tail. 

“This door does not open to power,” Veera murmured. 

 “It opens to guilt.” 
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Arhaan placed his palm on the serpent’s eye — and the stone breathed, 

recognizing his blood. 

Entry Ritual: The Echo of Bones 

As the seal parted, the smell of scorched roots and ancient iron hit them. 

They stepped into the first chamber — vast and domed, lined with 

skeletons of creatures part-man, part-element. Some bore wings of rock. 

Others carried runes etched into bone. 

These were the first Astra-forgers — beings who died binding their lives 

to weapons of elemental power. 

At the center of the chamber stood a forgestone altar, still warm, 

inscribed with a name Arhaan had only heard in echoes: 

“Kael Devran.” 

Arhaan’s Vision: The Memory Locked in Flame 

As Arhaan placed his hand on the altar, a surge of ancestral fire pulled 

him into a waking dream. 

He stood in another time, watching Kael, much younger, surrounded 

by forgers and daitya archivists. They weren’t building the Tamoyastra. 

They were breaking the Kaalastra. 

“It is too powerful,” Kael shouted.  “If we do not fragment it, it will find 

a soul to nest in.” 

The forgers hesitated. 

But Kael stabbed the Kaalastra shard into himself, splitting the astra 

and absorbing the curse into his bloodstream — locking the final key 

within his body. 

“If anyone ever seeks to rebuild this… they must kill me first.” 
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Return to the Present: The Inheritance 

Arhaan stumbled back. His eyes now glowed faint gold and coal-red 

— a sign of partial attunement to Kaalastra’s first shard. 

Veera steadied him. 

“What did you see?” 

“Kael didn’t want to use the Kaalastra,” Arhaan whispered. 

 “He wanted to bury it... in himself.” 

Behind them, a stone lung cracked open — revealing a scroll-vault. 

Inside it? A map. Not just of Kaalastra’s fragments — but of the forges 

used to temper the Seven Astras. 

And marked in black soot at the corner: 

“Key Fragment II — now bound to Arhaan.” 

Emergence: The Earth Warden 

As they turned to leave, the earth rumbled. The bones in the domed 

chamber reassembled, forming a colossal Warden of Clay and Fire, 

born to test any who touched the Kaalastra legacy. 

“You who hold the flame, prove your right to wield it!” — The Warden’s 

Voice, spoken through stone 

Veera stepped forward, unleashing his full beast-form, claws extending, 

tattoos glowing gold. 

Arhaan, chest still burning, summoned a flame halo — not from 

training, but instinct. 

Their battle shook the lower sanctum. 

Flame met earth. Memory met fury. 

And when it ended, the Warden knelt. 

“Then let the forge reopen,” it said.  “Let the Kaalastra sing.” 
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The Rising Heat 

As they exited Patālalok, molten glyphs flickered behind them — a 

countdown sigil. 

In seven lunar nights, the Kaalastra’s core would rise. 

And every bearer — awakened or otherwise — would be drawn to it. 
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Chapter Ten 

The Ballad of the Nādaya Scroll 

“The world was sung before it was seen. And in the silence between notes, 

destiny listens.” — From the Nādaya Hymn, Verse I 

Location: Kankhala, the City of Echoing Steps 

A forgotten cliffside temple town carved into the hollow ribs of an 

ancient titan, Kankhala was once the sound capital of Aryavarta, where 

every whisper was caught in wind-chimes and syllables shaped fate. 

It was here the Nādaya Scroll had been hidden — the only known relic 

that could awaken the Nādayastra, the Astra of resonance, bound to 

Naira. 

As the group arrived, they found Kankhala silent. 

Too silent. 

No birds. No breeze. No heartbeat. 

Naira’s Burden 

Naira, for all her brilliance and ferocity, was not just a warrior — she 

was a born Echo-Warden, gifted with the rare ability to weave shabda 

(sound) into reality. 

But since childhood, her voice had been partially sealed. 

Her mother — a Yakshini of the old river order — had locked her vocal 

soul after a cursed lullaby caused the death of her brother in infancy. 

Naira hadn’t sung since. 

The Nādayastra — which only awakens through song — remained 

dormant. 
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Until now. 

The Scroll of Nādaya 

At the heart of the shattered Kankhala temple, suspended by threads of 

spider-silk and hummingbird feather, the scroll hovered mid-air — 

glowing with soft pulsations. 

As she reached for it, the scroll unrolled on its own, forming concentric 

rings of musical notation, runic braille, and ancient rhythm markings 

known only to the Yaksha clan. 

A final line hovered at the center: 

“When the voice fears itself, the world forgets its name.” 

The scroll flared. The air trembled. The Nādayastra began to awaken. 

The Voice Returns 

Naira fell to her knees. From her throat came a note — cracked, unsure, 

raw. 

Then another. 

And then — she sang. 

The aria that followed was no language. It was feeling: the grief of 

silence, the longing of rivers, the apology she never voiced, the fire that 

still burned. 

Stone petals unfurled from temple walls. Broken bells repaired 

themselves. Wind began to dance again. 

A shaft of sunlight pierced the gloom — and inside it spun the 

Nādayastra sigil: a spiral formed of six sound waves intersecting a 

crystal shard. 

The Astra of Resonance was no longer sleeping. 
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Powers of the Nādayastra (First Awakening) 

● Swara-Kavacha – A sound-field shield that bends physical 

attacks using sonic vibration. 

● Rāga-Bheda – Temporarily alter the emotional state of allies or 

enemies through tonal modulation. 

● Echochain – Chain audible commands to control multiple 

weapons or energies remotely. 

But its true power still slept — the lost Rāgas, said to awaken cosmic 

memory. 

From within the scroll burst a hidden layer — etched in ancient raag 

script — containing the forbidden and lost: The Seven Forgotten Rāgas. 

The Forgotten Rāgas 

These rāgas were not mere melodies; they were battleforms, echo-

patterns that could bend reality, emotions, and even matter. 

1. Rāga Raktashruti (Blood Echo) 

● Effect: Channels internal energy to amplify physical strikes with 

vibratory aftershock. 

● Lore: Used by the Yaksha warrior-priestess Shravani, who could 

break stone with her voice. 

2. Rāga Mohanaatya (Chorus of Illusion) 

● Effect: Creates phantom duplicates through harmonic 

dissonance, misleading enemy sight and sound. 

● Lore: Banned by the Devaloka Courts after being used to mask 

a celestial assassination. 

3. Rāga Dardavarta (Dirge of Pain) 

● Effect: Sends painful echoes into enemy nerves, immobilizing 

them temporarily. 
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● Lore: Born from the wails of a titan-mother mourning her slain 

child. 

4. Rāga Ahalyana (Call of Clarity) 

● Effect: Dispels illusions, shadow-mantras, and mental traps. 

● Lore: Used in ancient mantra duels to bring the truth to light. 

5. Rāga Vaatayantra (Wind Chariot) 

● Effect: Grants temporary levitation and hyper-sonic movement. 

● Lore: Composed by vanara sky-priests during the War of the 

Vāyavyastras. 

6. Rāga Shabdaveda (Piercing Voice) 

● Effect: Focuses the voice into a destructive beam capable of 

rupturing armor and silence wards. 

● Lore: Lost after the Pralay when the Astra Temple of Sound was 

shattered. 

7. Rāga Kālārambha (Beginning of the End) 

● Effect: Unknown. Said to awaken only when all other ragas are 

mastered. 

● Lore: Bound to the final forging of the Kaalastra. Said to 

summon or banish a god. 

Song of the Soulbound 

As Naira sang the first full stanza of Rāga Mohanaatya, her voice split 

the air into mirrors — three identical Nairas appeared, each casting 

different notes that danced through the ruins. 

Veera gaped. Rudrakshi instinctively shifted into battle stance. Arhaan 

smiled — proud and wary. 

The temple rang out, not with destruction, but with identity reclaimed. 
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The Nādayastra fully manifested — a crystal shard floating over her 

heart, surrounded by six pulsing soundwaves. 

And for the first time, the silence in Kankhala sighed in relief. 

A Memory Reborn 

From the scroll’s folds, a memory unfurled — a vision: 

A young Naira stands before a grand cosmic forge, her voice shaping 

molten elements. 

 By her side: Kael Devran, not yet fallen. 

 His whisper echoes: 

 “You will complete the Seventh Astra... but only when your sorrow 

becomes song.” 

An Epilogue 

As the group prepared to leave Kankhala, a new power coursed through 

them. Naira was not just the bearer of a weapon — she was a living key, 

a singer of destiny. 

And above them, from a ruined spire, a raven of shadow watched. 

 Its eyes pulsed in rhythm to the Rāga she had just sung. 

The Astrawraith knew. 

She was ready. 

Visions from the Nādaya 

As her voice faded, the scroll whispered back — revealing a hidden 

memory from the Age of Pralay. 

A young girl — bearing Naira’s face — stood atop a floating stage 

surrounded by soldiers in golden armor. 

“You are the Keynote, little one,” said a voice. “Without your song, the 

seventh astra cannot be forged.” 

Behind her, a man with flame in his eyes and a hammer at his belt 

whispered: 
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“Your voice must awaken the Worldforge.” 

The girl turned. 

It was Kael Devran, before his fall. 

The Revelation 

Naira staggered back, gasping. 

 She looked to Arhaan, her voice now calm — but shaped like thunder. 

“Kael was there... before everything. 

 And I... I was made to finish the Kaalastra.” 

The group stared, stunned. 

The Seventh Astra — believed to be lost — might never have been 

forged at all. 

It was waiting. 

For her song. 

A New Note 

As night fell, the stars above Kankhala shimmered in rhythm. 

 Far away, in the southern citadel of Thagral, a mirror cracked — one 

that Kael had once sealed with soundproof spells. 

The wraith stirred. 

And whispered: 

“She sings again... The end begins.” 

The Fall of the Sound Temple 

From the Codex Nādaya, Chapter VIII: “When the World Went Mute” 

Long ago, in the Satvayuga, when every element was still sung into 

balance… 

There stood a sacred citadel atop the Svarnadri Hills — a temple not 

built with hands, but sung into shape through mantras of resonance. It 

was called: 
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Śabdālayam — The Temple of Sound. 

Here, the Nādarishis — seers of sonic truth — lived in harmony with 

the Seven Rāgas, divine frequencies that could create, preserve, and 

even unmake reality. 

Each rāga was bound to a Disciple of the Tone, chosen by the temple’s 

sentient heart, Nādaya. 

The Seven Disciples and Their Rāgas 

1. Rishi Kalmin — Wielder of Rāga Raktashruti, Guardian of 

Heartbeat and Blood. 

2. Sage Ahalyana — Keeper of Rāga Ahalyana, who dispelled 

illusions with clarity. 

3. Vani of the Windpath — Bearer of Rāga Vaatayantra, who 

danced upon air. 

4. Taaravi the Mourner — Voice of Rāga Dardavarta, wails that 

broke minds. 

5. Shravani Twin-Soul — Mistress of Rāga Mohanaatya, mother of 

mirages. 

6. Svara-Jin — Lord of Rāga Shabdaveda, whose notes could pierce 

steel. 

7. Kael Devran — The Final Disciple, chosen by prophecy to 

awaken Rāga Kālārambha, the forbidden Seventh Rāga. 

The Betrayal of Silence 

It was said that one day, Kael Devran, corrupted by the fear of mortality 

and seduced by the whispers of the Tamoyastra, sought to compose the 

Eighth Rāga — a frequency that would undo the other seven and rewrite 

cosmic resonance. 

He struck during the Festival of Harmonies, when the temple opened 

its inner vault to the skies. 

Using a shattered tuning staff and the shadow-infused Chandrapatha 

Scale, he inverted the sound matrix of the temple. 
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“Let silence sing the end,” he cried. 

And then, the Resonance Spiral collapsed. 

The Fall of Śabdālayam 

● The Nādaya Scroll was shattered into seven fragments, each 

carrying one forgotten rāga. 

● The Bell of Brahman, which kept the temple’s beat in tune with 

the universe, cracked, silencing the mountain. 

● The Disciples were turned into Echo-Phantoms, cursed to roam 

the ruins, voiceless yet humming their lost ragas in broken 

cadence. 

Survivors & Secrets 

Only Ahalyana, with her mantra of truth, survived the collapse. She fled 

into the lower realms, hiding the fragments across: 

● Kankhala (now where Naira found her fragment) 

● Anantatārā, a drowned city beneath Saptamayi Lake 

● Ghurnavan, the forest that sings in sleep 

● Vratadrum, the tree-monastery with resonant roots 

● Nirnāda Gorge, a ravine where no echo returns 

● Bansivaas, the bamboo forest cursed to never bloom 

● And the Hall of Veils, where the Seventh Rāga waits 

Ahalyana encoded the locations in lyrical riddles inside a Silent Veena 

carved from Devadaru wood — a relic now lost. 

Final Verses of the Surviving Scroll 

“Seven tones lost to the turning breath, 

 In echo, in whisper, in silence, in death. 

 But when the Echoborn sings with soul unshamed, 

 The Silencebreaker shall rise, unchained.” 
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Implications for the Present: 

● Naira’s destiny is not just to wield Nādayastra, but to reclaim 

the seven fragments and rebind the Nādaya Scroll. 

● Kael Devran, long thought dead, has become an echo-being, 

tied to the Tamoyastra, his voice now weaponized. 

● The Eighth Rāga, if sung, could erase the astras — or the world 

itself. 
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Chapter Eleven 

The Veena of Whispers 

“Words may lie. Steel may bend. But sound… sound remembers.” 

 — Inscription on the Silent Veena, written in Gandharan script 

Dusk in Vaikunthpur 

The rains had turned the air thick with memory. As the winds howled 

through the courtyard of Shabdavriksha, a strange stillness crept into 

the night. Arhaan, Naira, Veera, and Rudrakshi gathered beneath the 

great tree where echoes did not return — the exact place Ahalyana had 

once vanished into myth. 

In Rudrakshi’s hands lay an ancient instrument: the Silent Veena — 

once thought lost during the Fall of the Sound Temple. 

It had no strings. 

 No resonance box. 

 No bridge. 

 And yet… it hummed when held. 

The Veena Awakens 

When Naira placed her palm on its back — her fingers aligning with the 

etched raga patterns — something clicked deep within the wood. 

A low harmonic sigh escaped the veena. 

 From its hollowed base, a compartment slid open, revealing seven 

parchment-thin slivers — Riddle-Poems, each burnt with time but 

pulsing faintly with Nāda energy. 
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The First Riddle Poem (Linked to Anantatārā) 

"Where moonlight drowns and lotuses sleep, 

 A city sings beneath the deep. 

 To touch the truth, first hold your breath— 

 The rāga waits in silent death." 

Arhaan’s voice trembled: 

 “Anantatārā. The drowned temple city.” 

Rudrakshi nodded. 

 “The city submerged in the Time of Tides. The Nādaya fragment must 

be there.” 

Descent into the Drowned 

Guided by the veena’s humming resonance — an echo that only Naira 

could hear — the group traveled to the edge of Lake Saptamayi, where 

the waters shimmered with seven colors at dawn. 

Here, beneath a veil of illusion and mist, they found a half-submerged 

shikhara, its dome cracked, etched with Vedic spirals that pulsed 

faintly under moonlight. 

They dove. 

Within Anantatārā 

Inside, columns wrapped in coral bore the stories of the lost Disciples of 

Sound. Statues of them — broken, singing, and weeping — lined the 

silent hall. But in the central sanctum, untouched by decay, stood a 

pedestal carved in the shape of a swan’s throat. 

The veena glowed. 

Naira raised it, aligning it with the pedestal. 

The Forgotten Tone 

Though the veena had no strings, when her fingers hovered in air — 

guided by an unknown rhythm — a note pierced the silence, and the 
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waters around them froze mid-current. It was the first tone of Rāga 

Vaatayantra — the Wind Song once sung by Vani of the Windpath. 

A scroll materialized, suspended in light — glowing in syllables of 

Sanskrit and celestial braille. 

The Guardian Stirs 

But peace was short-lived. A shadow-being of drowned sound, likely 

one of the cursed Echo-Phantoms, emerged from behind the sanctum 

pillars — wearing the crumbling visage of Vani herself, her mouth 

eternally open in a soundless scream. 

The group fought desperately — but no physical strike affected her. 

Only Naira’s playing of the veena — matching notes to the next riddle 

— weakened the phantom. Her rhythm stuttered as the Silent Veena 

sang, and she dissipated into mist. 

A Message Etched in Light 

As the scroll sealed itself and slid into the veena, a new inscription 

appeared: 

“Only when all seven tones are played in unity 

 will the Door of Dvānī open.” 

 “The Eighth shall not be sung unless the world bleeds music once again.” 

Return to Shore 

With the first fragment restored, and more riddles to decode, Arhaan 

turned to Rudrakshi. 

“How many like her still roam beneath the silence?” 

Rudrakshi’s eyes flickered.“Six more… each guarding a truth too loud 

to live.” 
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Chapter Twelve 

Ghurnavan: The Forest That Dreams 

“In Ghurnavan, not all that walks casts a shadow. Some are echoes that 

outlived their voices.” 

 — From the Scroll of Disquiet, sealed by the Silent Order 

The Whispering Threshold 

Ghurnavan lay north of Vaikunthpur, where the Nidravana forest 

bleeds into mist-cloaked groves. Few dared venture there. The trees 

were crooked as if turning away from light, their trunks etched with 

runes that pulsed like silent heartbeats. 

It was said that in Ghurnavan, one hears dreams and remembers lives 

never lived. 

As Arhaan, Naira, Veera, and Rudrakshi crossed into the forest, the 

world changed. 

Their steps echoed not on ground, but in memory. 

 Birds chirped backwards. 

 Wind flowed in circular pulses, like breath held too long. 

Veera paused. 

“Are we awake… or being dreamed?” 

Echo-Phantoms 

“Not ghosts, but resonances. Shadows left behind when a soul's final cry was 

denied release.” 

 — From Codex Nādavaibhava, recovered from the Ruins of 

Shatraagama 
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Echo-Phantoms were once people — sages, singers, warriors — who 

perished with a song or mantra trapped within, unable to release it. This 

unspoken sound becomes cursed energy, and the soul remains trapped 

in half-existence. 

Signs of an Echo-Phantom's domain: 

● The air hums faintly, even in stillness. 

● Time loops in fragments. 

● One may hear voices calling their name in their own voice. 

Banishing an Echo-Phantom: Only through playing or voicing the exact 

sound they died with, can they be freed. The Silent Veena, uniquely, 

can mirror that final tone — but only when its bearer channels true 

intent. 

The Forest Remembers 

Rudrakshi found it first: a shattered prayer wheel, overgrown with 

silver moss, spinning slowly against still air. 

Suddenly, they heard footsteps behind them — their own, repeating 

from a few seconds earlier. 

Naira gasped. “The forest is… echoing us.” 

And then it came. 

A figure in tatters — lips stitched with golden thread, eyes weeping 

glowing sap — stepped into view. It was a child. And yet… not. Its 

mouth opened, but no sound came. From its chest, the echo of a lullaby 

bled into the forest. 

It was the first Echo-Phantom — a child-singer who had died while 

trying to warn of the Fall of the Sound Temple. 

The Lullaby of Warning 

Naira knelt, the Silent Veena in hand. She plucked the absence of a string, 

letting the veena hum in emptiness. The forest responded. 
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“Vande mama, shabda na jaaye, 

 palne mein rahe, maar na paaye…” 

 (O soundless one, cradle me still, 

 for in silence I die, in voice I kill…) 

It was the lullaby — and as she echoed it, the Echo-Phantom smiled, 

weeping into mist. 

But before fading, it whispered a warning in a language not spoken, but 

heard in bone: 

“The Eighth Raga will break the gate. But if sung before the Sixth 

awakens… it will break the world.” 

Symbols in Sap 

Where the phantom faded, a ring of sap glowed — with the symbol of 

Dvāni, the Goddess of Sound and Void, circled by seven tiny crescent 

notes. 

Veera traced them with her blade tip. 

“These are the keys… the sequence of awakening.” 

Rudrakshi turned pale. 

“We’re walking into a song meant never to be sung.” 

Night Descends 

As night fell, the group made camp under a tree whose branches 

hummed with forgotten lullabies. Arhaan dreamt of the Sound Temple, 

but it now stood whole — chanting a forgotten raga with a veiled singer 

atop its dome. 

“She’s calling the astras,” he whispered as he woke, “but not all are hers 

to call.” 
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The Goddess of Sound and the Eighth Raga 

“Before the first drumbeat, before the winds whistled across the void, there 

was Dvāni — the Primordial Sound.” 

 — From Sharvarika Purana, Scroll of the First Tone 

When the World Was Young 

In the age before time—the Kālapūrva—creation was a trembling string 

stretched across silence. The gods of flame, stone, and storm had taken 

form, but nothing moved. 

Then came a vibration. A hum. 

 Not spoken. Not heard. But felt across the bones of creation. 

From this resonance, emerged Dvāni, Goddess of Sound — a being of 

tone and silence, of music and void. 

 She did not walk — she resonated. 

 She did not speak — she intoned. 

The Seven Rāgas of Reality 

To shape the chaos, Dvāni divided her essence into seven sacred ragas 

— each one an astral melody infused with elemental will: 

1. Rāga Agnidhvani – Fire and fury 

2. Rāga Jalavīra – Tides and emotion 

3. Rāga Vātarāga – Wind and freedom 

4. Rāga Prithvīsthāna – Earth and memory 

5. Rāga Ākāshaśruti – Sky and echo 

6. Rāga Chāyānāda – Shadow and reflection 

7. Rāga Dīpanāda – Light and knowledge 

Each raga was gifted to a celestial guardian — beings who wielded them 

as astras, capable of shaping reality. 

The Eighth Rāga – Rāga Anāhata 

But in secret, Dvāni crafted an Eighth Raga — Rāga Anāhata, the 

Unstruck Sound. Unlike the others, this melody was never meant to be 
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heard. It contained the totality of silence, the interval between life and 

death, breath and speech. 

It could unbind astras. 

 Collapse time. 

 Erase or restore memory. 

 It was neither raga nor silence — it was the essence of choice. 

Dvāni sealed it inside a being — a vessel not divine, not mortal, to 

awaken only when all other ragas were restored… or corrupted. 

The Vessel Born of Sound and Void 

The Sharvarika Purana whispers of a lineage — not born, but sung into 

existence — a family marked by silence in their dreams and music in 

their scars. These descendants bear a resonant soul, drawn to echoes, 

haunted by tones no one else hears. 

And in every seventh generation… one is born mute in the womb, but 

speaks before breath — a child with a raga hidden in his heartbeat. 

The Connection to Arhaan 

In the present time, Rudrakshi had once heard an ancient oracle 

murmur: 

“The boy with the pause between heartbeats… 

 he holds the Anāhata within.” 

As a child, Arhaan often heard notes that had no instrument, tones that 

turned flame cold or made birds sing in reverse. His parents — 

protectors, not parents by blood — knew he was different. But only his 

real mother, a singer who died before uttering her final raga, had sensed 

it. 

She had once whispered, while pregnant: 

“My child shall not cry when born… he shall hum.” 
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The Forgotten Legacy 

Back in Ghurnavan, the Silent Veena now glows whenever Arhaan is 

near. Not when played. Not when touched. Just near. 

It is reacting to something inside him. 

 Something older than the forest, older than the veena, perhaps even 

older than Dvāni herself. 

And deep in the Vault of Echoes, a faint sound begins to form — 

 the first note of the Eighth Raga, unstruck but rising. 

RĀGA ANĀHATA 

The Raga of the Unstruck Sound 

“It is the note that begins before music. 

 It is the voice that sounds within silence. 

 It is the question to which creation is still composing its answer.” 

 — Sealed Verse, Nādavigraha Codex 

Classification 

● Rāga Title: Anāhata (अनाहत) 
● Meaning: The Unstruck 

● Elemental Binding: Void / Temporal Essence / Soulwave 

● Level: Beyond Celestial — classified as Pralayāstra Rāga 

(Apocalyptic Melody) 

Origin & Myth 

The raga Anāhata was not composed, it was uncovered. It is said that 

when Goddess Dvāni first breathed life into the Seven Rāgas to balance 

the realms, a hidden residue of her power lingered—a hum never 

spoken, never heard by even the devas. 

That resonance coiled itself into a primordial silence, gaining 

awareness. In her deepest trance, Dvāni pulled it out of the void and 

bound it in a single syllable — Aṁ — and sealed it within a child yet to 

be born. 
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The Anāhata is not performed — it is awakened. 

Powers of Rāga Anāhata 

The raga exists outside the scale of known music. When awakened, 

even fragments of its resonance cause: 

● Chronowarp – Time pauses or loops in harmonic intervals. 

Memories are recalled or rewritten in reverse. 

● Echofold – Voices from alternate realities bleed into the present. 

Speakers may hear themselves from futures that never occurred. 

● Astral Unbinding – Weakens the seals of other astras. With the 

proper vibration, it can summon or destroy existing weapons of 

power. 

● Soul Resonance – Allows communion with the dead, dreamers, 

or unborn. Particularly effective in veiled realms like 

Ghurnavan. 

● Nada-Vyoma – A forbidden ability to speak directly into the 

soul of another being, bypassing language, thought, or will. 

Known Dangers 

“A raga that awakens the void does not stop at music. It remakes reality by 

unraveling the rules that hold it together.” 

● User Dissonance: Improper attunement causes internal 

feedback — bleeding from the ears, hallucinations, or full-body 

resonance implosion. 

● World Distortion: If played in totality, the raga may collapse 

veils between realms, possibly awakening long-banished 

entities. 

● Shadow Calling: Each note echoes into the Vishrantrika — the 

realm of formless whispers. Creatures from there are drawn to 

the sound. 
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Potential Wielder – Arhaan 

Though no record exists of a true wielder of Anāhata, Arhaan bears the 

signs: 

● Heartbeat Anomaly: Detected rhythmic silence between beats 

— termed “A-kāla Spasm” — found only in theoretical scripts 

of primal vessels. 

● Veena Response: The Silent Veena, which reacts only to the lost 

ragas, vibrates faintly when Arhaan nears, even in silence. 

● Echo Mirroring: During the Ghurnavan incident, Arhaan was 

able to unconsciously mirror the Echo-Phantom’s final lullaby 

— an act possible only by a soul-threaded conduit. 

Prophetic Note (Redacted Fragment) 

“…should the Eighth awaken in an unready vessel, 

 the raga shall not sing the world into balance… 

 …it shall rewrite it. With a pause instead of a pulse.” 

Unlock Conditions (Theoretical) 

1. All Seven Rāgas must be re-aligned and sounded in their 

celestial order. 

2. The Silent Veena must be bound with the Thread of Dvāni, 

rumored to lie beneath the crumbled dome of the Sound Temple. 

3. The bearer must face The Great Nāda-Vrata — a trial where 

they must resist every sound they’ve ever longed to hear. 

4. Finally, the bearer must offer one truth they refuse to accept, as 

silence is the price of the Anāhata’s first syllable. 

FINAL NOTES 

If awakened before time’s chord is aligned, Anāhata will not sing — it 

will devour. 

But if wielded rightly, it is not just a raga. It is the first breath of a new 

world. 
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Chapter Thirteen 

The Bell That Forgot Time 

I. Flashback — The Disciple of Silence 

“She did not sing the raga. She became it.” 

 — Fragment from the Whispered Scrolls of Nadaya 

Long before the Sound Temple crumbled, before the ragas were 

scattered like broken hymns across dying kingdoms, there was Aira — 

the first disciple of Goddess Dvāni. 

Aira was born with a voice that made mirrors shatter — not in pain, but 

from the unbearable truth her notes revealed. Birds stilled mid-flight. 

Rivers forgot to flow. Even wind held its breath when she sang. She was 

chosen by Dvāni not for her talent — but for her restraint. 

The goddess entrusted her with the Rāga Nābhikā, the central axis of all 

sound, and trained her in the Nada-marga — the path of sonic mastery. 

But in her silent meditations, Aira kept hearing a note beyond notes — 

a sound not sung but remembered by her soul. She believed it to be the 

source. The First Sound.  The Anāhata. 

Dvāni forbade her from seeking it.  “Some sounds,” the goddess said, 

“are meant to remain unborn.” 

But Aira disobeyed. 

She entered the Silent Sanctum, deep below the Sound Temple, and 

stood before the Veena of No Strings — the core relic that pulsed with 

the eight raga-threads. 

She sang the seven ragas in perfect order. One by one, the petals of the 

Sound Lotus bloomed. 
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Then came the final note — the one that had no name. 

She opened her mouth.  And was never seen again. 

The chamber collapsed. The temple cracked. The seven ragas scattered 

into the winds of shattered realms. 

But legend says her last note still hums, trapped between worlds, 

waiting for one who can finish what she began — or silence it forever. 

II. Present — Arhaan in the Cradle of Echoes 

Beneath the ruined archways of Ghurnavan, Arhaan sat in lotus 

posture, surrounded by relic echoes. 

The Silent Veena floated before him — strings humming lightly, not by 

touch, but by memory. 

He had just witnessed Aira’s final moments, not through vision, but 

through resonance. The walls of the vault pulsed with the aftermath of 

her vanished note — a hymn stuck in time, waiting to complete itself. 

Rudrakshi stepped forward, eyes narrowed. "You heard her, didn’t 

you?" 

Arhaan nodded, slowly. “I didn’t just hear. I felt it.” He touched his 

chest. “Right here. Like something I once lost… or maybe something I’ve 

always been.” 

III. The Bell That Forgot Time 

At the center of the Cradle stood a bronze bell, ancient, unmarked — 

yet untouched by rust. It didn’t ring. It remembered ringing. 

Etched beneath it was a line in forgotten Vyakaran script: 

“Time listens only to those who remember silence.” 

Arhaan approached. 

As he placed a finger on the bell, his vision split. 

● One eye saw the Ghurnavan around him. 
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● The other saw a younger Aira, singing inside a loop of starlight, 

endlessly playing a single note. 

And through that fracture, a voice whispered — not from the bell, nor 

the Veena, but from deep within him: 

“The Eighth is not sung. 

 It is the answer to a song not yet asked.” 

The bell began to vibrate. 

Time stuttered. 

Birds reversed flight. Wind unspiraled. A single droplet of rain from the 

ceiling froze mid-fall. 

And Arhaan saw it — for a flicker: 

Aira, standing inside a rift of music, her mouth open, trapped in mid-

note. She turned to him, her eyes full of unfinished song. 

IV. The Beginning of the Echo Wars 

As the vibration ceased, the bell cracked. A thunderous pulse echoed 

outward — awakening something across dimensions. 

From the fractures in the air, they emerged: 

Echo Phantoms — shadowed outlines of vanished musicians, broken-

note spirits whose souls had been twisted by failed ragas. They poured 

from cracks in reality, singing in reverse, trying to erase the silence 

between notes. 

Veera stepped forward with the Anilachakra, spinning fast enough to 

generate storm-sound defenses.  Naira reached for the Kālapadma, her 

astral-lotus shield of resonance. 

But they all turned to Arhaan, whose breath had begun to synchronize 

with the phantom chorus. His heartbeat was in perfect reverse-tempo. 

Rudrakshi whispered: “He’s syncing with the Eighth. We’re not just 

fighting echoes anymore…” 

“We’re in the raga’s memory now.” 
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Chapter Fourteen 

The Chamber That Sings Back 

"To find what was never lost, listen not with ears, but with your unplayed 

song." — Inscription on the Threshold of Ghurnavan’s Depths 

I. Descent into the Hollow Veins of Ghurnavan 

Long ago, Ghurnavan stood as a citadel of resonance, a bastion where 

music was not heard but lived. Beneath it lay what was known only in 

whispers as Svaraloka, the "realm of sound echoes" — sealed after the 

fall of Aira and the Echo Wars. 

Now, Arhaan stood before its sealed sigil, a spiral of stone embedded 

in the roots of a banyan grown upside down. 

Rudrakshi traced the spiral with her fingers. “Only one who has heard 

the Unnote can open it,” she said, her voice low with awe and warning. 

Arhaan placed his palm on the stone. He did not chant. He exhaled a 

single breath, silent and steady—exactly as he’d heard Aira do in the 

echo-vision. 

The sigil rippled. The stone dissolved into sound. 

They stepped into the chamber, one by one, as a hum began to rise from 

the walls — the temple was singing to them. 

II. The Chamber of Living Resonance 

The chamber wasn’t made of stone. It was carved from condensed 

sound itself, petrified vibrations molded into shape — the air within it 

shimmered as if made of rippling water. 
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At the center stood a pedestal of silence, above which hovered the 

Echoblade, a thin sword forged from soundwave strata. Around the 

walls, inscriptions spiraled like script trying to escape the surface. 

Each line pulsed with rhythm. 

Naira stepped close to a glowing script and began reading aloud: 

“Dvāni is not a goddess of song, but of restraint. Her rage is in silence, her 

love in absence.” 

And beneath that: 

“Her disciple did not vanish. She became one with the raga.” 

Arhaan stood still. 

The chamber grew darker, except for a pulsing light from the pedestal. 

The Echoblade slowly turned toward him, as if in recognition. 

From the air itself, a voice emerged — a woman’s, deep and ancient: 

“Child of forgotten cadence… If you seek the Anāhata, you must pass 

the Nāda-Vrata.  A vow not of sound… but of stillness.” 

III. Trial of the Nāda-Vrata 

Suddenly, Arhaan was alone. 

The chamber disappeared. He stood on a circular platform of crystalized 

melody, suspended in a void of shifting notes — a place beyond time. 

In front of him appeared three echoes, shaped like: 

1. His father, Ishvakra — holding a burning conch. 

2. His mother, Eliana — wearing a veil of woven lullabies. 

3. A shadowed figure — Aira, though her face was made of 

unplayed notes. 

Each spoke in tones, not words. 

He had to identify their true note. 
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He approached his father and felt bravery — a strong, marching 

rhythm. 

 He approached his mother and felt compassion — soft, falling notes 

like rain. He faced Aira and heard… absence. 

Not silence.  A sound that longed to exist but never had. 

He stepped into that absence. 

The void cracked. 

And suddenly— 

He was back in the chamber. The Echoblade floated toward him and 

melted into his chest, not as weapon, but as vocal memory. 

Rudrakshi gasped. 

 “You… you’ve become the Chamber’s Warden.” 

The pedestal unfolded into a staircase. 

 At its base was a sealed stone chest, marked with the same spiral sigil, 

and a line in shining Vedic script: 

“Dvāni’s Breath — The Source of All Ragas. 

 To awaken it, one must forget their name… and remember their song.” 

IV. The Whispering Scroll 

Veera retrieved a scroll tucked in the chamber’s crevice. It was titled: 

“Raga Anāhata — The Sound That Never Was” 

Within it was a riddle poem: 

“Seven open doors of tone, 

 The eighth a mirror never shown. 

 It plays when no one sings its part— 

 The raga born from a broken heart.” 

Naira whispered: 

 “It’s not a melody. It’s a memory.” 
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Arhaan didn’t reply. He could hear the notes now — not from 

instruments, but from the walls of Ghurnavan itself, as if the chamber 

was rehearsing for something ancient to return. 

And in the corner of the room, unseen by all, a faint shimmer flickered. 

A faint eye, etched in reverse inside the stone, blinked. 
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Chapter Fifteen 

The Hollow Winds Remember 

“When the air no longer answers, beware— 

 For silence becomes a scream unheard.” 

 — Verse from the Scroll of Vanishing 

I. The Pathless Path 

The road to the Temple of Hollow Winds was not marked on any map. 

For centuries, its location had been erased by the very air that protected 

it. Ghurnavan’s chamber had only whispered a direction: “Follow the 

wind that never returns.” 

Veera had the sharpest ears. “The wind sings west, but dies mid-breath. 

That’s where we go.” 

Through thorn-thickets and barren plains, the group walked beneath a 

sky strangely devoid of birds. Even the insects had gone quiet. 

Rudrakshi murmured, “This land remembers loss. It will not greet us 

kindly.” 

As they reached the edge of a narrow gorge, the cliffs began to breathe—

inhaling and exhaling mist that whispered fragments of a forgotten 

melody. 

Naira clutched her satchel. “I can hear the Rāga Nivāta... the windless 

song. It was said to be born in this temple, before it was stolen.” 

Arhaan didn’t speak. The silence around him echoed something 

deeper—a resonance in his chest, as though the Echoblade, now 

merged within him, pulsed in recognition. 
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II. The Temple of Hollow Winds 

The temple didn’t appear. 

It formed from the moving mists—as though the wind shaped stone 

with every breath. Pillars emerged from the vapors, carved with 

serpentine notes and ancient glyphs of Vāyu, the god of breath and 

movement. 

At the gate stood a single guardian statue: a veiled being playing an 

unseen flute. A plaque read: 

“Only one who has heard their own hollow may pass.” 

Arhaan stepped forward and placed his hand on the statue’s flute. 

Suddenly— 

 A gust of nothingness burst outward. No sound. No movement. Just 

the sensation of being removed. 

The world blinked. 

And they were inside. 

III. Echo-Tombs and Wind Riddles 

The temple interior spiraled downward like a flute's inner hollow. Every 

chamber was shaped like the inside of a wind instrument—resonating 

cavities that whispered fractured sounds from different eras. 

One chamber hummed the Lament of the Third Rishi, who perished 

during the Soundfall. 

Another chamber spun a looped giggle of a child, laughing eternally—

a cursed memory of a disciple who dared sing without permission. 

They arrived at the Hall of Reflection, where wind-etched mirrors lined 

the walls. Each mirror replayed failed attempts to awaken the Astra of 

this temple. 

Dozens had come. 

All were erased by wind. 
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Rudrakshi found a shard inscribed with a verse: 

“The Hollow Astra answers not to strength but to stillness. 

 He who fills the silence shall be emptied.” 

At the center of the hall stood a spiral wind cage. Suspended inside was 

the Astra’s Anchor—a wind-forged bell shaped like a conch shell. 

Naira read the words beneath it: “Only a hollow vessel may summon 

the Storm-Born.” 

IV. Arhaan and the Shard of Stormsong 

Veera volunteered first. He tried to sound a tone from the bell. 

The wind ignored him. 

Rudrakshi spoke a silent prayer. No answer. 

Then Arhaan stepped forward. 

He whispered, “I do not wish to wield. I only wish to understand.” 

He took a deep breath. 

And exhaled nothing. 

The wind rushed toward him. 

The bell rang once—not with sound, but with a feeling: a storm 

uncoiling. 

From the cage burst a gust of ancient air, spiraling into his palm. When 

it faded, left behind was a small spiraling token etched with the mark 

of Anila, the Storm. 

Naira gasped. “That’s no Astra… it’s the Key to the Anilachakra.” 

V. The Songless Storm and a Warning 

Before they could ascend from the hall, the echoes around them began 

to stir. 

Figures emerged—Echo Phantoms, shaped from broken memories. 

Each wore a piece of music that no longer had a raga to belong to. They 
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wept through wind-wounds in their bodies, attacking not with weapons 

but with echoes of pain. 

Veera defended with his twin blades, but each cut simply gave the 

phantoms a new mouth to sing through. 

Arhaan stepped forward and sang a single note—the one from the 

Nadaya Scroll. A half-formed fragment of Anāhata. 

The phantoms froze. 

And then they bowed. 

Rudrakshi’s voice trembled. “You are the bridge. Between the lost and 

the living.” 

VI. The Voice of the Temple 

As they exited the inner chamber, the wind grew still. A final breath 

stirred from the bell behind them, forming a voice that only Arhaan 

could hear: 

“You have claimed the first breath. 

 But the Anilachakra spins only for the twice-born. 

 The next temple will not offer silence… 

 It will demand your scream.” 

ANILACHAKRA — The Wheel of Breath and Void 

“It is not forged. It is not sung. It is inhaled.” — Fragment from the Scrolls 

of Ghurnavan 

Name: Anilachakra 

Type: Astra (Wind Dominion) 

Element: Vāyu (Air/Storm) 

Status: Dormant — Key Recovered 

Location: Unknown; believed to drift within the Aetherial Current 

between temples 

Key Holder: Arhaan (unconfirmed Wielder) 
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Description: 

The Anilachakra, or Wheel of Wind, is not a weapon in the traditional 

sense. It does not strike—it remembers. Forged by the Wind Deva 

Pavana, it is a sentient chakra that drifts silently until it finds a “Twice-

Born” — one who has died in silence and returned through resonance. 

It appears as a translucent wheel made of coiled storm and ash, rimmed 

with mantra-etched gold that refracts the light into soundless 

harmonics. It cannot be summoned by invocation—it must respond. 

Abilities: 

● Echo Reversal: Redirects sonic attacks and speech-based magic 

back toward their source. 

● Void Spiral: Disperses illusions, glamours, and sound-based 

bindings by unraveling their harmonic root. 

● Breath Mirror: Reveals the true voice of any being, exposing lies 

and disguised identities. 

● Storm Hallowing (Dormant): When fully awakened, creates a 

storm where every gust is a memory — the battlefield becomes 

haunted by voices of the past. 

Philosophy of the Hollow Astra: 

Unlike traditional astras, the Hollow Astra does not attack or defend in 

a linear manner. It functions through absence, responding to the 

emptiness within the wielder. 

“To hold the Anilachakra is to become wind—not merely a force, but 

the memory of all that once moved.” 

Practitioners of the Hollow School train not in incantations, but in 

silence, stillness, and the art of listening to what is no longer sung. 

The doctrine believes that every sound carries a memory, and thus, the 

wielder of Anilachakra must be ready to be flooded with echoes from 

times they did not live. 
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The One Who Sang Too Far 

"In the breathless hall of echoes, he played the note no ear was meant to hear."  

— Ghurnavan’s Last Whisper 

Long before Arhaan’s time, the Wind Temple of Vaikunthpur was led 

by Mahavrata, a blind priest with a gift unmatched: he could hear the 

breath between notes—a rare spiritual skill called Antarashruti. 

Mahavrata spent decades meditating beneath the Saptamayi Lake, 

emerging only when the Anāhata Rāga, the final unsung raga, was 

whispered to him in a dream. 

He believed he was chosen to awaken the Anilachakra fully. 

But tradition forbade anyone from attempting the full raga alone. 

He defied them. 

At midnight, in the Hollow Chamber of Wind, he played the entire 

Rāga Anāhata on his Silent Flute. 

Eyewitnesses say that as the final note faded, the wind collapsed 

inward. 

Mahavrata vanished. No trace of him, no shadow, not even dust. Only 

his flute remained—floating, soundless. 

Ever since, the temple has remained hushed, the winds reluctant to 

move, as if fearing another raga might rise. 

Legacy: 

His name is never uttered in temple chants. His actions condemned. Yet, 

in the secret scrolls of Nadaya, there is a footnote: 

“When the Twice-Born plays what the Blind One played, The Anilachakra shall 

complete its spiral.” 

Some believe Arhaan may be this Twice-Born. 

But to confirm it, he must not just play the raga— 

He must understand why Mahavrata disappeared into music. 
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Chapter Sixteen 

The Citadel of Screams 

“Not all voices fade. Some learn to linger.” 

 — Inscription at the Gate of the Citadel 

The Descent into Silence 

The path to the Citadel of Screams was never carved — it was exhaled, 

once, in fury by the mountain itself. What remained was a gnarled valley 

of black stone, where wind howled not from outside but from within 

the rocks, as if trapped souls tried to claw their way out. 

Arhaan, Rudrakshi, Naira, and Veera moved carefully, each step 

echoing like a drumbeat in a tomb. Veera, ever bold, was the first to 

speak after hours of quiet. 

“Feels like the mountain is… listening.” 

Rudrakshi didn’t answer. Her eyes were fixed on the crumbling 

archway ahead: a gate carved from obsidian, with seven screaming 

faces inlaid along its curve. 

At the center, a veined slab of pale stone. A mirror. 

But not of sight. A mirror of sound. 

As they stepped forward, their past voices suddenly echoed around 

them — fragments of arguments, laughter, secrets whispered long ago. 

Naira clasped her ears. 

“It’s… it’s playing us back.” 
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Rudrakshi stepped forward. “This is the Vākāpuraṇa, the first 

threshold. We must walk it in silence, or risk being trapped in our own 

echoes.” 

One by one, they passed the mirror of screams, hearts thudding. 

Only Arhaan paused. 

In the reflection, he saw himself — singing. But he had no memory of 

it. 

And the tune... it was not of the seven ragas. 

Inside the Citadel 

Within, the air was thick. Not humid — harmonic. 

The walls vibrated subtly, as if humming to themselves. The ceilings 

were held by pillars shaped like elongated ears, and small wind-chimes 

hung from invisible threads, constantly twitching though no breeze 

passed. 

This was not just a citadel — it was a prison for sound itself. 

The Echo Phantoms, cursed remnants of the First Choir, stirred in the 

halls. They had no forms — only sound-scars, lingering cries shaped like 

shadow and wind. 

As Rudrakshi moved forward with her astral lantern, one of them broke 

from the wall and rushed toward Arhaan. 

“The one who unstruck the song,” it hissed. “He walks among us again.” 

It lunged — but instead of attacking, it coiled around him, whispering 

a note into his ear that made him collapse. 

Arhaan’s Vision: The Spiral Room 

Arhaan awoke in a room that did not exist. 

Walls made of moving sound. Floor of shifting glyphs. At the center: a 

wheel — the Anilachakra — floating mid-air, spinning faster as he 

approached. 
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Mahavrata stood beside it. 

“You do not wield it yet,” the spectral priest said. “But it has already 

chosen to orbit you.” 

Arhaan opened his mouth to speak, but his voice emerged as light, not 

sound. 

Mahavrata raised a hand. “You must breathe in the Anāhata, not play it.” 

“How?” Arhaan asked. 

“By remembering what the world forgot: That sound is not what we 

hear… But what we lose when we stop listening.” 

The vision shattered. 

Back in the Citadel 

Arhaan awoke with the Silent Veena in his hand. 

It had changed — now veined with silver, the strings slightly glowing. 

One of the riddle poems had revealed itself on its neck: 

“When wind forgets, 

 When storm forgives, 

 The breath shall find the key.” 

Veera helped him to his feet. 

“What happened to you?” 

“I… remembered a sound I never heard.” 

As they descend deeper, the group realizes the Citadel isn’t just a place 

of echoes — it’s the key to releasing one of the lost temples: the Temple 

of Forgotten Breath, which might house the final stanza of Rāga 

Anāhata. 

But the Echo Phantoms are beginning to recognize Arhaan. And they 

remember a prophecy that predates the stars: 

“When the Silent Child speaks, the sky shall bleed sound.” 
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Chapter Seventeen 

The Forgotten Breath 

"When the breath ceases but music remains, a soul has entered the silence 

between notes." — Last line carved on the walls of the  

Temple of Forgotten Breath 

The Door Beneath the Citadel 

The Citadel of Screams was dying. 

As Arhaan and the others crossed its lower threshold, the structure 

began to shudder — not with earthquakes, but with disapproval. Sound 

was no longer echoing back. It was watching. 

A low hum vibrated in the soles of their feet. 

Naira spotted it first: a concave indentation in the obsidian floor, shaped 

like a lung, with threads of silver running out like veins. She knelt, 

brushing aside the black dust. 

Rudrakshi’s voice dropped. “It’s not stone. It’s a… diaphragm.” 

Veera frowned. “You mean the place is breathing?” 

“No,” Rudrakshi said, drawing out a scroll. “It’s waiting for someone 

else to breathe for it.” 

Arhaan stepped forward, clutching the Silent Veena. The riddle poem 

echoed in his mind: 

“When wind forgets, 

When storm forgives, 

The breath shall find the key.” 

He closed his eyes. 



89 

And for the first time, he didn’t play. He exhaled. 

And the Veena played him. 

A deep chord rang out — low, ancient, and reverent. The floor trembled. 

The diaphragm sank, revealing a spiral staircase of transparent stone. 

As they descended, light filtered through walls laced with suspended 

breath — visible vapors sealed in crystal, humming with a low, 

unending raga. 

The Temple of Forgotten Breath 

At the bottom lay a domed chamber carved entirely from resonating 

stone. There were no windows. No torches. Yet the entire room glowed 

faintly with inhaled memory. 

At its center was a raised dias — on it, a pedestal that cradled a long 

cylindrical case, covered in vines. 

The Breath Scroll. 

Rudrakshi gasped. “This is the Nādaya Shvās… the final stanza of Rāga 

Anāhata.” 

Naira stepped closer. “But why seal it here, away from all others?” 

A whisper answered them — not a person, not a ghost — but a former 

breath. 

 It formed into a figure — translucent, female, ancient. 

“Because to hear the Anāhata in full is to hear the soul of the world 

unravel.” 

The Guardian of the Last Note 

The spectral woman introduced herself as Swarnika, the last Śabda-vrata 

— priestess of the breath. 

She once guarded the Breath Scroll and taught Dvāni’s disciples in the 

Sound Temple before it fell. 
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“One of them,” she said, turning toward Arhaan, “was your blood.” 

The chamber darkened. 

Swarnika revealed that Arhaan’s mother, Elyana, had once tried to 

transcribe the Anāhata — and had gone silent before her son was born. 

“She left behind no words. Only a single note. A sound that never 

echoed.” 

Arhaan stumbled back. 

“But I never heard it. I never—” 

Swarnika reached out and pressed two fingers to his throat. 

“You didn’t hear it, Arhaan. 

 You are it.” 

The Hollow Note Awakens 

Suddenly, the Breath Scroll cracked. Faint runes lifted into the air like 

smoke. The Silent Veena buzzed in Arhaan’s grip, strings trembling 

with recognition. 

The temple began to collapse — not in pieces, but in sound. 

Walls lost their resonance. Crystals cracked into discord. Echoes cried 

out and fled. 

Veera shouted, “We have to go!” 

But Arhaan stood still, holding the Veena and Breath Scroll both. 

“We’re not done. The raga isn’t complete.” 

A single word appeared in glowing script above the scroll: 

“Ārambha” — The Beginning. 

As they escaped through the spiral throat of the temple, the world above 

had already begun to shift. Winds whispered a forgotten name. Hills no 

longer echoed. Forests quieted when Arhaan passed. 

The world had recognized him. 
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The final wielder of Rāga Anāhata. 

And the Hollow Astra was no longer Hollow. 

It was listening. 
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Chapter Eighteen 

Breath of the First Note 

"Sound came before speech. And before sound, silence listened." 

 — Inscription on the Spiral Flute of Matrika, Wind Temple Archives 

A Stillness Over Ghurnavan 

Since their descent into the Temple of Forgotten Breath, Ghurnavan 

had changed. 

No birdsong. 

 No rustling leaves. 

 Even the wind seemed to hesitate. 

Arhaan stood on the cliff above the old wind chasm, the Silent Veena 

slung across his back, the Breath Scroll sealed once more. Veera paced 

behind him, uneasy. Rudrakshi and Naira stood near the edge, 

exchanging worried glances. 

“He’s not just humming anymore,” Naira whispered. “He’s resonating.” 

“He’s merging,” Rudrakshi replied. “The Anāhata is not a tune. It’s a 

living force.” 

“What if it takes over?” 

“Then the world will breathe in a song it cannot exhale.” 

The Echo of the Hollow Astra 

Arhaan closed his eyes, remembering Swarnika’s final words: 

“You were born not from silence, but into it. Your mother played the First 

Breath. You are its echo.” 



93 

He placed his hand on the ground. Beneath the moss and broken earth, 

he felt it — the heartbeat of an ancient rhythm. One of the Seven Astra-

Pulses. One of the keys to awakening the Hollow Astra in full. 

From within the Breath Scroll, a new glyph had begun to reveal itself — 

The Spiral Flute — an instrument carved in myth, said to channel air 

not into sound, but into revelation. 

“The world hides its memories in the wind. Play the Spiral, and you awaken 

what even gods chose to forget.” 

Return to the Wind Temple 

They followed the whispers to the cracked remains of the Wind 

Temple, buried beneath landslide and time. Inside, wind had carved out 

phrases in stone, worn but legible: 

“To speak with the wind, one must first lose one’s voice.” 

At the center lay a pedestal. On it, shattered glass reeds and bone-thin 

pipes. Among them, a single spiral-carved flute of translucent feather-

bone. Cold to touch. Lighter than breath. 

Rudrakshi lifted it reverently. “The Anilavādya,” she whispered. “The 

Spiral of Air.” 

Veera raised an eyebrow. “And what happens when it’s played?” 

Rudrakshi responded grimly, “Echo Phantoms. The ones whose 

memories were devoured when they played the raga wrong.” 

“And if played right?” 

“The wind speaks.” 

The First Attempt 

Arhaan stepped forward and lifted the Spiral Flute. He pressed it to his 

lips, but did not blow. He listened. 

For a moment — nothing. 
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Then, from the earth, from the trees, from within the broken stones… 

came a single note. Not played, not heard — summoned. 

The Spiral Flute played itself through Arhaan. 

Winds exploded through the hall. Glyphs peeled off walls. Echo 

Phantoms — shapeless, memory-starved spirits — screamed and rushed 

toward him. But the note grew stronger, folding reality around itself. 

Arhaan didn’t falter. 

He breathed again — but this time not air. 

He breathed Rāga. 

And the phantoms knelt. 

A Memory in Wind 

The song ended with a final twist of the flute. 

A memory unsealed itself from the wind — a vision: 

Elyana, younger, walking into the Sound Temple, the Spiral Flute in 

hand. She whispered to the air, “I cannot carry the Anāhata. But maybe 

my child can echo it.” 

She placed the flute beneath a shrine carved with eight lines — each 

glowing with a different raga. Only seven were lit. The eighth pulsed 

weakly, waiting. 

A disembodied voice echoed in Arhaan’s mind: “You are not the player. 

You are the pause. Between the world’s inhaling and forgetting.” 

And then: The eighth raga’s glyph flared — the Rāga Anāhata — the 

Unstruck Sound. 

It responded. 

The Wind Listens 

As they exited the ruins, wind curled around Arhaan like silk. No longer 

hostile. No longer restless. 
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Naira stared. “He doesn’t just command air now… he understands its 

grief.” 

Veera muttered, “And that scares me more than the astra.” 

Rudrakshi knelt and pulled out her codex leaf, sketching the awakened 

glyph of Anāhata and the flute sigil beneath. 

“The Spiral is only one instrument of the raga. There are more. Each one 

lost. Each one dangerous. Together… they conduct the Hollow Astra.” 

Arhaan stood still, the wind weaving through his fingers. 

He whispered, not to them — but to the world: 

“The raga is waking. And so is the war it once silenced.” 
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Chapter Nineteen 

The Circle of Ashes 

"Before the astras awaken, the Circle must be complete. And before the Circle 

completes, its guardians must fall." 

 — Fragmented verse from the Codex of Ashvattha 

The Chakra Kshetra Awakens 

The wind had shifted. 

At dawn, Arhaan, Rudrakshi, Naira, and Veera reached the edge of a 

massive basin—once a forest clearing, now a spiraling expanse of 

scorched earth. In its center stood the Chakra Kshetra, the fabled Circle 

of Astras, carved into the ground like a cosmic wheel: seven spokes 

radiating from a central dais. 

Each spoke pointed toward a location once known to house an Astra. 

But only three still pulsed with faint energy. 

“Three awakened,” Rudrakshi said. “Four remain sealed… or lost.” 

“Or corrupted,” Veera muttered, glancing at the southernmost spoke, 

now blackened and cracked. 

Naira stepped toward the center. “If the legends are true, this place was 

where the astras once sang together. A harmony of weapons that created 

the First Balance.” 

Arhaan frowned. “What broke it?” 

Rudrakshi replied, “A note that didn’t belong. A wielder who refused 

to listen.” 
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The Shadow Spoke 

As they stepped onto the central dais, the southern spoke suddenly 

glowed faint red. Cracks split open along its length, and ash rose from 

the ground like breath from an old wound. 

“This spoke led to Avighna, the lost Astra of Devouring Flame,” 

Rudrakshi whispered. “No wielder. No song. Only hunger.” 

They heard it then—a rhythmic thud, like a heartbeat made of ash. And 

rising from the spoke came a figure cloaked in soot and emberlight: 

A Hollow Guardian—a memory of the past, left behind to protect the 

sealed paths. It was blind, yet it saw through echo. Its limbs made of 

scorched wood and melted bronze, etched with ancient raga symbols. 

“The Astra must not be reunited,” it rasped. “The circle must remain 

broken. Or the Flame will choose anew.” 

It raised a weapon not of blade, but of sound shock—a mallet forged 

from vibrating stone. 

The fight began. 

Song of Conflict 

Veera struck first, blades drawn, but the Guardian’s echo shield 

absorbed the blow and sent him flying. 

Rudrakshi sang a Counter-Hymn, disorienting the construct briefly, 

while Naira threw a vial of Raga-sap—liquid memory from the Sound 

Temple—that fractured its shield. 

Arhaan stepped forward. 

He drew the Silent Veena and played the first phrase of Rāga Anāhata. 

Not a melody—an unraveling. 

The Guardian howled, its sound-mind shattering as the note spiraled 

into its core, not destroying it—but remembering it. 

The Guardian collapsed to its knees. 
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“I was… Yagna… keeper of Flame Astra…” it gasped. “I failed… the 

Flame consumed… my temple… my kin…” 

It reached for Arhaan’s hand, and a memory passed through him: the 

fall of Avighna. A wielder drunk on vengeance. The Astra breaking its 

chain. Fire without boundary. 

“If Anāhata has returned… the Flame will rise again. You must choose—

restore the Circle, or burn with it.” 

Then it crumbled into ashes. 

The Circle's Warning 

As silence fell again, each spoke of the Circle briefly lit up—seven 

pulses. 

Then one by one, they faded, leaving only one glowing: the Northern 

Spoke, pointing toward the Svara Vana, the Forest of Forgotten Scales. 

Rudrakshi stared. “The next Astra lies there. If it's what I suspect—it’s 

the Kandravīna, the Night String. It sings only when the moon listens.” 

Arhaan, still trembling from the Guardian’s memory, nodded. 

“Then we go north. Before the Circle forgets what it was meant to hold.” 

The Circle of Astras (Chakra Kshetra) 

Location: Hidden at the confluence of the Seven Paths beneath the 

Eastern Crescent of Vaikunthpur  

Age: Predates the Great Songfall — approx. 3000+ years  

Status: Partially awakened 

Protectors: Hollow Guardians bound by faded raga-sigils 

The Circle of Astras, also known as Chakra Kshetra, is a ritual 

convergence site where the seven legendary astras were once 

harmonized during the First Balance. Each spoke of the circle connects 

to the origin temple of an individual astra, forming a cosmic wheel of 

resonance. 
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In its prime, the Chakra Kshetra was believed to be the epicenter of the 

Mahārāga Sutra, a celestial concert where the combined melodies of the 

astras kept the forces of Pralaya (uncreation) at bay. 

It is said that only when all seven astras sing in synchrony again, the 

Echo of the First Dawn shall return. 

The Hollow Guardians 

After the Fracture of Balance, a select group of Astra Keepers 

volunteered to become Hollow Guardians. Through a forbidden ritual 

involving shadow-ragas and silence-binding, their souls were 

transformed into echo-bound sentinels, incapable of dying, 

remembering, or truly living. 

Each Guardian is anchored to a specific spoke and retains a shattered 

memory of the astra they once protected. 

The Southern Spoke – Avighna’s Scar 

Astra Linked: Avighna — The Astra of Devouring Flame 

Current State: Sealed, corrupted 

Guardian: Yagna, the Last Flame Priest 

Avighna – The Astra of Devouring Flame 

● Element: Pure flame, beyond heat or light — flame that 

consumes existence 

● Abilities: 

○ Annihilation Pulse – Disintegrates both matter and 

memory 

○ Flame Lock – Binds other astras in a burn-field, disabling 

their chants 

○ Ash Echo – Leaves behind lingering mirages of the past in 

the air 



100 

The Wielder Who Burned the Song – Aśvaran the Cleaver of Raga 

“He did not wield flame. He was flame. And the Circle still mourns the raga 

he silenced.” — Silent Veena inscription, now shattered 

Aśvaran was not meant to be a wielder. A warrior-monk of the Agneya 

Path, he had trained in the War Hymns, not the Peace Ragas. But when 

the war between the mountain clans and the Seers of Surasangam 

reached its crescendo, he seized Avighna — not through ritual, but by 

breaking its vow-lock with a blade of silence. 

He used Avighna to end the war in a single night. 

Entire cities turned to memory ash. The soundscape of entire valleys 

collapsed. Songs that had existed for centuries were unwritten from the 

world. 

After the battle, Aśvaran stood in the center of the Chakra Kshetra. 

The circle glowed. The astras wept. 

The spokes cracked. 

The Harmony shattered. 

It was said he tried to atone, returning Avighna to the Southern Spoke. 

But the Astra no longer listened. It demanded only destruction, and its 

fire surged back into Aśvaran. 

Witnesses saw him whisper one final raga — never recorded — and then 

vanish into fire, leaving only a ring of singing embers behind. 

The Circle fell into silence, and the Guardians rose to prevent another 

songbreaker. 

Whispered Lore 

● The ring of singing embers still exists at the Southern Spoke’s 

edge. 

● Rudrakshi once noted that Arhaan’s resonance pattern during 

his first awakening mirrored Aśvaran’s final surge, albeit in 

reverse. 

● If Arhaan is truly linked to Rāga Anāhata, he may be not the 

echo of destruction, but its unwritten answer. 
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Chapter Twenty 

The Forest of Forgotten Scales 

"Some melodies do not fade — they flee." 

 — Inscription at the overgrown threshold of Svaravana 

The Approach to Svaravana 

The northward journey brought them to a place no maps remembered 

— a woodland untouched by season or sound: the Svaravana, or Forest 

of Forgotten Scales. It was said that in its heart lay the Kandravīna, the 

Night String — an astra that sings not with light, but with shadow, and 

listens only to the silence beneath moonlight. 

As Arhaan and the others entered the forest, they felt it instantly. 

No birds. No wind. No footfall echoed. 

Just a humm — low, delicate, ancient. Not heard with ears, but felt in 

the spine. 

“This forest is tuned,” Naira whispered.  “Like a raga left unfinished.” 

The trees were unnaturally tall, their leaves thin and curled like broken 

notations. Strange musical glyphs bloomed like fungi along bark. Every 

so often, a vine would twitch to some invisible beat — as though 

catching the rhythm of a song the world had forgotten. 

Moonlit Memory 

The forest refused to allow fire or voice. Each time they tried to speak, 

their words came out flattened, muffled. Rudrakshi unfurled a silver-

threaded cloth — an artifact called the Laya Mantle — that allowed for 

thought-sharing through rhythm. 
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“The Kandravīna is not just hidden,” Rudrakshi pulsed through the cloth, 

“it’s evading us. We must play to find it.” 

Arhaan removed the Silent Veena. 

He played a note from Rāga Anāhata — soft, cautious. 

The forest responded. 

The glyphs pulsed. Leaves turned. A trail unfolded, marked not by 

sight, but by sound. 

They followed it. 

At the center, they reached a clearing — a natural amphitheater formed 

from petrified instruments, their strings long snapped, their bodies 

curled like dead wood. 

And in the middle of the stage, floating within a swirl of moonlight, lay 

the Kandravīna. 

The Night String Revealed 

The Kandravīna was like no instrument Arhaan had ever seen. 

Its neck was carved from shadowwood, the frets inlaid with silver 

shards of moonstone. It had no strings, yet it shimmered with 

suspended tension — as though the very absence of sound held it 

together. 

Veera whispered, “That’s… beautiful. And wrong.” 

Rudrakshi closed her eyes. “It’s tuned to lunar silence. If touched 

without balance, it frays the memory of sound.” 

Naira murmured, “There’s a test. There’s always a test.” 

They stepped into the moonlight. 

The Trial of Scales 

The moment Arhaan reached for the Night String, the ground split. 

Out emerged a scale-beast — a construct of musical intervals and 

memory. Its body was made from broken instruments; its face masked 
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by a shattered tabla drum. From its back sprouted harp-like tendrils that 

screamed in mismatched pitch. 

It charged. 

Naira’s illusions failed — the beast saw through false rhythm. 

Rudrakshi’s sonic ward cracked — the frequencies warped into chaos. 

Only Arhaan stood firm. He breathed, stepped forward, and tuned 

himself. 

One note. 

Then another. 

He began to play not the Anāhata — but Kandravīna’s lost raga: 

Chāndrakaal, the Moon’s Breath. Notes that arced between light and 

absence. 

The beast paused. 

Then bowed. 

The Kandravīna floated into Arhaan’s hands. 

Moonborne Memories 

As he touched the instrument, visions flooded his mind. 

A goddess — cloaked in starlight — weeping at the edge of a moonless 

sea. 

Her hands shaped the Kandravīna from night and longing, and with it 

she pulled melodies from the void. These became Dream Ragas, songs 

that made the world remember its dreams. 

But when mortals tried to capture those dreams in stone or scroll, she 

silenced the Kandravīna, and buried it in a forest that would forget all 

music. 

Arhaan opened his eyes. 

The instrument now shimmered — not with sound, but with potential. 

And a faint glyph appeared along its neck: 
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“He who sings the dream may awaken the sky.” 

As the group left the clearing, the trees swayed for the first time. Not 

with wind. With resonance. 

The Kandravīna had accepted Arhaan. 

But it came with a cost: he would begin to forget things. The more he 

played Dream Ragas, the more he’d lose — faces, names, even moments. 

Rudrakshi said quietly, “It is the price of night. 

 Dream, or remember. Never both.” 

And somewhere far away, a shadow stirred. The bearer of Asurashruti, 

the Forbidden Note, had heard the Kandravīna sing again. 

And he was coming. 
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Chapter Twenty-One 

The Lament of Dreamers 

“Not all who are lost forget. Some remember so deeply that they become 

silence itself.” — Engraving on the inner neck of the Kandravīna 

The Hollow Pilgrimage 

The road to the Shrine of Veiled Echoes was unseen by foot or map — 

it had to be heard. After the awakening of the Kandravīna, Arhaan could 

now detect subtle threads of memory, like whispered scales strung 

across the earth. 

Every evening, Arhaan played. 

Not to fight. Not to heal. 

But to remember. 

Each note from Chāndrakaal lit fragments of forgotten paths. The 

melody lured the hidden trail out of obscurity, leading them through 

drifting mist, abandoned stupas, and withered orchards where wind 

only flowed when music was near. 

But every time Arhaan played, something inside him blurred. A name. 

A scent. The face of his mother, once so vivid, now just warmth on his 

palm. 

The First Fracture 

At the temple of the Nameless Bodhi, Arhaan stopped suddenly during 

one of his memory recitals. 
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“I can’t remember…” 

 “What, Arhaan?” Veera asked. 

 “Why I began this tune.” 

Rudrakshi watched silently. She knew this would happen. The 

Kandravīna’s power was unlike any other. It was a dream-gatherer, not a 

weapon. It absorbed intention, emotion, even identity. 

But it was necessary. 

The Dream Codex — a scroll rumored to house unwritten music from 

the goddess Dvāni herself — lay hidden in the Shrine of Veiled Echoes, 

accessible only through sound-shaped memory. 

They reached the shrine after six days of weaving melody into the mist. 

The Dream Codex 

The shrine was nestled inside a broken dome suspended over a deep 

chasm — held aloft by sonic resonance. A single lotus sat atop a pedestal 

carved from silence. 

When Arhaan played a fragment of Chāndrakaal, the petals unfurled, 

revealing the Codex — not parchment, but an etched crystal disc that 

pulsed with unfixed musical possibility. 

Arhaan touched it. 

Visions surged through his veins — ragas that shaped time, desire, and 

absence. 

A raga that called the moon to weep. 

 A raga that erased sorrow. 

 A raga that whispered a mother’s lullaby — the one he could no 

longer remember. 

But something else stirred inside the Codex. 

A warning. 

If Chāndrakaal is played in full — the dream shall wake, and the dreamer shall 

vanish. 
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The Price of Resonance 

That night, while the others slept, Arhaan sat under the stars with the 

Kandravīna in hand. 

He hummed only the first half of Chāndrakaal. 

The sky trembled faintly. A few forgotten constellations blinked back 

into existence — stars that had no names in modern scrolls. 

Naira stirred. “You’re slipping, Arhaan. Don’t let go.” 

“I don’t want to forget you,” he said, voice low. 

 “Then don’t play it in full,” she replied. 

 “Not yet.” 

The Kandravīna & Rāga Chāndrakaal 

Name: Kandravīna 

Type: Dream Astra 

Material: Shadowwood core, moonstone frets, no physical strings 

Origin: Forged by the goddess Dvāni from the silence of the moonless 

sea 

Properties: 

● Plays music through intent, not strings 

● Responds only to those who dream while awake 

● Draws upon forgotten melodies, turning them into power 

● Has the ability to shape reality through sound, but gradually 

consumes the wielder’s memories in return 

Rāga Chāndrakaal 

Translation: Breath of the Moon 

Frequency Mode: Lunalow (Sub-sonic Emotional Imprint) 
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Known Effects: 

● Reveals hidden pathways that were forgotten by time 

● Restores fragments of lost knowledge, dreams, and history 

● Can recreate people or places from memory temporarily 

● Playing it in full may cause the player to dissolve into sound, 

becoming one with the eternal Dreamwave 

Unlocking Requirements: 

● The player must carry a wound of memory 

● Must play without seeking outcome 

● Requires the Silent Veena or Kandravīna to access full scale 

● The final note must be given, not taken — the player must offer 

something they cherish most 

As the wind hummed faint chords across the forest that night, Arhan sat 

still beneath a sky that seemed to listen. 

He had the Codex. 

He had the Kandravīna. 

And slowly, memory by memory, the world was returning — and 

taking something from him in exchange. 
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Chapter Twenty-Two 

The Chorus of the Unheard 

“Not every silence is absence. Some are waiting to be heard.” 

 — From the Scroll of Vanishing Sound, Line 3 

The Reverberation 

The Codex’s energy hadn’t faded. 

If anything, it pulsed more urgently with each passing night, echoing in 

Arhaan’s bones like a song unfinished. The Kandravīna, resting beside 

him, hummed even in sleep. He no longer needed to touch it—it tuned 

itself to his thoughts. 

At dawn, the wind brought voices not carried by air, but by memory. 

A harmony of whispers—each distinct yet incomplete. 

“Do you hear them?” 

 Rudrakshi’s voice was solemn. 

 Arhaan nodded. “They were waiting for this. The Codex… unlocked 

them.” 

 “The Rāgas?” 

 “No. Their guardians. The Order of the Unheard.” 

The Lost Order of Nādayogis 

As they climbed higher into the sacred hills east of Ghurnavan, the land 

changed. Trees bent inward, as if forming a spiral path to sound itself. 

The grass vibrated beneath their steps, responding not to pressure, but 

to breath. 
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There, beneath the canopy of Nada Vanam—The Forest of Resonance—

they found the remnants of the Order of Nādayogis, the legendary 

sentient musical warriors who had once communed with ragas directly. 

Their monastery had no walls, only sound. 

In its center, they found a circle of empty instruments—flutes without 

finger holes, drums without skin, veenas without strings. Yet each 

pulsed faintly with presence. 

“They’re still here,” Naira whispered. 

 “Not alive… not dead,” Veera added. “Suspended.” 

Rudrakshi knelt beside the oldest veena. “They vanished during the Fall 

of the Sound Temple. These are echoes. Their final notes.” 

The Trial of Tuning 

To speak with them, Arhaan had to match their frequency—not just 

musically, but spiritually. 

He sat in the center of the Circle of Resonance, closed his eyes, and 

played the opening chord of Rāga Chāndrakaal. 

The instruments began to weep. 

Slowly, sound spiralled upward into a harmony of lost souls. 

Suddenly, the veena to his left floated, playing its own reply. 

Then the flute answered with a melody from a time before calendars. 

They were returning. 

 Note by note. 

The Fragmented Message 

From the ethereal symphony, a message formed: 

“He who bears the Kandravīna shall gather us once more. When the seven 

harmonics are struck, the Sleeper shall awaken. But beware—when the eighth 

sings, the price is not memory… it is identity.” 
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“The Sleeper…” Arhaan murmured. “Who is that?” “Or what,” 

Rudrakshi said. Her eyes darkened. “Astra… or god?” 

Prelude to the Eighth 

As the echoes faded, one note lingered unnaturally—a low, shimmering 

vibration not part of Chāndrakaal. It bent reality for a second, warping 

light and time. 

The Codex vibrated in Arhaan’s satchel. A new entry had written itself, 

etched in light. 

A new rāga, previously unknown. 

Its name: Tāmranaad — The Copper Cry. 

And beneath it, the words: "Do not play until the circle is complete. Do not 

remember what was never meant to be recalled." 

Rāga Tāmranaad 

“The Copper Cry” — The Rāga of Fractured Memory and Echoed Flesh 

Rāga Class: Lost / Forbidden 

 Tonal Mode: Neither Major nor Minor; it exists in non-tempered space, 

bending reality 

 Mood: Melancholic, Recursive, Corrosive 

 Known Users: None surviving 

 Origin Status: Unfinished Composition — a riddle in rhythm 

 Associated Instrument: The Kandravīna 

 Status: Do not perform. Partial renditions have resulted in physical 

and cognitive anomalies. 

I. The Nature of Tāmranaad 

Tāmranaad is not a Rāga in the traditional sense. It is a resonant 

cipher—a sonic construct that unfolds layered timelines, allowing its 

performer brief access to lost histories and suppressed futures. It was 

whispered into existence by the Goddess Dvani, never completed, and 

sealed within the final harmonic breath of her last disciple. 
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● Temporal Distortion: Prolonged exposure causes events to fold 

in on themselves. One note can create multiple outcomes. 

● Somatic Echo: The human body becomes a vessel for 

frequencies; organs may vibrate to mimic instruments. 

● Fractured Memory: Listeners have experienced false deja vu—

memories of lives they never lived. 

● Echo Phantom Emergence: Playing the rāga may summon sound 

spirits — entities born of resonance and regret. 

II. Prohibition Seal: Nadaya Scrolls, Section VII 

The Nadaya Scrolls record a rare warning: 

“Tāmranaad was not meant to be heard. It was a question the world 

should never ask, for it answers with a scream.” 

Only three instruments are capable of rendering its first line: 

● The Kandravīna 

● The Bone Flute of Bhairavatta 

● The Chordless Harp of Tyaagashraya 

All are considered living relics, and none are to be played in echo 

chambers or temples. 

The Last Nādayogi — Tale of Veeram 

Veeram was the final scion of the Nādayogis, an order that communed 

with sound rather than gods. Gifted from birth, his heartbeat aligned 

with the base matra of Chāndrakaal. At 17, he inhaled a full rāga and 

exhaled it as mist. But his fate would be sealed the day he attempted the 

First Line of Tāmranaad. 

The Ritual of Tuning the Self 

In a hidden sanctuary of Naayantar, where silence had its own acoustics, 

Veeram performed the Ritual of Vibratory Severance—a forbidden 

Nādayogi rite where the body separates into musical frequency. 

He aligned seven chakras with seven primary ragas. 
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One for each note: 

 Sa, Re, Ga, Ma, Pa, Dha, Ni 

Each note was etched on his skin with resonant ink. When he plucked 

the invisible string inside his throat, his body split—not in blood, but in 

sound. 

They say he dissolved into a chord. 

 The wind still hums it. 

 Birds fall silent when it passes. 

He became the Seventh Note, incomplete… waiting to be called. 

Echo of the Ritual 

Now, if Tāmranaad is played in the right sequence, Veeram's spectral 

notes return, briefly forming a human outline within sound—asking, 

pleading for the riddle’s answer he never heard. 

Some say Veeram is not dead, merely unsung. 

Codex Annotation — Danger Levels 

Effect Severity Notes 

Temporal Feedback 4.5/5 
Minor time shifts, non-linear 

dreams 

Echo Phantom 

Manifestation 
3.0/5 Limited to tonal environments 

Performer 

Disintegration 
5.0/5 

Risk increases with each 

repetition 

Identity Shatter 4.0/5 
Subject believes they are the 

raga 
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Codex Seal 

This entry was reconstructed from fractured scrolls discovered beneath 

Ghurnavan and the fragmented memories of Veena Wielder Saraja, who 

remembered playing Tāmranaad before she was born. 

Do not play the raga. 

Do not listen if it begins on its own. 

If the Kandravīna hums on copper tones—run. 
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Chapter Twenty-Three 
The Note That Waited 

Ghurnavan lay breathless, its winds no longer rustling the canopies. 

Something ancient had stirred—and it was listening. 

The underground chamber beneath Ghurnavan—revealed through a 

riddle only the Silent Veena could answer—breathed with resonance. 

Not air, not mist, but resonance. Rudrakshi, holding the Nadaya Scroll 

close, whispered a warding mantra under her breath. Yet even her 

seasoned nerves prickled with unease. 

Arhaan stepped forward. 

The Kandravīna, though untouched, emitted a soft hum, low and 

copper-tinged—the unmistakable prelude to Tāmranaad. 

The chamber itself was circular. Walls inscribed with not scriptures, but 

waveforms. No doors, only resonant surfaces that responded to specific 

frequencies. In the center: a raised platform holding what looked like a 

coiled rope made of mist and metal, and beside it, a shadow etched 

into the floor—the imprint of a body that had dissolved into sound. 

“Veeram,” Rudrakshi whispered. 

 “He never left. His notes are sealed in this room.” 

The Attempted Awakening 

Veera, who had been silent, now walked toward the Kandravīna. His 

hand hovered over it. 

 “Can you hear it?” he asked. 

 “No,” said Naira. 

 “That’s the problem,” Veera replied. “Only the one bound to the Raga 

hears its true form.” 
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Without touching the strings, Arhaan found his fingers vibrating. The 

notes played through him. A frequency tugged at his bones—a riddle 

long buried. 

“You are not learning it,” a voice said behind his ear. 

 “It is remembering itself through you.” 

Veerams echo. 

The Phantom Chord 

Suddenly, the chamber pulsed with a harmonic tone. Mist rose in 

spiralling columns. In their center appeared a human figure, faceless, 

composed entirely of vibrating air. Each part of its body sang a different 

note—a being of chorded memory. 

“Anāhata,” the phantom rasped. 

 “Veeram?” Arhaan asked. 

The figure did not reply. Instead, it played a gesture, and the coiled rope 

of mist and metal unspooled into a resonant staircase—leading down 

into darkness. 

“You have played one line. The second sleeps in the Echo Vault,” said 

the voice. 

 “But beware—the third one remembers its own destruction.” 

Before anyone could react, the phantom dissolved into pure tone. And 

in its place, the Kandravīna's strings tightened on their own, now 

thrumming with something no one had dared awaken in centuries: 

The Second Movement of Tāmranaad. 

The Sealed Instructions 

The Nadaya Scroll, suddenly warm in Rudrakshi’s hand, unfurled a 

final stanza: 

“Seven played and broke the light, 

 The eighth returned in silent night. 

 Copper chords that echo pain— 

 One will bind the past again.” 
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To Descend Further 

With the spiral staircase revealed, Arhaan looked at the others. 

“We go,” he said. “But not just as warriors or seers. We go as echoes of 

a forgotten chord. If we fail—this world won’t remember us. 

 It’ll remember our sound.” 

And then, without another word, they descended. 

The Echo Vault 

“Where sound sleeps, silence reigns. But not all silence is peace.” 

 — Inscribed outside the Vault in the ancient Nāda Script 

Location: 

Hidden beneath Ghurnavan, the Echo Vault is a subterranean sanctum 

composed of resonant stone, living crystal, and auric mist. The vault is 

not found by walking, but by matching the frequency of a forgotten 

chord—usually revealed through the Kandravīna or guided by 

fragments of the Nadaya Scroll. 

Purpose: 

The Echo Vault was not built, but tuned into existence by the Nādayogis 

as a containment zone for rogue ragas, cursed frequencies, and 

unfinished melodies. These are not just sounds, but living patterns—

entities that can alter memory, distort time, and even unwrite emotion. 

It was meant to house what could not be destroyed: 

“The sound that refused to forget.” 

Structure & Composition: 

● Chambers: There are Seven Primary Chambers, each known as 

a Svara-Ring, corresponding to the seven original ragas. 

● Soundwalls: The walls are made of Nimvadris, a sacred 

crystalline alloy that absorbs and records every sound within it. 
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● Time Distortion: Inside the Vault, time bends to rhythm. A 

single note can cause hours to pass—or none at all. 

Guardians of the Vault: The Svaraphants 

Name Origin: From Svara (note) + Phantom 

 These are sound-bound entities, created by the Nādayogis using 

fragmentary frequencies, sacrificed melodies, and the echoes of failed 

awakenings. 

Known Traits: 

● Form: Ever-shifting; appear as sonic silhouettes, sometimes 

bipedal, sometimes serpentine, composed entirely of waveforms 

and shimmered echoes. 

● Intelligence: Limited speech, but high harmonic recognition. 

They understand intent through musical resonance. 

● Behavior: Not inherently hostile unless disrupted by 

dissonance (a wrong note, corrupted chord, or untrained 

attempt at forbidden rāgas). 

● Abilities: 

○ Echolock: Can trap intruders in looping soundscapes—

psychological mazes made from their own memories. 

○ Sonic Imprint: Upon defeat or appeasement, a Svaraphant 

leaves behind a melodic fragment—a piece of its origin 

tune. 

○ Choral Merge: Several Svaraphants can combine into a 

Consonance Beast, a towering being of echo storms. 

Lore Snippet: 

“When the eighth raga rose, the Svaraphants keened as one. For they were born 

of the Seventh’s silence and fear the return of their Father Chord.” 

Vault Protocols (from Nādayogi Scrolls): 

1. Only seven frequencies may be played. The eighth is sealed. 
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2. Do not mimic the Svaraphants' tone—it invites dissolution. 

3. If you hear your own voice call you back, do not follow. 

4. The Vault remembers more than those who built it. 

Known Artifact within the Vault: 

● Shard of Tāmranaad – Second Movement: Said to lie in the 

deepest chamber. Only revealed when two harmonic truths are 

played in succession. 

Notes for the Seeker: 

If you seek the Echo Vault, beware: the true danger is not death, but 

resonant overwriting—when your essence is rewritten by sound itself. 
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Chapter Twenty-Four 
The First Svaraphant 

“The deeper you go into silence, the louder your soul begins to sing.” — 

Nādayogi Vishrant, Echo Vault scrolls 

The air shifted the moment they crossed the Anāhata Gate. 

No door. No wall. Just a sudden absence of sound so complete, it felt 

like the world had taken a breath and refused to exhale. Arhaan stepped 

forward first, his palm still warm from the Silent Veena's final 

vibration. Behind him, Rudrakshi, Naira, and Veera moved cautiously, 

shadows stretching strangely across the crystal-veined floor. 

They were inside the Echo Vault. 

A soundless resonance tickled the back of their skulls. No wind. No 

footsteps. Even their heartbeats seemed muted. The chamber before 

them rippled faintly—its walls alive with memory-echo, swirling like 

spectral smoke through the Nimvadri stone. 

Rudrakshi placed a hand on the wall. Instantly, the stones shimmered. 

And sang. 

Faint. Distant. A child’s lullaby twisted with sorrow. A voice she 

recognized but hadn’t heard in years. 

Her own. 

“This place… remembers us.” she whispered, or thought she did. 

The Awakening 

Suddenly, a harmonic snap cracked through the chamber. 
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A pulse of disonāntic light struck the far wall and coalesced into 

form—a being not made of flesh or spirit, but sound. A Svaraphant. 

It hovered—broad-shouldered, translucent, vibrating in multiple 

octaves at once. Its head shimmered in rhythm, a crown of echoes where 

eyes should be. It did not breathe. 

It resonated. 

“Do not move,” Rudrakshi said sharply. “If we strike first—” 

Too late. 

The Svaraphant opened its arms. The air wavered. A sudden melodic 

maelstrom spiralled from its chest, dragging all four backward. The 

Vault didn’t echo it—it amplified. 

Arhaan’s ears rang. Naira screamed as her own voice was turned against 

her, thrown back at her with ancient grief layered inside it. 

“It’s using our memories!” Veera shouted, drawing his twin blades, each 

ringing in discord as she advanced. “It’s learning from us—” 

But Arhaan stood still. 

He was listening. 

Beneath the layered echoes, beneath the scream-sound and the 

mournful chords… there was a note. Familiar. One he had heard in the 

Silent Veena. One he had felt long ago, when he’d first touched the 

Vault Key in his dreams. 

It was the First Chord of Anāhata. 

His palm glowed. 

And without knowing how, Arhaan lifted his hand and let the music 

rise from within him—a single clean tone, not played, but remembered. 

The Vault answered. 

The Svaraphant stopped. It folded in on itself, fragmenting into crystal 

harmonics and dissolving into mist. Not destroyed—released. 

Arhaan collapsed to his knees. 



122 

Rudrakshi rushed to his side, eyes wide. 

“What… did you just do?” she whispered. 

He looked at her, dazed. 

“I think… I called its name.” 

Vault Fragment 

As the mist settled, a tiny shard fell from the air—glowing faint blue, 

humming faintly. Rudrakshi picked it up reverently. An inscription 

etched itself into its face: 

Svaraphant 1 of 7 Released Rāga Anāhata: Chord I recovered 

Key: Soul-Resonance 

And below that, the mark of a circle, broken at one edge—the symbol 

of the Circle of Astras. 

Arhaan looked at the mark. His pulse quickened. 

Something ancient had begun to turn. 
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Chapter Twenty-Five 

The Ring of Moonlight 

“The second ring does not hide from you. 

 It asks only that you do not hide from yourself.” 

 — Inscription outside the Inner Vault Gate, in faded Devanagari 

The Descent 

The circle on the floor shifted. 

Where the Svaraphant had dissolved, a spiral of light unfurled across 

the crystal floor, revealing a passage beneath—a gentle drop into a space 

not carved, but sung into being. As if the stone had once heard a melody 

so divine, it simply stepped aside. 

They descended slowly. 

Each step hummed underfoot, tuning itself to their inner thoughts. The 

further they moved, the more the vault seemed to know them. It spoke 

in memory tones, echoes of words never said, fragments of unlived 

lives. 

At the base of the spiral, a circular chamber opened—dimly illuminated 

by floating pearls of lunar resonance. 

Etched across the dome above was a silver sigil, swirling like ink in 

water: Rāga Chāndrakaal — The Raga of Moonshadow 

The Chamber of Reflection 

Naira stepped forward first. Her hands trembled slightly, not from fear, 

but from recognition. 

“I know this place,” she whispered. “I dreamt of it as a child.” 
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In the center of the chamber lay the Kandravīna—a veena carved from 

pale wood and inlaid with sapphire threads. It floated gently above a 

pedestal of frozen mist. 

As Arhaan approached, the air thickened—not with danger, but with 

emotion. The instrument exuded melancholy—a music that didn’t play, 

but remembered. Moonlight pooled beneath it like liquid memory. 

Rudrakshi read the script on the plinth aloud: 

“Play not with pride. 

 Play not with pain. 

 Let the moon in you rise 

 or the shadow remain.” 

Veera touched the frozen mist at the base. It recoiled as if sentient, 

whispering in forgotten syllables. His eyes widened. 

“This is no simple relic. This raga doesn’t reveal its song… it extracts 

yours.” 

The Test of Chāndrakaal 

Arhaan sat cross-legged before the Kandravīna. 

His fingers hovered above the strings. No wind. No warmth. Just the 

stare of silence waiting to be broken. 

He plucked a single string. 

The note sang of loss. The sound rippled through the chamber, turning 

the silver sigils above into fleeting glimpses of memories that weren’t 

his—a child lost in fog, a priestess crying beneath a black moon, a blade 

striking a friend’s back in hesitation. 

The Kandravīna resisted. 

But Arhaan didn’t fight it. 

He closed his eyes, and instead of forcing music out, he let the 

Chāndrakaal rise from within. Pain. Longing. Quiet strength. He played 

not for power, but for truth. 



125 

The moonlight surged. The veena responded. 

And suddenly—a second Svaraphant appeared, pale and elegant, 

formed of silver mist, weeping silent tears. 

It bowed. 

And disappeared into Arhaan’s breath. 

Another echo… harmonized. 

Rāga Chāndrakaal & the Kandravīna 

Rāga Chāndrakaal 

The Moonshadow Raga 

Element: Reflection 

Instrument: Kandravīna 

State: Partially Awakened 

This raga emerges during phases of emotional alignment. It has no fixed 

scale—its notes shift based on the player’s emotional truth. 

Once mastered, it allows the wielder to manifest illusions drawn from 

the listener’s deepest regrets, forcing confrontation or confusion. 

Mastery of the Kandravīna requires empathy without attachment, and 

the ability to accept one’s own shadow without flinching. 

Known Wielders: None. The previous bearer, referred to only as the 

Moon-Hermit, was said to have vanished mid-performance beneath the 

Mirror Lake of Saptamayi, leaving behind only a silver petal. 

As the veena’s strings dimmed, the circle of light beneath Arhaan’s feet 

flared once more. 

“The third ring,” whispered Rudrakshi. “It’s calling.” 

But somewhere far above, at the entrance of the Vault, a new tone had 

begun to sound—low, ancient, and trembling. 

Something… or someone… had entered. 
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Chapter Twenty-Six 

The One Who Walks Without Sound 

“Not all who guard the vault speak. 

 Some simply listen—until it is too late.” 

 — Carving near the Outer Gate, attributed to the Lost Priest of 

Ghurnavan 

The Shifting Echo 

A soundless presence had entered the Vault. 

Rudrakshi froze mid-step. Her senses, honed beyond human range, 

picked up movement in the wrong octave—a frequency beneath 

hearing, like a drumbeat held in the bones. 

“Something walks behind us,” she said, not drawing a weapon. “But it 

leaves no echo.” 

Arhaan turned to respond—but Veera placed two fingers to his lips. His 

eyes shimmered with the black sheen of vritti-sight, the trance he 

entered to see true forms. And in that moment— 

He saw it. 

A figure of torn robes. No face. No feet. Moving through light like a tear 

in melody itself. It walked with folded arms, yet everywhere it passed, 

music died. 

“It’s one of the Vault’s oldest guardians,” whispered Veera. “A failed 

echo. A Dhvansāra.” 
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What Is a Dhvansāra? 

A Dhvansāra is an echo born from a broken song—a guardian formed 

when a sacred raga is interrupted during a rite of awakening. 

 These beings are silent not by choice, but because their original raga 

was incomplete, devouring its own final note. 

They drift in unfinished corridors of sound, drawn to melodies that 

resonate with the same flaw they carry. The more you play, the closer 

they come. 

The Test of Silence 

The party entered the third circle—Ragaghar, the Hall of Harmonics. 

The room was shaped like a massive conch shell, lined with shimmering 

instruments, each tuned to a specific cosmic note. The air vibrated with 

layered harmonies—until the Dhvansāra entered. 

And the room fell mute. 

The instruments drooped. Bells froze mid-chime. The harmonic stones 

crumbled into ash. 

Then it looked at Arhaan. 

Not with malice. With longing. 

It reached out—not to attack, but to complete its note. 

Arhaan, unsure what to do, raised the Kandravīna and played the last 

three notes of Rāga Chāndrakaal in slow tempo, weaving it with the 

humm of his own heartbeat. 

The Dhvansāra trembled. 

It sang. 

One note only. A final, broken syllable that echoed like the end of a 

lifetime. 

And then it vanished—finally at peace. 
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Lore Fragment: The One Who Walks Without Sound 

Carved into a torn scroll found in the Ragaghar: 

"He was the First Chanter of the Ghurnavan Rite. 

 Played the Raga Anāhata at dusk, but his voice cracked. 

 A whole temple fell silent that day. 

 He walks still, seeking someone brave enough 

 to play what he could not finish." 

Arhaan held the veena close, its strings still faintly warm. 

He hadn’t just passed a test. 

He’d healed a guardian. 

A New Door, A New Dissonance 

As they turned to move deeper, a fourth gate appeared, formed entirely 

of vibrating threads. It was not solid, not even visible to the naked eye—

but audible in its refusal. 

A note blocked their path. 

One that none of them recognized. 

“It’s not from this world,” murmured Rudrakshi. “It’s… reverse-music. 

A frequency of forgetting.” 

Veera looked at Arhaan. “We’ll need a new raga.” 

And Arhaan, for a moment, looked at the Kandravīna. 

Then beyond it. 

To the shadow of his own silence. 
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Chapter Twenty-Seven 
The Broken Frequency 

“In the stillness of forgotten music, the world waits for what it has lost. But 

beware—the silence you call will call back.” 

 — Ancient Scrolls of Nādayogis 

The Door That Should Not Be Opened 

The fourth gate before them was a shimmer, not of light, but of fading 

notes—unheard and unsung. The threads quivered like the strings of 

an unplayed veena, tense with dissonance. 

Arhaan stepped forward, instinctively reaching for the Kandravīna. His 

fingers brushed the strings, unsure. The notes were slipping through his 

consciousness, scattered like dust. He had no clear understanding of the 

raga that could open this door. 

Rudrakshi, sensing the urgency, turned to him. 

“You can feel it, can’t you? This gate is not sealed by force—only by 

forgotten sound. By the raga that was never meant to be remembered.” 

The wall of frequency hummed, trying to tear the very idea of music 

from their minds. 

“This is not about playing, Arhaan,” she continued, her voice strained. 

“It’s about unbecoming.” 

The Unwritten Chord 

Suddenly, Veera stepped forward. He had been silent up to this point, 

his blades now resting at his sides. He knelt, pressing his fingers to the 

ground. 
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“This place... it sings with the echoes of broken things,” Veera 

whispered. “I’ve heard it in the forests—when no one plays the strings, 

when no one dares to hum. It calls out for the one who never played.” 

Arhaan’s gaze was drawn to him. He could feel the pull of the void in 

his words, an unsung raga in his silence. 

Then it hit him. 

The raga that was never meant to be remembered. The unplayed chord. 

The last chord of Tāmranaad. The raga not finished, the note that had 

split reality itself. It wasn’t about mastering sound. It was about 

understanding the emptiness between notes. The space where 

something had been lost. 

Arhaan began to play—but not a chord. A question. 

The Kandravīna hummed to life, vibrating with the very essence of 

absence. 

He played the silence. 

The Collapse of Time 

The door wavered—then collapsed inward. 

An intense pressure swept through the chamber. Sound, once again, was 

not heard, but felt—like a pulse in the bones. A storm of vibrations tore 

at the walls. Images flickered and sounds fractured in time. 

For a fleeting moment, Arhaan saw something—a place he should not 

have seen. 

A city of stone. Crying fountains. People, or perhaps shadows of them, 

walking with instruments in their hands, singing in perfect discord. 

"The last city of the Nādayogis," whispered Rudrakshi. “Before it was 

swallowed by the sound. The Fall of the Sound Temple.” 

But as soon as it appeared, it was gone—nothing left but the 

overwhelming echo of its absence. 

Veera stumbled back, gripping his sword. “What was that?” 
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Rudrakshi shook her head. “The forgotten city. Dvāntam. Its raga was 

lost, torn apart by Tāmranaad. The city was swallowed by the song. A 

song that forgot its own death.” 

The Broken Path Ahead 

The gate before them dissolved into a patchwork of shimmering light. 

And standing in its wake, a new passage appeared—but not as they had 

expected. 

The path was not physical. 

It was a ripple in sound, a fractured melody, like the shattered mirror of 

the world’s past. 

Arhaan stepped forward, the Kandravīna vibrating with the residual 

pulse of Tāmranaad. The only thing that could break the chains of the 

void was a simple truth. 

“If this path is the memory of sound itself,” Arhaan said, his voice 

steady, “then we must walk it not as players, but as listeners.” 

Naira nodded. “But can we trust what listens to us?” 

Before any of them could respond, the shadows behind them began to 

hum again. The melody—the fifth frequency—called out, its voice 

rising from the darkness. 

Dvāntam - The City of Lost Sound 

Dvāntam — The Silent Temple City 

 Element: Sound / Memory 

 Known History: Before its fall, Dvāntam was a flourishing city of the 

Nādayogis. It existed as a constant vibration, a place where sound 

itself was worshiped, revered, and created from the depths of the 

Tāmranaad’s first broken note. 

The Fall: When the sound of Tāmranaad split into seven rages, it tore 

apart the core of Dvāntam, shattering the city’s foundations and 

trapping its citizens in resonant loops. 
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It is said that the last practitioner of Chāndrakaal, known as the Moon-

Hermit, tried to seal the collapse by performing the unplayed final raga 

at the Sound Temple, but the attempt failed. The city, along with its 

people, was consumed by the endless echo of a song that never ended. 

Dvāntam remains lost in the space between sound and silence. The 

echoes of its collapse reverberate, waiting to be reawakened by a player 

who dares the broken chord. 

The Call of the Past 

The path before them pulsed with uncertainty. The final echo of 

Tāmranaad was growing louder. 

And then, in the distance—a voice, clear as crystal, yet distant. 

“You are too late, Arhaan. The song of Dvāntam will not wait for you.” 

The voice was too familiar. 

"Not again," whispered Arhaan. 

And as they stepped forward, the echo of the past followed them, 

creeping into the future. 

Dvāntam – The City of Silent Songs 

“A city of sound that turned against itself. Music turned into madness.” — 

The final words of a traveler who never returned 

The Rise of Dvāntam 

Long before the Fall of Sound, the city of Dvāntam stood on the borders 

of the Namra-Surya, where rivers of resonance merged with the quiet 

pulse of the earth. The city was unlike any other, woven entirely from 

sound—a living, breathing organism where every building hummed in 

harmony with the inner symphony of its inhabitants. 

The Nādayogis, an ancient order of sound-binders, had created it as a 

sacred center for the practice of unified music, where the essence of the 

world’s song could be molded, shaped, and transmuted. Through their 

divine mastery of the soundstream, they could reach into the hidden 
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spaces of existence, speaking to the void and bending the fabric of time 

and space to their will. 

Dvāntam’s greatest creation was a living raga—a pure melody 

conceived by the collective mind of the city’s greatest musicians. This 

raga, Chāndrakaal, was unlike any other. It was an eternal moonshadow, 

cast in sound, seeking the quiet beauty that only the moon could reflect. 

Chāndrakaal – The Raga of Moonshadow 

“The raga that never ends; it reflects both the light and the dark. Its beauty is 

not in the song, but in the silence that follows it.” — Dvāntam’s final 

composition, incomplete 

Chāndrakaal was not a raga of this world. It was a reflection—an 

imprint of the moon’s ethereal glow. Its notes were not solid, but fluid, 

sliding between frequencies, evading mastery. The raga itself was the 

culmination of centuries of sound experimentation, involving countless 

instruments, threads of musical thought, and the spirit of Dvāntam. 

It was the raga of illumination, where light and shadow danced in 

perfect harmony. 

But Chāndrakaal was unfinished. 

It was meant to bring about the final unity of the soundstream, a song 

that could pull the very stars into alignment. However, the raga was 

never allowed to complete itself, for its final note—the one that would 

allow the raga to find its place in the stars—was left unplayed. 

The Moon-Hermit’s Role 

The Moon-Hermit, whose name is now lost to time, was the final 

wielder of Chāndrakaal. As a young Nādayogi, he was entrusted with 

the task of completing the raga. But in the final moments of his 

performance, a rift appeared—a dissonance in the soundstream. 

The final note of Chāndrakaal never played. 
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Instead, the Moon-Hermit’s body was consumed by sound, his very 

essence folding into the raga. His body became part of the music—

forever echoing in the chambers of the Sound Temple. 

The Incomplete Raga 

The Moon-Hermit’s failed attempt to play the final note of Chāndrakaal 

caused the collapse of the Sound Temple. His essence, fragmented into 

endless frequencies, became a curse upon the city of Dvāntam. The raga 

had no ending, and so, Dvāntam itself was consumed by the song. 

Those who heard the incomplete raga experienced it differently: 

● Some found themselves trapped in time loops, living the same 

moment again and again, hearing the final note that never 

arrived. 

● Others saw visions of the moon weeping, its light broken into 

pieces. 

● And still others were driven mad by the unresolved chord, their 

minds unable to cope with the absence of completion. 

Dvāntam, once a city of light and music, was drowned in the echo of 

its own longing. 

The Moon-Hermit’s Last Gift 

Before his disappearance, the Moon-Hermit left behind a cryptic 

message—a songbook that recorded the first six notes of Chāndrakaal. 

The seventh note, the one that would have completed the raga, was 

blotted out, leaving only a shadow in its place. 

The last page of the songbook held a riddle: 

“To see the moon is to see silence, 

To hear it is to hear everything. 

Yet one note is lost in the dark. 

Seek it not in the light, but in the shadow.” 

Some believe the Moon-Hermit’s essence still exists within the raga 

itself, awaiting a wielder who can finish it—a player whose soul can 
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resolve the final dissonance and restore the balance of sound that was 

lost with Dvāntam’s fall. 

The Last Record of Dvāntam 

“The final performance, the Song of the Moon, was meant to unite the raga with 

the night sky. But the rift was created, and the city fell. Those who escaped the 

raga’s pull heard only echoes. The sound of what could never be played again.” 

Dvāntam’s Echo in the Present 

The city of Dvāntam is gone, but its memory lives on in the raga. It 

waits, unresolved, in the void between music and silence, calling to 

those who have the courage to complete it. Some say that Arhaan, with 

his connection to Anāhata, may be the one to find the final note—the 

one that will undo the curse of Dvāntam. 

But to do so, he must face the shadow of the moon, the unfinished song 

that has haunted the hearts of the Nādayogis for centuries. 

The Call to Arhaan 

As Arhaan and his companions delve deeper into the Vault, they will 

soon come face to face with the fractured memory of Dvāntam—the city 

that never truly died, just as the raga that never found its end continues 

to echo through the ages. 

And so, the quest to complete Chāndrakaal continues. 
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Chapter Twenty-Eight 
The Silent Chord 

"To complete what was broken, you must first unmake what was whole." — 

Words found in the Temple of Silence, inscribed on the  

Gate of Echoes 

A Shadow in the Vault 

The chamber they had entered was unlike any they had encountered 

before. It was not merely silent—it was as though the very concept of 

sound had been suspended. The walls were translucent, rippling with 

an energy that bent the air itself—a barrier of non-sound. 

For a moment, Arhaan felt a profound sense of déjà vu, as if he had 

stood at the edge of this moment before—dreaming it, imagining it, but 

never truly hearing it. 

This was no ordinary place. It was the Heart of the Vault. Here, every 

step they took, every breath they drew, felt like it was being drowned 

in absence. 

Veera touched the ground. There was a faint hum, so low it couldn’t be 

heard, but felt. His hands trembled. 

“This place… it’s alive with the echoes of everything that came before. 

The sounds of Dvāntam, the raga...” 

He looked at Arhaan, his eyes dark with realization. “It’s not the city 

that calls to us. It’s the Moon-Hermit’s raga. It’s pulling us toward the 

final note.” 
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The Final Note 

The air shimmered, and suddenly, Arhaan could see it—a flash of pale 

blue that cut through the darkness. 

The Moon-Hermit’s raga. 

It was a faint, wavering line of melody, stretched between the present 

and the past. Arhaan felt its call deep within him. His Anāhata 

responded—an involuntary hum vibrating from his chest, like a bridge 

between two worlds. 

He stepped forward, each movement drawing him closer to the pale 

blue light, the note that had never been played, the note that had broken 

the city of Dvāntam. The sound of everything and the nothing. 

“It is time,” he whispered. 

The others followed in silence. Naira, always the skeptic, found herself 

entranced by the pull of the raga. Even Rudrakshi, who had studied 

many of the lost arts, felt the weight of centuries pressing down on her 

shoulders. 

They were standing at the edge of a soundless void. 

The Moon-Hermit’s Riddle 

As Arhaan approached the center of the chamber, the blue light 

flickered and solidified, revealing a riddle, an inscription that 

shimmered into existence: 

“To bring the moon to light, 

 You must first walk the shadow of night. 

 The seventh chord is you—a fractured note, 

 A memory lost, a voice never spoke.” 

Arhaan’s hand rose instinctively, and the Kandravīna vibrated in 

response. His fingers hovered over the strings. 

“I have to play it,” Arhaan said, voice taut with tension. “But I don’t 

know the chord.” 



138 

Suddenly, a low hum filled the air—resonant and hollow—as though 

the very Vault was waiting for him to speak the missing piece of the 

raga. 

Veera and Naira stepped closer. Veera’s eyes locked onto Arhaan, as if 

he could hear the dark resonance between them. 

“The Moon-Hermit tried to play the final note. He could not,” Veera said 

softly, “because he was not whole. The raga was not finished because 

the sound was too pure, too… fragile.” 

Arhaan nodded slowly. 

“It is about accepting what is broken.” 

The Chord of Acceptance 

Arhaan closed his eyes. His fingers brushed the strings of the 

Kandravīna—but this time, he didn’t force the sound. He didn’t 

command the notes. 

He simply let them be. 

The raga, Chāndrakaal, had been fractured not because it was 

incomplete, but because it was afraid of being completed. The seventh 

note, the final note, was a fragment of Arhaan’s own soul, the part of 

him that was too scared to sound, too afraid of what would happen if 

he embraced his true self. 

He didn’t play the note—he became it. 

The sound that followed was unlike any music they had ever heard—it 

was the song of everything and nothing. The sound of the moon’s 

shadow, the final void between moments. 

The Moon-Hermit’s Legacy 

For a moment, the Vault trembled. 

Then, all at once, the sound ceased. 
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The blue light flickered out. The walls, the air, and the very substance 

of time around them seemed to settle, as though the entire Vault had 

exhaled for the first time in centuries. 

But in that silence, something shifted. 

The Moon-Hermit was no longer lost in the raga. He had returned—not 

as a man, but as a song, a vibration that hummed through the fabric of 

the Vault. 

“You have completed it,” a voice echoed, not spoken, but felt. “The 

song is whole again. Dvāntam’s fall is undone.” 

The sound of the Moon swept over them—soft, radiant, and whole. 

The Final Note of Chāndrakaal 

Rāga Chāndrakaal — The Moonshadow’s Final Raga 

The Seventh Note: The lost fragment of sound, not of melody, but of 

acceptance—the union of light and dark. The note cannot be played 

with force or intention. It can only be realized when one surrenders to 

the shadow of the moon—the part of oneself that is unseen. 

Once played, the raga restores balance, healing the broken city of 

Dvāntam and ending the echo of its collapse. The raga becomes whole 

once again, and with it, the souls of the lost are freed. 

The Return of Dvāntam 

As the light faded, the chamber around them began to change. The 

Vault had released its grip on time—its echoing walls, its walls of sound 

that had once swallowed the city, now opened into a vision of 

Dvāntam. 

The lost city—now restored, gleaming beneath a silver moon. Arhaan 

saw figures moving through the streets—the Nādayogis, their faces 

serene. The Moon-Hermit stood in the center, now whole, watching 

Arhaan with quiet understanding. 

But just as quickly as the vision had arrived, it began to fade. 
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Dvāntam was no more, but its echo remained. 

A Song Finished 

The raga had been completed, the song restored. Yet Arhaan knew this 

was only the beginning. The power of the Moon-Hermit’s legacy—the 

ability to complete the broken—was now his burden and his gift. 

As they stood at the heart of the Vault, the sound of the past resonated 

one final time. 

“The city is whole,” Arhaan whispered, feeling the weight of the 

journey. 

But deep within him, he knew that the true test had yet to come. 
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Chapter Twenty-Nine 
The Burden of Sound 

“To complete the song is to own it. 

 And every song has a price.” 

 — Unwritten verses of the Moon-Hermit’s final testament 

The Aftermath of Completion 

The light from the Vault flickered one last time, and the air, once filled 

with oppressive silence, now hummed with a distant, undulating 

vibration. The seventh note had been played, the Chāndrakaal raga 

restored, and yet the world felt… different. 

Arhaan stood at the center of the Vault, his hands still resting on the 

Kandravīna. The familiar weight of the instrument felt heavier now—

charged, as if it had absorbed a part of him. The space around him 

breathed, the walls pulsing in subtle rhythm. 

But despite the peace that now reigned in the Vault, a quiet unease 

settled in his chest. 

The Moon-Hermit’s essence had returned to the raga, and yet, it left 

behind something—something Arhaan had not expected. 

A burden. 

He could feel it deep within him, a sensation that hadn’t been there 

before. His soul, now woven with the seventh note, was fractured in a 

way he couldn’t fully comprehend. The completion of the raga had 

bound him to a new fate. 

And he wasn’t sure if he was ready for it. 
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The Weight of Silence 

Rudrakshi, who had been quietly observing, stepped forward. Her eyes 

narrowed as she looked at Arhaan. 

“I can feel it,” she said softly. “You’ve become… something else. The 

raga is inside you, isn’t it?” 

Arhaan nodded slowly. “It’s more than just the sound of Chāndrakaal. 

It’s like… a part of my soul has been changed. I can hear things now that 

I couldn’t before. The echoes of the world around us… they’re louder.” 

Veera’s gaze lingered on Arhaan as well. His sharp eyes saw through 

the calm façade he tried to present. He knew him too well. He could feel 

the pull of the seventh note within him—an unsettling, omnipresent 

force. 

“The raga is a part of you now,” Veera said, his voice firm but not 

unkind. “It will always be with you, Arhaan. But what you do with it—

that’s what matters.” 

Naira, still shaken by the experience, spoke up. “The power of the raga 

isn’t just for good or evil—it’s a reflection. If the raga is a mirror, then 

what happens if the wrong person stands before it?” 

The question hung in the air, unanswered. 

The Call of Dvāntam’s Echo 

Before Arhaan could respond, a low rumble reverberated through the 

Vault. The ground beneath their feet began to pulse, and a vibrational 

storm seemed to rise from the very heart of the chamber. 

A shadow appeared. 

It was a silhouette, standing in the distance, shrouded in darkness but 

somehow familiar. 

Arhaan’s breath caught in his throat as the figure stepped forward. He 

recognized it at once—it was himself, or rather, a version of himself—a 

reflection, a shadow, of the man who had played the final note. 
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But this reflection wasn’t just standing—it was moving toward him, its 

presence pulling the very sound of the Vault into its wake. 

“Arhaan…” the shadow whispered, its voice a low, drawn-out echo of 

his own. “You have played the note. But now you must face what you 

have become.” 

The Mirror of Sound 

The figure moved closer, and the chamber seemed to twist around 

Arhaan. He could feel his thoughts distorting—his own fears, his 

doubts, his very soul was bending with the force of this echo. 

The shadow was no longer just a reflection. It was becoming more real, 

more substantial, feeding off his own uncertainty. 

“You think you can carry the sound,” it continued, “but the raga will 

break you. It is incomplete, Arhaan. And you are incomplete without 

it.” 

Arhaan stepped back, his heart pounding. The shadow raised its hand, 

and the very sound of the Vault seemed to respond—a deep, hollow 

hum filled the air, like the roar of distant thunder. 

“You’ve become the song,” the shadow continued. “But you are not the 

one to finish it. You are the final fracture.” 

Arhaan closed his eyes, taking a deep breath. The Kandravīna hummed 

once more, as if in response to the shadow’s words. 

But this time, Arhaan did not fight. He embraced it. 

The Final Confrontation 

The reflection of Arhaan—the echo—shifted, flickering like a flame 

about to go out. It wasn’t real. It was an illusion, a specter born of 

Arhaan’s own fears. 

But fear was still a part of him. 

And so, with his fingers on the strings of the veena, he played. 

He didn’t try to complete the raga. He didn’t try to finish it. 
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Instead, he let the sound be. He let the raga exist as it was—unfinished, 

broken, and perfect in its imperfection. 

The echo shattered. 

The shadow disappeared. 

The Song of Echoes 

Dvāntam’s Echo: The incomplete raga, once thought to be a curse, is not 

just a song of sorrow. It is a mirror of the self. Only by accepting its 

unfinished nature can the wielder escape its pull. 

Arhaan, having completed the raga, has become both the player and the 

played, the completed and the fractured. He is now the custodian of the 

seventh note, bound to the unfinished echo of Dvāntam. 

A New Path 

The rumbling stopped. The shadow was gone. 

Arhaan stood still for a moment, his fingers still resting on the strings of 

the Kandravīna. The Vault was calm once again. 

But something had changed. 

He was no longer just a player of music. He was the sound—the echo 

that had once fractured and now lived, unbroken, within him. 

As Arhaan turned to face his companions, they saw the change in his 

eyes. He was no longer the young man they had followed into the Vault. 

He was something new—and the weight of that knowledge settled 

heavily on his shoulders. 
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Chapter Thirty 
The Sky Above Samaya 

“When a note is played into silence, it does not end. 

 It waits—for someone to remember it.” 

 — Inscription on the Gate of Samaya 

The Ascent from Ghurnavan 

It took them a full day to leave the Echo Vault, winding their way 

through the ancient corridors of Ghurnavan. Time felt skewed inside 

the Vault—distorted by music and memory—and none of them could 

say exactly how long they had been inside. But the sky awaiting them 

above was different: bruised with storm, flecked with golden streaks of 

dying light, as if the heavens themselves had paused mid-raga. 

Rudrakshi was the first to step onto the moss-wrapped threshold at the 

summit. Her senses sharpened at once. The air was charged, carrying a 

scent of rain and lightning, and the far-off hills of Vaikunthpur 

trembled faintly with a vibration—like distant drums. 

“They know,” she murmured. 

Veera adjusted the satchel carrying the Kandravīna, which still 

trembled subtly with the last tones of Chāndrakaal. “The moment the 

seventh note was played,” he said, “the world felt it. We have disturbed 

an old balance.” 

Naira stood beside Arhaan. Her gaze wasn’t on the horizon but on him. 

“Are you still you?” she asked gently. 

Arhaan didn’t answer. He couldn’t—not fully. He felt like a fragment 

of himself—shaped by the Vault, bound to the unfinished echoes of the 
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ragas. He was no longer just Arhaan of Vaikunthpur. He was the one 

who had heard Anāhata. The one who had survived the echo of 

Chāndrakaal. 

He didn’t know what that made him yet. 

Arrival in Samaya 

Their path led them to the cliff-walled city of Samaya, carved from white 

stone and set atop an ancient fault-line where time itself once splintered. 

The city’s wind-harps still rang out with haunting notes that guided 

travellers through the maze of courtyards and open sanctums. 

But Samaya was no longer still. 

As they entered the outer quarter, people stared. Word had spread. An 

astra had been awakened. The guardians of the Circle of Astras had felt 

it. The temples, once silent, had begun to sing again. 

“We’re not the only ones who heard the raga,” Veera whispered. 

Rudrakshi pointed toward a banner fluttering near the Sky Altar—

emblazoned with a sigil: the Twin Serpents of the Avighna Order. “The 

Circle is watching.” 

And so is something else, Arhaan thought. 

The Echo Returns 

At the heart of Samaya stood the Sundara Stambh, the Pillar of 

Harmony, said to resonate with the purest sounds from the beginning 

of time. They stood there now, uncertain of what to do next. 

A boy approached. Silent. Barefoot. Pale-eyed. 

He handed Arhaan a folded parchment sealed with silver wax. 

No name. No emblem. Just a single phrase: 

“The Eighth Astra will remember you.” 
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The moment Arhaan read the words, his chest rang with a low, 

vibrating chord. The Kandravīna, resting at Veera’s back, echoed it 

faintly. The others felt it too—a ripple, not of music, but of memory. 

“The eighth?” Naira whispered. “But there are only seven recorded in 

the Codices.” 

“Unless…” Rudrakshi’s voice was steady, but her eyes burned. “Unless 

one was erased.” 

Prelude to Fracture 

Night fell. 

The sky above Samaya fractured with silent lightning. Clouds moved 

without wind. The city harps stopped singing. 

And from the hills to the north, an ancient horn sounded—a sound not 

heard since the Fall of the Sound Temple. 

The Svaraphants had awoken. The guardians of the Echo Vault were 

not pleased. 

“They’re coming for us,” Veera said, unsheathing the blade at his waist. 

“No,” Arhaan said, staring at the lightning webbing the sky. “They’re 

coming for the eighth astra.” 

“And they think it’s you,” Naira said quietly. 

A silence passed. 

Then Rudrakshi said what they were all thinking: 

“Maybe they’re right.” 

Samaya — The City of Measured Time 

Samaya was once a temple-city where Sound and Silence were 

worshipped as twin deities. Its white stone streets resonate with 

harmonic balance, and its central pillar—the Sundara Stambh—is 

rumored to predate even the first Astra. 
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The city holds an unspoken treaty with the Svaraphants, the echo-beasts 

of the Vault. That balance has been broken now. 

When the Seventh Note is played, Samaya prepares not for celebration, 

but war. 

The Eighth Astra — Nābhikaal / Kaalastra 

"That which is neither born of breath nor bound by sound shall return when 

the silence breaks." 

 — Fragmented line from the Scroll of Rasa-Anta 

Name: Nābhikaal (The Astra Beyond Time) 

● Translation: "Nābhikaal" derives from Nābhi (navel, center) and 

Kaal (time), meaning “The Core of Time”. 

● Classification: Hollow Astra, later deemed Transcendent 

Astra. 

● Known Alias: The Silent One, Eighth Note, Unstruck Sound, Astra 

of the Void Pulse 

Nature & Power 

Unlike the known Seven Astras, each attuned to one of the elemental or 

sonic manifestations of the Rāgastraic Wheel (e.g., wind, fire, ether, etc.), 

Nābhikaal is unbound by elemental form. It is said to draw from the 

Anāhata Nāda — the Unstruck Sound, the primordial vibration that 

predates creation and time. 

Key Abilities: 

1. Temporal Distortion – Time bends in proximity. Memory folds. 

Conversations echo before they're spoken. Age becomes fluid. 

2. Echo Erasure – Can unmake sound permanently, erasing music, 

names, and histories from existence. 

3. Raga Inversion – Can reverse and corrupt any existing raga, 

turning harmony into chaos. 

4. Return of the Forgotten – The wielder may summon echoes of 

erased entities—ghosts, lost cities, forgotten gods. 
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But the greatest danger lies in this: 

Nābhikaal doesn’t just respond to the wielder. It remembers them—

and rewrites them. 

Erasure from History 

The Eighth Astra was deliberately removed from every known Codex, 

Scroll, and Rāga Mandala. 

Why? 

According to secret oral traditions preserved by the last known 

Nādayogi, Nābhikaal was wielded once—by a nameless monk of the 

Silent Veena Order. During the last War of the Tones, this monk tried to 

stop both armies by invoking Nābhikaal’s full power. What happened 

next was not a victory. 

The monk vanished. So did the battlefield. 

And so did every song, scroll, and soul that knew him. 

The custodians of the Circle of Astras deemed Nābhikaal too 

dangerous. Not because of its power, but because its memory rewrote 

reality. 

“The Astra cannot be destroyed. But it can be forgotten.” 

Thus, they unstruck it from history. 

Clues of Its Return 

● The resonance of Anāhata has returned. 

● The Silent Veena vibrated without touch in Chapter Eleven. 

● The Moon-Hermit's raga ends mid-line—interrupted by a lost 

pulse. 

● The Svaraphants are restless, no longer guarding but seeking. 

● Arhaan, whose birth was marked by a silent thunder and whose 

name was never found in the Census Scrolls of Vaikunthpur, 

now echoes when no one speaks. 
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How to Awaken Nābhikaal 

While no confirmed method survives, fragments suggest: 

● The Seven Must Sing — All seven ragas must be awakened in 

harmony. 

● The Key Is the Forgotten — A lost memory or erased raga must 

be remembered. 

● The Temple Must Break — The sealed Gate of the Sound 

Temple must fall. 

● The Wielder Must Choose Silence Over Song. 

Final Fragment 

"He who remembers the Unremembered shall unseal the Pulse Between 

Moments. And he shall no longer be just a man." 
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Chapter Thirty-One 
The Pulse Between Moments 

City of Samaya — The Hourglass Cracked 

The city of Samaya, known for its ancient time-keepers and obsidian 

sundials, stood trembling. Not from war. Not from weather. 

But from an echo—one that did not belong. 

A pulse rang across its cobbled streets at the precise moment all seven 

sundials froze—midday, yet shadowless. 

Arhaan stood atop the Samayagriha, the city’s forgotten observatory, 

once a palace of hour-turners. The glyphs carved into its walls, silent for 

centuries, now shimmered with faint vibrations. 

He felt it again. 

Not heard. 

 Not seen. 

 But known. 

“Someone is playing the raga that was never written,” whispered 

Rudrakshi, emerging from a mist-lock rift, her robes tattered, eyes 

burning with urgency. “And the Svaraphants have awakened.” 

She pointed toward the horizon. 

Black notes—not birds—circled above the Temple of Chrona, each 

shaped like eyes, unraveling midair and reknitting themselves like 

living scales of a forgotten composition. 

“Time is splitting,” Veera muttered, sharpening his ethereal blade, 

Raakshasya. “The Vault was only the beginning. This is the echo frontier.” 
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The Meeting Beneath the Hourglass 

Below Samaya’s broken time-tower, deep in the chamber called the 

Kalachakra Pit, an ancient meeting took place. 

The Svaraphants, once guardians of the Echo Vault, now hovered in a 

circle—hollow-bodied, crowned with tuning forks instead of horns. 

Their chant had no words. It was a raga. 

Only Arhaan could feel its pull. 

“You are the Silence-Marked,” one intoned in a ripple of pure resonance. 

“The bearer of Nābhikaal’s seed.” 

“I didn’t choose it,” Arhaan said. 

“You remembered it. That is enough.” 

The Svaraphants surrounded him. Their harmony grew heavier, 

bending the stone, forcing Naira to her knees, unable to hold her sitar. 

Even Veera winced. 

But Rudrakshi did not move. 

She raised a scroll of spiral notes—the Rāga Unfinished—torn from the 

Nadaya Archive. 

“Tell us,” she demanded, her voice slicing through the harmony. “What 

happens when the eighth Astra returns?” 

The lead Svaraphant bowed, its hollow face glowing with moon-runes. 

“The Circle breaks. 

 The Vaults collapse. 

 The Soundless One awakens. 

 And Time will listen again.” 

Prophetic Trigger 

Suddenly, the bell in the Samayagriha rang in reverse—a single, inverted 

tone that caused every flame in Samaya to flicker backward. 

A rift of untime opened, revealing a vision: 
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● A mountain made of frozen syllables 

● A temple that breathes in silence 

● And a boy—Arhaan—not as he is, but as he was never meant to 

be 

“You are not the wielder, Arhaan,” whispered the voice of Dvani, faint 

and torn. 

 “You are the song that remembers itself.” 

The rift closed. 
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Chapter Thirty-Two 
When the Circle Frays 

The Hollow Astra Order 

Beneath the flickering flames of the Vandhya Grove, Rudrakshi knelt in 

the heart of a sigil made from powdered bone-ash and crimson dye, her 

breath slow, rhythmic, ancient. The grove—once a sacred listening 

ground for the Sound Temple’s elder yogis—now pulsed with 

suppressed energy. Something sealed was starting to listen again. 

“You were never meant to awaken the Circle,” said a gravel-voiced 

elder, materializing from the bark of a dead banyan. 

He was one of the Vakya-saints, thought long perished in the Great 

Silencing War. His robes were stitched from rag-scrolls. His left eye 

blinked not from instinct but memory. 

Rudrakshi did not flinch. 

“The Circle was broken before I ever touched it,” she replied. “And the 

Hollow Astra chose me.” 

At her side, the Anilachakra floated in still air, humming gently, sensing 

conversation like a tuning crystal. 

The elder sighed. “Then let it be said: You are now outside the will of the 

Astras. The Order of the Hollow cannot protect you if you summon what 

was buried beneath Ghurnavan.” 

Rudrakshi stood slowly, her fingers brushing the edge of the 

Anilachakra. 

“Then I no longer walk with the Order,” she whispered. “I walk with 

the wind between truths.” 
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The elder turned to mist. The sigils underfoot faded. 

And far above them, one of the Stellar Codices cracked open with a 

howl. 

Fractures Within the Circle 

The Circle of Astras, once a covenant of balance and guardianship, had 

not gathered in three hundred years. Now, in the void-chamber beneath 

the Stone of Avighna, six of the seven known wielders stood in a half-

lit council. 

● Veera, bearer of the Asipatraastra, refused to sheath his spectral 

blade. 

● Naira, veiled in sound-woven threads, listened without 

speaking. 

● Rishi Varun, a priest once believed lost in the Tāmranaad 

collapse, stood resurrected, his voice echoing before it left his 

mouth. 

● A chair of obsidian and silence—Arhaan’s—remained empty. 

“They are breaking the Echo Laws,” hissed Rishi Varun. “The 

Svaraphants have stepped beyond guardianship. They now interpret 

prophecy.” 

“Because prophecy no longer remembers itself,” said Veera. “They 

interpret because we forgot.” 

Silence. 

Then a crack. 

One of the sacred Oath Rings on the chamber wall had fractured—

spontaneously. An ill omen. 

The Anāhata had stirred. 
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The Secret of the Echo Faultline 

Rudrakshi, guided by fragmentary verses from the Codex of Whispers, 

made her way alone into the Echo Faultline—a tectonic seam of unsung 

vibrations beneath the Dvāntam hills. 

Here, the world rehearsed creation. And here, it could be unmade. 

It was here that the Hollow Astra had once been forged—not by gods, 

nor rishis, but by regret. An astra without origin, without form, but 

capable of embodying absence. 

As she stood before the fracture—a glowing spiral of floating syllables—

she remembered the final line of the Hollow Codex: 

"The one who plays silence must never finish the song." 

Behind her, Arhaan appeared—not as a savior, but as a listener. The 

Silent Veena strapped to his back now hummed with its own volition. 

“We’re not meant to hold it,” he said. 

Rudrakshi turned. “Then we become the vessels.” 
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Chapter Thirty-Three 
The Fifth Silence 

The Threshold of the Unplayed 

In the stillness between breath and echo, Naira stood at the rim of the 

Echo Faultline, her bare feet barely brushing the surface of the vibrating 

stone. The world beneath her pulsed with invisible music — a 

symphony that had never been performed, only dreamt. 

Arhaan and Rudrakshi watched in silence, understanding that what she 

was about to attempt had not been done in over two millennia. 

She raised her palms and touched the Veena of Dvāni — its strings of 

starlight shivered at her touch. But she would not play. Not yet. 

Instead, she began to breathe in ragas, absorbing fragments of 

Chāndrakaal, Anāhata, and the long-lost Rāga Praalaya, a raga said to 

exist only during the final dissolution of the cosmos. 

Each breath she took, a memory stirred. 

Each exhale, the air shimmered with ghost-notations. 

“The Fifth Silence,” whispered Rudrakshi, her voice trembling. 

 “It was never a void. It was the silence before understanding.” 

The Faultline widened. Notes not meant for human ears floated upward, 

illuminating glyphs across the ceiling: spirals, raindrops, the eyes of 

ancient sages long dead. 

And then they heard the first cry. 
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The Svaraphants Stir 

Deep within the Echo Vault, the Svaraphants — guardians of unspoken 

sound — trembled in their sleep. These beings, forged from elemental 

resonance and memory, had not moved in ages. 

But now, awakened by Naira’s harmonic invocation, they began to 

weep—not with sorrow, but resonance. Their glass-like throats rang in 

microtones, a song of warning. 

“The Circle is broken.” 

 “The Eighth stirs.” 

 “She is the Key.” 

The Vault walls — built from the fossilized harmonics of forgotten ragas 

— began to flake, revealing one final sealed door, etched with the 

forbidden raga: Tamoyaantra. 

The Descent of the Songless 

Above, in the world of light, storms began to gather over Vaikunthpur. 

The once silent skies vibrated with tension. 

And in the distant ruins of the Sound Temple, the broken mural of the 

Moon-Hermit — who once tried to perform the lost raga of 

Chāndrakaal — began to humm. 

Back at the Faultline, Naira's eyes rolled back as her spirit stepped 

beyond the known scales, into the unnoted spaces. Her voice opened, 

not in melody, but in revelation: 

“The Eighth was never lost.” 

 “It was scattered across voices — across those who listen but never 

sing.” 

 “And I am one such echo.” 

She collapsed. 

The world went still. 
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Chapter Thirty-Four 
Vault of the First Rāga 

The Echoes Beneath Earth 

They descended in silence. 

Arhaan, Rudrakshi, and Veera moved cautiously down the spiral stone 

steps that led into the Vault of the First Rāga, a place long forbidden, 

long erased from scroll and sound. The torchlight flickered against walls 

carved with living notations—lines that shimmered and danced with 

each breath they took. 

Veera tightened his grip on his blade. "This place… it listens." 

Rudrakshi nodded. "And remembers. Every song, every silence, every 

lie spoken in tune." 

At the base of the stairs, a massive bronze door loomed. It was shaped 

like the mouth of a conch, its surface etched with Sruti spirals—sound 

fractals known only to the lost Nādayogis. In the center was a carved 

relief: 

A woman with eight arms, each holding a different musical instrument. 

Below her, an inscription flickered alive as Arhaan approached: 

"Within me lies the Rāga before Creation—unplayed, unclaimed, 

unfathomable." 

Naira's Awakening 

In the healing tent above, Naira stirred from unconsciousness. 

But she was no longer simply Naira. 
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She heard them—the First Voices. She could not remember their faces, 

but their notes were etched into her bones. Her veins hummed with 

overtones, and when she exhaled, the breath danced with fragments of 

long-lost compositions. 

She looked into a mirror and saw not her reflection but a thousand eyes 

made of stardust watching her from within. One phrase echoed in her 

mind: 

“You are the Ink of the Eighth.” 

And in that moment, every scroll within the Nadaya Archive trembled. 

The Door Opens 

Back below, Arhaan raised the Silent Veena, and with a single stroke—

not a note, but a gesture of resonance—the conch-shaped door unfurled 

like petals of metal, revealing the Vault. 

It was not a room. 

It was a resonant field, a liminal chamber suspended in air, surrounded 

by floating shards of ancient instruments—broken flutes, cracked 

mridangams, shattered sitars—each hovering like gravestones in sound. 

At the center hovered a glyph made entirely of vibration—a pulsing 

mantra, echoing without voice. 

Rudrakshi whispered, “It’s… the Nābhikaal Pulse.” 

Arhaan stepped forward, and the moment his foot crossed the 

threshold, the floating instruments realigned — forming a harmonic 

gate. 

And through that gate, they saw it— 

A great scroll, curled and sealed with eight locks, each shaped from a 

different element: flame, wind, water, earth, ether, void, shadow… and 

song. 

This was The Original Score. 
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Rudrakshi’s Revelation 

As Arhaan stood transfixed, Rudrakshi finally spoke. 

“This is what my Order swore to protect… and never awaken.” 

Arhaan turned. “But why?” 

She hesitated. Her voice cracked with truth. 

“Because the First Rāga… is not meant to be played.”“It was the mistake 

of Dvani herself — the music that once tried to give birth to a god beyond 

the gods.” “She locked it away when it began to compose reality itself.” 

Veera scowled. “And if someone finishes it?” 

Rudrakshi looked toward the floating scroll. 

“Then the world will no longer echo the Creator’s design… it will 

compose its own.” 
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Chapter Thirty-Five 
The First Lock 

The Elemental Key of Flame 

The Vault pulsed in silence. 

Suspended in mid-air, the Original Score — the ancient scroll of the 

First Rāga — shimmered beneath its eight elemental seals. Each lock 

hummed with its own frequency, each tuned to a different primordial 

force. The first: Agni — flame, the destroyer and purifier. 

Arhaan’s fingers hovered near the lock, its edges formed from singed 

script, lines that burned with notes too wild to be bound. He could feel 

it humming in his bones — a melody trying to escape its own cage. 

“Once opened,” Rudrakshi said, “the flame will demand a sacrifice.” 

Veera raised an eyebrow. “Whose?” 

Rudrakshi didn’t answer. 

Instead, Arhaan stepped forward, and without a word, summoned the 

Tamoyastra — the shadow-forged weapon that had once bonded to his 

pulse. From it, a tendril of darkness coiled toward the flame-lock, 

stabilizing its heat like a counter-rhythm. 

Then, Arhaan sang. 

Not a song of joy or sorrow, but a note of ignition — learned from the 

Silent Veena, whispered by the vault itself. 

The lock split. 

Flames spiralled, not outward, but inward, setting part of the scroll 

ablaze — yet not consuming it. Instead, the scroll glowed, revealing the 

first verse of the First Rāga: 
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“Through fire was silence tested, 

 And through silence, flame remembered its song.” 

Meanwhile: Naira's Mirror 

Far above, Naira sat within the Nadaya Sanctuary, staring into the 

Mirror of Sur-Tarang — an ancient relic once used by the Nādayogis to 

see their inner rāga. What she saw startled her: 

A reflection with no mouth, but endless echoes — faces of singers from 

across millennia, including those who had never existed. The Mirror 

whispered her a warning: 

“When the first lock breaks, you will burn. And what rises from yoeu 

will not be you.” 

But instead of fear, Naira reached for the veena. The Silent Veena now 

pulsed with flame. 

She understood. She was becoming more than a vessel. 

She was becoming a stave of the Eighth Astra. 

The Rāga Unfolds 

Back in the Vault, the flame-lock’s release triggered a resonance event: 

the first movement of the First Rāga spilled into the chamber. The vault 

trembled. The air warped. 

They heard a scream from the scroll. 

No, not a scream — a birthnote. 

In that moment, Rudrakshi collapsed to her knees. Her body quaked as 

she saw flashes of the past — the Moon-Hermit’s final breath, the lost 

disciple of Dvani, the Svaraphants’ descent into silence — and the face 

of Arhaan’s mother, cloaked in fire, whispering a warning into a song 

that was never written. 

“If he unlocks the Eighth… the world will no longer echo. 

 It will originate.” 
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Chapter Thirty-Six 
The Wind’s Remnant 

Unlocking Vāyu 

The Vault quieted after the flames died. 

Only the scroll pulsed now — visibly more alive, one of the eight locks 

burned away, its seal still whispering ember-tones into the chamber. 

Arhaan exhaled and stepped back. The room trembled as the Second 

Lock surfaced from the scroll, spiralling upward in a cascade of vapour, 

feathers, and dissonant whistles. This was Vāyu — the Element of 

Wind, the Astra of movement, breath, and hidden messages. 

“Wind does not open to force,” Rudrakshi said, almost to herself. 

 “It opens to surrender.” 

A faint note swept past them. Barely audible, yet unmistakable — it was 

the Anilachakra’s legacy, bound to the philosophies of the Hollow 

Astra. 

Veera placed a hand over his ear and smiled faintly. 

“This key doesn't need to be broken,” he said. “It needs to be… listened 

to.” 

And then, he vanished. 

No sound, no wind. Just absence. 

The Song of the Hollow Astra 

In the Whisperspire, high above the Vault, Veera reappeared — now 

alone, transported by the will of the Vāyu Key. The chamber spiraled 
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with echoes of those who once bore the Anilachakra, the storm-spinning 

weapon once thought lost in the collapse of the Wind Temple. 

He found himself standing before a weathered statue of the Last Wind 

Priest, cloaked in tattered song scrolls and holding a flute carved from 

whale-bone and breath itself. 

Inscribed at his feet were words in forgotten Raag-lipi: 

“Play not to be heard. 

 Play to disappear.” 

Veera closed his eyes, mimicking the hand gesture, and allowed his 

breath to humm — a melody without ego, without form. 

Somewhere beneath him, the second lock on the scroll unfolded, 

dissolving into vapor. 

Vault Reactions 

As the seal of Vāyu dissipated, the chamber around Arhaan and 

Rudrakshi shifted again. The scroll now revealed a second verse: 

“When fire remembers, wind responds — and in that breath, silence begins to 

carry names.” 

A gust spiralled through the Vault, lifting their hair, tugging at their 

memories. 

Rudrakshi gasped — visions of a secret pact between the goddess 

Dvani and the Guardian of the Anilachakra rushed into her. She saw 

Arhaan’s birth, shadowed not in flame, but in windstorms that carved 

sacred mantras into the birthing temple. 

And then she heard a voice — not divine, not ancient. 

Her own. 

“He is more than the Eighth. He is the echo of all Astra before it.” 

Naira and the Echo-Split 

Meanwhile, in the Sanctuary of Nāda, Naira’s body shivered violently. 
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The Anāhata Rāga within her had begun to unravel. Fractals of 

harmonics weaved around her ribcage, and her voice split — singing in 

two simultaneous scales: truth and memory. 

The Mirror of Sur-Tarang cracked. 

Her eyes opened, and she whispered: 

“They’ve opened two. The third will not be so kind.” 

A shadow fell across her — the Svaraphants were descending. And one 

of them now bore a fragment of the Eighth Astra, hung from its throat 

like a bell that had never rung. 

The Anilachakra and the Philosophy of the Hollow Astra 

"To wield the wind is to wield absence. What you do not strike becomes your 

greatest force." — From the Whispered Writings of the Last Wind Priest 

Name: Anilachakra 

Type: Astra (Hollow) 

 Element: Vāyu (Wind) 

 Class: Rotational / Dispersive / Nonlinear 

 Known Wielders: Unknown; final confirmed wielder — The Wind 

Priest of Kshipranth 

 Associated Rāga: Rāga Nishvasitā (now lost) 

Origins 

Forged during the First Spiral of Breath, the Anilachakra is believed to 

have been created not through fire or mantra, but through 

abandonment. Its first appearance was not in battle but during a ritual 

of dissolution, when a conclave of Nādayogis attempted to erase an 

entire memory from the Akashic Archives. 

The result: a storm-ring made of whistling void — a spinning wheel of 

echo, intent, and breath. 

The Anilachakra is not thrown. It vanishes. It does not return. It chooses 

whether to be remembered. 
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Philosophy: The Hollow Astra 

The Anilachakra is the first of the Hollow Astras — weapons that 

require surrender, not command. They are believed to be created not 

from divine will, but from mortal silence. 

To wield a Hollow Astra, the bearer must meet three conditions: 

1. Empty the Mind – No intention must guide the activation. 

2. Sever the Name – The wielder must let go of their identity. 

3. Hold Breath at the Moment of Release – Life itself must pause 

to awaken it. 

Failure results in the weapon disappearing — either from the hand, or 

from history. 

Properties & Powers 

● Disappearance Spiral: Upon activation, the Anilachakra 

collapses sound, sight, and memory within its radius. Victims 

do not die — they vanish, unremembered. 

● Echo Phasing: Can mimic past movements of the wielder, 

forming silent copies that confuse time-bound attacks. 

● Breath Leech: Draws breath from surroundings, suffocating 

flame and mantra alike. 

● Whisper Loop: Once fully spun, can create an infinite echo that 

reveals lies spoken within a hundred breaths. 

The Last Wind Priest 

Before the fall of the Wind Temple, a hermit-priest named Ṛtayan was 

granted the Anilachakra during a dying breath of the goddess Dvani. 

Ṛtayan composed a forbidden composition — the full Rāga Nishvasitā, 

believed to unlock the Astra’s deepest form. 

He vanished during its final note. 
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Legends claim his breath was woven into the outer storm, circling 

Vaikunthpur in silence ever since. The Chakra never returned. Only the 

hollow pulse remains in high altitudes, where no birds fly. 

Current Status 

The Anilachakra's memory was recently reawakened through the 

unlocking of the Vāyu Key in the Vault beneath Vaikunthpur. Its 

presence was felt briefly through Veera, but the weapon itself remains 

incomplete — waiting for its true wielder. 

Some scholars believe Arhaan’s bloodline traces back to Ṛtayan 

himself. But if that is true, Arhaan must let go of his identity to claim 

the Hollow Astra. 

And that, the prophecies warn, may cost more than his name. 



169 

Chapter Thirty-Seven 
The Watersong of Jala 

The Third Key 

The Vault had fallen silent, the echoes of the second raga fading into the 

stone as Arhaan, Rudrakshi, and Veera stood before the third lock of the 

Original Score. Unlike the previous locks, which had demanded the 

breaking of force or the yielding of breath, this third lock required 

fluidity — the ability to become one with water, the eternal mirror of 

life and death. 

Jala. 

Water. 

The life-giver and life-taker. Its rhythm was the heartbeat of all creation, 

and its key was not to be forged, but to be lived. 

Arhaan placed his hand on the scroll, feeling the damp cold that 

emanated from the lock. It was not of flame, nor wind — it was the damp 

chill of deep rivers, the cold of moonlit oceans. 

“Water,” Arhaan muttered, remembering his mother’s songs, long-lost 

in his mind. “The essence of memory.” 

The third lock was an undulating, liquid glyph — flowing and shifting 

like whispering tides. It was as if the lock itself was made from liquid 

sound, not meant to be struck or commanded, but merely... listened to. 

Rudrakshi's Challenge 

Rudrakshi, who had once been a member of the Hollow Astra Order, 

stepped forward first. She stretched her hands, sensing the silent 

current of water in the air. It resonated with her — not the violent fury 
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of the ocean, but the quiet flow of a river that shapes mountains over 

millennia. 

Her fingers brushed the Jalaastra, feeling the weight of long-forgotten 

verses in the current of water. It was said that the Astra could bend the 

flow of time itself, shaping moments, memories, and destinies as easily 

as one shapes the surface of a still pond. 

“We must become the river, Arhaan,” she said, her voice barely above a 

whisper. “We must allow the water to shape us.” 

Arhaan's Revelation 

Arhaan closed his eyes. 

He thought of the years he had spent wandering, searching for purpose, 

running from his fate — a fate tied to an astral inheritance he had never 

understood. But now, standing before the Third Lock, something in him 

began to shift. 

His thoughts turned to the rivers of Vaikunthpur, the countless streams 

that wound their way through the cities and temples. He remembered 

his mother’s voice, a lullaby sung to him as a child — a song of water, 

of dreams carried on waves. 

He reached into the depths of his own mind, searching for the song that 

had once been his first raga, the one that had echoed in his heartbeat 

before he ever learned to speak. The song of water. 

His breath slowed. 

And in that moment, the world outside faded. All that was left was the 

pulse of water, the heartbeat of the earth. 

The Waterfall of Memory 

As Arhaan breathed in sync with the flow of water, the scroll’s liquid 

lock began to shimmer, as if the very fabric of time had softened around 

it. The sound of a distant waterfall filled the chamber — a soft, steady 

rhythm, cascading through forgotten corners of his mind. 

He felt it. The lock wasn’t meant to be broken. It was meant to be heard. 
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“Listen,” Arhaan whispered, his hand now touching the fluid glyph. 

The lock rippled and then, slowly, began to dissolve, as water melts 

stone under the weight of centuries. 

The Watersong Revealed 

When the final seal opened, a delicate melody resonated through the 

Vault. It was the first verse of the Third Rāga, long lost and thought to 

be erased: 

“From deep beneath the surface, 

 the song of water begins its rise, 

 to cleanse, to carve, to remember, 

 all that the earth has held in secret.” 

And with it, Arhaan’s body was flooded with a sensation beyond words 

— an unearthly stillness that spoke of forgotten tides, of dreams carried 

across the span of time. 

Rudrakshi, Veera, and even the very air seemed to hold their breath. 

The Birth of the Echo-Walkers 

As the Third Rāga took shape, something new emerged from the liquid 

abyss — the Echo-Walkers, beings formed of water and sound. They 

were not spirits, nor were they fully alive. They were echoes of those 

lost to time, shadow-souls, walking between worlds, caught between 

life and death. 

Veera stepped forward to challenge them, but Arhaan held out his hand. 

“We don’t fight them,” he said, his voice calm. “We listen.” 

For the first time, the Echo-Walkers bowed their heads, dissolving into 

water, leaving nothing but ripples on the surface. 
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Chapter Thirty-Eight 
The Earth’s Womb 

The Fourth Lock 

The Vault, now partially illuminated by the resonance of Jala, settled 

into an eerie quiet. The Anilachakra hummed gently in Arhaan’s grip, 

its resonance still vibrating with the wind’s whispers, while the scroll 

continued to pulse with an ancient, rhythmic beat. 

Now, in the very center of the Vault, the fourth lock began to materialize 

— Prithvi, the Earth Key. 

It was massive. 

A massive geode of living rock, veins of silver running like the blood of 

some ancient titan, its surface covered with markings in Prakrit — the 

forgotten language of the earth’s first songs. The Earth Key’s essence 

was not wind or water, not flame or fire. It was the tangible, the rooted, 

the foundation of the very world they walked upon. 

Arhaan knew that this was no longer about simply unlocking the scroll. 

This was about binding the Astra to the world itself. 

The Weight of Earth 

Veera eyed the massive stone lock warily, his spectral blade, Raakshasya, 

pulsing with urgency at his side. He stepped forward, his boots sinking 

slightly into the stone floor beneath him. 

“The earth… it’s alive,” he muttered, watching as the geode responded 

to his presence, the veins of silver lighting up like a network of veins. 

Arhaan glanced at him. “The Earth is the memory of everything,” he 

said. “It holds everything.” 
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Rudrakshi, who had been silent, her mind racing through forbidden 

scrolls and prophecies, stepped closer. Her fingers lightly traced the 

carvings on the geode’s surface. 

“Prithvi is not a key to be unlocked,” she said, voice low. “It is a key to 

remember. A force of gravity, holding everything together.” 

The Ritual of Binding 

Arhaan stepped forward, his hand moving cautiously toward the lock. 

As soon as his fingers brushed against the stone, the earth beneath them 

began to tremble. A low rumble echoed from deep within the ground, 

shaking the Vault’s very foundation. 

“We must anchor the Astra to this world,” Arhaan said, recalling the 

ancient prophecy of the Saptarishi: "The earth will remember only when it 

is anchored in the soul of its child." 

He closed his eyes, his breath steadying. 

The Veena shimmered in the dim light, its strings vibrating with a faint 

humm — a humm that now pulsed with the rhythm of the earth’s 

heartbeat. 

And then Arhaan played. 

Not on the veena, but through it — through every vibration, every pulse 

of his own being. He was no longer merely a player of music. He 

became the earth’s song. 

The scroll reacted. 

The Song of the Earth 

The Prithvi lock, upon hearing Arhaan’s silent melody, began to crack 

open. Not in sound, but in presence. A glowing fissure ran through the 

geode’s core, as though the earth itself were breathing, awakening to the 

call of the raga. 

From the fissure, a single note rang out — pure and deep. 
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“In the rock, in the root, 

 the song is found. 

 From dust, from stone, from life, 

 the earth remembers.” 

The ground beneath them trembled once more, but this time, not in 

threat. 

Instead, the earth’s resonance enveloped the trio, wrapping around 

them like a blanket, soft yet unyielding. 

A Binding Force 

The walls of the Vault shifted. Great stone pillars rose from the floor, 

binding themselves to the ceiling like ancient trees reaching toward the 

sun. The sound of a growing forest, a deep and ancient thrum, echoed 

in the air. 

The earth itself, animated by the raga, moved as Arhaan continued to 

play, weaving the raga into the very bones of Vaikunthpur. 

Then, a soft voice — not Arhaan’s, but the earth’s voice — whispered: 

“I am no longer stone. I am no longer dust.  Through you, the first seed 

is planted.” 

The Awakening of the First Seed 

From the cracks in the vault, roots began to push forth — not of typical 

plants, but of roots made of sound. They spiraled through the Vault’s 

stone walls, seeping into the foundations of the world outside, binding 

the Astral seeds into the soil of Vaikunthpur. 

Rudrakshi looked on in awe as the Prithvi Key unlocked entirely. The 

geode’s core dissolved into dust, and in its place, the First Seed of Earth 

appeared — a luminous, crystalline seed, pulsing with the same rhythm 

as the Vault’s song. 

“The seed has taken root,” Arhaan whispered, his voice hoarse with the 

weight of what had just occurred. 
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The ground around them began to stabilize, the trembling of the Vault 

ceasing. The earth had been awakened, its memories planted once 

again. 
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Chapter Thirty-Nine 
The Shadows Beneath 

The Final Stirring 

As the Vault of the First Rāga settled, a deep silence hung in the air. The 

world around them seemed to pause, as if the earth itself held its breath. 

Arhaan, Rudrakshi, and Veera stood among the roots of sound that now 

wound their way through the stone pillars, feeling the weight of their 

actions. They had bound the Astra of Earth to this world — but at what 

cost? 

The First Seed of Earth, still glowing with the rhythmic pulse of the 

earth's resonance, hovered between them. The air was thick with its 

presence, and yet, the world beyond the Vault remained strangely quiet. 

“It’s too still,” Rudrakshi murmured, her eyes scanning the room, as if 

searching for something that didn’t belong. 

Arhaan could feel it too — a darkness stirring in the air, far deeper than 

the Vault or the scroll’s power. There was something beneath 

Vaikunthpur, something buried long ago that had begun to wake. 

“The Echo Vault is not the only thing we’ve disturbed,” Arhaan 

whispered, his voice barely audible against the stillness. 

The roots around them quivered, as though responding to his words. 

Veera clenched his fists, his spectral blade at the ready. 

“We’ve done more than open the Astras,” he said. “We’ve drawn 

something from the deepest place beneath the world.” 
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The Depths of Vaikunthpur 

Veera’s words echoed in the Vault as a low, guttural sound rose from 

below — deep, unsettling, and ancient. 

Suddenly, the ground beneath their feet cracked. 

Rudrakshi stepped back, her eyes wide. “Something’s coming.” 

“Not just something,” Arhaan muttered, his hand tightening around the 

Silent Veena. “It’s the Echo Phantoms.” 

The Svaraphants. 

The guardians of sound, of music and silence, had been stirred — and 

now, they were breaking through the very foundations of 

Vaikunthpur. 

The Awakening of the Shadows 

The chamber shook violently as cracks appeared in the stone floor. From 

beneath the Vault, the Svaraphants began to emerge — ethereal beings, 

not entirely flesh nor spirit, their forms shifting like musical notes that 

hadn’t yet been fully composed. 

Each of them was wrapped in the shadows of forgotten sounds, their 

eyes glowing with the silent power of unspoken music. The 

Svaraphants were drawn not to Arhaan or the Astra, but to the roots of 

sound that had begun to spread. 

They seemed to materialize from the very air itself, moving like wind-

swept mist, their forms flickering in and out of existence as they 

approached. 

Rudrakshi looked toward Arhaan. “The Svaraphants are drawn to the 

raga we awakened. But this—this isn’t just about the Astras. It’s about 

the first song. The one that gave birth to everything.” 

Veera took a step forward, his voice calm but urgent. “The vault is a 

gateway to more than just the Astras. If they awaken fully, the Echo 

Vault will collapse, and the soundless will consume us all.” 
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The Echo Phantoms' Call 

The Svaraphants moved closer, and with every step they took, the air 

thickened with soundless vibrations. The Vault trembled again — not 

from the force of the earth, but from the sheer weight of the ancient 

sound that now filled the air. 

The Svaraphants’ eyes locked onto Arhaan. Their collective humm 

reached a crescendo that cut through the very fabric of reality, creating 

echoes of forgotten memories, both true and false. 

“Arhaan,” Rudrakshi said urgently, “we need to stop them before they 

fully manifest!” 

Arhaan nodded, the weight of their task now clearer than ever. The 

Svaraphants weren’t merely guardians of the Astras. They were the 

keepers of forgotten song, the ones who held the silence between each 

note. If they fully materialized, they would unravel the very 

foundations of existence — the same foundations they had just 

anchored with the Earth Astra. 

“We can’t stop them with force,” Arhaan murmured, eyes closing in 

concentration. “We can only stop them with the first note.” 

A Note of Creation 

Arhaan turned to the Silent Veena on his back. The raga of the earth, 

the First Rāga, had come this far. And now, he had to complete it. 

But this time, it wasn’t just the song of earth he would play. This note 

would carry all the Astras — all the broken threads, all the songs that 

had been lost or forgotten, into one final harmony. 

Arhaan stood firm, his body resonating with the pull of the Astras. The 

Silent Veena glowed softly beneath his fingertips. 

And then, he began. 
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The Unplayed Note 

A single note rang out — not from the Veena, but from the deepest part 

of Arhaan's soul. It wasn’t just a sound. It was a creation — the first 

sound before the world began, before the first raga was ever composed. 

The Svaraphants froze. Their forms flickered, wavering as they tried to 

grasp the void between Arhaan’s note and the world. The ground 

trembled, the air shuddered — the very space between moments 

seemed to snap. 

And then, slowly, as Arhaan’s raga continued to resonate, the 

Svaraphants began to disappear. Not in defeat, but in return — back to 

the silence from which they came. 

“It’s working,” Veera said, stepping forward, a look of disbelief in his 

eyes. “You’ve sung the first note.” 
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Chapter Forty  
The Shifting Balance 

The Aftermath of Sound 

The Vault, once vibrating with an intensity that threatened to shatter it 

into dust, now stood silent. The Svaraphants had vanished, their 

spectral forms dissolving back into the shadows from which they had 

emerged. The ancient chamber, now still, seemed to exhale a collective 

sigh of relief. 

But as the last echo of Arhaan’s first note reverberated, something new 

stirred within the Vault, something darker. 

Arhaan lowered his hand from the Silent Veena, his fingers tingling 

from the residual energy that still buzzed in the air. He could feel it—

the shifting. The balance of the world had changed, irrevocably. 

“It’s not over,” Rudrakshi said, her voice tight. She stepped back, eyes 

narrowing as she surveyed the room. “The Svaraphants have retreated 

for now, but something else is awakened. The world isn’t stable.” 

Veera, his gaze still fixed on the spot where the Svaraphants had once 

stood, nodded grimly. “They were merely the harbingers of something 

more. Something older.” 

The Cracks in Time 

As Arhaan turned toward the exit, he noticed it — the ground beneath 

them was shifting. A deep crack, running along the floor like a wound 

in the world, began to spread, splitting the earth with a force that 

seemed to echo the raga that had just been played. 

“What is that?” Arhaan asked, his voice rising in alarm. 
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The air felt heavy, dense with a force that wasn’t entirely natural. 

Shadows moved in the crack, and for a fleeting moment, Arhaan 

thought he saw faces—lost faces—pressing against the surface. 

Rudrakshi’s eyes widened. “Time is fracturing. The astral threads are 

unstable. You’ve undone something, Arhaan. We’ve shifted the fabric of 

reality.” 

Veera moved swiftly to the crack, his spectral blade in hand, as if 

preparing for battle. But Arhaan held him back. 

“No. We need to understand what’s happening, not fight it.” Arhaan’s 

voice was firm, but a hint of doubt lingered in his mind. “This is a 

fracture of sound, not just space. We need to listen.” 

The Call of the Lost Rāga 

The crack in the floor began to pulse, not in time with the earth, but with 

a strange, discordant rhythm. It was a sound, a raga, but it wasn’t one 

that Arhaan recognized. It was unfinished, like a piece of music that 

had been interrupted before its conclusion. 

Rudrakshi stepped forward cautiously, her senses alert. “This is not 

natural. The echoes of sound and time are colliding. We’ve opened 

something… something old, something that was meant to stay sealed.” 

Suddenly, the rift in the floor widened, and out of it emerged a figure 

— not entirely human, not entirely phantom, but a form of forgotten 

melody, a being composed of broken sound and shadow. 

The figure’s presence exuded a kind of void that made the very air feel 

heavier, as though it carried the weight of a lost song that had never 

been completed. 

“This is the Echo of Creation,” said Arhaan, stepping back slowly. “The 

unfinished raga, the one that was erased from the world long ago.” 

Rudrakshi’s eyes locked on the figure. “It shouldn’t be here. It’s a 

shadow of what was lost—something that should never have been 

resurrected.” 
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The Voice of the Echo 

The figure in the crack didn’t speak with words, but with soundless 

resonance, each vibration of its being a strum of the raga that had once 

been played. It was not a voice but a frequency, one that reverberated 

deep within Arhaan’s bones. 

In that moment, Arhaan understood. 

This was no ordinary shadow. It was a manifestation of the raga that 

had been sealed away, the one that had existed before creation itself, a 

song that could rewrite reality. 

“You cannot play me,” the figure whispered, though no sound reached 

their ears. The raga’s voice filled the space between their thoughts. “I 

am the sound of all that was never finished. The song of everything 

undone.” 

The Choice 

Arhaan felt a cold chill run through him. This was the lost raga, the one 

Dvani herself had erased from time — the Rāga Anāhata, the raga of the 

unplayed sound. 

The unfinished note of existence. 

“You are the one who unlocked it,” the figure said, though its voice 

remained a mere vibration. “You have played the first note, and now 

you must choose.” 

The figure moved closer, and with it, the air thickened, each vibration 

pushing harder against Arhaan’s chest. 

“Finish it,” the figure whispered, “and become the song of everything.” 

The ground trembled, the rift widening further, and in the crack, the 

echoing faces pressed against the walls. Arhaan could feel their weight, 

their desperate pull toward him. They were the souls of those who had 

tried and failed to finish the raga. 
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Rudrakshi stepped forward, her voice shaking. “Arhaan, don’t listen. 

We cannot allow this. The world will cease to exist if you finish the 

raga.” 

Arhaan hesitated. He could feel the weight of every unfinished note, 

every forgotten sound, calling out to him. The temptation to finish it, to 

complete the raga, was almost overwhelming. 

But he had a choice. 
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Chapter Forty-One 
The Choice of Sound 

The Weight of Creation 

Arhaan stood at the precipice of choice, the very fabric of reality rippling 

with the unfinished raga. The echo of creation hummed beneath him, 

vibrating in time with the earth’s pulse, as though the world itself had 

come to a halt, waiting for his decision. 

The Echo of Creation, the figure born from the rift in the ground, 

hovered before him, its form ever-changing, flickering between shadow 

and light, melody and silence. It whispered in the vibrations of his 

thoughts, its presence both suffocating and alluring. 

“Complete me,” the raga urged. “Play the final note, and bring the 

world into true harmony.” 

Arhaan felt a strange pull toward the being, the call of the raga 

wrapping itself around his mind like a silken thread, coaxing him to 

play the final note. The power it promised was immense — the power 

to reshape the world, to restore everything lost, to create a new reality 

from the broken remnants of the old. 

But he could hear Rudrakshi’s voice, firm and resolute in the 

background. 

“Arhaan, stop! If you complete this raga, the world will collapse. The 

echoes of all that was undone will return, and we will be lost in the void. 

You must not let the raga control you.” 

He could feel her words like a counterpoint to the raga’s melody, a 

sharp dissonance that cut through the temptation of the music. The 
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world had already been reshaped by their actions, and yet the danger of 

completing the raga was too great to ignore. 

“The raga is not a force of creation,” Rudrakshi continued. “It is the 

sound of undoing. It is the echo of everything that was erased, and 

completing it means we will never know what is real.” 

The Threads of Time 

Veera stepped forward, his voice low, carrying a note of finality. 

“I’ve heard the echoes of the raga before, in the deep places of the 

world,” he said, his gaze locked onto Arhaan. “I’ve seen the 

consequences of what happens when the unfinished notes begin to 

unfold. It is not just the destruction of the world — it’s the unraveling of 

time itself. You must not complete it, Arhaan.” 

The rift in the floor trembled again, its pulse quickening, and the faces 

that had emerged from the crack — ghostly echoes of forgotten lives — 

pressed closer, reaching toward Arhaan, as if begging him to finish the 

song. 

He could feel them, the lost souls, their voices silent yet powerful, trying 

to pull him into the raga’s eternal cycle. 

“I can finish it for you,” the figure of the raga whispered again, its voice 

now a soft, seductive humm. “Let the song become whole. Let the end 

and beginning be one.” 

Arhaan closed his eyes, the temptation washing over him. The promise 

of ultimate power, of rewriting reality itself, was within reach. But deep 

within him, something resisted. A memory—a deep-seated truth—

brought him back to himself. 

The Astras were never meant to be used for control, for destruction, or 

for rebuilding the world from nothing. They were meant to restore 

balance, not to destroy it. He remembered the codices and the teachings 

of the first sages, who had sealed away the unfinished raga for a reason. 
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The Power of Choice 

Arhaan’s fingers brushed the strings of the Silent Veena, and in that 

moment, the first note that had begun to echo within him began to fade. 

The connection between the raga and his soul was weakening, not 

because of the Astra, but because of his choice. He did not need to play 

the raga to control it; he needed to let go. 

He turned to Rudrakshi and Veera, and with a steady breath, he spoke. 

“I will not complete it. I will not let this be the end of us.” 

The figure in the rift recoiled, its form flickering violently. The raga’s 

melody staggered, the final note slipping from its grasp, unable to find 

its place in the world. 

The rift trembled again, as though the world itself had been held 

together by a single note, and now that note was being withdrawn. 

“You reject creation?” the Echo of Creation whispered, its voice thick 

with grief and rage. “You would break the cycle? You would erase what 

was always meant to be?” 

Arhaan stood tall, feeling the weight of his decision settle within him. 

“The raga was never meant to be completed,” he said firmly. “I will not 

allow unseen forces to decide the fate of this world. This world, my 

world, will not be built on broken sound and lost echoes.” 

He drew the Silent Veena from his back, feeling the humm of the Astra 

course through him, not as a force to be wielded, but as a bond that tied 

him to the heart of the world. He strummed the strings softly, sending 

a ripple of calming resonance through the air. 

The Breaking of the Raga 

The rift shuddered once more and then began to close, the echoes of 

creation fading into a distant memory. The Svaraphants, the faces, the 

shadows — all of them vanished, drawn back into the abyss from which 

they had come. 
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The Vault settled, the tremors of the earth ceasing, and the world outside 

grew still once more. But this time, the silence was not oppressive. It was 

a peace that Arhaan had earned. 

“It is done,” Rudrakshi said softly, her voice filled with relief. “The raga 

is sealed once more. You’ve chosen.” 

Veera placed a hand on Arhaan’s shoulder. “You’ve chosen the path of 

balance, Arhaan. You’ve chosen to protect the world.” 
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Chapter Forty-Two 
The Fates We Forge 

The Calm Before the Storm 

The Vault, now silent once more, lay still. The ancient stone, marked 

with the intricate carvings of long-forgotten wisdom, seemed to pulse 

faintly in the stillness. The First Seed of Earth, its glow now a soft, 

steady pulse, remained lodged in the center of the chamber, its power 

dormant but ever-present. The echoes of the Svaraphants and the raga 

of creation had faded into nothingness, swallowed by the choice Arhaan 

had made. 

Rudrakshi, her brow furrowed in thought, paced the perimeter of the 

Vault, her fingers brushing against the walls as if trying to sense the faint 

remnants of the forces they had just unleashed. Veera remained by the 

Vault’s entrance, his hand gripping the hilt of his spectral blade as if 

preparing for something still unseen. 

Arhaan stood at the center of the Vault, his fingers tracing the lines of 

the Silent Veena. He could still feel the resonance of the Astra within 

him, but it was different now. It wasn’t overwhelming. It was grounded. 

He had chosen — but at what cost? 

The weight of their decision was settling in, and though the rift had been 

closed, the air still felt thick with the unanswered questions that loomed 

over them. The raga of creation was sealed, but in its place, a new 

uncertainty had taken root. 

“The raga is gone,” Arhaan said softly, his voice a mixture of relief and 

unease. “But I feel... the weight of something else. Something is still 

waking.” 
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Rudrakshi turned, her face grave. “The raga wasn’t the only thing you 

disturbed, Arhaan. The very balance of sound and time has been 

fractured. What we’ve done here — sealing the raga, yes — but in the 

process, we’ve unlocked something else. Something deep within 

Vaikunthpur.” 

Veera nodded slowly, his eyes distant. “The Astras are not mere tools. 

They are anchors, tied to the forces that govern existence. The more we 

awaken, the more unstable this world becomes. The balance is fragile.” 

An Unexpected Visitor 

As Arhaan processed their words, a sudden shift in the air drew his 

attention. A faint vibration echoed from beyond the Vault, coming from 

deep beneath Vaikunthpur, far from where they stood. It was the 

unmistakable pulse of magic, but not of the Astras. This felt darker. 

More ancient. 

“What is that?” Rudrakshi asked, her voice tight with concern. “This 

power… it’s not like anything we’ve encountered.” 

The earth beneath their feet trembled briefly, and then a new sound 

filled the air — footsteps, slow but deliberate, as if something was 

walking toward them from the very depths of the world. 

Veera’s hand went instinctively to his blade. “We’re not alone.” 

From the shadows of the Vault’s entrance, a figure emerged, cloaked in 

deep, swirling mist. At first, it seemed like a mere illusion, but as the 

figure stepped into the dim light, it became clear that this was no 

phantom. The figure was real, and the power that emanated from it was 

palpable. 

The figure was tall, their face obscured by a hood, but the faint gleam of 

golden eyes shone from beneath the cloak. A staff, carved from dark 

obsidian, was held in one hand. A long silver cord trailed behind them, 

shimmering faintly with the same strange magic that had permeated the 

rift earlier. 



190 

“You’ve awakened the Astras, yet your choice has only begun the real 

trial,” the figure’s voice echoed through the chamber, resonating in a 

way that seemed to vibrate not just in their ears but in their bones. 

Arhaan stepped forward, his gaze focused and steady. “Who are you?” 

The figure chuckled softly, the sound like a distant melody — a 

haunting raga, unlike anything Arhaan had ever heard. “I am neither 

your enemy nor your ally,” the figure said, pulling back its hood to 

reveal a face both beautiful and terrifying, with features that seemed to 

shimmer and shift, as if formed from the very essence of sound itself. 

“I am Kavindra, the Weaver of Echoes. And I have come to offer you a 

choice.” 

The Choice of the Echo Weaver 

Rudrakshi took a step forward, her eyes narrowing. “A Weaver of 

Echoes? What is that supposed to mean?” 

Kavindra’s golden eyes locked onto hers, and for a moment, the air 

seemed to humm with ancient power. “The world you have awakened 

is fragile. You cannot simply choose the path of harmony, for there are 

forces beyond your understanding that balance the raga, the sound.” 

“You’re not making sense,” Veera said, his voice sharp. “What are you 

saying?” 

Kavindra’s lips curled into a knowing smile, as though the answer was 

already clear. “I am the keeper of what remains. The sound that is 

forgotten, the echo that must never fade. The Astras have long been 

asleep, but now that they are awake, the threads of the universe have 

begun to tangle.” 

The figure turned toward Arhaan. “You sealed the raga of creation, yes. 

But in doing so, you have unsealed the void. There are others who have 

been waiting for this moment.” 
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The Unseen War 

The ground beneath their feet trembled again, and this time, the tremor 

was stronger. The walls of the Vault seemed to shift, as though the world 

itself was being pulled apart. 

“Others?” Arhaan asked, his voice steady despite the growing unease. 

“Who are you talking about?” 

Kavindra extended his hand, and from the air itself, strange whispers 

filled the room, an ancient language Arhaan couldn’t comprehend. The 

whispers became louder, shifting into a single, chilling voice. 

“We are the Abyssal Resonance,” the voice said, echoing through the 

Vault. “We are the lost echoes that you have disturbed.” 

The air seemed to vibrate violently as the shadows in the corners of the 

Vault began to writhe. Figures emerged from the darkness — beings 

made of sound and silence, their forms flickering like broken notes. 

“You have awakened the Astras,” the Abyssal voice continued, “but you 

do not understand the price. The Echo Vault is but the beginning. There 

are forces that seek to bring the world back to the nothingness from 

which it came.” 

Kavindra stepped closer to Arhaan, his golden eyes glowing brighter. 

“And now, Arhaan, you must decide: Will you seal the Astras once 

more, or will you embrace the chaos and allow the Echo Resonance to 

reclaim what has been lost?” 
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Chapter Forty-Three 
The Abyssal Resonance 

The Quiet Before the Storm 

The Abyssal Resonance had revealed itself—an ancient force, one that 

had lain dormant beneath the very fabric of existence. As Kavindra, the 

Weaver of Echoes, stood before them, the ground beneath their feet 

trembled, and the silent whispers of the dark figures flickering at the 

edges of the Vault grew louder. The world, once still after the sealing of 

the raga, was now on the brink of chaos. 

Arhaan stood firm, the Silent Veena still in his grasp. Despite the 

overwhelming power of the Abyssal Resonance, he refused to falter. He 

had already made a choice, but this new force was unlike anything he 

had faced before. The weight of his decision pressed heavily on him, for 

the path ahead was no longer clear. 

“You have disturbed the Echo Vault,” Kavindra said, his voice low, 

reverberating with the rhythm of a distant, forgotten song. “You have 

awakened the Astras and torn apart the very thread of time and sound. 

The universe cannot be healed. Not anymore.” 

Rudrakshi, standing beside Arhaan, clenched her fists. “We’ve sealed 

the raga. It is finished. The Astras are meant to restore balance, not 

destroy it. What do you want from us?” 

Kavindra’s golden eyes glinted. “Balance? There is no balance in what 

you’ve done. The Abyssal Resonance does not seek balance. We are the 

emptiness between sound. We are the silence that waits for the world 

to return to its natural state.” 

“And what would that be?” Veera asked, stepping forward, his voice 

sharp with suspicion. 



193 

“The end of creation,” Kavindra responded with a slow smile, his form 

flickering with the energy of the rift. “The world is but a fragile note in 

an endless song of destruction. The Astras were never meant to be 

awakened, and your choice to break the cycle will unravel the threads 

of reality.” 

The Unseen War 

The Vault trembled once more, this time with a violent shake, and the 

figures that had emerged from the darkness of the Abyss began to 

materialize fully, each one a being of broken melody and shadow. They 

were the Echo Phantoms, now revealed in their full, terrifying forms. 

Arhaan could see them more clearly now — figures bound not to the 

Astras, but to the very essence of soundlessness, the empty spaces 

between each raga. Their presence filled the Vault with an 

overwhelming sense of loss. They were the echoes of what had never 

been completed—sound caught in limbo, waiting to devour what little 

remained of creation. 

“We are the children of silence,” one of the phantoms hissed, its form 

flickering like a gust of wind. “We are the end of music, the ending note 

of existence.” 

Arhaan felt his chest tighten. He could hear the raga calling to him again, 

the unfinished melody that hung in the air. It was like a hunger, an 

emptiness that could only be filled by its completion. 

Rudrakshi stepped closer to Arhaan, her voice a fierce whisper. 

“Arhaan, we’ve faced darkness before, but this—this is something else. 

If you finish that raga, we won’t just be rewriting the world. We will end 

it.” 

Veera’s blade hummed in the air, its edge glowing faintly with the 

energy of the Astras. “These phantoms... they want the same thing the 

raga’s original wielder wanted: to return the world to nothingness. We 

cannot allow them to win.” 
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The Final Decision 

Kavindra’s eyes bored into Arhaan, his smile growing wider. “The 

music you play will not save you,” he said softly. “There are forces 

greater than your will, greater than the Astras themselves. You cannot 

defeat the Echo Resonance with your petty attempts at harmony. The 

world must return to its rightful emptiness.” 

Arhaan closed his eyes, feeling the weight of the world pressing against 

his shoulders. The choice before him was clear: finish the raga, and 

embrace the power to reshape the world—at the cost of destroying 

everything, or fight against the force that sought to undo creation itself. 

But he knew one thing for certain: completing the raga would not be the 

answer. The Astras were meant to restore balance, not break it further. 

To finish the raga would be to give in to the same darkness that had 

already tried to swallow the world. 

The world had to be saved. But not at the cost of everything. 

He stood up straighter, meeting Kavindra’s gaze with a calm resolve. 

“I will not let you return the world to nothing,” Arhaan said firmly. “I 

will not finish the raga. And I will fight you for the world that remains.” 

Kavindra’s golden eyes flickered, a hint of surprise flashing across his 

face. Then, with a deep, rumbling laugh, he raised his staff high. 

“So be it,” he said, his voice dark with menace. “You have chosen your 

path. Now you will face the consequences.” 

The Battle of Echoes 

In that moment, the Abyssal Resonance seemed to implode within the 

Vault, sending out shockwaves of pure, destructive sound. The Echo 

Phantoms surged forward, their forms shifting with every note, every 

wave of sound that cracked through the air. 

The ground beneath them split open once again, and the air hummed 

with the threat of total destruction. Yet, Arhaan stood firm, silent and 

still, as he called upon the Astra within him. 
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“Veera! Rudrakshi!” Arhaan shouted, his voice carrying the weight of 

the moment. “We must hold them back. We cannot let them consume 

us!” 

Rudrakshi nodded, her hands glowing with an ethereal light as she 

prepared to summon her own power. “We fight together, then!” 

Veera raised his spectral blade, the energy of the Tamoyastra glowing 

fiercely at his side. “For the world we protect,” he said grimly. 

Arhaan closed his eyes for a moment, letting the sound of the world 

flood his senses. The Silent Veena began to humm again, but this time, 

it wasn’t to play the raga. This time, it was to counter the void—the 

silence—that the Abyssal Resonance threatened to impose. 

“We will not let the song of creation be undone,” Arhaan whispered, his 

fingers finding the familiar strings of the Veena. 

He began to play, his music not to finish the raga, but to resist the 

Abyssal Echo—to turn the darkness back, to reassert the balance. 
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Chapter Forty-Four 
The Song of Defiance 

The Battle of Echoes 

The Vault trembled once more, shaking under the weight of the Abyssal 

Resonance as the Echo Phantoms moved in, their spectral forms 

swirling like tendrils of forgotten sound. The air was thick with the dark 

energy they exuded, a force that seemed to both pull and push at the 

very fabric of reality. The silence between each note grew oppressive, 

heavier than the world itself. 

Arhaan’s fingers moved over the Silent Veena, pulling the strings not 

to play, but to counter the waves of silence and destruction. The raga 

was not to be completed, not today. Instead, he played with the force of 

resistance, weaving a melody of balance, the sound reverberating 

through the stone walls of the Vault. 

“Hold them off!” Arhaan shouted, the power of his song rippling out. 

Rudrakshi raised her arms, her eyes glowing with fierce determination. 

The Vayavyastra surged to life around her, a swirling gust of wind that 

cut through the air like a blade. The Echo Phantoms recoiled, but they 

were relentless. 

“We’re not done yet!” Rudrakshi shouted, spinning through the air, her 

wind-bound Astra creating shields and gusts of energy to keep the 

phantoms at bay. 

Veera moved forward, his spectral blade glowing brighter with each 

step, the power of the Tamoyastra feeding into him. “We’ve fought 

worse,” he said, his voice tinged with grim resolve. He slashed at the 

Echo Phantoms, his blade cutting through the spectral figures, only for 

them to reform, shifting like the wind itself. 
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But each slash of the blade, each movement of Rudrakshi’s wind, and 

every string Arhaan played began to form something more. Together, 

they were dissonance against the void, creating a soundscape of 

defiance that began to push back the Abyssal Resonance. 

But it wasn’t enough. 

The Svaraphants, the guardians of the Vault, the keepers of sound and 

silence, had once stood as the boundary between the physical and the 

astral. Their absence was felt in this battle — the Vault’s connection to 

the world of sound was beginning to break. The air itself was fracturing. 

“This isn’t enough!” Arhaan yelled, sweat beading on his brow. The 

Astra’s power within him was strong, but the Abyssal Resonance was 

filling the gaps, growing in strength as more Echo Phantoms emerged 

from the darkness. 

Suddenly, Kavindra stepped forward, raising his staff high. The ground 

beneath them cracked open once more, and an overwhelming surge of 

energy poured from the Abyss. The phantoms, now fully formed, began 

to coalesce around him. 

“You think your defiance matters?” Kavindra’s voice rang out like a bell, 

resonating with an otherworldly, terrifying clarity. “The Abyssal 

Resonance will devour your world, and you will be nothing but echoes 

in time.” 

A pulse of sound shot through the Vault, so powerful it reverberated in 

Arhaan’s chest like a strike of lightning. His hands trembled on the 

Veena, but he played on, refusing to let the force of the void break him. 

The Silent Reckoning 

The battle raged, but the tide was shifting. Arhaan could feel it. The 

world was fraying. The Astras’ presence, once a source of balance, was 

now under attack by the very forces they had once protected. Every time 

Arhaan strummed a string, every note of defiance that escaped him, it 

pushed back the Abyssal Resonance, but it also tore at the fabric of 

reality itself. The cracks in time were growing wider. 
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Then, in the midst of the chaos, something within Arhaan stirred — 

something deep and ancient. 

The Silent Veena hummed, vibrating with energy not just from Arhaan, 

but from the Astral Plane itself. His hands moved, seemingly of their 

own accord, across the strings. He had always been able to play the 

Veena, but this felt different. He wasn’t just playing the instrument — 

he was playing the very soul of creation. 

The First Note rang out, deep and powerful, shaking the very core of 

the Vault. The resonance of the Astra rose, but this time, it was not just 

to contain the Abyss. It was to counterbalance the forces that had come 

to destroy. 

Arhaan closed his eyes, his mind focusing on the raga that had been 

meant to undo the world. But he would not finish it. He would rebuild 

it. He would create something new from the ashes of what had been 

broken. 

The first string sounded again — then the second, and third. With each 

note, the Abyssal Resonance shuddered. 

Rudrakshi and Veera looked on, eyes widening in recognition. They 

could feel the power building, but this was no ordinary song. This was 

the power of creation, the sound of reconstruction. 

“Arhaan,” Rudrakshi breathed. “You’re using the Astras in ways we’ve 

never seen.” 

The Final Strum 

Kavindra, seeing the shift, grew furious. The Echo Phantoms screamed, 

their forms shifting violently. The walls of the Vault cracked again, and 

the entire chamber began to collapse under the force of the unreleased 

sound that Arhaan was creating. 

“You think you can defy me?!” Kavindra screamed, raising his staff high 

once more. “You think the Astras can save you? This is the end.” 

But Arhaan didn’t falter. He had made his choice. 
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The final string of the Silent Veena was struck, and with it, a wave of 

harmonic sound unlike any other. The very air around them vibrated 

with the power of reconstruction, resonance bending reality itself. 

The Abyssal Resonance howled as the force of the music collided with 

its own destructive power. The Echo Phantoms shrieked in agony as 

they were torn apart by the wave of sound that Arhaan had unleashed. 

The ground split as though the earth itself was being reborn, and the 

very space between time began to heal. 

Kavindra’s staff cracked, splintering under the sheer force of the sound. 

His form flickered and shifted, torn between the forces of silence and 

the resonant force of creation. 

“This is the end,” Arhaan said, his voice steady as he held the final note, 

the world shaking around them. “Not your end. But the end of what 

you’ve sought to destroy.” 

Kavindra’s face twisted in rage. “You… you can’t win…” 

But the resonance of Arhaan’s song drowned him out, a final defiant 

note ringing through the Vault, through the very core of Vaikunthpur 

itself. And in that moment, the Abyssal Resonance was broken. 

The Calm After the Storm 

As the last echoes faded, the Vault fell silent. The air was still, and the 

tremors ceased. Slowly, the cracks in the walls began to close, the fabric 

of reality stitching itself back together. 

Arhaan lowered the Silent Veena, his body trembling with the exertion. 

The Astras within him began to settle, their power dimming to a gentle 

humm. 

Rudrakshi stepped forward, her expression a mixture of awe and relief. 

“You did it,” she said, her voice soft. 

Veera, still holding his blade, nodded gravely. “We did it. But at what 

cost?” 
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Arhaan looked at his friends, his resolve hardening. The battle may have 

been won, but this was only the beginning. There were still many 

dangers, still many threats to the balance of the world. 

“The Astras are waking,” Arhaan said quietly. “But we haven’t seen the 

last of the forces that seek to destroy everything. We have to be ready 

for whatever comes next.” 



201 

Chapter Forty-Five 
Whispers Beyond the Vault 

The Shifting Silence 

The Echo Vault lay still. 

Where once there had been cacophony and chaos, now only the 

breathless quiet remained — not the silence of death, but something 

deeper. A silence that listened back. 

Arhaan stood at the heart of the Vault, the Silent Veena resting against 

his side. Its strings shimmered faintly, the lingering hum of the astral 

song still embedded in its frame. Around him, the chamber had begun 

to reknit itself. Broken mosaics rearranged, jagged stone mended, and 

the once-fractured runic lines of the old temple flickered back to life. 

But not everything was as it had been. 

“The Vault has changed,” Rudrakshi murmured, stepping over a fresh 

spiral of glowing sigils etched into the floor. “It feels like it’s… listening 

to us.” 

“It always has,” Veera said, his eyes narrowed. “Only now it’s awake.” 

Arhaan didn’t speak. His gaze was fixed on a single floating shard 

suspended in the center of the room — a piece of Kavindra’s shattered 

staff. The shard pulsed with a faint blue frequency, not dead, not alive, 

but lingering. Almost… waiting. 

“The Abyssal Resonance wasn’t destroyed,” Arhaan finally said. “It was 

fractured. Sealed again. But fragments of it remain. We’ve delayed its 

return… not defeated it.” 
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The Return to Ghurnavan 

The journey out of the Vault was marked by strange shifts in the natural 

world. Trees they hadn’t seen on the way in now stood in full bloom. 

The rivers moved with a soft chime as if touched by song. And the 

winds that greeted them whispered through the leaves like voices in a 

forgotten tongue. 

In Ghurnavan, the sentient forest, the trees seemed to bend toward 

Arhaan, the Anilachakra etched into his shoulder glowing faintly. He 

heard it again — not voices exactly, but harmonics. A resonance not 

from this realm. 

Rudrakshi stopped suddenly, staring into the trees. “Something’s 

following us.” 

A shape flickered behind the bark — not hostile, not yet. Curious. 

Watching. 

Then it was gone. 

The Meeting of Names 

At the edge of the forest, in a circle of ancient standing stones long 

overtaken by moss and root, a figure awaited them. 

Draped in robes the color of thunderclouds, a long braid coiled around 

his left arm, and his eyes veiled with silken cloth, he stood motionless. 

But around him, the air sang — not audibly, but in presence. Like the 

world recognized him. 

“He’s a Nādayogi,” Rudrakshi whispered. 

Arhaan stepped forward. “Who are you?” 

The man didn’t answer with words at first. He merely turned toward 

Arhaan and inclined his head. 

Then he spoke. Slowly. Precisely. 

“I am Raagvān, the last voice of the First Cycle. You have played the 

Veena of Silence. You carry the Anilachakra. You are the first in five 
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hundred years to touch the edge of Chāndrakaal. You are untrained… 

but chosen.” 

Arhaan's jaw tightened. “I never asked to be chosen.” 

“Few ever do,” Raagvān said. “But the Eighth Astra has begun to stir. 

The world must decide soon — sound, or silence. And only the bearer 

of the Hollow Astra can walk both paths.” 

The Return of the Circle 

Later that night, around a small fire near the base of a crumbled temple 

gate, Raagvān explained what little he could. 

“There are Nine Astras in myth. But one was always an illusion. The 

Eighth Astra, the Hollow Astra, is real… and dangerous. It reflects what 

the wielder believes. Sound. Silence. Creation. Destruction. Thought. 

Emotion. It has no music of its own.” 

Veera frowned. “And you think Arhaan is its wielder?” 

Raagvān turned his covered eyes toward Arhaan. “He does not play 

music. He plays meaning.” 

A long silence followed. 

“But that’s not all,” Raagvān continued. “You’ve torn the Vault open, 

Arhaan. In doing so, you’ve awakened others. The remnants of the 

Svaraphants have begun to stir. Guardians long scattered now know 

their slumber is over. The Circle of Astras is forming again. And not all 

who rise will rise for harmony.” 

The Note That Shouldn’t Be Played 

That night, under the light of twin moons, Arhaan dreamed again. 

He stood before the Moon-Hermit, an incomplete raga drifting between 

them. A voice whispered: 

“Play the note, and you will never return. But you will know. You will 

remember.” 
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Arhaan raised his hand to the Veena, his fingers drawn to a single, 

unfamiliar string — the one that wasn’t there before. 

Just before he played, the Hermit spoke: 

“The first to play the Eighth Rāga vanished into light. The second 

became the void. The third… became the echo. What will you become?” 

Then Arhaan awoke — heart racing, hand outstretched toward an 

invisible instrument. 
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Chapter Forty-Six 
The Fractured Note 

A Fragment of Memory 

The morning sun filtered through the canopy of Ghurnavan, the soft 

light catching on the dew-covered leaves. Arhaan stood at the edge of 

the forest, feeling the cool breeze brush against his skin. He had awoken 

from the strange dream, the echo of it lingering in his mind. The Moon-

Hermit had left him with a cryptic warning, one that weighed heavily 

on his heart. 

"What will I become?" Arhaan whispered to himself, his fingers 

unconsciously brushing the strings of the Silent Veena at his side. 

The dream had felt too real, too tangible. There was something about 

the Eighth Rāga, something about the unfinished melody that had 

drawn him in. But the questions it left behind were unanswered. 

"Arhaan," Rudrakshi's voice broke through his thoughts, her voice calm 

but tinged with concern. "You’ve been quiet this morning. What’s 

troubling you?" 

Arhaan turned to face her, meeting her eyes. She had grown even more 

perceptive in their time together, and he had no intention of hiding his 

fears. 

“The Moon-Hermit,” Arhaan began, his voice low. “He warned me that 

by playing the note that doesn’t exist, I could lose myself. But he didn’t 

say what would happen if I didn’t play it. What if not playing the note… 

means that I’ll never truly understand the Astras? What if I fail?” 

Rudrakshi’s expression softened. She stepped closer, placing a hand on 

his shoulder. “You won’t fail. The world has already chosen you. You 
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have the power to change the path, Arhaan. But don’t forget — the Astras 

aren’t just instruments of power. They’re tools to understand the world, 

to shape it. But the true strength is knowing when not to use them.” 

Veera, standing a few paces away, watched the exchange silently. His 

eyes were fixed on the distant horizon, but his thoughts seemed miles 

away. “She’s right,” he said after a moment. “The Astras might give us 

strength, but they don’t define us. What defines us is how we use that 

strength.” 

A New Threat Emerges 

As the morning passed, a strange feeling began to settle over the group. 

The air in Ghurnavan felt thick, heavy with the presence of something 

unseen. The trees, usually calm and serene, were beginning to humm 

with an unnatural vibration, almost as though the forest itself was trying 

to warn them of something. 

“Something’s coming,” Rudrakshi said, her eyes scanning the trees 

warily. 

Veera’s grip tightened around the hilt of his sword. “We should leave 

the forest.” 

Before anyone could respond, the ground beneath their feet began to 

shake. The earth split, and from the cracks, dark shapes began to 

emerge, rising like shadows from the very heart of the world. 

“Not again,” Arhaan muttered, his hand instinctively reaching for the 

Silent Veena. 

Rudrakshi stepped forward, calling upon the power of the Vayavyastra. 

The wind howled around her, cutting through the thickening fog. "We 

don’t have time to wait. We have to move." 

The dark figures that emerged from the earth were unlike the Echo 

Phantoms they had faced before. These beings were composed of black 

smoke and jagged edges of shattered sound, their bodies formless yet 

powerful. They moved with agility, swirling and slashing at the air like 

wild gusts of wind. 
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“Dhrakmāras,” Veera hissed, recognizing the creatures. “They're part 

of the Abyssal Resonance, but more… primal.” 

Arhaan’s mind raced. The Abyssal Resonance wasn’t done with them. 

The very presence of these dark entities — these Dhrakmāras — was a 

signal that the forces they had barely held back were returning, and 

stronger than ever. 

The Dance of Sound and Silence 

Without hesitation, Arhaan raised the Silent Veena once more. This 

time, he wasn’t playing just to defend. This time, he was playing to 

challenge. 

As his fingers brushed the strings, a single note echoed through the 

forest, deep and resonant. It was a note that vibrated not just in the air, 

but in the very fabric of reality. The Dhrakmāras recoiled, their formless 

shapes distorting, rippling as the sound hit them. 

“We have to hold them off until the rift closes!” Rudrakshi shouted, her 

wind spiraling toward the creatures, each gust cutting like a blade. 

The Vayavyastra howled, but the Dhrakmāras pressed forward, 

unyielding, their jagged forms shifting and warping in response to the 

raga’s resonance. Their attacks were swift, jagged, and sharp — each 

strike a rending of the sound itself. 

Veera fought with precision, his sword cutting through the air in swift 

arcs of spectral light, but the Dhrakmāras moved like shadows, 

vanishing and reappearing in the blink of an eye. The battle was unlike 

any they had fought before — not just against tangible enemies, but 

against the very nature of sound and silence. 

The Hollow Astra 

Suddenly, Arhaan felt the silent pull of the Eighth Astra — the one he 

had always feared to touch. It thrummed deep within him, a song that 

was never meant to be played. The melody that didn’t exist, yet still, it 

resonated with his very being. 
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His fingers hovered over the strings of the Silent Veena. For a moment, 

he hesitated. 

“Arhaan, don’t!” Rudrakshi called out, sensing the shift in the 

atmosphere. “That power... it will consume you!” 

But it was too late. 

The Hollow Astra awakened within him. As his fingers struck the 

strings, the air itself seemed to fracture. A note unlike any before rang 

out — a single, perfect sound that was neither full nor empty. It hung 

in the air, a suspended moment of both beginning and end. 

The Dhrakmāras froze, their formless bodies shifting erratically. The 

sound vibrated across their existence, warping their forms, pulling at 

the fabric of their being. 

“What have you done?” Veera shouted, his eyes wide with shock. “This 

is dangerous!” 

But Arhaan was beyond the point of turning back. He had touched the 

Hollow Astra, and it had touched him in return. 

The note he played resonated with the very core of the Abyssal 

Resonance, pulling the Dhrakmāras into a swirl of nothingness, 

forcing them to disintegrate. The rift that had once opened began to 

close, but at a cost. The power of the Hollow Astra was uncontrollable, 

and the land trembled beneath its weight. 

The Aftermath 

The air grew still as the final echoes of the note faded, leaving an eerie 

silence in its wake. The Dhrakmāras had been consumed, reduced to 

mere whispers of sound. The rift that had threatened to tear the forest 

apart began to heal, the cracks in reality slowly closing. 

But Arhaan knew something had shifted within him. The Eighth Astra 

had left its mark. He could feel it in his bones — the unseen note that 

would forever change the melody of his soul. 
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“What have I done?” Arhaan whispered, his hands trembling as the 

Silent Veena hung loosely at his side. 

Rudrakshi approached him cautiously, her eyes filled with a mixture of 

relief and concern. “You saved us. But at what cost?” 

Arhaan didn’t answer. He couldn’t. 

The Hollow Astra had shown him a path — a dangerous path. He had 

played the note that didn’t exist, and in doing so, he had become 

something new. But that newness came with unanswered questions, 

with power he didn’t fully understand. 

“We need answers,” Veera said, his voice grave. “And we need them 

soon.” 

Rudrakshi nodded. “The world is changing, Arhaan. And we need to 

find out how to live in it.” 

The Hollow Astra 

Name: Hollow Astra (Rāga Anāhata) 

Nature: Sound and Silence, Creation and Destruction 

The Hollow Astra is a unique and mysterious Astra, the eighth in the 

series of celestial instruments known as the Astras. Unlike the other 

Astras, which embody singular elements of the world—be it fire, wind, 

water, or earth—the Hollow Astra represents the duality of existence 

and non-existence. It is both the creation and the annihilation of sound, 

existing as the space between notes, the silence between breaths. 

The Hollow Astra does not contain its own melody or harmony; instead, 

it reflects the wielder's will and intention. It is a riddle of sound, pulling 

from both creation and void. It is a powerful paradox: while it is capable 

of shaping worlds with the resonance of its sound, it can also erase them 

with the absence of it. 
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Properties: 

1. Sound Manifestation: The Hollow Astra can manifest sound 

waves that shape the environment around the wielder, creating 

or destroying physical matter with frequency and resonance. 

2. Void: When activated, the Hollow Astra can also silence all 

sound within a vast radius, muting the surrounding 

environment completely, creating an effect known as the Void 

of Echoes. This silence disrupts the natural order of sound and 

time, affecting both living beings and astral realms. 

3. Resonance of Nothingness: The Hollow Astra has the ability to 

absorb the sound of all things around it, including memories, 

actions, and even events. This can erase entire existences from 

history, effectively making them forgotten. 

4. Creation of Fractures: The sound waves emitted by the Hollow 

Astra do not follow the usual rules of vibration. Instead, they 

cause fractures in reality itself, creating gaps between the 

present world and the astral, allowing access to forbidden 

realms and unknown dimensions. 

Key of Awakening: 

The Hollow Astra is activated only when the wielder embraces both 

creation and destruction simultaneously. It requires a perfect harmony 

between the two, achieved through understanding the nature of balance 

and the willingness to let go of certainty. It can only be awakened in 

those with a pure connection to sound and silence, and is most often 

activated in a moment of extreme emotional conflict, such as grief, loss, 

or hope. 

Consequences of Use: 

1. Identity Shift: The wielder of the Hollow Astra is often changed 

by its power. The Astra does not simply amplify the wielder's 

ability to manipulate sound, but also alters their connection to 

time, space, and memory. Those who use the Hollow Astra too 
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often risk becoming lost in the void of their own creation — 

becoming the echo of their former selves. 

2. Fractured Reality: Each use of the Hollow Astra creates a rift 

between the wielder and the world they once knew. As the Astra 

is played, it erases the boundaries between realms, often 

resulting in the disappearance of people, places, and even 

events from existence. These entities and events are not 

destroyed, but rather forgotten, existing in a space outside time. 

3. Separation from Sound: Prolonged use of the Hollow Astra can 

cause the wielder to lose their ability to hear. The sound they 

manipulate becomes too alien, too powerful, and eventually, the 

wielder is consumed by the silence they create. This eternal 

silence leads to an inability to differentiate between creation and 

destruction, leaving them trapped in their own absence. 

The Last Known Wielder: 

The last known wielder of the Hollow Astra was a figure lost to both 

history and memory: Samaras — the Moon-Hermit. Samaras was an 

ancient Nādayogi who sought the perfect union between sound and 

silence, hoping to create a raga capable of restoring the lost world of the 

Astras. However, he disappeared after playing the Hollow Astra for the 

first time. It is said that he vanished into the raga itself, his spirit lost 

between notes, leaving behind only the echo of his music and the 

unanswered question of his fate. 

The Eighth Note: 

The key to mastering the Hollow Astra lies in the understanding of the 

Eighth Note, a theoretical note that has never been played but is 

whispered in ancient songs and codices. This note is said to be a bridge 

between sound and void, the singular key that can either restore 

balance to the world or unmake it entirely. It is theorized that anyone 

who plays this note will either transform the world or destroy it 

entirely. 
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The Future of the Hollow Astra: 

The Hollow Astra’s influence continues to echo throughout history, and 

its powers are only beginning to be understood. Its bearer, Arhaan, 

now stands at the precipice of a great choice. The Eighth Note calls to 

him, offering both the promise of ultimate power and the danger of 

ultimate loss. 

The Vanishing of Samaras 

Samaras, the Moon-Hermit, had been a prodigy of sound. His raga, once 

heard, would echo through time, but none could follow its melody. The 

raga of Samaras was a blend of silence and sound, a delicate balance 

that brought the universe to its knees. 

One fateful night, as the eclipsing moon hovered in the sky, Samaras 

played the Hollow Astra in its entirety. The world around him began to 

dissolve, turning into fractured fragments of sound. The trees began to 

bend and warp as though caught in an eternal feedback loop, and the 

very air seemed to vibrate with a frequency that could not be heard. 

In the final moments of his performance, Samaras struck the Eighth 

Note — a soundless chord. His body vanished into the void, but the 

echoes of his music remained, reverberating across the planes. 

It is said that Samaras did not die, but became one with the song. His 

existence is now scattered across the world, remembered only through 

the echoes of his sound, never fully understood. His fate serves as both 

a warning and a guide: those who wield the Hollow Astra walk a fine 

line between creation and destruction. 

Conclusion 

The Hollow Astra is a force unlike any other. It is the balance between 

life and death, between creation and nothingness, existing beyond the 

confines of traditional power. Its wielder must walk a path of extreme 

self-awareness, knowing that the consequences of its use are 

irreversible. 
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Arhaan now carries this burden. The Echo Vault, the Astras, and his 

own destiny are intricately tied to the Hollow Astra’s legacy. Whether 

he will become its master or fall to its power remains to be seen. 
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Chapter Forty-Seven 
The Loom of Fate 

The Journey Ahead 

The first rays of dawn touched the sky as Arhaan, Rudrakshi, and Veera 

stood at the edge of Ghurnavan, the towering trees and the whispering 

wind providing a haunting yet beautiful backdrop. The defeat of the 

Dhrakmāras was not the end of their journey, but only another piece in 

the intricate web of fate that seemed to have drawn them all together. 

Arhaan’s fingers were restless, brushing against the strings of the Silent 

Veena once more, though it had fallen silent in his hands. It was as 

though the instrument itself felt the weight of the decision that had been 

made — the resonance of the Hollow Astra still hummed faintly 

beneath his skin. His connection to it was undeniable, and the shadows 

of its power loomed larger with each passing day. 

Rudrakshi turned to him, her gaze unwavering. "Arhaan, we need to 

keep moving. The world is changing faster than we can keep up with it. 

We can’t afford to wait here." 

Veera, who had been quiet for the most part, spoke up. "Rudrakshi is 

right. We don’t know who or what will come after us, but we can’t waste 

time. The Astras are waking up, and every moment spent here risks 

them falling into the wrong hands." 

Arhaan nodded, though a heavy sense of uncertainty clouded his mind. 

"I know. I just... I need time to understand the Hollow Astra. There’s 

still so much I don’t know about it." 

The path ahead was unclear, but one thing was certain: the Astras were 

stirring, and with each rift they tore in the fabric of reality, more dark 

forces would emerge. 



215 

The question was no longer just about fighting for survival. It was about 

understanding the Astras — their true power, their history, and their 

dangerous potential. 

A Disturbing Revelation 

As they journeyed further from the depths of Ghurnavan, the landscape 

around them began to change. The lush greenery slowly gave way to 

rocky plains, and the distant silhouette of a ruined fortress rose from 

the horizon. It was a place Arhaan had never seen, but it held an 

unsettling familiarity. 

“The Ragabhairav Fortress,” Veera said, his voice edged with caution. 

“It’s one of the oldest strongholds of the Guardians of Sound, but it’s 

been abandoned for centuries.” 

“Abandoned?” Rudrakshi questioned. “Why?” 

Veera’s expression hardened. “Because it was lost. Those who were 

charged with guarding the Astras disappeared after the fall of the Wind 

Temple.” 

Rudrakshi paused, glancing at Arhaan. “The Wind Temple. The one 

that guarded the Vayavyastra?” 

Veera nodded grimly. “Yes. And the one that fell, taking with it some 

of the greatest secrets of the Astral Order. If there is anything left there, 

we might find the answers we need. Or it could be a trap.” 

Arhaan’s gaze lingered on the fortress. There was something about it 

that called to him, as if it were pulling him toward its decayed walls, as 

if it held a key to unlocking the mystery of the Astras. But more 

importantly, it was a place where the echoes of the Astral Guardians 

still resonated. 

The Journey to Ragabhairav 

The journey was slow, but the closer they came to the fortress, the more 

Arhaan felt a strange presence — as though the fortress itself was alive, 
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watching them. The winds, which had been relatively calm, began to stir 

as they crossed the worn path leading up to the gates of the fortress. 

The structure loomed ahead, its ancient stone walls covered in vines, 

the heavy metal doors half open, rusted and cracked with age. As they 

approached, a low humm vibrated in the air, like the sound of a 

forgotten melody, faint but unmistakable. 

“It’s like the whole place is… waiting,” Arhaan said softly, his voice 

barely audible against the increasing wind. 

They stepped cautiously inside. 

The Guardians of Sound 

The interior of the Ragabhairav Fortress was a labyrinth of towering 

walls, hidden chambers, and long-forgotten passages. Faded murals 

depicting celestial beings and the Astral Order adorned the walls, their 

colors barely visible under the layers of dust and decay. 

At the heart of the fortress stood a massive chamber, its walls lined with 

long-forgotten musical instruments, each more intricate and ancient 

than the last. In the center was a stone altar, the surface etched with 

symbols of old, many of which Arhaan couldn’t recognize. The air was 

thick with the resonance of something ancient, something that had once 

been alive but now lay dormant, waiting for someone to awaken it. 

A distant sound echoed through the chamber — a low, melancholic 

note that seemed to come from nowhere. 

Rudrakshi and Veera exchanged wary glances, but Arhaan stepped 

forward, drawn to the altar. His fingers brushed against the stone, and 

instantly, a deep vibration filled the room. The Silent Veena at his side 

hummed, reacting to the surge of power that flowed through the 

fortress. 

“What is this place?” Arhaan whispered, his heart pounding in his chest. 

Veera answered him. “It was a sanctuary for the Guardians of Sound. 

The order that protected the Astras from those who sought to misuse 

them. But they were destroyed during the Fall of the Wind Temple.” 
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Arhaan’s eyes narrowed. "Destroyed... but their legacy remains. The 

sound here is alive, yet frozen." 

The Vayavyastra had once been held here, along with several other 

powerful Astras, but now there were whispers in the air — echoes of an 

old song. The raga of the guardians was incomplete, shattered by the 

forces of chaos that had long since been forgotten. But something in 

Arhaan stirred, something deep within him. 

"The Astras aren't just weapons,” Arhaan said, the realization dawning. 

"They're songs. The world itself is a symphony, one that has been 

broken... and we are the ones who will choose whether it will be played 

again." 

Before any of them could respond, the ground trembled. The runes on 

the altar began to glow with an intense light, and the fortress seemed to 

come alive once more. A voice echoed from within the stone, not 

spoken, but sung, vibrating in the very air around them. 

“The guardians return, the silence will break.” 

The Silent Veena hummed louder in Arhaan's hands, its strings 

vibrating with an energy that had never been present before. 
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Chapter Forty-Eight 
The Awakening of Sound 

The Song of the Guardians 

The air in the Ragabhairav Fortress thrummed with energy, and Arhaan 

could feel it vibrating deep within his chest. The Silent Veena hummed 

in response, its strings vibrating with a resonance that seemed to echo 

from deep within the fortress itself. The voice — a haunting, melodic 

whisper — repeated its cryptic words, reverberating through the stone 

walls. 

"The guardians return, the silence will break." 

Rudrakshi stepped forward, her wind-swept hair catching the currents 

of the strange energy swirling around them. “The Guardians of 

Sound—they were the keepers of the Astras and the protectors of the 

sacred melodies. But why are they speaking now? What do they want 

from us?” 

Arhaan’s eyes scanned the chamber, his fingers still lightly resting on 

the altar. The glowing runes, ancient symbols of long-lost power, 

flickered like dying embers. Suddenly, a deep, guttural rumble shook 

the ground, and the altar seemed to split open, revealing a set of 

intricately carved musical instruments — drums, flutes, and strings — 

each crafted from rare materials and emanating a unique energy. 

Veera’s gaze hardened. “These instruments… they’re ancient, older 

than anything I’ve ever seen. This place is more than just a tomb for the 

Guardians of Sound. It’s a temple, a repository of power.” 

Arhaan reached down, his fingers brushing the surface of a guitar-like 

instrument made of translucent crystal. At his touch, a sharp, crystalline 

note rang out, resonating through the vault-like walls of the fortress. The 
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note didn’t just echo — it seemed to bend the space around them, 

warping the air, as if the very fabric of reality were stretching. 

“This is what they were guarding,” Arhaan murmured. “Not just 

Astras, but the power of sound itself. The key to creating worlds, and 

to destroying them.” 

Rudrakshi’s eyes widened as the vibrations intensified. “You’re playing 

the song of the guardians. That’s why the Fortress is coming to life 

again. It’s awakening.” 

The ground beneath them trembled once more. From the depths of the 

fortress, deep, resonant notes began to emerge, joining the sound of the 

crystal instrument in Arhaan’s hands. The instruments on the altar 

seemed to respond to the vibrations, their strings vibrating, their drums 

pulsing with rhythm, as if they were alive. 

A Forgotten Melody 

Suddenly, the whispering voice from earlier grew louder, and the walls 

of the fortress seemed to pulse with an ethereal glow. It was as though 

the very sound that permeated the place had become a physical force, 

manifesting in the world around them. 

Arhaan’s head began to spin, the notes from the instruments mixing 

together into a chaotic raga. He had heard the stories of the Guardians 

of Sound, but this was unlike anything he had imagined. These were 

not just instruments; they were sacred relics, each holding part of the 

song that had once been played by the Astral Order to keep the world 

in balance. 

He could hear it now — the full raga, incomplete but haunting, the song 

of creation and destruction. 

“This raga… it’s more than just a melody,” Arhaan said, his voice 

shaking as he struggled to comprehend the vastness of what was 

unfolding. “This song is the foundation of the world. The Astras 

themselves are born from it.” 
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Veera’s expression was grim. “And if the raga is finished? What 

happens then?” 

Rudrakshi’s eyes narrowed as she stepped closer to Arhaan. “The song 

is both life and death. It’s the very balance of the universe. If it’s 

completed, it could remake everything, or tear it all apart.” 

Arhaan’s fingers hovered above the crystal instrument, and he could 

feel the raga’s pull — a strange, magnetic force pulling him toward the 

unfinished note. The power of the Astras, the weight of their creation, 

seemed to push against him, urging him to take the next step. 

“I can’t,” he whispered, his hands trembling. “I can’t finish the song. 

Not yet. I don’t know enough.” 

As he spoke, a sudden flash of light erupted from the altar, and a figure 

appeared before them. The figure was tall, cloaked in shadow, but with 

a presence that filled the room. The voice that spoke was familiar — an 

echo from the past, a reminder of the fallen guardians. 

“You would walk this path without knowing its cost?” The figure’s 

voice was low, but its resonance carried through the chamber, 

reverberating off the walls. “You are Arhaan, bearer of the Hollow 

Astra, wielder of the Silent Veena. The raga you now hold is not just a 

melody. It is a key, a catalyst, one that can shape the very fabric of this 

world.” 

The figure stepped forward, and Arhaan could now see the face — an 

ethereal mask, cracked and worn, but still radiating power. It was a 

guardian, one of the last of the Astral Order, bound to the fortress and 

its sacred duty. 

“I am Vishvanath, keeper of the song,” the figure said, its voice 

softening. “I was once tasked with guarding the raga, ensuring it would 

never be played in its entirety. But now, the decision lies with you.” 

The Choice 

Arhaan stood frozen. The presence of the Guardian Vishvanath was 

overwhelming, and the weight of his words pressed down on him. The 
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raga was calling to him, urging him to complete it, to finish the song 

that had been lost to time. 

“What happens if I finish it?” Arhaan asked, his voice steady despite the 

storm of emotions raging within him. 

Vishvanath’s eyes flickered, the ethereal light glowing brighter for a 

brief moment. “Finishing the raga will bring about change. The world 

will either be restored to its former balance, or it will be unmade — and 

those who wield the Astras will be the architects of that fate.” 

Arhaan felt the burden of the choice weighing on him. The Hollow Astra 

within him throbbed, urging him to embrace the power that came with 

completing the raga. But in that moment, he realized that the true 

strength lay not in the destruction or creation of worlds — but in the 

balance of both. 

“I need to understand,” Arhaan said finally, turning away from the 

altar. “I need to understand the Astras — all of them. Not just their 

power, but their meaning.” 

Vishvanath’s figure nodded slowly. “Then you must leave this place 

and seek the truth. The raga will wait. But beware — the forces of 

darkness will not be patient. There are those who seek the song, and 

they will stop at nothing to control it.” 

With that, the figure vanished, leaving only the vibrating humm of the 

instruments behind. The fortress fell into a heavy silence, the glowing 

runes fading into darkness once more. 

The Path Forward 

Arhaan, Rudrakshi, and Veera stood in the quiet aftermath of the 

encounter. The weight of the decision, of the unfinished raga, hung in 

the air between them. 

Rudrakshi’s voice broke the silence. “You made the right choice, 

Arhaan. You don’t have to carry the world on your shoulders right now. 

We need answers.” 
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Veera nodded in agreement. “There’s a larger enemy at work here. We 

can’t let them have the raga.” 

Arhaan turned, his face resolute. “Then we will find the answers we 

need — and we’ll protect the world from those who would abuse this 

power.” 

As they left the fortress behind, the winds whispered again — this time, 

not as a warning, but as a call to action. 
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Chapter Forty-Nine 
The Path of the Astras 

A New Dawn 

The winds had shifted as Arhaan, Rudrakshi, and Veera made their way 

out of the ruins of Ragabhairav Fortress, the air now cool and still. They 

had made a difficult choice — the raga would remain incomplete, for 

now. The path ahead was unclear, but they all knew it was the right 

decision. Arhaan felt the weight of the Hollow Astra inside him, a 

constant reminder of the power he had unlocked but had yet to fully 

understand. 

They had left the fortress, but the journey was far from over. The Astras 

were waking, and Arhaan could feel their presence all around him. Each 

one, though tied to an element or force, was connected by a common 

thread — the forgotten ragas that had once bound them together, 

creating a balance that had long since been lost. 

“Where do we go from here?” Rudrakshi asked, her voice thoughtful. 

“We can’t just run from the raga forever. We need to learn everything 

we can about it — about the Astras, and their history.” 

Arhaan turned to face her, his eyes clouded with thought. "I know. But 

the Circle of Astras — the very idea of it — is something I don’t fully 

understand. It's connected to the Astral Order, but it’s fragmented, just 

like the world itself." 

Veera, who had been silent for some time, spoke up. "The Circle of 

Astras... it's not just a collection of powers. It’s a key to something much 

larger — the balance of the world itself. If the Astras are reunited, we 

may be able to restore that balance. But if they fall into the wrong hands, 

they could destroy everything." 
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Rudrakshi nodded. "Then our next move is clear. We need to find the 

rest of the Astras before the forces of darkness can get to them." 

The First Clue 

The trio made their way through the desolate plains that surrounded 

Ragabhairav Fortress, the landscape scarred by time and battle. Arhaan 

felt the pull of the Astras, as if they were guiding him toward something, 

but he had no idea where. 

As they crossed a ruined bridge that spanned a deep chasm, something 

caught Arhaan’s eye. A stone tablet, half-buried in the earth, its surface 

covered in ancient runic symbols. 

"Wait," Arhaan said, stepping forward. He knelt down to examine the 

tablet, his fingers tracing the symbols. "This isn't just a random relic. This 

is part of the Astral Codex." 

Rudrakshi and Veera joined him, both of them bending down to inspect 

the tablet. Rudrakshi's eyes narrowed as she recognized the symbols. 

"These are ancient runes. They're part of the lost Codex of Sound — the 

original scriptures that contained the secrets of the Astras." 

Arhaan’s heart quickened. "If this is part of the Codex, it could be a clue. 

A key to finding the rest of the Astras." 

Veera leaned in, his sharp eyes scanning the runes. "It seems to be 

pointing to a place — a hidden temple, perhaps. We should go there." 

Without another word, they set off in the direction indicated by the 

symbols, hoping the clues would lead them closer to the next piece of 

the puzzle. 

A Path of Ruin 

The journey took them through thick forests and desolate ruins, but the 

map in Arhaan’s mind — drawn by the clues from the Codex tablet — 

guided them onward. Every step brought them closer to something 

ancient, something lost to time. 
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As they neared the location indicated by the runes, the air grew heavier, 

and the earth trembled beneath their feet. The ground split, revealing a 

massive chasm, within which lay a temple, half-ruined but still 

standing, its stone walls adorned with elaborate carvings. 

"This is it," Arhaan said, his voice a mix of awe and dread. "The Temple 

of Echoes." 

Rudrakshi looked at the temple warily. "It’s ancient, far older than 

anything we’ve encountered so far. The Astras are tied to this place, I 

can feel it." 

Veera drew his sword, his posture tense. "Something’s wrong. This 

place is haunted by the past. We must be careful." 

Arhaan nodded, stepping forward cautiously. The temple loomed 

before them, its once-glorious facade now broken and worn by 

centuries of neglect. Yet, despite its decay, there was an undeniable 

presence within it — a presence that spoke of power and mystery. 

The Temple of Echoes 

The entrance to the temple was a large archway, adorned with symbols 

that matched the ones on the Codex tablet. As they passed through the 

arch, a soft whisper echoed through the chamber. It was a low, haunting 

raga, one that seemed to resonate with the very bones of the temple. 

Inside, the temple was vast. Carvings of forgotten deities and celestial 

beings lined the walls, their eyes watching the group as they moved 

deeper into the heart of the structure. At the center of the temple stood 

a large stone pedestal, upon which rested a single black crystal — 

glowing faintly, its surface inscribed with complex symbols. 

Rudrakshi’s eyes widened as she approached the pedestal. "This... this 

is the Vayavyastra. The Wind Astra." 

Arhaan stepped forward, his hand reaching out to touch the crystal. As 

soon as his fingers made contact, a wave of sound surged through the 

temple, vibrating the walls and filling the air with the sharp, mournful 

note of the Wind Astra. 
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"The power of the Astras," Arhaan whispered in awe. "It’s real." 

But as the note continued to reverberate, the air grew colder, and the 

shadows in the temple seemed to stretch. The crystal's glow intensified, 

and from the darkness, a figure began to emerge — a spectral presence, 

its form blurry and indistinct. 

Rudrakshi stepped back, her eyes narrowing. "Who — or what — is 

that?" 

The figure became clearer, its form taking shape as a guardian of the 

wind, draped in tattered robes. Its eyes were empty, hollow, as if the 

figure had been lost to time. 

"You seek the Vayavyastra," the guardian intoned in a voice that echoed 

with both grief and wisdom. "But beware, for the power you seek is not 

easily controlled. The Wind Astra will test your very soul." 

Arhaan stepped forward, his resolve hardening. "We seek knowledge. 

We seek to restore balance." 

The guardian’s eyes flickered, and for a moment, its form seemed to 

soften. "Balance is fleeting. The world is a symphony of chaos. But if 

you wish to wield the Astra, you must face the Trial of Echoes. Only 

those who can hear the truth within the wind will claim its power." 

The Trial of Echoes 

The ground beneath them shook as the Temple of Echoes came alive 

with sound. A deep, rumbling raga filled the air, and the walls began to 

shift, revealing hidden passages and ancient traps. The Trial of Echoes 

had begun. 

Arhaan, Rudrakshi, and Veera stood at the heart of the temple, each 

feeling the pressure of the test bearing down on them. The wind howled 

through the temple, filling the air with dissonant notes, each one pulling 

them in different directions. 

"Stay focused," Arhaan said, his voice steady. "The raga is trying to 

confuse us. We need to find the harmony within this chaos." 
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As the wind whistled around them, the trio stepped forward, guided by 

the ethereal music that resonated within their hearts. The Trial of 

Echoes would test their resolve, but it would also teach them something 

far greater — the truth about the Astras, the raga, and their place in the 

world. 

The Astras – Celestial Instruments of Power 

Introduction to the Astras 

The Astras are ancient, primordial instruments that bind the forces of 

the universe. They are more than mere weapons — they are musical 

forces, embodiments of sound and energy that can shape, manipulate, 

and control the fundamental elements of existence. Each Astra is 

connected to an elemental force, a cosmic melody that defines the 

balance of the world. 

There are seven known Astras, each representing an element or 

principle: Fire, Water, Wind, Earth, Light, Darkness, and Time. The 

eighth Astra, believed to be tied to Sound and the Astra of Creation, 

has been erased from most records, its existence shrouded in mystery 

and myth. 

Together, these Astras form the Circle of Astras, a powerful set of 

instruments that can remake or destroy the universe depending on the 

wielder’s intent. The Guardians of Sound were the first to protect these 

instruments, and their teachings became the Codices that guide their 

use. 

The Seven Astras and Their Origins 

1. Agni Astra (Astra of Fire): 

○ Element: Fire 

○ Power: The Agni Astra commands the power of flame and 

heat, enabling its wielder to control destructive fire, forge 

weapons of immense power, and even summon volcanic 

eruptions. The Agni Astra is said to be the source of all 
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creation — from the forge of the gods to the spark of life 

itself. 

○ Wielder's Duty: Those who wield the Agni Astra must 

embrace both its destructive and creative sides, for fire 

consumes but also gives birth. 

1. Jala Astra (Astra of Water): 

○ Element: Water 

○ Power: The Jala Astra controls the waters of the world, from 

the ocean depths to the skies. It allows the wielder to create 

storms, summon tides, and purify or poison water. The 

Astra is linked to the fluidity and adaptability of water itself. 

○ Wielder's Duty: The wielder must understand the delicate 

balance of water — its ability to cleanse and destroy. Its 

power requires both calm and fury. 

1. Vayu Astra (Astra of Wind): 

○ Element: Wind 

○ Power: The Vayu Astra manipulates the air and currents, 

granting control over the winds, storms, and the breath of 

life. Its wielder can summon tornados, ride the winds, or 

cause a complete stillness of the air, as if time itself had 

paused. 

○ Wielder's Duty: Wind represents freedom and movement 

but also the power of change. The wielder must be as 

adaptable as the winds themselves. 

1. Prithvi Astra (Astra of Earth): 

○ Element: Earth 

○ Power: The Prithvi Astra commands the land, enabling its 

wielder to shape the earth itself. From raising mountains to 

parting the seas, the Earth Astra allows its wielder to 

manipulate matter and structure. It is tied to the concept of 

stability, strength, and roots. 

○ Wielder's Duty: The Prithvi Astra’s wielder must maintain 

a firm connection to the earth, using its power only to 

protect and rebuild, not to enslave or destroy. 
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1. Tejas Astra (Astra of Light): 

○ Element: Light 

○ Power: The Tejas Astra embodies the power of illumination 

and radiance, controlling light in all its forms. From healing 

to blinding flashes of pure energy, this Astra represents 

hope, clarity, and enlightenment, but it also wields the 

power to incinerate with unyielding brilliance. 

○ Wielder's Duty: The wielder must understand clarity and 

truth, as light reveals all, including the darkest secrets. Its 

use demands wisdom and restraint. 

1. Tama Astra (Astra of Darkness): 

○ Element: Darkness 

○ Power: The Tama Astra governs the void, the absence of 

light, and the unseen realms. It allows the wielder to 

manipulate shadows, control the hidden forces of the 

cosmos, and bend the very essence of obscurity and fear. 

○ Wielder's Duty: Darkness is both a protective shield and a 

destructive force. Its wielder must know how to navigate the 

shadows — embracing both mystery and the unknown. 

1. Kala Astra (Astra of Time): 

○ Element: Time 

○ Power: The Kala Astra commands the flow of time, enabling 

its wielder to speed up, slow down, or even reverse the flow 

of events. It grants the power of prophecy, the ability to see 

past and future, and the manipulation of destiny itself. 

○ Wielder's Duty: Time is both a gift and a curse. The wielder 

must learn to respect its flow, for tampering with time can 

lead to unimaginable consequences. 

The Eighth Astra: The Forgotten Sound 

The Eighth Astra, long thought to be lost to time, is the Astra of Sound, 

Anāhata — the hollow note, the vibration that binds the other Astras. 

The Hollow Astra’s power is said to manipulate not just the elements, 

but the very fabric of existence itself. It is the sound of the universe 

before creation, the empty space between notes that shapes reality. 
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According to the ancient scriptures of the Guardians of Sound, the 

Hollow Astra is not a weapon in the traditional sense. It is a force that 

shapes both creation and destruction through frequency and vibration. 

The Hollow Astra is said to undo reality itself if used incorrectly, erasing 

everything from existence, from the past to the future. 

The Codex of Sound contains references to the Lost Song — an 

incomplete raga that was thought to be the key to unlocking the Eighth 

Astra. Only those with the deepest understanding of sound and silence, 

who can navigate the void between notes, can wield this power without 

being consumed by it. 

The Hollow Astra was sealed away after it caused a cataclysmic event 

known as the Fall of the Sound Temple, during which the entire temple 

was erased from existence, its knowledge and power scattered across 

the world. 

The Circle of Astras 

The Circle of Astras represents the complete cycle of creation and 

destruction. When wielded together, the Astras can restore balance to 

the world or unravel it entirely. They are keys to the forces that govern 

reality, and each wielder must tread carefully, for their power is both a 

gift and a curse. 

There are ancient texts that hint at the true origin of the Astras: they 

were created by the first sound, the primordial note that echoed 

through the void before the dawn of creation. This first sound is said 

to be the root of all the Astras — the song of the gods, composed to 

maintain the delicate balance of life and death, creation and destruction. 

The Guardians of Sound and Their Role 

The Guardians of Sound were the original protectors of the Astras and 

the knowledge contained within the Codices of Sound. They were not 

mere warriors; they were keepers of harmony, each chosen to represent 

one of the Astras, tasked with ensuring that no one Astra would 

dominate the others. 
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The fall of the Guardians came when the Wind Temple fell, and with 

it, the Vayavyastra was lost. The Guardians scattered, their legacy 

erased by the very forces they sought to contain. Yet, remnants of their 

teachings — hidden raga, prophecies, and Astra keys — still linger in 

the world, waiting for those worthy enough to find them. 
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Chapter Fifty  
The Trial of Echoes 

The Wind's Challenge 

The air inside the Temple of Echoes felt thick with anticipation, and 

Arhaan’s breath quickened as the trial began. The ancient raga 

reverberated through the chamber, its discordant notes blending into a 

deep, harmonic humm that seemed to shake the very foundation of the 

temple. 

The Vayavyastra, the Wind Astra, sat dormant before them, its 

crystalline form glowing with an ethereal light. Arhaan could feel its 

pull, the power of the wind itself beckoning him. Yet the Trial of Echoes 

was no simple test. It was a trial of balance — a test of one's connection 

to both the inner self and the elemental forces that shaped the world. 

Rudrakshi’s eyes were narrowed, her senses alert. “We must stay 

focused. This trial is designed to test us all — our strength, our resolve, 

and our very understanding of the Astras.” 

Veera’s hand gripped the hilt of his sword, his expression tense. “The 

wind is a fickle thing. It whispers, but it can also tear everything apart 

if provoked.” 

Arhaan stepped forward, his fingers brushing the crystal surface of the 

Vayavyastra. As his hand made contact, a shockwave of energy erupted 

from the Astra, sending waves of sound and wind crashing against the 

walls. The Trial of Echoes had truly begun. 

“Listen to the raga,” the guardian’s voice echoed, resonating throughout 

the temple. “Only those who can hear the truth within the wind will 

succeed.” 
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The First Echo: The Trial of Silence 

Arhaan closed his eyes, letting the sound of the raga fill his mind. The 

melodies, though distorted and chaotic, began to form a coherent 

pattern in his mind’s eye. He could feel the wind’s presence around him 

— its cold touch, its soft whispers. Yet, beneath the wind’s song, there 

was something else. 

Silence. 

“Silence?” Arhaan thought, confused. “How can silence be part of the 

raga?” 

A sudden gust of wind blew through the temple, forcing Arhaan to 

steady himself. He reached deep within, searching for the hidden 

meaning in the wind’s song. The stillness in the raga was not the 

absence of sound, but a moment of pause — a space between the notes, 

a rest between the symphonies. 

The wind howled again, louder this time, but Arhaan held his ground. 

The trial was testing him, pushing him to listen not just to the sound, 

but to the silence that existed within it. He needed to find the balance 

between the chaos of the wind and the stillness of the raga. 

As Arhaan focused, the wind seemed to soften, and in the silence, a 

single note rang out in his mind — pure, resonant, and complete. 

The Second Echo: The Trial of Fear 

Rudrakshi stepped forward as the wind intensified. The sounds of the 

raga became more chaotic, their frequencies growing louder and more 

dissonant, as if the very air itself was being torn apart. 

"The wind is breaking," Rudrakshi muttered, bracing herself against the 

fierce gusts. 

But something shifted in the air — the wind seemed to focus on her. The 

Trial of Fear had begun. 

The raga transformed into something darker — a shadowy presence 

began to manifest in the winds, taking the form of the very fears that 



234 

Rudrakshi had buried deep within herself. Faces of lost loved ones, fears 

of failure, and the weight of responsibility all swirled around her, 

pulling her deeper into a vortex of doubt. 

"You are not enough," the winds whispered. "You will fail just like the 

others. You cannot stop what is coming." 

Rudrakshi staggered back, but then something inside her clicked — she 

remembered the lessons of her order, the teachings of the Codex of 

Sound. Fear was a part of the raga, but it was only a note, not the entire 

symphony. 

She took a deep breath, letting the fear wash over her without allowing 

it to control her. Acceptance. The raga was a balance between light and 

dark, hope and fear. Only by embracing the fear could she overcome 

it. 

As she opened her eyes, the shadowy fears dissipated into the wind, 

leaving behind a moment of peace. 

The Third Echo: The Trial of Harmony 

Veera was next, standing at the heart of the Trial of Echoes. The raga 

was now a swirling maelstrom of energy, each note louder than the last. 

The wind rushed past him, testing his resolve, pushing him to the brink. 

Yet Veera stood firm. His body, though strong, was not just about 

physical might — it was about balance. The wind might push against 

him, but he would not falter. The Trial of Harmony required him to 

blend with the wind, not fight against it. 

"The Astra is not to be controlled," he murmured. "It must be guided." 

Veera raised his arms, letting the winds swirl around him, not resisting, 

but becoming part of the storm. His eyes closed as he let the raga’s 

chaotic melody flow through him. The wind twisted, turning into a 

dance, its erratic rhythm following his pulse. 

The winds became calmer, and the raga’s chaotic notes began to flow 

more smoothly, like a river finding its course. The Astra was no longer 
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just a force to be controlled. It had become one with him, and in that 

harmony, the storm calmed. 

The Final Echo: The Trial of Self 

As the final trial began, Arhaan felt the weight of the raga pressing down 

on him. The wind howled louder than ever, its dissonant notes ringing 

in his ears. The ground shook, and the walls of the temple seemed to 

close in on him. 

The final trial was not just a test of his power, or of his understanding of 

the Astra, but a test of his soul. He could feel the Hollow Astra stirring 

inside him, resonating with the raga. The sound echoed through his very 

being, pushing him to confront his own inner turmoil. 

The question was clear: Who was he, really? 

Was he just a wielder of power, or was he the custodian of balance — 

the one who would decide how to wield the power of the Astras? The 

wind, the raga, the Hollow Astra, all of it called out to him, urging him 

to make a choice. 

Arhaan’s mind raced, but then, deep within, he found a note — a note 

of truth. He was not just the bearer of an Astra; he was a part of the raga 

itself. His music, his breath, his soul were all intertwined with the 

sound of the universe. 

He took a deep breath, letting the wind fill him, the raga’s song flowing 

through his veins. With the Silent Veena in his hands, he played the 

note that had been missing from the raga — a perfect, pure sound. 

The wind stilled, the raga completed, and the storm within him 

dissipated. 

The Wind’s Gift 

With the trials completed, the guardian of the wind appeared once 

more, its form less spectral and more solid, its gaze now soft, filled with 

recognition. 
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“You have passed the Trial of Echoes,” the guardian intoned. “The 

Vayavyastra is yours to wield, but remember — the winds carry both 

life and destruction. Choose wisely, for the power you hold is tied to the 

balance of the world.” 

Arhaan nodded, his heart filled with a new understanding of the Astra. 

The wind had tested him, but it had also revealed his purpose. He was 

not just the bearer of Astras, he was the keeper of balance, the one who 

could guide the powers of creation and destruction. 
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Chapter Fifty-One 
The Winds of Fate 

Departure from the Temple 

The heavy air inside the Temple of Echoes had lifted with the 

completion of the trial. Arhaan, Rudrakshi, and Veera stood together, 

their feet still rooted on the ancient stone floor, but their minds far from 

the temple's confines. The Vayavyastra — the Wind Astra — was now 

in Arhaan’s possession, a force that felt as much a part of him as his own 

heartbeat. 

With the Astra in his grasp, Arhaan felt a shift within him. The winds 

of change whispered at the edges of his consciousness, and for a fleeting 

moment, he could hear the ancient melodies that had once reverberated 

across the world. These were the songs that had bound the Astras 

together, songs of creation and destruction, songs that had shaped 

history and would continue to shape it again. 

But even in the midst of victory, Arhaan couldn’t help but feel the 

weight of what had just transpired. The Trial of Echoes had been more 

than just a test of skill. It had been a test of his soul, his connection to the 

Astras, and his understanding of the balance he was meant to uphold. 

The trials were not over. This was only the beginning. 

Rudrakshi turned to Arhaan, her face etched with the same mix of 

wonder and caution that had been present since the moment they 

entered the temple. 

"You’ve done it," she said softly. "But the Vayavyastra is only the 

beginning. We still need to find the others. The Circle of Astras — the 

balance that was lost long ago — can only be restored if we gather them 

all." 
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Veera, ever the pragmatist, glanced around the temple once more. "The 

world may be quiet for now, but the winds are shifting. There are forces 

at work, and they know what we’ve just uncovered. We can’t afford to 

waste time." 

Arhaan nodded, his hand tightening around the crystal of the 

Vayavyastra. The Wind Astra was alive with potential, but it also 

carried the weight of responsibility. It was not just about wielding 

power. It was about ensuring that the balance remained intact. 

"Then we move forward," Arhaan said, determination in his voice. 

"We’ll find the others, one by one. And we’ll protect the balance, no 

matter what." 

The three of them turned towards the temple’s exit, but as they stepped 

out into the blinding light of the outside world, they couldn’t shake the 

feeling that something was watching them. A presence that lurked just 

beyond the edge of their awareness, hidden in the winds themselves. 

The Journey Beyond 

The Temple of Echoes was now a distant silhouette on the horizon, but 

the journey ahead was unclear. They had one Astra — the Vayavyastra, 

the Astra of Wind — but many more remained unaccounted for. The 

Circle of Astras was scattered, and with it, the balance of the world was 

teetering on the edge of ruin. 

The road stretched out before them, but the world was not the same as 

it had been before their journey began. With each step, they felt the 

weight of the coming storm, a storm that was both literal and 

metaphorical. There were forces beyond their understanding that 

sought to destroy the balance — ancient enemies, long forgotten and 

hidden in the shadows. 

The winds whispered of them. 

The Echo Phantoms, the Svaraphants, the fallen Astras, all were 

stirring. But the deeper Arhaan delved into the Astral mysteries, the 

more he realized that knowledge was both a gift and a curse. The Astras 
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were more than just tools. They were keys, keys to understanding the 

fabric of reality itself. 

A Strange Encounter 

As they traveled through the lush forests that bordered the Temple of 

Echoes, the atmosphere grew thick, and the winds began to swirl 

around them again, almost as if they were alive. Faint echoes seemed to 

resonate from the trees, and the group grew on edge. 

Suddenly, from the mist ahead, a figure emerged — a man cloaked in 

tattered robes, his face hidden beneath a deep hood. He moved with an 

ethereal grace, his steps silent as he approached them. In his hand, he 

held a broken staff, the wood ancient and worn, etched with runes that 

seemed to glow faintly. 

"You seek the Astras," the man’s voice was soft, like the wind itself. "But 

you walk a path that is fraught with danger. The winds have spoken of 

you, Arhaan of the Hollow Astra." 

The man’s voice held an otherworldly resonance, as though it came not 

just from his mouth, but from the wind itself. Arhaan’s heart raced as he 

recognized the words — the Hollow Astra. 

"Who are you?" Arhaan asked, his voice steady but cautious. 

The stranger took a slow step forward, his eyes gleaming with a dark 

knowledge. "I am Vayarn, a keeper of the old winds. I once walked the 

path you now tread, seeking the Astras to restore balance. But what I 

found… what I learned, was that the Circle of Astras was never meant 

to be restored." 

The words hit Arhaan like a cold wind. "What do you mean?" 

Vayarn’s eyes narrowed, his gaze distant as he stared into the distance. 

"The Astras were forged not to protect the world, but to enslave it. Their 

power is too great, too dangerous to be wielded by any one being. The 

Circle was a prison, not a key. The balance you seek is an illusion." 

Rudrakshi stepped forward, her expression firm. "Then why did you 

seek them in the first place?" 
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Vayarn’s lips twisted into a wry smile. "Because sometimes, we must 

learn from the past to understand the present. I sought the Astras, but I 

learned the truth — the true power is not in controlling them, but in 

understanding them. The path you walk is dangerous, Arhaan. But it is 

also your destiny." 

Arhaan’s thoughts were a swirl of conflicting emotions. The 

Vayavyastra pulsed in his hand, almost as if it sensed the tension in the 

air. Could Vayarn’s words be true? Was the restoration of the Circle of 

Astras truly the right path? 

The Winds of Change 

The winds around them suddenly picked up, swirling violently, and for 

a brief moment, Arhaan could feel a tug within him. The Vayavyastra 

seemed to respond, its power urging him forward, yet something in the 

air told him to hesitate. The winds were not always to be trusted. 

The mysterious figure, Vayarn, turned and began to walk away, his 

figure slowly fading into the dense mist. 

"The winds will guide you," Vayarn’s voice echoed as he disappeared 

into the fog, "but they will also deceive you. Proceed carefully, Arhaan. 

You are not alone on this journey." 

The winds howled as the figure vanished, leaving Arhaan and his 

companions standing in the clearing, the only sound now being the 

rustle of the trees and the distant whispers of the Astra’s songs. 

A New Path 

As they stood in the clearing, the weight of the decision before them 

was heavy. Arhaan could feel the Vayavyastra pulsing with power in 

his hands, but its true purpose still eluded him. Was the path to restore 

the Circle of Astras the right one? Or had Vayarn spoken the truth — 

were they simply playing into the hands of forces beyond their control? 

Rudrakshi spoke first, breaking the silence. "We can’t trust him 

completely, but his words were not without merit. The Astras are 
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inherently dangerous. We have to understand them, not just wield 

them." 

Veera nodded, his gaze sharp. "We keep moving forward. We find the 

others, but we must stay vigilant. The winds are shifting, and we need 

to know where they will take us." 

Arhaan’s heart was still heavy with uncertainty, but he understood what 

had to be done. The path ahead would not be easy, but the balance of 

the world, and the fate of the Astras, rested on their shoulders. 
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Chapter Fifty-Two 
Whispers in the Storm 

The Path to the Ocean’s Heart 

The days following their encounter with Vayarn were filled with 

uncertainty. The Vayavyastra, the Astra of Wind, pulsed with a quiet 

humm in Arhaan’s grip, but its power felt unpredictable, like the winds 

themselves. Each time Arhaan touched it, he felt as if the air around him 

was alive, waiting to carry him away. He wasn’t sure whether it was the 

Astra itself, or the weight of the world that was pushing him forward. 

They traveled in silence for days, the roads stretching before them like 

an unbroken thread through the wilderness. The land was both familiar 

and strange, as if the winds themselves were shifting the very nature of 

the world around them. The elements were no longer as they seemed 

— the skies darkened at strange intervals, and sudden gusts of wind 

carried with them faint, almost unintelligible voices. 

Rudrakshi had always been the first to notice the changes. She had an 

ear for the subtle tension that built in the air, a keen awareness of the 

balance that had been disrupted. 

"Something is wrong," she said one evening as they sat around a 

crackling fire. "The winds are more erratic than they should be. It’s as 

though there’s a storm brewing on the horizon — one we can’t see yet." 

Arhaan looked into the horizon, his gaze narrowing. The night sky was 

darker than usual, and the moon had a strange red hue, casting an eerie 

light over the land. Something was indeed coming, and he could feel it 

— deep in the pulse of the Vayavyastra, in the whispers of the wind that 

constantly brushed past his ears. 
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A Sudden Storm 

As the group moved closer to their destination — a small village by the 

coast, where rumors of the Astra of Water had surfaced — the winds 

began to grow violent. A storm was brewing, and with it, the forces that 

seemed to be against them were beginning to make their move. 

Veera stopped in his tracks as the wind howled louder than ever before, 

his hand instinctively reaching for the hilt of his sword. 

"This isn’t just a storm," he muttered. "We’re not alone. They’re coming." 

Arhaan’s hand instinctively tightened around the Vayavyastra. He 

could feel the Astra vibrate, the wind itself responding to the rising 

tension in the air. This wasn’t a natural storm. It was the product of 

something far darker. 

And then they saw it — shadows moving against the wind, figures 

cloaked in dark, swirling energy. The Echo Phantoms, the Svaraphants, 

had found them. 

The Echo Phantoms 

The Svaraphants were the ancient guardians of the Astras, but their 

purpose had long since twisted into something far more malevolent. 

Once protectors of the balance, they had now become twisted echoes of 

their former selves — echoes of lost souls, bound to the astral forces. 

They were specters of sound, able to manifest only through the 

manipulation of frequencies and vibrations. Their power lay in their 

ability to distort reality, to create illusions of sound and shadow. 

Rudrakshi’s eyes flared with recognition. "They’ve come for us, for the 

Astra. The Svaraphants are drawn to the power we now carry." 

The first of the Svaraphants emerged from the swirling wind. It was a 

figure of shifting shadows, its body made of sound waves and distorted 

frequencies. It seemed to flicker in and out of reality, like a reflection in 

water that couldn’t settle into focus. 
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"You carry the wind," the Svaraphant’s voice echoed, its tone like a 

thousand winds all speaking at once. "But the wind is not yours to 

control. It belongs to the storm." 

Before Arhaan could respond, the Svaraphant lunged, its form twisting 

into an overwhelming gust that swept through the air, attacking with a 

force that threatened to knock him off his feet. 

A Battle of Sound and Wind 

Arhaan’s pulse quickened. He felt the Astra responding to the threat, its 

power rising within him. The winds around him began to swirl, the air 

growing dense and sharp as he channeled the Vayavyastra’s power, 

focusing the air into a solid barrier that blocked the Svaraphant’s attack. 

But the creature was relentless. The air was alive with whistling howls, 

as if the very atmosphere was being torn apart. The Svaraphant surged 

again, its sound echoing across the battlefield, and Arhaan felt his mind 

begin to slip into the noise, his thoughts becoming tangled with the 

raucous dissonance. 

"Hold your ground!" Rudrakshi shouted. She raised her hands, 

summoning her own Astra, a dagger of sharp light that sliced through 

the air. With a fierce cry, she sent a burst of radiant energy toward the 

creature, which momentarily faltered, its form flickering as if caught 

between dimensions. 

Veera followed suit, drawing his sword and launching himself at the 

creature, his movements swift and precise as he attacked with the 

harmony of a well-rehearsed raga. His strikes rang out like chimes, 

striking the creature’s form and disrupting the dissonant frequency. 

The battle raged on, with each of them using their knowledge of sound 

and battle to keep the Svaraphants at bay. Arhaan, drawing deeper from 

the Vayavyastra, focused on the core of the wind — the stillness within 

it. He could feel the Astra vibrating, and with a deep breath, he 

commanded the wind to freeze. 

The storm stilled for a moment. 
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The Svaraphant flickered once more before it disintegrated into 

whispers, its form dissipating as the winds died down. The battle was 

over, but the aftermath left an unsettling silence. The echoes of the 

Svaraphants' presence still lingered, like a song half-remembered. 

A Prophecy Unfolding 

As the storm cleared, the village by the coast came into view — a village 

that had been waiting for them. The Astra of Water, as the rumors had 

suggested, was here. The whispers of the wind had guided them to it, 

but at what cost? 

Rudrakshi turned to Arhaan, her voice softer now. "The Svaraphants are 

ancient guardians. They exist to protect the balance, but they are no 

longer mere keepers. The forces that seek the Astras know what we are 

doing. We have to move quickly before they gather more strength." 

Veera’s gaze swept across the horizon, his expression grim. "This storm 

is only the beginning. The winds are shifting again — something greater 

is coming." 

As they made their way toward the village, the night grew darker, and 

the wind began to stir again, as though it were waiting for something, 

or someone. 

Arhaan felt a sudden pang in his chest. The storm had passed, but the 

true battle was only just beginning. The Circle of Astras was calling, 

and they were being drawn deeper into the storm of fate that awaited 

them. 
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Chapter Fifty-Three 
The Tide of Secrets 

The Village by the Coast 

The village of Dhaivala lay nestled between steep cliffs and the restless 

sea. The air smelled of salt and seaweed, and the rhythmic crashing of 

the waves against the shore seemed to pulse with an energy of its own. 

But despite the serene appearance, something in the air felt wrong — 

the winds were heavy, as though burdened by some unseen force. 

Arhaan, Rudrakshi, and Veera made their way into the village, their 

senses heightened by the strange atmosphere that surrounded them. 

The villagers were few, their movements slow and deliberate, as if they 

were waiting for something. The buildings were weathered by time and 

sea storms, their wooden exteriors groaning with age. 

A figure emerged from the crowd — an old man with white hair and a long 

beard, his eyes sharp despite his years. His robes were tattered, but in his 

hands, he held a staff that glowed faintly with an otherworldly energy. 

"I’ve been waiting for you," the old man said, his voice low but clear, as 

though the wind itself had carried his words. "The winds spoke of your 

coming. The Astra of Water lies within the heart of the sea, but it is 

bound by a secret — a secret that few are meant to know." 

Arhaan’s heart quickened. The Astra of Water, the next piece in the 

puzzle, was near. But what secret did it hold, and why had it remained 

hidden for so long? 

The Tide and the Curse 

The old man led them to the edge of the village, where a massive stone 

temple stood overlooking the sea. It had once been a place of reverence, 
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but now it was weathered, its walls cracked and eroded by centuries of 

salt and storms. Yet despite its dilapidation, there was an undeniable 

sense of ancient power emanating from the place. 

"This is the Temple of the Tides," the old man explained, his voice 

growing darker. "It was once a place of great significance, where the 

worship of the Astra of Water was at its peak. But long ago, a curse was 

placed upon it — a curse that binds the Astra to the ocean, never to be 

wielded again by human hands." 

Veera looked up at the temple, his gaze piercing. "A curse?" 

"Yes," the old man continued. "The Astra of Water was once wielded by 

a great Nadāyogi, a master of the ancient songs. But he grew too 

powerful, and the tides of fate turned against him. In his arrogance, he 

sought to control the very ocean itself, and in doing so, he broke the 

balance of the world. The ocean retaliated, and the Astra was lost to the 

depths. The curse that followed not only bound the Astra but erased the 

knowledge of how to unlock it." 

Arhaan felt a chill crawl up his spine. If the Astra of Water was truly 

lost beneath the waves, what could they do to reclaim it? And what price 

would they pay for wielding its power? 

The Hidden Chamber 

The old man gestured to the temple, his face grim. "The answer lies 

within. But be warned — the Astra cannot be taken easily. The ocean 

guards its power fiercely. The Temple is said to be home to a secret 

chamber, hidden beneath the waves, accessible only to those who can 

sing the ancient raga that the waters once knew." 

Rudrakshi’s eyes narrowed as she turned to the old man. "A raga? You 

mean an ancient song?" 

"Yes," the old man nodded. "A song that was lost to time, a raga known 

only to a few of the greatest Nadāyogis. Those who knew it could call 

upon the ocean and calm its fury. But that knowledge has been 

forgotten. The raga, like the Astra, was buried beneath the waves." 
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Arhaan felt the weight of the Vayavyastra in his hands, its power 

pulsing in rhythm with the beating of his heart. The winds had carried 

him to this place, but the winds could not unlock the ocean's secret. It 

was a raga, a song, that would reveal the Astra of Water to them. 

The Song of the Waters 

The old man led them into the Temple of the Tides. The air inside was 

damp, the stone walls slick with moisture from the constant sea breeze. 

A long staircase descended into the depths, the sound of the ocean 

growing louder with each step. It felt as though the sea itself was 

waiting for them, as if it could sense their approach. 

At the bottom of the stairs, they reached a vast chamber with a deep 

pool of water at its center. The water shimmered with a pale, almost 

ethereal glow, its surface rippling with an energy that seemed to call to 

them. 

"This is the Heart of the Ocean," the old man said, his voice filled with 

reverence. "The Astra of Water lies here, but only those who can unlock 

the ancient raga will be able to awaken it." 

Arhaan stepped forward, feeling an almost magnetic pull toward the 

water. His hand instinctively reached out, and as he did, the winds 

within the Vayavyastra began to stir. For a moment, the Astra 

responded to the water, as though it recognized the song it had once 

known. 

"Sing the raga," the old man urged, his voice a whisper. "Only then will 

the Astra of Water awaken." 

Arhaan’s mind raced. He had no knowledge of this ancient raga, but the 

winds — the Vayavyastra — seemed to guide him, urging him to listen. 

The wind whispered, not in words, but in fragments of sound, echoes 

of something older than the world itself. 

He closed his eyes, and as he did, a strange clarity filled his mind. He 

could hear it — the melody of the water, the song of the ocean. It was 

faint at first, like a forgotten memory, but it grew clearer with each 

passing moment. The raga — the Song of the Waters — had been 
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hidden within the very fabric of sound, lost to time, but it was here now, 

within him. 

Arhaan began to humm, a low sound that resonated with the water. The 

Vayavyastra hummed in response, the wind’s song blending with the 

ocean’s melody. Slowly, he began to sing, his voice rising in harmony 

with the ocean’s raga. 

The water in the chamber began to churn, its surface trembling as if it 

were alive. The very air around them seemed to tremble with the power 

of the raga, as if the ocean itself was responding to the song. 

The Awakening of the Astra 

The water began to glow brighter, the waves rippling outward, and in 

that moment, Arhaan felt it — the Astra of Water awakening. It was a 

feeling like no other, as though the very essence of the sea was flowing 

through him, its power rushing into his veins. 

For a moment, the world around him seemed to dissolve into the sound 

of the raga — the Astra was no longer just a tool to be wielded. It was a 

living force, a force of balance and creation, and Arhaan could feel its 

pulse in his very soul. 

The water before him shimmered, and in its depths, the Astra of Water 

materialized — a crystalline shape, fluid and ever-changing, yet solid in 

its essence. It hovered before him, a radiant blue light surrounding it. 

"You have unlocked the song," the old man said, his voice full of awe. 

"The Astra of Water is yours to wield, but beware — the ocean’s power 

is not easily controlled. It can be both a protector and a destroyer." 

Arhaan stepped forward, his hand reaching out to grasp the Astra. As 

his fingers touched the cool surface of the water, a flood of memories 

surged through him — the ancient raga, the long-forgotten song of the 

waters, and the dark curse that had bound it to the depths. 

But the Astra was now free, and so was Arhaan. He was no longer just 

a wielder — he had become part of the balance itself. 
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Chapter Fifty-Four 
The Ripple of Fate 

A Shifting Tide 

The Astra of Water was now in Arhaan’s grasp, but the Ocean’s Song 

echoed in his mind, a reminder of the curse that bound it. The waters in 

the temple had calmed, but the atmosphere was thick with an 

undeniable sense of foreboding. The Vayavyastra pulsed at his side, as 

if feeling the same tension that Arhaan couldn’t quite put into words. 

The ancient raga had unlocked the Astra, but it had also unlocked 

something else — a deeper connection to the balance of the Astras, and 

a weight of responsibility Arhaan had not yet fully understood. The 

waters, once bound by the curse, now seemed to pulse with a life of their 

own, as if they too recognized that the Circle was shifting. 

Rudrakshi, her eyes narrowed, spoke first. "The forces behind these 

Astras are not idle. The winds were already stirring when we arrived, 

but now... now the seas have awakened. Whatever curse bound the 

Astra of Water is undone, but that may have consequences far beyond 

what we can foresee." 

Arhaan nodded but felt the pull of the Astra within him, its cool 

presence soothing and powerful at once. "We can’t just leave it here. We 

have to protect it — and we need to find the others." 

Veera glanced at the ocean, his expression unreadable. "The forces 

against us are multiplying. We cannot afford to remain in this place for 

long. The balance is already tipping." 

Before Arhaan could respond, a sharp gust of wind whipped through 

the temple, followed by a strange low humm, vibrating through the 

walls. The Vayavyastra stirred in response, its power resonating with 
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the sound. It was as if the wind was trying to speak, trying to tell them 

something. 

"Something’s coming," Rudrakshi whispered, her hand moving to the 

dagger at her side. 

The First Sign 

As they stepped out of the temple, the full force of the storm that had 

been gathering made itself known. The ocean surged, the waves 

crashing violently against the cliffs, and the wind howled, bending trees 

and shaking the very earth beneath their feet. The Astra of Water, now 

awakened, seemed to respond to the storm, as though it were calling 

back to the ocean itself. 

In the distance, a shadow moved across the water — a figure standing 

at the edge of the storm, silhouetted against the darkening sky. The 

figure was tall, wearing a flowing cloak that billowed in the wind like a 

storm itself. Black, swirling energy seemed to coil around him, and 

though his face was hidden, there was no mistaking the aura of power 

that emanated from him. 

"We’re not alone," Veera muttered, his hand tightening around his 

sword. 

The figure raised his arm, and the wind shifted violently, swirling in a 

tornado that tore through the landscape. From the eye of the storm, the 

figure’s voice rang out, deep and resonant. 

"You think you can wield the Astras," the figure said, his voice carrying 

over the howling wind, "but they belong to the elements — and you are 

trespassers. The storm has come, and with it, the true test." 

The Stormbringer 

The wind grew stronger, tearing at their clothes and pushing them back, 

but Arhaan felt an undeniable urge to hold his ground. The 

Vayavyastra responded, the winds at his side shifting into a barrier of 

swirling air. 
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The figure stepped forward, his cloak swirling around him like a storm 

cloud. His eyes — though unseen — seemed to glow with an 

otherworldly light. There was something familiar about him, though 

Arhaan couldn’t place it. 

"Who are you?" Arhaan called out, his voice steady despite the storm 

raging around him. 

The figure’s laughter echoed through the wind, a chilling sound that 

seemed to reverberate in the very air. "I am the Stormbringer, the one 

who guards the ancient forces you have disturbed. The waters belong to 

the sea, and the winds to the sky. You dare to call them yours, but you 

will not control them. Not without facing the price." 

Before Arhaan could respond, the Stormbringer raised both arms, and 

the winds howled. The sky above them darkened even further, and the 

ocean churned with a violent, malevolent energy. Arhaan could feel the 

Vayavyastra straining in his grip, as if it too was battling against the 

storm. 

"I will show you the true power of the elements," the Stormbringer 

shouted, his voice booming over the tempest. "The Astras cannot be 

wielded by those who do not understand their true nature." 

In that moment, the air seemed to crackle with electricity, and the storm 

intensified. Thunder rumbled across the sky, and lightning struck the 

water, sending up blinding flashes of light. Arhaan raised the 

Vayavyastra, using its power to create a shield of swirling wind, but the 

Stormbringer was unrelenting. 

A Battle of the Elements 

The Stormbringer moved like the wind itself, a blur of motion that was 

impossible to track. He struck with the fury of a thousand storms, each 

wave of energy crashing against Arhaan’s defenses. The Astra of Wind, 

in Arhaan’s hands, fought back with equal force, but it was clear that the 

Stormbringer was more attuned to the elements than Arhaan could ever 

hope to be. 
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Rudrakshi was the first to charge, her light dagger cutting through the 

air as she leapt at the Stormbringer. But the wind twisted around her, 

and with a sudden gust, she was thrown back, landing hard on the 

ground. Veera followed, his sword flashing through the air, but the 

winds wrapped around him too, creating a barrier that deflected his 

strikes. 

Arhaan’s mind raced. He needed to do more than just defend. The 

Vayavyastra was a powerful Astra, but it was not enough on its own. 

He needed to tap into something deeper. 

With a deep breath, Arhaan closed his eyes, reaching into the core of the 

Vayavyastra. He could feel it now — the essence of the wind, the way 

it flowed through the world. It wasn’t just a force to be commanded; it 

was a part of everything. 

The winds around him began to shift, and suddenly, Arhaan was no 

longer just resisting the storm. He became a part of it. The Vayavyastra 

merged with his essence, and for the first time, Arhaan felt the full 

weight of the wind’s power. 

The Convergence 

With a sharp motion, Arhaan thrust his hands forward, and the winds 

surged forward, crashing into the Stormbringer. The sheer force of the 

blast knocked the figure off his feet, sending him sprawling across the 

ground. For a moment, the storm calmed, and a tense silence filled the 

air. 

The Stormbringer slowly stood, dusting himself off, his expression 

unreadable. "You have learned quickly, Arhaan," he said, his tone 

surprisingly respectful. "But you have only begun to understand the 

winds. There are many more storms ahead, and many more trials to 

face." 

The figure turned to leave, but not before casting one final glance over 

his shoulder. 
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"Remember, Arhaan," he said, "the elements are not your servants. They 

will test you, they will challenge you, and in the end, they will decide 

who is worthy of the Astras." 

With those final words, the Stormbringer vanished into the winds, 

leaving Arhaan and his companions standing in the midst of the calm 

that followed the tempest. 

The Calm After the Storm 

The ocean slowly settled, the waves returning to their natural rhythm. 

The air grew still, and the storm’s fury faded, leaving an eerie quiet in 

its wake. 

Rudrakshi pushed herself up from the ground, brushing off the dust. 

"What was that?" 

Veera nodded. "The Stormbringer was no mere guardian. He’s part of 

the forces that seek the Astras. They’re not just trying to stop us; they’re 

testing us." 

Arhaan stood silently, his hand still clenched around the Vayavyastra. 

He could still feel the power of the wind within him, and though the 

battle was over, the journey ahead felt even more uncertain. 

They had passed the first test. But there were many more to come. 
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Chapter Fifty-Five 
The Tides of War 

Unseen Forces 

The village of Dhaivala had returned to its calm, though a subtle tension 

still hung in the air. The storm that had battered the coast seemed to 

have left a mark on everything — the villagers whispered in hushed 

tones, their eyes always glancing toward the sea. There was a sense that 

something was shifting, something beyond the elements themselves. 

Arhaan stood on the edge of the cliffs, looking out over the horizon. The 

ocean was now eerily still, but in his mind, the storm that had just 

passed raged on, its resonance reverberating in his thoughts. The 

Vayavyastra hummed lightly at his side, as though the wind itself had 

not fully settled. 

Rudrakshi approached, her eyes scanning the waters with an intensity 

that matched his own. "We’ve barely scratched the surface of what’s 

coming," she said, her voice calm but heavy with the weight of her 

thoughts. "We may have won this battle, but we have no idea who or 

what else is out there, watching us." 

Veera, who had been silent for most of the morning, finally spoke. "The 

Stormbringer warned us, didn’t he? He said the forces we’re up against 

are far greater than we imagined. The Astras are not mere tools to be 

wielded—they are forces of nature, and the world will not accept them 

lightly." 

Arhaan looked toward the horizon, his mind racing with the 

implications of everything that had happened. "If that was a test... then 

the rest are going to be far worse," he muttered. 
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Rudrakshi placed a hand on his shoulder. "But we’ve faced the first one. 

You’ve faced the first one. You wield both the wind and water now. 

We’ll have to learn to wield them together. That’s what the Stormbringer 

was testing. Your understanding of the balance." 

Arhaan’s hand tightened around the Vayavyastra. There was no turning 

back now. He had awakened two Astras, but what else awaited him? 

And more importantly, who else would come to stop them? 

The Call of the Sea 

That night, as the group gathered around a fire in the village, the sea 

was as calm as it had ever been, a stark contrast to the previous chaos. 

But in that calm, Arhaan couldn’t shake the feeling that something was 

still watching, waiting. 

Suddenly, the wind picked up again, sweeping across the coast in a 

whisper. The sound was barely audible at first, like the distant cry of a 

forgotten voice. But it grew louder, until it became clear—it was the 

song of the ocean, the same raga that Arhaan had sung to unlock the 

Astra of Water. It called to him now, beckoning him back toward the 

sea. 

Without a word, Arhaan stood and walked toward the shoreline, his feet 

sinking into the soft sand as the winds whipped around him. He could 

feel the Astra inside him responding, the vibrations of the water raga 

still resonating in his mind. The song had changed—it was no longer a 

call to the Astra alone, but a deeper call to the sea itself, as though the 

ocean were beckoning him to uncover its mysteries. 

"Arhaan!" Rudrakshi’s voice broke through the din of the wind, but he 

didn’t turn. The call of the ocean was too strong. 

As Arhaan stepped into the shallows, the water rose to meet him, 

swirling around his ankles. It was alive, as if it were trying to pull him 

in. He closed his eyes, letting the rhythm of the waves and the raga flow 

through him. He could feel something beneath the surface—a presence. 

It was ancient, vast, and it stirred as if recognizing him. 
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The Depths Beneath 

The sea was no longer simply an element—it had become something 

more. Arhaan took a deep breath, and with a single motion, he plunged 

his hand into the water. It was cold, like touching the heart of the earth, 

yet it felt alive, pulsing with energy. 

Suddenly, the world around him shifted. 

He felt himself falling, as though the water itself was pulling him into 

the depths, not as a mere force but as a living, breathing entity. The Astra 

of Water within him flared, its presence overwhelming, and he was 

consumed by the darkness beneath the waves. 

For what felt like an eternity, Arhaan was submerged in the blackness, 

suspended between reality and dream. He could hear the song again—

clearer than ever before—its melody woven into the fabric of the ocean 

itself. The raga resonated in his very soul, and as he opened his eyes, he 

could see the spirits of the sea swimming around him. 

They were the ancient guardians, the ones who had once watched over 

the Astra, and they now hovered around him, their eyes glimmering like 

the stars. They whispered in unison: 

"The one who calls the waters must understand the balance of the tides. 

The winds of fate will rise again, and the sea will either drown the world 

or cleanse it. Only the chosen can control the waters and wield them 

without being consumed." 

Arhaan’s chest tightened. These were not just words—they were a 

warning. The sea, the Astra, and the very balance of the world were in 

danger. But what did it mean to be chosen? Could he truly control the 

waters, or would he become another lost soul in the depths? 

As if answering his unspoken question, one of the spirits extended its 

hand, a small orb of radiant light hovering in the palm. It was a piece of 

the Astra, a shard of its essence. 

"Take it," the spirit intoned. "This is the key to the balance. You will need 

it when the time comes." 
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Arhaan reached out and grasped the orb. The moment he touched it, the 

world around him exploded into light, and the ocean seemed to part. He 

was pulled from the depths, his body rising back toward the surface of 

the water. He gasped for air as he broke through the surface, his body 

trembling from the sheer force of the experience. 

A Warning from the Depths 

Arhaan collapsed on the shore, the orb still in his hand, its soft light 

pulsing with an otherworldly energy. The winds had died down, and 

the sea was once again calm. But the sense of unease lingered in the air. 

Rudrakshi and Veera rushed to his side. "Arhaan! What happened?" 

Rudrakshi asked, concern evident in her voice. 

Arhaan held up the orb, his fingers still trembling. "I... I saw the 

guardians of the sea. They spoke to me. They said I was chosen to wield 

the Astra of Water, but they also warned me about the balance. If I fail, 

the ocean will drown everything." 

Veera frowned, his gaze hardening. "This is bigger than we thought. The 

elements are watching us, testing us. And the more we awaken, the 

more the world will shift around us." 

Arhaan stood slowly, the orb still glowing in his hand. "We have to find 

the other Astras. The balance is shifting, and if we don’t act soon, it could 

be too late." 

Rudrakshi nodded, her eyes resolute. "Then we move forward. We’ve 

awakened two Astras, but the storm is only just beginning. Let’s face it 

head-on." 

The Call to the North 

The group made their preparations to leave the village, the mysterious 

orb carefully stored in Arhaan’s possession. As they set off toward their 

next destination — a northern temple said to house the Astra of Fire — 

the winds picked up once again, this time gentle but persistent. Arhaan 

could feel the Vayavyastra responding to the Astra of Water within him, 

creating a strange harmony between the two. 
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But there was something else in the air—a deeper tension, something 

that could not be ignored. The forces that guarded the Astras were 

gathering, and with them, the shadows of the past. 

Arhaan knew one thing for sure: the tides of war had already begun, 

and the choices they made in the coming days would determine not just 

the fate of the Astras, but the fate of the entire world. 
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Chapter Fifty-Six 
The Flames of Fate 

The Journey North 

The morning after Arhaan’s encounter with the guardians of the sea, 

the group set out for the northern temple, a place rumored to house the 

Astra of Fire. The air was crisp with the promise of winter, and the 

winds had turned cold, biting at their faces as they traveled northward. 

Arhaan carried the orb with him, its faint light pulsing in his hand like 

the heartbeat of the sea. He still couldn’t shake the feeling of the ocean's 

call—the promise that the Astra of Water was more than just a tool. It 

was a guardian, a force that required balance, not just control. 

As they walked, Veera spoke first, his voice breaking the silence. "Do 

you feel it?" he asked, glancing over at Arhaan. "The closer we get to the 

north, the stronger the wind feels. It’s like the Astra of Fire is already 

aware of us." 

Arhaan nodded, the air growing warmer despite the cold wind. "Yes, I 

can feel it too. The elements are in flux. The balance is shifting, and 

every step we take pulls us closer to something… something 

dangerous." 

Rudrakshi, walking beside them, clenched her fists. "We don’t have 

much time. If the forces after us are growing stronger, we need to get to 

the temple before they do." 

The path to the northern temple was treacherous, winding through 

dense forests and over snow-capped mountains. It had once been a 

route of great importance, but now it lay forgotten, a memory in the 

landscape. As they climbed higher, the air grew thinner, and the snow 

beneath their feet grew deeper. It was clear that the temple was not just 
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hidden — it was deliberately concealed, shrouded in layers of time and 

nature’s own defenses. 

The Guardians of Fire 

By the time they reached the base of the mountain where the temple 

stood, the sun had begun to set. The last light of day bathed the cliffs in 

a fiery glow, casting long shadows on the path ahead. 

The northern winds howled around them, but the air felt electric, 

charged with energy. The Astra of Fire, Arhaan thought, was close. 

As they approached the temple, the first thing they noticed was the 

stone gate, a massive archway that was covered in intricate carvings of 

flames and dragons, symbols of the Astra’s ancient power. But there 

was no entry — only an empty stone slab, blocking the way. 

Veera stepped forward and examined the stone carefully. "This isn’t just 

a door," he said, running his fingers over the surface. "It’s a puzzle. We’ll 

have to solve it to get in." 

Rudrakshi knelt beside him, her sharp eyes catching something in the 

carvings. "It’s a riddle, written in the language of the Astra. I’ve seen 

these symbols before — they’re part of an ancient raga, one connected 

to the Astra of Fire." 

Arhaan felt the Vayavyastra at his side hum with a strange energy. The 

winds around them swirled, drawn to the ancient raga in the stone. The 

Astra of Wind was more attuned to this place than he realized. 

Rudrakshi’s fingers brushed a symbol near the center of the stone, and 

suddenly, a low rumbling sound echoed from within the temple. The 

stone slab shifted, revealing a narrow passageway that led into the 

darkness. 

The Fire Within 

Inside the temple, the air was thick with the scent of sulfur and 

something else — burnt memories. The walls were lined with carvings 
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of ancient warriors, their faces locked in eternal struggle against the 

elements, their bodies wreathed in flames. 

The group moved cautiously through the darkened halls, their footsteps 

muffled by the thick, black dust that covered the floor. Despite the 

oppressive quiet, there was an undeniable heat in the air, as though the 

very stones themselves were pulsing with fire. 

As they approached the central chamber, the air grew even hotter. The 

temperature soared, and Arhaan could feel his skin begin to burn from 

the heat. The walls of the chamber were lined with more carvings, but 

here, they depicted something more familiar — the Astras. Each Astra 

was represented by a figure, some human, others far more abstract, their 

bodies aflame with energy, their hands reaching toward the sky. 

At the center of the chamber was an altar, and upon that altar lay the 

Astra of Fire. It was a jagged crystal, glowing with an intense red flame 

that pulsed in time with Arhaan’s heartbeat. 

But before they could approach, a low growl reverberated through the 

chamber. The air around them seemed to shift, and shadows moved in 

the corners of the room. A shape emerged from the darkness — a 

massive figure, cloaked in flames, with eyes that burned like the very 

sun. It was the guardian of the Astra of Fire. 

It was a creature of pure flame, its form constantly shifting and warping 

in the heat. It towered over them, its body composed of molten stone 

and fire. The Vayavyastra at Arhaan’s side began to hum again, the 

winds swirling with a deep resonance, as if challenging the fire that 

stood before them. 

"You seek the Astra," the creature’s voice boomed, like the roar of a 

volcano. "But the fire demands a price. Only those who can withstand 

the inferno will be worthy of its power." 

The Trial of Fire 

Rudrakshi and Veera drew their weapons, preparing for whatever the 

guardian had in store. Arhaan stood motionless, his thoughts racing. 

This was the trial — the true test of the Astra of Fire. The balance of the 
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elements would require them to face the heat of the storm, and only by 

enduring the trial could they claim the Astra. 

"We will face the fire together," Arhaan said, his voice steady. "But we 

will not be consumed by it." 

The guardian raised its hand, and the chamber erupted into fire, the 

flames surging from the walls, the ceiling, the floor — it was 

everywhere, an inferno so intense that Arhaan could feel his clothes 

singeing. The fire wasn’t just an element; it was a living, breathing force, 

alive with its own will. It reached toward them, writhing like a serpent, 

trying to burn them into nothingness. 

Arhaan closed his eyes, reaching within himself, to the Astra of Wind 

and the Astra of Water. He called upon them, weaving their power 

together. The Vayavyastra responded first, the winds swirling to form a 

barrier around him. The Astra of Water followed, its cool energy 

flowing through him, creating a protective shield. 

But the fire wouldn’t stop. The heat intensified, the flames clawing at his 

defenses. 

Rudrakshi, her voice fierce, began to chant. She spoke the ancient raga, 

the one that Arhaan had once sung to awaken the Astra of Water. Her 

words cut through the air, resonating with the power of the flame. The 

winds responded to her call, rising higher and higher, while the water 

Arhaan controlled turned into a steam, fueling the heat and cold in a 

never-ending cycle of balance. 

The creature roared as the flames danced around them, but Arhaan felt 

it — the balance was shifting, the fire was losing control. Together, they 

had drawn upon the full might of the Astras, and in that moment, the 

guardian paused. 

"You are worthy," the guardian intoned, its voice now tinged with a 

strange respect. "You have endured the trial, and the Astra of Fire is 

yours." 

The fire around them began to settle, the flames dimming until only the 

Astra of Fire remained — glowing with a soft, pulsing light. 
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The Flame and the Path Forward 

Arhaan approached the altar, his heart still racing from the trial. He 

reached out, taking the Astra of Fire in his hands. The moment he 

touched it, the flames seemed to respond to him, but it was different 

than before. It wasn’t a consuming force — it was alive, an elemental 

partner, ready to be wielded in harmony with the Astra of Wind and 

Astra of Water. 

The guardian nodded, then slowly dissipated into the smoke and fire, 

leaving them alone with the power they had claimed. 

"You’ve done it," Rudrakshi said, her voice a mix of awe and admiration. 

"Now, we have two Astras. But there’s no time to rest. The trials ahead 

will only grow harder." 

Arhaan looked down at the Astra of Fire, its heat still radiating in his 

hands. "The journey is just beginning," he said, his voice steady. "We 

must find the rest, before the balance is completely undone." 
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Chapter Fifty-Seven 
The Earth’s Embrace 

A New Path 

The wind had settled, and the fires of the northern temple now felt like 

distant memories, their heat lingering only in the depths of Arhaan's 

soul. The Astra of Fire lay secure in his possession, its warmth a constant 

reminder of the trial he had faced. Yet, even with the two Astras he had 

claimed, a gnawing feeling of unfinished business stirred within him. 

Rudrakshi, her expression unreadable as usual, glanced over at Arhaan. 

"We have two of them now, but the journey is far from over. The Astra 

of Earth awaits. If the balance of the elements is to be restored, we must 

find it next." 

Veera, ever the stoic warrior, nodded in agreement. "But we know that 

the closer we get to the remaining Astras, the more dangerous it will 

become. The trials won't get easier. We must prepare ourselves for 

what's coming." 

Arhaan turned to face the northern mountains, their towering peaks 

now barely visible in the distance. The Astra of Fire had been a 

challenge, but there was still so much to learn. The Astra of Earth was 

different. Earth was not a volatile, ever-changing force like fire or wind. 

It was steady, enduring, and patient. But Arhaan knew that it held its 

own perils, ones that would demand his full understanding of the 

elements. 

"We’ll need to move quickly," Arhaan said, his voice low but 

determined. "The longer we wait, the stronger our enemies become. We 

don’t know who else is after the Astras." 
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Journey Through the Forgotten Forest 

Their path took them southward, toward the Forgotten Forest, a place 

that had once been a sanctuary for ancient rites and ceremonies. Few 

ventured there, as it was said to be haunted by spirits that roamed the 

forest’s depths. But it was the only path to the Temple of Earth, a long-

lost structure said to be carved into the heart of the mountains 

themselves. 

As they entered the forest, the atmosphere grew thick, and the air 

seemed to pulse with ancient energy. The trees were towering giants, 

their bark blackened by age and their branches twisted into strange 

shapes, as if reaching toward the sky in eternal yearning. The wind 

barely stirred the dense canopy, and the forest seemed alive with a 

quiet, unseen presence. 

The group moved cautiously, knowing that the path ahead was fraught 

with danger. But the forest was not what it seemed. It was a living 

testament to the force of Earth, a reminder that the world below their 

feet was not simply rock and soil — it was something far older and more 

mysterious. 

The Heart of the Forest 

As they ventured deeper into the forest, Arhaan felt a growing 

connection to the land beneath his feet. It was subtle at first — the 

weight of the earth pressing against him, the pull of the ground as 

though the earth itself was calling to him. His grip tightened around the 

Vayavyastra and the Astra of Fire, both of which hummed with a quiet 

energy, as though sensing the changes in the air. 

Rudrakshi was the first to notice something off. She stopped suddenly, 

her sharp eyes scanning the surroundings. "This forest... it’s not just a 

forest," she murmured. "It’s an ancient sentience. The Astra of Earth is 

close. I can feel it." 

Before anyone could respond, a low rumbling sound echoed beneath 

their feet. The ground began to shift, and the trees around them seemed 
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to move. The forest was awakening — not with the wind, but with the 

power of the earth itself. 

The Trial of Earth 

The ground trembled beneath their feet, and a massive rock formation 

rose from the earth, blocking their path. It was like a living monument, 

a great stone guardian with eyes like caves, glowing faintly with an 

ancient, primal energy. 

"You seek the Astra of Earth?" a deep voice echoed from within the 

stone. "Then prove your worth. Only those who understand the roots of 

the earth, the depths of its power, will be granted access." 

Arhaan stepped forward, feeling a strange pull toward the stone figure. 

"What must we do?" 

The stone guardian’s eyes narrowed. "To claim the Astra, you must first 

embrace the earth — understand its weight, its power, and its stillness. 

You must survive its embrace, or be crushed by it." 

The ground rumbled again, and suddenly, the earth beneath them 

began to shift, cracking open. Massive roots, thick as tree trunks, burst 

from the ground, wrapping around their legs, trying to pull them into 

the earth itself. 

Arhaan felt the Astra of Fire pulse in his hand, but he resisted the urge 

to unleash its power. Fire would not help here. He needed to understand 

the earth, its depth, and its resilience. The Vayavyastra hummed softly, 

its winds swirling to protect him from the grasping roots. 

"Focus!" Rudrakshi called, her voice sharp. "Don’t fight it, Arhaan. 

Embrace it. You have to understand the earth’s nature. It’s about 

balance." 

Arhaan closed his eyes, letting go of the fire and the wind. Instead, he 

reached deep within himself, feeling the weight of the earth beneath 

him, the stillness, the patience. He let the ground fill him, grounding 

him, feeling the connection to the soil and rock, as if he were becoming 

one with the land. 
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Slowly, the roots that had once tried to bind him began to loosen. The 

ground settled beneath him, and the earth’s pulse seemed to align with 

his own heartbeat. He had understood the earth — not just as a force, 

but as a partner, one that demanded respect and patience. 

The stone guardian stepped back, its form crumbling into the earth, its 

voice rumbling one final time. "You have passed the trial. The Astra of 

Earth is yours." 

The Astra of Earth 

In the heart of the clearing, a great stone slab rose from the ground, 

carved with symbols that Arhaan immediately recognized. The 

markings were part of an ancient raga — the raga of Earth — a song that 

spoke of roots, balance, and time. At the center of the stone was a gem 

— deep green, glowing softly with the energy of the earth itself. 

Arhaan stepped forward, his heart pounding with the realization that 

he now stood at the threshold of the final Astra he would claim. He 

reached down and picked up the Astra of Earth, its weight heavy in his 

hand but strangely grounding, like the weight of the world itself. 

At that moment, the earth seemed to sigh, a deep, rumbling sound that 

filled the air. The power of the Astra coursed through him, and he could 

feel the connection to the land around him. He could feel its strength, 

its depth, and its resilience. 

"We have all the Astras now," Veera said, his voice solemn as he gazed 

at the Astra of Earth in Arhaan’s hands. "But the balance is still not 

restored. There are forces that will stop us, forces that want to consume 

the Astras." 

Arhaan nodded, his eyes fixed on the Astra of Earth. "This is only the 

beginning. The trial of the Astras will continue, and there are more tests 

ahead. But together, we can wield them — and we can restore the 

balance." 
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Chapter Fifty-Eight 
The Convergence of Elements 

A Time to Reflect 

The winds had calmed as the group made their way back through the 

forest, the Astra of Earth now safely in Arhaan’s possession. The weight 

of it, though heavy in his hands, seemed to settle into him, as if the earth 

itself had wrapped its roots around his soul. There was a deep resonance 

with this Astra — it wasn’t just about wielding power, but 

understanding its nature, its steady presence, and its demand for 

balance. 

Rudrakshi and Veera followed in silence, both lost in their thoughts. It 

had been a long journey, but the next step was clear: they needed to 

learn how to combine their Astras and unlock the full potential of each 

one. Yet, the further they ventured on their quest, the more they realized 

the dangers were far from over. The forces working against them had 

become more organized, more focused. The Astras were not just gifts — 

they were keys to something far greater, something far darker. 

As the night began to fall, they set up camp beneath the towering trees, 

their branches swaying in the wind. The forest was eerily quiet, the 

usual sounds of nocturnal creatures replaced by a strange, almost 

unsettling stillness. Arhaan couldn’t shake the feeling that they were 

being watched — a sense that lingered even in the safety of their camp. 

A Prophecy Renewed 

Later that evening, as the group sat around the fire, Arhaan began to 

trace the Astra symbols in the dirt. He had been trying to make sense of 

the runes he had seen etched into the temples they had visited, hoping 
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to unlock the deeper meaning behind each Astra. But his mind kept 

returning to the prophecy he had seen in the Vault of Echoes — a 

prophecy that spoke of seven Astras and the coming of a chosen one 

who would wield them. 

Rudrakshi, noticing his unease, sat beside him. "You’re thinking about 

the prophecy, aren’t you?" 

Arhaan nodded, his fingers tracing the familiar symbols. "The prophecy 

said that the Astras would bring either salvation or destruction. But 

what if we’re not just awakening them to save the world? What if we’re 

awakening them to control it?" 

Rudrakshi’s eyes narrowed, her expression darkening. "That’s a 

troubling thought. But we must keep in mind that the Astras are not 

inherently good or evil. It’s the way they’re used — the intent behind 

them — that matters." 

Arhaan paused, looking up at the sky. "The prophecy also spoke of the 

Seventh Astra — the one that will either heal or break the world. But 

we don’t even know where it is." 

Veera, who had been silent up until now, spoke. "We’re close. I can feel 

it. The Astras are all connected, and with each one we awaken, the 

threads between them grow stronger. But the forces we face are not just 

looking to destroy us — they want to control the Astras. They want to 

use them for their own gain." 

Arhaan turned to him, his gaze resolute. "We won’t let that happen. We 

have to stop them, no matter the cost." 

Rudrakshi nodded, determination in her eyes. "We have the Astra of 

Wind, the Astra of Water, the Astra of Fire, and now the Astra of Earth. 

But we still don’t know how to combine them — how to use their full 

power." 

The Convergence 

The next morning, after a brief rest, they continued their journey toward 

the Temple of Sky, the final destination where the Astra of Air was said 
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to reside. The temple lay in the highlands, atop a mountain that was said 

to be reached only by those who could master the four elements. The 

path was treacherous, and the winds that tore through the peaks were 

brutal, but Arhaan knew this was the next step. The Astra of Air was 

said to be the final key to the convergence of the elements, the one that 

would balance the forces and restore peace to the world. 

As they neared the temple, Arhaan felt the power of the four Astras 

within him stir, resonating with a familiar hum. They were ready to 

come together, to converge. Yet, even as the elements aligned within 

him, Arhaan knew that the true test lay ahead — a trial not just of power, 

but of will, of heart. 

The temple was a towering structure, carved into the very mountain 

itself. It was old, older than any of the other temples they had visited, its 

stones worn smooth by time and the elements. The entrance was a 

massive archway, its entrance guarded by a series of intricate runes, 

symbols that shifted and changed with the wind. 

Arhaan stepped forward, his Astras humming softly. As he passed 

through the archway, the wind itself seemed to greet him, swirling 

around him in recognition. 

At the center of the temple, a pedestal rose from the floor. Upon it, 

glowing faintly in the dim light, was the Astra of Air — a crystal, 

delicate and translucent, but with an internal storm of energy swirling 

within it. The moment Arhaan approached, the winds inside the temple 

began to howl, as if sensing the presence of the chosen one. 

Before he could reach the pedestal, a voice boomed from above, a deep 

and rumbling sound that shook the walls. 

"You seek the Astra of Air? Then you must prove that you can control 

the storm within you." 

Arhaan raised his head, his heart pounding. He was not just facing 

another guardian — he was facing the very essence of Air itself. The 

wind was alive here, a sentient force, waiting to test him. 
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"You have already awakened the power of the elements," the voice 

continued. "But the wind does not yield easily. It will not bend to those 

who are weak. To claim the Astra of Air, you must conquer the storm 

that rages within." 

The Storm Within 

Suddenly, the winds began to whip violently, spinning around Arhaan 

in a dizzying blur. He felt the Vayavyastra begin to react to the storm, 

the air growing thick with power. He could feel the Astra of Fire 

burning in his chest, the Astra of Earth grounding him, and the Astra of 

Water seeking balance within the chaos. But the winds, the storm, were 

like a beast — a living thing that sought to devour him. 

Arhaan closed his eyes and reached inward, calling upon the four 

Astras. But it was no longer enough to simply control them. He had to 

become them, to let their energies converge within him in perfect 

harmony. 

The winds howled around him, threatening to tear him apart, but 

Arhaan embraced the storm. He let the winds fill him, let them flow 

through his veins, and as he did, the other Astras responded. The fire 

burned brightly within him, the water calmed the storm, and the earth 

anchored him. The elements were fighting within him, but they were 

also working together. 

For a moment, the storm raged against him, threatening to overwhelm 

him. But then, in an instant, everything changed. The winds softened, 

the storm quieted, and a calm descended over him. Arhaan stood, now 

perfectly still, his eyes glowing with the combined power of the four 

elements. 

The storm within him had been tamed, and the Astra of Air began to 

glow brightly, a swirl of energy that seemed to recognize his mastery 

over the elements. 
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The Convergence Complete 

The pedestal rose, and the Astra of Air floated into his hand, its delicate 

crystal now humming with a power that matched the other three. 

Arhaan held the Astra of Air in his palm, feeling the perfect balance of 

the elements within him. 

The voice of the temple echoed once more. "You have done it. The 

elements are yours to command. But remember, the balance is fragile. 

Use them wisely, or they will consume you." 

With the Astra of Air now in his possession, Arhaan turned to his 

companions, who were watching him with awe and trepidation. 

"We have all the Astras," Arhaan said, his voice steady. "But the true test 

has only just begun." 
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Chapter Fifty-Nine 
Echoes of the Past 

The Return of the Shadow 

The wind had begun to settle around them, but the uneasy feeling still 

lingered. Arhaan stood at the entrance of the Temple of Sky, holding 

the Astra of Air in his hands, feeling the gentle current of air swirl 

around him as though it too was alive. His companions — Rudrakshi, 

Veera, and Naira — stood at a respectful distance, sensing the gravity of 

the moment. 

"We’ve done it," Veera said, his voice quiet. "All the Astras are now in 

our possession. But something feels wrong, doesn’t it?" 

Arhaan didn’t respond immediately. The wind, still swirling around 

him, seemed to carry whispers — faint, echoing voices, as if the very air 

itself was speaking to him. He felt the power of the Astras inside him, 

but there was something more — a presence lurking in the corners of 

his mind, something familiar yet unsettling. 

Before he could gather his thoughts, a distant howl pierced the silence, 

echoing through the highland peaks. It wasn’t the wind. It wasn’t the 

forest. It was a voice — one that Arhaan knew all too well. 

"No..." Arhaan murmured, his eyes wide. "It can’t be." 

The Shadow Unveiled 

A dark figure appeared on the horizon, silhouetted against the setting 

sun. Its form was unmistakable: long, flowing robes, and a presence that 

seemed to distort the very land around it. The figure moved with 

purpose, its stride unwavering, each step leaving a faint trail of shadow 

behind. 
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Rudrakshi stepped forward, her hand on her sword hilt. "Who is that?" 

she demanded. "We’ve felt the echoes of power, but this—this presence 

is different." 

Arhaan’s heart raced as he recognized the figure. His voice was barely 

a whisper. "It’s him… Vayel." 

A Ghost from Arhaan’s Past 

Vayel had once been a trusted ally. A man Arhaan had known since his 

childhood, someone who had shared in the early days of their training 

with the Astras. But that was before everything had changed. Before 

Vayel’s betrayal had shattered the trust between them. 

Arhaan remembered the day vividly. It was the day they had discovered 

the Eighth Astra, the one that had been erased from history. Vayel had 

been with him, sharing in the discovery of its power. But something had 

shifted in Vayel that day — a darkness, a hunger for power that Arhaan 

couldn’t understand. Vayel had chosen to seize the power of the Eighth 

Astra, turning on his comrades in a bid to claim it for himself. 

It was a tragic decision. One that had cost him everything. 

But Arhaan had never imagined that Vayel could return, especially not 

after the great sacrifice Arhaan had made to stop him. Yet, here he was 

— standing before them, his eyes glowing with an unnatural light. 

The Power of the Eighth Astra 

Vayel approached with an air of finality, the air around him growing 

still, as though the very winds were unwilling to touch him. The Astras 

within Arhaan stirred in response, but they felt… distant, as if they were 

being pushed back by an invisible force. 

"You think you can control the Astras," Vayel’s voice boomed, rich with 

malice, "but you have no idea of their true power. No one understands 

them like I do." 

Arhaan stepped forward, the Astra of Air pulsing in his hand. "You’ve 

returned to try and claim them again, haven’t you, Vayel?" His voice 
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was steady, though his heart hammered in his chest. "But they don’t 

belong to you." 

Vayel laughed, a hollow sound that echoed through the mountains. 

"You think the Astras are mere tools? They are keys, Arhaan. Keys to 

an entire realm of power that you have no hope of controlling. The 

Eighth Astra is not just a part of the cycle — it is the key to breaking it. 

And you, my dear friend, are standing in my way." 

The winds around Vayel began to stir, dark clouds swirling overhead as 

if they too were responding to his command. The air grew thick with a 

storm that felt ancient, dangerous, and unnatural. It was clear — Vayel 

was no longer the man Arhaan had once known. He was something else 

entirely, consumed by the very power he had once sought to control. 

The Battle for the Astras 

"You will not have them," Arhaan said, stepping forward. His heart 

burned with determination, the Astras within him stirring as though 

sensing the rising danger. "I’ve fought too hard to let you destroy 

everything we’ve built." 

Rudrakshi, ever the strategist, moved alongside Arhaan. "We have no 

choice but to fight him. If we allow him to take the Astras, it could be 

the end of everything." 

Vayel’s eyes glowed brighter, his voice turning cold. "You think you can 

stop me? You, with your five Astras, are no match for me now. I’ve been 

transformed by the Eighth Astra. It makes me immortal, unstoppable." 

With a flick of his wrist, Vayel summoned a gale, a furious wind that 

tore through the landscape. Arhaan felt the pressure build, the Astra of 

Air responding to the storm but unable to fully hold it back. The force 

of the wind sent the group flying backward, but Arhaan grounded 

himself with the Astra of Earth, feeling the land beneath him respond. 

"We need to combine our strength," Arhaan said, his voice urgent. 

"Now!" 
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Rudrakshi and Veera drew their weapons, while Naira raised her hand, 

channeling the Astra of Water. The elementals within Arhaan began to 

resonate together — wind, earth, fire, water, and the faintest trace of the 

Astra of Sound, which still pulsed in the background. 

The battle that ensued was not just a fight of power — it was a clash of 

ideals, of what the Astras were meant to be and who they should serve. 

Arhaan and his companions pushed against Vayel’s storm, channeling 

their combined strength, but Vayel was no longer human. The Eighth 

Astra had changed him, making him a force of nature, a storm that 

would not relent. 

The Shattering of Bonds 

The winds howled, and the ground beneath them began to crack as 

Vayel unleashed more power. The temple walls trembled, and the sky 

above darkened as though the world itself was reacting to the fight. 

"You cannot win, Arhaan," Vayel taunted. "I have seen the true nature 

of the Astras. I have seen the power they can unlock. You think you fight 

for good, but you are just as much a part of the destruction as I am. You 

are too blind to see that the only way to gain true control is through the 

Eighth Astra." 

Arhaan’s heart pounded in his chest. He couldn’t let Vayel take the 

Astras — couldn’t allow him to corrupt them. He had to stop him, no 

matter the cost. 

With one final surge, Arhaan drew upon the full might of the Astras, 

combining their powers in a single, devastating wave. The winds roared 

around him, the earth trembled beneath his feet, and the flames of the 

Astra of Fire swirled in his hands, merging with the waters of the Astra 

of Water in a brilliant flash of elemental might. 

Vayel screamed as the combined forces of the elements slammed into 

him, the power of the Astras overwhelming him. For a moment, it 

seemed as though the storm he had created would consume everything. 

But Arhaan’s resolve was unwavering. He would not let the Astras fall 

into the wrong hands. 
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The explosion of light and energy sent shockwaves through the temple. 

When the dust cleared, Vayel was gone, his figure dissolving into the 

storm itself, his power shattered. 
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Chapter Sixty 
The Edge of Twilight 

A Distant Shadow 

The wind had settled into an unnatural stillness, the dust from the battle 

with Vayel hanging in the air like an unresolved note. Arhaan and his 

companions stood in the aftermath, surrounded by the ruins of the 

Temple of Sky, their breaths shallow, their bodies weary. The storm had 

passed, but the weight of what they had just faced hung heavily in the 

air. Vayel was gone — his storm, his ambitions, shattered by the 

combined strength of the Astras. But Arhaan couldn’t shake the feeling 

that something darker still lingered in the world. The Eighth Astra had 

never truly been defeated. Its presence had marked everything, leaving 

an echo that none of them could ignore. 

Rudrakshi, standing at Arhaan’s side, turned toward him. "Do you feel 

it too?" Her voice was quiet, but there was a sharpness to it. "The Astra 

of Shadows isn’t gone. It’s waiting. It’s watching us." 

Arhaan nodded slowly, his eyes scanning the horizon. "The Eighth 

Astra is different. It’s not just an object of power — it’s a presence. And 

I know this isn’t the end. There’s something more at play here." 

Veera, still taking in the aftermath of the battle, stepped forward. "We’ve 

lost so much already. The Astra of Fire, the Astra of Air, the Astra of 

Earth… and now, the Eighth Astra. What more could there be?" 

Arhaan felt the weight of his words, the cold truth that each victory was 

becoming more costly. "I don’t know. But the more we awaken, the more 

I realize that the Astras are not just a tool. They’re a test, one that none 

of us fully understand yet." 
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Naira, who had been silent up until now, her eyes downcast, looked up 

at the group. "We have no choice but to press on. The Eighth Astra 

might have been defeated, but there are more forces at play. There’s 

something darker at work here — something that will not stop until it 

takes the Astras for itself." 

A New Alliance 

The tension between Arhaan and his companions was palpable. They 

had just fought one of their closest allies — or someone they once 

considered such — and had barely emerged victorious. The toll of the 

battle was more than physical. It was emotional, a wound that could not 

be healed by simply winning a fight. The Astras had been meant to 

restore balance, but with each one they claimed, they had lost more of 

themselves. 

But there was no time for reflection. The quest was far from over. They 

had come this far, but the real enemy, the one pulling the strings from 

the shadows, had yet to reveal itself fully. 

As they stood there in the ruins of the Temple of Sky, the air around 

them began to shift again — not with the force of wind or storm, but 

with an almost imperceptible presence. A low hum vibrated in the air, 

resonating through the Astras. It was subtle, but it was unmistakable. 

The Astras were calling. And there was a new force joining them. 

The Emergence of a Greater Threat 

Suddenly, a figure appeared from the shadows, emerging from the 

temple’s ruins. It was tall, cloaked in dark robes that seemed to absorb 

the light around them. The figure moved silently, as if the very ground 

beneath them bent to their will. 

Arhaan’s heart skipped a beat. He recognized this figure, even though 

he had never seen them in person before. The figure was a phantom, a 

shadow that had lingered in the stories he had heard as a child. 

"Who are you?" Arhaan demanded, stepping forward, his hand 

tightening around the Astra of Air. 
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The figure tilted its head slightly, the sound of wind whispering from 

under its cloak. "I am Kalyan, the Guardian of the Twilight," the voice 

was deep, resonant, and carried an air of ancient power. "I have watched 

your journey from afar, Arhaan, and now I come to offer you a choice." 

Rudrakshi stepped forward, her hand on the hilt of her sword. "What 

choice?" she asked, her voice steady but filled with suspicion. "Who are 

you really?" 

Kalyan’s gaze shifted from one of them to the next. "I am no friend, nor 

enemy. I am a force. A guardian of the balance that you seek to restore. 

I am here because the Astra of Shadows is no longer bound by time or 

space. Its power is growing, and soon, it will consume everything." 

Arhaan felt his pulse quicken, the words striking a deep chord within 

him. "The Astra of Shadows?" he repeated. "But we destroyed it. Vayel 

was its last wielder." 

Kalyan’s lips curled into something resembling a smile. "You may have 

defeated the Eighth Astra’s current form, but it is eternal. It is a force 

that transcends physical death. Vayel was only a pawn. The true Astra 

of Shadows exists beyond the boundaries of time and space. It is the 

emptiness between all things. The Astra of Shadows is not a power you 

can destroy, Arhaan. It is an idea. An ancient force that waits for the 

right time to consume all the Astras." 

A Fragment of the Past 

Arhaan felt the weight of Kalyan’s words settle over him like a shadow. 

It was true — there had been more to the Eighth Astra than Vayel had 

ever known, more than even Arhaan had ever suspected. The Astra of 

Shadows wasn’t just an object or a power. It was a concept — a force 

that pulled the elements together and then unraveled them. 

"The Astras are the key to understanding the true balance of this world," 

Kalyan continued. "But they are also the key to its destruction. The true 

purpose of the Astra of Shadows is not to rule, but to reset everything. 

To tear the world apart and rebuild it anew." 
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Veera clenched his fists, the weight of Kalyan’s words weighing heavily 

on his spirit. "If what you say is true, then the Astra of Shadows is not 

just a weapon — it is a curse. And we’ve been awakening it with every 

step we take." 

Kalyan nodded. "Exactly. You have already awakened the first few 

Astras, but the Eighth Astra is the true test. Its true purpose is not 

destruction. It is the resetting of the world’s entire cycle. A cycle that 

has been broken by the same hands that have wielded the Astras — and 

those who would seek to control them." 

The Choice 

Arhaan could feel the weight of the decision pressing upon him. He had 

been fighting for the Astras, thinking they were the key to restoring 

balance. But now, it seemed as though he had been part of something 

much larger, a web of ancient power that none of them fully understood. 

Kalyan’s eyes bored into Arhaan. "You must choose now, Arhaan. Will 

you continue on your path, using the Astras to restore balance? Or will 

you listen to what the Astra of Shadows truly wants and allow the 

world to reset, to return to a state of primordial balance?" 

The air around them seemed to hold its breath. Time itself seemed to 

stretch, the decision looming large before them. 

Rudrakshi’s voice broke the silence. "What happens if we don’t choose?" 

she asked, her eyes searching Kalyan’s face. 

Kalyan’s response was calm, but heavy with warning. "If you do not 

choose, the Astras will become unstable, and the forces that seek them 

will rise. The world will descend into chaos, and the Astra of Shadows 

will claim everything." 

Arhaan stood still for a moment, his mind racing. This was no longer 

just about the Astras. This was about the very fate of Vaikunthpur, the 

world he had grown up in. The balance he had sought to restore was 

now in his hands — and the power to either save it or destroy it. 
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He closed his eyes, feeling the presence of the Astras within him. The 

winds, the earth, the water, the fire — they were all aligned. But they 

could not defeat the Astra of Shadows alone. He needed to decide. 

The Astra of Shadows 

Name: Astra of Shadows (Vishad Astra) 

Primary Nature: Destruction, Cycle Reset, Void 

The Astra of Shadows, often referred to as the Vishad Astra, is the most 

enigmatic and dangerous of all the Astras. Unlike the other Astras, 

which embody elements or powers that can be controlled or directed, 

the Astra of Shadows is a force of entropy—it exists to bring about a 

reset, to tear down the old world in order to create something new. It is 

the dark mirror of the other Astras and, unlike them, cannot be wielded 

by simple mortals. Only those who have transcended the boundaries of 

time, space, and mortality can come close to understanding its true 

nature. 

Origin 

The Astra of Shadows has existed for as long as the world itself. It is 

said to have been born out of the Great Void that existed before creation. 

When the first gods shaped the realms, they fought against the 

emptiness and chaos of the void, giving birth to the first Astras — the 

Astras of Elements — to protect and create. However, the Astra of 

Shadows was not crafted; it was discovered. It had always been there, 

lurking just beyond the veil of reality, waiting for the right moment to 

emerge. 

Legend speaks of the Astra of Shadows being forged by the first 

collapse of the world — the original cycle that came before the current 

one. It was the force that caused the first cataclysm, a cataclysm that 

reset the world and led to the birth of the current cycle of life and death. 

It is said that only one being has ever truly wielded the Astra of 

Shadows: Svetakali, the Lord of Twilight, an ancient and powerful 

being who existed before the birth of the known world. Svetakali was a 
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deity born from the Shadow of Creation itself, a being whose very 

existence was a paradox. He was neither alive nor dead, neither a god 

nor a mortal. And in his search for knowledge and balance, he came to 

wield the Astra of Shadows, seeking to control the cycles of existence. 

In his quest, Svetakali sought to understand the inherent contradictions 

of creation, life, and death. The Astra of Shadows was both his tool and 

his curse. For in wielding the Astra, Svetakali came to realize its true 

purpose: not to create, not to destroy, but to reset the cycle of existence, 

to tear down what was and build something new. It was his tragic 

mistake that led to the destruction of the original cycle and the creation 

of the world that followed. 

The Nature of the Astra of Shadows 

The Astra of Shadows is not an object or weapon, but a concept. It is not 

bound by physical form and cannot be truly "seen." Instead, it manifests 

in shifts in reality itself. When the Astra of Shadows stirs, the world 

begins to fade — light dims, colors lose their vibrancy, and the fabric of 

time itself becomes unstable. It is a force that exists between the lines of 

reality, always present but never truly felt unless one is in proximity to 

its awakening. 

It operates in a silent, subtle way, undermining the very structure of 

the universe. It is the end of all things, the erasure of existence, and yet 

it does not destroy — it simply resets. It erases everything that exists and 

returns everything to nothingness, only to start the process of creation 

again. The Astra of Shadows does not create, it deconstructs. 

Powers of the Astra of Shadows 

The true power of the Astra of Shadows is in its ability to manipulate 

the fabric of existence. It can: 

1. Erase Time and Space: The Astra can erase entire moments 

from existence, removing them from the timeline entirely. 

Memories, events, entire histories can be removed as if they had 
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never occurred. In this way, the world becomes a clean slate, free 

from the constraints of the past. 

2. Nullify the Elements: Unlike the other Astras, which govern 

elemental forces, the Astra of Shadows has the ability to nullify 

these powers, turning them into their opposites. For example, it 

can turn fire into water, wind into earth, or even light into 

darkness. 

3. Manipulate the Cycle of Life and Death: The Astra has the 

power to bring about the death of a realm — not by destruction, 

but by suspending it in time, trapping it in an endless state of 

twilight, unable to move forward. This halts the flow of life, 

trapping souls in a stasis-like existence, forever frozen in time. 

4. Distort Reality: The Astra of Shadows can twist the very fabric 

of reality, causing the laws of physics and nature to bend, twist, 

or break entirely. The astral plane can be manipulated, and even 

space itself becomes malleable, bending at the will of the 

wielder. 

5. The Final Reset: The ultimate power of the Astra of Shadows is 

its ability to reset the entire universe, collapsing the current 

cycle into nothingness and beginning again. This destructive 

rebirth wipes out all knowledge, history, and existence, paving 

the way for the next cycle to begin. 

The Risks of Wielding the Astra 

While the Astra of Shadows offers immense power, it comes at a 

devastating cost. Those who seek to wield it are often consumed by its 

pull. The Astra of Shadows does not simply destroy; it destroys the 

wielder as well, stripping them of their humanity and transforming 

them into something else — a shadow of what they once were. 

The very act of wielding the Astra leads to a loss of identity. The wielder 

becomes a vessel for nothingness, a creature of twilight, never fully 

alive but never fully dead either. They exist in an eternal state of 

dissolution, their minds fragmented, their wills bent to the will of the 

Astra. The moment a mortal takes hold of the Astra, they begin to fade, 

losing themselves to the void. 
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The Legacy of Svetakali and the Astra of Shadows 

Svetakali, in his final moments, came to understand the true nature of 

the Astra of Shadows: it was not a power to be wielded, but a force that 

transcended the mortal realm. He realized that by resetting the world, 

he had not saved it — he had condemned it. Svetakali’s mistake was 

not in seeking balance, but in assuming that the cycle of life and death 

could be controlled. His final act was to seal the Astra within the Vault 

of Echoes, hidden away for eternity, to ensure that no one else could 

ever repeat his error. 

But as Arhaan and his companions have learned, the Astra of Shadows 

cannot be erased. It lingers in the hidden corners of the world, waiting 

for the right moment to return. The key to unlocking it — and to 

preventing it from unraveling the Astras and the world — lies in the 

very balance that Arhaan is trying to restore. 

The End of One Cycle, the Beginning of Another 

The Astra of Shadows is a reminder that creation and destruction are 

not separate forces, but part of a larger, cyclical process. It is the dark 

side of the Astras, the one that waits at the end of every cycle — a force 

that can only be stopped by understanding the balance between 

creation and dissolution. 

But the true question remains: Can Arhaan and his companions stop the 

Astra of Shadows, or will they be forced to witness its awakening, 

marking the end of one world and the beginning of another? 
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Chapter Sixty-One 
The Choice of Twilight 

The Weight of Eternity 

The winds had stilled, but the Astra of Shadows lingered in the air like 

a heavy fog, its presence palpable, suffocating. Arhaan stood at the 

precipice of the Temple of Sky, staring into the horizon, his eyes 

clouded with the weight of his decision. His companions were silent, the 

tension thick around them. They had just fought to protect the Astras, 

to safeguard the world from destruction, and yet here they were — faced 

with the possibility that the Astra of Shadows was not a force to be 

conquered or destroyed, but one that would re-set the world entirely. 

Kalyan, the Guardian of Twilight, had given them a choice — a choice 

that felt more like an ultimatum. Would they restore balance by using 

the Astras to bring about harmony? Or would they allow the Astra of 

Shadows to rewrite everything, erasing all that had come before and 

beginning anew? 

"I feel it," Arhaan murmured, his voice distant, as he clutched the Astra 

of Air in his hands. The wind seemed to whisper in response, but it was 

different now, almost mournful. "The Astra of Shadows is not 

something we can control. It’s part of a greater cycle — a cycle of 

destruction and rebirth. But…" 

"But we can't ignore it," Rudrakshi finished for him, stepping closer. 

"What you said, Arhaan. It’s not just power. It’s a force. A part of the 

fabric of existence." 

Arhaan nodded slowly, his mind racing. He had already made a pact 

with the Astras. They had guided him, given him power, and yet he 

knew that the true challenge was not in wielding them, but in 
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understanding them. The Astra of Shadows was not just another piece 

of that puzzle — it was the key to unlocking the cycle of creation and 

destruction. And if they chose wrong, they would plunge the world into 

chaos. 

Naira was the next to speak, her voice soft but determined. "Arhaan, the 

Astra of Shadows could very well end the cycle, but we’ve seen how 

that works. You’ve felt the power of Vayel when he tried to wield it. It’s 

not just about ending the world. It’s about resetting everything, and we 

don’t know what that would bring. What if it creates something worse? 

A world of endless chaos?" 

Veera, always the pragmatist, added, "The Astra of Shadows doesn’t 

just break the cycle, it erases history itself. What if we can’t rebuild 

what’s lost? What if, by resetting everything, we make the same 

mistakes again?" 

The weight of their words pressed down on Arhaan, heavier than any 

storm he had ever encountered. The Astras had been created to bring 

balance, to shape the world, but now it seemed that the world was on 

the brink of collapse — not because of the Astras, but because of the 

forces that sought to control them. And at the center of it all, the Astra 

of Shadows was a shadow that loomed over them, waiting for the right 

moment to consume everything. 

The Hidden Truth of the Astras 

As Arhaan stood there, lost in thought, a strange sensation washed over 

him — an awakening of sorts, as if the very air around him had come 

alive. The whispers of the Astras were becoming clearer, their collective 

presence speaking to him, not in words, but in feelings, in visions. 

Visions of a time before creation. 

Arhaan closed his eyes, letting the images flood his mind. 

He saw a world of endless void, a swirling, chaotic mass where no life 

existed. But from this darkness, light began to emerge. He saw the 

formation of the first Astras, elemental forces born from the void itself, 

each one a part of the grand design of the universe. He saw the gods, 
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ancient and powerful, shaping the world with their hands, creating life, 

giving birth to the cycles of nature, and setting the stage for balance. But 

there was something else — something lurking at the edges of the vision, 

a force that existed before the gods, before creation itself. The Astra of 

Shadows was not a mere creation. It was a force of nature — a force that 

existed in parallel with creation, waiting for the right moment to rise. 

Arhaan's heart beat faster as the vision deepened. He saw Svetakali, the 

ancient deity who had first wielded the Astra of Shadows, standing 

alone in the void, holding the Astra above his head. Svetakali's face was 

a mask of regret, his eyes filled with a deep, unspoken knowledge. 

As Arhaan watched, the scene unfolded like a story of tragic 

inevitability. Svetakali had understood that the Astra of Shadows was 

not meant to be wielded — it was a force that could not be controlled. 

But in his arrogance, he had tried to use it, to remake the world in his 

own image. The result was the first reset, a cataclysm that destroyed the 

world and began the cycle anew. 

Arhaan gasped, the vision fading. He was left standing, his hands 

trembling, feeling the weight of the Astra of Shadows settle into his very 

soul. It was not meant to be wielded. It was meant to be understood. 

The Decision 

The world around him felt different now — quieter, as if holding its 

breath, waiting for him to make his choice. The Astras were calling to 

him, urging him to make the right decision. 

He could feel their pull, their desire to restore balance, but there was 

something else — a distant whisper from the Astra of Shadows, an 

invitation to embrace its power, to end everything and let the cycle start 

anew. 

But that wasn’t the answer. Arhaan knew it. 

He turned to his companions, their faces a mixture of fear and resolve. 

They, too, had felt the pull of the Astra of Shadows. But together, they 

had to make a choice. 
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"We can’t reset the world," Arhaan said, his voice steady now, his 

resolve hardening. "The Astra of Shadows will only bring destruction. 

We can’t use it to end everything. We need to stop the cycle from being 

broken." 

"But how?" Naira asked, her voice laced with uncertainty. "If the Astra 

of Shadows can undo everything, can we really stop it?" 

Arhaan took a deep breath. "We can stop it by understanding it. The 

Astra of Shadows is not a tool. It’s a force. We can’t erase it, but we can 

contain it. We need to find a way to balance the Astras, to make them 

work together. If we can do that, we can control the cycle." 

Rudrakshi stepped forward, her eyes narrowing in thought. "You’re 

right. But to control them, we need to understand the nature of each 

Astra. And that means we have to face the truth about what they are — 

and what they could become." 

The air seemed to crackle with energy as the decision hung in the air. 

There was no going back now. 

The Choice Made 

"Then we fight for balance," Arhaan said, his voice firm. "We will use 

the Astras not to destroy, but to contain the Astra of Shadows. We can’t 

let it erase the world. We will find a way to stop it — together." 

And with that, the final decision was made. 

Arhaan, surrounded by the Astras and his companions, was ready to 

face the next trial. The world had been tipped toward destruction, but it 

was not beyond saving. Vaikunthpur had a chance — but only if they 

could unravel the mysteries of the Astras and wield their power as a 

force for balance. 
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Chapter Sixty-Two 
The Path Forward 

The Awakening Call 

The air felt different now. It was thick with the weight of Arhaan's 

decision, a decision that could either save the world or lead it to ruin. As 

he stood in the heart of the Temple of Sky, the weight of the Astra of 

Shadows felt both overwhelming and strangely liberating. He knew the 

stakes were higher than ever — and there was no turning back. His 

choice had sealed their fate. 

Rudrakshi, Naira, and Veera stood behind him, their faces a mixture of 

resolve and unease. They had followed him through every trial, each 

battle, and now, it seemed that the greatest test lay ahead. 

"I can feel it," Naira said, her voice tight with tension. "The Astra of 

Shadows is restless. It knows we’ve chosen a path to stop it. It won’t let 

us go without a fight." 

Arhaan nodded solemnly. "I know. But we have to keep moving 

forward. If we’re going to stop this — if we’re going to keep the world 

from resetting — we need to learn everything about the Astras, every 

secret hidden in the depths of Vaikunthpur. And that means finding the 

Echo Vault and unlocking its final mysteries." 

The Echo Vault. Arhaan had heard whispers of it since his journey 

began, an ancient place hidden beneath the earth, said to hold the keys 

to understanding the true nature of the Astras. He had thought of it as 

a mere legend, but now, it seemed their path was leading them straight 

toward it. 

But first, they would need to traverse the Wastelands of Khayal, a 

treacherous desert-like expanse where time itself seemed to slow. The Vault 
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was located in the Caverns of Svara, a place hidden deep within the land 

of Vaikunthpur, said to be protected by the Svaraphants — the guardians 

of the Echo Vault. These guardians were not mere creatures of flesh and 

bone but were born from the echoes of sound, living fragments of 

forgotten melodies, bound by the very magic of the Astras. 

Arhaan took one last look at the Temple of Sky, its once-pristine walls 

now scarred by the conflict with Vayel and the echoes of battles past. 

With a deep breath, he turned toward his companions. 

"We need to reach the Caverns of Svara before the world falls apart. The 

Astra of Shadows is waiting for us there." 

Into the Wastelands 

The journey to the Wastelands of Khayal was long and arduous. The 

desert was an unforgiving place, where the sun seemed to burn through 

the skin, and the wind carried whispers of long-lost souls. The landscape 

stretched endlessly before them, a sea of sand and rock, where the very 

ground beneath their feet felt unstable. 

For days, they traveled in silence, each of them haunted by their own 

thoughts. Arhaan couldn't shake the image of Svetakali, the ancient god 

who had once wielded the Astra of Shadows, watching from the edges 

of his mind. The images of the past — of creation, destruction, and 

rebirth — flickered before his eyes, like flashes of lightning in the night. 

"What is it like to face the unknown?" Rudrakshi asked one evening as 

they sat around their campfire. "To walk into a place where nothing is 

certain, where even the Astras can’t guide you?" 

Arhaan glanced at her, his expression thoughtful. "It's terrifying. But it’s 

the only way forward. We can’t let the Astra of Shadows control the fate 

of the world. We have to believe that we can make a difference, even 

when the odds are stacked against us." 

Veera, sitting with his arms crossed, stared out into the distance. "I don’t 

know how we can fight something like that. The Astra of Shadows isn’t 

just a weapon. It’s a force that bends time and space. How can we stand 

against that?" 
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Arhaan met Veera’s gaze, his eyes filled with determination. "We’re not 

standing against it alone. We have the Astras — and we have each other. 

The path may be uncertain, but we’re going to face it together. We’ll find 

the answers we need in the Caverns of Svara." 

The sound of a distant howl broke their moment of quiet. The wind 

stirred, and for a fleeting moment, Arhaan thought he heard faint music, 

a melody that echoed through the desert. But when he turned, there was 

nothing there — only the wind carrying a strange, haunting tune. 

The Caverns of Svara 

After days of travel, the group finally arrived at the entrance to the Caverns 

of Svara. The mouth of the cavern was dark and foreboding, a jagged crack 

in the earth that seemed to lead into an abyss. Ancient symbols were carved 

into the stone, glowing faintly in the dim light of the moon. 

"This is it," Arhaan said quietly, stepping forward. "The Echo Vault lies 

deeper inside. We have to be careful. The Svaraphants are said to guard 

this place — and they are unlike any creatures we’ve faced before." 

Rudrakshi unsheathed her sword, her eyes scanning the darkness. 

"We’re ready. Let’s do this." 

As they ventured into the cavern, the air grew colder, and the faint 

echoes of the desert wind were replaced by a deep, resonant hum. The 

walls seemed to pulse with sound, vibrating in tune with an unknown 

frequency. The deeper they went, the more the air around them felt 

charged, as if they were stepping into a realm that was not entirely of 

this world. 

The caverns stretched on endlessly, twisting and turning in impossible 

ways. Arhaan’s heart pounded in his chest as he followed the narrow 

path, the music of the cavern growing louder with each step. 

And then, they saw them — the Svaraphants. 

The guardians were towering figures, their bodies made of swirling 

sound waves, their forms constantly shifting like echoes in the air. They 

were no longer flesh, but living sound, composed of ripples in the fabric 
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of reality itself. Their eyes, glowing with an inner light, fixed upon 

Arhaan and his companions. 

"Who dares enter the Caverns of Svara?" one of the guardians intoned, 

its voice a low, resonant hum that seemed to vibrate through the very 

bones of those who heard it. 

"We seek the Echo Vault," Arhaan said, his voice steady despite the 

overwhelming presence of the guardians. "We seek the knowledge to 

stop the Astra of Shadows." 

The Svaraphant regarded them for a long moment, its form shifting in 

the air. "The Astra of Shadows is not a force to be wielded lightly. You 

would seek to stop it? You must prove yourselves worthy." 

Arhaan stepped forward. "We have come this far. We will prove 

ourselves." 

The Trial of Sound 

The Svaraphants nodded, their forms rippling with approval. "Then 

prepare for the trial of sound." 

Without warning, the air around them began to hum, a deep, resonant 

vibration that filled the entire cavern. The walls began to shimmer as sound 

waves became visible, twisting in strange patterns. The Svaraphants 

stepped back, their glowing eyes focused intently on the group. 

Arhaan felt a strange sensation wash over him — a connection to the 

Astras, a pull from the Astra of Air, the Astra of Fire, and others that 

resonated in harmony with the sound. The trial was not a physical test, 

but a test of resonance — a test of their ability to understand and control 

the powers of the Astras. 

The vibrations grew stronger, the frequency shifting. The very air 

seemed to bend and warp, and the companions found themselves 

standing in the heart of a musical riddle, a complex harmony that 

would determine whether they were worthy to enter the Echo Vault. 
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Chapter Sixty-Three 
The Trial of Sound 

Symphony of the Vault 

The cavern’s walls pulsed like the throat of some ancient beast, as if the 

entire Echo Vault breathed with sound. Arhaan could feel the 

frequencies of each Astra vibrating in the air — the fierce rhythm of 

Agnivar, the gentle whisper of Jalanta, the tremor of Dharanivaj, the 

electric pulse of Vayunārī. But above them all rang one unrelenting hum 

— a pitchless, ancient tone that bound all others in its orbit. 

The voice of the Svaraphant echoed again: “To pass, you must 

harmonize. To harmonize, you must understand. To understand, you 

must remember the First Note.” 

A series of glowing tones materialized before them — radiant orbs 

pulsing with differing vibrations, suspended in the air like spectral 

instruments. Each one corresponded to an Astra. The Trial had begun. 

Echoes Within 

One by one, the companions stepped forward. 

Naira approached the orb of water — a deep aquamarine note that 

quivered with sorrow and resilience. She placed her hand upon it and 

began to hum, her voice rising and falling with gentle cadences. The orb 

responded in kind, blooming with ripples of light that swirled like 

monsoon currents. 

 Her raga was that of renewal — Rāga Meghdūta — ancient, haunting, 

and pure. The Vault accepted her sound. 

Veera, eyes closed, stepped toward the orb of fire. It flickered like a 

caged inferno, sharp and volatile. He didn’t hum — he roared. His voice 
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wasn’t melodic, but it carried the truth of pain, of forged strength. The 

flame orb pulsed in time, and slowly, begrudgingly, relented. His 

resonance was raw but honest. The Vault responded. 

Rudrakshi chose the orb of earth, its frequency deep and grounding. 

She stood silently before it, then drew her sword and gently struck its 

flat against a nearby stone — once, twice, thrice — creating a percussive 

rhythm. Her raga came not from her throat, but from the rhythm of the 

world. The orb of earth joined her, vibrating like a subterranean drum. 

Then all eyes turned to Arhaan. 

The Shadow Note 

Only one orb remained unplayed — dark as void, silent, yet suffused 

with a terrible gravity. It was not aligned with any known Astra. It was 

the Astra of Shadows. 

As Arhaan reached out, he heard not sound, but silence. Cold, 

devouring, infinite. No note welcomed him — only stillness. 

“You are not here to harmonize,” whispered the Svaraphants, their 

voices uncharacteristically hushed. “You are here to remember.” 

Suddenly, Arhaan was no longer in the Vault. He stood in an open field 

beneath a blood moon. A lone figure played a flute of obsidian — the 

Moon-Hermit — and from the flute came a raga that bent light and made 

the stars weep. It was Rāga Chāndrakaal, unfinished, beautiful, and 

poisoned with loss. 

The music halted mid-phrase. The hermit turned. His face was 

Arhaan’s. 

And then the vision shattered. 

Convergence 

Arhaan awoke screaming. But the orb of shadow glowed faintly now — 

a soft, impossible hue. He raised his hand, and rather than resist, it 

yielded. Not through force. Through memory. Through grief. Through 

acceptance. 
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He began to hum — not a note, but the absence between notes. A silence 

between echoes. The anāhata, the unstruck sound. 

The orbs surrounding them began to pulse in unison. The Vault’s 

frequencies aligned. The great doors beyond the cavern groaned, 

trembling with the gravity of a harmony not heard since the time of the 

First Sound. 

The Svaraphants bowed, their bodies dissolving into luminous chords. 

 “The Vault opens. Bear its weight well, O wielder of shadow.” 

The Heart of the Echo Vault 

As the companions stepped through the now-open archway, they 

entered a chamber unlike any they had seen. Floating scales of sound, 

suspended ragas, resonating scrolls — the knowledge of thousands of 

years. The Vault was not a place — it was an instrument of memory, 

storing the vibrations of history. 

At its center hovered a singular shard — black as night, sharp as a 

scream, yet vibrating with quiet sorrow. 

Arhaan stepped forward. 

“That is the Remnant Note,” Naira whispered. “Said to be left behind 

when the Eighth Astra was erased from time.” 

He touched it — and the Vault sang. 



298 

Chapter Sixty-Four 
The Remnant Note 

Vault of Resounding Truths 

The Vault had no walls — only layers of vibration that shimmered like 

veils of air and memory. Each footstep sent a ripple across the sonic 

landscape, and each breath was echoed with an uncanny fidelity. In this 

chamber, silence was not absence — it was presence too dense to be 

perceived by untrained ears. 

At the center of this unreal realm hovered the Remnant Note, a shard of 

unresolved resonance from the Eighth Astra — the forbidden Astra of 

Shadows. Arhaan’s fingers hovered just inches away, the tension in the 

air palpable. 

“You don’t have to,” Rudrakshi whispered, her voice absorbed into the 

Vault. 

“I already did,” Arhaan replied. 

The shard vibrated once — and then split into a cascading halo of 

harmonic trails, revealing ancient musical glyphs and symbols — 

encoded memory frequencies. These were not notes written in ink, but in 

vibration itself. 

Echoes of the Forgotten 

As the companions stood in a circle, a chorus of ancient tones played 

around them — notes long erased from mortal hearing. Images, places, 

and people coalesced from the ether. 

A woman robed in wind, playing the Silent Veena. 

A priest of the Wind Temple, vanishing into mist. 
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The Moon-Hermit, playing Chāndrakaal beneath a dying tree. 

And at the center of them all — a boy, born of starlight and silence. 

Arhaan. 

The Vault began narrating in tones that shaped thought — music that 

became memory. 

“When the Circle of Astras was first formed, eight were named — but 

only seven remembered. The eighth was not of destruction nor creation, 

but of transformation — a raga that could bend truth, reveal echoes 

never sung, and erase entire histories without fire or blood. It was called 

Kālabheda, the Astra of Timeless Shadows.” 

“Its wielder was neither sage nor king — but a boy with a voice that 

turned storms inward. He vanished with the first Remnant Note. Until 

now.” 

The True Name of Arhaan 

The Vault pulsed. The vibrations formed the shape of a name lost to all 

scrolls, carved in sound — Aāranyak — the name Arhaan had been born 

with, before the seal of silence had been placed upon him. Aāranyak, the 

Echo-Born. The Vault had recognized him. 

Arahan staggered backward. 

“So I wasn’t just chosen... I was made,” he murmured. 

Naira stepped beside him, her touch grounding. “Not made. Composed.” 

The glyphs reassembled into a floating manuscript of sound — the 

incomplete Nādakṛta Codex, scroll of the Eighth Astra. Only Arhaan 

could now hear the final lines, and only he could sing them back into 

reality. 

The Dissonant Future 

A soft hum began again — not from the Vault, but outside. The ground 

trembled faintly, as if the Vault had become aware of a threat 

approaching. 

Veera tensed. “That’s not natural...” 



300 

“The frequencies are being bent,” Rudrakshi said, eyes narrowing. 

“Someone is trying to breach the Vault from the outside — without 

harmony.” 

“They’re forcing resonance,” Arhaan said. “That would unravel 

everything.” 

And suddenly, the Vault began collapsing in on itself — not in 

destruction, but in compression — a folding of sound-space, sealing 

what secrets it could. 

Before the collapse could consume them, the Vault released one final gift 

— a pulse of pure sound, encoded with coordinates. 

Naira gasped. “It’s... a map. To the origin site of the Eighth Astra.” 

And then the Vault went dark. 
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Chapter Sixty-Five 
Nābhiśruti — The Womb of Resonance 

The Coordinates of Sound 

The echo-map embedded in the Vault’s final note was unlike anything 

the companions had seen before. It could not be read — it had to be 

heard. And not just heard — felt, as though the map sang itself into their 

bones. 

Each note, a direction. Each silence, a threshold. 

Rudrakshi interpreted the harmonics, Veera matched them to wind 

paths from ancient aerial cartography, and Naira used the rhythm to 

triangulate the pulses against the forgotten ley-lines beneath 

Vaikunthpur. 

Only Arhaan could unlock the final coordinate. 

He closed his eyes. 

A humm rose in his throat — instinctive, primal — a sound not taught 

but remembered. It resonated with the world around him, and the map 

bloomed into light. 

“Nābhiśruti,” Rudrakshi whispered. “It’s not a place. It’s a frequency. A 

resonance that only reveals itself to those born of the eighth thread.” 

Descent into the Resonant Abyss 

The location the map led to was far beyond the visible edge of any 

known terrain — past Ghurnavan and the Plains of Vritti, past even the 

Broken Sky Arch. They traveled days across a land where echoes 

repeated words not yet spoken. 
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At last, the earth fell away to reveal a vast spiral crater — an inverted 

mountain carved not by hand, but by sound. 

The entrance was narrow, like a windpipe descending into the body of 

the world. They called it The Resonant Abyss. 

As they began the descent, their weapons grew restless. The Tamoyastra 

pulsed in time with Arhaan’s heartbeat. The Vāyavyastra shimmered 

across Rudrakshi’s back. The Anilachakra howled with pressure — 

storms pressing inward. 

They weren’t just being watched. 

They were being tuned. 

Nābhiśruti Reveals Itself 

At the base of the abyss was no chamber — only open sky, impossibly 

inverted. They had arrived in a world of floating stone monoliths 

suspended in rippling air. 

There, in the center, was the Nābhiśruti itself: a giant suspended tuning 

fork, carved from crystal and meteor-iron, hanging above a pulsing lake 

of ink-black resonance. It thrummed with a note that could not be heard 

— but was known. 

A forgotten voice spoke from the fork: 

“Welcome, Bearers of the Astras. You return to the origin.” 

“The Astras were not born of power — they were born of imbalance. You 

seek harmony, yet carry war in your bones.” 

“To touch the truth, one must resonate with their opposite.” 

The Test of Inversion 

One by one, the companions were forced to confront versions of 

themselves — not illusions, but echoes from possible lives they might 

have led. 

Veera faced himself as a tyrant general, burning the old temples to dust. 
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Naira stood before a version of herself who refused her calling and let 

the ragas die. 

Rudrakshi saw herself leading the Order of the Hollow Hand into 

darkness, erasing sacred sound from history. 

And Arhaan — Arhaan faced silence. An Arhaan who never sang, never 

awakened. A hollow child. 

To pass, they each had to sing against the echo. Their harmonies clashed, 

then coalesced. 

The Nābhiśruti fork vibrated once more and dropped into the lake, 

revealing a staircase carved of sound-fossils. 

The Seed of the Eighth 

Beneath the surface, they found it — the Seed of Kālabheda, a sphere 

of frozen resonance, pulsing in time with the heart of the world. 

But guarding it was a creature — not beast, not ghost, but Memory made 

form: a Svaraphant, guardian of sound and paradox. 

“You are too late,” it said, its voice a symphony. “The Seed is already 

waking. And with it… so is the Unplayed Song.” 

Arhaan stepped forward. “Then it’s time we play it.” 

And with that, the chamber shuddered — the Seed cracked — and 

across Vaikunthpur, echoes long buried began to awaken. 

Chapter 66: The Unplayed Song 

When the Song Breaks Time 

The Seed of Kālabheda pulsed. 

One beat. 

Two. 

Three. 

Then silence… but not absence. 
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A vibration moved through the earth, dislodging memories. Across the 

forests of Aranyavedi and the ruined cities of Shunyagarh, forgotten 

echoes stirred. Children spoke words they didn’t know. Winds whistled 

notes from no mouth. Birds flew backward. Old blind seers wept in 

unison. 

The Unplayed Song had begun to unravel reality. 

Not heard — remembered, before it was composed. 

“This is the first of the Rāgas of Undoing,” whispered Rudrakshi, her 

voice hoarse with fear. “Once played… time no longer flows. It coils.” 

The Svaraphant's Warning 

The memory-guardian — the Svaraphant — did not attack. Instead, it 

bowed. 

“The Unplayed Song is not a weapon. It is the cost,” it said. 

 “The world once used it to silence a god. But in doing so, it unstitched 

its own past.” 

Rudrakshi clutched the Vāyavyastra tighter. “Who wrote it?” 

The Svaraphant turned to Arhaan. 

“You did.” 

Echoes from the Rift 

As the Seed opened, glowing runes spiralled outward into midair. Naira 

read them aloud from the Nādaya Scroll, line by broken line: 

“Rāga Ekāgra: The First Silence” 

“Rāga Vilopa: The Unraveling” 

“Rāga Anāhata: That Which Was Never Struck” 

“This isn’t music,” Veera murmured. “It’s history in reverse.” 

Arhaan fell to his knees. 
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Flashes of a forgotten time overwhelmed him. He saw himself on a 

battlefield that never happened. Singing a song no one heard. Playing 

the final note of the Eighth Astra before vanishing into silence. 

“It’s me,” he whispered. “I played it. I ended the war. But it… it cost me 

myself.” 

The Choice of Resonance 

In the heart of Nābhiśruti, a door revealed itself — not in stone, but in 

vibration. A spiraling staircase of harmonics that only Arhaan could 

hear. Behind it, the Song waited to be played again. 

But this time, it could change everything. 

To play the Unplayed Song was to erase timelines. Reweave destinies. 

Reclaim what was lost — but at the risk of creating something far worse. 

“If we let this play,” Naira said, “we might rewrite the past.” 

“Or destroy the future,” Veera countered. 

“Or remember the truth,” Rudrakshi finished. 

Arhaan reached for his Kandravīna, hand trembling. 

“Then let’s find the lost note,” he said. 
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Chapter Sixty-Seven 
The Hall of Forgotten Frequencies 

The Door That Sang 

The passage beyond Nābhiśruti wasn’t made of stone, but resonance. 

Each step reverberated a tone, each breath harmonized with ancient 

frequencies. 

Arhaan, Rudrakshi, Naira, and Veera crossed into the Hall of Forgotten 

Frequencies — a dome suspended in silence. No ceiling. No floor. Only 

floating platforms, glowing softly with spectral light, each vibrating to 

a different lost memory. 

“This place… it’s older than sound,” whispered Rudrakshi, her eyes 

widening. “This was where the Svarashēsha were born.” 

The Svarashēsha, known in old scrolls as the “Whispers Between 

Worlds,” were the final guardians of the Eighth Astra. Born of silence. 

Forged from echoes that no longer had a source. 

And they were waiting. 

The Trial of the Tonekeepers 

As Arhaan stepped forward, three Svarashēsha materialized from thin 

air — humanoid forms clad in robes of woven vibration. Their faces 

were featureless, but their voices carried the sound of thousands. 

“You carry the resonance of the Unplayed Song,” the center one said, its 

voice like the hum of a struck bell. “You must pass the Trial of Echoes 

before the Eighth Astra reveals itself.” 

Three tones emerged, each shaping the space into a vision: 
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● A battlefield soaked in blood, where Arhaan stood alone, his 

companions fallen. 

● A village in peace, untouched by war, where Arhaan never 

knew of astras, temples, or music. 

● A shattered world, where he had played the final raga too 

soon… and time had broken into fragments. 

“You must choose which is real,” they said. 

Arhaan clenched his fists. 

“I choose none. Because all are echoes of what might be. I am not here to 

relive — I am here to remake.” 

The three Svarashēsha bowed. “Then the Eighth may speak.” 

The Eighth Astra: A Whisper Named Truth 

From the center of the Hall rose a simple chime — no grand weapon, no 

radiant relic. A single string of metal, suspended in nothingness, 

vibrating gently. 

“This is the Svarāstra,” the First Whisper said. “The Astra of Becoming. 

It does not strike. It does not burn. It does not bind. It only… reveals.” 

Arhaan reached out. The chime rang once. 

And memory shattered. 

He remembered everything — the forgotten disciple of Dvani, the 

creation of the Nādaya Scroll, the ancient betrayal of the Wind Temple, 

the ragas stolen in silence, and his own first life as the composer of the 

Rāga Anāhata. 

“I didn’t just play the last song,” he breathed. “I wrote them all.” 

When Echoes Become Real 

Naira fell to her knees, tears streaming. 

“You… you were the one who sang the world into rhythm,” she said. 
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Rudrakshi's hand trembled over her astra. “If this is true, then the war 

we thought was coming — is a cycle already played.” 

Veera looked at the suspended chime. “Then who erased you?” 

The Svarashēsha vanished, but not before one final echo was spoken: 

“He who seeks to control silence — not wield it — was once your friend. 

Now he waits in the Well of Dvāntam.” 
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Chapter Sixty-Eight 
The Descent into Dvāntam 

The Songless Abyss 

Dvāntam was not marked on any map. It was heard, not seen — a chasm 

where sound refused to echo, where voices collapsed into themselves. 

The Well was carved not by stone or tool, but by silence itself, layered 

in forgotten harmonics. 

The group stood before its rim — a perfect circle, blacker than night, 

humming with an absence that chilled even the bravest song in the 

heart. 

Rudrakshi stepped forward, whispering, “This is where the Silent Veena 

was last heard. And where the first Sound Temple fell.” 

Arhaan held the Svarāstra, the eighth astra, now hanging from a thread 

of light bound to his palm. 

“We go not just into the dark,” he said. “We go into what was buried 

beneath sound.” 

The Descent Begins 

Their descent was not physical. 

The path was carved in raga. 

Each step was a note played from memory. One misstep — a wrong 

frequency, a faltering heartbeat — would shatter their presence and 

return them to the upper world, mind broken, soul dispersed. 
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Veera hummed the Rāga Sharvani, clearing their way with controlled 

wind-currents. Naira countered with Rāga Mālikā, forming light 

bridges to prevent emotional collapse. 

But the path twisted. 

Whispers rose. Not from outside — but from within. Each traveler began 

to hear a version of their voice — crueler, louder, truer. 

“You will fail again,” one told Rudrakshi. 

“You were always just a borrowed soul,” another hissed to Arhaan. 

“You will outlive them all, and hate every second,” one told Veera. 

Echoes of the Composer 

As they reached the final platform, a figure awaited them. 

Clad in robes made of unraveling notation, his face veiled by shifting 

ragas, stood Ekam — the First Echo, the one who had once composed 

beside Arhaan in their first incarnation. He had not been erased… he 

had erased himself. 

“I did what was needed,” he said, voice trembling with both melody 

and madness.  “I silenced the world so we could rebuild it in harmony. 

And yet… you returned.” 

Arhaan stepped forward. “You tried to break the Circle of Astras.” 

Ekam raised his hand. From behind him rose The Silence Chord, a 

blade forged from severed harmonies. “I didn’t break it. I remade it. And 

now, you will choose — play with me… or be silenced again.” 

The Duel of the Two Composers 

Their clash wasn’t of fists or weapons, but notes and memory. Each raga 

cast summoned emotion and history: 

● Arhaan played Rāga Anāhata, calling upon the harmony of 

unseen connections. 
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● Ekam responded with Rāga Mṛityu, the dirge of things left 

unsaid. 

Scrolls split. Melodies shattered. Platforms cracked under weightless 

pressure. Naira tried to intervene, but the field would not permit 

outsiders. 

The duel ended when Arhaan played the final fragment — a note long 

lost, neither major nor minor — a neutral chord that had no place in scale 

or time. 

It wasn’t composed. 

It was remembered. 

Ekam collapsed, eyes wide. “That… that was from before. Before the 

world had names.” 

Arhaan stepped closer. “You erased me, Ekam. But the world 

remembered. In echoes, in wind, in songs the children hum without 

knowing why.” 

Ekam’s Fall 

The Well of Dvāntam began to collapse. Ekam, broken in voice, knelt as 

the Silence Chord faded. 

“I only wanted to bring peace,” he murmured. Arhaan extended a hand. 

“Peace is not the absence of sound. It’s the presence of harmony.” 

Ekam took it. 

And vanished in a final, silent burst — one that echoed no more. 

The Svarāstra 

Alias: The Astra of Resonance 

Element: Sound & Memory 

Rāga Affinity: Anāhata (The Unstruck Sound) 

Primary Wielder: Arhaan (Current), Name Unknown (First) 
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Classification: Mythic-Astra (Hollow & Harmonic) 

Overview 

The Svarāstra is not an astra of fire, water, or weaponry — it is an echo 

made tangible, a manifestation of the very first vibration that ever 

existed. Known only in fragments through ancient scrolls and riddle-

songs, it was said to be the eighth and final astra, erased from every 

codex following the Fall of Dvāntam. 

While all other astras wield destructive potential, the Svarāstra operates 

on the principle of resonant convergence — harmonizing or disrupting 

all forms of energy, matter, thought, and memory. 

Properties 

● Unheard Resonance: Emits frequencies inaudible to most, 

affecting the inner ear, memory pathways, and harmonic fields. 

● Memory Inheritance: Allows wielder to access ancestral 

memory embedded in music, whispers, and stones. 

● Truth Exposure: The Svarāstra reveals the true intent of all other 

astras when brought near them. 

● Echo Collapse: Can erase echoes and shadows (such as 

Svaraphants and Echo Phantoms), rendering certain curses 

inert. 

Danger Level 

Severe 

Due to its ability to collapse or awaken echo-based beings, the Svarāstra 

is considered unstable. In untrained hands, it may fracture timelines or 

awaken buried ragas beyond containment. 

Its tone can induce harmonic madness — a syndrome marked by 

silence-seeking behavior, memory bleeding, and musical possession. 
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Known Lore 

● Forged during the First Sound, not by smiths but by Nādayogis, 

it was never truly “made” — merely heard into existence. 

● Believed to be the key to restoring the complete Circle of Astras. 

● Mentioned in riddles of the Silent Veena: 

 “One raga never struck / One blade never drawn / One echo never 

caught / And it is all of them.” 

Historical Appearances 

● The Vanishing of Ekam: Wielded briefly in the early age by the 

composer Ekam, who vanished into the Well of Dvāntam after 

trying to tune it into the Rāga Mṛityu. 

● The Rekindling: Rediscovered by Arhaan when unlocking the 

harmonic seal beneath Ghurnavan’s temple. 

● Resonant Duel: Used in Chapter 68 to defeat Ekam’s echo form 

without death, via harmonic unraveling. 

Notes 

“It does not scream. It does not burn. But it remembers, and in its 

remembering — the world either heals or breaks.” 

 — From the Whispered Codex of the Nādayogis 
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Chapter Sixty-Nine 
The Reverberation 

Return to Vaikunthpur 

The road back from Dvāntam was not silent. 

Every mountain pass they crossed sang faintly — not a song of joy, but 

of unsettled rhythm. The air hummed with unfinished cadences, the 

land vibrating with dissonance. The Svarāstra, cradled in a binding of 

light across Arhaan’s back, resonated gently with every step. It wasn’t 

speaking — it was listening. 

Rudrakshi noticed first: “The wind is tuned wrong.” 

“What does that mean?” Naira asked. 

“It means the Temples are waking up,” said Veera. 

The Symphonic Unrest 

As they entered the outskirts of Vaikunthpur, they were met not by 

people, but by sound. 

From the great bell tower of the central temple, the bells chimed on their 

own. Seven chimes, once for each known astra — and then, after a long 

pause, an eighth, low and unfamiliar. 

The villagers stood in a circle, unmoving, eyes glazed, swaying faintly 

to a song no one else could hear. 

“The Svaraphants have arrived,” whispered Arhaan. “They’re tuning 

the land.” 

Rudrakshi stepped into the crowd. “No… they’re searching.” 

One by one, the villagers spoke in the same voice: 
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“Where is the bearer? 

 Where is the raga that was promised? 

 Where is the one who forgot his name and must now play it?” 

A Song Across the Skies 

Suddenly, the clouds over Vaikunthpur twisted. From the highest point 

— the Bell Tower of Sharngati — light poured outward in strands, 

braided like a harp of fire and thunder. 

Arhaan turned his head slowly. “That’s not the sky. That’s a raga gate.” 

The sky shimmered with notes — glowing shapes: long-forgotten ragas 

forming a staircase toward the heavens. 

Above the raga gate, a silhouette appeared: tall, cloaked in resonance, 

its limbs forming chords, its face an empty scale. 

A Svaraphant Lord. 

“Astra-bearer,” it said in no voice at all, but in perfect tone, “you carry 

the final string. Play it… or the harmony collapses.” 

Choice at the Threshold 

Inside the temple, the old scrolls unfurled themselves. 

The Nādaya Scroll, once inert, now revealed a final prophecy: 

When the bearer returns from the silence, 

 And the eighth sings across the sky, 

 The Circle will tighten — 

 And one must be cut from the harmony. 

“Cut?” Veera repeated, eyebrows narrowing. “It means one of us must be 

silenced.” 

“No,” said Arhaan. “It means one of us is out of tune.” 

They all turned, slowly, toward the sound that wasn’t coming from their 

group. 

A low, sorrowful hum. 
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From within the temple walls. 

The Echo Infiltration 

A figure emerged, dressed like a villager, but his footsteps made no 

sound. His shadow moved out of sync. His eyes — silver, but hollow. 

“A perfect imitation,” Naira said, backing away. “But... it's not him.” 

“He’s an Echo Phantom,” Rudrakshi hissed. “And he’s tuned to my 

frequency.” 

The phantom opened its mouth — and sang. 

Rudrakshi collapsed instantly, overwhelmed by a harmonic counter-

frequency meant to dissolve her raga. 

Arhaan stepped forward, raised the Svarāstra — and struck a single, 

silent note. 

The Echo Phantom unraveled, like smoke drawn into a flute. 

Harmony or Division 

Later, as night fell over Vaikunthpur, the companions stood atop the 

Bell Tower. The sky gate still glowed faintly, and all around them the 

Circle of Astras pulsed from unseen locations. 

The final test wasn’t one of strength, or battle, or even song. 

It was of unison. 

Could the Eight Astras — and the Eight Notes — harmonize again? 

If even one was misaligned… the world would reset into silence. 

And somewhere, in a chamber yet unplayed, the final raga — the true 

Rāga Kālabheda — waited to be heard once more. 
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Chapter Seventy  
The Circle Convenes 

The Gathering of Bearers 

The Temple of Sharngati had never held such silence — not even during 

the Fall of Dvāntam. The sanctum, shaped like a lotus turned inside out, 

now pulsed faintly with raga-light, as if breathing to an unseen 

conductor’s tempo. 

At its center lay the Svarachakra, the Circle of Astras — once a myth, 

now a summoning sigil of resonance, carved into the floor through 

shifting vibration, not stone. It held eight spokes, and seven now 

glowed. 

The Astra-Bearers had arrived. 

● Rudrakshi, with the Vāyavyastra, the wind-carver. 

● Naira, with the Jalanta, the melody of flowing truth. 

● Veera, still bound to the dormant flame of Agnivar. 

● Arhaan, holder of the Svarāstra — the eighth and once-erased 

Astra. 

● And three more: strangers turned echoes, travelers turned 

wielders — drawn from distant edges of Bharat, each humming 

the raga of their Astra, answering a call older than memory. 

But one spoke remained dim. 

The seventh Astra — the Tamoyastra, the shadow-weaver — had 

vanished. 

And no one knew why. 



318 

Rāga of Alignment 

In the ancient texts of the Nādayogis, there was a rite known as Saṅgati-

kalā, the Harmonizing of Eight. It was said that once every bearer stood 

in their position within the Svarachakra and played their Astra’s 

frequency together, a symphonic gate would open — not to a place, but 

to Truth itself. 

Rudrakshi stepped forward. 

“We must begin the alignment,” she said, voice trembling but steady. 

“Whether or not all eight stand here, the song must begin.” 

The bearers took their positions. 

Arhaan placed the Svarāstra in front of him, but did not strike it. 

Not yet. 

Naira unfurled the scroll of tides. Veera ignited a single flame. 

Rudrakshi’s wind stirred across the temple. 

Then, they played. 

The temple shook. 

A pulse of sound — deep, sacred, disharmonic — reverberated across 

Vaikunthpur. 

The Dissonant Return 

At the last note, the missing spoke flickered. 

Then glowed. 

A wind blew inward, and from the archway emerged a figure cloaked 

in dusk-light, veiled in soundless aura. 

His eyes shimmered obsidian. 

And across his back was the Tamoyastra — alive, but wrong. 

“Forgive the delay,” he said, bowing mockingly. “It seems I was... 

interfered with.” 

Rudrakshi gasped. “That’s not the last bearer.” 
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“No,” said Arhaan, voice cold. “That’s the Echo Wielder — the one who 

wasn’t chosen, but created.” 

The Ninth Tone 

Silence held. 

Then, the Echo Wielder unsheathed the Tamoyastra — and struck a tone 

that did not belong. 

It wasn’t one of the Eight. 

It was the Ninth Tone — a note theorized in forbidden scrolls, said to 

dissolve not just music but meaning. 

The floor cracked. The Svarachakra groaned. One of the bearers cried 

out, collapsing into unconsciousness. 

“The Circle is flawed,” the intruder said. “Because you believed only 

Eight could define a world. But dissonance was always the ninth note. 

And I… am its composer.” 

The Prelude Ends 

Arhaan stepped forward. 

“The song we write now will decide everything.” 

He struck the Svarāstra once — and the temple erupted in waves of 

truth. 

Every bearer’s past was laid bare. Every raga uncoiled. Every shadow 

revealed. 

The Circle was whole. 

But the war was no longer of weapons or will. 

It was a war of composition. 

And only one melody would survive. 
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Chapter Seventy-One 
Rāgavyuha – The War of 

Compositions 

Where Melody Becomes Battlefield 

The temple did not fall. 

It transformed. 

As Arhaan struck the Svarāstra again, a radiant ripple spread from the 

center of the Svarachakra, and the sanctum bloomed open like a petal of 

sound — revealing a dimension composed not of walls, but of melody-

shaped space. 

They stood now within the Rāgavyuha, the battlefield of compositions. 

In this place, music dictated physics. Time bent to rhythm. Gravity 

answered tempo. Will shaped harmony. 

The Circle of Eight now faced the Echo Wielder — the bearer of the 

Ninth Tone, a fragment of dissonance carved into being, not born. His 

Tamoyastra was no longer just a weapon — it was an instrument of 

unraveling, the bow to the world's final string. 

“Let us play,” he whispered. 

The First Movement: Invocation 

Each bearer drew their Astra and played their raga: 

● Naira, with Jalanta, summoned Rāga Mahāsāgar, bringing waves 

that swept and shielded. 

● Veera, burning with Rāga Jvālāmukhī, hurled sparks of memory-

fire. 
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● Rudrakshi, commanding Rāga Vāyuvedi, spun cyclones of 

precision and silence. 

● The others — wielders of Dharanivaj, Vajrakaal, and Tejolok — 

each struck their harmonics, crafting a symphonic defense. 

But the Echo Wielder responded with a tone not born of rāga — the 

Ninth, the Dissonant Pulse. 

He struck once, and Naira’s wave froze mid-crest. Her rhythm faltered. 

The Jalanta dimmed. 

“He isn’t just fighting us,” Veera snarled. “He’s de-tuning us.” 

The Second Movement: Fractures 

The battlefield shifted. 

For each note they played, the Echo Wielder answered with an anti-note 

— a sonic mirror that inverted the intention behind each composition. 

Rudrakshi’s gale became stillness. Veera’s flame returned as cold. One 

by one, the Circle faltered — except Arhaan. 

The Svarāstra shimmered with a calm not yet played. 

“He can counter what is written,” Arhaan murmured. “But not what is 

yet to be composed.” 

He stepped forward and raised the eighth Astra. 

And for the first time in centuries, he played the first note of the Final 

Rāga — Rāga Kālabheda. 

The Third Movement: Resonance Awakened 

As the note unfurled, time fractured. 

The battlefield showed flashes of Vaikunthpur across ages: 

● The First Temple, still unbroken. 

● The fall of Dvāntam, seen through a child’s eyes. 

● The moment Arhaan was erased. 
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With each resonance, the world remembered. 

And so did the Circle. 

One by one, the Astra-Bearers aligned their notes — not in combat, but 

in harmony. Their ragas merged. Their sounds layered. 

The Tamoyastra trembled. The Ninth Tone wavered. 

“This can’t be,” the Echo Wielder said, voice breaking. “You cannot tune 

dissonance.” 

“You don’t tune it,” Arhaan replied. “You accept it.” 

The Final Chord 

The Circle struck one final, united note. 

Not perfect. Not pure. 

But true. 

It did not destroy the Echo Wielder. It freed him. The dissonance 

dissolved into memory, and the Tamoyastra — once a weapon of silence 

— folded back into its origin frequency, vanishing in a shimmer of 

forgiveness. 

The Svarachakra glowed fully now. 

Eight points of harmony. 

One note of acceptance. 

Circle complete. 
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Chapter Seventy-Two 
The Temple Beneath the Sea of Ink 

The Stillness After Harmony 

Days passed in Vaikunthpur. The Svarachakra stood intact — glowing, 

dormant, not with silence but with balance. The Circle of Astra-Bearers 

remained, each changed by the Rāgavyuha — their ragas now enriched, 

deeper, altered by what they had composed together. 

Arhaan kept the Svarāstra sheathed in sound — no longer a blade, but 

a tuning fork of memory. It hummed softly as if singing lullabies to the 

bones of the earth. 

But the world was not still. 

In the southwest, past the Singing Dunes and the drowned forests of 

Samavrtta, a storm had formed and then… halted. It hovered, unmoving, 

above a sea darker than ink. 

And in its eye — a temple began to rise. 

The Song That Was Never Bhāratīya 

The Temple of Mūrmūra, as it would be later named in new scrolls, was 

not found by choice, but by accident — a group of Nādayogis sent to 

chart the restored ley-lines of Vaikunthpur were drawn to the unmoving 

storm. 

What they found was… unnatural. 

● A temple built of obsidian coral, shaped not by hands but by 

harmonics that twisted light. 
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● No doorways, no bells, no idols — only a central void, and 

walls that thrummed in non-intervals — tones that did not 

belong to any known raga. 

One of the Yogis, a seer named Kshitinaya, attempted to attune her voice 

to the temple’s pitch. 

She disappeared mid-note. 

Only her shadow returned — soundless. 

The Sea Remembers 

As the waters around the temple began to churn, an ancient Codex 

Fragment emerged from the ocean floor. It was covered in coral and 

sealed in a glass spun from thunder. 

Rudrakshi studied it in secret and brought it to Arhaan. 

The words inside were not in Sanskrit. Not even in Prākrit. 

They were in a tongue no one had sung for ten thousand years. 

But the Svarāstra understood. 

It translated the first line aloud. 

“The Ninth was not the final.” 

“There was a Tenth.” 

The group fell into silence. 

“Impossible,” whispered Naira. “Even the most ancient scrolls speak of 

only Nine — the Eight Astras, and the Ninth Dissonance.” 

“No,” said Arhaan, eyes widening. “This is not another tone within the 

circle.” 

He traced the seal again. The next phrase read: 

“The Tenth Tone does not complete the circle.” “It breaks it from outside.” 
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The Black Note 

In the middle of the sea, the Temple of Mūrmūra sounded its first 

audible note — one that no living being heard with ears, but forgot with 

their bones. 

In Ghurnavan, bells reversed time. 

In Dvāntam’s ruins, the Silent Veena wept tears of ash. 

And in Vaikunthpur, a child was born with no voice, but perfect pitch. 

The Circle was complete. 

But the Symmetry of the world had been seen. And symmetry, once seen, 

begs to be broken. 
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Chapter Seventy-Three 
The Coral Labyrinth 

Sailing into Silence 

The journey to the Sea of Ink was like entering a forgotten lullaby. 

Waters once charted were now blank. Even the stars above the ocean 

faded when the ship crossed into the black-tide’s breath. 

Rudrakshi, Veera, Naira, and Arhaan stood at the prow of the vessel 

Svarmeya, watching the horizon split. 

The storm above the sea — unmoving — had grown inward. A cyclone 

collapsing into itself, its eye a whirlpool of lightless resonance. 

And there, rising like the spine of a drowned beast, was the Temple of 

Mūrmūra — a temple that sang backwards. 

“No birds. No wind. No pulse,” Naira whispered. “Even the water 

doesn’t sound wet.” 

Veera touched the Anilachakra strapped to his back. “I don’t like this 

rhythm. It’s not a pause... it’s an erasure.” 

The Temple Breathes 

The Temple of Mūrmūra had no doors. 

They entered through a slit in the coral wall that formed the shape of an 

unresolved clef — a musical symbol that had no known root in Bharat’s 

raga systems. 

The interior was a labyrinth of echo. Corridors looped. Footsteps 

vanished behind them. Even their own voices bent around corners 

before they could hear themselves speak. 

Rudrakshi marked walls with chalk. It vanished before their eyes. 
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“Sound memory doesn’t function here,” she muttered. “We’re not 

walking — we’re being played.” 

Arhaan reached for the Svarāstra. Its humm was faint, distorted. 

The temple was in a different tuning. A scale outside the human octave. 

The Unspoken Choir 

At the heart of the labyrinth, they came upon an amphitheater 

submerged half in seawater. Floating above the basin were thirteen 

figures, their forms semi-transparent, all seated cross-legged — silent, 

eyes closed, lips parted as if mid-note. 

“Are they… singing?” Naira asked. 

“No,” Rudrakshi whispered. “They are waiting.” 

One of them opened their eyes — milky white, pupil-less — and began 

to speak in chords. 

Not syllables. Not tones. 

Chords. 

“We are the Nishabdakāra — The Composers of Silence.” 

“We are the children of the Tenth Tone.” 

The group instinctively reached for their astras. 

The lead figure held up a coral-staff and whispered through resonance: 

“There is no need for war. We are not discord. We are the absence 

between melody and dissonance.” 

“We have watched your Circle form. And now, we offer you what the 

world once feared to remember: The First Song.” 

The First Song 

It was not music. 

It was not noise. 

It was the birth of sound before ears knew how to listen. 
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As the Nishabdakāra sang, the temple dissolved — not physically, but 

structurally. The labyrinth unwound, showing the truth of the space: a 

prison. Not for gods. Not for demons. 

But for concepts. 

Ideas that had once taken form: Infinity, Unreality, Echo without Source. 

And above all, the Tenth Tone — a frequency known as: 

A-Kāla-Rāga — The Timeless Unraga 

It was the sound that sang before time moved, before cause and effect 

took root. 

“This is the final Astra,” the choir said in one breath. “Not of power. Not 

of silence. But of unmaking.” 

The Invitation 

The Svarāstra pulsed violently. 

It did not resonate with this place. It recoiled. 

Arhaan clutched it tighter, sweat pouring from his palms. His voice 

trembled: 

“Why show us this now?” 

The Nishabdakāra answered: 

“Because someone has already begun to play the Tenth Tone. 

 And once its phrase is complete… the world will be recomposed.” 

A rumble shook the coral halls. 

The Sea of Ink began to churn. 

Above them, the sky cracked with a single reverse thunderclap — a 

sound sucked in rather than expelled. 

The Final Composition had begun. 
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Chapter Seventy-Four 
The Dilemma of the First Song 

Echoes of Unmaking 

The temple trembled — not from violence, but from remembrance. With 

every passing breath, the coral walls whispered notes from a time that 

never was, harmonies of unborn worlds and possibilities untuned. 

The Nishabdakāra continued to sing in silence — chords reverberating 

inside the skull, not the air. 

Arhaan stood before the ancient choir, his hands clasped around the 

Svarāstra, which now pulsed erratically, like a heartbeat out of rhythm 

with the universe. 

“This song,” he said, voice tight, “it isn’t part of our octave. It doesn’t 

belong.” 

The lead figure of the Nishabdakāra inclined their translucent head. 

“It belonged before your octaves existed.” 

“The A-Kāla-Rāga is not of creation or destruction. It is of reset.” 

Choice at the Threshold 

Rudrakshi paced restlessly. “You’re asking us to learn the one raga that 

unthreads the weave of everything we’ve protected?” 

“No,” replied the Nishabdakāra. “We are offering it. So you may stand 

against the one who has already begun to hum it.” 

That froze the group. 

“Someone else?” Naira asked. 
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“A forgotten voice. A fragment left behind after your victory in the 

Rāgavyuha. A shadow that once held the Ninth Tone…” 

Arhaan’s mind burned. The Echo Wielder. 

“He survived,” Arhaan whispered. “Somehow. In the dissonance.” 

The Dissonant Heir 

The choir parted. Behind them, a dark pool of coral-ash shimmered, 

revealing a phantom echo—a flickering image of a boy, no older than 

ten, walking between temples in ruin, humming in reverse. 

“He is neither born of this age, nor of the last,” said the choir. 

 “He is post-tonal — a child of broken harmony. He is singing the A-

Kāla-Rāga into being.” 

“And if he finishes it?” Veera asked, eyes narrowed. 

“Then even your victories will never have occurred.” 

Learning the Forbidden Note 

The Nishabdakāra bowed. 

“We will teach one of you. Only one. The A-Kāla-Rāga cannot be carried 

by more than a single voice — lest the world collapse prematurely.” 

All eyes turned to Arhaan. 

But he shook his head. 

“No,” he said. “It must be someone who remembers without ego. 

Someone who hears more than they play.” 

His eyes turned to Naira. 

The Silent Rāga 

Naira stepped forward. 

The coral beneath her feet bloomed like a flower made of memory. 

And slowly, the Nishabdakāra began to transfer the unsung song. Not 

in words. Not in tones. 
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But in removal. 

For every line she learned, she forgot something — a memory, a smell, 

a loved face. 

To hold the A-Kāla-Rāga was to become a mirror of silence — shaped 

by what she no longer knew. 

When it was done, she collapsed to her knees. 

“I…” she began. 

But could not remember what she had meant to say. 
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Chapter Seventy-Five 
The Uncomposer 

Return to a Different Vaikunthpur 

When the companions returned from the Temple of Mūrmūra, 

Vaikunthpur was not where they left it. 

The village stood, yes. The bell tower loomed. The temples of Astra still 

shimmered with spectral light. But something — something 

foundational — had changed. 

The air did not hold memory. 

 The soil did not hum its usual welcome. 

 And the people… didn’t know them. 

Rudrakshi approached an old priest she had once fought beside during 

the siege of Nidravana. 

“Do you remember me?” she asked. 

He smiled gently. “I’m sorry. Are you new to Vaikunthpur?” 

Naira clutched Arhaan’s arm. “It’s begun.” 

The Song You Can’t Hear Until It’s Too Late 

Across the land, events were unwinding quietly. Nothing catastrophic. 

No earthquakes. No screams. Just… forgotten details: 

● Statues missing from temples. 

● Scrolls reduced to blank parchment. 

● A song that once united the village children now sounded 

unfamiliar, out of scale. 
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And in the distance — someone was humming. 

Not loudly. Not menacingly. 

Just… persistently. 

The Child at the Edge of Echo 

They found him where the Ghurnavan Forest met the once-broken 

shore — a boy, barefoot, dressed in white, standing in a circle of wilted 

flowers and faded footprints. 

He turned before they could speak. 

Eyes deep. Voice pure. Smile… almost kind. 

“You’re late,” he said. “I’ve already begun rewriting.” 

Arhaan stepped forward, hands raised. “You don’t have to do this.” 

The boy tilted his head. “But I already did. And the world is happier.” 

He began to humm — the A-Kāla-Rāga — the lullaby of erasure. 

And with every note, the companions forgot something. A battle. A 

temple. A name. 

Naira clenched her fists, eyes glowing. 

“It’s not the world that wants this,” she whispered. “It’s you. And I 

know why.” 

The First Confrontation 

Naira stepped into the circle of faded footprints. 

The boy flinched. 

She sang. 

Not a song of resistance. Not a counter-harmony. 

But the same lullaby — his lullaby — note for note. 

But hers was incomplete. 

And because it was incomplete, it carried something his version didn’t: 
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Longing. 

The boy's hum faltered. 

“How do you know that note?” he asked. 

“I don’t,” she said. “But I carry what you forgot when you learned it — 

love, grief, imperfection.” 

The Choice Unspoken 

The Uncomposer backed away. 

The sky dimmed. The ground blurred. 

Reality quivered between two states — the rewritten and the 

remembered. 

And then, a moment of absolute stillness. 

He offered Naira his hand. 

“If we sing it together,” he said, “we could begin a world with no war, 

no death, no pain.” 

She didn’t move. 

“And no memory?” she asked softly. 

He looked away. 

“Yes.” 

She lowered her hand. 

“Then let the world ache. It means we lived.” 

The boy vanished — not in death, but in retreat — the Uncomposer 

drifting back into the edges of echo. The A-Kāla-Rāga was not 

destroyed, but it now lived within Naira, woven into her silence. 
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Chapter Seventy-Six 
The Rāga That Gods Refused 

The Unraveling Horizon 

Vaikunthpur was healing. 

The temples had begun to reassert themselves — stone by remembered 

stone. Songs returned in fragments. Children laughed, though some still 

stumbled over melodies they used to know. 

But the land bore scars of near-erasure. Wounds left not by battle, but 

by unmaking. And in their wake, something stirred. 

Not in the air. Not in the soil. 

But in time. 

Rudrakshi noticed it first — the way the sun hesitated before rising, how 

the birds chirped their morning ragas out of sequence. In Ghurnavan, 

echo-bats sang lullabies in reverse. 

And beneath the Bell Tower of Sharngati, a sealed note surfaced. 

Not parchment. Not voice. 

A note with no scale, carried by the wind and left in Arhaan’s palm. 

“Rāga 0: The One Before All. 

 Turn back. Even gods listened once… and then chose silence.” 

The Tale of the Refused Note 

They gathered in the Hall of Codices, deep beneath the restored Temple 

of Vāyuvedi. 

Veera rolled out ancient scrolls with missing measures. 
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“There are mentions of a zeroeth raga in the Aśabda texts,” he said. “No 

rhythm. No mode. No time. Just… presence.” 

Naira, still haunted by the memory of the A-Kāla-Rāga, nodded slowly. 

“If the Tenth Tone was unmaking… this may be unbeing.” 

Arhaan touched the Svarāstra. 

It trembled. 

But not in rejection. In recognition. 

“It was composed before gods had shape. 

 A raga that sang the canvas into which all others would be painted.” 

When Memory Refuses to Remember 

In Ghurnavan, they found the Mouthless Idol — an artifact older than 

sound. The idol bore no features, only vibrations frozen in marble. And 

beneath it, a spiral staircase they had never seen before. 

It led to the Shrine of Unsung Beginnings. 

The shrine was silent. Not dead. Just… waiting. 

Carved on its walls was a warning: 

"The Rāga 0 is not to be played. 

 It is to be remembered by forgetting." 

 "Once played, the world remembers what it was before it began." 

A Riddle in Silence 

On the shrine's central dais lay a bowl made of mirror-song metal, 

containing seven drops of liquid light and a single black pearl. 

Arhaan understood instantly. 

“This is a test. One of us must remember what cannot be sung.” 

The others stepped back. Even the astras began to vibrate, gently 

pleading not to proceed. 

But Arhaan knelt, touched the pearl, and listened. 
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There was no sound. 

But in its absence, he saw: 

● The first wind that didn’t move. 

● The first time before time. 

● The first question, before answers or language. 

And then… 

A single, impossible note. 

It shattered nothing. 

It reminded everything. 

The Gods Remember 

That night, the stars over Vaikunthpur blinked. 

Not dimmed. Not vanished. 

But looked away. 

For the first time in recorded myth, the celestial constellation of 

Saptarishis turned from the sky — as if they, too, feared to see what 

Arhaan had now heard. 

The Svarāstra sang in its sheath. 

And a voice — not divine, not human — whispered from within: 

“You are the last composer now.  If you choose to play Rāga 0, the gods 

will not help.  They will hide.” 
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Chapter Seventy-Seven 
The Composer’s Burden 

The Shrine Awakens 

When Arhaan touched the mirror-song pearl, the shrine did not 

crumble or glow. 

It breathed. 

The floor beneath him shifted like a tabla skin tightening in anticipation. 

Walls became waveforms. What had once been stone and silence now 

pulsed like a chest — a heart of the world—beating in a rhythm long 

forgotten. 

The seven drops of liquid light rose around him, rotating slowly, casting 

flickering shadows that showed memories that never were. 

Rudrakshi reached out instinctively. “Arhaan… step back.” 

But he didn’t. 

“This raga… it isn’t a weapon,” he whispered. “It’s a question. 

 One that was never allowed to be asked.” 

The Unheard Consonance 

As the last drop of light touched the ceiling, the Shrine revealed its core 

— an inverted veena, suspended mid-air, strung with threads made not 

of string, but of absence. 

This was no Silent Veena. It was older — the Veena Before Sound, 

known only in forbidden codices as: 

Na-Naadāra — The One That Should Not Sing 

And inscribed beneath its pedestal: 
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“Rāga 0: The Refrain That Has No Repetition.” “To play it is to remember what 

the gods buried within themselves.” 

Arhaan approached. 

Behind him, the others stood motionless — not from fear, but reverence. 

They felt the shrine watching them. 

No god answered. 

No astras reacted. 

Because even the astras had never heard this song. 

The Note Before Creation 

Arhaan placed his hand upon Na-Naadāra’s body. 

And then, he did not strum. 

He breathed. 

One long inhale. 

One slow exhale. 

And in that silence between, the first note of Rāga 0 played itself — not 

with sound, but with awareness. 

And the world flinched. 

● A storm above the Sea of Ink reversed into steam. 

● The ruins of Dvāntam trembled as forgotten names whispered 

from stone. 

● The Circle of Astras blinked with uncertainty, then steadied — 

as if recognizing a parent. 

The Forgotten One Speaks 

And then… 

A voice filled the chamber. 

It was not male. Not female. 
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Not mortal. 

Not divine. 

It was the First Listener. 

“You have strummed the question that even I feared. 

Why must there be music? 

Why must there be anything at all?” 

“If you finish the Rāga, the world will understand. 

And what is understood… may no longer need to be.” 

The Fork of Fate 

Arhaan stepped back. 

Not in fear. But humility. 

“I won't finish the raga,” he said. “Not now.” 

The voice pulsed, surprised. “Why?” 

Arhaan looked at Rudrakshi, Veera, Naira. 

At the memories that had nearly been lost in the Uncomposer’s lullaby. 

“Because some answers aren’t meant to be known,” he said. 

“They’re meant to be played around. Danced with. Wondered about.” 

“If I finish Rāga 0, I will end the beauty of asking the question.” 

The Rāga Unplayed 

The shrine dimmed. 

Na-Naadāra’s strings vanished into vapor. 

The seven drops of light descended, circling Arhaan’s chest once before 

dissolving into him. 

He had not played Rāga 0. 

But he had been chosen by it. 

And that was enough. 

For now. 
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Chapter Seventy-Eight 
The Whisper That Builds 

When the Wind Starts Remembering 

The wind changed. 

Not in speed or chill — but in intent. It no longer just passed through 

Vaikunthpur’s forests and temples. It paused, as if listening. Lingering 

near doorways. Curling in spirals over rivers. Whistling along the 

strings of abandoned instruments. 

In the sacred archives of Nidravana, parchments began to hum. The ink 

on scrolls rearranged itself into new shapes — some familiar, some 

utterly alien. 

And across the hills, the songless began to hum. 

Old priests with broken vocal cords. Children born tone-deaf. Even 

mute animals began to emit harmonic frequencies. 

Rāga 0 had not been played. 

But the world knew it had been touched. 

The Return of the First Listener 

In temples long thought empty, veiled statues began to glow with faint 

vrittis — the spiral motifs believed to house divine vibrations. Some 

melted, revealing older carvings beneath: not gods, but listeners — ears 

wide, mouths absent. 

The First Listener, whose voice had addressed Arhaan in the shrine, 

now echoed in subtle ways: 

● Songs halted at their first note. 
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● Musicians forgot their scales mid-performance and wept 

without knowing why. 

● Rivers hummed lullabies with no source. 

One evening, Naira woke from a dream, speaking in a voice not her 

own: 

“The Answer walks. 

 But will the world let it remain a question?” 

The Cult of the Unfinished Note 

In the northern borderlands of Bharat, a sect emerged overnight. Clad 

in robes of rust and chalk, they called themselves: 

The Nābhīśūnya — Those of the Hollow Navel 

They worshipped not the astras, not the ragas, but the space between 

notes. 

And their mantra? 

“The Composer is incomplete. We are the pause between His 

becoming.” 

They began collecting silences — recording caves, echo-chambers, quiet 

moments between thunder — archiving emptiness. 

Rudrakshi tracked their spread. 

“They’re preparing,” she said, grimly. “For a world without melody.” 

Vaikunthpur Holds Its Breath 

At the center of it all, Arhaan remained quiet. 

He did not play. He did not speak often. 

The Svarāstra no longer sang without reason. Its resonance had grown… 

selective. 

Each night, Arhaan walked through Vaikunthpur, listening — not to the 

sounds, but to the questions in silence. 
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He understood now: the world was tuning itself. 

Not toward harmony. 

Not toward dissonance. 

But toward awareness. 

A realization was blooming across reality: That something had almost 

ended — not with fire or war, but with understanding. 
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Chapter Seventy-NIne 
The City of Seven Mouths 

An Invitation Etched in Silence 

At sunrise, a parchment arrived in Vaikunthpur. It bore no words, only 

seven slashes—vertical, uneven, each ending in a curl. 

The villagers saw nothing in it. 

But when Arhaan touched the page, the slashes sang. 

Not aloud, but into his marrow. 

Each slash was a mouth, and each mouth whispered one word: 

“Come. We. Hold. What. You. Forgot. First.” 

Beneath the final curl, a symbol pulsed: the Svaraketu Seal — a glyph 

lost since the Burning of the Harmonists in the Age of Unwritten Songs. 

Rudrakshi stared. “It’s calling you to Svaranagari.” 

Veera narrowed his eyes. “The City of Seven Mouths.” 

Naira whispered, “They say it was where the world composed itself.” 

Svaranagari: Where Sound Was First Bound 

The city was not on any map. 

It was found only when the seeker stopped looking. 

And when Arhaan, guided by the Svarāstra, stepped into the granite 

ravines beyond Nidravana, a thin veil of mist pulled away — revealing 

a crater-city, shaped like a vast conch. 
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Seven towers surrounded the central abyss, each capped with a bronze 

throat that echoed faintly — breathing ancient, unfinished notes. 

And from the seventh tower descended a woman in silver-grey robes. 

Her head was shaved but inscribed with tonal tattoos. Her lips were 

inkless. 

She spoke by intonation. 

“Arhaan of the Rāga Refrained. 

 Bearer of the Unplayed. 

 You are welcome in Svaranagari.” 

The Svaraketu Manuscripts 

In the Hall of Dustless Echo, she showed him the Svaraketu Scrolls — 

manuscripts bound in silence-leather, each page vibrating with a rāga 

that had never been voiced, only thought. 

Inside was a warning, older than myth: 

“When the world first sang, it sang itself.” 

“The Composer was not divine, but emergent.” 

“But should any bearer echo that First Song, the world will turn back — not 

to silence, but to pre-sound.” 

The Reverse Composer, she explained, was not a being. 

It was the world’s response to Arhaan’s awakening of Rāga 0. 

“The song has become aware of itself,” she said. 

“And it may not want to be sung anymore.” 

The Echoverse and the Counter-Chorus 

Svaraketu texts warned of a realm layered behind the known — an 

Echoverse — where all unsung possibilities reside. Not dead. Not silent. 

Dormant. 

“This is where the Reverse Composer stirs,” the woman said. 

“It is not here to destroy you. 

It is here to reclaim authorship.” 
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Arhaan listened. 

And he understood. 

The world had loved being a song. 

But now, it questioned why it had ever begun. 

The Tuning Fork of Becoming 

Before he left, the woman gave Arhaan a final relic — a tuning fork 

forged from an ancient astral meteorite. 

“Strike it,” she said, “and you’ll hear the true key of the world. 

 But do so only when you are ready… 

 to know whether we ever needed music at all.” 

Arhaan took it. It pulsed with not frequency, but potential. 

The kind of silence that could become anything — or nothing. 
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Chapter Eighty 
The Shrine That Built Itself 

The Return into Dissonance 

When Arhaan returned to Vaikunthpur, the village had changed again 

— not physically, but spiritually. The ground pulsed subtly beneath 

bare feet. Trees leaned ever so slightly eastward. Bells in distant temples 

chimed without wind. 

The air was thick with self-song — a phenomenon the Svaraketu Scrolls 

had warned of: when the land itself begins to harmonize in anticipation 

of being rewritten. 

But what chilled Arhaan most was what stood at the edge of the Singing 

Banyan Grove. 

A shrine. 

Not made of stone, clay, or metal. 

But of resonance. 

Curved lines of frozen sound spiraled up into a dome — translucent, 

humming faintly — a structure built by no artisan. 

It was the first Shrine of the Reverse Composer. 

The Voice Within 

Inside the shrine sat a child. 

Not a boy. Not a girl. Not a memory. 

But something that looked like all three — as if the village had dreamed 

this being into existence. 
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Eyes closed. 

Hands folded. 

And from its lips came a single continuous tone. 

A note with no variation, no break, no rest. 

It was the same tone the Uncomposer had begun in Ghurnavan… 

 But now it was flawless. 

Perfect pitch. 

Anti-evolution. 

Rudrakshi stepped back instinctively. “That note isn’t growing.” 

Veera said softly, “It’s undoing growth.” 

Naira whispered, “That’s not a raga. That’s a loop.” 

The Shrine’s Influence 

As the tone continued, the village around it began to warp. 

● Fruits retracted back into flower. 

● Words reversed on paper, ink bleeding upward. 

● Even time itself stuttered — a child tripped, fell… then rose 

before falling. 

The Shrine was not dangerous in the way fire is. 

It was dangerous in the way forgetting why you exist is. 

The tone erased context. 

And in a world of ragas, context was everything. 

Confronting the Composer’s Echo 

Arhaan stepped into the shrine. 

The moment his foot crossed the resonance-threshold, the Svarāstra fell 

silent — not unwilling, but overwhelmed. 

The child opened its eyes. 
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Not hostile. Not afraid. 

Simply… curious. 

“Why do you fight this?” the voice asked, though the lips didn’t move. 

 “The world is tired of melody. It wants rest.” 

Arhaan’s voice cracked. “Rest is not the same as ending.” 

The child tilted its head. “Is it not?” 

The Strike of the Tuning Fork 

From his robe, Arhaan drew the Svaraketu Tuning Fork — the key to 

the world’s original scale. 

He held it in both hands, whispered a line not from a raga, but from 

memory. 

“The pause between two notes is not silence. 

It is intention.” 

And then, he struck it. 

A sound burst through the shrine — not a note, but a choice. 

Every living thing within miles paused. 

Even the shrine’s note wavered. 

The child blinked. 

And for the first time, its tone broke. 

The Fracture in the Loop 

The shrine cracked. 

Not destructively — creatively. 

It began to reassemble itself into something new. 

Not a shrine to erase. 

But a shrine to question. 
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And from that question bloomed a new tone — one never sung before, 

but always longed for: 

The Composer's Second Song. 

A tune not of perfection, but continuance. 
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Chapter Eighty-One 
The Composer’s Second Song 

A Song with Scars 

The shrine of resonance stood transformed. 

What had once been a shrine of unbeing now echoed with 

vulnerability. The fracture line along its dome pulsed like a heartbeat 

— the shrine was alive, and for the first time, not just listening… but 

learning. 

Arhaan stepped back, the tuning fork quiet once more. 

The child — the Echo Incarnate — had not vanished. They now sat cross-

legged, humming softly, eyes open, no longer erasing the world but 

recording it. 

And into this stillness came the question whispered across the 

Svarachakra: 

“What comes after the last note?” 

Arhaan’s answer: 

“A new raga. One made not of power… but of participation.” 

The Circle Returns 

One by one, the Circle of Astra-Bearers gathered inside the shrine. 

● Rudrakshi, bearing the Vāyavyastra, struck a rhythm of clarity 

and distance, drawing breath into harmony. 

● Veera, with the Anilachakra, played the Storm Rāga, but this time 

slowed, channeling tempest into compassion. 
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● Naira, bearer of Jalanta and the memory of the A-Kāla-Rāga, 

sang a verse without words — a lament, a rebirth. 

And then Arhaan strummed the Svarāstra once. 

One long, imperfect note. 

It cracked. 

It wavered. 

It shimmered. 

And together, the four added their verses — and began the first measure 

of what would be called: 

Rāga Pratichhāya — The Rāga of Reflection 

The World Listens Back 

Across Bharat, the earth shifted — not violently, but attuned. 

● Bells rang in harmony across distant temples without touch. 

● Dead trees in Ghurnavan bloomed with silver petals that 

vibrated at rest. 

● Forgotten ragas returned to scrolls once blank — written in 

multiple hands, as though sung by those who had never lived. 

The world was responding — not to a composer, but to a chorus. 

For the first time in ages, the Astra-Bearers were not weapons. 

They were instruments. 

And the world? 

 The world was no longer an audience. 

It was singing with them. 

The Note that Couldn’t Be Recorded 

Rāga Pratichhāya was unwritable. 

Each time a scribe tried to record it, the ink would shift. 
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Each attempt to map its rhythm yielded different results — no two ears 

heard it the same way. 

Because the raga lived only in reflection — it played differently 

depending on who heard it and why. 

And that, Arhaan understood, was its power. 

Not to overwrite history. 

 Not to reset melody. 

 But to remind the world that its song was never meant to be finished. 

A Composer No Longer Alone 

The child stood. 

Smiled. 

And whispered — truly whispered this time: 

“Thank you. 

 For giving the song back to everyone.” 

They walked into the Svarachakra, now humming with light, and 

dissolved not into silence — 

 but into the next verse. 
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Chapter Eighty-Two 
The Vault Reopened 

A Rāga Meant to Be Remembered 

The Echo Vault had not been entered since the early days of the Circle 

— when the first minor astras awakened. 

But now, as the world shifted into a new melodic age, Arhaan and the 

Astra-Bearers returned not to retrieve a weapon… 

…but to plant a memory. 

Rāga Pratichhāya could not be written. 

 It could not be scored. 

 But within the Vault — where resonance is eternal — it could be 

imprinted as a sonic glyph, alive and listening. 

The Vault’s gates parted with no ritual. 

They opened as if they, too, remembered. 

Inside the Vault of Echo 

Rudrakshi lit the path using the breath-rune of the Vāyavyastra. 

The Vault’s inner sanctum no longer echoed as before. 

Instead, it harmonized. 

Every footstep entered the vault's memory as a motif — repeating softly 

behind them, building a collaborative song. 

At the center was the Pillar of Unstruck Sound — once silent, now 

humming faintly. 

Naira stepped forward and placed her palm on the pillar. 
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The Vault accepted the Rāga. 

It did not imprison it. 

 It remembered it — not as a sacred weapon or guarded truth… 

…but as a melody meant to travel. 

The Whisper Across Oceans 

As the Vault sealed gently behind them, the sky over Vaikunthpur 

changed hue. 

The sunset bled silver — not unnatural, but prophetic. 

And from the west, where the Sea of Ink once churned, came something 

no one expected: 

A reply. 

Three notes. Faint. Carried on the salt wind. 

Unfamiliar in tone. 

Unmapped in raga. 

But structured. 

Intelligent. 

Veera turned slowly. 

“That… that didn’t come from Bharat.” 

The Forgotten Continent Stirs 

Across the ocean, beyond the known territories of raga and resonance, 

lay a place only mentioned in forbidden cartography: 

Shrutidvīpa — The Dissonant Isle 

Long thought lost in a cataclysm of unsung tones, the land was said to 

have turned its back on all melody, choosing stillness so absolute even 

gods would not hear it. 

And yet… it had responded. 

A single harmonic, not in defiance… 
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…but in invitation. 

The companions stood in silence as the tones repeated. 

This was not threat. 

This was a dialogue. 

The Circle Expands 

Back in the temple of Sharngati, the Svarāstra pulsed in its cradle. 

And for the first time since it was born in fire and harmony, it rang in a 

new scale — one unrooted in Bharat's foundations. 

Arhaan looked at the others. 

“We thought the First Song was ours alone.” 

Naira responded, “But perhaps… we were only singing a verse.” 



357 

Chapter Eighty-Three 
The Sound Beyond the Shore 

The Compass of Silence 

In the vault-chambers of Sharngati, beneath the veena-carved ceiling, 

Arhaan sat cross-legged with the Svarāstra across his knees. 

The three tones from Shrutidvīpa still resonated in the air — faint, 

deliberate, probing. 

Rudrakshi entered quietly and placed a worn satchel before him. Within 

lay a compass etched not with directions, but octaves. 

“The Yogantar monks of the Skyward Ghat once used this,” she said. 

 “It finds not north or south—but the direction of the strongest 

unresolved note in the world.” 

Arhaan touched it. 

The needle spun wildly, then slowed… and locked westward, humming 

a fourth tone. 

The Fourth Note: The Invitation 

By the time the group assembled at Vaikunthpur’s western dock, the 

ocean was still. Too still. 

Even the breeze seemed to wait for consent. 

Veera arrived last, carrying a roll of parchment. 

“The fourth tone arrived this morning.” 

 “It was woven into a sea-bird’s call. I transcribed it by instinct.” 

The raga it formed was incomplete — but alienly elegant. 
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Naira studied the notations, lips parted. “This isn’t dissonance… it’s a 

different grammar.” 

“Not opposition,” Arhaan said. “Contrast.” 

They boarded the Svarvahana, a vessel gifted by the temple for mythic 

waters, with a hull made from sacred teak and sails stitched with 

harmonics pulled from Vāyavyastra breath-runs. 

And without a prayer… they sailed. 

The Waters Between 

The sea beyond Bharat’s edge was a vast mirror — reflecting not light, 

but intent. 

Hours passed. Then days. 

On the third night, the sea began to hum back. 

Not as a song. 

But as a mirror of memory. 

Each Astra-Bearer heard something unique: 

● Rudrakshi heard the lullaby her mother used to sing before she 

vanished. 

● Naira heard the first cry of a sister she never met — one born 

silent. 

● Veera heard the thunder that silenced his homeland. 

● Arhaan… heard nothing. 

Not silence. 

But the absence of any past. 

Landfall: The Singing Shore 

When they awoke on the seventh morning, the ship had anchored itself. 

Before them stood Shrutidvīpa — a land sculpted from stone and tone. 

Every tree hummed. Every ripple in the sand shimmered with pitch. 
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But no voices greeted them. 

Only a single wooden instrument embedded into the sand. 

A lyre with no strings. 

But around it… the sand was marked with footprints. 

Thousands of them. 

And above the lyre, a message carved in deep-flowing script: 

“Compose not to be heard, but to become. 

Only the unresolved may pass.” 
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Chapter Eighty-Four 
The Garden Where Rāgas Grow 

The Breath of Shrutidvīpa 

As the companions stepped off the Svarvahana and onto the sands of 

Shrutidvīpa, the air changed. 

It didn’t simply carry scents or salt — it tasted like intent. 

Each breath felt like it was asking something. A question in vibration. 

● Rudrakshi felt her heart beat in polyrhythm. 

● Veera felt the air lean away from his voice. 

● Naira sensed each step leaving behind not a footprint, but a 

memory fragment. 

● Arhaan heard nothing — not because the island was silent, but 

because it had stopped measuring sound in human terms. 

They followed the trail past the lyre with no strings — toward a grove 

where music did not echo, but grew. 

The Tonal Grove 

What they found was impossible. 

A garden. 

Each tree bore leaves shaped like waveforms — glowing faintly in 

shades of rhythm. Some drifted off like notes escaping a performance, 

disintegrating into scent. 

On one vine, fruits pulsed in sync with each footstep. 

 Another branch held buds of chords, unopened. 
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And in the center: a massive flowering tree with petals of vibration. 

From beneath it emerged a being wrapped in robes stitched with 

sheetless notation — shifting symbols that changed with every step. 

Their voice was neither young nor old, but unfinished. 

“You arrive incomplete,” they said. 

 “You may remain.” 

The Chorā-Rāgins 

They introduced themselves as the Chorā-Rāgins — the Keepers of the 

Unfinished Note. 

“We do not compose to complete. 

 We do not perform to be heard. 

 We cultivate rāgas like roots — tangled, growing outward, 

unpredictable.” 

Each Chorā-Rāgin wore no instrument. 

Instead, they grew them — reeds on their arms, hollow tones from their 

spines, harmonics from the calluses on their feet. 

Arhaan asked the first question. 

“What do you do with a raga once it’s ready?” 

A pause. 

Then a response: 

“We bury it. 

 Only what does not bloom again is worth remembering.” 

The Rite of Unlearning 

Before the companions could learn anything, they were told they must 

forget. 

Each was led to a silent well carved from obsidian quartz — a well that 

did not reflect. 
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One by one, they were asked to speak the name of the raga they loved 

most. 

● Veera named Anil Rāga. 

● Rudrakshi named Rāga Vāyuniti. 

● Naira whispered Anāhata. 

● Arhaan… could name none. 

The Chorā-Rāgin smiled. 

“Good. He is already forgetting.” 

They were asked to lean over the well and humm — not from memory, 

but from instinct. 

And as each did… 

Their favorite raga vanished from their minds. 

Gone. 

A space opened. 

And in that space… something ancient and wild began to grow. 
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Chapter Eighty-Five 
The Cacophonic Hollow 

Where Broken Songs Go 

Led by the Chorā-Rāgins, the companions descended into the 

Cacophonic Hollow — a vast subterranean basin carved not by erosion, 

but by dissonance. 

“Every raga we abandon,” said the lead Chorā, “every verse that bends 

too far, every scale that defies completion — we cast them here. 

 Not to forget… but to let them decompose.” 

The Hollow pulsed. 

Not with melody. 

But with memory struggling to exist. 

Faint fragments echoed around the walls: 

● A war-raga stopped before its climax. 

● A lullaby that forgot how to soothe. 

● A love song where one voice never joined. 

Rudrakshi held her breath. “This place aches.” 

“It should,” said Naira. “It’s the graveyard of what we almost were.” 

The Song Without Form 

In the Hollow’s heart floated a mass of vibrating light — flickering, 

struggling, never settling into rhythm. 

The Chorā-Rāgins called it: 
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Gātrahīna — The Song Without Body 

It was older than Shrutidvīpa. 

It had no scale. 

No origin. 

But as the companions approached, it reacted — like a wild animal 

recognizing distant kin. 

“It’s not rejecting us,” Veera said, eyes narrowed. “It’s… waiting.” 

The Chorā-Rāgins knelt. 

“Gātrahīna was once sung at the dawn of existence. 

But the world could not hold it. 

It shattered into the first astras.” 

Arhaan stepped closer, and the mass pulsed violently. 

The Birth of the Astras 

The Chorā-Rāgins began to chant in a broken meter, and slowly, the 

Cacophonic Hollow began to sing back. 

Not one song. 

But many. 

And within the light, visions formed: 

● The Tamoyastra, born from the lowest note Gātrahīna ever struck 

— pure shadow and refusal. 

● The Anilachakra, spun from its wild, unmeasured vibrato — 

tempest trapped in circular defiance. 

● The Svarāstra, from a single held breath — a pause so potent it 

became form. 

The astras had not been forged. 

They had been condensed from the broken raga — fragments of a 

melody too vast to exist. 

And Then It Spoke 



365 

Not in words. Not even in tone. 

But inside them. 

A collective whisper in their bones: 

“If I am completed… I will die.” 

“If I am forgotten… I will haunt.” 

“But if you carry me… fragment by fragment… 

I may become the world again.” 

Arhaan reached out. 

The Gātrahīna didn’t retreat. 

It broke itself, offering a shard — a piece of unsung song — to each 

bearer. 

As it entered them, each one saw a different truth: 

● A war yet to be fought. 

● A god not yet born. 

● A melody with no audience — only purpose. 
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Chapter Eighty-Six 
The One Who Sang Too Far 

The Hollow Echoes Back 

As the companions ascended from the Cacophonic Hollow, something 

followed. 

Not a being. 

Not a shadow. 

But a resonance — ancient, wounded, and incomplete. 

The Chorā-Rāgins fell silent as the walls of the Hollow began to vibrate 

with a deep, aching bassline — not dissonant, not harmonious, but 

mourning. 

Arhaan turned. 

And in the swirling dust of unravelled tones, a figure formed. 

Wrapped in shreds of notation and cloaked in broken tempo, the being 

floated slightly above ground. Its skin shimmered like ink dropped in 

oil. Its eyes were closed. 

The Chorā-Rāgins bowed low. 

“He has returned,” they whispered. “Svarnamauni — The One Who 

Sang Too Far.” 

The Eternal Restnote 

Svarnamauni opened his eyes, and the air froze in pitch. 

Even the wind outside Shrutidvīpa paused its rhythm. 

He did not speak — he intoned. 
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A voice without melody, formed in raw meaning: 

“You touched her,” he said, referring to Gātrahīna. 

 “She gives again. After all this time.” 

Veera took a step forward. “You sang it? The whole raga?” 

Svarnamauni nodded once, the motion slow as silence thickening. 

“I did. Once. Long before Vaikunthpur named itself. 

Before gods. Before measure.” 

He raised a hand. 

The room dimmed. 

And for a moment, they heard what he had once sung: 

Creation unraveling into awe. 

Order bowing to raw emotion. 

Meaning evaporating, until only intention remained. 

And then—stillness. 

“And so,” he whispered, “I was bound to rest. For I became the final 

note, and nothing could follow me.” 

The Fragmented Salvation 

Arhaan felt the shard of Gātrahīna within him quiver. 

“You were the first Astra,” he said quietly. 

Svarnamauni nodded. 

“I was its bearer. And then… its prisoner. 

 For to carry the whole of a thing too vast is to forget why it must be 

broken.” 

He turned to them. 

“You, each of you, carry what I could not. 

 Fragments. Imperfections. 

 That is your strength.” 

His eyes — silver wells of unsung regret — locked onto Arhaan. 
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“You must never unite them.” 

The air gasped. 

“Together, they are beautiful. 

But beauty is not survival. 

A completed Gātrahīna is the end of purpose.” 

The Farewell in Reverse 

Svarnamauni stepped back into the swirling dust, already fading. 

But before he vanished fully, he sang one note in reverse. 

And in that single un-note, they each saw: 

● A raga that turned time into spiral. 

● A temple collapsing upward. 

● A newborn star choosing not to ignite. 

And a final whisper, carved into their minds: 

“Sing not to be whole. 

 Sing to remain worth becoming.” 

And then, he was gone. 

No silence. 

No echo. 

Only possibility. 
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Chapter Eighty-Seven 
The Song No One Composed 

Return to a Changed Silence 

The Svarvahana sliced through calm waters under an uncertain sky. The 

journey back from Shrutidvīpa should’ve been uneventful. 

And yet, something had changed. 

The sea sang. 

Not in waves, nor gulls, nor breeze. 

But in harmony. 

A barely audible chorus hummed in the depth below the hull, echoing 

a melody none of them had written — and all of them recognized. 

Rudrakshi spoke first, voice hushed. 

“We didn’t carry Gātrahīna with us.” 

Naira finished the thought. 

“It carried us.” 

Whispers on the Wind 

By the time Vaikunthpur’s coastline came into view, the entire region 

pulsed with something unplaceable. 

Children played a new tune on reed flutes, its rhythm foreign but 

natural. 

Temple bells chimed on their own, following unknown timing. 

Even birdsong seemed… structured. 



370 

And across villages, a single refrain floated on lips — untrained, 

unsourced, and yet unified: 

“Not beginning, not end — the song inside the bend.” 

Veera leaned against the mast, jaw tight. 

“It’s spreading.” 

Arhaan nodded, more curious than afraid. 

“It’s teaching.” 

The Echo in the Earth 

At Sharngati Temple, the earth beneath the Svarāstra's cradle glowed 

with breath. 

Lines of script emerged across stone — letters that moved like thought. 

Not Sanskrit, not Vaidika, not Nadic. A rāga-script yet unknown. 

And above the cradle, the Svarāstra levitated an inch. 

It had never done that before. 

When Arhaan touched it, he heard the melody that echoed across 

Vaikunthpur — but from within. 

Gātrahīna wasn’t becoming whole… 

It was becoming shared. 

The Living Composition 

In the days that followed, music changed. 

● Farmers began to hum and found their crops ripening faster. 

● Dancers performed unrehearsed and fell into ancient 

synchronicity. 

● Weavers patterned cloth not with dyes, but with tone-imbued 

fibers. 

And most strangely — every person who sang the tune heard something 

different. 
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To one, it was joy. 

To another, loss. 

To Arhaan, it was forgiveness. 

And it grew with every voice added. 

The Dream-Scribes Arrive 

At the gates of Vaikunthpur, a caravan arrived — pilgrims with eyes 

painted closed and tongues tattooed with silent notes. 

They called themselves Svaralekhins — Dream-Scribes of the Unwritten 

Sound. 

“We come not to teach,” said their leader, “but to write what will never 

be remembered.” 

They had dreamt of the song for years, scattered across lands, unaware 

of each other. And now, drawn by the resonance, they converged here. 

They carried empty books. 

Books that filled only when someone sang near them — with melodies 

the singer didn’t know they knew. 

Arhaan Understands 

One evening, seated in the hollow beneath the Singing Banyan, Arhaan 

strummed the Svarāstra gently. 

He did not play a raga. 

He listened to the song within others. 

He realized: 

Gātrahīna was never meant to be performed. 

It was meant to be felt. 

Not completed — but co-created, endlessly. 

It was not the composer’s burden. 

It was the world’s invitation. 
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Chapter Eighty-Eight 
The Astra That Denied Sound 

When the Astras Changed 

Each Astra across the land — once fixed in rhythm and resonance — 

had begun to shift. Subtly. Sharply. 

Vāyavyastra now pulsed with syncopated gusts, creating bursts of 

wind that responded to intent, not command. 

Anilachakra’s storms no longer circled mechanically — they danced in 

spirals only the bearer could feel, not predict. 

Even the Svarāstra began to hum in harmonics outside its original 

octave — adjusting to Arhaan’s silence, not just his song. 

They were becoming reflections, not instruments. 

And one by one, as the Astras adapted, the world whispered of 

another. 

One long thought extinct. 

One not born of melody… 

…but of refusal. 

The Hollow Between Notes 

In the northern ruin of Vrittikara, where temples had been flattened by 

forgotten harmonics, something stirred. 

At the heart of the crater lay a pit so silent, it muffled the wind. 

And from within that pit came a pulse. 

 No sound. No vibration. 
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Only absence. 

The ancient records had spoken of it once — in broken stanzas and 

forbidden scrolls: 

Niḥsvara. 

The Astra of Anti-Tone. 

The Astra that denies resonance. 

The one born from the broken breath of Gātrahīna. 

Astra-Bearers never spoke of it. 

Because Niḥsvara did not hum, resonate, or glow. 

It unheard the world around it. 

The Song That Cannot Be Sung 

Rudrakshi stood at the edge of the pit, wind frozen around her. 

“I feel… nothing.” 

Naira stepped forward. “That’s its song. Not being.” 

Veera held the Anilachakra tighter. “Why now?” 

Arhaan, standing last, lowered his gaze. 

“Because the world has begun to sing again.” “And every song invites 

its shadow.” 

The Gātrahīna shard within him trembled — not in fear, but in 

recognition. 

Niḥsvara was not destruction. 

It was the equal and opposite answer to the return of collective song. 

Not noise. 

Counter-resonance. 

Astra of the Unsung 

From the pit rose a sphere of black stone, impossibly matte — so dark it 

erased outlines behind it. 
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No reflections. 

No echoes. 

No warmth. 

It hovered before Arhaan, motionless. 

Then, it cracked. 

And from within unfolded a single note of perfect, living silence. 

It entered the earth. 

The sky. 

And every listening soul. 

And it asked: 

“What remains when the song ends?” 

The world paused. 

And in that pause, each of them felt a choice. 

Not one of power. 

 Not of balance. 

But of honesty. 

The Keeper of the Void 

The Astra did not seek Arhaan. 

It did not seek any current bearer. 

Instead, it hovered before an old monk who had walked from the edge 

of the desert, barefoot, unheard. 

His ears were scarred shut. 

 His mouth was sealed by silence-sigil. 

But he bowed. 

And the Astra entered him. 

Not violently. 

Not gloriously. 
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Just… completely. 

And from his chest came no light, no music, no pulse. 

Only a stillness so real the land hushed in deference. 

Niḥsvara had chosen. 

The unsung would now walk among the sung. 
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Chapter Eighty-Nine 
The Harmony of Silence 

The Monk Who Unheard 

He came to Vaikunthpur walking between echoes. 

The villagers did not hear him approach, but the birds stopped singing 

as he passed. Dogs did not bark. Winds paused mid-rustle. Instruments 

tuned themselves into detuned stillness. 

The monk — now known only as Nihswan — carried Niḥsvara not as a 

weapon, but as absence incarnate. 

And still, Arhaan did not fear him. 

Because the Svarāstra, vibrating faintly at Arhaan’s side, did not retreat. 

It pulsed in a rhythm that almost… welcomed the void. 

When Song Meets Un-Song 

In the temple amphitheatre, the Circle of Bearers gathered. 

The Chorā-Rāgins stood silent beneath the arch of sound vines. The 

Svaralekhins had filled pages of tone-scribed verses with what the monk 

was not — a library of voids. 

Nihswan entered last. 

He did not walk. 

He simply was there, suddenly, as if presence had changed its rules. 

No breath. 

No weight. 

Only gravity without tone. 
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Arhaan stepped forward and plucked the Svarāstra. 

One note. 

The air shimmered. 

Nihswan stood still. 

Then nodded. 

A single ripple of acknowledgment, as if to say: 

“I will not erase you. 

Because you see the space I protect.” 

The Purpose of Niḥsvara 

Rudrakshi, watching from the side, whispered to Naira: 

“Why now? Why return?” 

The answer came from Veera, his voice unusually soft: 

“Because we forgot: not all music is sound. 

 And not all sound is safe.” 

Niḥsvara was not an end. 

It was a boundary. 

A guardian not of silence, but of integrity — to prevent the world from 

singing itself into madness. 

For even the most divine melody can become a cage when it refuses to 

pause. 

And the Astra of Un-Song was the keeper of that pause. 

The Tuning of the Circle 

That night, the Circle of Astra-Bearers gathered in the open. No ritual. 

No chants. Only presence. 

Each Astra vibrated faintly — attuning not to power, but to each other. 

● Vāyavyastra’s wind curled around Veera’s storm. 
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● Jalanta’s shimmer echoed Arhaan’s Svarāstra like memory 

reflecting memory. 

● The Gātrahīna fragments within each bearer began to resonate 

together — not in harmony, but in multiplicity. 

And at the edge of the circle, Nihswan did nothing. 

And in doing so, he completed it. 

The Circle was whole — not because every voice was present… 

…but because even the absence had been invited. 
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Chapter Ninety 
The Final Pause 

The Rāga That Was Never Played 

It began with a dream shared by all Astra-Bearers. 

In it, a corridor made of unplayed instruments curved into infinity. 

 At the end sat a single, veiled figure holding a scroll made of soundless 

parchment. 

On it, a title: 

Saṃpūrna Virāma — The Complete Pause 

No rhythm. 

No melody. 

Only structure. 

A raga composed of intent to stop. 

When Arhaan woke, the Svarāstra had stilled. 

When Naira touched Jalanta, its waters froze into glass. 

When Veera summoned wind, it refused to obey. 

They had been shown something not meant for performance — but 

remembrance. 

The Legend of the Last Note 

According to the oldest Chorā-Rāgin scrolls, Saṃpūrna Virāma was 

written just once. 

Not to be sung. 

Not to be heard. 

But to be understood. 
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It was composed by an unnamed seer — one who had witnessed the 

birth of Gātrahīna and feared the world might sing itself into erasure. 

To prevent that, they encoded a final failsafe — a raga of complete 

stillness. 

A musical lock that no sound could pass through. 

Not silence… but intentional cessation. 

And the riddle remained: If played, what would end? The world… or its 

obsession with song? 

A Codex Reawakens 

In the depths of the Echo Vault, where no one had ventured since 

Gātrahīna stirred, an old codex trembled open on its own. 

The pages flipped without wind. 

And on the final page appeared a script no one had seen before: 

A full rendering of Saṃpūrna Virāma — in negative notation. 

Where notes should be, there were spaces. 

Where rhythm belonged, there were deliberate voids. 

Only those who had accepted both Gātrahīna and Niḥsvara could even 

read it. 

Arhaan read it. 

And wept. 

“It’s not a raga of ending,” he whispered. 

 “It’s a mirror. One the world must look into when it forgets why it 

sings.” 

The Circle Plays the Pause 

They gathered in silence, in the amphitheatre of the Singing Grove. 

No audience. 

No preparation. 

Only awareness. 
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Each Astra-Bearer held their instrument. 

Each closed their eyes. 

And together… they played nothing. 

But they played it together. 

● A synchronized pause. 

● A collective abstention. 

● The act of not creating as a form of highest creation. 

And as they did… 

The world listened. 

Truly listened. 

And from that emptiness came not fear, but clarity. 

The Resonation of Stillness 

The skies over Vaikunthpur did not rumble. 

The temples did not echo. 

No strange gods rose. 

But across the land, people began to listen between moments. 

● Musicians left rests in their compositions. 

● Birds began pausing before the second chirp. 

● Children hummed and then… stopped. Smiled. Hummed again. 

Saṃpūrna Virāma had been received. 

Not as an ending. 

But as a reminder: 

Every raga needs a rest. 

Every melody must breathe. 

Every Astra must choose not to strike. 
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Chapter Ninety-One 
The Whisper Without Origin 

When Silence Bled 

The aftertone of Saṃpūrna Virāma lingered across Vaikunthpur like dew. 

But somewhere beyond the edges of known resonance, something old 

stirred — not awakened by the rest, but offended by it. 

In the far southeast, where no Astra ever resonated, the black sands of 

Kālakantak — the Shore of Severance — shifted for the first time in 

centuries. 

And from the pit beneath it came a single wordless breach of shadow. 

It had no sound. 

But those attuned to the Astras felt it. 

● Rudrakshi heard a flute reverse itself. 

● Veera’s Anilachakra trembled violently before stopping mid-

spin. 

● Naira looked up from her water scrolls and whispered: 

 “Something is singing against the silence.” 

Only Arhaan, still attuned to Gātrahīna’s fragment, stood completely 

still. 

He had heard this once before — in his sleep as a child. 
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The Forgotten Astra: Chāyāmrut 

Codex fragments long lost spoke of Chāyāmrut — the Astra of 

Shadows, birthed not from Gātrahīna’s main body, but from its 

hesitation. 

Where Gātrahīna fractured itself to become multiplicity, Chāyāmrut 

hid, swallowing the fragment of raga that chose neither song nor 

silence. 

It is not darkness. 

It is the refusal of witness. 

A place where no melody dares tread — not for fear of death, but for 

fear of being unheard. 

The Place Beneath Listening 

The Circle gathered in the old observatory of Nādayana, where ancient 

sound-maps once charted the music of the stars. 

Arhaan traced the recent seismic tones across the resonance-table. 

They led to a point that did not echo. 

Naira stared. “That isn’t silence. That’s… null.” 

“Chāyāmrut has begun to move,” Arhaan said. 

Veera frowned. “But no bearer ever claimed it.” 

Arhaan replied slowly, “Because it never wanted to be claimed. 

It waited until the world had something worth undoing.” 

The First Signs of Dissonance 

Across the land, quiet anomalies began to surface: 

● Songs would vanish mid-verse, as if memory erased itself. 

● Dancers forgot steps they’d known since birth. 

● Children tried to hum new ragas — and ended in coughs of 

shadow. 
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The Chorā-Rāgins sensed it too. One of their sacred vines withered in 

reverse, curling into non-existence. 

“This is no curse,” one whispered. “This is unbecoming.” 

Arhaan finally admitted what none had dared say aloud: 

“Chāyāmrut has found a bearer.” 

The Echo of No One 

They didn't know his name. 

But he had once stood on the edges of Ghurnavan — a nameless orphan 

with no song, no family, no purpose. 

He had listened. 

Always listened. 

And when Saṃpūrna Virāma echoed across the world, he felt left 

behind. 

Not out of malice. 

But because his soul had never been written into the raga. 

Chāyāmrut found him. 

And through him, it began to rewrite the absence — not to oppose the 

Circle… 

…but to ask: 

“What happens to those never invited to the song?” 
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Chapter Ninety-Two 
The Bearer of Erasure 

Where His Footsteps Do Not Echo 

They met him at twilight, under the shade of the Ashtamūkhi Tree, 

whose eight hollow trunks once sang the harmonies of the world’s 

origins. 

Now… they were mute. 

The boy — for he could not be older than sixteen — stood barefoot in 

soil that refused to record his presence. 

 His cloak was woven of threadless dusk. 

 His eyes bore no hate. No longing. 

 Only absence. 

The Circle came armed not with Astras, but with questions. 

“Who are you?” Arhaan asked. 

The boy blinked. 

Then said, softly, without tone: 

“I am the one the song forgot.” 

When the World Skipped a Note 

He had no name because the world had skipped him. 

No birth-note. 

No soul-rhythm. 

No musical signature. 

In a world where every being was part of a raga, he was the pause no 

one acknowledged. 
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And so, Chāyāmrut found him — not to fill that void… 

But to make it visible. 

“You crafted the song,” he whispered to Arhaan. 

“You restored its breath… but not for all.” 

His voice didn’t carry. 

It disappeared the moment it left his mouth. 

But its meaning — that echoed inside them like a truth long denied. 

Astra of Unbeing 

Chāyāmrut manifested not with light or noise, but as a shadowless 

shape hovering above the boy’s palm. 

It had no physical form. 

Only intent. 

And when he extended it forward, the grass beneath it ceased — not 

burned, not withered — but unwritten. 

Rudrakshi tried to summon a breath-wind. 

It arrived late. Warped. 

And folded back into her lungs. 

Veera’s Anilachakra wouldn’t respond. 

Naira’s Jalanta evaporated into mist. 

Only Arhaan stood still. 

“You don’t want to destroy the song,” Arhaan said. “You want it to see 

you.” 

The boy looked up. 

A single tear — colorless — fell. 

The Acknowledgment Raga 

From within the Svarāstra, Arhaan felt a new rhythm stir. 

It was not Gātrahīna. 
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Not entirely. 

It was the part of Gātrahīna that had once refused to include those who 

couldn’t sing. 

He touched the string gently — and played a raga with no scale, no 

pattern, no climax. 

It was a note of invitation, held in unresolution. 

And the moment it left the Svarāstra… it didn’t resonate. 

It simply waited. 

Waited for the boy to respond. 

The Incomplete Note Returns 

The boy stepped forward. 

Chāyāmrut flickered. 

And then — in the first sound ever uttered by the Astra of Erasure — 

he sang one note. 

Soft. 

Cracked. 

Unpitched. 

And utterly human. 

The Circle fell silent. 

The eight trunks of the Ashtamūkhi tree vibrated once. 

And the boy smiled. 



388 

Chapter Ninety-Three 
The Vault That Listens 

Bearing the Erased to Memory 

The Circle moved slowly. 

Not out of caution, but reverence. 

The boy—his name still unwritten—walked between them carrying 

Chāyāmrut, not as a weapon, but like a shadow that had finally learned 

to follow instead of consume. 

Each step toward the Echo Vault made the air more aware. 

The Vault was not merely a chamber of sound. 

It was Vaikunthpur’s memory, carved in echo, designed to store all that 

could be sung, struck, whispered, or imagined. 

And now… it was being asked to remember what had once been 

deliberately forgotten. 

“Will it accept him?” Naira asked. 

“We don't ask the Vault to accept,” Arhaan replied. 

 “We ask it to listen.” 

The Vault Reacts 

As they entered the Vault’s harmonic threshold, the runes began to 

pulse in negative relief. 

Instead of glowing, they dimmed—sucking light into themselves, like 

old regrets pulling memories home. 
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The Svaraphants, silent guardians of the Vault, emerged from the walls 

like walking chords. 

They formed a circle around the boy, humming an interrogative triad — 

a question not in words, but purpose. 

He did not bow. 

He stood still and raised Chāyāmrut. 

It shimmered… and then refused to hum. 

The Vault trembled. 

Not from rejection. 

But from recognition. 

A piece of itself had been missing. 

Until now. 

The Unwritten Codex 

In the farthest alcove, where no codex had ever dared rest, a pedestal 

rose — blank, waiting. 

And on it, the symbols of the Anāhata, the Unstruck, began to etch 

themselves in silence. 

“This… wasn’t meant to be forgotten,” Rudrakshi whispered. 

“No,” said a Svaraphant, speaking for the first time in centuries. 

 “It was meant to be remembered later, when the song was strong 

enough to hold its contrast.” 

The Codex opened on its own. 

A title bled into existence: 

Chāyāmrut: Astra of the Unremembered 

And beneath it, lines appeared: 
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He who bears no rhythm may yet restore balance. 

 He who walks without echo may yet sing the final refrain. 

 When light sings too loudly, shadow will whisper truth. 

The Naming of the Nameless 

For the first time, the boy turned to the others. 

And spoke: 

“I don’t want a name for power. 

I want one to be… heard.” 

The Svarāstra responded. 

A soft harmonic rose. 

One that had never played before — an interval between two silences. 

And Arhaan, voice quiet but clear, said: 

“Then you shall be called Anek — the Many Within One.” 

The Vault sealed behind them. 

But not as a prison. 
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Chapter Ninety-Four 
The Sleepers Beneath Saptamayi 

The Lake of Seven Voices 

The waters of Saptamayi Lake had long shimmered with layered hues 

— one for each primordial raga once sung beneath its surface. 

Legend claimed that seven Song-Sleepers had been sealed within its 

crystalline depths — ancient beings who composed the world’s first 

harmonies, only to vanish when humanity grew arrogant with sound. 

Now, the lake rippled with unease. 

The balance Arhaan and the Circle had restored — the inclusion of 

silence through Chāyāmrut and the boy named Anek — had done more 

than heal. 

It had stirred something. 

Something resting far too long. 

Signs from the Deep 

Fishermen reported water that hummed under their boats. 

Children by the banks began mimicking melodies they’d never heard — 

harmonies older than language. 

At dusk, the air vibrated in stacked intervals. 

 Not threatening. 

 But not comforting either. 

And then… the seventh color in the lake vanished. 

A deep indigo strand — the Rāga of Bound Slumber — dissolved into 

mist. 
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“They’re waking,” Naira said, hand resting on Jalanta. 

 “All seven?” 

“No,” said Rudrakshi gravely. “Just the ones opposed to change.” 

The Council Divided 

The Song-Sleepers were not beings of flesh — but of tone-body and 

thought-rhythm. 

They had shaped the original Astra scales, sung the first temple doors 

into existence, and sealed Gātrahīna’s full form in fragments so it 

wouldn’t devour time. 

Four of them had sung for balance. 

 Three had sung for order. 

The three that now stirred… had always feared silence. 

They had cast Chāyāmrut into un-being. 

 They had decreed the Unremembered unworthy. 

And now, with Anek's emergence, they prepared to unmake what had 

been harmonized. 

The Return of Svarādya 

At midnight, the lake erupted in silent waves. 

From its core rose Svarādya — first of the Sleepers, once called The Scale-

Master. 

He towered in no visible form, yet each breath warped the air around 

him into tonal illusion. His voice sounded not as speech, but as scale-

declarations. 

“You gave the Unrung a name,” Svarādya intoned. 

“You have folded absence into raga. 

You have weakened purity.” 

Anek stepped forward. 

Chāyāmrut unfurled from his shoulder, quiet as falling ash. 
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“No,” he said. 

“We made the music honest.” 

Svarādya did not speak again. 

Instead, he sang. 

A chord of refusal — pure, perfect, lethal. 

The Song of Counter-Balance 

The Circle rose as one. 

Not to fight — but to respond. 

● Veera cast wind through spirals of broken time. 

● Naira poured water upward, harmonizing in reverse. 

● Rudrakshi struck her staff thrice, summoning rest beats between 

chords. 

● Arhaan strummed one incomplete phrase — the last measure 

of Saṃpūrna Virāma. 

And Anek… 

He listened. 

Then, in the space left behind by all others, he whispered a single breath 

of erasure. 

Not to destroy. 

 But to remind Svarādya: 

“All songs end. 

 But endings can be merciful.” 
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Chapter Ninety-Five 
The Eighth Harmony 

The Sleeper’s Discord 

Svarādya’s chord crashed against the world like a divine edict. 

The sky bent. The lake cracked. 

And beneath the surface, the other six Song-Sleepers stirred. 

● Rāyini, who once sculpted time signatures with breath alone, 

wept. 

● Devvakra, shaper of resonance trees, held his tones in. 

● Mīlata, the only one who had loved silence, opened her eyes. 

They had all awoken too early. The Song of Restoration had not reached 

its final cadence. 

But something unprecedented now moved beneath the lake: 

A note never written, never heard, never dared. 

Not an eighth Sleeper. 

 But an eighth harmony. 

Born not of pure tone or deliberate silence — but of inclusion. 

Of every broken note, unsung melody, unfinished verse… 

And every soul who had once been passed over. 

Beneath the Lake: Rāga Ekātmya 

As the Circle stood on the banks of the fracturing lake, a single glowing 

line stitched its way across the surface — neither light nor shadow, but 

intention given form. 
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Anek stepped forward and whispered the name he had not been taught, 

but somehow remembered: 

“Rāga Ekātmya — the Unity Note.” 

Rudrakshi gasped. “That’s the raga that wasn’t written… because the 

world couldn’t agree on what it meant.” 

“Now it does,” said Arhaan. 

And in that moment, beneath the water, an eighth raga played itself into 

being — neither major nor minor, structured nor chaotic. 

It allowed dissonance. 

It embraced rest. 

It welcomed silence and sound as equals. 

And the waters calmed. 

Svarādya's Realization 

Svarādya towered, disarmed not by defeat — but by understanding. 

He looked at Anek. 

“You are not the correction.” 

“You are the continuation.” 

The ancient chords faded from his form. 

His tonal presence folded inward, then joined the harmony rising from 

the lake. 

And one by one, the other Sleepers did the same. 

Even those who had opposed silence now heard the world differently. 

The eighth harmony did not require perfect tuning. 

It asked only for honest participation. 

The Song That Needs No Audience 

The lake shimmered. 
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In every corner of Vaikunthpur, people began to hear pieces of 

Ekātmya: 

● A mother hums while tending her garden — and the soil 

blooms. 

● A blind flute player breathes a single note — and it bends into 

three. 

● A child names their fear aloud — and it turns into rhythm. 

This raga does not spread like wildfire. 

It grows slowly — in moments of recognition, connection, and 

reflection. 

The world has begun to sing again. 

But now, it sings with silence woven in. 
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Chapter Ninety-Six 
The Codex That Breathes 

The Vault Opens Again 

It began with a pulse. 

Not sound. 

Not vibration. 

But recognition. 

Deep beneath the Echo Vault — beyond the Chamber of Chords, past 

the Spiral of Shifting Notes — a forgotten doorway cracked open. 

Not by key. 

But by harmony. 

“It heard Ekātmya,” said Arhaan. 

The Codex Chamber they had always assumed was sealed by 

Gātrahīna’s breath was, in truth, waiting for something else: 

A song that did not seek to conquer or perfect… but to unify. 

The Svaraphants bowed as the door sighed open. 

And within it lay a single pedestal. 

Not stone. Not wood. 

But resonant air, held in form. 

And upon it floated the Codex of Becoming. 

A Codex Not Meant to Be Read 

No ink. No parchment. 
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Instead, this Codex was written in living resonance — a song that 

changed as it was heard, shaped by the heart of its listener. 

Arhaan stepped into its field. 

And the Codex became him. 

He didn’t read. 

He remembered. 

Before the Astras Were Astras 

Long before Vaikunthpur… 

Before temples… 

Before even Gātrahīna’s first hum… 

There existed sound without listener. 

Raw potential. Unformed emotion. Vibrations in the void. 

From this formless chorus emerged seven intentions: 

● The desire to protect (Svarāstra) 

● The yearning to change (Anilachakra) 

● The pull to reflect (Jalanta) 

● The instinct to hide (Chāyāmrut) 

● The wish to silence (Niḥsvara) 

● The hope to summon (Tamoyastra) 

● The will to listen (Kāndravīna) 

They were not forged. 

They were chosen — by the universe itself — to carry its first dreams 

into form. 

And then, in secret, an eighth intention whispered itself into being: 

The longing to become. 

This became Ekātmya — the Harmony of All Voices. 

But it could not exist until the others understood they were not enough 

alone. 
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The Guardians Remember 

The Svaraphants, once thought to be protectors of knowledge, revealed 

their truth: 

“We were the first echoes of those intentions.” 

Each had once been a raga that refused to end, choosing instead to take 

form and serve the world as guides, watchers, and vault-keepers. 

They had waited. 

Not for power to rise. 

But for wholeness to return. 

And now, with the Circle complete and Chāyāmrut restored, they sang 

together for the first time in aeons. 

Not loudly. 

But completely. 

The Codex Seals Itself 

As the last tone faded, the Codex folded itself into nothing. 

Not destroyed. 

Just… released. 

It had completed its becoming. 

The Vault quieted. 

And in its stillness, Arhaan and the Circle heard not silence… 

But continuation. 
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Chapter Ninety-Seven 
What Must Not Be Sung 

The Invitation Without Sound 

Three days after the Codex of Becoming sealed itself, a letter arrived for 

Arhaan. 

But it bore no ink, no seal, no name. 

The parchment was unmarked, and yet the moment he held it, he heard 

a voice inside his bones: 

“Come to the Temple That Has No Doors.” 

“Come alone.” 

“Bring no Astra. Bring no song.” 

It was not a threat. 

It was a question. 

The Temple That Forgot Music 

On the edges of Vaikunthpur’s forgotten eastern ridges stood a hill with 

no echoes. Not because of sorcery or silence, but because nothing had 

ever been sung there. 

Atop it sat a crumbling structure — a temple carved from wind-worn 

stone, built before raga or rhythm, older than the Astras. 

It bore no name, because naming hadn’t yet been invented when it was 

raised. 

When Arhaan stepped into its shadow, his Svarāstra refused to hum. 

Not in protest. 

 In reverence. 
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The Human Voice 

Inside, a fire burned. 

Not mystical. 

Not eternal. 

Just flame — raw, imperfect, flickering. 

Sitting by it was a woman. 

Old. Scarred. Smiling without fear. 

She did not rise. 

She did not bow. 

She simply said: 

“Finally. One who sang and stopped.” 

Arhaan blinked. “Who are you?” 

She looked him in the eye. 

“I am what comes after song.” 

“Not silence. Not unbeing.” 

“I am life.” 

The Wisdom Beyond Raga 

She explained: 

● That long before Astras sang the world into shape, people lived. 

● They cried. Laughed. Screamed. Whispered. 

● And those were music before music knew it was music. 

“Your ragas are sacred. 

Your astras divine. 

But you have forgotten the human note.” 

She threw a pinch of ash into the fire. 

“Not all songs must be sung. 

Some must be lived.” 

Arhaan understood. 
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Gātrahīna. Ekātmya. The Codex. The Astras. 

They were instruments. 

But they were not the purpose. 

Return Without Melody 

When Arhaan descended the hill, he carried no tune. 

No fragment. 

Only a question: 

What happens when the world no longer needs songs to remember who 

it is? 

He looked at the sky. 

He heard no celestial hum. 

And yet… it was enough. 

Because in his heart, a new song began. 

One not meant for performance or power. 

Just for being. 
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Chapter Ninety-Eight 
The First Breath 

Descent into the Forgotten Lungs 

The journey took Rudrakshi three nights and no sleep. 

Beyond the sacred maplines, past the ridgelands of Yagṛh-Van, there lay 

a place none had charted — not because it was hidden, but because it 

was forgotten on purpose. 

It was called the First Breath Cavern, a place never sung of, never 

named in the codices, never even whispered in Svarāphant riddles. 

But Gātrahīna’s return had stirred something deep. 

And it called her. 

Not Arhaan. 

Not Anek. 

Her. 

Because Rudrakshi bore the rarest gift of all: 

She could hear the sound that chose not to be. 

The Breath That Became Sound 

The cave was not cold. 

Not warm. 

Just… present. 

As she entered, she felt her heartbeat soften, not slow. 

Each wall glistened not with mineral but with memories of unformed 

resonance. 
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And in its deepest hollow, where no Astra would resonate and no raga 

would dare echo… 

She found a hollow shell — the shape of a throat, fossilized in stone. 

Around it, lines scrawled in ancient tongue — not of ink or blood but 

exhalation pressed into rock. 

She placed her palm on the shell. 

And she heard: 

“Before song, there was breath. 

 And before breath, there was choice.” 

The Truth of the First Sound 

The legend had always said that the world began in music. 

But it was a myth — not false, but incomplete. 

The Codex had never mentioned what came before melody. 

Rudrakshi now understood: 

● The first sound was not a gift. 

● It was not a divine blessing. 

● It was a reaction to fear — a scream, a gasp, a cry from 

something that didn’t want to vanish. 

The universe was going to be silent. 

But something chose not to be forgotten. 

And that choice became the First Sound. 

Not because it was beautiful. 

But because it was honest. 

The Astra of Inhalation 

As she exhaled near the fossil, the cave itself inhaled. 
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And with it, from the air, a faint thread of energy coiled around her 

wrist — a whisper of the oldest Astra, not of action or impact… 

…but of awareness. 

She would later name it: 

Prāṇāstra — The Astra of the Living Breath. 

It bore no blade. No beam. No sigil. 

Only the ability to witness the sound behind all sound, and remind the 

bearer that every song, even divine ones, must begin with the courage 

to breathe. 

Return to the Circle 

When Rudrakshi returned to Vaikunthpur, she said only this: 

“Before the gods sang, the world breathed.” 

And the Circle understood. 

They bowed. 

Not to her. 

But to the truth they had nearly forgotten. 
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Chapter Ninety-Nine 
Inheritors of the Unsung 

The Next Breath Begins 

A season passed. 

No new Astra awakened. 

No vault opened. 

No raga cried out to be remembered. 

And yet… the world had changed. 

The wind carried more than temperature. 

The rivers hummed in intentional flow. 

Children played not with mimicry of ancient songs, but with curiosity 

— tapping stones and whispering into empty spaces just to see what 

might echo back. 

The Circle no longer guarded. 

They guided. 

Because the world was no longer defending song… 

It was living it. 

Sealing the Vault, Gently 

The Echo Vault had stood open too long. 

But to seal it with walls or rites felt… violent. 

So the Circle gathered — Arhaan, Rudrakshi, Naira, Veera, and Anek. 

And instead of binding it shut, they did something simpler: 

They sang a raga of letting go. 
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No fanfare. 

No final codex. 

Only a soft phrase, shared wordlessly across their breath, one that 

invited the Vault to rest. 

And it did. 

The door did not slam or fade. 

It simply… ceased to be needed. 

The Children of No Raga 

Three small figures approached them the next dawn. 

Not seeking mentorship. 

Not bearing artifacts. 

Just curiosity. 

● One held a stone she said “hummed when it got cold.” 

● Another tapped rhythms into a dried gourd with no pattern at 

all. 

● The youngest whispered a soundless syllable into the air and 

watched the birds tilt their heads. 

“Do they… know?” Veera asked quietly. 

“They don’t need to,” Arhaan replied. 

“They feel it. And they’ll write their own names into the sound.” 

Legacy Without Doctrine 

Not all wisdom must be passed down. 

Some must be rediscovered, again and again, so that the world remains 

alive. 

And so, the Astras were not hidden. 

They were released — scattered into their elements, waiting for new 

voices who would need them not for war or worship… 
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…but for remembrance. 

Of who they were. 

And what they could become. 
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Chapter Hundred 
The Note That Wasn’t There 

The Hill With No Name 

Arhaan walked alone. 

No Astra. 

No Circle. 

No purpose that could be written. 

Just wind — not carrying song, but seeking one. 

He had followed it beyond every charted path, beyond temples and 

forests and vaults. 

Until he reached a hill with no name, where nothing grew and 

everything listened. 

The sky above didn’t hum. 

 It held its breath. 

And somewhere in that stillness… 

He heard it. 

A sound that didn’t exist. 

Yet. 

The Echo From the Future 

It was a fragment. 

Not of melody or memory, but of something stranger. 

A future raga. 
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Not yet born, but echoing backward. 

He stood perfectly still, afraid that breathing might scare it away. 

It hovered in the air like an unfinished verse. 

 Not seeking a singer. 

But a listener. 

“You… called me here,” he whispered. 

The wind replied in a half-tone — not quite consonant, not quite 

dissonant. 

And then, very softly, a voice inside him whispered: 

“We have heard the songs of the past. 

Now hear the raga of what must not come to pass.” 

The Rift 

The ground beneath Arhaan’s feet fractured — not with force, but with 

memory. 

A spiral opened in the soil — not a hole, not a chasm — but a score 

etched into time itself. 

It pulsed with inkless staves. 

Each line flickered with potential: 

● A war not yet fought. 

● A bearer not yet chosen. 

● A sound that would unwrite reality. 

And at its center, a single glowing glyph: 

Astra VIII: Nirantha 

The Unending. 

A Warning Unspoken 

Arhaan reached out — not to touch, but to understand. 
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The glyph resisted. 

 Not with violence, but with grief. 

Visions struck him like strikes of non-sound: 

● Temples folding in on themselves. 

● Songs devouring their singers. 

● Astra-bearers trapped inside their own music, unable to stop 

the chorus they began. 

And one image he couldn’t explain: 

A figure in red, walking backwards into flame, holding a Veena made 

of shadowed bone. 

As Arhaan staggered back, the hill beneath him whispered one final 

thing: 

“One journey has ended. 

 But the song of Nirantha… is just beginning.” 

And yet some place not known at the moment: 

“The time has come,” said one figure, their voice low and resonant. “The 

astras awaken. Loyalty wavers. Our kingdom fractures. It is as 

prophesied.” 

Another voice, colder, spoke next. “But the true threat lies not beyond 

our borders—it coils within, like a serpent unseen.” 


