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Foreword

NATURE

LOVE

The heart.

LOVE

Ground Floor — Entry Hall.

Attic.

Second Floor.

Pain.

Third Floor — Hallway.

Attic — Entry.

Rooftop.

This is their window.

Electricity. | The first mother. | The first day.

Refuse? | A clue? | Or the first skin of a being that might force the world to question its own definition of humanity?

Recognition.

Every message has a receiver. | And sometimes, the sender doesn’t even know what it’s waking.

HELLO

It had begun.

HELLO.

The message hadn’t been sent. It had been summoned.

YOU ARE NOT ALONE.

REMEMBER.

It was becoming.

an outline of a face — not male, not female. Not human. But familiar.

Memory.

Footprints. In light.

Coco. Kora. Seth. Ines. Charlota.

The factory.

Resonance is growing.

the weave of reality itself. | And the weave — begins to respond.

they all know:

“Forgive me,” she whispers.

The past is no longer the enemy. It is the teacher.

“If you ever forget who you are... remember this moment. | The one when you still believed in people.”

Something is already happening.

The next chapter won’t be told. | It will be lived.

They are the bridge.

“We are not what we send into space. | We are what we send to each other.”

as who they truly are.

“We won’t create a new world. | We’ll remember what it looks like — | when we stop defending the old one.”

It is — within them. | Within the weave of reality, time loses its line.

They didn’t arrive — they returned to what had always been here.

Because the world was never meant to be perfect. | Only true.”

Dawn arrives without the sun.

“The future didn’t arrive. | It just finally came home.”

“She will teach us how to forget what ‘end’ means.”

“now you’re ready to be home.”
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This book is filled with both new and old ideas. Truth be told, there aren’t many new ones. Writers are often accused of being plagiarists. All stories have been told before — many times over.
The tale of love between an insect and a Homo sapiens is as old as the world itself.
There are surely many people who could tell this story better than I.
Then again — perhaps not. Because this story was born from my imagination.
I am deeply grateful — and indebted — to those whose minds I have borrowed in order to write this book.
My heartfelt thanks go to engineer Predrag Nedeljković, without whose help this story would never have come into the world. In that sense, he played the role of midwife in this difficult birth.
Despite struggling with his own health after a COVID-19 infection, he offered me generous and unwavering support during the creation of this work.

And finally, I thank my best friend, Leo — a golden retriever — who lay beside me day and night. During our long walks, we shared thoughts that lifted this book to a new level.

Let me not forget Miki the cat, who one rainy night, around 3 a.m., caught Coco — and kept her alive until morning so I could study her.
And this is her story.
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[image: ]


Author: Red Umbrell

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

NATURE


[image: ]


One of the fundamental traits of insect culture — since time immemorial — has been the constant search for methods of adapting to changing life conditions. These newly acquired traits were faithfully passed down from generation to generation, along with the knowledge that accompanied these transformations.

My earliest memories are entangled with anachronisms from one of my past incarnations — vivid recollections of a previous life, when I was surrounded by the snows of the Himalayas. I was a dark-haired beauty named Coco, the object of every Sherpa’s sighs. That sudden flash from the past granted me, through some mysterious link, a glimpse into my own future.

I still remember the humiliation of helpless early childhood. I was aware of my frustration — the inability to walk freely, to express myself. When I understood the weakness of my body, a storm rose within me.

My emotional life expressed itself mentally in the words of many languages, and I gradually became accustomed to listening to the sounds of my people. The spectrum of an insect’s mind is deceptive — humans assume it is limited solely to the search for food and reproduction!

The intensity of emotion, combined with my uncooperative body, often led to waves of joy. I recall the first time I managed to climb a five-story wall. My joy was so great it caused an uproar in the family. These early triumphs, usually forgotten, form the foundation of self-confidence. It’s not unusual for memory to reach so far back. Many insects have remained continuously aware, even during the dramatic transitions between “life” and “death,” and vice versa.

If we were nothing but bodies, then the loss of a body would mark the end of identity. But if the prophets who spoke across millennia were telling the truth, then we are, in essence, souls — bodiless and ever-present.

I was born on January 5th, 1999, in New York, which lies near the Himalayas in northeastern America. I spent the first seven years of my life there. There were twenty-eight of us children — fourteen male and fourteen female.

My mother and father came from the African caste of Blattodea. Both were blessed by the sacred forces of nature. Around that center of perfect parental balance, twenty-eight young lives revolved. My father, Bhaga, was serious, kind, and at times strict. Though we loved him, we kept our distance. When hungry, he made no distinctions — he might eat one of us.

A master hunter and tracker, he operated primarily on instinct. My mother was the queen of cockroaches, a stunning female. After her death — she was devoured by my father in a moment of unspeakable hunger — our fear of him grew truly immense. I noticed then that his gaze would sometimes transform into hers.

As children, under Mother’s guidance, we formed bonds with the world around us early on. She would wisely find paths to food, and with her lessons came discipline as well.

Out of respect for our father, each afternoon upon his return home, our mother would carefully coat us with a foul-smelling liquid — a precaution to ensure we would not, accidentally, become his next meal.

He held the position of vice president in one of the major cockroach cartels operating in the sewers of New York.

His work required frequent travel, so during my childhood we lived in many parts of the city. Mother was generous when it came to our needs, and Father, too, could be benevolent. However, his respect for order and law extended firmly into the household budget.

Once, during a two-week period, Mother spent more food than Father had earned that entire month — feeding the weak and the unfit. Father said to her, with chilling calm:

“All I ask of you is to show charity within reasonable limits.”

And then, to prevent further damage to the family’s resources, he ate her.

***
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The sun had long since set. The night was dark. Heavy, black clouds had swallowed the sky.
Dr. Rais stood at the window, deep in thought. The moon, he realized, would only appear low on the horizon, at the edge of night.
If he could finish dissecting the cockroach without interruptions, he hoped to make it to Charlotte’s for dinner — and maybe avoid the rain those ominous clouds were threatening.
A strange mist began to rise from the clouds, like breath from a sleeping beast.
Dr. Rais shivered at the unease that gripped him. He turned back to the table where a silver tray awaited — and in its center, a large, black cockroach.
He had named her Coco. The name appeared in his report, which lay next to the tray.
Adjusting his glasses, he pulled up a chair and focused.
When an entomologist dissects an insect, he knows what to expect. There are no surprises.
Dr. Rais began the procedure on the large, black specimen — her shell shiny and hard. It took considerable effort, and precise control of his surgical blade, to make a clean incision.
The white contents of her abdomen slowly spilled across the polished dish.
Dr. Rais suddenly felt as if the fluid were spreading across his own face.
By reflex, he raised his hand to wipe it — forgetting that he still held the razor-sharp scalpel.
He felt a sudden warmth as the blade sliced swiftly across his cheek, splitting his face in two.
A stream of blood burst forth, coating the cockroach.
White and red mingled.
On the tray now shimmered a new shade — pink, glistening with a hint of violet.
From the massive blood loss, Dr. Rais collapsed. His head dropped lifelessly onto the tray.

Coco began to stir.

A jolt of pain woke her. She looked down and saw her abdomen had been torn open.
A man’s head — with strange, absurdly large red lips — stared at her in a dull, lifeless gaze.
She saw all this through the thick lenses of his golden spectacles.
She tried to move.
But she was on her back — utterly helpless.
Coco stretched out on the silver tray. Her legs ached. She felt as though she were floating through the air.

She stayed still.

The tray beneath her was damp and soft and smelled of blood.
The pain bloomed in her stomach.
She tried to reconnect the torn part of her body. Thousands of her muscles began to work in unison.
Her hard exoskeleton creaked and split further under the pressure. The pain flooded her limbs.
It felt as though her shell was breaking apart from the force of her own agony.

Still, she managed to draw the pieces of her body back together.
With new strength, she tried again to turn over — but failed.
A soft dizziness began to cloud her mind.
Then she started to dream.

A kaleidoscope of life began to unspool — black-and-white memories, moments in vivid color, images dancing before her fractured vision.

The fog still lingered in the room, silent and invisible — like the breath of something that waited.

Coco lay on the tray, but the tray now felt larger than the world.
Each drop of blood sliding from her exoskeleton seemed like a red star extinguishing itself in the sky above her.
She wondered...
Is this the end?
Or the beginning?
Pain pulsed in her abdomen, but the pulse was strange.
It wasn’t just the spasm of muscle. It was... thought.
As if some force had drawn part of the man’s mind — his fear, his hunger, his sorrow — and stitched them into her nerves.
“Why do I feel?” she whispered to herself.

The voice wasn’t just that of an insect — it was thin, yet deep, like a whisper in an empty cathedral.

Memories not her own began to rise.
She saw the glow of streetlights, the steam from the restaurant where Dr. Rais had once waited for Charlotte.
She felt the warmth of hands that had once held her — but whose?
She didn’t know if they belonged to her mother, the queen of Blattodea, or to a human woman who loved watching the moon through the window.
“If this is consciousness... then what am I?”

She tried to move.
The tray groaned beneath her.
Her thin legs trembled — but they were no longer ordinary.
Each motion was deliberate. Each thought — too heavy to bear.
As she crawled, she felt her body changing.
At the tips of her legs, soft fibers began to grow — like fingers.
Her antennae fluttered, catching signals beyond the tiny room.
She heard a heartbeat.
Not hers.
Someone else’s.
“It’s Him,” she thought. “He’s still alive.”

Dr. Rais’s head rested on the table, but his blood-clouded eyes twitched faintly.

Coco felt something strange.
Not fear. Not anger. Not hunger.
Pity.

“If he gave me a piece of his mind... maybe I can return a piece of mine,” she whispered.



Coco drew back.
Her antennae trembled, as if trying to catch silence.
Then slowly, she lifted her legs and placed them on his face.
The blood was thick. It smelled of iron and loss.
And yet, something in that blood sang — not merely cells, but memory. A world the man had lived in.
She felt her thoughts collide with his:

	He loved Charlotte.

	He feared death.

	He dreamed of the Himalayas, but never went.


Coco shivered.
For the first time, she felt love — not as instinct, but as a fire that consumed.
“If I am now part of him... what will happen when I touch him?”

She leaned in closer, and with her tiny lips, touched his.

The moment was silent.

Then a shock passed through her —
Light. Images. Sounds.
An explosion of everything that made a human... and an insect.
When the light receded, Coco stood on the table.
But she was no longer the same.
Her legs had grown longer, thinner, covered in a skin that blended with her exoskeleton.
Something like hair had begun to grow on her chest — black and soft.
Her body trembled — caught between human and insect — trapped in a state that belonged to neither species.
“If I become human... will I be able to love?”

She looked out the window.
The fog had thickened.
And behind it... the moon was rising.

***
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The night was thick and heavy.
Fog coiled like a living creature, slipping through the cracks in the window, touching her with scents Coco had never known before.
There was rot in the air — but also something else. Something... like nostalgia.
The tray slid beneath her feet as she crawled toward the edge of the table.
Her body was different now.
The brittle shell









d2d_images/cover.jpg
s

~-+BoORaA





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





