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    To those who listen to the whispers of the wind,To those who walk with the earth beneath their feet,And to the animals whose spirits remind us of the wildness we carry inside.May we always remember the bond we share with this world,And may we never forget the power of the untamed,For the wild is not something to conquer, but something to protect.This is for the dreamers, the protectors,And for the Earth, whose heart beats within us all. 

      

    



  	
        
            
            "In every whisper of the wind, in every rustle of the leaves, the spirits of the wild call to us—not to conquer, but to remember. For in the heart of the Earth, we find the soul of our own."
— The Return of the Earth
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PROLOGUE
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When the Earth Breathed Back

They thought I was dead.
Or worse—silent.
When the last forest burned and the rivers choked on oil, they didn’t hear me screaming. When they drove the wolves to ghosts and made gods of their own reflections, they thought I would forget.

But I remember.
I remember every claw torn from paw, every tusk sold, every egg stolen.
I remember extinction like a lullaby sung backward.
And then, finally, I began to breathe in.

The heat came first—slow, steady, like blood rising behind the eyes. The storms followed, not with rage, but with rhythm. Every hurricane was a heartbeat. Every flood, a whispered reminder.

And in the silence that followed—when the cities coughed themselves empty, and the streets grew vines through their cracks—I chose.

I did not choose vengeance.
I chose memory.
From bone and rot and ash, I pulled the spirits of the broken beasts—the saber-tooth, the kestrel, the whale whose songs were never answered. I laced them into the marrow of the restless, the grieving, the ones who had forgotten who they were.

I gave them the gift of remembering.

Now they walk your ruins—half-human, half-history. Their breath smells of forests that no longer stand. Their eyes carry oceans.

They do not speak for me.
They are me.
And I am not done breathing.
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Chapter 1: The Heat That Hummed
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The heat had stopped feeling like weather weeks ago.
Now it was something alive—thick, slow, stalking the skin. It hummed in the glass walls of the towers, seeped through vents, and made the air feel like it was watching you breathe.
Eshaan adjusted the cuffs of his linen shirt, already soaked beneath the arms. The boardroom stank of sweat masked with recycled lavender oil. Beyond the wall of windows, Mumbai's skyline shimmered—half smoke, half light, like a dying animal trying to look majestic one last time.

“...so in Phase Three, we predict a 60% drop in virus replication within seven days post-dose,” said Dr. Kumar, tapping the screen. A 3D model of a protein spiral turned slowly in midair.

Eshaan wasn’t listening. He was watching a pigeon twitch outside on the ledge, beak open, wings limp. It was cooking alive on the concrete.

“This model is already outdated,” he said flatly. “The new strains are mutating faster than we can pin them. You’re chasing ghosts.”

Kumar bristled. “It’s a working solution—”

“There is no solution,” Eshaan snapped. “Not in a petri dish. Not anymore.”

Silence draped the room. Not even the fans dared to creak.

Eshaan stood. His temples throbbed. “End the trials. Reallocate funding to the thermal shelters. If we can’t save them from the inside, at least buy them time.”

Someone mumbled about shareholder reports. Another muttered about optics. Eshaan didn’t wait. He left the boardroom, his own breath shallow, his vision flickering at the edges.

Downstairs, the city’s voice had changed.

The streets were quieter now, not from peace—but from attrition. Auto-rickshaws crawled by like insects on life support. Street vendors fanned flies off limp vegetables no one could afford. Billboard screens glitched with wellness ads as ash floated lazily through the air, unnoticed.

Eshaan’s driver, Suraj, was leaned against the car, shirt unbuttoned, chest gleaming with sweat. “AC’s dead again,” he said.

“Of course it is,” Eshaan muttered, sliding in anyway.

The drive home was silent. Past the checkpoint where soldiers now checked temperatures with guns, past the dead fountain crawling with moss, past the high-rise skeletons full of squatters and foxes.

At a red light, Eshaan looked up at a building where vines now climbed the 10th floor, their green veins pulsing against the concrete.

Suraj followed his gaze. “They’re calling it ‘creeproot.’ Grows a meter a week. Some say it only grows where blood’s been spilled.”

Eshaan didn’t answer.

He arrived at his penthouse in Malabar Hill—cool, sterile, full of curved glass and humming machines. A bottle of imported water cost more than the monthly wage of half the city. He drank it anyway. He was too tired to feel guilty.

That night, the dreams returned.

But this time, they were cold.

He stood on a sheet of ice so wide he couldn’t see the end. Snow drifted in slow motion. The sky was a bruised gray. Somewhere nearby, he could hear breathing—deep, ragged, heavy enough to shake the ground.

And then, just at the edge of vision, two yellow eyes opened. Not human. Not forgiving.

He woke to a nosebleed and a film of frost on the inside of his bedroom window.

The city was 42 degrees Celsius.
And Eshaan was cold.
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Chapter 2: Ghosts in the Water
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The first reports came from Dharavi:
a boy found floating in a drainage canal, eyes wide open, no water in his lungs. No signs of struggle. His mother swore he’d been speaking to “a bird with no feathers” the night before. The authorities called it a viral hallucination. The locals called it a spirit.
Then it happened again.
And again.
Each time, the details shifted—but the eyes were always open. Always dry.

By the time the fourth body surfaced near Mahim Creek, journalists weren’t asking what anymore. They were asking why now?



Eshaan’s body was moving slower than his mind. He kept losing time—forgetting conversations, walking into rooms without memory of how he got there. His skin had turned oddly pale. His appetite vanished, replaced by a dry hunger for something cold, something raw.

He thought it was exhaustion.
Until the day the water spoke.
It was during a routine inspection of a biotech cooling facility near the coast—a last-ditch project meant to slow the local heat death using cryo-reactors. The ocean lapped against the concrete pier like a tired tongue. Dead fish bobbed in clumps along the edges. Birds no longer circled here.

Eshaan stood at the edge, flanked by engineers in hazmat suits, his face bathed in the heat-shimmer rising off the saltwater.

“The new coolant lines are failing,” one said. “The sea temperature’s up another degree in just ten days.”

Eshaan didn’t respond.

Because the water was humming.

Not
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