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    To my ancestors, whose stories of the land and its mysteries have guided me even when I didn't know I was listening. To the island of Mauritius, its lush forests, its deep gorges, and its ancient heartbeat — thank you for inspiring this tale.
This book is for the dreamers, the protectors, and the ones who hear the whispers of the earth beneath the noise of the world. May we always remember that there is power in the past, and that the ties to our land and our people run deeper than we can ever truly understand.
To my family, for your unwavering support, and to my readers, who keep the stories alive with every turn of the page — this is for you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The earth does not forget. Beneath the soil, within the stone, there are voices waiting to be heard. When the land calls, we must listen — for its secrets are both a gift and a curse."— Ancestral Chant, passed down through the Shamans of Mauritius
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Chapter 1: The Fall 
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The sky was bruised with twilight when it happened — a streak of burning light, like a comet or a flare, cutting through the heavens with a speed that defied reason. Amara had been walking the winding trail through Black River Gorges, her boots crunching against the damp earth, when she felt it first — a subtle shift beneath her feet, like the ground itself had taken a breath. But then came the sound.

A low, guttural growl that seemed to rise from the belly of the earth itself, reverberating through the trees and shaking the very air. It was as if the island had been struck by something far more ancient than any storm, and the land was protesting the intrusion. A violent tremor followed, a forceful shudder that sent the towering trees of the gorge swaying like weeds in a storm. The noise of cracking wood and splitting stone echoed through the forest, followed by the unmistakable sound of something enormous tearing through the air.

Amara’s heart jolted in her chest as she whirled around, eyes scanning the horizon. The tremor worsened, and the ground beneath her feet buckled, cracking open like the skin of an apple. The ridge to her left, already unstable from years of erosion, began to crumble. Rock and dirt cascaded down into the ravine below, a terrifying sight in the dusky twilight. She barely had time to react, her instincts screaming at her to run.

A terrible sound filled the air as the ridge collapsed in on itself. The world turned into chaos — a thick cloud of dust and debris exploded outward, and Amara felt herself pulled toward the edge as the earth split apart under her feet. She jumped, scrambling for purchase on the slippery rock face, her fingers slipping against the wet stone. With one final desperate reach, she managed to grab onto a root, her body dangling above the abyss. The tremor lasted only moments, but in that short span, it felt as if the very soul of the island had been shaken.

Breathing hard, Amara hauled herself back onto solid ground, her chest tight, her heart pounding in her throat. She blinked, trying to clear the fog from her mind. The ridge, where she had been standing only moments ago, was gone. The forest around her had been uprooted, trees now littering the ground like broken toys. There was no mistaking it — something had crashed into the island, something that had triggered the earth to react as if it had been wounded.

A screech pierced the air, and Amara’s head whipped around. She could hear the forest’s creatures in a panic, scurrying in every direction. The cries of monkeys and birds echoed through the trees, frantic and disoriented. Something was deeply wrong.

She started running, her feet pounding the earth, her mind racing. The thick mist of the gorge clung to her skin, and her breath came in ragged bursts. She didn’t know why, but she had to reach the crash site. Something told her that everything — the island, the forest, her own life — was about to change.

By the time she reached the site, the sky had darkened into a deep shade of indigo. The stars barely visible behind the lingering veil of smoke and ash. She stood at the edge of the crater, watching as the last remnants of dust settled around the jagged hole in the earth. There was no sign of fire, no smoke rising from the impact point. Yet, what lay within the pit was a stark, unnerving sight.

A stone — dark, impossibly smooth, and completely out of place against the jagged rock of the gorge. It glinted with an unnatural sheen, the surface gleaming like obsidian. But it was not just the stone that caught her attention. The ground around the crater was shifting. Tendrils, thick and black like the veins of some ancient creature, were slowly creeping outward from the impact site. They snaked across the earth, twisting around trees and rocks, their movement almost imperceptible, but no less terrifying. The air was thick with an acrid, metallic scent — something rotten, as though the very land itself was decaying before her eyes.

Amara's breath caught in her throat as she watched the vines. They were alive. She could feel it — a pulse beneath the earth, a rhythm that matched the beat of her own heart. The vines twitched, as if in response to her presence, curling and twisting like a predatory thing sizing up its prey. The hair on the back of her neck stood on end.

She took a step back, her pulse quickening, when she heard a rustle behind her. Spinning around, she saw a lone deer, its coat matted with sweat and its eyes wide with terror. It looked at her for a moment, its breath coming in panicked bursts, before it bolted, running blindly into the mist.

It was only then that Amara realized what was happening. The animals weren’t just fleeing; they were fleeing toward the impact site. There was something in the air, a compulsion, a pull she couldn’t explain. The vines grew faster now, stretching out in long tendrils, reaching for anything they could touch.

A new sound filled the air, soft at first, but rising in pitch. It was the whisper of movement — not from the wind, but from the earth itself. The tendrils were not just creeping toward the trees; they were consuming them, devouring them whole. She watched in horrified awe as a massive banyan tree, its roots thick and sprawling, began to shrivel, its bark twisting and warping as the vines wrapped tighter around it. The tree screamed — or, at least, it seemed to. The low, gurgling sound was like the moan of a wounded animal, distorted and haunting.

A chill ran down Amara's spine, and she turned away, but not before catching sight of something that made her blood freeze — the vines were not just consuming the trees; they were shaping them. The roots, the branches, the leaves, all began to morph, twisting into grotesque forms. The vines surged upward, their tendrils thickening, their surface covered in black thorns like the spines of some monstrous creature.

Amara’s eyes widened in terror as she stumbled back. The island had been forever changed in an instant, and the stone in the crater was just the beginning. She had no idea what it had awakened, but she felt in her bones that it was something far worse than anything she could comprehend.

As she turned to run, the ground trembled again, this time more violently than before. The sound of the earth groaning was deafening, and for a moment, she feared the island would tear itself apart.

In the distance, she saw the silhouette of a man emerging from the fog — Dr. Rajen, the exobiologist sent by the government. He was too late to stop the fall. The island had already begun its descent into something unrecognizable.

But it was only just the beginning.

The fall had marked the first breath of something far older than the island itself. Something that would change everything.
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Chapter 2: The First Signs
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The sun barely pierced the fog that had settled over Black River Gorges the following morning. The land was damp and heavy, the air thick with an unnatural stillness. Amara had hardly slept. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw the black vines creeping out of the crater, wrapping around the trees, reshaping the world. Even the birds, once so vibrant, now seemed eerily silent, as though the island itself had paused in anticipation.

It was early, but the park had already become a place of unease.

She could feel it in her bones — something was wrong. The wildlife, usually timid and peaceful, had changed. The birds’ songs had turned to shrill screeches, and the monkeys, usually playful, now moved through the trees with an almost feral aggression. Squirrels that had once been curious and friendly now snarled and bared their teeth when she passed, darting at her with startling speed.

The change was subtle at first. Then it grew worse.

A hiker, a local from Bel Ombre, had stumbled out of the mist-covered trails early in the morning, bleeding from deep gashes on his legs and arms. His clothes were torn, his face pale and covered in dirt. He mumbled incoherently, his eyes wide with terror. Amara knelt beside him, her heart racing.

"What happened?" she asked gently, her hands shaking as she tried to stop the bleeding.

"Black... roots... watching..." The words were broken, as if he couldn’t quite grasp the reality of them. His mouth
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