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Chapter 1 – The Ancient Seal
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The night sky over the Vindhya mountains was torn with lightning. Wind howled through the ancient cedars as if the world itself were holding its breath. Beneath the storm, in a cavern hidden for centuries, a lone figure knelt before a circle of fire.

He was no ordinary man. His body was gaunt, yet his presence was immense, a tide of stillness that seemed to press against the walls. His name was Rishi Vardayan, last of the sages who had once walked with gods. His matted hair spilled across his shoulders, his skin painted with ash. Around him, carved into the floor, glowed the seven yantras of the body—seven lotus-shaped diagrams, each burning with faint golden light.

The air vibrated with a sound that did not come from his lips: the eternal hum of Om.

“Time has ripened,” he whispered, his voice heavy with sorrow. “The world is not ready for the fire that sleeps within man. The chakras must close... until one is found who can walk the path without corruption.”

His hands traced mudras in the air, weaving light from the fire into the yantras. One by one, the lotuses sank into the stone, becoming sealed, their glow dimming into faint scars. But the energy, the wild river of Kundalini Shakti, roared within the cavern, resisting his will.

Vardayan trembled. Sweat poured from his brow as the serpent-force rose from the base of his spine, threatening to burn through him. The sage pressed his palms together and spoke the final mantra:

“May fear, desire, anger, hate, lies, illusion, and falsehood be bound. May the one worthy of balance awaken them when the age turns.”

The storm outside answered with a deafening clap of thunder.

The sage’s eyes fluttered closed. He knew this act was not the end but a beginning. Somewhere in the cycles of time, when the world most needed it, the seals would break. A chosen one would rise to awaken the seven again.

But even as he prayed for that distant future, he felt it—the creeping shadow that had stalked him across deserts, forests, and mountains.

From the darkness behind him, they arrived.

Figures emerged from the shadows—twelve men and women cloaked in black, their faces smeared with ash and blood. Their robes bore the crimson mark of a serpent swallowing its tail: the sigil of the cult that called itself The Rakshasa Brotherhood.

At their center strode a tall man whose presence chilled the firelight itself. He was younger than the sage, but his eyes—two pits of glowing red—seemed older than mountains. His hair fell to his shoulders in a mane as black as the storm outside. A golden staff tipped with a skull gleamed in his hand.

This was Raktananda—once a seeker of wisdom, now the leader of the brotherhood, corrupted by his hunger for forbidden truths.

He stopped just beyond the circle of fire, his lips curving into a smile that held no warmth.

“You thought to hide it from us, old man,” Raktananda said, his voice smooth as silk but sharp as blades. “But you forget—I too once sat at the feet of masters. I too sought the lotus within. What you seal tonight, I will tear open.”

The disciples murmured, their chants rising in a low hiss. They beat their staffs upon the ground, the sound echoing like the march of war drums.

Vardayan opened his eyes fully. They burned with the light of seven suns. “You are blinded, Raktananda. The chakras are not weapons to be wielded. They are doors. To open them without purity is to invite madness.”

Raktananda laughed, and the cavern trembled. “Purity is weakness. Compassion, restraint, forgiveness—these are chains forged by those too afraid to seize destiny. The age of saints has passed, Vardayan. Now begins the age of gods—our gods.”

The cult roared in approval.

Vardayan’s voice rose in thunder. “No. What you seek is not godhood but destruction. The Kundalini will devour you. Already your aura is blackened with decay.”

He raised his staff, its crystal tip glowing golden. The seven seals on the floor pulsed faintly, as though answering him.

Raktananda’s eyes narrowed. “If the power cannot be mine tonight, then let it be buried with you. Strike him down!”

The cult surged forward, blades flashing, chants rising.

But Vardayan slammed his staff into the stone. A shockwave of golden fire burst outward, hurling the attackers back like dry leaves. The cavern itself groaned, cracks splintering across the walls.

He was frail, but the energy of the seals still flowed through him. His voice boomed, layered with power that was not entirely his own:

“One shall come... born in darkness, yet unafraid of light.

He shall walk the seven paths where others fall.

Through fear, desire, anger, hate, lies, illusion, and falsehood he shall pass—

and rise, crowned in balance.

He will be called Chakravarti.”

The prophecy reverberated in the stone itself, etching its words into the air as flaming script.

The cult shielded their eyes, some falling to their knees. Raktananda snarled, fury twisting his handsome features into something monstrous.

“No seal, no prophecy, no sage will keep me from the throne of heaven!” he screamed. He lifted his staff and unleashed a surge of dark fire.

The cavern exploded in light—golden and crimson clashing like sun against blood.

For a moment, it seemed the world itself had split in two.

When the brilliance faded, the seals remained etched upon the floor, glowing faintly. The circle of flames had gone out.

And the sage was gone.

No body. No ashes. Only a faint symbol scorched into the stone: a serpent coiled around a lotus.

Silence fell. The cult members staggered to their feet, dazed and bruised. Only Raktananda remained standing tall, his chest heaving, his face pale with rage.

He stared at the symbol, his jaw clenched. His staff trembled in his hand.

“Do you think yourself victorious, old man?” he whispered into the stillness. “You have delayed me, nothing more.”

He turned to his disciples, his voice rising like a blade unsheathed.

“The prophecy speaks of a Vessel,” he declared. “One who will awaken the Seven. Then let him come. Let him be born. Let him rise. And when he does, we will shape him into our own image. The fire will not burn us—it will burn for us!”

The cult roared, striking their staffs upon the stone, chanting his name. The cavern shook with their zeal.

Raktananda raised his staff high, eyes burning. “If the chakras demand balance, then let us break balance. If the path demands virtue, then let us carve a new path in blood. I swear upon this night—the Vessel shall be ours.”

Far away, miles from the storm-scarred mountains, in a small city cradled by the Ganges, a cry pierced the night.

In a modest hospital ward, under flickering lamps, a woman gave birth to a child. She was alone, her face pale, her breaths shallow. No family waited at her side. The nurses whispered of tragedy—of a father lost before the child’s first breath.

Yet as the newborn wailed, the storm outside the city walls stilled for a moment. A hush passed through the ward. One nurse swore she saw a faint glow, like the shimmer of dawn, around the infant’s brow.

The mother, exhausted, reached out trembling fingers to touch her son’s cheek. “Arjun,” she whispered, naming him before her strength left her.

And somewhere deep in the sealed cavern, the serpent-and-lotus symbol pulsed faintly, as if in answer.

The Vessel had come into the world.

The wheel of destiny had begun to turn.
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Chapter 2 – Shadows and Seeds
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The Ganges flowed like a silver ribbon under the morning sun. Boats drifted lazily, children’s laughter rang along the ghats, and the smell of burning incense mixed with river wind. Amidst this ancient river’s eternal rhythm, a boy ran barefoot through the crowded streets, dodging bulls, vendors, and bicycles with a grin that could cut through any darkness.

This was Arjun, eight years old, son of a widow who lived in a cramped lane near the temple bells. His hair was unkempt, his shirt patched at the elbows, but his eyes held a brightness that could not be dulled by poverty. Where others saw hunger and hardship, Arjun carried an invisible reservoir of resilience.

“Arjun! Slow down!” his mother called, her frail voice breaking through the din. She stood in the doorway of their modest home, a clay oil lamp flickering by her side. Her face was pale from years of overwork and illness, but her love for the boy burned like a constant flame.

“I’ll be back, Ma!” Arjun shouted, already sprinting toward the ghat. He had a secret mission today: a stray dog had been cornered by older boys who found joy in cruelty.



The Boy and the Dog

When Arjun arrived, three boys were jeering at the animal, throwing stones. The dog whimpered, blood already staining its fur. Something stirred in Arjun—a fire not of rage, but of courage.

“Leave it alone!” he shouted.

The bullies turned, laughing. “Or what, gutter rat?” one sneered.

Arjun had no stick, no strength to match them. But he stepped forward, arms outstretched, shielding the dog with his small frame.

“If you want to hurt someone, hurt me.”

The boys sneered, and fists flew. Arjun staggered under the blows, his lip split, his ribs aching. But he did not move aside. The dog crouched behind him, trembling.

At last, bored by his stubbornness, the bullies left with curses. Arjun knelt, wincing, and stroked the dog’s head. “Don’t worry. You’re safe now.”

The animal licked his bloody hand, tail wagging faintly. In that small moment, boy and beast formed a bond that would ripple through destinies yet unseen.

Far away, in a fortress carved into black stone, another bond was being forged—one not of love, but of blood.



The Fortress of Ashes

Deep within the volcanic mountains, torches lined a cavern vast enough to swallow a temple. On the stone dais at its heart, Raktananda knelt in meditation. His cult circled him, chanting in tones that rumbled like thunder.

Before him, a fire burned not with wood, but with the bones of the sacrificed. Its flames glowed crimson, licking at the skulls arranged in rings.

The cult leader’s body was still, but his spirit roamed other realms. He had been seeking the Vessel since the sage vanished, seeking the one destined to awaken the chakras. Tonight, he would force the answer from the void itself.

He lifted his staff, its skull-tip glowing as blood dripped from a bound disciple’s wrist into the flames. The man screamed, but Raktananda’s eyes never flinched.

“Show me,” he intoned, his voice echoing beyond the cavern. “Show me the one who bears the mark.”

The fire twisted, the smoke coiling upward like serpents. In its heart appeared the vision of a newborn crying by a river, light shimmering faintly above his brow.

The cult gasped. Raktananda smiled, though his smile was a wound across his face.

“He lives,” he whispered. “The Vessel walks among mortals.”

The sacrificed disciple fell silent, lifeless. The flames roared higher.

“I will find him,” Raktananda vowed. “And he will be mine.”



Mother’s Wisdom

Back in the city, Arjun limped home with the stray dog at his heels. His mother, though worried, said nothing. She only sat him down, cleaned his wounds, and placed a hand on his head.

“Why do you fight battles that are not yours, my son?” she asked softly.

Arjun frowned. “Because someone has to. If I don’t, who will?”

Her eyes filled with tears. “You are too young to carry the world.”

“But, Ma,” Arjun said, “you told me the story of Krishna. Even when he was small, he fought demons. Wasn’t he too young too?”

She smiled faintly, brushing his hair back. “Yes. But Krishna was guided by dharma. Dharma is not about fighting always. It is about knowing when to protect, and when to endure.”

Arjun listened carefully, storing her words like treasures. That night, as he lay beside her on their thin mattress, she recited verses from the Bhagavad Gita.

‘In the heart of all beings I dwell. From Me come memory, knowledge, and forgetfulness.’

The boy drifted to sleep with the sound of her voice and the river’s lullaby, while the stray curled at his feet.



The Cult’s Hunger

Raktananda could not sleep. Visions plagued him—of the boy by the Ganges, of the seals glowing faintly beneath the mountains.

His cult awaited orders. He gave them with cold precision: “Scour the land. Watch every child born in the storm. Whisper in the ears of kings, priests, and merchants. Spread fear, sow chaos. When the Vessel reveals himself, we must be ready.”

The Rakshasa Brotherhood dispersed like vipers, their black robes blending with shadows. Wherever they went, plagues of cruelty followed—villages burned, innocents vanished, whispers of blood magic spread.

But Raktananda’s power was not without cost. Each ritual left him thinner, his veins glowing faintly with crimson light, his humanity fraying. His hunger for the chakras was consuming him, and he knew it.

Yet obsession drowned reason. “Better to burn in godhood than fade in mortality,” he murmured to himself.



The River Trial

One hot afternoon, Arjun played by the ghats with other children. He was small but fearless, always the first to leap into the river’s currents.

That day, a younger boy slipped on the steps and fell into the water, swept away by the current. Panic rippled through the crowd.

Without thinking, Arjun dove in.

The river roared in his ears. He kicked, fought, gasped, clutching the drowning child and pushing him upward. But the current dragged him down, swirling, merciless.

His lungs burned. Darkness closed in.

And then—light.

Under the water, he saw a vast serpent of fire coiled around a lotus. Its eyes burned golden as it whispered into his mind:

“Rise, child. Fear is not your master. You are chosen to walk the path.”

With a final surge, Arjun thrust the boy upward toward safety. His vision blurred, but strong hands dragged him from the water at the last moment.

He coughed, shivering, his chest heaving. The crowd cheered, but Arjun barely heard them. His mind replayed the serpent’s eyes, the words etched into his soul.



The Sensing

Far away, Raktananda sat in meditation. His body jerked suddenly, eyes snapping open. He felt it—like a ripple in the web of fate.

The seals had pulsed. The Vessel had touched the current of destiny.

Raktananda rose to his feet, trembling with anticipation. “He awakens,” he breathed.

His disciples bowed low.

The cult leader lifted his staff, firelight gleaming in his eyes. “The hunt begins.”



Seeds and Shadows

That night, Arjun lay awake, staring at the ceiling of their hut. His mother slept beside him, her breathing weak but steady. The dog curled at his feet, dreaming of safety.

But Arjun’s mind was restless. He had seen something no one else had. He felt something stirring inside him, like the echo of drums from a distant age.

He whispered to himself, “Who am I?”

And across the mountains, Raktananda whispered the same words, though in a voice like venom: “Where are you?”

Two whispers, born of light and shadow, carried by the same wind.

The boy and the cult leader would never meet in this chapter of their lives, yet already their destinies were bound—two lines racing toward collision.

For now, Arjun slept under the fragile comfort of love. And Raktananda plotted under the eternal hunger of hate.

The seeds had been sown. The shadows had begun to stir.

The wheel of destiny turned on.
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Chapter 3 – The Mark of the Serpent
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The morning sun glowed pale through a veil of mist rising from the Ganges. Dew clung to rooftops, and temple bells rang like an eternal heartbeat across the city. Arjun awoke on the thin reed mat he shared with his mother, Bhola the stray dog curled tightly at his feet. His ribs ached faintly from yesterday’s rescue, yet there was something else—something he couldn’t name—thrumming beneath his skin.

He rubbed his spine absentmindedly, wincing. A small raised line had appeared just above his tailbone. It wasn’t a bruise or cut; it pulsed faintly, warm as though it held its own heartbeat.

“Arjun, you’re restless,” his mother murmured, pulling herself up slowly. Her cough rattled, but she smiled through it. “Was it bad dreams again?”

He hesitated. “Not dreams, Ma. It was real. In the water, I saw... something.”

Her eyes sharpened. “What?”

“A great serpent. Eyes like fire. It spoke to me.”

The words left his mouth like a confession. For a long moment, silence pressed between them. Then she rose and lit the clay lamp by their shrine. The flame flickered across her worried face.

“You must never speak of this to others,” she whispered. “Dream or vision—it marks you. The world is not kind to those marked by the unseen.”

Arjun frowned. “Why? Wasn’t it something good? The serpent told me not to fear.”

She pressed her palm to his cheek. “Some things are gifts, Arjun. But even gifts draw envy, greed, and danger.”

Her eyes drifted to his spine, to the faint line glowing just for a heartbeat. Her hands trembled, but she forced calm. “Go play by the ghats. Let me finish prayers.”

Arjun wanted to argue but stopped. He knew when her voice carried that quiet weight. With Bhola trotting loyally at his side, he slipped out into the sunlit streets.



The Emissaries

Far away, in the volcanic halls of Raktananda’s fortress, the cult gathered around their master. Raktananda stood tall, his staff in hand, cloak heavy with ash and bloodstains.

“The Vessel is marked,” he declared, his voice echoing like stone grinding stone. “I have seen the serpent’s flame coiled around his spine.”

Gasps and murmurs ran through the disciples.

“Master,” one dared to ask, “is the boy near?”

Raktananda’s smile was thin and cruel. “Closer than you think. Born of river and storm. The Ganges carried his vision into my fire. Now you will carry my will into the cities.”

He raised his staff; its skull tip blazed crimson. From the shadows stepped his chosen emissaries—three cloaked figures, faces hidden behind bone masks carved into snarling visages. Each carried a ritual dagger etched with runes that glowed faintly like embers.

“You will hunt the marked child,” Raktananda commanded. “Search the ghats, the villages, the temples. Test every boy who bears strange scars. Spill blood if you must. The Vessel must be found before his power blossoms.”

The emissaries bowed and vanished into the smoke like wraiths.

Raktananda sank onto his throne of black stone, veins faintly glowing beneath his skin. A cruel satisfaction spread through him. “Run, little serpent,” he muttered. “Your destiny will end in my hand.”



The Hermit’s Tales

By noon, Arjun had wandered beyond the crowded ghats into the quieter riverbank, where a small shack of driftwood and cloth leaned crookedly against a banyan tree. Here lived the Hermit of the Hills—a wiry old man with tangled hair, ash smeared across his forehead, and eyes that burned with unsettling clarity.

“Ah, the boy who dives where others drown,” the hermit rasped when he saw Arjun. “Come closer. You smell of river water and fire.”

Arjun wrinkled his nose. “You always talk strange.”

The hermit chuckled, tossing a handful of rice to pigeons at his feet. “Strange truths are better than sweet lies, boy. Tell me, what did you see beneath the water?”

Arjun stiffened. His mother’s warning echoed in his mind. But something about the hermit’s gaze made lying impossible.

“A serpent,” Arjun admitted. “Coiled around a lotus. It spoke. It told me not to fear.”

The hermit’s eyes gleamed. “Ah. The kundalini stirs.”

“The what?”

“The serpent of energy that sleeps in every spine. Few glimpse it. Fewer still awaken it.” He leaned closer, his breath warm with herbs and smoke. “But beware, boy. For every serpent of light, there is one of shadow. Yours may rise toward the crown... or strike you down.”

Arjun frowned, confused but intrigued. “So I’m... cursed? Or blessed?”

The hermit cackled. “Both. All great paths are both.”

Before Arjun could ask more, Bhola barked furiously. The dog’s ears stood upright, growls rumbling in his chest. Arjun looked up to see three cloaked strangers standing at the edge of the path. Their bone masks gleamed under the sun.



First Encounter

The tallest emissary stepped forward. His voice rasped through the mask. “Boy. Come here.”

Arjun froze, his heart hammering. “Why?”

The emissary’s hand slipped to the dagger at his belt. “We need to see your back.”

The hermit rose sharply, staff in hand. “Leave him.”

The second emissary laughed, a sound like gravel. “Old man, do not interfere. We seek only what is destined.”

Arjun clutched Bhola’s fur, backing away. Something inside him screamed danger.

The hermit struck his staff against the ground, sparks flaring. “Destiny is not yours to claim.”

The emissaries advanced.

Arjun bolted. Bhola barked wildly, snapping at their heels as Arjun dashed toward the river. He didn’t know why they wanted him, but he knew he couldn’t let them touch his back—where the strange mark pulsed like fire.

Behind him, the hermit swung his staff, chanting words that rattled the air. A burst of light flared, knocking two emissaries back. But the third raised his dagger, striking downward. The hermit cried out, blood blooming on his shoulder.

Arjun looked back in horror, torn between fleeing and helping. The serpent’s voice whispered faintly in his mind: “Do not fear.”

He grabbed a stone from the riverbank and hurled it. It struck one emissary square in the mask, cracking it. The cultist staggered, revealing half a scarred face beneath.

“Run!” the hermit roared. “Live, boy!”

Arjun ran. Tears blurred his vision. The emissaries’ footsteps thundered after him.



The Narrow Escape

Arjun darted through alleyways, his small size his only advantage. He scrambled up steps, slid under carts, dodged startled vendors. Bhola never left his side, teeth bared, ready to defend.

At last, they burst into the crowded ghats, where hundreds of people bustled. Arjun ducked into the throng, blending into color and chaos. The emissaries emerged seconds later, scanning the crowd—but the boy was gone.

They retreated reluctantly, their orders to remain unseen. Yet their leader hissed, “He bears the mark. The Vessel lives.”

Far away, Raktananda felt the faint pulse of their encounter. He smiled, eyes glowing faintly red. “Closer, closer... soon you will kneel.”



A Mother’s Warning

That evening, Arjun staggered home, breathless and pale. His mother saw the blood on his hands—not his own, but the hermit’s—and pulled him close.

“What happened?” she demanded.

Arjun shook his head, trembling. “Men in masks. They wanted me. They hurt the hermit.”

Her face went white. She pulled him inside, barred the door, and lit every lamp in the house. “Listen to me,” she whispered fiercely. “The world is darker than you know. Those men... they serve hunger, not dharma. You must never show your mark. Promise me.”

Arjun swallowed hard. “But, Ma... what if they come again?”

Her eyes brimmed with tears, but her voice was steady. “Then you must be braver than fear itself.”

She pressed her forehead to his. “You were born in a storm, Arjun. I always knew light and shadow would battle for your soul. But you must hold to kindness, no matter what power comes.”

The boy nodded, though fear still churned inside him.

That night, as he lay beside Bhola, he whispered to the dog, “They’ll come again. But I won’t let them take me. I won’t.”

Bhola licked his hand, as if to seal the vow.



The Cult’s Next Move

In the fortress, the emissaries knelt before Raktananda, recounting the encounter. He listened, eyes smoldering, tapping his staff against the stone.

“So,” he said softly, “the Vessel runs like a frightened deer. But the deer grows tusks in time. We must break him before then.”

He rose, looming over his disciples. “Spread terror. Burn villages. Take children. Let the boy feel the weight of his weakness. Fear will ripen him for my hand.”

The emissaries bowed, their masks scraping the floor.

Raktananda closed his eyes, exhaling slowly. For a moment, he almost felt pity for the boy destined to stand against him. Almost. Then the hunger surged again, drowning pity in fire.

“No child can escape the shadow,” he whispered. “Not when I am the shadow itself.”



The Serpent’s Whisper

Sleep eluded Arjun. The mark on his back throbbed, each pulse like a drumbeat calling from deep within. When he closed his eyes, he saw the serpent again, coiled and vast.

“The path begins,” it hissed. “Seven gates lie ahead. Walk them, or be consumed.”

Arjun shook his head in the dream. “I’m just a boy. I don’t want this.”

The serpent’s golden eyes burned into him. “Want is not destiny. Only choice is.”

He awoke with a start, sweat pouring down his face, Bhola whining softly.

Outside, the river roared in the dark, carrying secrets older than time. Inside, a boy with a serpent’s mark lay trembling, caught between fear and fate.

And in the distance, Raktananda’s laughter echoed faintly, like thunder rolling across the mountains.
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Chapter 4 – The Hermit of the Hills
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The wound on the hermit’s shoulder had begun to fester. Though he laughed it off, Arjun could see the strain in the old man’s face as he leaned against his staff, his wiry frame trembling with each step.

“You should rest,” Arjun urged, walking beside him on the steep path that wound up the hillside. Bhola trotted faithfully at their heels, ears pricked, nose twitching at scents of earth and moss.

“Rest?” the hermit scoffed, spitting into the dirt. “When shadows walk the streets? Boy, rest is for those who have the luxury of safety. We, you and I, have no such gift.”

Arjun lowered his head. He could not shake the memory of the masked men—the way they had moved like hunters, their eyes cold as stone. “They were after me,” he admitted. “But why?”

The hermit stopped beneath a banyan tree, its roots thick as snakes writhing into the soil. He turned, eyes sharp, voice low. “Because you bear the serpent’s mark. The first stirrings of kundalini have awakened in you.”

Arjun frowned. “You keep saying that word. What does it mean?”

The hermit tapped his staff against the earth. “Listen well. Inside every being lies a coiled energy, like a serpent asleep at the base of the spine. Most live and die without ever knowing it. But some... some are chosen, or cursed, to awaken it. When the serpent rises, it moves through the chakras—the seven wheels of light within the body. Each gate, once opened, grants not just strength but wisdom, responsibility, and burden.”

Arjun shivered. “And if it rises in me?”

“Then you will become more than you are. A guardian... or a destroyer.” The hermit’s tone was grave. “The same energy that creates the sun can also burn the world to ash. Choice, boy—that is the only difference.”



A Lesson in Stillness

They climbed higher, leaving behind the noise of the city until only wind and birdsong filled the air. The hermit led him to a clearing overlooking the Ganges below. Here, the river glowed silver, winding endlessly through plains and temples, carrying prayers and ashes alike.

“Sit,” the hermit ordered.

Arjun obeyed, cross-legged on the ground, Bhola curling up at his side.

“Close your eyes. Breathe. Feel the earth beneath you. That is Muladhara, the root. Without root, no tree grows.”

Arjun tried. His small body fidgeted, mind racing with thoughts of his mother, the masked men, the serpent’s glowing eyes. He opened one eye.

“This is silly,” he muttered.

The hermit cracked him gently on the head with his staff. “Discipline, boy. Even a river must be guided by its banks. Without stillness, your serpent will thrash uncontrolled. Try again.”
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