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A storm never came. But something else did.

As the parched earth of a quiet village waits for rain, an uninvited guest arrives with an unbelievable secret: a seed that grows not fruit, but life. When a freak downpour hits and a strange plant sprouts overnight in the ditch behind the narrator’s home, what begins as curiosity soon spirals into dread.

This is no ordinary tree.

It grows rapidly. Silently. Then... it bears fruit.

Flesh-like fruit.

As limbs, faces, and eyes begin to form, the lines between plant and human blur. Each fruit seems sentient—alive. Watching. Learning. And moving when no one is looking. Night after night, the narrator hears whispers, footsteps, and then—realization. The tree isn’t just growing. It’s thinking. And it wants something.

Maybe knowledge.

Maybe freedom.

Maybe... more of itself.

Grew in the Dark is a chilling science thriller about unnatural creation, forbidden experiments, and the terrifying possibility that some roots were never meant to take hold.
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Preface
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I never intended to write this book.

What began as a quiet curiosity—a record of strange weather, an unseasonal drought, a single misplaced seed—soon became something else entirely. Not a study. Not a journal. But a reckoning.

Grew in the Dark is not a tale of monsters in the usual sense. It is a meditation on what happens when the line between the natural and the unnatural blurs so finely, it disappears. When the soil listens. When the roots remember. When memory takes shape and thought begins to walk.

It is about the inheritance we do not see—the whispers we leave behind in every step, every word, every forgotten object.

This story came to me in fragments: in dreams, in silence, in fear. And each time I tried to look away, the garden grew closer. Each time I burned a page, another appeared—already written in a voice nearly my own.

And so I did not write this book alone.

Something grew it with me.

Maybe something is growing it still.

If you have ever felt watched by something that cannot move, or heard a sound in the leaves that was not wind—this book is for you.

And if you find a seed, anywhere, that was never planted...

Leave it.

Or don’t.

But remember:

Some things don’t need sunlight to grow.

They only need you.

—Manoranjan Ghoshal

Author of Grew in the Dark
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To the Reader
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You hold in your hands more than a book.

You hold a seed.

A quiet thing.

Something that asks to be read not just with your eyes—but with your memory, your fear, your unspoken thoughts.

Grew in the Dark is not meant to comfort you.

It was never grown in the sunlight of certainty.

It was sown in doubt, watered by curiosity, and rooted in silence.

This story is fiction.

But if you feel it watching you as you turn the pages—

If you hear it whisper beneath the words—

If you see yourself in places you don’t remember writing...

Don’t be afraid.

That’s how it grows.

Let it grow.

Let it whisper.

But above all—

Do not forget what you read here.

Because it won’t forget you.

—The Author
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Chapter 1: Drought and Ditches
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May was almost over, and the storms had not come.

Each morning, I would step out of the house, half-hoping the air would feel heavy with rain, with that thick electricity that usually preceded the nor’wester’s wild arrival. But there was nothing—only a brittle stillness that clung to the ground and to my thoughts like old dust. The sky remained bright and hard, its blue unmarred by even the lightest cloud.

It hadn’t rained in weeks.

The ditches that lined the village roads—usually brimming with silty brown water during this season—were dry, cracked at the edges. I walked along them every morning as a matter of routine. I told myself it was for exercise, but really it was habit, maybe even obsession. I’d always liked watching the changes in nature, how the wild things responded to weather shifts. This year, though, there wasn’t much to see. No frogs, no water hyacinths blooming in swampy patches, no birds splashing in puddles. Only the scorched weeds curling inwards like fists.

Everything seemed off. It wasn’t just the weather—it was the quiet. A kind of hush had descended on the village, not the peaceful kind, but a thick, oppressive silence, like someone had pressed pause on life. Even the breeze, when it came, felt like an afterthought—dry and reluctant, carrying the scent of dust instead of jasmine or earth.

I sat most evenings on the back veranda, facing the garden. A cluster of fruit trees stood near the ditch—guava, custard apple, a reluctant papaya plant that had refused to grow for two years. Their leaves drooped now. The soil, once rich and dark, had turned the color of ash.

The drought was unnatural.

I had seen years with less rainfall before, but never in May. May was supposed to be wet, wild, unpredictable. Rain came like a fury and then vanished. The nights were usually stormy, the kind that rattled windows and shook mangoes from branches. Not this year. This year, the heat lingered like a curse, especially at night, when it should’ve been cooler. I found myself sweating through my clothes even in the dark, the fan above my bed barely managing to stir the air.

But something did change, eventually. It began one night with a weak drizzle. Just a whisper of rain tapping the tin roof—so light that I thought I imagined it. But when I stepped outside, the ground was damp. A mist hovered low over the fields, and the air smelled of something new—wet clay and hope.

I woke early the next morning, before the sun had fully risen. A strange compulsion dragged me to the ditch behind the house. Maybe it was instinct or routine—or maybe something deeper. A pull I couldn’t explain.

I walked barefoot across the yard, the grass cold and slick beneath my feet. The sky was still a soft pink, and the world was hushed in that strange in-between moment just before the birds begin their morning chorus.

The ditch, to my surprise, had water.

Not much, but enough to fill the bottom, turning the cracked earth into a narrow channel of brown liquid. Floating on it were dry leaves and bits of broken twigs, all stirred slightly by the wind.

And something else. Movement.

At first, I thought it was fish. Tiny fish sometimes wandered into these ditches during floods, carried by the swollen rivers or ponds. Chang fish were common—agile, restless creatures that slipped through grass and shallow water to lay their eggs. But this movement was different. More deliberate.

I bent closer. The water was murky, swirling with silt. Whatever it was disappeared before I could get a proper look.

“Probably just fish,” I muttered aloud, as if to reassure myself. But the tone of my voice didn’t quite match the words.

I stood there a long while, watching the water. Nothing else moved. Still, I felt unsettled.

Maybe it was the sudden change in weather. Maybe it was the silence that clung to the trees around me. Or maybe it was the way the sun was rising too fast, as if trying to chase away something it didn’t want to illuminate.

The rest of the day passed slowly.

I tried to focus on work, on reading, but my thoughts kept drifting back to the ditch. That strange moment of motion. The water that had returned so quickly, almost as if it had been summoned.

That night, the rain came again. Heavier this time. There was thunder in the distance, not loud, but enough to rattle the glass in my windows. I lay awake listening to it, my ears attuned to the sound of each drop, each gust of wind. It felt more normal, more like May. But there was something unnatural about it too. The rain came with no scent—none of that deep Petrich or that usually accompanied the first monsoon showers. Just wetness and noise, like static from an old radio.

I barely slept.

In the morning, the sky had cleared. The garden shimmered under a thin veil of dew, and the ditch behind the house looked fuller now, like a narrow canal. The surface gleamed in the light, leaves bobbing in lazy circles.

And there, at the center of it, something had grown.

A sprout.

At first, I thought it was a stray bamboo shoot. It stood upright, thin and green, about as tall as my knee. It had no branches, no leaves—just a single smooth stalk with a conical tip.

But the more I stared at it, the more certain I became: this was no bamboo.

The texture was different. The green was deeper, almost metallic in hue. And the speed—it hadn’t been there yesterday. Nothing natural grows that fast. Even mushrooms take longer to appear.

I crouched beside the ditch, studying the shoot. It was planted firmly, its base submerged in water. The roots, I guessed, had already found soil beneath. That explained its stability. But not its origin.

Where had it come from?

I hadn’t planted anything. No one had.

And seeds don’t just float into ditches, germinate overnight, and shoot up a foot tall.

The rational part of my mind told me it was just a weed. Maybe one I’d never seen before. Nature was full of oddities, especially in neglected corners like this. Still, I couldn’t shake the feeling that it didn’t belong here.

A thought struck me then, sudden and absurd.

Samuel.

It had been months since I last thought of him. Samuel—the scientist I’d met at the Allahabad Science Congress. Brilliant, eccentric, and full of impossible ideas. He’d talked about growing animals from trees. A fusion of genetic engineering and botany so advanced, it sounded like fantasy. He’d even hinted at developing seeds that could birth lifeforms—living creatures wrapped in fruit skins.

He’d shown me diagrams. Spoke of Australia, where he was conducting secret trials. At the time, I’d smiled politely, humored his wild dreams, and assumed it was all theory.

But now, as I stared at the green shoot in my ditch, I felt something twist in my stomach.

Had he come back?

Had one of his seeds found its way here?

It was absurd. And yet—what else could explain it?

I straightened up slowly, brushing dirt off my hands. The air was still, and for a moment, everything felt too quiet. Even the birds seemed to have stopped their calls.

The sprout stood motionless, glistening slightly with dew. Innocent, almost beautiful.

But deep down, I knew.

It didn’t grow for no reason.

It had purpose.

And it had begun.
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Chapter 2: The Visit of Mr. Samuel
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It had been over a year since I’d seen Mr. Samuel in person. His visit, like most of his ideas, had arrived without warning and left me dazed in its aftermath.

It happened on a Thursday afternoon, three weeks before the sprout appeared. I remember because it was a particularly still day—the kind where the heat presses on your chest like a heavy stone, and even the dogs refuse to bark.

I was sitting by the window, reading, when I saw the figure at my gate.

At first, I didn’t recognize him. He was thinner than before, and his beard had grown unruly, streaked with patches of gray. He wore a wide-brimmed hat that shadowed his face and carried a leather satchel slung across his shoulder, worn and bulging with papers.

When I stepped outside, he raised a hand slowly in greeting. “Hello, old friend,” he said, voice dry and raspy from travel.

“Samuel?” I asked, stunned. “You’re supposed to be in Australia.”

He smiled faintly. “I was. Things changed.”

I didn’t ask questions right away. That’s something you learn with Samuel—let him speak in his own time, or risk getting lost in his whirlwind of half-finished theories. Instead, I led him into the house and offered him tea. He declined, said caffeine interfered with cellular polarity. I wasn’t sure if that was true or one of his experiments gone wrong, but I didn’t argue.

He sat across from me at the dining table, the bag resting between his legs like a sleeping animal.

“You remember the project I spoke to you about at the Congress?” he asked after a long silence.

“The... animal-seed one?” I said carefully.

He nodded. “It’s no longer just theory.”

I blinked. “You mean, you’ve grown it? A tree that produces living creatures?”

His eyes sparkled. “Yes. It took seven years, countless failures, and more genetic splicing than I care to admit. But I finally succeeded.”

The air in the room thickened. Even the ticking wall clock seemed to grow quieter, straining to hear more.

“Samuel,” I said slowly, “what exactly have you made?”

He leaned forward, hands clasped like a man delivering holy scripture. “A genetically modified seed. It contains within it the biological blueprint of a host tree, and nested inside that—embedded within its cellular code—is an encoded embryo. Not a mammal. Not a bird. Something new.”

I stared at him.

“A new species?” I asked.

“Not exactly. Think of it as a composite. The embryo grows inside the fruit like a fetus in a womb. The tree provides nutrients. Photosynthesis powers development. No pollination, no external fertilization. Self-sustaining.”

My mouth went dry. “You’re growing life like apples on a branch.”

“Precisely.”

He stood, unzipped the satchel, and removed a sealed transparent container. Inside, cushioned in foam, was a seed unlike any I’d ever seen. It was slightly translucent, teardrop-shaped, and faintly pulsing with a soft blue glow.

“This,” he said reverently, “is the next step in evolutionary biology.”

I couldn’t look away.

“How is it alive?” I whispered.

“The internal cell structure replicates certain functions of both plant and animal development. It uses modified chloroplasts to generate energy, and an artificial embryonic sac to simulate gestation. Once the fruit matures, the embryo detaches naturally.”

My skin crawled.

“And what does it become?”

He hesitated. “That... I’m still learning.”

I frowned. “What do you mean? You’ve grown them, haven’t you?”

He nodded. “A few test runs in Australia. The results were... inconsistent. Some produced bird-like forms. Others, small quadrupeds. One... resembled a human infant.”

I went cold.

“You’re not serious.”

He nodded again, slower this time. “I didn’t intend for that to happen. There were no human genomes in the samples I used. But evolution is tricky. Genes fold in unpredictable ways when you combine orders of life.”

“Are you insane?” I asked, standing. “This—this is Frankenstein’s orchard.”

He didn’t react. Only placed the seed container back into his bag and zipped it shut.
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