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Introduction: The Karmic Carousel of Wealth 

and Whiskers

In the whimsical, neon-drenched, incense-choked modern world, 

spirituality and satire danced a frenetic tango. At the center of this 

cosmic ballroom stood Swami Nityanirvana, his saffron and 

marigold robes smelling faintly of sandalwood and ozone. His Inter-

life Reincarnation Trust Management scheme, once a half-joking 

whisper in high-altitude boardrooms, had blossomed into an epic, 

gold-leafed saga. Twenty of India's most ruthless tycoons, each 

having faced mortality by transferring a crisp $1 billion to the 

Swami, were now, thanks to the unpredictable spin of the karmic 



wheel, reborn as animals. Their souls, once preoccupied with stock 

tickers and hostile takeovers, were now scattered across the 

subcontinent in forms both furry and chitinous.

This is where the magic, or perhaps the madness, truly began. 

Using his mystical SoulTracker GPS—a handheld device of crystal 

orbs and pulsing green circuit boards that hummed a low, hypnotic 

monotone—Nityanirvana hunted them. From their miserable, new 

existences, he found them. Then, deploying the revolutionary 

Speak2Beast software on his tablet—an app that crackled with blue 

static before translating a desperate meow or a furious roar into 

crisp, aristocratic Hindi—he conversed with their souls. He 

redeemed them with trust funds and delivered them, one by one, to

Arjun Ambara's Vistara sanctuary.

Vistara, a sprawling emerald-green haven in the ocher plains of 

Gujarat, was the stage for this divine comedy. It spanned 

thousands of acres, a monument to earthly paradise built for the 

non-human. It featured golden-tiled swimming pools that 

shimmered under a relentless sun, gourmet kitchens wafting scents 

of saffron and cardamom (though conspicuously lacking the iron-

tang of red meat), and enclosures designed to mimic heaven itself. 

Yet, beneath the jasmine-scented air and the gentle gurgle of 

filtered streams, the old human flaws lurked. Greed and grievances,

it turned out, were not so easily shed with a mortal coil.

As Nityanirvana, his enigmatic smile never wavering, embarked on 

his quest, the air hummed with anticipation. The SoulTracker 

glowed, a beacon in the smog of slums and the damp shadows of 

jungles. The tycoons' new lives as tigers, cows, dogs, cats, frogs, 

and even cockroaches held the answer. Each rebirth, a distorted 

mirror to their past ambitions, wove a tapestry of redemption laced 



with the bright, garish threads of humor and hubris. Hindi 

translation has been provided at the end of the book.

Chapter 1: Murad Amari, the Tiger of Lost 

Empires

The jungles of Madhya Pradesh were a hostile takeover executed by

nature itself. The light was the first casualty. It tried to penetrate 

the canopy but was shredded, strangled by a billion leaves, 

reaching the forest floor only in thin, dappled, cathedral-like shafts. 

These golden beams cut through a humid green haze, illuminating 

swirling clouds of tiny insects and the bright, toxic-red of a 

poisonous frog. The colors of this world were an oppressive, 

suffocating spectrum of green: the deep, almost-black emerald of 

ancient, hanging vines; the slick, bright green of moss on rotting 

logs; and the sickly, pale-yellow green of parasitic fungi clutching 

the bark of teak trees. The air itself was a thick, wet blanket, heavy 

with the scent of a world perpetually decaying and being reborn. It 

smelled of damp, composting earth, the sweet, cloying perfume of 

unseen white ginger blossoms, and the sharp, spicy tang of crushed

leaves underfoot.

Sounds formed a wet, living wall of noise. A constant, maddening 

drip, drip,drip of moisture fell from the canopy, a percussive beat 

against the bass-note hum of the insectile world. The shrill, 

maniacal chatter of monkeys echoed from unseen heights, a 

counterpoint to the distant, mournful cry of a peacock. Into this 

claustrophobic world of green and brown stepped Swami 

Nityanirvana, a shocking, intrusive slash of saffron and marigold. 



His robes, spotless, seemed to repel the jungle's grime. His 

disciples, clad in simple white, trailed behind, their faces slick with 

sweat, carrying nets and a high-powered tranquilizer rifle.

The Swami held the SoulTracker GPS aloft. The device, a bizarre 

fusion of crystal and glowing circuitry, was no longer calm. Its 

central orb, usually a meditative emerald, now pulsed with a frantic,

distressed scarlet light. The sound it emitted was not its usual placid

hum but a high-pitched, insistent ping-ping-ping that cut cleanly 

through the jungle's damp acoustics, echoing the panic of the soul it

hunted. It led them off the path, through curtains of hanging roots 

that felt like clammy, grey hands, and over slick, moss-covered 

rocks, the scent of fear-musk and old blood growing stronger with 

every step.

They found him snarled in a poacher's snare. The trap was a loop of

thick, metal cable, its color the angry, bubbling oxidized red of deep

rust, a wound on the jungle floor. It was cinched with brutal 

efficiency around the tiger's hind leg, the metal biting deep into the 

flesh, staining the green leaves below with splashes of dark 

crimson. This was Murad Amari, the titan of oil and steel. But the 

jungle king was a pathetic imitation of his former power. He was 

gaunt, his ribs showing like the sunken spars of a shipwreck 

beneath his hide. His magnificent orange-and-black stripes, which 

should have been vibrant, seemed faded and dull, as if the color 

had been leached out by starvation, his boardroom battles reduced 

to a losing skirmish with a piece of wire.

His fur was matted with dark brown mud and his own dried blood. 

As they approached, the tiger thrashed, a low, rattling growl 

building in its chest. The sound was pure, primal fury, but beneath 


