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The Curse of kuldhara

“Some Villages are abandoned....
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Some are never meant to be lived in again.”
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Chapter 1 – Into the Desert Night

[image: ]


The desert highway stretched endlessly under the dark Rajasthani sky, silent and empty as if the world itself had gone to sleep.

A white SUV sped through the lonely road, its headlights slicing through the darkness like sharp blades of light. On either side, the desert lay vast and lifeless — miles of sand, scattered shrubs, and a silence so deep that it felt unsettling.

Inside the vehicle, however, the mood was entirely different.

Loud music thumped through the speakers. Laughter filled the air. Empty beer bottles rolled near their feet as camera flashes lit up the cramped space again and again. For the group of young tourists, this wasn’t a journey into isolation — it was an adventure.

Ankit leaned back in his seat, his face glowing with excitement and mischief. At twenty-five, he carried the confidence of someone who believed the world was nothing more than a playground.

“Forget Goa, guys,” he said, raising his bottle dramatically. “This is the real adventure. The ghost village of Kuldhara!”

Cheers erupted inside the SUV. Some were excited. Others laughed a little too loudly, trying to hide the nervousness creeping into their minds.

Priya, sitting by the window, shook her head and rolled her eyes. Unlike the others, her excitement was mixed with unease. She looked out into the darkness, where the road seemed to disappear into nothing.

“You mean that cursed place?” she said quietly. “People say whoever stays there after dark... never comes back.”

For a moment, the laughter softened.

The word cursed lingered in the air.

Ankit smirked, dismissing her warning with a careless wave of his hand.

“Superstition,” he said confidently. “By morning, we’ll have selfies that go viral.”

The group laughed again, the music growing louder, their fear buried under excitement and arrogance.

Outside, the desert wind moved silently across the sand.

The SUV raced deeper into the night, its lights shrinking against the vast emptiness.

And somewhere far ahead... beyond the darkness... waited Kuldhara.
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Chapter 2 – The Village of Shadows
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The white SUV slowed as it approached the broken stone archway that marked the entrance to Kuldhara.

Midnight had settled over the desert.

The headlights swept across the ruins, illuminating crumbling walls, empty doorways, and narrow lanes that disappeared into darkness. The village stood silent, abandoned for centuries — yet the silence felt heavy, as if it was watching them.

Inside the SUV, the laughter faded.

No one spoke for a moment.

The engine stopped.

A cold wind moved through the ruins, carrying with it the faint sound of something wooden creaking... as if an old door had just been pushed open.

“Okay...” Ankit said, forcing a grin. “Adventure starts now.”

One by one, they stepped out.

Torches flickered on. Camera lights flashed. The group gathered their courage and began walking deeper into the deserted village. Their laughter returned, but it sounded different now — louder than necessary, strained, almost defensive.

The air around them felt strangely cold.

And strangely heavy.

They explored.

A boy pulled out a knife and scratched his name into the ancient stone wall, laughing proudly at his mark.

Nearby, a girl posed for selfies in front of the remains of a collapsed temple, adjusting her hair as the flash lit up the darkness again and again.

Someone kicked an old clay pot lying near a doorway.

It shattered instantly.

The sharp sound echoed through the empty village... and seemed to linger longer than it should have.

Their laughter grew louder.

But the deeper they walked, the quieter the village seemed.

Even the wind had stopped.

Priya was walking slightly behind the group when she suddenly froze.

Her breath caught.

She had heard something.

At first, she thought it was the wind. But then it came again — soft, distant, and unmistakably clear.

A woman’s voice.

A whisper.

“Leave... before the moon sets...”

The words were gentle.

But they carried a chill that ran straight through her bones.

Priya spun around quickly, her torchlight cutting through the darkness.

“Hello?” she called.

There was no one there.

Only empty ruins.

Only shadows.

Her friends turned back toward her.

“What happened?” someone asked.

Priya hesitated. “I... I thought I heard someone.”

Ankit laughed. “Relax. It’s just the wind playing tricks.”

The others chuckled, and the group began moving again.

But the laughter didn’t feel as light anymore.

Priya glanced behind them once more.

For a brief moment, she thought the shadows near one of the broken walls had moved.

But when she looked carefully...

There was nothing.

Only darkness.

And the feeling that they were no longer alone.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3 – The Veiled One
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The temple courtyard lay open beneath the cold desert sky.

Broken pillars stood like silent witnesses around the ruins, their shadows stretching long under the pale moonlight. At the center, the group had gathered near a small campfire. The flames flickered and danced, their warm glow the only comfort in the vast emptiness of Kuldhara.

For a while, they tried to return to their earlier excitement.

Someone joked. Someone played music softly from a phone. A few of them sat close to the fire, rubbing their hands against the growing chill.

But the atmosphere had changed.

The wind had grown stronger.

It moved through the ruined houses and narrow lanes, producing a low, hollow sound — like distant whispers carried across time.

The fire crackled louder.

Priya sat quietly, her eyes fixed on the darkness beyond the courtyard. Ever since the whisper she had heard earlier, an uneasiness had settled deep inside her.

Something felt wrong.

Something felt... aware.

Suddenly, the wind howled through the ruins.

The flames bent sharply, struggling to stay alive.

And then—

Priya saw it.

At the edge of the courtyard, beyond the reach of the firelight, a pair of eyes glimmered faintly in the darkness.

She stiffened.

Her breathing slowed.

Someone was standing there.

A figure.

Still. Silent.

The firelight flickered, and for a brief moment the shape became clearer.

It was a woman.

She stood motionless, draped in traditional Rajasthani attire. A long veil covered her face completely, hiding her identity. The fabric moved slightly with the wind, but the figure itself did not move at all.

Priya slowly lifted her torch, her hands trembling.

The beam of light fell across the woman.

For a heartbeat, time seemed to stop.

Priya’s voice escaped as nothing more than a whisper.

“...Vasundhara?”

No one else had noticed yet.

But the moment the name left her lips—

The campfire burst violently.

The flames shot upward with a loud crack.

And then—

Darkness.

Complete darkness.

The fire died instantly.

Torches flickered wildly.

Someone screamed.

Then another.

The wind roared through the courtyard as if the entire village had awakened.

Shadows moved where no one stood.

Footsteps echoed where no one walked.

The air turned cold — unnaturally cold.

And from somewhere deep within the ruins...

A faint, distant sound rose.

Not wind.

Not an animal.

A woman’s cry.

Long. Hollow.

Ancient.

The curse of Kuldhara had awakened once more.
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