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​INTRODUCTION
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SOME PLACES ARE ABANDONED for a reason. Not because they are haunted, but because they are hungry.

In the crushing desperation of Mumbai’s indie film scene, four friends are drowning. Facing bankruptcy and the death of their cinematic dreams, a broke director, a manic writer, an obsessed cinematographer, and an exhausted sound designer make one final, suicidal gamble. They trade the safety of their cramped Versova apartment for the absolute isolation of the deep Sahyadris, armed with rented 4K cameras and the dark-web coordinates to a forgotten, subterranean structure.

They think they have found the ultimate free set for their zero-budget raw horror film. They think they are the ones directing the movie.

They are wrong.

The Yatana-Ghar isn't a ruin. It is an ancient, architectural machine built by a nameless cult. It doesn't hold ghosts or spirits; it holds a centuries-old parasite that feeds exclusively on the frequency of human terror. It has been starving in the suffocating dark for hundreds of years.

Until they brought it a digital lens.

Suddenly, the script begins bleeding into reality. The injuries written on the laptop manifest on their bodies. The porous black stones of the bunker begin to breathe, syncing with the mechanical hum of their hard drives. The ancient entity realizes that stone is static, but digital data can travel the world. And it intends to use their movie as a Trojan Horse.

To survive, the four friends must keep the cameras rolling. They must act out their own psychological and physical torture, because the moment the red recording light turns off, the darkness will swallow them whole.

The Yatana Project is not a story about fighting a monster. It is a story about the absolute, agonizing price of ambition. Because in a place where acting ends and genuine agony begins, survival isn't about running away.

It’s about surviving the final cut.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The Versova Rot and the Dead Coordinates
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THE 1BHK IN VERSOVA smelled of stale Gold Flake, damp plaster, and absolute, crushing failure.

Mumbai monsoons had a way of rotting things from the inside out, and the four of them were no exception. Aryan was pacing near the window, the harsh neon light from the street bleeding through the rain-streaked glass, casting long, distorted shadows across his face. He had been screaming into his phone for twenty minutes, trying to beg, borrow, or threaten a producer into giving them a fifty-lakh extension.

He threw the phone onto the cheap Rexine sofa. It bounced and hit the floor. Nobody flinched.

"Dead," Aryan muttered, lighting his fourth cigarette in an hour. His voice was cracked, stripped of the usual South Bombay hustle. "The project is dead. The financier pulled out. Said indie horror doesn't sell unless there’s an item song or a ghost in a white saree."

Dev didn't look up. He sat cross-legged on a stained mattress, meticulously cleaning the lens of a rented Sony FX6. The camera was worth more than their combined lives, and the rental meter was ticking. "We have the gear for exactly four more days, bhai. After that, the rental guys will come and break our kneecaps."

Tara was slumped against the peeling wall, her laptop resting on her knees. The glow of the screen highlighted the dark, exhausted bags under her eyes. She was a sound designer who had grown used to the silence of dead projects. "So we pack it up? Go back to shooting corporate ads for hair oil?"

"No," a voice came from the darkest corner of the room.

Kabir pushed his chair back. The wheels squeaked against the cheap linoleum floor. He hadn't slept in three days. His desk was a graveyard of empty cutting-chai cups and crumpled papers. But his eyes weren't tired; they were manic. Wide, bloodshot, and fixed on his laptop screen.

"We don't need their set," Kabir said, his voice a low, raspy whisper. "We don't need their permissions. And we definitely don't need a white saree."

Aryan let out a bitter laugh. "Right. You're going to write us a zero-budget masterpiece in twenty-four hours? Where do we shoot it, Kabir? In the bathroom?"

Kabir turned the laptop around. The screen didn't show a script. It showed a heavily contrasted scan of a brittle, decaying manuscript. The script was an archaic dialect of Marathi, but the diagrams accompanying the text were universally horrifying. Rough, charcoal-like sketches of inverted architecture. Staircases leading into solid bedrock. Tunnels shaped like screaming mouths.

"I haven't been writing," Kabir admitted, running a trembling hand through his messy hair. "I’ve been digging. Two weeks ago, I found a forum on the dark web detailing suppressed colonial records. The British burned an entire village in the 1800s somewhere deep in the Sahyadris. Wiped it off the map. But they didn't burn it because of a rebellion."

Tara frowned, closing her laptop. "Then why?"

"Because of what the villagers built underneath it," Kabir pointed at the screen. "A Yatana-Ghar. A slaughterhouse, but not for meat. It was an underground, windowless structure built by a nameless cult. The lore says they didn't worship a god. They worshipped the architecture itself. They believed the stones were porous... hungry. They used to drag people down there just to terrify them. The structure was designed to trap sound, disorient the mind, and absorb human fear."

Dev stopped cleaning his lens. "Absorb fear? Bhai, you've been reading too much Lovecraft."

"It’s not fiction, Dev," Kabir snapped, his intensity suddenly filling the cramped room. "The British commander’s journal explicitly states they found the structure. They sent three soldiers down there to map it. Only one came back, completely insane, having clawed his own eyes out. They sealed the entrance with concrete and wiped the coordinates from all imperial records."

"And you found the coordinates," Aryan said. It wasn't a question. He knew Kabir.

Kabir pulled up a digital map. A red pin blinked in the middle of a massive, dark green void on the Maharashtra-Karnataka border. "Deep Western Ghats. Fifty kilometers from the nearest functioning highway. No network. No villages. Nothing but dense, rotting jungle and rain. The structure is buried beneath an overgrown ravine."

Silence fell over the room. The only sound was the relentless drumming of the Mumbai rain against the windowpane.

Tara looked at the blinking red dot, a cold knot tightening in her stomach. "Kabir... if this place is real, it's structurally unsafe. It’s been abandoned for over a century. There could be wild animals, toxic gases, cave-ins."

"And it's free," Aryan interrupted.

Tara looked at him, stunned. Aryan’s eyes had changed. The desperation had morphed into something sharp, predatory. He walked over to the screen, tracing the blank space on the map with his cigarette-stained finger.

"Think about it," Aryan whispered, the hustle rushing back into his veins. "A real, buried colonial nightmare. The architecture is already there. The texture is real. The dampness, the darkness—you can't build a set like that even with ten crores. We go down there. We shoot guerrilla style. Pure, found-footage survival horror. No script, just an outline. We let the location dictate the fear."

"Are you insane?" Tara stood up. "We are talking about driving into the middle of nowhere without a crew, without safety protocols, to shoot in a place that has been sealed off for centuries!"

"We don't have a choice, Tara!" Aryan shouted, the sudden volume making everyone jump. "Look around you! We are done. If we don't deliver something that shatters the industry, we will spend the rest of our lives editing wedding videos. This is it. This is the golden ticket."

He turned to Dev. "Can the FX6 handle low light?"

Dev looked down at the matte black camera in his hands. He swallowed hard. The cinematographer in him, the artist starved for a masterpiece, was already visualizing the raw, claustrophobic framing. "I have two heavy-duty battery packs and a portable generator. If we use the natural shadows... it’ll look terrifying."

"Done," Aryan decided, crushing his cigarette on the windowsill. "Kabir, you guide us. Pack your bags. Only the essentials. Cameras, lights, audio gear, and enough food for four days."

An hour later, they were hauling black pelican cases down the narrow, dripping staircase of their apartment building. They loaded the gear into a dented, rented Mahindra Scorpio. The rain was coming down in sheets now, washing the grime off the Mumbai streets.

Kabir sat in the passenger seat, his laptop glowing on his lap, staring at the coordinates. As Aryan turned the ignition, the diesel engine roared to life, a guttural sound cutting through the night.

Tara sat in the back, watching the city lights blur through the rain-smeared window as they pulled out onto the highway. She had a sinking feeling, a heavy pressure in her chest that had nothing to do with their failing careers.

They weren't just going to shoot a movie. They were driving straight into a grave. And the worst part was, they were in a rush to get there.
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