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A cold October night... A dense forest surrounded by snowy mountains in the eastern Himalayas. Looking out at the vast lake nestled at its northern edge, under the midnight sky of a blood moon, it appeared as if the lake were a cup filled to the brim with Somras, the divine nectar—a celestial maiden holding it in her palms, lifting it gently to her lips. A red hue bathed the entire landscape.

The sky was as clear as marble, with a few wisps of cloud hanging motionless, as if in slumber. A gentle breeze whispered through the trees. The mingled fragrance of various blossoms heightened the intoxicating atmosphere.

From somewhere in that stillness, a white cloud drifted into view, and atop it stood a divine girl of about eighteen. The cloud floated gracefully down near the lake, coming to rest about two feet above the ground.

The girl glowed golden in the moonlight. Tall and well-formed, her beauty was enchanting—beyond description. Every feature seemed sculpted to perfection, as though cast in a divine mold. Her large, expressive black eyes could hypnotize anyone. Innocence shone from her face. A high forehead, long nose, full lips, a swan-like neck, elegant arms, and a well-proportioned bosom... Her long, thick, curly hair cascaded down to her hips. Even the harshest critic would fail to find the slightest flaw in her form.

She wore wooden sandals on her feet and a strip of deerskin wrapped around her waist, the hem ending well above her knees. Her upper body was bare. Around her neck hung three Rudraksha beads, reaching down to her navel—yet they did little to hide her alluring chest.

Despite her youth, there was not a trace of playfulness in her demeanor. An unspeakable sorrow lingered in her eyes, a silent grief only a detached soul could comprehend.

Who was she? A cursed celestial maiden? A Yakshini? A Gandharva girl?

She was Mugdha—an extraordinary human being, a Bhairavi, the consort of the left-handed tantric Takshak. They lived deep within the dense forests of Assam. But now, she had come to the Himalayan region for a special purpose.

A delicate, intoxicating fragrance emanated from every pore of her body, filling the air around her. Wild animals, birds, and creatures of the forest began to stir from their slumber, drawn toward her, losing all sense of fear or instinct.

She glanced around with sharp, alert eyes. Then, for a brief moment, she half-closed them and surveyed the area with her third eye. Once assured of her safety, she gracefully stepped down from the floating cloud and began walking toward the lake.

The animals followed her as if in a trance. Birds circled overhead in flocks, gliding close to her. She moved gently, caressing and patting them as she passed. At their innocent, selfless affection, a tender smile blossomed on Mugdha’s lips.

Reaching the lake’s edge, she removed her sandals, which vanished instantly into the void. Then, spreading her arms wide, she stood still—as if inviting the whole of nature to merge with her.

In that moment, her deerskin and garlands transformed into shimmering waves and disappeared.

Now, there was no distinction between Mugdha and nature. She, too, stood bare and pure—like the forest, the mountains, the water itself. Every pore of her body seemed to open in surrender, inviting nature to flow into her. And nature responded—enfolding her with a thousand invisible arms.

Mugdha bowed to the lake with folded hands. Then she stepped into the water and began to play, splashing and moving gracefully. Her presence filled the aquatic world with joy. Fish and other creatures swam around her in circles, as if celebrating her arrival. Birds hovered above the shimmering surface, while wild animals stood quietly on the banks, watching—as though waiting for her to emerge.

A deep, shared joy seemed to unite them all. Mugdha laughed freely, her happiness echoing across the lake like music.

But suddenly, the winds shifted. A strong gust swept through the forest, catching Mugdha off guard. Within moments, a towering tornado twisted skyward, howling like a living beast. Violent whirlpools began to churn in the lake, growing rapidly in strength.

The tornado snatched animals from the ground, spiraling them into the air. The whirlpools dragged lake creatures downward into the dark depths. Nature had turned wild—unleashing its dance of devastation.

Mugdha sprang into action, fiercely protective. With swift, deliberate gestures, she invoked powerful mantras. Waves of invisible force rippled from her hands, pulling creatures out of danger—freeing birds, animals, and fish from the grip of the storm and the watery vortex.

Just then, a massive whirlpool surged beneath her, pulling her in. She was caught, spun violently, and dragged beneath the surface.

Mugdha howled—not in fear, but in fury.

And the moment her cry echoed through the storm, the whirlpool vanished.

Mugdha rose into the air through the power of yoga. Her hands were joined in a namaskar pose, and her right foot rested firmly on her left knee in the classic one-legged yogic stance. Her long hair billowed wildly in the wind. Her face burned with fury.

As her anger intensified, shimmering energy shields began forming rapidly across her naked body, covering her with divine protection. She chanted a mantra under her breath, then flung her arms open and let out a thunderous scream.

A radiant divine halo formed around her head. From behind her crown chakra, a glowing blue sphere emerged and ascended into the sky. The very next moment, the orb exploded—shattering the silence with a burst of celestial energy.

A brilliant blue light flooded the entire atmosphere. For a moment, the world was drenched in an otherworldly glow.

Then, just as suddenly, the light vanished. The storm had passed. The surroundings returned to a haunting stillness.

But all was not well.

Despite her efforts, Mugdha had not been able to save every living being. The lifeless bodies of animals lay scattered across the land, while others floated atop the lake’s surface. The surviving creatures cowered in fear, their eyes wide with confusion and terror.

Mugdha hovered silently above the lake, heart heavy, eyes ablaze.

“Who dared to do this? Who is it? Face me!” she cried, her voice trembling with fury and pain.

After a few moments of eerie silence, the sound of horses’ hooves echoed from all directions.

Mugdha grew alert. All three of her eyes scanned the surroundings with razor-sharp focus. Nearby, wild animals panicked and fled into the forest, their instincts screaming danger.

Then, from the shadows, horsemen began to emerge. At the sight of them, a chill ran down Mugdha’s spine.

In no time, fifty horsemen had surrounded the lake.

They were demon soldiers—grotesque beings with deformed, nightmarish faces and monstrous bodies. Abominations, half-human and half-beast, formed from the parts of creatures both known and unknown. Their presence reeked of dark magic and cruelty.

Before Mugdha could react, one of the Asuras hurled a magical net. It soared through the air and wrapped tightly around her, dragging her downward toward the ground.

Mugdha whispered a mantra, her hands slicing through the air like divine blades. Instantly, the net shattered and fell into the lake like dust.

But another net flew in before she could breathe. She cut it—only to be caught in a third. And a fourth. And a fifth.

The faster she broke free, the faster new nets ensnared her.

In mere moments, countless magical nets had bound her limbs, tightening around her like chains of fire. With a violent force, they hurled her to the ground at the edge of the lake.

“Ah...!!!” Mugdha groaned, pain tearing through her body.

Just then, two demons hurled separate nooses, each one catching one of Mugdha’s legs. The other ends of the nooses were tied to the horses of the two demons. Without a word, the demons turned their horses and galloped away.

Still tangled in magical nets, Mugdha was dragged behind them, her body scraping across rocks and pebbles. Blood streaked the earth where she passed, staining the stones red.

Focusing her energy, Mugdha summoned her inner strength and flung her arms wide with tremendous force. The nets binding her upper body tore apart like fragile threads. Both her hands were now free—but her legs remained caught in the nooses, still being pulled mercilessly behind the galloping horses.

Desperate to stop herself, she grabbed hold of a massive rock. But the force of the horses was too great—the rock tore free from its roots and was dragged along with her.

Then, one of the ropes became entangled around the trunk of a huge tree. Mugdha’s dragging came to an abrupt halt. The horses neighed and reared.

The demon riders stopped and, in frustration, began whipping their horses with the flat sides of their swords, urging them onward. But the horses, despite their full strength, could not pull Mugdha
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