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There are places we are told not to go after dark.

Not because they are dangerous in ways we understand... but because something there does not want to be disturbed.

In a quiet village, far from the noise of cities, stands an old baori.
It has been there longer than anyone can remember. The elders say it has taken more lives than it has ever given water.
No one goes near it after sunset.
No one speaks loudly around it.
And most importantly... no one answers if something calls their name from below.
But rules only exist until someone decides to break them.

This is the story of a boy who didn’t believe in fear...
and the thing that was waiting for him in the dark.
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​Chapter 1 The Baori
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No one in the village talked about the baori after sunset. Not openly.

In the daytime, it looked harmless. Old stone steps going down in a perfect square, water at the bottom, still and dark like it hadn’t moved in years. Kids used to play around it, throw pebbles, shout just to hear their echo come back.

But after evening, everything changed.

Doors closed early. Cows were tied inside. Even the stray dogs stayed away from that side of the village. If someone had to pass that road, they walked faster than usual, eyes fixed straight ahead.

Raghav didn’t believe any of it.

“Stories,” he said one night, sitting with his friends near the tea stall. “Just to scare people.”

Old Shyamlal, who was sitting nearby, looked up slowly. “Then go,” he said quietly. “Go tonight.”

The group went silent.

Raghav smirked. “Fine. I will.”

No one laughed.

By the time it was night, the village felt... different. Too quiet. Like even the air was waiting for something.

Raghav walked alone, a torch in his hand. The light shook a little, but he told himself it was just the battery.

When he reached the baori, he stopped.

It looked deeper than he remembered.

He stood there for a few seconds, listening. Nothing. Just silence.

“See?” he muttered. “Nothing here.”

He stepped onto the first stone stair.

The moment his foot touched it, a cold wind rose from below. Not strong, just enough to brush past his face like
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