
NO GUESTS WELCOME

A Novella of Himalayan Horror

N. Tharu

No Guests Welcome

Copyright © 2026 by N. Tharu

All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter One: The Road to Nowhere

Chapter Two: The House With No Lights

Chapter Three: The Old Man at the Door

Chapter Four: The Shovel

Chapter Five: What Was in the Box

Chapter Six: The Pool

Chapter Seven: The Bound Old Man

Chapter Eight: The Call

Chapter Nine: The Rulers of the Place

Chapter Ten: What the Boy Had Already Done

Chapter Eleven: The Gentle Ones

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One: The Road to Nowhere
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The hills swallowed the highway whole, folding it into switchbacks that climbed and dropped through pine and fog until the last village sign blurred behind them and did not return. Rohan had the wheel, one hand on it, the other holding a bottle of beer between his knees, and he was singing — badly, loudly, the kind of singing that only works when everyone in the car is a little drunk and a little in love with the idea of being young somewhere far from home.

"Turn it up," he shouted, though no one had turned anything down.

In the back seat, Maya laughed and pressed her phone screen against the window glass, trying to catch a signal bar that kept flickering and dying. Beside her, Sneha had her knees pulled up, her chin resting on them, watching the trees go by in long green smears. She was the quiet one tonight — not unhappy, just tired in a way three hours of switchbacks tend to make a person.

"How much further?" she asked.

"Forty minutes," said Aabid, from the front passenger seat. He was the one who had actually read the booking confirmation, the one who had actually called the listing's number twice to confirm directions, because somebody in every group of four has to be that person, and it was him. "The website said it's past the last checkpoint, then a dirt road for two kilometers."

"Last checkpoint," Rohan repeated, grinning into the rearview mirror at the girls. "Ooooh. Spooky."

"It just means there's nothing after it," Aabid said. "No shops, no signal, no neighbors. That's the whole point. We wanted somewhere nobody else was."

"We got what we wanted then," Maya said, giving up on her phone, sliding it into her bag.

The villa had looked beautiful online. Four bedrooms, a private pool, a wraparound balcony with views of a valley that the listing photos had drenched in golden afternoon light. The price had been almost embarrassingly low for what it promised, which Aabid had noticed and mentioned once, quietly, to Rohan, who had waved it off — off-season discount, he'd said, what else would it be — and Aabid had let it go because arguing with Rohan after he'd already paid the deposit never accomplished anything.

The road narrowed. The trees thickened. And then, where the asphalt gave way to a wash of old gravel, two figures stood in the headlights with their hands raised, both in police uniform, a single flashlight swinging between them like a pendulum.

Rohan slowed, swearing under his breath. "What now."

"Just stop," Aabid said. "It's a checkpoint, that's normal up here."

The car rolled to a stop. One policeman — older, heavyset, a mustache gone gray at the edges — leaned toward Rohan's window with the patient, unbothered posture of a man who has done this exact thing ten thousand times. The other stood a few feet back, hands clasped behind him, watching the car the way a man watches a fire he isn't sure has gone out yet.

"License," the older one said.

Rohan handed it over without quite hiding his irritation, and the smell of beer must have reached the window, because the policeman's eyes flicked once toward the open can in the cupholder and then back to Rohan's face, and something in his expression closed slightly, like a door easing shut.

"You boys have been drinking."

"It's a vacation," Rohan said, and the word came out with an edge on it. "We're allowed to enjoy ourselves."

"Rohan," Maya said quietly from the back.

"What? I'm not driving fast. I'm not driving stupid. We're going to a villa, not a funeral." He laughed at his own joke. Nobody else did.

The policeman didn't raise his voice. If anything, he got gentler, the way some men do when they sense someone trying to provoke them. "Where exactly are you staying?"

"Some villa past here," Rohan snapped, already reaching to take his license back before it was offered. "Look, we paid for it, we have a booking, we're not doing anything illegal. Can we go?"

Aabid leaned across him. "I'm sorry, officer. It's been a long drive. We booked online — it's supposed to be about two kilometers past this point, an old villa with a pool."

The policeman studied Aabid for a moment, and something in his face shifted — not suspicion, something closer to concern. "That place," he said slowly, "doesn't get many guests."

"That's kind of why we picked it," Aabid said, trying for a smile.

The younger policeman, the one standing back, spoke for the first time. His voice was flatter, older than his face suggested. "Nobody lives out there anymore. No shops. No power lines past the ridge, not really — whatever runs that house runs on its own. If something happens at night, there is no one to call."

"We'll be fine," Rohan said, not looking at him.

The older policeman exhaled through his nose, the kind of sigh that meant he'd seen this exact carload of overconfidence before and watched it drive away exactly like this. He pulled a small notebook from his breast pocket, tore a page, wrote two numbers on it in careful, blocky digits, and passed it through the window.

"My number, and his," he said, nodding toward his partner. "Either of us, any hour. There's no reception at the villa, but the line will hold if you climb to the ridge above the pool — there's a dead patch of signal up there for some reason, always has been. If something feels wrong, you go there and you call."

"We won't need it," Rohan muttered, but he took the paper anyway and tossed it onto the dashboard.

"Be careful up there," the older one said, stepping back from the window. "Truly. Don't make too much noise. Don't wander after dark. And don't let anyone in that you didn't already know was coming."

"Thank you," Aabid said, meaning it, and the older policeman gave him a small nod, as if Aabid alone among the four of them had actually heard what was said.

The car rolled forward into the dark.

"That was weird," Maya said after a minute.

"They're bored," Rohan said, cracking a fresh beer between his knees. "Nothing happens out here, so they make it sound dangerous. Gives them something to do." He turned the music back up, and after a moment, Sneha's voice joined his on the chorus, and the headlights cut on into the trees, and the folded slip of paper with two phone numbers on it sat on the dashboard, sliding gently left and right with every turn, until it slid off entirely and disappeared into the footwell, and nobody noticed it was gone.
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Chapter Two: The House With No Lights
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The villa rose out of the dark the way old houses do — not gradually, but all at once, as if the headlights had peeled back a curtain. It was bigger than the photos had suggested, three stories of stone and dark wood with a wraparound balcony that sagged faintly in the middle, shutters hanging at angles that suggested no one had latched them properly in years. The driveway gravel had grown a fur of weeds. Somewhere beyond the house, unlit, a rectangle of water sat black and motionless — the pool, presumably, though in the dark it looked less like a pool and more like a hole someone had dug and forgotten to fill back in.

Rohan parked and killed the engine, and for a moment nobody moved, the four of them sitting in sudden, total silence, the kind that only exists in places with no traffic, no hum of electricity, no distant dogs.

"Okay," Maya said carefully. "This looks nothing like the pictures."

"Pictures are always different in daylight," Rohan said, already pushing his door open. "Come on. It's an old building, that's the whole charm of it."

Sneha hadn't moved. She was looking up at the dark windows, at the way the moon caught the broken edge of a shutter on the third floor and made it look, for just a second, like something had been watching them arrive and had only just pulled back out of sight.

"I don't like it," she said quietly.

"You'll like it more with a drink in your hand," Rohan said, and laughed, and went around to the trunk.

The front door was unlocked, as the listing had promised — a key hidden in a fake stone by the steps, just where the instructions said it would be — and it swung open onto a wide hall smelling of dust and something faintly sweet underneath, like fruit left too long in a bowl. Aabid found a switch and the hall lights flickered on, dim and yellowish, throwing long shadows up a staircase that curved out of sight on the second floor.

"See," Rohan called, already moving room to room, snapping on lights as he went. "Lights work. Water works. It's fine."

It mostly was fine, in the way old, half-forgotten places can be fine if you don't look too closely — furniture draped in sheets in two of the bedrooms, a kitchen stocked with dishes that didn't match, a sitting room with a fireplace cold and swept clean, as if someone tended it occasionally without ever using it. The pool, when they found the back doors that led to it, sat under a sky gone fully dark now, the water so still it held the stars without breaking them.

Maya hugged her arms across her chest. "It's like nobody's actually supposed to be here."

"That's the point," Rohan said. "Privacy. Isolation. No other tourists ruining the vibe." He was already heading back out to the car, returning a minute later with two more crates of beer
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