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The Curse of the Vault
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Does greed simply demand wealth, or does it steal the soul? This is the ultimate conclusion to a centuries-old curse passed down through generations.

Amlan Narayan, the last descendant of a once-powerful landowning family, inherits a dilapidated diary. It is not merely a treasure map, but a silent testament to the horrific sin of his ancestor, Dinendra Narayan. The diary leads Amlan to the underground darkness of Shitol Kuthi (The Cold Residence), a legendary, cursed mansion.

Amlan’s goal was simple: retrieve the family fortune and reclaim his life. But deep within the earth, a chilling truth awaits: the immense wealth is guarded by a captive soul—Mandira, a beautiful young woman brutally murdered and imprisoned by Dinendra as a malevolent Yaksha.
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On the path to the vault, Amlan faces:
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The Test of Greed: Frenzied treasure hunters like Gajendra and Sharadindu, whose singular goal is to seize the fortune and eliminate Amlan.

The Living Curse: Mandira, whose intense coldness suffocates the living, and whose freedom is the only key to the wealth.

The Final Enigma: Dinendra's sophisticated traps and flawless defenses, designed to reward not the greedy, but the one who chooses liberation.

When Amlan finally opens the Treasure Vault, he confronts a shocking mountain of riches—enough to awaken the most dormant desires. Yet, Dinendra's final message warns him: to touch this wealth is to invite the eternal curse upon his bloodline.

Amlan now stands at the crossroads: inherit a multi-million-dollar fortune and carry the burden of his family’s sin, or sacrifice everything for the soul of Mandira and the liberation of his lineage.

This is a thrilling and deeply emotional journey born in the tunnels of Shitol Kuthi, following the man who dared to stand against the overwhelming power of avarice.

In the end, who found true freedom—the imprisoned Yaksha, or the last surviving heir?
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Chapter 1: The Lost Inheritance and the Calling
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The Curse of Shitol Kuthi
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The canvas of Amlan Narayan's life was painted more with gray than with color. All that remained of his ancestral property was a damp, dark, cellar-like room inside a dilapidated alley in central Kolkata, whose ceiling plaster had flaked off ages ago. The walls of this room once displayed the oil paintings of the ancestors of Zamindar Dinendra Narayan, but now they bore only the greasy fungus and rat nest marks clinging to the frames. Amlan was thirty-five, but the lines around his eyes and forehead spoke of a frustrated man of fifty. Poverty had devoured him, but the aristocratic blood of his lineage still survived. He knew he carried the blood of Zamindar Dinendra Narayan, a name that was still synonymous with fear among the village folk.

Amlan worked as a proofreader in a small, third-rate printing press, barely earning a living. However, he'd been out of that job for the last three months. He was deeply in debt, having borrowed money just to afford two square meals. Creditors arrived daily at his door, showering him with insults. This extreme financial crisis finally forced him to open the worn-out bundle lying in the corner of his cupboard—the one his father, before taking his last breath, had warned him about: "That is a curse, Amlan. Stay away from it."

He had never opened it before. Today, in his desperation, his father’s warning could no longer hold him back. He opened the bundle. Inside were a few yellowed documents and an old, blackened, brittle deed. The deed was handwritten on thick, high-quality "Tulot" paper, stained with oil and dampness. It was written in Bengali script predating the British era, but the title was clear: "Shitol Kuthi Nibas" (Residence of Shitol Kuthi).

Amlan took a long time to read the deed. It contained a detailed description of all the movable and immovable properties of Shitol Kuthi under Zamindar Dinendra Narayan. Most importantly, it contained a note: "The ancestral wealth is hidden in the basement of this residence. It is not for any pleasure-seeker or greedy person." Amlan was not a history student, but he had a skeptical fascination with his family history. For him, ghost stories or curses were merely signs of mental weakness. He believed: There is no such thing as fear, only confusion built upon untruths.

The lure of the properties and the hidden treasure mentioned in the deed, combined with the extreme pressure of poverty, compelled Amlan to make a decision. With the last of his meager savings, he bought an old bag and some essential supplies and set off for Shitol Kuthi. His destination: a remote village in South Bengal, where Shitol Kuthi had stood as a haunted ruin for 250 years.
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The Journey and the Warning
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Stepping off the bus, he asked a local old man, "Can you tell me the way to Shitol Kuthi?"

The old man stared at him as if Amlan were a creature from another planet. Squinting, he said, "Why there, son? That's the house of the dead! No one goes there. It's a cursed place, even the English sahibs..." Amlan did not let the old man finish. He started walking quickly. He had heard such folklore many times before, and he firmly believed that this fear was merely a myth propagated by word of mouth. In his opinion, the house was surely dilapidated, but the myth of fear surrounding it might have been deliberately created by one of the Zamindar's family to protect the property. Amlan made a promise to himself: he would not be afraid, he would seek the truth.

Walking on, by an unnamed dirt path in the village, he found an old, cobweb-covered family guidebook. It was as if it had been preserved just for him. His father had probably left it behind or lost it for some reason. The guidebook was essentially a hand-drawn map of the Zamindar house's layout and important rooms. This was a crucial clue for Amlan. The last page of the book read: "The secret library is behind the western staircase. Beware, that room contains only the past and silence."

The guidebook seemed to instill a new courage in Amlan. He clearly understood that Shitol Kuthi was not just a desolate house; it was a well-planned fortress of mystery that Dinendra Narayan had built. And the key to this fortress was his own lineage. Amlan resolved to solve this ancient mystery, provided no greedy person or his own self-doubt stopped him. The sun was setting, and the last light of the distant village was fading. The silent, dark call of Shitol Kuthi seemed to be pulling Amlan toward an inevitable fate. He moved forward, with a suppressed resolve in his heart and the last of his savings in his pocket.
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Arrival at Shitol Kuthi
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After the village's paved road ended, Amlan walked about a krosh (about two miles) on a dirt track. The journey, which began in the late afternoon, had now culminated in a deeply melancholic evening. The sky was covered in dark clouds, as if a dense mass of black ink had been poured over nature's canvas. These clouds promised no rain; they offered only congealed darkness and an unknown heaviness. After passing the last house of the village, the surrounding bushes and jungle had spread their branches so much that it seemed nature was desperately trying to close this path forever. After a long, silent walk, Amlan finally stood before his destination—Shitol Kuthi.

From a distance, it did not look like a crumbling palace; it looked like a gigantic stone sculpture that had been eroded by time and had become part of nature. In front stood the immense Simhadwar (Lion's Gate). It still retained the architectural form of the Zamindar house. Two hundred and fifty years of neglect had completely rotted the wood of the door, but the iron shutters still testified to their huge existence, though rust had turned their color a dark brown. On both sides of the entrance, as symbols of ancient architecture, stood two massive, moss-covered stone statues of elephants. . The elephants were like silent sentinels, witnesses to all the sins and mysteries of this house for ages. A layer of caked moss covered them, and deep cracks ran through the stones—it seemed even the elephants were struggling to breathe under the oppression of time.
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