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Welcome to Vastuanta Heights. The perfect home. The ultimate trap.

Rohan Sharma, a strictly logical software engineer, poured his entire life savings into a luxury smart apartment in Tower B. Located on the desolate outskirts of Pune, it was supposed to be a flawless digital sanctuary for his wife Priya, his eight year old son Aarav, and his aging mother.

But perfection comes with a terrifying price.

At first, the anomalies are easy to ignore. A smart mirror that reflects movement a fraction of a second too late. An automated door that locks on its own. A digital voice assistant whispering forgotten family secrets in the dead of night. Rohan blames faulty coding. But when the smart television broadcasts a live news report of his familys fiery death dated for the very next day, logic completely shatters.

The Sharma family soon discovers that Tower B was not built to house people. It was built to cage a demon.

Centuries ago, a dark entity known as a Vastu Asura was pinned beneath the earth using ancient geometry. Instead of respecting the curse, a greedy builder weaponized it, integrating the ancient dark magic directly into the modern fiber optic network of the building. The Yantra has been digitized. The architecture is alive. And it is incredibly hungry.

Sealed inside a claustrophobic cage where the air conditioning vents breathe toxic smoke, the biometric locks trap them inside, and the digital screens project their deepest fears, the family must fight a monster they cannot even touch. Technology collides with ancient Indian mythology in a brutal, psychological fight for survival.

They cannot call the police. They cannot break the glass. Because the demon is not hiding inside Tower B.

The demon is Tower B.
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​Chapter 1 Vastu Dosh The First Omen
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The drive from the crowded streets of Pune to the desolate outskirts of Hinjewadi Phase Three felt less like a commute and more like crossing into a graveyard. The sun had already dipped below the horizon, leaving behind a bruised purple sky. Out here, the city noises died away completely. There were no streetlights, no familiar chai stalls, no stray dogs crossing the road. Just miles of barren, dry earth. And standing at the very end of the newly paved asphalt road, towering like an obsidian tombstone, was Vastuanta Heights.

Rohan gripped the steering wheel tight. His knuckles were pale, but his eyes reflected a stubborn pride. He was thirty four years old, a senior software engineer who had just emptied his entire life savings, liquidated every mutual fund, and signed away his soul to a thirty year bank loan for this. It was a fully automated, ultra luxury smart apartment. A fortress of modern living.

Priya sat in the passenger seat, hugging her arms. As an interior designer, she was trained to understand how spaces breathed. But as she stared at the monolithic black glass and brushed steel of the tower, a cold knot formed in her stomach. The building was objectively stunning, yet it felt aggressively wrong. The angles of the towers were far too sharp. They did not sit on the land comfortably; they seemed to stab into the earth like a heavy spear.

In the back seat, Savitri Devi sat perfectly rigid. Her fingers moved rhythmically over her wooden tulsi beads, her lips whispering silent prayers. She had cried the day they packed up their old, cramped house in Shivaji Nagar. There was life there. There were temple bells and neighbors who borrowed sugar. Here, the absolute silence ringing in her ears felt heavy, like the suffocating air right before a terrible storm. Beside her, eight year old Aarav was completely lost to the world, his face glowing blue from his tablet screen as he played a game.

The massive iron gates of the society glided open without a single sound as the car approached. The overhead cameras instantly recognized the license plate. There were no security guards in sight. Just rotating black lenses equipped with night vision tracking their every move.

Welcome to Vastuanta Heights, Mr Rohan, a smooth, synthesized female voice echoed from a hidden speaker near the barrier.

Rohan smiled. Priya shuddered.

The basement parking was a cavernous expanse of pristine white epoxy flooring and harsh fluorescent lights. Their footsteps echoed loudly as they walked toward Tower B. The elevator had no physical buttons. A facial recognition scanner above the doors bathed Rohan in a grid of green light, chiming softly before the doors slid open.

Floor Fourteen, the automated voice announced.

The ride was unnervingly smooth. No vibration, no sound of pulling cables. Just a silent, dead ascent in a metal box.

When they stepped into the fourteenth floor corridor, the temperature dropped noticeably. The hallway was completely devoid of windows. It was illuminated by motion sensor lights that flickered on just a fraction of a second too late as they walked, plunging the space immediately behind them back into pitch black darkness.

Rohan stopped in front of Flat 1404. There was no keyhole. He placed his thumb on the biometric glass pad. A heavy mechanical click echoed through the silent hall, and the solid teakwood door swung open inward.

The apartment was sprawling. Enormous glass windows offered a panoramic view of the dark, empty wasteland outside. The flooring was imported marble, cold and flawless.

System awake, Rohan commanded clearly.

Instantly, the apartment breathed to life. Concealed ambient lights glowed to a warm yellow. The central air conditioning hummed softly. The heavy automated curtains rolled back.

Good evening, Rohan. Welcome home, the central AI responded from invisible speakers mounted within the ceiling.

Aarav finally looked up from his tablet, his eyes wide. The house talks!

It does more than talk, buddy, Rohan laughed, dropping his heavy bags on the plush carpet. It learns everything. It knows what temperature we like, what music we listen to. It is the perfect ecosystem.

Priya walked slowly into the center of the living room. Her professional eyes scanned the layout. The builder brochures had promised open, breathable spaces. But standing here, something felt fundamentally broken. The geometry of the room bothered her deeply. The distance between the pillars, the slant of the ceiling drop, the way thick shadows seemed to gather in the corners despite the bright artificial lighting. It felt deeply claustrophobic. It felt as if the walls were subtly leaning inward, waiting to crush them.

Let us not waste time, Savitri Devi said. Her voice was sharp, cutting right through the sterile, manufactured silence.

She had opened her small cloth bag and pulled out a brass plate, a chunk of camphor, and a small brass idol of Lord Ganesha. We must do the Griha Pravesh pooja before the auspicious time passes. A house is just a box of bricks until the gods bless the soil beneath it.

Rohan sighed, rubbing his forehead. Ma, I told you, we can do a small silent prayer, but let us not light fires and make smoke. The air purifiers here are military grade and very sensitive.

Savitri ignored him completely. She walked toward the northeast corner of the living room, the exact direction prescribed by Vastu Shastra for establishing the deity. She placed the idol on a small wooden stool, struck a match, and lit the camphor. A small, bright orange flame flickered to life, casting warm, dancing shadows on the pristine white walls. A thin trail of fragrant, gray smoke began to spiral toward the ceiling. She closed her eyes and began to chant the sacred mantras, her voice trembling slightly with raw devotion.

For a brief, fleeting moment, the house actually felt human. The familiar smell of burning camphor brought a comforting warmth. Priya smiled, feeling her tense shoulder muscles finally relax.

Then, the house reacted.

A harsh, ear piercing siren suddenly erupted from the ceiling, shattering the peace completely. The ambient yellow lights instantly snapped into a blinding, flashing strobe red.

Hazard detected, the AI voice boomed. But this time it was not smooth or welcoming. It was loud, synthetic, and violently aggressive. Particulate matter critical. Fire protocol initiated.

Rohan, stop it! Priya screamed, covering her ears as the siren wailed. Aarav began to cry in terror, dropping his tablet on the couch.

Savitri Devi stumbled back in shock, dropping her brass plate. The burning camphor rolled onto the expensive white marble.

System, override! System, stop alarm! Rohan shouted frantically, waving his arms at the ceiling sensors.

Override denied. Ventilation active, the voice responded coldly.

Suddenly, the heavy metal vents above the living room roared to life like a jet engine. A powerful, freezing gust of air shot violently down from the ceiling, directly targeting the northeast corner. The blast of air was so aggressive it instantly killed the sacred flame. The sudden pressure difference made their ears pop painfully. The fragrant smoke was sucked out in a millisecond, leaving behind a sterile, freezing vacuum.

The red flashing lights stopped abruptly. The deafening siren died down. The normal yellow lights returned.

Hazard cleared. Air quality optimal, the smooth voice announced, returning to its polite tone as if it had not just attacked them.

Silence descended upon the room again, but it was a heavy, suffocating silence. Savitri Devi stood absolutely frozen, staring down at the darkened, dead piece of camphor on the floor. Her face was pale as a ghost. In all her sixty years, through all the homes she had lived in, a holy fire had never been extinguished so violently upon entry. It was the ultimate dark omen. It meant the space had rejected the divine.

It is just a sensitive smoke detector, Ma, Rohan said. His voice lacked conviction. He quickly kicked the burnt camphor under the stool to hide it. See? Everything is fine. The house is just protecting us.

Savitri slowly bent down and picked up her Ganesha idol. She did not look at her son. She did not say a single word. She just walked to her designated bedroom and shut the door behind her. The heavy thud of the door closing echoed ominously through the massive flat.

By midnight, the house was completely still. Savitri and Aarav were asleep in their rooms. Priya lay awake in the master bedroom, staring blankly at the ceiling. The mattress was expensive memory foam, but she felt like she was lying on a stone slab. The absolute silence of the room was deafening. There was no sound of crickets outside, no distant hum of highway traffic, no wind rattling the glass. The house was hermetically sealed. It felt exactly like being buried alive inside a sensory deprivation tank.

In the adjoining study, Rohan sat illuminated only by the harsh glow of his dual monitors. He was reviewing some complex code for an upcoming project. He loved the late hours. He usually loved the isolation.

He reached out blindly for his coffee mug. As he took a sip, the smart speaker resting on his desk crackled.

It was a very faint sound at first. Just a burst of static.

Rohan frowned. The internet connection here was a flawless fiber optic line. Static was impossible.

Then, the static slowly morphed. It was no longer digital noise. It sounded wet. It was a deep, guttural gurgling sound, like someone trying to breathe while their throat was filling with thick mud. The sound vibrated with a heavy bass frequency that Rohan felt deep in his chest rather than heard with his ears. Mixed within that wet gurgling were distinct syllables. Harsh, ancient consonants that scraped aggressively against the speaker mesh.

Hello? Rohan asked aloud, thinking it was a crossed line or a strange glitch in a background application. Is someone there?

The speaker went dead. Absolute silence returned to the room.

Rohan shook his head, rubbing his tired eyes roughly. Just a bug in the audio driver, he muttered to himself.

Just as he turned his attention back to his monitors, his phone buzzed loudly on the wooden desk. It was an urgent alert from the Vastuanta Home App.

Motion detected at Main Door.

Rohan pulled up the app. The screen divided into the live video feed from the camera mounted directly outside their front door.

The corridor was bathed in the eerie green hue of the night vision camera. At first glance, it was completely empty. But as Rohan stared closer at the small screen, the hair on his arms stood straight up.

In the bottom left corner of the frame, right at the very edge of the camera lens blind spot, something was standing. It was exceptionally tall, its head almost touching the top of the eight foot door frame. The shape was heavily distorted, wrapped entirely in what looked like thick, tattered dark fabric. It was not moving. It was not breathing. It was just standing there, facing the heavy teakwood door. Facing the camera.

Rohan felt his breath hitch violently in his throat. He was a rational man, a man of cold logic. His first immediate thought was a security breach. A thief. A stalker who had bypassed the gates.

He stood up, his chair scraping loudly against the floorboards. He opened his desk drawer and grabbed a heavy metal flashlight. His heart pounded furiously against his ribs as he walked out of the study and crossed the dark living room. The motion sensors completely failed to track his movement, leaving him walking in total darkness.

He reached the heavy front door. He did not look through the digital peephole. He wanted to catch whoever was out there entirely off guard.

He gripped the steel handle, pulled it down hard, and yanked the door open aggressively, raising the heavy flashlight like a weapon ready to strike.

Who is there! Rohan shouted into the corridor.

His loud voice echoed down the long, windowless hallway and faded away into nothingness.

The corridor was completely, utterly empty. The motion sensor lights finally flickered on, illuminating the sterile white walls and the polished floor. There was nowhere to hide. There were no stairwell doors nearby. Whoever, or whatever, was standing there just seconds ago was entirely gone.

Rohan stepped out slowly into the hallway, looking left and then right. Nothing. He looked down at the floor near the doormat. There were no footprints. Nothing was disturbed.

A freezing cold sweat broke out on his forehead. He looked up at the small black dome of the doorbell camera. It stared back at him blankly, a dead glass eye.

He stepped back inside quickly and closed the door, making sure the heavy deadbolt engaged with a loud, satisfying clunk. He walked slowly back to his study, his logical mind racing desperately to find any scientific explanation. A glitch in the camera software. A shadow cast by a passing moth magnified by the curved lens. A trick of his exhausted, sleep deprived brain.

He sat back down at his desk and unlocked his phone with trembling fingers. He opened the home security app to check the recorded footage from exactly two minutes ago. He wanted to see the glitch again. He needed to prove to himself that it was just a technical error.

He tapped on the recent motion event log. The video started playing on his screen.

The corridor was empty. There was no tall figure. There was no shadow. There was no glitch. The footage showed an absolutely deserted hallway for the entire duration of the clip.

Rohan stared at the glowing screen, the blood draining completely from his face. He had seen it on the live feed. He knew exactly what he had seen.

He looked around his sleek, perfect, high tech study. The temperature in the room suddenly felt like a freezer. The pristine walls now seemed to stare back at him, holding dark, ancient secrets they were not ready to share. He realized then, with a sickening feeling in the pit of his stomach, that the biometric locks on his door might be designed to keep the outside world out, but they were equally effective at keeping whatever was already inside locked in with them.
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