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Author’s Note
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Dear lover of scary stories, welcome to the world of horror!

As a horror enthusiast since early childhood, I decided to create and share some short stories in this genre with you.

Most of these tales are born from imagination, but some are based on real events. Which ones are which? I'll leave that for you to guess.

Since your eyes are already following this sentence, know that you’re my favorite person. And because you’re so precious to me, I’ll offer one piece of advice: try not to read too many stories all at once. Savor them slowly. Reading too much dark content in a short span might bring on some bad energy, and you could start seeing and hearing things that might disturb your peace.

Enjoy!
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Curious Reader
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It was a murky afternoon on November 5th. A teenage girl named Emily sat in the chilly attic of her three-story house—not on her will, though—parents grounded her for sneaking out past curfew. Suffering from extreme boredom, Emily started rummaging through a forgotten pile of dusty remnants of the past, where she stumbled upon a leather-bound diary with the words "Do Not Read" inscribed on the cover in faded ink.

At first, Emily heeded the warning and put the diary back, but as several more hours of her dreary grounding went by, her curiosity got the best of her. Emily hesitantly opened the weathered journal, flipped through its yellow-tinted pages, and found that many of them were blank, except for the last three days, starting from the current date of November 5th.

Intrigued, Emily started reading from the first sentence: “What an awful day!”

“First, I was late for school, and that stinky woman scolded me in front of the whole class for 15 minutes straight! It was soooo awkward! Then, as if my morning wasn’t horrible enough, my blockhead boyfriend tried to start an argument about the length of my skirt—like, what are you, my dad? Oh, and it didn’t end there—I was short-charged at the store, tripped on the stairs home, and now I’m here, in this dirty attic, being grounded for some bullshit. What is this?! Can this day get any worse?”

Emily was astonished to see how precisely the events she had read about matched hers. "How relatable! Crazy! It’s like I wrote those things.”

She then moved to the next page. 

“I’m so fed up! This stupid boyfriend of mine is ignoring me! Maybe I should break up with him... Anyway, a big red truck splattered mud on me and ruined my favorite jeans. However, that's nothing compared to what happened next: I saw somebody following me on my way home.”

Immersed in the story, Emily heard her mom calling out from the kitchen, saying the punishment was over and she could come down for dinner. The delighted teenager hastily closed the diary and took it to her bedroom, planning to continue reading the next day.

The morning of November 6th arrived, and as the day went by, Emily was getting a little creeped out. The way her experiences matched the ones in the diary was uncanny: first, her boyfriend Jake ignored her the whole time. Second, her favorite jeans got all muddy, and...

“...However, that's nothing compared to what happened next: I saw somebody following me on my way home," Emily remembered the quote and tensed up.

On her way home, Emily anxiously glanced back to indeed find a shadowy figure in a dark corner, undoubtedly following her.

She dashed home in a panic, her pulse racing with fear. The first thing she did was to frantically search her bedroom for the diary, only to find it nowhere.

“Where is it?!” grumbled Emily in irritation, messing up her room even further.

“What are you looking for?” She heard the voice of her mother, who was peeking behind an open door.

“Mom, did you or anyone take anything from my room?”

"No. Nobody had anything to do with your room. However, I will if you fail to tidy it up before I sleep."

Frustrated Emily did not stop until the clock almost hit midnight, and, defeated, she rushed to the attic as a last resort.

The attic was dim, faintly lit by moonlight, and to her surprise, Emily finally spotted the diary, exactly where she had first found it.

She glanced around nervously, afraid her parents would catch her in the attic at this hour. It was already past 12, and her mom clearly stated she would check Emily’s room, so the teenager had to hurry. Emily finally opened the last page of the diary, dated November 7th. It said:

"I should have listened to my parents. Coming to the attic at night was a horrible idea. I am so scared. I know something bad is about to happen."

Emily felt a chill run down her spine. As she kept reading, it stated, “What should I do? I just noticed a shadow of a man with a knife next to me."

Terrified, Emily glanced to her side and actually saw a dark silhouette with a glinting blade. In a panic, she turned back to the diary, and to her horror, she saw a newly emerging sentence at the end: 

"Why are you looking at the diary? Look behind you."
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Time to Figure It Out 
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Ethan had just moved into his charming new apartment in a high-rise building. The apartment was bright and close to his office, which was everything he had ever dreamed of. Having recently quit his old job with a nightmare of a boss, he was eager to begin this new chapter in his life.

However, one unsettling detail caught Ethan’s attention at night. From his bedroom window, he could see the apartment across the street, where a motionless black silhouette seemed to peer into his home. It looked like a person standing perfectly still behind a dimly lit window.

Ethan would try to shake off the unease from the silhouette each night, but in vain. By morning, the curtains were closed in the opposite apartment’s window, and Ethan could not see anything during the day. He could not help but feel curious, and as time went by, it bothered him so much that thinking about it led to many sleepless nights.

“Oh. It must be a wax figure. There is an art gallery. I even attended one of the exhibitions. The wax figures I saw were splendid. Just incredible! As if they were real. I wish I had time to attend again,” Ethan heard his landlord’s voice message and sighed in relief, feeling foolish. 

“So it’s just a wax figure. Still, it’s creepy. Anyway, the exhibition will end someday,” Ethan thought, but weeks have passed, and the silhouette was still there to haunt him. Ethan often woke up in the early hours, his heart racing as he felt the weight of unseen eyes on him.

One Saturday morning, he visited the building across the street to put his mind at ease. As he entered the grand lobby, Ethan approached the front desk, where a middle-aged man in uniform stood.

“Excuse me,” Ethan said, trying to sound nonchalant. “When does the exhibition on the 12th floor end?”

The man in the uniform frowned. “Oh, the exhibition? There was one, but it ended about 3 months ago. That apartment is empty. In fact, it's for rent, though it needs some work done.”

“Is that so? I’m interested in renting it. Can I contact the owner to take a look? Or maybe a real estate agent?”

“I can call the agent for you. Are you free this evening?”

“Yes. Thank you.”

The sun was about to disappear on the horizon when Ethan, following the real estate agent, set foot in the empty space with no flooring, half-torn-down wallpapers, and a cheap white fabric draped over the huge window, serving as a curtain.

“Has anyone been inside this apartment recently?” Ethan asked.

“Unlikely,” the agent replied. “Only I have the keys. The owner lives abroad, and as you can see, the security system is quite reliable.”

“Strange. Do you mind if I check the view?”

“Go ahead,” the agent said, gesturing toward the window.

Ethan hesitantly went towards the covered window, carefully moved the white fabric, and looked towards his own apartment. 

Something was odd—he could clearly recall drawing curtains in his bedroom before he left, but now they were wide open. Ethan squinted his eyes to observe better, and his heart dropped. In his bedroom stood a motionless black silhouette, looking identical to the one he saw every night.

Ethan stepped back but froze once he noticed the dark shadow move, slowly waving with its left hand.
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Alicia
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Five-year-old Nina and her single mother lived in a modest cottage in the quiet hills. The settlement had few children of Nina's age, and since she was too young to attend school, she often played alone. However, Nina never felt lonely, and that was all thanks to Alicia, her beloved doll. To Nina, Alicia was not just a toy but a friend and constant companion. Alicia never left Nina's side; the little girl took the doll everywhere. 

Emily, Nina’s mother, would sometimes overhear her daughter talking to Alicia as if she were a real person. Nina often told her mother things Alicia had shared, such as how she was born in a faraway land called Eighmore, her favorite colors, and how much she loved the smell of coffee. Emily dismissed these stories as a child’s imagination, but as Nina grew older, her attachment to Alicia only deepened, causing Emily to become concerned.

When Nina turned six, Emily decided it was time to end this obsession. At first, she took a gentle approach, suggesting other toys and activities, but Nina remained devoted to Alicia. Frustrated and desperate, Emily took more drastic action. One night, she snuck into Nina’s room, took Alicia, and hid her in the attic.

The next morning, Nina was devastated to find Alicia missing and sulked the entire day. Emily felt guilty but believed it was for the best. She hoped Nina would eventually forget about the doll. But later that afternoon, Emily was shocked to see Nina sitting on the patio with Alicia on her lap.

"Where did you find her?" Emily asked, confused.

"Alicia came back on her own," Nina said calmly. "She promised she’d never leave me and told me nothing would separate us again."

Emily was unsettled. Realizing that hiding the doll wouldn’t solve the problem, she decided to get rid of Alicia for good. That night, she crept into the shed and set the doll on fire. As the flames consumed Alicia, Emily heard an ear-piercing scream of "No!"—a voice that sounded like Nina’s. But Nina was supposed to be fast asleep in her room.

The following morning, Emily braced herself for Nina’s reaction. To her surprise, the little girl seemed calm, almost eerily so.

"Nina, honey, are you okay?" Emily asked out of concern.

Nina looked at her with an unsettling, cold expression. "I am not Nina. I am Alicia."

Emily tried to laugh it off. "Don’t be silly, Nina."

But the child, with a voice that was not her own, responded, "I’m not being silly. You burned Nina last night. Don’t you remember? You took her to the shed, poured ethanol on her, and set her on fire."

Emily froze, shivers running down her spine, a cold sweat forming on her forehead.

"It must have been a strange dream," she stammered. "I’ll... I'll go make myself some coffee." Emily hurried out of the room, her mind racing, desperate to rationalize what Nina had said.

"That’s great. I love the smell of coffee," the mother heard from behind as she closed the door.

From that day on, every time Emily looked at her daughter, a deep sense of dread lingered in her soul. She could not shake the terrifying question: was she truly looking at her daughter Nina, or someone—or something—else? 
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Taxi Ride
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Hank was sitting behind the wheel of a taxi on a cool autumn night, waiting for his last passenger of the day before heading home. He had parked the car near the train station, and as he was lighting a cigarette, he noticed a middle-aged woman sitting in the back seat. 

“Where to?” Hank asked, adjusting his hat. 

“1657 Westfield Lane,” she replied in a faint voice.

The trees alongside the road swayed gently in the breeze, their leaves rustling as they drove through the barely lit streets. It was a long drive to Westfield, and after a few minutes of silence, Hank tried to break the ice.

“Long night, huh?” He looked at the woman through the rearview mirror.

The passenger stared out the window, her gaze drifting toward the horizon.

“I’m just... lost,” she murmured. “I have to see my family. I need to find them.”

Hank raised his eyebrows and glanced at the woman, sensing something was off about her. Her eyes were dazed, and her pale face was faintly glowing in the moonlight. Hank often dealt with strange passengers, and his gut told him this was one of those times. He locked the car's doors with a single click, thinking it would be wise to stay cautious. He needed the money and could not afford to let the woman leave without paying.

As they left the populated areas behind, the streetlights grew fewer, and the darkness welcomed them. The familiar sounds of the city faded, replaced by the calmness of the outskirts. The road was harder and harder to see, given how heavily the mist blanketed everything.

“We’re almost there,” Hank said, squinting his eyes to make out the surroundings.

They soon reached the coordinates the woman had given, and to Hank’s dismay, he found himself parked at the entrance of a cemetery. He thoroughly observed the surroundings, and as he was about to ask the passenger if this was indeed her destination, he heard a soft voice—a whisper:

“Thank you.”

Hank blinked, feeling an odd mixture of relief and dread. 

“You sure this is where you want to go?” He asked, glancing into the rearview mirror, only to find the seat empty.

The man swiftly turned his head to make sure his eyes were not playing tricks on him, but the back seat was still empty, and the doors were all locked.

"It's time for me to retire," Hank muttered and drove off at full speed, leaving the place as soon as possible.
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Smile
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I'm not a fan of funeral ceremonies. In fact, I hate them, especially the ones with open caskets. Why are they even needed? Wouldn’t it be better to remember the deceased as they were in life? Why should we look at their lifeless bodies? 

For instance, two days ago, my neighbor and a family friend, Jimmy, passed away. Jimmy was a kind soul who never hesitated to lend a helping hand to those in need, and he was the type to befriend anybody with his charisma, wit, and sense of humor.

Everyone loved him, and I was no exception. It was difficult for me to come to his wake, held inside the small, old-fashioned chapel at the end of our street, filled with the scent of lilies in the air and the sound of soft, mournful hymns.

Now I’m standing close to Jimmy's wooden coffin. Moreover, his family asked me to stay in the chapel alone with the deceased while they went outside to greet newcomers and share their sorrows as they gathered their strength before saying their last goodbyes. It must be tough for them; it’s tough for me too.

Jimmy, in life, was a very cheerful man, always full of energy and positivity. Never in my life have I seen a cloud on his face—only a constant smile. Every time he arrived at any group setting, his presence elated everyone. No one told stories like he used to. His jokes would never fail to make us laugh until our stomachs couldn’t take it anymore. 

He had a knack for taking the smallest, most insignificant tales and turning them into the most entertaining thing ever heard, complete with grand gestures and sound effects that made everyone laugh until tears streamed down their faces.

Seeing all 32 of his teeth as he smiled always put me in an upbeat mood. But now, as I see his frozen, motionless body staring at me from the coffin, eyes wide open, smiling while showing every one of his teeth, I don't feel the same way. 

The worst part is—I could swear his eyes were shut just two minutes ago.
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Leftovers
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Richard Stone, a young man looking for a new apartment, settled on to live in a neighborhood outskirts. The price of an old apartment was appealing, so Richard did not think twice. Still, before making a wise purchase, he questioned the owner about his decision, just in case.

“This apartment belonged to my deceased mother, Sabrina.” The owner, Leslie, sighed and looked around the space. “Don’t worry. This place doesn’t have any maintenance issues. it’s just... Sometimes, a lingering reminder of someone gone can be a little painful for the ones who get to stay and live.”

“Sorry to hear about your loss.” Richard awkwardly responded.

“Thank you. Anyway, congratulations on your purchase.” 

The previous owner shook hands with the new one, and as he was about to leave, Leslie mentioned one last thing.

“I almost forgot! There are still some old items left in the apartment that belonged to my mother. I planned to dispose of them, but you bought the property so suddenly that I completely forgot. I will have to ask you to throw them away. Would that be too much of an inconvenience?”

“Not at all. Have a wonderful day!” 

The apartment was in decent condition, which was a relief since Richard did not have much money left, so he left the interior as it was.

After unpacking, looking into the deceased owner’s belongings was the first thing he did, but he found nothing special, just an old, dusty radio and a faded portrait—Sabrina in her youth, perhaps. Richard eventually decided not to throw anything away. Selling these things later seemed more reasonable, so the young man put the radio and the portrait in the pantry for a certain period.

On the following Saturday evening, newly returned from work, Richard started cooking dinner in his tiny kitchen. He had his television playing in the living room for background noise while he fried eggs, listening to the news. All of a sudden, as he took a knife to cut vegetables, Richard heard this weird, disturbing noise. It seemed like it came from the living room.

Richard went to check, but it was just the news anchor going on about the events of the day, so the young man shrugged it off, turned off the TV, and ate his dinner in silence.

That same night, as he was reading a book in bed, he heard the same unsettling sound—like an eerie song. Richard followed the noise, which led him to the pantry. The moment the tensed-up young man opened the pantry door with trembling hands, the sound stopped.

“Must have been an old radio," Richard pondered, checking the worn-out item to see—it was not on.

The next day, creeped out by the previous night's events, Richard sold the radio to a local antique dealer at a much lower price than intended.  

Relieved, Richard spent the rest of his day familiarizing himself with his new neighborhood, strolling through the lively streets.

He felt quite at ease in the evening and went home to make a sandwich. As he sliced some tomatoes, this time with the TV off, he heard the familiar eerie singing, this time clearer than ever. 

After realizing it was coming from the pantry again, Richard felt chills down his spine. 

Knowing only an old portrait was left in there, Richard opened the pantry door with a kitchen knife in one hand, and to his horror, the painting was now empty—the background and frame remained in place, yet the young woman was nowhere to be seen.

The next moment, Richard was startled by a haunting lullaby behind his back and spun around with his knife to see the ghostly figure of Sabrina standing in the room, singing with a sinister grimace on her face. 

The following evening, Richard’s coworker, concerned for the well-being of a friend, knocked on his door, but as he got no response, the man called the police, who arrived soon after to find Richard lifeless on the floor in his new apartment. 

As for the portrait of Sabrina, it still hung eerily on the wall of an open pantry, the lady’s eyes stealthily following the uninvited visitors to her home.
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Knock
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One afternoon, Patricia was lying on her bed. She was scrolling through social media, distracting herself from the constant worry about her finances and trying not to think about the debt collector, who usually came on the same date each month, and today was that day.

Her salary had been delayed once again, and she was already struggling to make ends meet. What could she do? It was her day off, and she did not feel like going out, so she decided she would not answer the door, no matter who the visitor was.

Right on schedule, the debt collector rang the bell. Patricia’s heart raced, but she stayed in bed, eyes glued to her phone. When the ringing finally stopped, she sighed in relief, thinking he had left. But then the knocking started.

At first, Patricia tried to ignore it, hoping the man would give up if she did not respond. To drown out the persistent knocking, she put on her headphones, listening to loud songs by her favorite band. But the knocking persisted, echoing through her small apartment.

After what felt like hours, Patricia could not take it anymore. Frustration and annoyance got the best of her. 

“Whatever, it is what it is,” she thought as she got out of bed and headed towards the door. She opened it slowly, bracing herself for an awkward encounter to come, but to her surprise, there was no one outside.

Confused and relieved at the same time, Patricia closed the door, double-checked the lock, and shrugged. She returned to her bed and settled back in. The young woman was about to play the next song on her phone, but that’s when she heard the knocking again. This time, it came from her bedroom door.
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