 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Chamber of The Murk
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B.Voluntarily Participation: By proceeding with this book, the reader confirms they are doing so at their own risk, fully aware of the dark and disturbing nature of its content.
C.Personal Responsibility: The author and publisher hold no liability for any psychological distress, emotional discomfort, or nightmares that may result from reading this book.
D.Suitability Disclaimer: This book is not suitable for readers who are sensitive to extreme violence, cruelty, or psychological horror. If you choose to continue reading, you accept full responsibility for any impact it may have on you.
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Preface
 
The Chamber of The Murk is not just a story - it is a descent into the deepest, most sinister corners of the human mind. This book is not for the fainted-hearted, nor for those who seek comfort in tales of hope and redemption. Instead, it is harrowing exploration of cruelty, fear, and the horrifying reality of a mind consumed by darkness[image: EntroBooks | Nishant EntroBooks | Nishant][image: EntroBooks | Nishant EntroBooks | Nishant].
As the author, I have crafted this story with an unflinching approach to the brutality that lurks beneath the surface of civilisation. The Characters in these pages do not belong to a world of justice or morality. They exist in a realm where pain is power, suffering is entertainment, and the very essence of humanity is tested beyond limits. 
Through The Chamber of The Murk, I aim to challenge the reader - to make you question your own boundaries, your own fears, and the unsetting truths about what human beings are capable of. This book doesn’t hold back; it presents horror in its rawest form, exposing the depths of a mind unhinged. 
To those who dare step into this chamber, I offer only one piece of advice: read at your own risk. Once you enter, there is no turning back.
 
-Nishant
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Room of God
 
	Far from the approaches of today’s hyper-connected, technology-driven world, there lay a desolated corner nestled within a forgotten town. Encircled by dense, shadowy woods that whispered secrets with every gust of wind, the place seemed untouched by time. Modernity had barely brushed its surface, leaving behind an eerie stillness - as if the world had moved on, but this place had chosen to remain lost in its own silence.
	It was 7 p.m. The night had settled in, and the road lay deserted under the cloak of darkness. Suddenly, the low hum of a heavy vehicle began to rise, echoing through the still air - growing louder with each passing second. It was the last bus of the night, making its way from the city towards Dreadmoor. As it came to a halt, three girls stepped off. All three were natives of this eerie, isolated place.
	The three girls had just returned from their college. Close friends, they walked together, immersed in conversations about their day - classes, professors, and college gossip. The night was quiet, their laughter occasionally breaking the silence as they made their way home. Their home were just ten-minute walk from the Dreadmoor bus stop, down a narrow path shadowed by towering trees.
	Suddenly, their laughter faded, and the conversation came to an abrupt[image: EntroBooks | Nishant EntroBooks | Nishant][image: EntroBooks | Nishant EntroBooks | Nishant] halt. Clara Walker found herself above on the road - her two friends, Victoria and Elizabeth, had taken different paths. Now, Clara was walking home by herself, the silence around her growing heavier with each step. 
	Suddenly, Clara was startled by an eerie rustling sound, as if someone - or someone - was moving through the bushes. Her footsteps came to an abrupt halt, and a chill crept down her spine. The street around her was deathly silent, amplifying the subtle crackle of leaves. Driven by a mix of fear and curiosity, she cautiously stepped toward the dense undergrowth. 
	Just as she narrowed the distance, the silence shattered - a wild creature lunged out of the foliage with a guttural snarl, aiming straight at her. Clara stumbled backwards, heart pounding like a drum, her breath caught somewhere between a scream and a gasp.
	Clara screamed in terror, her voice piercing through the night. But within moments, she realised - it was just a dog. Her neighbours dog, to be precise, who had likely wandered out unnoticed. Letting out a shaky breath, she chuckled nervously at her own fear and quickly turned to make her way home, picking up her peace.
	But then… a strange sensation crawled over her. As if someone was following her. She froze for a moment, then slowly turned around to check.
	Before she could react, a rough hand clamped over her mouth, and a dark cloth was yanked over her face. She struggled, wide-eyed, but the grip only tightened. Her screams were muffled, her vision swallowed by darkness. The last thing Clara felt was the pounding of her heartbeat - before everything faded to black.
	Slowly, Clara’s eyes fluttered open. Her vision, blurred by darkness, gradually adjusted to a dim, sterile light. As her senses returned, she realised - she was in an unfamiliar, enclosed room. Her arms and legs were tightly bound to a chair… but this was no ordinary chair. 
	It[image: EntroBooks | Nishant EntroBooks | Nishant][image: EntroBooks | Nishant EntroBooks | Nishant] was a bizarre, high-tech apparatus - an eerie fusion of metal and machinery, unlike anything she’d ever seen. Sleek wires coiled around its frame, and strange mechanical components pulsed faintly as though the chip itself was alive.
	Panic surged through her as she looked down - she was completely naked, restrained and vulnerable, exposed to whatever fate awaited her in this nightmarish chamber. She thrashed against the restraints with everything she had, her muscles straining, but the bods were unyielding. 
	She tried to scream - but her mouth was sealed shut, gagged with something tight and suffocating. Her muffled cries echoed in the silence.
	Then, without warning, the room was plunged into pitch-black darkness. For a moment, there was nothing but the sound of her breath, heavy and trembling. Suddenly, a single beam of light burst to life-directly in front of her. But it wasn’t just light. It formed words-glowing, ethereal letters suspended in the air.
 
“Room of God”
 
The words hovered, ominous and still-like a message from something not quite human.
Suddenly, Clara fell silent.
	Her breath caught in her throat as a chilling sound echoed through the room - a slow, scraping noise, like metal being dragged across concrete. It was unmistakable… something sharp, possible a blade, being scraped against a wall. The sound grew louder with each passing second, more intense, more deliberate, as if whatever-or whoever-was making it wanted her to hear.
Then, a door creaked open.
	Clara’s eyes darted around, but there were no visible doors in the room. The walls were solid, bare, and seamless. Yet, the sound had been real. She was sure of it.
	Before[image: EntroBooks | Nishant EntroBooks | Nishant][image: EntroBooks | Nishant EntroBooks | Nishant] she could make sense of it, she heard footsteps behind her-measured, heavy, deliberate.
A figure emerged into view.
	A man, cloaked entirely in black, stepped into the room. His face was hidden behind a grotesque, almost inhuman mask-its design twisted, emotionless, and chilling. His hands were gloved in dark leather, his boots unlike anything she had seen - military, but modified. In one hand, he gripped a gleaming butcher’s knife, the blade still wet from being sharpened against the wall.
	Clara’s heart pounded violently. Her body trembled as she struggled in panic, her restraints digging into her skin. She tried to scream, but the gag stifled every desperate sound. Fear poured from her eyes, and yet she was completely helpless.
	The masked man said nothing. He walked past her, unfazed by her presence, and approached a metal table positioned just a few feet in front of her. With slow, precise movements, he began arranging instruments - tools she couldn’t quite see, but the cold clinks of metal were unmistakable.
	From behind, Clara continued to scream into here gag, thrashing in terror. The man paused. He turned sharply visibly irritated, and walked up to her with swift, aggressive steps. He leaned close, raised a gloved finger to the lips of his terrifying mask, and whispered in a cold, controlled tone:
“Don’t disturb me.”
	Then, without another word, he returned to his table - his back once again turned, his hands calmly returning to whatever sinister lay ahead.
	A chilling stillness hung in the air, thick with unspoken dread. Moments stretched into an eternity before the masked man finally turned, his form a menacing silhouette against the dim light. In one hand, a gleaming knife glinted ominously, its edge catching the faint illumination, while his other hand remained disturbingly empty,[image: EntroBooks | Nishant EntroBooks | Nishant][image: EntroBooks | Nishant EntroBooks | Nishant] a void promising unknown horrors. With a slow, deliberate pace that felt designed to torment, he began to advance, each step echoing Clara’s rapidly pounding heart. 
	Clara instinctively recoiled, a gasp catching in her throat. Her eyes, wide with terror, darted around the confined space, searching desperately for an escape that simply wasn’t there. He face, a canvas of pure dread, was etched with a raw cocktail of fear and profound anxiety, every muscle tensed, every breathe shallow. She was utterly paralysed, a deer caught in predator’s gaze.
	Suddenly, the masked man dropped to his knees before her, a move as unexpected as it was unsettling. Clara flinched, bracing for her inevitable. Instead, he lifted the knife, its point hovering inches from her throat, before slowly, agonising slowly, dragging the blade down her skin, tracing a chilling path from her neck to her chest. The touch was feather-light, a promise of pain without delivering it, a psychological torment far more insidious than a direct attack. As her breath hitched, he plunged the middle finger of his free hand into her, a violation that ripped a piercing scream from her very soul. Her body convulsed violently, a desperate, uncontrolled thrashing against the invasion.
	“Silence!” The masked man bellowed, his voice a guttural snarl that echoed in the small room. “Or I’ll torture you in ways you can’t even begin to imagine!” His words were delivered with a chilling intensity that left no doubt his intent. Clara gasped, a ragged, broken sound, and struggled to regain control, her body shaking uncontrollably as she fought a losing battle against the rising panic. She tried to calm the frantic beating of her heart, to still her trembling limbs, but the terror was an overwhelming tide.
	Then, with a sickening intimacy, the masked man began to drag the knife across her breast, applying increasing pressure with each agonising sweep. A thin line of crimson blood welled up, a stark contrast against her pale skin. Without a moment’s hesitation, he lowered his head and began to lap at the wound, a grotesque act that sent shivers of revulsion down Clara’s spine. Tears streamed[image: EntroBooks | Nishant EntroBooks | Nishant][image: EntroBooks | Nishant EntroBooks | Nishant] down her face, a silent torrent of despair. Yet, in a bizarre twist, he then produced a small container and carefully applied a soothing ointment to the raw cut, a gesture of almost tender cruelty.
	He then unfastened the gag from Clara’s mouth, the sudden freedom of speech almost as shocking as its previous restraint. He moved to a nearby table, beginning to meticulously arrange an assortment of items, his back briefly turned to her. It was a fleeting window, and Clara seized it. A desperate, raw shriek for help tore from her lungs, echoing wildly in the seemingly isolated space. “No one for miles around,” the masked man stated calmly, without even turning, his voice devoid of emotion, extinguishing any flicker of hope. 
	He started to walk towards the door, his silhouette growing larger as he approached the exit. Just as his hand reached the doorknob, Clara’s voice, raspy and broken, called out, “Who are you?” He paused, then slowly turned back, a chilling, mirthless laugh erupting from him, the sound hollow and devoid of warmth. “Victor Murk,” he finally replied, the name hanging in the air like a curse. With a final, unsetting chuckle, he abruptly slammed the door shut, plunging Clara back into a terrifying solitude.
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New Entries
	The road to Dreadmoor stretched ahead - lonely, quiet, and cloaked in a misty chill that whispered secrets to the shadows. The only sound breaking the silence was the distant hum of an approaching bus, its headlights piercing the fog like twin eyes searching for life.
	As the bus rumbled by and began to slow near a gravel turn, it came to a halt just before the fork leading towards Dreadmoor. Inside, seated near a fogged window, John and James leaned out slightly, letting the crisp wind slap their faces. The air smelled of damp earth and pine, a strange but refreshing welcome after the long journey.
	“Hey! Get your heads in, both of you! Or else, even the dogs around here won’t leave much of you to find!” It was the conductor - gruff, middle-aged, and clearly not one for small talk.
	John turned slightly, a mischievous grin playing on his lips.
	“Why, are the dogs around here man-eaters?” He quipped, barely turning his head before resuming gaze out the window, unbothered.
	The conductor scoffed and muttered something under his breath before walking away, shaking his head.
	Moments later, the bus creaked to a final stop. The doors hissed open, and John and James down, boots crunching onto the gravel. The bus drove off, leaving them in a surreal quietness that felt too complete - almost intentional.
	“This path leads to Dreadmoor.”
	The two friends exchanged a glance, their earlier humour now giving way to a cautious curiosity. Without a word, they began walking into the alley, each step echoing louder than it should, as if the read itself was listening. And so, toward Dreadmoor they went - into the unknown.
	As they walked along the deserted path, John turned to James and said, “What kind of place have you brought me to? There’s no proper transportation, not even a decent road.”
	James responded with a slight smirk, “There’s a girl living where we’re staying.” Hearing this, John’s mood instantly shifted. With a spark of excitement, he said, “Well, maybe this place isn’t so bad after all.”
	The two shared a laugh and continued their conversation as they moved ahead. A short distance later, James noticed something glinting on the path. He bent down and discreetly picked up a diamond ring, quietly slipping in into his pocket without saying a word.
	After a brisk ten-minute walk, James and John finally reached Aunt Jessica’s quaint house, a place they had already secured as their new temporary home. Eager to settle in, John enthusiastically  pressed the doorbell. From within, a good-natured voice called out, “Hold on, I’m coming, have some patience!” A moment later, the door swung open to reveal Aunt Jessica. She found herself facing two young men inexplicably standing with their backs to her. With a synchronised, almost theatrical flourish, they both spun around, striking a pose as if straight out of heroic movie scene.
	“Namaste, Auntie,” James began, a polite smile gracing his lips. “I’m James Salt,” he introduced himself, immediately bending to touch her feet in a gesture of respect common in India. As he straightened up, he nudged his friend. “And this is my buddy, John Kennedy. Go on, touch Auntie’s feet.” John, with a mischievous twinkle in his eye, playfully mimed the act, eliciting a soft chuckle from Jessica.
	“Oh, that’s quite enough, dear,” she said warmly, a hint of concern in her voice. “You’ll hurt your back bending like that!” James, catching her gentle humour, offered a subtle smile. “Auntie, we just wanted to remind you about our phone call regarding the room, “he said, bringing the conversation back to their purpose. “Oh, yes, I remember now!” Jessica exclaimed, her eyes widening slightly in recognition. “Come on in, boys!” She urged, her voice filled with genuine hospitality.
	She gestured them inside, the cozy aroma of a home-cooked meal subtly wafting through the air. Jessica, with a proud wave of her hand, gave them a quick tour of her well-kept home, pointing out various features with a grandmotherly affection. The afternoon sun streamed through the windows, illuminating dust motes dancing in the gentle breeze and highlighting the comforting clutter of a well-lived life.
	Finally, she led them to their designated sanctuary. “So, boys, here’s your room,” she announced, pushing open the door to reveal a comfortable space. It was modestly furnished but inviting, with a large window overlooking a small, vibrant garden. “If you need anything at all,” she continued, “just pick it up from the shop nearby and let me know. Who knows, I might need something too, and you can grab it for me!”
	She gave a gentle laugh, a sound that put the boys immediately at ease. “Well, I must be off now,” she continued, her gaze drifting towards the bustling activities of her day. “I had a lot of work to do.” James, expressing their gratitude, offered a sincere “Thank you, Auntie,” as he gently closed the door behind her. With the sounds of the household fading into the background, the two friends, a sense of relief washing over them, began to shed their travel-worn clothes, eager to finally stretch out and relax on the inviting softness of their velvety bed.
	It was exactly 2:00 in the afternoon. Since arriving, John had been fast asleep, clearly exhausted from the journey. Meanwhile, James, feeling restless and curious about the new surroundings, decided to take a short walk outside the room.
	As he stepped into the soft afternoon sunlight, he spotted Aunt Jessica tending to her flower pots on the porch. With a friendly smile, he approached her. 
	“Good afternoon, Aunt Jessica,” James greeted politely. “I was wondering if you could tell me a bit about the neighbours. We’re new here and I’d love to get to know the people around.”
	Aunt Jessica looked up with a warm expression. “Oh absolutely, dear. You’re going to love them — they’re quite the characters,” she said with a chuckle. “Come with me. Let’s pay a visit to Chandler’s house. Everyone usually gathers these around this time.”
	Intrigued, James followed her down the cobbled lane that led to the neighbouring home. As they approached Chandler’s quaint but welcoming house, the sound of light laughter and casual chatter drifted through the open windows.
	To James’s surprise, nearly all the neighbourhood residents were already there, enjoying each other’s company in the living room. Some sipped tea, while others stood in corners engaged in animated conversations. 
	The afternoon sun filtered softly through the lace curtains of Chandler’s sitting room, casting gentle patterns across the wooden floor. A faint aroma of freshly brewed tea mixed with the scent lavender, drifting from a nearby diffuser. The room was comfortably arranged with mismatched chairs and a low mahogany table, and the air hummed with light conversation.
	Aunt Jessica entered first, guiding James into the room. 
	“Everyone,” she announced cheerfully, “this is James—he and his friend John just moved in this morning. They’re staying with me.”
	James, in a neatly buttoned short and slightly hesitated smile, gave a polite nod. “Hello, everyone. It’s really nice to meet you all.”
	An older man sitting upright near the window adjusted his glasses and have James a scrutinising look. He wore a light wool sweater, despite the warmth, and a military pin still clung proudly to the collar.
	“James, meet Uncle Joseph,” Jessica said. “He’s Dreadmoor’s retired protector—served in the army for 38 years.”
	“Discipline’s the key to living right,” Joseph saith with a firm voice, though a subtle smile softened his words. “But I’ve learned to enjoy slow afternoons lately. Welcome, lad.”
	James nodded respectfully. “Thank you, sir. It’s an honour.”
	Next, a woman in her late forties with a calm demeanour  stepped forward. She wore a modest cotton saree and offered James a glass of chilled lemonade. “I’m Mrs. Morgan. My husband’s out at the grocery, but we live two houses down.”
	“And I’m C.R. Chandler,” said another woman with a commanding yet elegant presence. Her eyes were sharp, and her posture proud. “You’ll see me around, mostly keeping this town in order and my daughter Victoria’s away at college.”
	James smiled at the warm reception and took a sip of the lemonade. “Thank you, all of you. Honestly, we weren’t expecting this kind of welcome. I work as a web developer at EntroGroup & Company. Our office recently shifted to the next town, and Dreadmoor’s peaceful vibe made it the perfect place to stay.”
	While James was still getting acquainted with the members of the society outside, back at the house, John had just woken up from a deep slumber. Groggy and disoriented, he stepped out of his room, still had—asleep, wearing a crumpled shirt and a pair of shorts. Rubbing his eyes, he wandered into the hallway in search of James.
	At the same time, Elizabeth stormed into the house from college, visibly tense and in a hurry to meet her mother, Jessica. She pushed open the door with urgency, calling out for her mom—but instead, she froze in place. 
	Standing alone her was a strange.
	John blinked at her, startled. “Who are you?” He asked, his voice laced with confusion and sleep.
	Elizabeth narrowed her eyes, “I should be asking you that. What are you doing in my house?”
	Panicking, John grabbed the nearest thing he could find—a flower vase—and held it ip defensively.
	Elizabeth stepped back. “Put that down! Now!”
	“I’m not falling for that!” John snapped. “You’re clearly a thief! But I won’t let you escape—I’m calling the police!”
	Elizabeth rolled her eyes and said, “Look who’s talking! A thief lecturing the cop!” 
	John scoffed. “At least get your idioms right, woman. It’s ‘the pot calling the kettle black,’ or more precisely, ‘the thief scolds the constable!’”
	Frustrated, Elizabeth grabbed whatever was within reach—pillows, slippers, even a rolled-up magazine—and began hurling them at John. He ducked, dodged, and scrambled, yelping with each near miss. Not one to be outdone, John dashed into the kitchen and returned with ripe tomatoes, lobbing them across the living room like grenades.
	Soon, the house was a battlefield—tomatoes splattered on the walls, cushions flying, and the air filled with shouts and chaos.
	Then suddenly
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