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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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Lost
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Little Tom got lost at the bus station. He wandered around, searching for his mother, but to no avail. Panic filled his heart, especially since they were visiting his uncle in another city. However, one thing gave him comfort: he knew which bus to catch to return to his hometown. Soon enough, the bus arrived, and he got on.

Tom didn’t think much of it because, for children, transportation was free. He spotted the only available seat and took it. Sitting quietly, he gazed out the window. Though he tried to keep calm, his heartbeat quickened as the bus approached a bridge. Tom was afraid of bridges, so as the vehicle neared one, he closed his eyes—a habit to ease his anxiety.

As the bus crossed the bridge, it jolted heavily at one point, which didn’t help at all. After what felt like an eternity, the bus finally made it across. Tom slowly opened his eyes and was surprised to see the bus had entered a strange little town with low brick buildings that looked like something out of a medieval movie or encyclopedia.

As the bus passed through the village, Tom noticed an old mill with a group of children gathered in front of it. Their eyes were fixed on the bus with an unusual intensity. Feeling uneasy, Tom frowned and, out of an unpleasant feeling, stuck his tongue out at the children outside.

The bus continued deeper into the settlement, and Tom noticed that everyone outside—men, women, and children—stood still, staring at the bus with the same unsettling gaze. People stood in doorways, peered from windows, and gathered in small groups, all watching the bus pass with an expression that sent a chill down Tom’s spine.

Feeling more uncomfortable by the minute, Tom closed his eyes again, trying to calm his racing heart. But curiosity got the better of him. He opened his eyes and turned to the passenger sitting next to him—a young woman.

“What’s wrong with these people?” he asked, his voice trembling with fear. But when he looked at the woman, he froze—she was staring at him with the same intense gaze as the townspeople.

Tom’s anxiety surged. He stood up on his seat and looked ahead, only to realize that every passenger on the bus, including the old driver, had turned toward him, staring with frozen gazes.

Terrified, Tom quickly glanced out the window again. To his dismay, the bus had made a complete circle and was back near the bridge it had crossed earlier to enter the strange city. Although Tom feared bridges, all he wanted now was for the bus to cross it again—but it didn’t.

The bus had returned in front of the old mill Tom had seen when he first arrived in the city, where children were still standing and staring at him as if they had never left.

Tom sat still, feeling like he was trapped in a surreal nightmare where time had stopped. He squeezed his eyes shut once more, praying that when he opened them again, he would be somewhere else. Little did he know how wrong he was.

***
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THE ONLY SOUND IN THE hospital ward was the steady beeping of the machines until the door opened and the doctor and nurse walked in.

“How’s the patient?” the doctor asked, concerned.

“He’s still in a coma, and we fear he won’t wake up anytime soon. Poor boy. He can’t be more than 10 years old. It’s a miracle he survived the accident—the whole bus fell off the bridge. He’s lucky, but he may have to stay like this for a long time,” the nurse explained.

“Has any family member or relative shown up yet?” 

“Unfortunately, no,” the nurse replied, shaking her head. “We don’t even know who to contact. All we have is his bracelet, which has the name ‘Tom’ engraved on it, presumably his name.”

“Alright, keep me updated on any changes in his condition,” said the doctor as he and the nurse left the ward, leaving little Tom in the gray room.

No one knew when he would wake up. Would he ever?
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Grave Robbers 
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Married commoners Jack and Elizabeth decided to explore the abandoned cemetery on the town's outskirts in 1884. With shovels in hand, they silently made their way through the mist-covered grounds as the moon stood high in the sky.

After carefully selecting a grave to rob, they raised their tools and began digging. The pair struggled for hours, their shovels sinking into the hard, freezing ground, until Jack finally struck something solid. Hearts pounding with excitement, they uncovered an old wooden casket.

When they forced it open, they found not one but two skeletons lying side by side, shrouded in tattered, fading cloth. Under the shroud, gleaming in the moonlight, was a fortune in gold jewelry and coins. Eyes glinting with greed, they eagerly began gathering the riches, ignoring the disturbing sight of the entwined bones.

As they did their work, the couple suddenly heard the voice above, and Jack looked up to check. After he did, he grabbed his wife’s arm and whispered urgently, "We must leave. Now."

Elizabeth, still clutching handfuls of gold, looked at him in confusion. “Why? Is someone there? Let's just kill them. I’m not giving this to anyone. This gold is ours! Look how well dressed they are. Should I take those beautiful shoes?"

Jack, ignoring his wife, pointed towards the surrounding area. "Look around, Elizabeth. Look how thick the fog is."

Elizabeth reluctantly tore her gaze from the gold and glanced around.

“So? Even better. No one will see us. Nothing's going to stop me. As I said, this gold is ours!” She responded and returned her attention to the coffin, only to realize that the two corpses underneath were gone.

The couple exchanged terrified glances and scrambled to escape the grave, but there, above the dug-up hole, they saw a pair of shoes—the very ones Elizabeth had coveted earlier. Slowly, they looked up and saw two figures hovering above them—the same corpses they had just dug up.

“Yes, this is your gold now.” One of the dead men let out a croaky voice.

“And this grave is your new home,” added the other, and his words were followed by the desperate screams of the two grave robbers.

From that night onward, Jack and Elizabeth were never seen in the town again. Some speculated the couple fled to a distant land, while others believed they had paid the ultimate price for their greed, but no one knew what was the truth or a lie.
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Doppelganger
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One afternoon, Breana was walking home from school. As she was about to cross the crowded street, she noticed a girl who looked exactly like her—long brown hair, hazel eyes, arched eyebrows, a crooked nose... The other girl was even dressed in the same dark jeans and beige sweater, wearing the same shoes and accessories. Confused, Breana froze, unsure how to react, and before she decided what to do, the identical-looking girl disappeared into the crowd.

As soon as Breana got home, she ran into her room, dropped her school bag on the floor, and went straight to her computer. She typed the first word that came to mind—"doppelganger." As she read through numerous articles, most seemed outright ridiculous, but one caught her attention. It stated the following: 

"Seeing someone who looks exactly like you, a 'doppelganger,' can be a bad omen. According to some sources, the doppelganger may be looking for you, but not for good reasons. It's said that when the 'you' from another dimension has little time left to live, they begin searching for you. Why? To replace you in your dimension."

"Enough internet for today," Breana thought, shut down her computer, and fell on the bed with a thump. After a brief nap, the teenager stood up, yawned, and checked herself in the mirror.

"That was so stupid. Now that I think about it, the girl I saw was uglier than me. Her nose and ears were bigger, and her hair was shorter and lighter," Breana muttered to herself.

Just then, her mother walked into the room.

"I've been calling you for ages. Why don’t you answer?" The mother asked, irritated.

Breana, still not fully awake, snapped back, "You know I hate when people come into my room without knocking, Mom!"

Her mother sighed, "Alright, alright," and left the room. But a few minutes later, she returned, looking confused. "Why are you staring at the empty mirror frame? Did you miss your mirror? You shouldn’t have broken it then. It's bad luck, just so you know." 

Breana turned around, realizing she had been staring at the blank wall behind her mirror frame the whole time. A shiver ran down her spine as she struggled to comprehend what was happening. "Why was I staring at an empty wall? I... I don't know," she stammered, feeling more confused and creeped out than ever.
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