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            "Evil does not always arrive screaming.Sometimes it waits quietly in the dark…until you invite it in."
-Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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Dedication
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To everyone who ever stared into a dark hallway
and felt something staring back.
To those who stayed awake after hearing footsteps upstairs.

And to the brave souls who still whisper,
“It’s probably nothing.”
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Epigraph
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“Evil does not always arrive screaming.
Sometimes it waits quietly in the dark...
until you invite it in.”
-Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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This collection exists because horror has always lived in silence.

In empty rooms.
In flickering lights.
In unexplained sounds at impossible hours.
In the feeling that something is standing just outside the frame.
I owe gratitude to generations of ghost stories, paranormal legends, spiritual folklore, and supernatural cinema that transformed ordinary places into nightmares. The greatest supernatural horror does not rely only on monsters—it feeds on dread, anticipation, faith, grief, guilt, and the terrifying possibility that some things cannot be explained.

These stories were shaped by the idea that evil rarely appears all at once. It creeps slowly into homes, objects, recordings, dreams, mirrors, and memories. By the time people realize what they are facing, it is already inside with them.

Thank you to every reader willing to open these doors, listen to these voices, and follow the footsteps echoing through the dark.

Some stories end when the haunting begins.
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Preface
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There are places where darkness lingers.

Not because something died there—
but because something never left.
The stories in this collection are built around a simple fear: the idea that evil can exist quietly beside ordinary life. A hallway. A mirror. A child’s bedroom. An attic sealed for years. A hotel room no one talks about. A recording that captures a voice no human made.

These horrors do not erupt immediately. They wait.

A clock stops at the same time every night.
A doll changes position when no one is looking.
A whisper comes from inside the walls.
A reflection smiles too early.
And slowly, reality begins to bend.

At the center of these stories are people trying to explain the impossible—priests, skeptics, investigators, grieving families, caretakers, travelers, and those desperate enough to open doors they should have left closed.

Some seek answers.
Some seek proof.
Some simply want the haunting to stop.
But the darkness in these stories does not care whether people believe in it.

It only cares that someone notices.
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Introduction
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Every culture tells stories about spirits.

Some call them ghosts.
Some call them demons.
Some call them memories that refuse to die.
But all supernatural horror begins with the same terrifying thought:

What if something unseen is already here?

This collection explores that fear through thirty tales of possession, hauntings, cursed objects, fractured faith, and entities that move silently through the edges of human life. Inspired by atmospheric supernatural horror traditions, these stories focus not only on fear—but on tension, inevitability, and the slow collapse of certainty.

The supernatural in these pages follows no simple rules.

Sometimes the evil comes from ancient rituals.
Sometimes from grief.
Sometimes from places abandoned too long.
And sometimes from the arrogance of those convinced nothing beyond reason exists.
These stories unfold in houses where footsteps echo from empty rooms, churches where prayers awaken something ancient, tunnels that mimic human screams, mirrors that behave incorrectly, and recordings that capture impossible voices.

Yet beneath every haunting lies a deeper truth:

The greatest horror is not seeing the impossible.

It is realizing the impossible has been watching you first.

So before you continue, remember:

If you hear knocking after midnight—
do not answer.
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1. The House on Willow Street

[image: ]


The first thing Daniel noticed about the house was the silence.

Not the peaceful kind.

The wrong kind.

The kind that made the air feel thick.

The moving truck rumbled away down Willow Street while rainwater dripped from dead branches overhead. The old Victorian stood at the end of the cul-de-sac like it had been waiting for them specifically.

Three stories tall. Narrow windows. Faded blue paint peeling like old skin.

Claire squeezed Daniel’s hand.

“You sure about this?”

Daniel forced a smile.

“It’s cheap for a reason.”

Their daughter Sophie stood near the porch clutching her stuffed rabbit.

“I don’t like the windows,” she whispered.

“Why?” Claire asked gently.

“They look awake.”

The first week was normal.

Mostly.

Boxes unpacked slowly. Furniture arranged. New routines built around unfamiliar creaks and settling pipes.

But every night at exactly 3:07 AM, every clock in the house stopped.

Microwave.

Wall clock.

Phones.

Even Daniel’s wristwatch.

Always 3:07.

Then they would start again on their own.

Daniel blamed faulty wiring.

Claire blamed the old electrical system.

Sophie blamed “the tall man.”

“Sweetheart,” Claire said one morning, kneeling beside her at breakfast, “what tall man?”

Sophie stirred cereal without eating.

“The one in the hallway.”

Daniel looked up from his coffee.

“What hallway?”

“The upstairs one.”

A pause.

“He walks slow.”

Claire exchanged a glance with Daniel.

“You’ve been having nightmares again?”

Sophie shook her head.

“He doesn’t come in my room anymore.”

The word anymore hung heavily in the kitchen.

That night Daniel stayed awake.

At 3:06 AM he sat in the upstairs hallway holding his phone flashlight.

Nothing.

The house groaned softly around him.

3:07 AM.

Every light died.

Darkness swallowed the hallway instantly.

Daniel’s phone screen flickered black.

Then—

THUNK.

A heavy footstep at the far end of the corridor.

Daniel froze.

Another step.

Slow.

Deliberate.

Something was walking toward him in the dark.

He switched on the flashlight.

Nothing there.

But the footsteps continued.

Closer.

THUNK.

THUNK.

THUNK.

The sound of bare feet on wood.

Daniel stumbled backward, breathing hard.

The footsteps stopped directly in front of him.

A smell drifted into the air.

Wet earth.

Rot.

Then his flashlight turned back on.

The hallway was empty.

Except for the long wet footprints leading to Sophie’s bedroom.

The scratches appeared two days later.

Three deep marks across Sophie’s bedroom wall.

Not random.

Too straight.

Too deliberate.

Claire wanted to leave immediately.

Daniel still tried to rationalize everything.

Until Sophie disappeared.

It happened during a storm.

The power failed around midnight.

Claire lit candles downstairs while Daniel checked the fuse box.

Then Sophie screamed.

One sharp, terrified scream from upstairs.

They ran to her room.

Empty.

Window locked from inside.

Closet door slowly creaking open.

And written across the wall in black letters:

SHE WOKE ME

Claire broke down sobbing.

Daniel called the police.

They searched the entire neighborhood for hours.

No sign of Sophie.

Then at exactly 3:07 AM—

every officer’s radio died simultaneously.

And from upstairs came the sound of Sophie laughing.

The police found her sitting in the hallway.

Perfectly still.

Facing the wall.

Her back toward everyone.

An officer approached carefully.

“Sophie?”

She didn’t respond.

Then her head tilted slightly.

Too far.

Bones cracked softly.

And a deep man’s voice came from her tiny body.

“Don’t touch her.”

The hallway lights exploded.

The officer stumbled backward.

Sophie collapsed unconscious.

Father Marcus arrived the next morning.

Old.

Sharp-eyed.

Tired in a way that suggested he had seen too much.

He walked through the house silently holding a crucifix.

Then he stopped at the upstairs hallway.

His expression changed immediately.

“What happened here?” Daniel asked.

Father Marcus stared ahead.

“This house is not haunted.”

Claire frowned.

“What does that mean?”

He looked directly at them.

“It means something here was invited.”

The history emerged slowly.

Thirty years earlier, a man named Elias Granger murdered his family inside the house before hanging himself in the upstairs hallway.

At exactly 3:07 AM.

But the murders were strange.

The bodies showed signs of ritual markings burned into the skin.

Symbols carved into the walls.

And all mirrors in the house had been shattered from the inside outward.

The police called it insanity.

Father Marcus disagreed.

“He wasn’t worshipping something,” the priest whispered.

“He was trying to keep something asleep.”

That night they set cameras throughout the house.

Motion sensors.

Audio recorders.

Infrared monitors.

Daniel wanted proof.

Something tangible.

At 2:58 AM the monitors began glitching.

Static swallowed the screens.

Audio crackled with distorted whispers.

Then all cameras pointed toward the upstairs hallway simultaneously.

As if pulled.

3:07 AM.

Every clock stopped.

And the figure appeared.

Tall.

Impossible thinness.

Its arms hung too long.

Its face hidden in darkness.

But its eyes—

small white pinpoints glowing at the end of the hall.

Claire gasped.

Father Marcus began praying.

The entity moved suddenly.

Not walking.

Jerking forward unnaturally fast between frames of the camera.

Closer.

Closer.

Closer.

Until its face filled the screen.

A stretched grin.

Skin split open around the mouth.

Then every monitor burst black.

Upstairs—

Sophie screamed.

They found her levitating above her bed.

Her body twisted violently.

The room shaking around her.

Furniture scraping across the floor.

Father Marcus shouted prayers while Daniel held Claire back.

Then Sophie opened her eyes.

Entirely black.

The deep voice returned.

“He opened the door.”

Father Marcus froze.

“Who?”

Sophie’s neck snapped toward Daniel.

“You did.”

Daniel staggered backward.

“What?”

Then he remembered.

The basement.

The hidden crawlspace he had opened during renovations.

The strange locked room beneath the house.

The symbols painted inside.

And the old grandfather clock stopped forever at 3:07.

Father Marcus looked horrified.

“You broke the seal.”

The room temperature dropped instantly.

Then the hallway footsteps returned.

THUNK.

THUNK.

THUNK.

Closer than ever.

The walls began vibrating.

The door behind them creaked open slowly.

And something impossibly tall ducked its head to enter Sophie’s room.

Claire screamed.

Father Marcus raised the crucifix.

The entity smiled.

Then all the lights died.

The Warrens never officially documented what happened on Willow Street.

Police reports blamed electrical fires and mass hysteria.

The house burned three days later.

No bodies were recovered.

But neighbors reported seeing four figures standing inside the second-floor window during the fire.

A man.

A woman.

A little girl.

And something much taller standing behind them.

To this day, the rebuilt house remains empty.

And every night at exactly 3:07 AM—

every clock inside stops.
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2. The Possession of Room 214
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The Langford Hotel had no thirteenth floor.

But it had a Room 214.

And nobody stayed there twice.

The hotel stood on the edge of downtown Chicago, buried between newer buildings like a rotting tooth no one bothered pulling. Once luxurious, now fading, it survived on tourists who booked cheap rooms without reading reviews.

Most complaints were the same.

Strange noises.

Nightmares.

Shadows near the bathroom mirror.

And always—

Room 214.

Guests checked out pale and sleepless. Some left in the middle of the night without luggage. One woman clawed her own face bloody in the lobby screaming:

“DON’T LET HER LOOK AT YOU.”

Management blamed stress.

Bad plumbing.

Urban legends.

Then Adam Mercer checked in.

Adam was a freelance crime writer chasing material for a paranormal podcast.

He didn’t believe in ghosts.

He believed in desperate people, exaggerated stories, and bad wiring.

Which was why Room 214 interested him.

The hotel manager hesitated while handing him the keycard.

“You sure you want that room?”

Adam grinned.

“That depends. Haunted discount included?”

The old manager didn’t smile back.

“People don’t sleep long in there.”

Room 214 looked ordinary.

Queen-sized bed.

Old wallpaper.

Dim yellow lighting.

Bathroom mirror slightly cracked in one corner.

The only unusual thing was the smell.

Sweet perfume mixed with something rotten underneath.

Adam immediately began recording.

“October 12th,” he spoke into his audio recorder. “Langford Hotel, Room 214. Supposedly haunted. Let’s see if Chicago’s cheapest ghost can scare me.”

Nothing happened the first night.

Until 2:14 AM.

Adam woke suddenly.

Not from a sound.

From silence.

The air conditioner had stopped.

Traffic noise outside vanished.

Complete stillness pressed against the room.

Then—

knock knock.

Three soft taps from inside the bathroom.

Adam sat up.

“Hello?”

No answer.

Another knock.

He grabbed his camera and approached slowly.

The bathroom light flickered weakly.

Empty.

But written across the mirror in fogged letters:

DON’T FALL ASLEEP

Adam stared.

Then laughed nervously.

“Okay,” he muttered. “Housekeeping with a sense of humor.”

He wiped the mirror clean.

The lights went out instantly.

Darkness swallowed the bathroom.

And something exhaled beside his ear.

The footage went viral two days later.

Adam uploaded clips of flickering lights and unexplained noises from Room 214. Thousands watched. Comments flooded in.

Fake.

Edited.

Genius marketing.

Adam loved the attention.

So he stayed longer.

That was his mistake.

By the fourth night, the dreams began.

A woman standing at the foot of the bed.

Hair covering her face.

Bare feet soaked in dark water.

Each night she stood closer.

Each night Adam woke with scratches on his chest.

And every morning the bathroom mirror displayed new messages.

YOU LET ME IN

STAY AWAKE

SHE HATES THE DARK

Adam stopped sleeping entirely.

His recordings captured whispers he couldn’t hear in real time.

A woman crying.

A wet choking sound.

And sometimes—

his own voice speaking while he slept.

Except he never remembered sleeping.

The hotel staff begged him to leave.

“People don’t stay past the fifth night,” the manager whispered.

Adam looked exhausted now. Pale skin. Bloodshot eyes.

“Why?”

The old man swallowed hard.

“Because after the fifth night... she starts appearing outside the room.”

Adam researched the hotel history.

Twenty years earlier, a woman named Evelyn Voss had been found dead in Room 214.

Officially: suicide.

But photographs from the scene disturbed him.

The body was discovered sitting upright against the bathroom wall.

Eyes wide open.

Jaw dislocated.

Fingernails ripped off.

And carved repeatedly into her arms:

SHE WON’T LET ME LEAVE

After her death, multiple guests reported seeing Evelyn wandering the hotel halls at night.

Then the disappearances started.

Three guests vanished over seven years.

All stayed in Room 214.

None were found.

Adam should have left.

Instead, he installed cameras.

EMF readers.

Audio equipment.

Motion sensors.

He wanted proof.

At 2:14 AM everything activated simultaneously.

The EMF reader screamed.

Lights flickered violently.

The bathroom door slammed shut.

Then the hotel phone rang.

Adam answered cautiously.

Static.

Then a woman whispering:

“Please don’t let her see me.”

The line died.

The bathroom light turned on by itself.

Under the door, a shadow moved.

Bare feet pacing slowly inside.

Adam approached carefully.

“Who’s there?”

The pacing stopped.

Silence.

Then—

BANG.

Something hit the door from the other side.

Adam jumped back.

Another slam.

Harder.

The wood cracked slightly.

Then a woman’s voice cried softly:

“Help me...”

Adam reached for the handle.

And every camera monitor exploded into static.

He opened the door.

The bathroom was empty.

Except for water overflowing from the bathtub.

Black water.

Thick like oil.

His camera trembled in his hand.

Then he noticed the mirror.

Not his reflection.

A woman stood behind him in the reflection.

Hair hanging over her face.

Mouth unnaturally wide.

Adam spun around.

Nothing there.

Back to the mirror—

she was closer.

Smiling.

Then her reflection moved independently.

It stepped out of the mirror.

The security footage was recovered later.

Police never released it publicly.

But rumors spread among hotel staff.

The footage showed Adam backing away from empty air while screaming.

Furniture overturned violently around him.

Then his body suddenly lifted off the ground.

His neck bent sideways at an impossible angle.

And he began speaking in two voices simultaneously.

One male.

One female.

The final words recorded were:

“He can stay now.”

Then the cameras died.

Police found Adam dead the next morning.

Sitting upright against the bathroom wall.

Eyes wide open.

Jaw dislocated.

Just like Evelyn.

The coroner ruled it cardiac arrest.

But one detail was omitted from the official report.

Carved into the bathroom mirror with Adam’s fingernails were the words:

ROOM FOR ONE MORE

The Langford Hotel still operates.

Room 214 remains locked officially.

Unofficially—

some guests claim they hear movement inside late at night.

Soft pacing.

Wet footsteps.

A man and woman whispering through the walls.

And occasionally, at exactly 2:14 AM—

the front desk receives a phone call from Room 214.

When answered, a terrified voice always says the same thing:

“Please... don’t let her see me.”
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3. The Doll That Watches
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The doll arrived without a return address.

No note.

No packaging slip.

Just a large brown box sitting on the Harper family porch the week before Emily’s eighth birthday.

Claire Harper assumed it was from a relative.

Until she opened it.

Inside sat a porcelain doll in a faded red dress.

Its face was unnervingly realistic—glass eyes, pale skin, tiny lips curved into a soft smile.

Too soft.

The kind of smile that looked different depending on the angle.

Emily loved it instantly.

“She’s beautiful,” she whispered.

Daniel Harper frowned.

The doll’s eyes seemed oddly focused.

Not outward.

At people.

A stitched name was sewn into the collar:

Lillian

The first strange thing happened that night.

Claire placed the doll on Emily’s bedroom shelf before bed.

The next morning it sat in the rocking chair beside the window.

Emily giggled.

“Daddy moved her.”

Daniel shook his head.

“No, I didn’t.”

Claire assumed Emily had done it herself.

Until it kept happening.

Every night, a different position.

Sitting on the bed.

Standing near the closet.

Facing the hallway.

Once, kneeling beside Emily while she slept.

Each time Emily insisted she hadn’t touched it.

Then the drawings began.

Emily filled entire notebooks with the same image.

A tall woman in black standing beside the doll.

No face.

Just darkness scribbled where the features should be.

“Who’s that?” Claire asked carefully.

Emily shrugged.

“She watches Lillian.”

Daniel finally snapped after finding the doll downstairs one morning.

It sat at the dining table.

One chair pulled out.

Facing the hallway.

“You’re moving it,” he accused Emily.

“I’m not!”

Claire crossed her arms.

“Okay, enough. No more scary games.”

Emily’s face crumpled.

“I swear it wasn’t me.”

That night Daniel locked the doll inside the downstairs cabinet.

At 3:12 AM Emily screamed.

Daniel and Claire rushed upstairs.

Their daughter sat frozen in bed, pointing shakily toward the corner.

The doll sat in the rocking chair.

Wet mud covered its porcelain feet.

And slowly—

the chair creaked back and forth on its own.

The Harpers installed cameras the next day.

Three in Emily’s room.

One in the hallway.

One facing the staircase.

Daniel wanted proof.

That night they watched the feeds from their bedroom laptop.

Nothing happened for hours.

At 3:11 AM all cameras flickered.

Static burst across the screens.

Then Camera Three stabilized.

The doll sat on the shelf.

Completely still.

Daniel leaned closer.

The timestamp glitched.

3:12.

3:12.

3:12.

Then—

without transition—

the doll was suddenly closer to the camera.

Not moving.

Just closer.

Claire gasped.

Another flicker.

Closer again.

Then another.

Now standing on the floor.

Facing directly toward the lens.

Daniel’s breathing quickened.

“That’s impossible...”

The hallway camera activated.

Something tall moved briefly past Emily’s bedroom door.

Too tall for the frame.

Then all feeds died.

Upstairs—

footsteps began pacing slowly across Emily’s room.

Daniel burst through the door.

Emily slept peacefully.

The room was empty.

Except for the doll sitting beside the bed.

And the closet door slowly swinging open.

Inside the closet, scratched repeatedly into the wood from the inside:

LET HER IN

Father Benitez arrived two days later.

An aging priest who specialized in paranormal disturbances.

He examined the doll silently for nearly ten minutes.

Then he asked a strange question.

“Who spoke to it first?”

Claire frowned.

“What?”

“When it arrived. Who acknowledged it?”

Emily raised her hand slowly.

“I said hello.”

The priest closed his eyes briefly.

“That was enough.”

The history surfaced quickly.

The doll had belonged to a woman named Eleanor Vale.

Thirty years earlier she murdered her daughter before hanging herself inside their home.

Neighbors reported Eleanor believed a spirit lived inside the doll.

After her death, every family who owned it reported escalating hauntings.

Animals mutilated.

Children speaking to invisible figures.

Night terrors.

And disappearances.

The doll always returned after attempts to destroy it.

Burned.

Thrown away.

Buried.

It came back.

Always clean.

Always watching.

That night Father Benitez prepared a blessing ritual inside the Harper home.

Candles lined the living room.

The doll sat motionless in the center.

Emily clung tightly to Claire.

Father Benitez began praying softly.

Then the temperature dropped instantly.

The lights dimmed.

And the doll’s head turned.

Slowly.

Directly toward Emily.

Claire screamed.

Daniel grabbed the doll—

and its porcelain face cracked open violently.

Not hollow inside.

Filled with human hair.

Wet hair.

Thousands of strands twisting slowly.

Then a voice emerged from inside the doll.

Not electronic.

Not human.

A woman whispering through broken sobs:

“She gets lonely.”

The walls shook.

Every light exploded.

And upstairs—

something began running through the hallway.

Heavy footsteps.

Fast.

Not human.

THUD THUD THUD THUD.

Emily screamed as the closet door upstairs slammed repeatedly.

Father Benitez shouted prayers louder.

Then all movement stopped.

Silence.

The priest stared toward the staircase in terror.

Something was standing there.

It was tall enough to duck beneath the ceiling.

A woman-shaped figure draped in darkness.

Long wet hair covering its face.

Its limbs bent wrong.

Too many joints.

And beside it—

the doll now stood upright on its own.

Smiling.

The figure pointed slowly toward Emily.

Then the doll spoke again:

“She said you can keep her now.”

The entity rushed forward instantly.

The room exploded into chaos.

Furniture overturned.

Windows shattered inward.

Claire grabbed Emily while Daniel fought against invisible force crushing his throat.

Father Benitez pressed the crucifix against the doll.

The thing screamed.

Not loudly.

Deeply.

Like hundreds of voices shrieking underwater.

The doll cracked apart.

And for one second—

everyone saw the woman’s face behind it.

Skin stretched black around empty eye sockets.

Jaw hanging impossibly wide.

Then everything went dark.

The Harper family survived.

Barely.

Father Benitez refused to discuss what happened afterward.

Official reports blamed a gas leak and mass hallucinations.

The doll was taken away by Church investigators.

Locked inside a secured artifact room.

Blessed daily.

Never touched directly.

But three months later, a security guard reviewing footage noticed something strange.

At exactly 3:12 AM—

every camera facing the artifact room briefly failed.

And when the image returned—

the doll had changed positions.

Closer to the door.

Facing the camera.

Watching.
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4. The Priest’s Last Case
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The tapes were never meant to be seen.

They were discovered six months after Father Gabriel Moreau disappeared.

Locked inside a steel cabinet beneath the basement chapel of Saint Matthias Church.

Twenty-three VHS tapes.

Each labeled by date.

Each containing footage from exorcisms performed over nearly fifteen years.

But it was the final tape that terrified the Church enough to bury the entire case.

Because whatever was inside that house...

did not stay there.

Father Gabriel had once been one of the Vatican’s most respected exorcists.

Calm.

Methodical.

Unshakably faithful.

He was the priest sent when others failed.

Then came the Navarro case.

And afterward, he announced his retirement immediately.

No explanation.

No interviews.

Just one sentence written in a letter to the Diocese:

“I opened the wrong door.”

The Navarro house sat isolated in rural Pennsylvania.

A rotting two-story farmhouse surrounded by dead trees and knee-high grass.

The family inside had stopped sleeping weeks earlier.

According to police reports, neighbors heard screaming every night at exactly 3:33 AM.

Not ordinary screaming.

Animalistic.

Inhuman.

Father Gabriel arrived with a small team:

Deacon Lewis.

A cameraman named Martin Vale.

And Dr. Elise Warren, a psychiatrist assigned to evaluate possible mental illness.

The possessed girl was seventeen-year-old Isabella Navarro.

They found her chained to a bed upstairs.

Not because the family feared she would escape.

Because they feared what she did while wandering.

Tape One began calmly.

Father Gabriel speaking directly to camera.

“October 4th. Initial assessment. Subject displays violent behavior, xenoglossia
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