

Dead Silent Publishing

The Doll's Curse: Awakened Evil

Story Copyright © Jason Wright
2025

Text Copyright © Jason Wright
2025

All rights reserved. No part of
this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any
electronic or mechanical means, including photocopying, recording,
or by any information retrieval system, without the author's and
the publisher's written permission, except where permitted by
law.

This book contains a work of
fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product
of the author’s creation or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance
to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is
coincidental.

The moral right of the authors
has been asserted in accordance with the Copyrights, Designs, and
Patents Act 1988:

Cover artwork by Jason
Wright

Published by Dead Silent
Publishing





Chapter 1: The Babysitting Job

The Wagstaff Household

The Wagstaff household stood at
the end of a quiet cul-de-sac, its façade seemingly ordinary, yet
it held secrets that twisted within its walls. The charming
two-story home, painted a soft blue with white trim, was a picture
of suburban perfection. However, the moment one crossed the
threshold, the atmosphere shifted. Shadows seemed to linger longer
than they should, and whispers echoed faintly in the corners. This
was the place where the seemingly innocent would collide with the
malevolent, a battleground for the forces of good and evil, all
centred around a doll that was more than just a plaything.

Teenagers Emily and Sarah had been invited over for an evening
of babysitting. The Wagstaffs, Sean and Louise, were warm and
welcoming, but the air crackled with an unspoken tension. As the
parents left for a night out, the girls settled into the living
room, where a collection of dolls lined the shelves, their glassy
eyes watching every move. Among them was a particularly beautiful
porcelain doll, its delicate features and vintage dress capturing
the girls’ attention. Little did they know, the doll was not merely
a decorative item; it was a vessel that housed an ancient evil,
waiting patiently for the right moment to be unleashed.

As the night wore on, the girls entertained young Mia, the
Wagstaffs' daughter, with games and stories. Laughter filled the
air, but beneath the surface, a dark energy began to stir. Curious
about the doll, Emily and Sarah decided to bring it into their
play, unwittingly breaking the seal that had kept the malevolent
spirit trapped for decades. A chill swept through the room, and the
lights flickered as if warning them of the impending doom. The
playful atmosphere dissipated, replaced by an unsettling feeling
that something was terribly wrong. The girls couldn't shake the
sensation that they were being watched, and the dolls seemed to
shift ever so slightly in their perches.

Mia, sensing the shift in energy, became increasingly agitated
as the spirit awakened. The once innocent games turned sinister as
the doll’s influence seeped into the very fabric of the household.
Strange occurrences escalated; doors creaked open on their own,
whispers filled the air, and shadowy figures flitted just out of
sight. Emily and Sarah, now fully aware of the danger they had
unwittingly unleashed, grappled with the realization that the doll
was not just a toy but a conduit for something far more sinister.
Their attempts to protect Mia became a frantic race against time as
the spirit sought to reclaim its power and exact its revenge on
those who disturbed its slumber.

The climax of the night was a
battle not just for survival but for the very soul of the Wagstaff
household. The girls, armed with nothing but their courage and a
fragile understanding of the dark forces at play, confronted the
malevolent spirit. They had to rely on their wits to outsmart a
being that thrived on fear and chaos. As the final confrontation
unfolded, the true nature of the doll was revealed, and the lines
between reality and nightmare blurred. The fate of the Wagstaff
family and the girls hung in the balance, a chilling reminder that
in a world where dolls can harbour evil, innocence can be shattered
in an instant.

Meeting the Daughter

The air in the Wagstaff home felt heavy with an unshakeable
tension as sixteen-year-old Mia stepped inside, her heart racing
with a mix of excitement and dread. She had agreed to babysit the
couple's seven-year-old daughter, Lily, a sweet girl with an
unusual fondness for her collection of porcelain dolls. Mia had
always found dolls unsettling, their glassy eyes and static smiles
seeming to hide secrets of their own. As she took off her shoes and
called out for Lily, an eerie silence enveloped the house,
amplifying the sound of her voice as it bounced off the walls.

When Lily finally appeared, she
was clutching her favourite doll, a delicate figure with striking
blue eyes and an unsettlingly wide grin. The doll, named Annabelle,
seemed to captivate Mia, though she couldn’t quite place why. Lily
twirled around, her laughter echoing through the dimly lit living
room, but Mia's unease only grew. As they settled down for a movie
night, Mia couldn't ignore the nagging feeling that there was
something off about both the doll and her young charge. The
flickering light of the television cast shadows that danced across
the room, and in those moments, the atmosphere thickened with a
sense of foreboding.

As the night progressed, Lily began to share stories about
Annabelle, tales that chilled Mia to the bone. She spoke of how the
doll could talk and move on its own, her innocent voice filled with
a childlike wonder that belied the darkness of the words. Mia
laughed nervously, brushing off the stories as mere fantasies of a
young mind. Yet, as the clock struck ten and the house grew
quieter, she found herself glancing at the doll, feeling its gaze
on her. The hairs on the back of her neck stood on end, and she
couldn't shake the feeling that Annabelle was more than just a
toy.

Just then, the lights flickered ominously, plunging the room
into darkness for a heartbeat before flickering back to life. Mia's
heart raced as she turned to reassure Lily, but the girl was now
staring intently at Annabelle, her expression strangely fixated.
“She doesn’t like when people are scared,” Lily whispered, her
voice barely above a breath. Mia felt a chill run through her as
she looked at the doll, its painted smile seeming to widen, as if
it relished the terror that had seeped into the room. The ambiance
shifted from playful to sinister, and Mia's instinct screamed at
her to leave, but she couldn’t abandon the child.

Suddenly, the ground beneath them trembled slightly, and an
inexplicable force seemed to pulse through the air. The walls of
the house echoed with a faint whisper, barely discernible yet
undeniably present, as if the very essence of the doll was
awakening. Mia’s friend, Alex, who had been quietly observing,
finally spoke up, urging Mia to take Lily upstairs, away from
Annabelle. But as they turned to leave, the doll’s expression
shifted, its eyes glinting with an otherworldly light. In that
moment, Mia realized they had unwittingly crossed a threshold,
awakening something far more sinister than a simple childhood
fantasy. The stage was set, and the night was just beginning.

The Doll in the Corner

The dimly lit room was filled
with an eerie stillness, broken only by the soft whispers of the
wind outside. In the corner, partially hidden beneath a tattered
blanket, sat a doll with hauntingly painted features. Its glassy
eyes seemed to follow every movement, an unsettling presence that
sent shivers down the spines of anyone who dared to glance in its
direction. For the unsuspecting teenager, Jenna, and her friend
Mia, this seemingly innocent doll was about to become the epicentre
of their worst nightmare. Little did they know, the evening of
babysitting the Wagstaff's daughter would unravel a series of
events that would awaken an ancient evil.

As Jenna and Mia settled into the living room, they were
blissfully unaware of the dark history that surrounded the doll.
The Wagstaff family had always kept it in the corner, a relic from
a bygone era that Sean and Louise believed was best left
undisturbed. However, curiosity got the better of the girls. Drawn
to its intricately designed gown and delicate porcelain features,
they began to share ghost stories, their laughter filling the room.
With each passing tale, the atmosphere shifted, and the air grew
thick with tension, as if the doll itself was listening, biding its
time before unleashing the malevolence it had harbored for
decades.

As the clock struck midnight, a sudden chill swept through the
room, causing the girls to pause mid-laugh. The shadows flickered,
and the doll seemed to shift slightly, its head tilting ever so
slightly toward them. In that moment, a sense of dread washed over
Jenna, but Mia, ever the skeptic, dismissed her fears and dared her
to approach the doll. With a mix of trepidation and excitement,
Jenna took a step forward, reaching out to touch the doll’s cold,
smooth cheek. As her fingers made contact, the atmosphere grew
heavier, and an unnatural silence enveloped them, shattering their
previously carefree spirits.

Suddenly, an inexplicable force surged through the room, a wave
of energy that rattled the very foundations of their reality. The
lights flickered violently, and the doll's eyes seemed to glow with
an inner fire, illuminating the dark corners of the room. Jenna
stumbled back, her heart racing as a whisper echoed through the
air, a voice that sent chills down her spine. It was a warning, a
plea from the trapped spirit within the doll, urging them to flee
before it was too late. But the girls, paralyzed by fear and
curiosity, found themselves rooted to the spot, unable to escape
the grip of the malevolent force they had unwittingly
unleashed.

As the night wore on, the doll transformed from a mere object of
curiosity into a vessel of pure evil. Jenna and Mia were thrust
into a harrowing battle against the sinister spirit, forced to
confront the consequences of their actions. The doll, once a
playful trinket in the corner, now stood as a reminder of the
darkness that lurks within the innocent facade of childhood toys.
With every passing moment, the stakes grew higher, and the girls
found themselves racing against time to unravel the truth behind
the doll's curse, desperate to resist the pull of an evil that
threatened to consume them both.





Chapter 2: The Legend of the Doll

A Mysterious Gift

The air was thick with anticipation as Mia and her friend Jake
settled into the Wagstaffs' cozy living room, the glow of the
television casting flickering shadows around the room. They had
been entrusted with the care of little Emma, an inquisitive girl
with a penchant for the peculiar. Among her toys, one stood out: a
porcelain doll with hauntingly lifelike features and an unsettling
aura. As Emma excitedly unveiled her new treasure, Mia felt an
inexplicable chill run down her spine, a premonition of the
darkness that lay ahead.

As the evening wore on, Emma's laughter filled the room, but it
was the doll that captured Mia’s attention. Its glassy eyes seemed
to follow her every move, and she couldn’t shake the feeling that
it was more than just a toy. Jake, ever the skeptic, dismissed her
unease, teasing her about being overly dramatic. But as the clock
struck midnight and Emma drifted off to sleep, the atmosphere
shifted. The doll, now alone in the dim light, felt ominously
charged, as if it were waiting for something—or someone—to awaken
it from its slumber.

Curiosity piqued, Mia and Jake leaned closer, examining the
intricate details of the doll. They uncovered a small, hidden
compartment in its back, revealing a faded letter. The fragile
paper spoke of a curse, warning of the malevolent spirit trapped
within, sealed by an ancient spell. Ignoring the warning, they
shared a nervous laugh, attributing it to an overzealous
imagination. But as they read the words aloud, the room grew
colder, and the doll's expression seemed to shift, its painted
smile deepening into something sinister.

Suddenly, the lights flickered, and a low whisper echoed through
the room, sending shivers down their spines. “Let me out,” it
breathed, a chilling voice that seemed to emanate from the doll
itself. In a moment of panic, Jake grabbed the doll, tossing it
aside as they scrambled for the light switch. But the darkness had
already drawn them in, and the whispers intensified, weaving
through the air like a tangible force. They had unwittingly crossed
a threshold, awakening the spirit that had been imprisoned for so
long, and now it sought revenge.

As the night unfolded, the once
innocent babysitting adventure spiralled into a fight for survival
against an evil that transcended the realms of the living. Mia and
Jake realized that the doll was not just a vessel of horror but a
conduit for something far more malevolent. Every creak of the
floorboards and every flicker of the lights felt like a countdown
to their doom. With each passing moment, the boundaries between
reality and nightmare blurred, leaving them to ponder whether they
could escape the curse they had unwittingly unleashed—or if they
would become the doll's next victims in its twisted game.

Local Myths and Warnings

In the quiet town of Eldridge Hollow, local myths swirl like the
autumn leaves that dance along the cobblestone streets. The stories
often revolve around the eerie doll collection of the





Ignoring the Signs
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