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Author’s Note

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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