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In this collection of horror stories in English, fear takes many forms. From the most unsettling suspense to the supernatural, each tale will lead you down unexpected paths.

There is no escape when you face the unknown.
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I don't know what to do anymore. I give up. If only I had known how it would all end, I would never have participated in that experiment. 

I am the professor of quantum physics at the University of Massachusetts, from the Department of Thermodynamic Testing and New Energy in Experimentation. It was a secret U.S. government project: opening the first dimensional portal, theoretically, to the past. All the quantum theory and all the gear that, in theory, should have worked resulted in a stupefying and Machiavellian anomaly. What a nightmare! The most terrifying thing that could have happened.

It was July 1975, and as we all knew, NASA was at its peak. The first moon landing had already occurred, and the government was running multiple projects to stay ahead in various fields against the Soviet Union, ensuring no one could surpass the U.S. as the dominant world power. Before becoming part of this project, called Pegasus, I was a humble professor of mathematics and physics at the University of Pennsylvania. I remember that morning when two men in black appeared before me with a sealed document. They handed it to me and escorted me to a 1945 Nissan Necraft. It was, by the way, a very strange vehicle, apparently still functioning. I entered the car and read the document immediately. It was essentially an invitation, but further down, it stated that it was a matter of national security, and there was no reason—or rather no choice—to decline or refuse it. They made it clear that if I did, my entire career would be frozen.

For me, it was quite shocking, as Leisa and I had just gotten married at the time; I was 27, and she was 23. The strange thing was that these men had orders to take only me. The project was of ultra-national security, and there was no way she could come with us. The only option was for me to travel, leaving her behind in that small and melancholic town. In theory, the project would not last more than six months, so, resigned to my fate, I accepted and signed the document, which bore the signature of then-president Gerald Ford.

At that moment, I realized that this project was not just a simple state endeavor; it was something far more serious. I was just a simple professor from a small university in a small county, but I was actually regarded as one of the best in theoretical physics and energy. So, with all my sadness at leaving my beloved wife, I embarked that morning after a few hours of making some preparations. At 5 in the afternoon, the same car came to pick me up at my property.

When I bid farewell to my wife Leisa with tears in my eyes, about three kilometers into the journey, the car stopped, and they blindfolded me. At that moment, I noticed something strange: “What's going on, guys? Why are you blindfolding me? Where are we going?” This clearly indicated that they didn’t want me to know the route to wherever they were taking me. In short, I had no idea how long the trip lasted, but I would guess it was around 10 exhausting hours, as I remember dozing off in short intervals—at least, that’s what I think.

When the car finally stopped on some dirt road, I was engulfed by a deafening silence. I say “deafening silence” because all I could hear was my own incessant breathing and the pounding of my heart. The men who had brought me were gone, and I was left in the middle of a room, not knowing where I was. Still blindfolded, they even put earplugs on me. So the only thing I remember is that I walked, guided by them, until I reached a room. There, they removed the earplugs, but the silence remained, an uncomfortable silence that penetrated deep into my brain, filling me with dread.

At that time, I didn’t know who or what I was waiting for, but suddenly the door opened, and I obediently kept the blindfold on, as I had been instructed, until the man who entered gave me the order to remove it. And that’s precisely what I did.

—You may remove the blindfold, professor—interrupted a jovial yet grave voice.

Slightly irritated, I responded:

—I am Professor Salett, and may I ask what I’m doing here? This is not comfortable at all.

—I deeply apologize, Professor—replied the other man, dressed in black, with a serious expression, much like a prosecutor hardened by dealing with convicts.

Salett quickly glanced over to where they stood near a table. He didn’t want to ask too many questions but said, “What do you want from me?” After I pressed him for answers, he responded coldly yet directly.

—We have a project underway, and I believe you are one of the few who can help us. I am in charge of this. I am Professor Singa from the Department of Secret Investigations of the U.S. government. I won't tell you much now, but I’ll give you a report to read so you can give me your verdict tomorrow.

Those words left me stunned. Frankly, I had no idea what he was talking about, but when he mentioned the Department of Secret Investigations, I was speechless. I already had a rough idea—or at least an inkling—of what that agency might be: secret, as its name suggested, and unconnected to the established legal agencies. Therefore, it gave me a bad feeling.

As a professor of physics and energy, it wasn’t that I lacked insight or expertise, but until this moment, I hadn’t fully understood why I was in that place. A part of my mind told me that perhaps it was to explain some of my theories, theories I had published in various scientific journals of the time.

Because I knew nothing about politics, I didn’t care. There was no other reason for them to have me there, and even less so because I hadn’t committed any crime of any kind. So, my mind was completely at ease, except for what those men had told me: that the project would last six months. That seemed a bit excessive to me, but since it was the government, I agreed at that moment without resistance.

Those words from the man and the professor left a hole in my brain. Seconds later, he pulled a small document out of his briefcase — I deduced it had about 50 pages, though I wasn’t entirely sure — and dropped the thick folder on the table. I stared at them for a few seconds that felt eternal. The folder had a thick seal in the center, it was made of black leather, and it bore an evident emblem with small letters that said something like, "United States Department of Secret Experiments." That gave me the indication that this was much more than a simple theoretical project, and it was getting a bit strange at that moment.

Then, the professor in charge — as he introduced himself — stood up from his seat, looked at me, and simply said:

— They’ll take you to your room shortly. I just want you to read that entire document first. It explains all the reasons why you are here.

After that, he left calmly while I stared at the document, still not daring to turn the first page.

A few minutes passed before I finally decided to move the first page. Little by little, I became filled with a terrifying fear, for everything that entailed. For a moment, I wanted to run away from where I was, but quickly reason brought me back to reality. I knew it was impossible. I had no other choice but to cooperate and return to my beloved Leisa.

To put it simply: the project was about opening a portal in space-time using a theory of mine that I had published in Harvard University's Owoik journal. To many in the field, it was all just theory and speculation. In fact, my publication had gone unnoticed, unlike other scientific works by colleagues. But I knew that what I had written in that publication was entirely verifiable, something I had already corroborated in my small laboratory in the basement of my house.

The first time I tested my theory with all the necessary equipment — electromagnets, enormous electrical charges from uranium, and negative charges from the most powerful element on the periodic table — I realized it could be very dangerous if it got out of control. But I tried anyway. The result: an implosion that almost cost me my life. The second time was something extraordinary. I knew I could die, but I took the risk, and it was then that I realized the theory was possible. For 10 seconds, I saw a vortex completely open, theoretically to the past, the future, or who knows where. But, in my deduction, it was more likely that tearing space-time randomly would create a temporal-spatial hole connecting multiple realities. Therefore, we wouldn’t be going to the past, present, or future, but rather to an alternate reality, with possible futures and pasts happening at the same time. Crazy stuff.

That was the big question. It might sound romantic to step through the vortex for fantasists and science fiction writers of the time, but the reality was far more dangerous and random, according to my deductions.

The thing is, I finished reading the whole project, and it was nothing more than a detailed explanation of the process we would undertake: materials, equipment, and so on, to do just what I’ve told you—open a vortex in space-time and make time travel to the past or future possible at will. However, at that moment, I hadn’t confessed to them that I had already done at least two tests, both successful, though without the proper equipment and materials. It’s worth mentioning that when I managed to open the temporal-spatial hole for the second time, it only lasted for 10 seconds, and I felt overwhelming fear upon hearing the sound of energy coming from the other side. The hole was at least 50 cm in diameter and made everything vibrate. Fortunately, it shut off, which is explainable, as the lack of energy prevented it from staying open. Now, with the right supplies, theoretically, it would be easier to keep it open.
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Some time later
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