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Where Fear Dwells:

Spine-Chilling Horror Stories to Keep You Awake

By -

Eerie and haunting stories for horror lovers

Prabir Rai Chaudhuri

Preface

Welcome to the pages where shadows linger, whispers chill, and fear takes shape in unimaginable forms. This collection, Where Fear Dwells: Spine-Chilling Horror Stories to Keep You Awake, is a gateway to the macabre, a journey through haunted houses, cursed artifacts, and the eerie silence of the unknown.

Each story in this book is crafted to evoke suspense, thrill, and dread. From sinister houses that seem alive to morgues that harbor dark secrets, these tales delve deep into the essence of fear. You’ll encounter cursed toys, vengeful spirits, and encounters that defy explanation. Each page is an invitation to step into the unknown, to challenge your courage, and to embrace the chill that only a well-told horror story can deliver.

The human fascination with fear is as old as time. It compels us to explore the darkness, to question what lies beyond the veil of reality. This book is for the brave, the curious, and those who dare to lose themselves in the haunting beauty of a terrifying tale.

So, dim the lights, settle into your favorite chair, and prepare to be captivated. But beware—these stories may linger in your mind long after you’ve closed the book.

Thank you for choosing to embark on this thrilling journey. I hope these stories bring you the same sense of spine-tingling excitement they brought me while writing them.

Enjoy the fear

Introduction

Fear is a universal emotion—one that transcends time, culture, and age. It’s a primal instinct, deeply rooted in the human psyche, yet strangely alluring. We are drawn to the unknown, the unexplainable, and the chilling tales that test our courage and imagination. Where Fear Dwells: Spine-Chilling Horror Stories to Keep You Awake is born from this fascination.

This collection of horror stories takes you on a journey through the darkest corners of the human mind and the supernatural world. From haunted houses and cursed objects to unexplainable phenomena and vengeful spirits, these tales are designed to unsettle, surprise, and leave you questioning what lies just beyond the shadows.

Horror as a genre is more than just scares; it is a reflection of our deepest fears and anxieties. Each story in this book explores a different facet of terror, whether it’s the fear of the unknown, the dread of isolation, or the haunting guilt of past deeds. Through the pages, you’ll encounter characters who face unimaginable horrors and must grapple with their own courage—or lack thereof.

As you dive into these stories, I encourage you to embrace the unease, to let your imagination roam free, and to revel in the thrill of a good scare. This book is not merely about horror; it’s about experiencing emotions in their rawest, most powerful form.

So, are you ready to step into the realm where fear dwells? If so, turn the page—your journey into the unknown begins now.

Happy reading,



Disclaimer

The stories in Where Fear Dwells: Spine-Chilling Horror Stories to Keep You Awake are works of fiction. They are created purely for entertainment purposes and are the product of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual events, places, people, or entities—living or deceased—is purely coincidental.

This book does not endorse or promote any form of superstition, paranormal belief, or occult practices. It is not intended to offend, criticize, or challenge the beliefs, traditions, or practices of any individual, group, or religion.

The author respects all cultures, faiths, and perspectives. Any themes or elements within the stories that involve supernatural or religious motifs are included solely for the purpose of storytelling and should not be interpreted as reflective of reality or as a statement of belief.

Readers are encouraged to enjoy these stories as imaginative fiction and approach them with an open mind and a sense of adventure.

Thank you for your understanding,



Warning and Disclaimer

Warning:

This book contains stories with themes of horror, suspense, and the supernatural. Some content may be unsettling, disturbing, or unsuitable for sensitive readers or younger audiences. Reader discretion is advised.

If you are prone to anxiety, easily frightened, or uncomfortable with themes of death, darkness, or the unknown, please proceed with caution. These stories are designed to evoke strong emotions and a sense of unease.

Disclaimer:

The stories in Where Fear Dwells: Spine-Chilling Horror Stories to Keep You Awake are entirely fictional and are intended solely for entertainment purposes. They do not reflect the author’s beliefs, opinions, or worldview. Any resemblance to real events, places, or persons—living or deceased—is purely coincidental.

This book does not promote or endorse superstition, paranormal activity, or any belief system. It is not intended to offend or harm any individual, group, culture, or religion. The themes and settings used in the stories are imaginative and should be understood as such.

The author and publisher do not assume any responsibility for emotional distress or discomfort caused by the content. Readers are encouraged to approach these stories with an open mind and enjoy them as creative works of fiction.

Thank you for understanding,
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Sinister House


[image: ]




[image: Free Images : light, white, shadow, darkness, black, image, shape 3264x2448  - - 35782 - Free stock photos - PxHere]

Sinister House... I wanted to go live in a new place to change jobs and toxic relationships. I had been in that city all my life, it was time to get to know new places. I always wanted to get to know Querétaro, so I bought a ticket to that place without a return ticket. First I stayed in a hotel to look for a house to rent.

I thought that since it was not such a big city the rent would be lower, but most of the houses or apartments were beyond my budget.

Later that day I continued looking for a place to live that would be close to my new job.

I was in a coffee shop with the newspaper when I found an ad for a house. It was located in an area that made it easy to get to work on foot, and it was spacious and had a very affordable price.

In fact, I reread the ad several times because I thought I had misread it. I had been reading ads for houses for rent for several days, and the cost of the houses fluctuates around the same price. I didn't think twice, I left my coffee unfinished and headed to the place, I wanted to see the house first before calling the owner.

Querétaro is a very small city compared to the one I come from, so in a few minutes I was in front of the house that appeared in the ad. Indeed, the house was just as it had been described in the newspaper, it even had space for a garden and garage. I didn't wait any longer and called the tenant.

He immediately answered my call, and we agreed on a time.

I was happy because I could now move into that place, everything had fallen into place perfectly.

The landlady invited me to her residence to make the necessary arrangements and give me the keys to my new home.

When I arrived at the tenant's house, she was already waiting for me with a cup of coffee and bread. She was very kind and treated me with great familiarity. We talked for several hours until I told her it was time to leave. She invited me to stay for lunch, which I refused.

I left that house with a strange feeling, since I had never seen that woman in my life and she behaved with me as if she had known me for a long time.

Without thinking twice, I gathered my belongings from the hotel and went to settle into what would be my home for a while.

As I put the key in the lock, I heard noises as if someone lived inside. I opened the door abruptly as if by doing so I could catch the intruders. There was no one inside the house. My surprise was great when I realized that the house was furnished, it had all the furniture necessary for a comfortable stay.

This struck me as odd, since in the contract I signed with the owner of the place, she never mentioned that the house was furnished. Now that was a real surprise. Happy with this encounter, I went upstairs to see what else was in this house.

At the top, immediately upon entering from the stairs, there was a large painting with the figure of a man who apparently belonged to the army, since he was wearing his military uniform adorned with various insignia, and in his right arm he was holding his cap.

I stood there for a while staring at the painting. What did all this mean? Why did the owner of the house trust me so much without knowing me? I didn't get an answer to my questions. I think I didn't take it seriously enough, and I continued exploring the entire house.

Exhausted, I lay down on the bed in the room that has a window overlooking the street.

I lay down, and I started to feel very relaxed, and I fell asleep for a while, strangely enough I started dreaming no matter that it was in the afternoon.

In that dream a young and pretty woman invited me to walk with her. He extended his arm to take my hand so we could walk together in a square in the center of a city that I didn't know, in the background you could see a church whose architecture dated back to ancient times. Bells began to ring and interrupted my sleep.

For a long time I sat on the edge of the bed trying to understand the reason for my dream, and the reason for arriving at that house in an extraordinary way.

I heard someone knocking on the door and I went downstairs immediately.

A lady with big eyes and a warm smile was waiting for me outside. When she saw me, she wiped her smile away and looked at me in surprise.

A little recovered from the impression I made on her, she told me that she welcomed me to the neighborhood and that she was glad to finally see people in this house.

I asked her how long she had been unemployed, and she said it had been several years. I wanted to ask her more questions, but she immediately walked away without saying anything else.

I didn't understand why the house had been vacant for so long, since the rent was so low and it was in good condition. I shrugged my shoulders and began to arrange my belongings in the master bedroom.

At night I was in the kitchen preparing food when I clearly heard a voice coming from one of the rooms.

I left everything and ran upstairs, entered the children's room and found nothing, but I was absolutely sure that I had heard children screaming. I left the room without understanding what had happened. When I was about to go to bed and turn off the light, I heard voices again in the lower part of the house. I went down with a lamp, and found nothing, for a moment I wanted to think that the voices came from the street. I went out into the garden to see what was happening and saw nothing, the street was deserted.

As I re-entered the house, I could clearly see a child running through the living room and going inside. I thought it was the neighbors playing a joke on me for being my first night there.

I ran into the yard, as I thought that was the place where they could get in. I didn't find anyone. Screams and wailing could now be heard from the upper part of the house. I thought I was going crazy for not understanding the series of events that were happening inside.

I went out into the garden facing the street to smoke a cigarette. I had stopped smoking for a long time and now it was urgent to smoke one again. My neighbor came out to ask me if everything was okay. Without answering, I just nodded. She was not satisfied and approached me. She told me that it was better for me to leave that house and look for another place to live, and she told me that it was not safe there.

This time I didn't want to remain in doubt, and asked her to explain to me what she knew about what was happening inside the house. She looked at me fearfully and shook her head. Again I told him to do it out of compassion. I explained that I was new to this place, and came from another state.

She agreed to tell me what was happening, so she invited me to her home to have tea, she told me that it was preferable to talk there. This was next door.

He told me that a young couple with three children lived in that house. The husband was a soldier who was away for long periods due to work, his wife was left to take care of the two girls and a little boy.

Her name was Claudia, and she told me that she started going to her children's school to teach ethics and catechism to the children, and she helped the parish priest. The priest and the woman became very close, so much so that she fell in love with him. Faced with this situation, the woman named Claudia was willing to leave her husband and go live with him.

This did not happen because the priest decided to end the relationship he had with Claudia. She did not accept the breakup and tried to get back with him. As the days went by, she began to exhibit strange behavior. By this time she and her husband Alfredo were separated and in the process of divorce.

One day she was distraught because her love affair with the priest was not successful. It is believed that she felt that the children were a nuisance, and that is why she killed them. Before that fateful day, she claimed to have dialogues with angels and demons.

One night, she killed each of her children with a kitchen knife. The youngest child, Alfredo, was found on the stairs in a pool of blood. The girls, Claudia and Ana Belén, were found upstairs in the house. In the end, Claudia left one of her daughters dead on the bed and lay down next to her.

I couldn't believe what the old woman was telling me.

She also told me that she was very surprised when she saw me because my resemblance to the priest is incredible.

The old lady offered me her house to sleep that night with the order that I leave that place as soon as possible. I did not want to do so and decided to stay in what was Claudia Mijangos's house.

To this day, I still live in that house, and I won't deny that it's terrifying to live in it, because every night something happens, noises , apparitions, objects that change places, I don't know if I can bear this situation any longer.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Call,  a horror story
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The Call, a horror story... I spent my entire childhood in a rural area, near Encarnación de Diaz, Jalisco. I remember that we used to play near a forest reserve protected by the government. We really liked that place, not only for its extensive foliage, but because sometimes we saw the military in their transports. We liked to get together with a group of friends. At that time we were just teenagers, in total we got together between seven and nine kids.

Every afternoon after school, we would go to that area, sometimes just to tell stories, other times we would play hide and seek, and most of the time, we would just let time pass.

One time, we were bored, so we decided to go further into the forest than where we usually sat. I didn't like to go too far into the woods, because my mother made it clear that I had to get back before it got dark, and if I didn't, she would punish me by forbidding me to go out, sometimes for weeks at a time. Even so, when you're a child, because of peer pressure, you often decide to take risks.

I didn't know the way, in fact, the older boy was guiding us.

Following a path, we arrived at an open area. I had never been there before, there were no trees and the grass was all burnt, and there were several abandoned vehicles all over the place, among which we saw a fairly old bus.

Several of the boys found a way to open the truck doors and went in immediately. I preferred to stay outside. I was very scared at the time, especially of spiders and other animals that might live inside the vehicle. The boys who went in didn't take long to come out, so they began to pressure the other boys and me to go in and look inside the truck, according to them they had found something interesting.

We pushed our way in. We didn't see anything inside except for lots of dead rats and other animals.

We were about to leave to complain to the other kids that there was nothing inside, when we heard the door being closed. The kids outside were the older ones and they often acted stupidly, playing pranks on us.

We preferred not to insist on being let out, hoping that they would get angry at holding the doors and take advantage of the opportunity to leave.

There was no need to wait that long, as the boys outside suddenly let out a scream and ran out. We took the opportunity to push the bus doors outwards, but my damn friends left them stuck.

We thought the boys' screams were fake, but after looking through some grates in the windows, we saw them running back down the road. We immediately looked for another place where we could get out of the bus, we saw the roof, the back, but those old models seemed to not even have the air hatch in the roof, and apparently no emergency exit.

After realizing that the only way out was the way we came in, we headed back to the door and started knocking hard. Immediately after three attempts in a row, the doors opened and we all fell out on top of each other.

Until that moment we believed that the screams and the departure of the rest of the boys was part of their stupid joke, however, very soon we would discover that what forced them to flee was not part of that, but something dark and so mysterious, that to this day I can't find any explanation for it.

We started looking for the rest of the boys. We thought they would be hiding further ahead, among the trees or inside a car, but we didn't see them anywhere.

Suddenly one of the boys told us to look in the direction of the bus.

We all turned around, we weren't far enough away to see it.

Above us was what looked like a person moving in an unnatural way. We couldn't see his face very well because of the distance, but we did notice that his back was hunched in an exaggerated way. One of the boys shouted that it was a witch. I'm not sure it really was one. Until that moment, I had never seen one and I only knew about them thanks to the stories my grandmother told me. Panic took over us and we ran away.

We didn't stop until one of the boys couldn't go on any longer, then we looked back and, noticing that no one was following us, we walked slower. Soon we met the other boys, they were by the road. We complained to them for leaving us behind, and two of them told us that they saw a strange creature walking between the cars.
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