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Introduction 

There’s something
unsettling about the quiet moments between dusk and dawn. It is in
the stillness, the shadows that stretch just a little too far, the
familiar creak of a floorboard that suddenly feels... wrong. In
those moments, our minds wander to the strange and the unknown
places where reality blurs with something darker, where the
ordinary twists into the unsettling. 

This collection of stories is born from those
moments. The ones where you glance over your shoulder, convinced
something is there. The ones where your breath catches at the
flicker of a shadow in the corner of your eye. Inside these pages,
you will find tales that creep under your skin, lurking in the
edges of your mind long after you have closed the book. Each story
is a doorway into a different nightmare—

sometimes subtle, sometimes horrifying, but
always unsettling. 

So, settle in, if you dare. Turn the page, but
remember once you open these doors, they can’t be easily closed.
And in the quiet of the night, you might just hear a voice…
whispering your name. 

Welcome to the world of Creeping Shadows. 




















CHAPTER I 

The Last Broadcast 

The signal came through at midnight, crackling
faintly through the static of old radio waves. Jess sat in her
small apartment, the only light coming from the glowing dials of
the vintage radio she had picked up at a yard sale. She had not
expected much—

just the usual late-night fuzz and maybe a
distant station—until she heard the voice. 

"Is anyone listening?" 

Jess's heart skipped a beat. She adjusted the
tuner, leaning closer. The voice, barely audible, continued in a
cold, deliberate tone. 

"If you can hear this, it’s too late. They’re
already here." 

She froze, her hand hovering over the dial. The
hairs on her arms stood on end. The voice was male, calm but filled
with an unsettling urgency. There was no other sound, no background
noise—just that eerie monotone voice seeping through the airwaves.


"They look like us, but they’re not. They have
been watching. Waiting." 

Jess glanced out her window, her eyes scanning
the empty street below. Nothing but darkness and the faint glow of
distant streetlamps. 

"Once you’ve heard this message, they’ll know
you know. And they’ll come for you too." 

Her pulse quickened. What kind of radio drama
was this? It sounded too real, too personal. She reached for her
phone to search for the broadcast’s source, but the signal cut out,
replaced by harsh static. For a moment, there was silence. Then the
voice returned, closer, almost whispering into her ear through the
speaker. 

"They’re inside." 

Jess’s breath caught in her throat. The air in
the room felt thick, suffocating. She slowly turned her head toward
the door, and her heart dropped. 

The doorknob was turning. 




The Mirror Room 

It started as a dare. Ethan, ever the skeptic,
rolled his eyes when his friends told him about the Mirror Room. An
abandoned house at the edge of town, sealed up for decades, where a
single room—surrounded entirely by mirrors—was said to twist
reality. They claimed anyone who entered saw things that should not
exist. 

“They say it shows you..  other versions of
yourself,” his friend Jake had warned, his voice dropping to a
dramatic whisper. “Some of them aren’t you at all.” 

Ethan had laughed it off. Superstitions. But
that evening, a bottle of whiskey and a few too many jeers at his
expense pushed him to accept the dare. He would prove there was
nothing to it. Just an old house with a creepy story, like every
small town has. 

Under the cover of a cloudy night, he made his
way to the house with nothing but a flashlight and a smug grin. The
door creaked open, barely hanging on its hinges. 

Dust hung in the air like the house had been
holding its breath for years, waiting for someone to cross its
threshold. 

The room was easy to find—at the end of a
narrow hallway, the wooden door was slightly ajar. Ethan pushed it
open and stepped inside. 

The room was larger than he expected, and every
inch of the walls was covered in mirrors. Old, tarnished frames
surrounded glass that seemed almost too clear, reflecting him from
every angle. He stood in the centre, turning slowly as his
reflection multiplied, hundreds of him staring back. He chuckled,
the sound bouncing back at him from all sides. Nothing scary about
it. 

But then, something caught his eye. 

One reflection—the one in the mirror directly
across the room—did not turn with him. It remained perfectly still.
Ethan froze. The figure in the mirror stared straight at him, its
eyes dark, too dark. A chill crept up his spine as he leaned
closer, trying to convince himself it was a trick of the light.


Then it smiled. 

Not the awkward, uncertain grin he usually saw
in the mirror, but a slow, deliberate smirk. Ethan’s heart hammered
in his chest as the figure stepped closer. Not 


toward the glass, but toward him. He stumbled back,
his flashlight flickering, casting the room in an uneven glow. 

The other reflections began to change, subtly
at first. One by one, they shifted eyes too wide, grins too sharp,
movements just a little too unnatural. His heart raced as they
stepped out of sync with his own movements, inching closer, closing
in from every direction. 

Ethan backed toward the door, but when he
turned, it was gone. The walls had closed in, all mirrors now,
trapping him inside. He reached out, pounding on the glass, but the
reflections only watched with those dark, malevolent eyes,
grinning. 

Then, as if on cue, they all took a step
forward. 

Ethan screamed, but the sound never escaped the
room. The reflections swallowed it, swallowed him, until there was
nothing left but silence. 

The next day, when his friends came looking,
they found the house just as it had always been—silent and sealed,
as if it had not been disturbed for decades. And in the Mirror
Room, if you looked closely, you might notice an extra reflection,
trapped behind the glass. 

Smiling. 





The Knock 

Tom moved into the house at the end of Maple
Street on a quiet autumn day. It was not much—a modest, old
two-story house with creaky floors and a small yard overtaken by
weeds—but it was cheap, and that is all that mattered. The realtor
had mentioned something about the previous owner leaving suddenly,
but Tom did not think much of it. People moved all the time. 

His first few nights were peaceful, despite the
occasional sound of the house settling. That changed on the fourth
night. 

Around midnight, Tom was reading in bed when he
heard a soft knock. Not at the door, but somewhere deeper in the
house. He paused, thinking he had imagined it. 

The knock came again—three slow, deliberate
taps. He set his book down and 


listened. It seemed to come from the floor below,
but there was no one else in the house. Maybe a tree branch tapping
against the window? 

He tried to shrug it off, but the knocking
continued, irregular and faint, as if someone were tapping just
beneath the surface of the walls. Tom went downstairs to check,
flipping on the lights as he went. He stood in the living room,
listening, but the house was silent now, as if it had never made a
sound. Shaking his head, he chalked it up to the house’s age and
went back to bed. 
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