
Scary Short Stories 
 

The One Who Walks 

The building loomed in the midnight stillness, its silhouette jagged and broken against the 

night sky. A relic from an era when architecture was heavy and relentless, now it was 

nothing but a ruin—a six-story skeleton of rotting timber and shattered windows. Yet 

tonight, Sarah stepped through its doors, clutching a small silver locket, a black candle, and 

a strip of dark cloth. The staircase waited for her, its ancient wood steps swallowing any 

trace of light, as if hungering for a footfall. Tonight, she was here for “The One Who Walks.” 

They’d said that if you were foolish enough, or broken enough, you could call them out from 

the unseen. They’d also said that no one who’d sought them ever returned the same. 

Sarah’s gaze lingered on the stairs, rising into a smothering darkness. She drew a breath and 

touched her locket, a keepsake from her mother who’d vanished years ago without a trace. 

She placed it carefully on the first step, an offering, and the faint metallic clink sounded too 

loud in the desolate hall. Lighting the candle, she held it close, its feeble glow barely 

illuminating her own hands, as if reluctant to pierce the dark. 

With trembling fingers, she wrapped the black cloth around her eyes. Her world turned into 

sound and scent—the stale, oppressive smell of damp wood, the faint whistle of wind 

through shattered windows. She forced herself forward, one hand brushing the banister. 

Her steps echoed, swallowed by the heavy silence as she counted each floor in her mind. 



The first floor arrived quickly, almost disappointingly. She paused and whispered into the 

dark, “I seek the forgotten.” 

Nothing. Only her own shallow breathing. 

But as she stepped forward, a faint brush—like fingertips—grazed her sleeve. Her pulse 

stuttered, and the candle wobbled dangerously in her grasp. Was something here, or was it 

her mind playing tricks already? 

She climbed again, her fingers numb around the candle’s base, feeling her way up, step by step. 

At the second floor, she lifted the candle forward, the flame casting grotesque shadows 

through the cloth covering her eyes. “Reveal what is hidden,” she murmured. 

The silence was deafening. She listened, willing herself to hear something beyond the 

scratchy echo of her own breath. And then, faintly, footsteps. Slow, deliberate—descending 

from somewhere above her. Or were they following her? 

Sarah swallowed the rising panic, clenching her jaw against the urge to flee. She was in too 

deep now; she couldn’t turn back, not without facing whatever might follow her. She 

ascended, breath catching as she climbed to the third floor. 

“I seek the one who walks,” she whispered. 

Nothing responded, but a strange pull settled around her, something dark and expectant. 

She felt it in the heaviness of the air, pressing down on her shoulders, on her lungs. The 

candle flickered, and for a heartbeat, it seemed like an invisible hand traced along her spine. 



She forced herself to climb, step by agonizing step, until she reached the fourth floor. Her 

voice was stronger now, desperate. “Are you near?” 

The flame quivered as if answering her. She didn’t dare lift the cloth to see; the darkness 

behind her blindfold was already thick enough, pooling with a sensation of something 

staring back at her. She climbed, every step feeling as if it stretched her further from the 

world she knew, as if reality itself was thinning around her. 

The fifth floor brought a chill so intense that her skin prickled, every nerve flaring in 

protest. She pressed her left hand to the wall and spoke softly, “I give this offering for 

passage.” She felt herself breathe in the damp air, its cold touch sticking to her throat, to her 

lungs, but she kept moving, the stairs winding on and on. 

Finally, the sixth floor. Her foot landed on the step, and something shifted—the air dropped, 

chilling her blood. She paused, every instinct screaming to turn and run, to abandon this 

game she could barely believe she’d started. But then she heard it. 

A slow, dragging shuffle, so close she could almost feel it stirring the air by her cheek. A 

presence pressed against her like a shadow with weight, settling into the empty spaces 

around her, filling them with dread. 

It was here. 

The One Who Walks. 

A whisper, low and cracked, slipped into her ear like a knife carving her name, syllable by 

syllable. She froze, every muscle locked, her heart a terrified drum in her chest. 



Ask, it seemed to say. 

Her mind went blank. She had come here for answers, for something she couldn’t even 

articulate anymore. She swallowed and forced herself to speak. “Where did she go?” The 

words escaped her lips in a trembling whisper, hanging in the air. 

For a heartbeat, the presence stilled. Then, it spoke, a voice that sounded like the weight of 

ancient wood and stone and all things that had forgotten light. 

“She waits where you cannot go.” 

A cold that was not a chill, but a memory, like the last breath of a winter wind, settled over 

her, and her candle flickered. She waited for more, her mind racing, but the presence drew 

back, receding like a shadow under a dimming light. 

Without daring to look, she turned, feeling her way down, step by step. The air felt different 

now, tainted, as if it bore the residue of something that didn’t belong to this world. Her 

heartbeat echoed with each step, growing louder, faster, the sense that something was close 

behind her pressing down with every floor. 

She reached the bottom, pulling the cloth from her eyes as she extinguished the candle. She 

looked down at the first step, but her locket was gone. 

For a long, paralyzed moment, she simply stood there, the coldness seeping into her veins. She 

glanced back at the staircase, its shadows thick and watchful, almost…waiting. She knew she 

couldn’t come back here, but she also knew that she wouldn’t need to. 



In the following days, the presence would find her anyway—in her home, in her dreams, in 

every quiet corner she once found solace in. It would be there, watching, waiting, as it 

always had. 

And every now and then, in the dead of night, she would hear her own name whispered back 

to her, as if echoing across an endless stairwell, from a place she could never return. 

 

The Mirror Mask 

I found the mask in the basement of an old thrift store on the corner of Marrow and Elm, 

hidden in a dust-ridden box behind a cracked mirror. The mask’s surface was smooth, made of 

some polished metal that seemed to capture light and shadows at the same time. Its surface 

was seamless, gleaming silver that almost seemed alive, shifting with strange, dark 

reflections as I held it up to the dim light. It was a mask without eye holes, nose bridge, or 

mouth. A perfect, haunting mirror that reflected only the faintest image back at me. 

When I asked the shopkeeper about it, he stiffened, glancing at it with barely veiled fear. 

“That’s…well, that mask,” he muttered, averting his gaze. “They say it shows you things. But 

you don’t want to see what it has to show.” 

The words didn’t matter. I took it anyway. I didn’t know why, but something about the mask 

— its cold, unyielding beauty, the glint of metal with its secrets folded inside — seemed to 

call to me. 



*** 

That night, I brought it home, setting it on the mantle in my dimly lit room. The mask seemed 

alive in the dark, glinting whenever I moved, casting strange shadows. It unsettled me. That 

polished metal reflected me, but imperfectly, distorting my features in ways that felt… wrong. 

It stretched my face, darkened my eyes. And the shadows behind me twisted into strange 

shapes when I glanced away, filling the empty corners of my room. 

As midnight struck, something about the air changed — a heavy, suffocating silence that 

pressed down, thick and unforgiving. I couldn't explain it, but I felt the urge to wear it. 

Drawn to it by some inexplicable compulsion, I reached for the mask with trembling hands, 

and before I could second-guess myself, I placed it over my face. 

The cold metal pressed against my skin, molding to every curve of my face. And as I stared into 

the mirror before me, I saw not my reflection but… something else. 

The world shifted. 

In the mirror, I saw a version of my room, but it was darker, filled with shadows that 

crawled like living things. My reflection stood there, still and rigid, staring back at me with 

eyes that weren’t mine. They were wide, hollow, gleaming with a hunger that made my blood 

run cold. The mask didn’t reflect my face — it showed a world within, a twisted reality 

where things were darker, quieter, too still. 

I tried to pull the mask off, but it wouldn’t budge. My fingers scraped against the metal, and 

the more I pulled, the tighter it seemed to grip, as though it were alive, clinging to me. And as I 



struggled, I realized that the reflection wasn’t copying me anymore. No, it was staring — 

staring with an intensity that made me feel like it was trying to consume me, to pull me in. 

Then it moved. 

A subtle tilt of the head, a slow, deliberate smile stretching across its face. It lifted a hand, 

mirroring mine, but there was something in the way it moved — something alien, as if it were 

learning, mimicking. My breath quickened, and I tried again to pry the mask away. Panic 

clawed at me as the reflection’s smile widened, exposing teeth far too sharp, too white, too 

many. 

“Please…” I whispered, my own voice sounding distant, muffled within the cold embrace of the 

mask. 

The reflection laughed. It was a low, quiet sound, hollow and twisted, filling my ears with a 

wrongness I could feel deep in my bones. The laughter echoed, reverberating as the 

reflection’s eyes bore into mine. It raised a finger to its lips — a warning, or perhaps a taunt. 

And then it moved closer, one step at a time, slowly, deliberately, each movement sending a 

shiver through me. 

I felt it — a presence, drawing closer, pressing against the thin veil of glass between us. Its 

fingers curled, tapping against the inside of the mirror, nails scraping with a sound that 

grated against my mind. I stumbled back, but the mask pulled tighter, and I felt a strange, 

sickening pull as if it were trying to drag me closer, to merge me with the image on the other 

side. 



I fought it, clawing at the metal, feeling my own nails break against the hard, unyielding 

surface. My hands bled, smearing crimson streaks across the mask, but still, it held, binding 

me in place. The figure’s eyes were on me, watching, devouring, its smile stretching wider, the 

mouth opening to reveal a darkness so deep I felt it reach into my soul. 

And then, in the reflection, I saw myself — or what had once been me. Pale, trembling, with 

hollow, lifeless eyes. I looked as though I had been drained, empty, a husk left behind. And I 

understood: the mask didn’t merely reflect. It took. 

The thing in the mirror raised its hand, fingers splayed as though reaching for mine. I felt its 

cold, slick touch slide over my own, a grip that felt like iron. I screamed, but no sound came 

out. My vision blurred, darkened, and the last thing I saw was the figure pulling me forward, 

dragging me into the depths of the mirror, my own face twisted in horror as the glass 

swallowed me whole. 

*** 

When I woke, I was staring at my room — but it wasn’t mine. Everything felt distant, muted, 

like looking through fogged glass. My reflection — no, it — was standing outside the 

mirror, looking down at me with that same twisted smile. I reached out, pounding against 

the glass, but my hands passed through it as though I no longer existed, as if I were nothing 

more than a shadow. 



It — the thing that had stolen my face, my voice, my body — leaned close, whispering softly 

against the cold glass. “Thank you,” it murmured, and I saw my own lips move, forming words 

I hadn’t spoken. “I’ll take good care of your life.” 

It turned, leaving me trapped within the mirror, helpless as it walked away, each step 

stealing me further from the world I’d known. I watched, powerless, as it disappeared into my 

life, my home, leaving me in the darkness, a prisoner of the mask. 

Now, I am here, bound within the mirror, my voice lost, my body stolen. And in the dark 

silence, I wait, whispering, calling, praying for the day someone else finds the mask, hoping 

they’ll take it from me and set me free. 

But I know, deep down, that I am doomed to wait forever.  

this mask was never meant to be discarded. 

It was meant to be worn. 

 

Voices in the Dark 

The house stood alone on the outskirts of town, an old, forgotten structure gnawed by 

decades of rot and neglect. The townspeople called it the Dark House. Built for reasons long 

lost to memory, it was now a ruin, its walls swollen with mold, its windows broken and 

black. For years, no one had dared enter it. 



But this night was different. 

Caroline hadn’t meant to come here. Her car had died on the road, and after an hour of 

fruitless calls and a dead battery, the storm descended with fierce sheets of rain and rolling 

thunder. She’d run, clutching her coat around her shoulders, feet slapping against wet 

gravel. The house loomed in the distance, rising like a silhouette cut from the storm. So, she 

entered the Dark House — or rather, she had no other choice. 

The air inside was thick, heavy with the smell of damp wood and stale rot. Shadows clung to 

the corners, stretching out to greet her as she stepped into the entryway. Every floorboard 

creaked underfoot, each sound swallowed by the oppressive silence that lingered after the 

rain. 

A long, narrow hallway stretched before her, lined with peeling wallpaper and 

dust-covered frames. She glanced at the pictures, too blurred and faded to make out. Only 

their empty, unblinking eyes remained visible. She forced herself to look away. 

As she ventured deeper, the storm seemed to fade, replaced by a deafening quiet. The only 

sound was the echo of her own footsteps. She stopped. Held her breath. 

Nothing. 

Yet something felt wrong. The silence was too quiet, unnatural, as if the house itself were 

holding its breath. 



Then, she heard it. A faint, a whisper, almost inaudible, slipping through the walls. She 

turned quickly, eyes scanning the dark. “Hello?” she called, her voice a tiny, trembling thing 

swallowed by the darkness. 

No answer. She shook her head, feeling foolish. But there it was again — a voice, low and 

wavering, like someone trying to speak from the other side of a wall. She took a step 

forward, ears straining, her heart pounding. 

“Caroline…” 

She froze. The whisper had spoken her name. 

A chill crawled up her spine, leaving a trail of icy sweat. She was certain there was no one 

here. The air had that stale, undisturbed weight of a place forgotten, untouched by 

anything living. She tried to convince herself that it was the wind, perhaps the old house 

settling. But as she moved further, the whispers grew louder, each word dragging against 

her ears like rusted nails. 

“Caroline…” the voice called again, gentle, soft, almost coaxing. “Come closer…” 

Her hands shook, but something about that voice, something she could not explain, nor 

understand, lured her forward. It felt familiar, tugging at a distant memory, like a song she 

had heard long ago but couldn’t quite remember. She moved as if under a spell, each step 

slower, heavier, as she approached the far end of the hall. 

The voice led her to a door, half-rotted, hanging on rusty hinges. She pushed it open. The 

room beyond was small, lined with dark wood panels that gleamed in the dim light. In the 



center was a chair, facing away from her, and draped across its back was a delicate, thin veil 

of cobwebs that seemed to shimmer. She had the strange feeling that she was intruding on 

something private, something that had been waiting in stillness, quiet and forgotten. 

And then, from behind the chair, the whisper came again, closer this time, threading 

through the air like a shiver. “Caroline…please, sit.” 

She didn’t want to obey. Every instinct screamed for her to turn, to run, to get away from 

this place. But she was drawn, like a moth to flame, a bird to glass, and she stepped forward. 

As she circled the chair, her heart hammering, she saw the source of the voice. There, 

slumped in the seat, was a figure — skeletal, with skin stretched thin over bone, hair falling 

in brittle strands down its shoulders. Its eyes were closed, but its mouth was open in a slack, 

silent scream. 

Caroline stumbled back, her breath caught in her throat. But the figure’s eyes snapped open, 

hollow, dark pits that seemed to sink into infinity. And then, a voice — its voice — reached 

into her mind, though its lips never moved. 

“Sit with me, Caroline,” it whispered, its voice soft yet piercing, an invitation wrapped in the 

rot of the grave. 

She found herself unable to look away. The figure’s eyes held her, pulling her deeper, 

showing her visions that slipped through her mind like smoke. She saw a woman, young and 

beautiful, sitting in the same chair, her face twisted in horror as shadows curled around 

her, whispering secrets, dark promises. 



The scene changed, and Caroline watched as the woman began to age, her skin withering, 

her hair graying, until she was nothing more than the same skeletal figure that now sat 

before her. 

“Why…why am I here?” Caroline choked out, her voice a thin, ragged whisper. 

The figure’s eyes glistened with something like amusement, or pity. “You were called,” it 

replied, its voice filling the room, rising from the shadows. “I called to you… because you 

heard me.” 

The shadows thickened, swirling around her ankles, cold as ice. She tried to step back, but 

her legs felt heavy, as if rooted to the floor. The voice wound around her mind, slipping into 

the crevices of her thoughts, filling every dark corner. She realized, with mounting dread, 

that she had not just heard the voice. It had heard her, too. Known her. Known her secrets, 

her fears, the memories she tried to forget. 

“Sit with me, Caroline,” the figure urged again, its words sliding like cold fingers across her 

skin. 

She fought the pull, every muscle straining against the invisible chains that bound her. “No,” 

she managed, the word small, feeble, in the face of the vast, endless darkness that seemed to 

press in from every direction. 

But the voice only laughed, low and cruel. “You cannot leave. You belong to the dark now. 

You hear it, don’t you?” 



And she did. With each passing second, the voices grew louder, layering over one another, 

whispering things she could not understand, a cacophony of secrets meant for the dead. Her 

head throbbed, the words drilling into her mind, each one dragging her deeper into the 

darkness. 

The figure rose slowly, creaking like an ancient, forgotten door. It took her hand, its touch 

cold and dry as dust, and led her to the chair. She tried to resist, but her body betrayed her, 

moving in slow, shuffling steps until she sank into the seat. The shadows curled around her, 

their whispers filling her ears, her mind, her soul. 

The last thing she saw was the figure, bending close, its hollow eyes shining with a twisted 

satisfaction. It placed a finger to its lips, a silent promise of secrets never to be spoken. 

The room faded, slipping into an eternal darkness, and her own voice joined the others, a 

faint, desperate whisper lost in the endless, suffocating dark. 

*** 

Days passed before her car was found, abandoned on the road. But the Dark House remained 

untouched, its walls holding secrets older than memory. 

And on quiet nights, if one dared approach, they might hear the faintest whisper — a single 

voice, calling, waiting, for someone to hear. 

And Caroline’s voice, lost in the shadows, joined the chorus of the forgotten. 

 



The Doll Maker’s Call 

It was a night choked in fog, thick and damp, pressing against Lydia’s windows like it wanted 

in. The small clock by her bed ticked softly, dragging the time to midnight, and her room held 

that peculiar, still air that only comes with hours meant for sleep. But Lydia had decided that 

tonight, she would not sleep. 

The mirror sat at the edge of her bed, covered in a black cloth that she’d stolen from her 

grandmother’s sewing stash. Next to it, a small, tattered doll with mismatched button eyes 

slouched in the gloom, waiting patiently. 

Lydia remembered the tales her brother had told her about the Doll Maker. He spoke of a 

dark figure, dressed in black rags and a crooked smile, who could be summoned to answer 

secrets hidden in shadows. “You can only ask him one question,” her brother had whispered 

to her in the cold dimness of their basement one night. “But if you don’t like his answer, you 

better cover that mirror fast. Real fast.” 

Lydia was curious enough to ignore his warning. After all, what was there to fear in her 

own room? 

She glanced at the doll again, a crude little thing she’d stitched together from her mother’s 

old sewing scraps. It stared back, silent and vacant. She steadied her breath, lit the red 

candle, and drew a chalk circle around herself as the instructions said, feeling the 

absurdity of it all settle into her bones. 



“Doll Maker, Doll Maker, I seek your creations, heed my call tonight,” she whispered, as her 

heart stammered against her chest. The room fell into a heavy silence, as if all the world 

were listening, waiting. Her breath puffed softly against the cold air as she slowly peeled 

the cloth from the mirror. 

Nothing happened at first, and Lydia exhaled, relief rising in her chest. This was just another 

silly game, something to laugh at tomorrow. But then her reflection began to change. 

In the mirror, her eyes grew darker, bottomless, absorbing the feeble light of the candle 

until they looked like two smudges of ink on her face. The corners of her mouth twisted ever 

so slightly upward, a too-wide grin spreading across her face. But that wasn’t her smile. 

That wasn’t her. 

A figure moved in the background of the reflection. She stiffened. There was no one else in 

the room. 

The figure shifted closer. In the shadowed reflection, she could make out the faint outline 

of someone standing behind her — or rather, something. It wore a thin smile, far too wide, 

stretched and curving upward like it had been drawn on. Shrouded in tattered cloth, it 

loomed, its head tilting with a slow, unhurried curiosity. 

Lydia dared not move. Her breath felt trapped inside her lungs as her reflection turned to 

face her. Not her, but the thing that wore her face, its smile mocking her fear. 

“Doll Maker,” she whispered, her voice trembling. Her reflection’s eyes glinted darkly. “What… 

what secrets do you have for me?” 



For a moment, there was silence. Then, the figure’s voice, hoarse and thin, crackled through 

her reflection. It was a sound that scratched at her mind, fraying her nerves with each 

ragged word. 

“I have many creations,” it rasped. “Each more perfect than the last. Each one made from 

pieces… so many lovely pieces.” 

The reflection’s hands lifted, fingers twisting and writhing, thin as twine and blackened at 

the tips. They stretched toward her as if reaching out of the glass itself. “Would you like to 

see them?” it asked, the voice dripping with sickly-sweet allure. 

Lydia’s instinct told her to cover the mirror, but something held her in place. An unnatural 

fascination glued her eyes to the figure, to the thing inside the mirror that felt so much 

more real than her own flesh and blood. She managed a nod, and the Doll Maker’s smile 

broadened until it looked as if his face would split in two. 

The reflection’s hand twitched, and suddenly, the doll at her side began to move. She gasped 

as it lifted its head, its blank button eyes shifting toward her, glossy and dark. The doll’s 

limbs twitched and jerked, and a low, scraping noise filled the room as it dragged itself 

across the floor toward her. 

“You see,” the Doll Maker’s voice crooned, “everything in this world has a purpose. Even those 

things left behind… even those things forgotten.” His words dripped with an ancient, 

horrible wisdom. “Look closely, my dear, and you shall see the purpose of those that came 

before you.” 



The candle’s light flickered, casting strange, moving shadows across the room. Slowly, she 

noticed more dolls emerging from the corners, crawling, their limbs jerking and twisting as 

if guided by unseen strings. She recognized them: one held a piece of cloth from her mother’s 

favorite dress, another wore her brother’s old shirt. Each doll bore fragments of her life, 

small pieces she had thought lost or abandoned over the years. 

The Doll Maker laughed, a wet, rattling sound that echoed through the room. “I am the 

keeper of all things forgotten, the maker of memories discarded and dreams lost.” His words 

crawled under her skin, leaving a deep, abiding chill. 

The dolls crept closer, their button eyes trained on her with an eerie intensity. Lydia’s hand 

shook as she reached for the cloth, desperate to cover the mirror, to end this nightmare. But 

before she could move, her reflection’s voice broke through again. 

“Leaving so soon?” it asked, with that ghastly grin. “But you haven’t even met yourself yet.” 

With those words, her own face began to shift, twisting and contorting. Her skin grew 

mottled, her eyes sunken and hollow, her mouth stretched into a silent scream. It was like 

watching herself decay, piece by piece, layer by layer, until there was nothing left but a 

lifeless, empty shell. 

And then she felt it: a pull, a slow tugging at her chest, as if invisible threads were wrapping 

around her heart, binding her, tethering her to the reflection. She tried to scream, but no 

sound escaped her lips. 



“You will make a fine addition to my collection,” the Doll Maker whispered, his hand reaching 

through the glass. It felt cold and hard as it touched her cheek, its grip tightening as it 

pulled her closer, her face inches from the twisted, grinning figure. 

In a final act of desperation, Lydia reached for the candle, tipping it over. The flame hissed as 

it met the floor, casting the room into darkness. She scrambled to cover the mirror, her 

breath heaving, her heart pounding. The room was silent, deathly silent. 

When she finally dared to open her eyes, she was alone. The mirror stood before her, still 

covered, and the dolls lay scattered on the floor, limp and lifeless. 

But as she stood to leave, a faint whisper brushed against her ear. She turned slowly, staring 

at the mirror. 

From beneath the cloth, her own voice murmured back at her, soft and distant, as though it 

were trapped inside. 

“Do you like your new home, Lydia?” 

The voice laughed, low and mocking. She stepped back, her heart sinking, and for the first 

time, she felt the cold, creeping realization settle in her bones. 

She was trapped. trapped in the Doll Maker’s reflection, with only her dolls to keep her 

company. 
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