
[image: ]

Table of Contents

Title Page

Evangelism: Season One

Episode One: The Crack

Episode Two: Terms and Conditions

Flashback: What Broke the Heat

Episode Three: Open Cases

Episode Four: The Kind Ones

Episode  Five: Room to Room

Episode  Six: He Always Answered

Episode  Seven: Unclaimed Winnings

Episode  Eight: The Dustman

Episode  Nine: The Anchor

Episode  Ten: By Candle and Charcoal

Episode  Eleven: Smoke Memory

Episode  Twelve: The Anchor

Episode  Thirteen: Bad Seed

Episode  Fourteen: Inheritance

Episode  Fifteen: The Knock Twice Rule

Episode  Sixteen: The Book of Smoke

Episode  Seventeen: Before the Lock Was Made

Episode  Eighteen: Spiral Logic

Episode  Nineteen: The Shape Behind the Spiral

Episode  Twenty: The Ones Who Opened It


[image: ]
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Episode One: The Crack
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The door cracked open again last Thursday, just after 2:11 a.m., and Curtis had been awake. His night shifts at the plant left his nerves tight and his stomach full of sour gas station coffee. The apartment on Red Elk Avenue wheezed and creaked like it was exhaling in its sleep. He sat on the couch with one sock on and one off, his legs stretched toward the glow of the muted television. Then came the sound. Not a floorboard or the groan of pipes, but something slower, older, more deliberate. The front door. He stared at it from the hallway. It wasn’t open—not really. Just cracked. An inch, maybe less. But through that inch poured light so wrong it made his breath catch. It looked like noon outside. Bright and full. Like a fresh summer day just waiting to be stepped into. But it was past two in the morning. There wasn’t a sun anywhere near that sky.

Curtis stood. The silence around him had a weight to it now, the way the world gets quiet before a car crash. He stepped forward. The crack pulled at him, not with wind or sound, but with something deeper—like the space beyond it was looking back. Then a voice came through, soft, ragged, familiar. “Help... please...” A woman’s voice. He froze. It sounded like Rachel. His sister. Dead for three years now, taken fast and unfair by a car that never stopped. “Rachel?” he said, almost choking. No answer. Just that daylight glow, waiting. He reached toward the knob.

Then three sharp knocks exploded behind him. He spun around—nothing. The hallway was still. When he turned back, the crack was gone. The door shut. The deadbolt slid in place on its own. He hadn’t touched a thing.

Dr. Lansing lived up on the ridge, a couple miles past where the street signs gave up. Folks in Grief Hollow didn’t like talking about him. He’d once been a professor at some university up north, but ended up in the woods with a busted chimney, a shack wired together with copper and tape, and a collection of books that smelled like rotting parchment. No one knew where the big one came from—the one with the cover like stitched leather and the pages that left black dust on your fingertips—but Lansing swore it was real. He opened it again that night with fingers that trembled and a breath that whistled between his back teeth. The book crackled as it opened, the paper shedding flakes like old bark. Wind pushed through the broken glass of his window and flipped the page on its own.

The section it landed on was headed The Door That Shows False Day, written in a script like spider legs dipped in ash. Lansing squinted. He hadn’t seen this page before. He muttered as he read: “When the door opens not by hand, but by longing, by loss, or by guilt, the Spirit steps forward, dressed in the masks of mercy.” He grunted. Sounded about right. He reached under the floorboards and pulled out a dented tin. Inside: an old Army flask full of rubbing alcohol. Not to drink—he poured a bit on the page. The hidden ink hissed and rose up like smoke, revealing more text beneath the chant. “To stop it, burn not the door, but the breath behind it. Oil blessed in trust, or spirits burned fast—through the crack, throw wrath, not reason.”

He underlined that last bit: through the crack. Not after. Not before. Through. Lansing’s eyes narrowed. “Damn fool town,” he muttered. “They think locking it is enough.”

Curtis didn’t sleep. The next morning he asked around, cautiously, but most folks gave him the same hollow look or waved him off. Except for Ms. Delma, who ran the laundry mat by the gas station. She was old enough to remember when Grief Hollow still had street fairs and door-to-door mail. “You seen the crack, didn’t you?” she said without even looking up from her folding. Curtis froze. “I’ve seen it too,” she whispered. “Looks like summer in the dead of night. Then it talks to you. Makes you want to open it.” He cleared his throat. “What happens if you do?” She paused, folding a towel, then said softly, “Your house forgets you.” “What?” he asked, thinking he misheard. “Room by room. Memory by memory. Until even your reflection won’t look at you. You stop existing before you die.”

Curtis left her laundry basket full and walked home slow.

Curtis sat at the kitchen table for most of that day, staring at the front door. The knob was clean, ordinary, dull with fingerprint grease. There was nothing special about the hinges or the little gap at the bottom where cold air sometimes snuck in during winter. But now, every little creak the door made—every whimper of shifting wood—sounded like an invitation. He considered duct-taping the seam. Hammering it shut. Burning it down. But what if that made it worse? What if sealing it was what the thing wanted?

By evening, he’d convinced himself he’d imagined it all. He set his dinner down—instant noodles with a chunk of canned chicken—and tried to watch some rerun sitcoms, but the canned laughter made him feel like something was mocking him. That’s when the power blinked out.

He stood slowly, already knowing where he’d end up.

The hallway was darker than it should’ve been. The moon was out, but somehow not making it through the windows. He approached the door again, heart thudding so hard he could feel it behind his eyes.

It was cracked open.

Only this time, it wasn’t daylight pouring through—it was fog. White, low, rolling like smoke from under the door and curling into the seams of the hallway. It moved like it had weight, like it was feeling its way in.

A soft voice came through, but not one Curtis recognized. “Detective?” it asked. “Are you still investigating the Hollow murders?”

Curtis stepped back. “What?”

“I have information. I need protection,” the voice said. Female, crisp, almost polite. “I can’t stay out here. Someone’s following me.”

Curtis’s mouth went dry. He wasn’t a detective. He’d never even been to college. “You got the wrong place,” he called out. “Wrong person.”

“Please.” The voice trembled now, changing tone like a bad actor trying on new lines. “They’ll hurt me.”

The fog thickened, curling up the hallway and into the living room like the whole house was sinking underwater. Something about the way the light hit the edge of the cracked door made Curtis feel like someone was standing right there, face just beyond the gap, watching through it with eyes that never blinked.

He stepped forward again.

Then he remembered Ms. Delma’s voice: You stop existing before you die.

He ran to the kitchen, flung open the drawer, and pulled out the bottle of cooking rum he used on holidays. It wasn’t holy oil. It wasn’t blessed. But it was flammable and angry, and that might be enough. He stuffed a rag in the neck, twisted the cap off, and lit the end on the stove’s gas burner. It caught with a puff of blue fire.

Curtis stood ten feet from the door, holding the flame with trembling hands. “I don’t know what you are,” he whispered. “But I’m not opening it.”

The voice changed. It dropped the female tone. It became flat. Cold. Like someone reading a sentence backwards.

“You already did.”

The door slammed shut. So did every window in the apartment. The fog disappeared all at once, like a breath sucked back into a throat.

Curtis stood there until the flame burned too low to hold.

Up in the hills, Dr. Lansing was on the radio.

It was a two-way, short-range unit patched together from parts he’d taken off a ham radio and an old military intercom. He flipped the switch. “Anybody down there listenin’? Anybody in town had a door open lately?” Static. Then a soft click.

He scratched at the side of his head where the scar ran through his hairline like a lightning strike. “You hear me, Hollow? One of you’s triggered it. You got a crack? Throw it shut. If it talks—don’t.”

He waited, listened. Nothing.

He opened the book again. The page he’d marked earlier had changed. More lines had appeared, faint and recent-looking, like the ink had only now dried.


“It learns each time.
The mask it wears tomorrow is made from today’s doubt.
Those who delay become its skin.”

Lansing stood slowly and looked at the wall where the newspaper clippings were pinned: old obits, missing persons, reports of houses burned from the inside out. The Hollow had been haunted a long time, but this was different. This was the crack.

And it was learning.
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Episode Two: Terms and Conditions
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Officer Lorna Stokes had been on patrol when the dispatcher called her back to the station. “They want you on the debrief,” she said. “Apparently there’s language going around now—chief wants it cleaned up.”

When Lorna got there, the others were already seated. Chief Greevey stood in front of a dry erase board with two words circled at the top: THE EVANGELIST. Below it, someone had scrawled crack door reports, delusions, code black entries x4.

“We’re not calling it the crack anymore,” he said. “It sounds like drugs, and it’s turning into a joke on social media. People are making memes.”

Lorna raised an eyebrow. “And calling it The Evangelist is better?”

Greevey tapped the marker against the board. “It’s what the reports keep saying. This... voice. This presence. It doesn’t force its way in—it asks. It wants you to open the door voluntarily. So call it what it wants to be called.” He shrugged. “If it wants to pretend to be something holy, let’s see how it handles accountability.”

The room fell quiet.

Lorna flipped through the incident files. Curtis Sandler’s report was thin—he hadn’t opened the door. But others had. Four this month alone. All missing. No signs of struggle, just the same weird phrases written in the log: “door cracked on its own,” “daylight at night,” “someone I knew outside,” and the final one that chilled her: “I believed them.”

She closed the folder.

That night, across town, Colby Rawls lit the joint he wasn’t supposed to have. He sat on the back steps of his mother’s rental duplex, bare feet on cool cement, staring into the yard. His phone buzzed. Some kid from school had sent him a video called DOOR_TRUTH.MOV.

He opened it. The video showed a living room much like his—shaky cam footage, grainy from bad lighting. A voice said, “It’s 2:17 a.m. There’s daylight outside my door. Watch.”

The camera turned. The door stood slightly open. Through the crack: clean blue sky, green grass, the faint echo of birdsong. A soft voice called out, “Hey... I think I dropped my phone. Can you help me?”

Colby snorted. “Fake.”

The kid on the video didn’t open the door. He walked away. The footage cut out.

Colby, already high, looked at his own door. It was closed.

Then it wasn’t.

The crack showed just a hairline of brightness. It looked like the Fourth of July outside—hazy sunlight, maybe some smoke. Then he heard it.

“I think I dropped my phone,” a voice said. A different one. Male. Tired. Familiar.

Colby frowned. “Uncle Brent?”

Uncle Brent had died in a mine shaft collapse when Colby was nine.

He got up, stumbled toward the door. No fear. No chill. Just curiosity, soft and buzzing in his bones.

The voice got closer, warmer. “Can you see it? Just right there. By the step.”

Colby leaned forward, squinting through the crack. He thought he saw a shape—barefoot, crouched. The sun behind it made the edges blur.

He reached for the knob.

Down the road, Dr. Lansing’s radio popped and hissed. He sat bolt upright. Not static—voice. It came through soft, mechanical, distorted.

“Third house past the post office,” the voice whispered. “Boy opens the door. Skin will wrinkle, peel, forget. He will smell like himself and not belong.”

Lansing grabbed a map and circled the address.

“Too late for you,” the voice on the radio added.

But Lansing was already lacing up his boots.

The door creaked open, just a little more. Colby didn’t mean to touch it—he told himself that later, as the story shifted in his memory, but the truth was his fingers brushed the knob. A chill passed through it, like static off a sweater, but colder. Hungrier. Something thudded outside, like a dropped box or someone stepping off a curb with too much weight. The voice came again.

“I dropped my phone,” it said, but now it had no accent. No breath. It sounded like a recording someone was dragging backwards through a cracked speaker. Then it laughed—soft, uneven. It mimicked his voice.

Colby backed up, too slowly. The door opened an inch more.

What he saw wasn’t outside.

The space beyond the crack wasn’t a yard or a porch anymore. It was tight. Wooden walls curved inward, covered in handprints and phone chargers melted into
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