
Room 814

By: Alexander Martin

Copyright 2023 Alexander Martin

Author Note:

This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. All characters depicted in this work of fiction are eighteen years of age or older. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Demon World: Room 418

Sign up for Alistair Sutherland's Mailing List

Also By Alistair Sutherland

About the Author

“Hi,” I said, approaching the desk.

“Hello sir, how can I help you?” the lady behind the desk asked in her perky voice.

“Room 814,” I said as I put my suitcase on the floor.

“Uh,” she said as she looked over at her manager.

“Yes,” the tall man said as he approached me and told the lady to attend to the others behind me.

“Room 814 is off limits to the public, and frankly none of our staff go near it,” the man said.

“I know,” I sighed as I put my credentials on the desk.

“Ah,” the man said as he read my business card and the paper documents.

I worked for a well-known paranormal paper that did interviews and articles on the supernatural. My specialty was finding out if somewhere was truly haunted.

I have visited many places. Insane asylums, historic plantations, and even a haunted playground. I found that people’s imagination always got the better of them in these places, leading them to believe a creaky door was called a poltergeist or lose wiring was spirit activity. I had yet to find evidence of any kind of haunting anywhere.

“Well, you’ve come to the right place,” he smiled.

“We’ll see,” I shrugged.

At the age of fifty-six, I had seen the world, gone to places no man should go, and seen things that would make people never leave the safety of their house, none of which were paranormal, just the evil of the living.

The manager swiftly led me to the old-style elevator; this hotel was built in the late fifties, and most of its charm was keeping its decorative features with a modern twist.

He pulled the gate closed as the elevator went up.

“Do you know the story of the room?” the manager asked.

“Yes,” I said, staring at him. “I am sorry, I don’t mean to be rude, but I just flew in from Austria where I spent two weeks in a non-haunted hostel, I just want to get to the room and get some sleep.”

“Sleep,” the manager laughed. “I don’t think you will be getting any of that,” he smiled as we walked down the hallway.

We stopped at the end of the hall. “Here it is,” he smiled as he handed me the key.

I took them and headed for the door. “First,” the manager said as he motioned to the papers on the wall.

“Ah, yes,” I shook my head.

The usual papers to sign in case anything should happen to me. I signed them all, which was quite lengthy, more than my typical papers.

“It was nice seeing you,” the manager said. “Remember once you close the door you are on your own.”

“I will see you in the morning,” I said as I put the key in the door.

“No, you won’t,” the manager smirked. “No one will see you again.”

I shook my head. “Idiot,” I said as I entered the room.

There was nothing about the room that said it was haunted, just a small room with a single bed and plain white paint. 

“Thought so,” I said, putting my suitcase down and taking out the clothes I would wear to bed.

All I wanted to do was lie down.

The bathroom was clean for a change; many old hotels had dirty bathrooms with rust stains everywhere.

“Of course,” I said as I stared at the mirror and caught a flash of something moving behind me. When I turned around, there was nothing there.

So it begins, I thought, as the manager and his co-workers were undoubtedly pulling the strings that would make me believe this room was haunted.

A lightbulb in the next room that dimmed on and off would make anyone looking in the mirror think they just saw someone, while it was only your eye adjusting on and off to the lightbulb.

I returned to the bedroom and found my suitcase packed and by the door.

“Nope,” I shook my head. “Not going to make leave that easily,” I shook my head.

Even the clothes I had put on the bed were neatly folded and put back into my suitcase as I had unpacked them.

“Nice touch,” I smiled.

I got changed and lay down on the bed. I heard the door to the closet opening. I looked up and saw a lady’s face peeking out of it.

“Emma, I presume,” I said to the lady, who only had her head showing.

The blonde pin-up nodded back at me.

Emma Carlton was a pin-up model back in the day; she modeled by night and was a lady of the night when the lights turned off.

The rumor was that she took a man’s life in this room, a man who didn’t satisfy her sexually. She went next door and tried to have sex with a woman she also killed in this room. 

When the authorities came, she killed herself before they could take her. Now she haunted this room. Supposedly.

“Well, Emma,” I said as I didn’t believe anything I saw. “I would like to get some sleep, before I leave tomorrow, so if you would kindly go back through your trap door and leave me alone.”

Emma shook her head but then disappeared back into the closet.

I sighed and got up and went to the closet. I smirked as there was nothing in there, no clothes, no space for someone to hide. 

I banged on the thin wall looking for the trap door that led to the other room where, no doubt, a blonde woman posing as Emma had just exited.

“Hmm,” I said as I found nothing. “Must only open from the other side.”

I went to the hallway to see what room number was next door. I found none; this room was at the end of the hall. For someone to go through that part of the wall, they must be outside.

“Shaft,” I said as I went back into the room. There had to be a narrow shaft that led up and down; that’s how they got into the room to do what they did.

I tripped over my suitcase as it was by the door again. 

“Okay enough, with the damn suitcase! I am not leaving!” I shouted as I put it back in the corner.

I was getting tired, so I lay back down. 

“Emma! I swear if that’s you again,” I said as I sat back up to see her blonde head sticking out of the same closet. “I am not scared, so you can quit it.”

Emma nodded and went back inside.

“Finally,” I said as I started to fall asleep.

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


“Told you I will see you in the morning,” I smiled at the manager.

“You proved me wrong,” he said, still wearing the same clothes as last night.

“It was a nice try, though,” I said. “The moaning, and the lights, but it’s all tricks that I already have seen.”

“We couldn’t fool you,” the manager said.

I flew home, wrote about my experience to the higher-ups, and talked to Eddie, my editor. My wife Wilma was still visiting her mom, who was sick, so she wasn't home.

“Just another lame hotel,” I said as I lay on my bed. “Wish they would send me somewhere exotic next time, maybe near a beach.”

I fell asleep quickly.

“Fuck it’s cold, I thought I....” I woke up to find myself back in the hotel room.

My suitcase and its contents were sprawled all over the small room.

“No,” I thought as I remembered the walk to the elevator and the talk with the manager.

I even talked to my editor after I finished my article.

Emma giggled from her spot in the closet.

“How?” I asked.

I remembered feeling the door handle to my house, going inside, showering, and heading to bed. All of it I remembered vividly. I even waved at Winston, my neighbor, as I entered my house.

“Fine,” I said. “I want to talk to your manager about these games!” I said as I rushed for the closet.

Emma giggled right until the moment I opened the door. She was gone.

How could she disappear so fast?

I quickly tore at the carpet inside the closet; there was no trap door, no sign of a line or crack that showed a way down.

Emma giggled from outside the closet.

“Safe trip,” Emma said as she slammed the door.

I started falling into pure darkness, with no light anywhere.

I screamed and tried to stop myself from falling, but there was nothing to stop me, nothing to grip, or any sign of anything that would stop me. It was pure nothingness. It felt like hours had passed, and I was still falling; I couldn’t see anything.

“Had enough?” Emma asked.

“Yes!” I yelled.

“Bottom floor!” Emma yelled.

“Fuck!” I said, slamming onto the floor of the closet.

I pushed open the door of the closet, and there I was on the bed sleeping.

“A dream?” I asked as I looked at myself still in bed. The suitcase was in its place, nice and neat, in the corner where I had originally left it. There I was on the bed, snoring away.

I walked over to myself. It was a strange feeling looking down at myself. I had never felt like this. No one would know how they would feel looking at themselves sleeping.

“Wake up,” I said, seeing my eyes closed.

I didn’t stir or move. “Wake up!” I said, shoving myself. “Wake the fuck up!” I said, pushing myself even harder.

I woke up quickly; I was in bed, staring at the wall. The suitcase and everything were still sprawled on the floor.

“Fuck this,” I said as I got up.

Emma giggled from the small chair in the corner.

I could see her clearly now.

Emma was dressed in a black cocktail dress from the fifties with white polka dots all over it. She was good-looking, jaw-dropping, if I had to say. What was even more impressive was her large bust and long legs.

“Had enough already?” Emma pouted.

“Fuck you!” I said as I went to the door.

“Fine! All you have to do is leave,” Emma shrugged.

I opened the door only to see the inside of the room. 

“But what door
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