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Urban legends. Stories passed down from generation to generation. Where they began is often a mystery, but one thing’s for certain, they continue to instill fear and curiosity. From the local haunted house at the end of the street, to creatures that lurk in the shadows. Every town has them. Every city and every state. Every piece of land holds a story, a legend. For the curious adventurer these legends are challenges. To teens they invite dares, something only the brave dig into. No matter who seeks them out the truth may be scarier than the tales that reeled them in.
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To Mark and Sam it was just another weekend. The door wasn’t too far from Sam’s house. They’d heard the stories. They figured, why not check it out, it’s only a door after all. What’s the harm?

The building the door was a part of sat in an old, abandoned part of the Main Street area of Dark Pine. Tucked away through a dense forest of shrubs and overgrowth, it loomed over what was left of its old parking lot. The boys had heard of the door from classmates and parents throughout the years. Some said it was a portal to another dimension. Most agreed it was only a door, more than likely left over from a catwalk that was either taken down or lost to time. What everyone knew though, was that anyone who went looking for the door rarely made it back, and the few who did were never the same.

No one really knew what happened within the building itself. At one point it had been a warehouse. At another it was home to the homeless before the shelter was built. Yet somehow, somewhere along its timeline, the door became its only identifier. Before the new shelter was built further into town, there were reports of people going missing. At the time it was assumed that these people just went their own way, maybe they wandered off in the middle of the night. After the shelter opened though, that’s when the legend started. Locals started daring each other to venture in. Attempts to stay the night became popular. It was the new hangout for the kids, until more people started to disappear.

It started with one or two kids here and there. Officers explained it away calling them runaways. While the parents didn’t agree, they reluctantly gave in over time. Eventually, the first story of the door claiming a victim emerged one night after a group of high schoolers dared each other to stay the night. They were getting ready for the night in one of the second-floor rooms when one of their friends noticed the door along the wall. They called out to the group, joking about the drop when the others heard the door open and close. When they called out to their friend and there was no response they went to check. He was gone. Nowhere to be seen. They checked the whole building, calling out to him in hopes it was all a bad joke to no avail. He was gone and so were they. They booked it out of the building and rushed to the police who wrote them off as another group of local pranksters. When their friend never showed the next day for school and they’d all been called into the main office during second period, they knew what had happened.

Since then, it’d become a local legend, “The Door to Nowhere” is what they called it. The stories didn’t stop more kids from taking the challenge to stay the night. They all wanted to know if it was true. Luckily, most were too afraid to approach the door, but that didn’t keep more disappearances from happening. Like most kids before them Sam and Mark gave into their curiosity. It couldn’t be true, right?

Pushing their way through the brush, Sam and Mark started their journey towards the building. Two kids that were told not to go near the building, and you know what happens when you tell someone not to do something.

“Are you sure about this?” Sam asked, shoving a branch out of his way, trying to keep up with Mark.

“We’ve gone over this, Sam. It’s gonna be fine,” Mark said, powering ahead. “Are you really gonna chicken out now? Come on!”

The two ducked and dodged low hanging branches, nearly tripping over sprawling roots and lumps of grass that grew through the old, cracked concrete.

Sam finally caught up to his friend. “I’m not chickening out,” he insisted. “It’s just…you know the stories.”

Holding back some brush to see through to figure out the best path forward, Mark kept his eyes ahead as he responded. “Yeah, and you’re dumb enough to believe ‘em.”

“Then what happened to everyone?” Sam nervously snapped back.

Mark turned back to his friend. “You know what happened. They left. There’s no way anything actually happened to them.” He turned back to the clearing he made. “We’re almost there. Let’s go.”

With a sigh of defeat Sam followed after. Crouching through a small tunnel of branches, the two made their way to a clearing that opened up, revealing a rusted chain link fence. On the other side, towering over them, was the old building. Two stories up the door sat, its green paint chipped and flaking, nothing beneath it but a clear drop to the ground below. The two stood there in silence and awe.

Clearing his throat, Mark gave a nervous laugh to break the tension. “There it is,” he said as the reality of the whole thing set in. “It’s just a door. I’m gonna walk up there, open it, and you’re just gonna walk away disappointed.”

The two walked over to a hole in the fence that surrounded the old warehouse. Mark crouched down and crawled through, dirt and gravel crunching beneath his hands and feet as he made his way through.

“So, you really wanna go up there?” Sam asked, crawling his way through once Mark made it to the other side.

Mark looked up at the door in the warehouse wall, his confidence waning, but he refused to show it. “Yeah. It’s just a door. There’s nothing to worry about.” Pulling out his phone he looked back at Sam. “Get ready.”

He walked up the steps to the front door, it was barely hanging onto the hinges. A board covered in graffiti lay on the ground from previous brave souls that came here before them. Stepping into the threshold, Mark disappeared into the dark of the warehouse leaving Sam outside ready to see him open the door to nowhere.

Sam stood a good ten feet from the building with his eyes on the door above him. Phone out, he called Mark. “So, you ready?”

“Yup. It’s right in front of me. Ready for me to prove you wrong?”

Sam sighed and chuckled, “Yeah, go ahead. Open the door and let’s see who’s wrong.”

The ground was littered with old newspapers and garbage that had been worn and torn from the weather. On the side of the warehouse were some old missing persons flyers taped up and rippled from the rain. It was just a rumor. No one truly believed the door was a portal. But so many people had gone missing. Supposedly they all came here for the same reason, to open the door. No one had ever actually opened it. It was probably just locked. But what if it was true? What if it really was a portal?

“Alright, I’m about to turn the handle,” Mark said over the phone. “Get ready for the photo op there, Sammy.”

Sam stood there ready to see the door open.

Nothing.

Sam gave it a second, waiting for anything. This had to be a joke. “Mark, come on. Quit joking around and open the door.”

“It is open. I’m looking right at you.”

Nerves started getting the better of him. “Mark, quit it. Just open the door. This isn’t funny.”

“Sam, I mean it. It’s open. You’re looking right at me. If anyone’s gotta quit joking around it’s you.”

The door was closed. No sign of Mark. Just the closed door. Dread covered Sam’s face. He held the phone up to his ear and ran inside. “I’m coming in. Just stay where you are.”

That’s how it happened.

That’s how it always happened.

They hear about the door, the missing people. They want to see it for themselves.

Sometimes a door is just a door. It just doesn’t always lead to where you expect it to.
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The tower was a historic landmark, the center of the old town before it uprooted, moving to a bigger clearing to become the Dark Pine of today. The old town had been left to time, untouched by humans and worn by the elements. Grass overgrown. Trees took over the few homes that still surrounded the tower. Other homes left abandoned. Roads, the few there were, now broken down.

Now the tower, or what’s left of it, watched over a ghost town in every sense of the term. But it holds more than history. To the people in Dark Pine it’s become another urban legend of sorts. Inside the tower a staircase spirals up the center. Unlike the walls that surround it, the stairs have remained seemingly untouched and intact. The building once stood as a watch tower and town hall when the town first formed. Now it sits as a reminder of what was and has become a popular haunt for the brave to venture.

The stairs, you see, were so perfectly preserved that people have become drawn to them. Peeking over the remaining walls the stairs almost seem to watch you. Over the years people have tried to climb them. Some reported hearing footsteps behind them when they were the only ones on them. Others reported hearing tapping on the railing. But some claim that it’s haunted by the spirit of a woman who supposedly fell from the steps one day on a dare to spend
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