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Chapter 1 - The Room Above the Rain
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Rain had been falling over Blackwater since morning.

Not heavy enough to flood the streets, but steady enough to make the entire town look exhausted.

The bus moved slowly through the coastal highway while gray fog drifted over the cliffs beside the ocean. Water slid down the scratched window beside Adrian Cross, blurring the distant lights of fishing docks and abandoned buildings.

He had not slept properly in two days.

Maybe three.

He honestly could not remember anymore.

The old leather bag near his feet contained almost everything he still owned: a few clothes, a notebook, a camera that barely worked, and an envelope folded too many times.

The envelope was the reason he came here.

Blackwater.

A town nobody visited unless they had a reason.

Or nowhere else to go.

The bus finally stopped beside a narrow terminal illuminated by weak fluorescent lights. The sign above the building flickered endlessly.

BLACKWATER STATION.

A few passengers stepped off silently. Nobody spoke much. Even the driver looked eager to leave.

Adrian grabbed his bag and stepped into the cold evening rain.

The air smelled like salt, wet concrete, and cigarette smoke.

Somewhere nearby, waves crashed against the harbor rocks.

He pulled his jacket tighter and looked around.

The town looked older than he imagined.

Buildings stood close together beside narrow streets shining under rainwater. Neon signs buzzed softly above bars, diners, and convenience stores that seemed trapped somewhere twenty years in the past.

Blackwater did not look alive.

It looked preserved.

Like a memory nobody wanted to touch.

Adrian walked across the empty terminal parking lot and stopped beneath a flickering streetlamp. He opened the folded envelope carefully.

Inside was an old photograph.

A motel hallway.

Dim lights.

Red carpet.

A single black door at the end.

On the back, written in faded ink:

Room 214.
Blackwater Motel.
Nothing else.

No sender.

No explanation.

Only that.

For nearly four years, Adrian had kept the photo hidden inside a drawer in his apartment. He tried forgetting it. Tried throwing it away once.

But every time he looked at it, something inside him twisted.

Because the handwriting belonged to his older brother.

Daniel Cross.

A man officially declared dead three years ago.

Adrian stared at the photo for a moment longer before sliding it back into the envelope.

The rain became heavier.

He exhaled slowly and started walking.

The motel was not difficult to find.

Everybody in town seemed to know where it was.

An old cashier at a convenience store had pointed down Harbor Street without even asking questions.

“That place still open?” the man muttered afterward.

Adrian pretended not to hear.

The farther he walked from the terminal, the quieter the streets became.

Most stores were already closed despite the early hour. Music drifted faintly from somewhere distant, mixed with the sound of rainwater flowing through gutters.

At the end of the street stood the motel.

The sign above it glowed weakly in blue neon.

BLACKWATER MOTEL.

One letter no longer worked.

The building itself looked worn by decades of storms. Paint peeled from the walls. Several windows remained dark.

Yet somehow the motel still stood there stubbornly, as if refusing to disappear.

Adrian climbed the short steps toward the office entrance.

A bell above the door rang softly when he entered.

Warm air brushed against his face.

The lobby was small and dimly lit. Old lamps cast yellow light across faded wallpaper and wooden floors scratched by time.

A radio behind the counter played quiet jazz through static.

For a moment, nobody appeared.

Then a woman emerged from a doorway behind the desk.

She looked around Adrian’s age. Dark hair tied loosely behind her head. Gray sweater. Calm eyes that immediately studied him without expression.

“Checking in?” she asked.

Her voice was soft but carried a tiredness that matched the town outside.

Adrian nodded once.

“One room. Maybe for a few days.”

The woman reached for an old registry book.

“You have luggage?”

“That’s all.”

She glanced briefly at the bag near his feet.

“Not many tourists this season.”

“I’m not a tourist.”

Something unreadable crossed her face.

“Right.”

The radio crackled softly behind them.

Adrian looked around the lobby again. Old clocks hung on the wall, though two had stopped completely. Beside the staircase stood a vending machine humming quietly.

Everything felt strangely frozen.

As if time moved differently inside the motel.

“What’s your name?” the woman asked.

“Adrian Cross.”

She paused slightly after hearing it.

Not enough for most people to notice.

But Adrian did.

The woman lowered her eyes toward the registry book and wrote something carefully.

Then she reached beneath the counter and picked up a room key attached to a faded black tag.

“Room 214.”

Adrian looked at the number.

For a second, the entire lobby seemed quieter.

“That room still available?” he asked before thinking.

The woman slowly lifted her gaze toward him.

“Should it not be?”

Adrian hesitated.

“No. Forget it.”

She walked around the counter and handed him the key.

“I’m Evelyn, by the way.”

Their fingers touched briefly.

Cold.

“Adrian.”

“I know.”

Silence settled awkwardly for a moment.

Then Evelyn stepped aside slightly and pointed toward the staircase.

“Second floor. End of the hallway.”

Adrian nodded and grabbed his bag.

As he started toward the stairs, Evelyn suddenly spoke again.

“Most people here keep their curtains closed at night.”

Adrian looked back.

“Why?”

She leaned lightly against the counter.

“The ocean storms get loud.”

There was something strange about the way she said it.

Like that was not the real reason.

But before Adrian could ask anything else, Evelyn had already returned behind the desk.

The staircase creaked beneath every step.

The second floor hallway looked almost identical to the photograph in his envelope.

Dim lights.

Red carpet.

Long shadows stretching across peeling walls.

Adrian stopped walking.

His chest tightened.

Every detail matched perfectly.

Even the black door at the end.

Room 214.

Rain tapped softly against nearby windows.

For several seconds he simply stood there staring.

Then slowly, he approached the room.

The key turned harder than expected.

The door opened with a low creak.

The room smelled faintly of dust and cold air.

Small.

Old.

A bed beside the wall. Wooden desk near the window. Flickering lamp. Bathroom door slightly open.

Nothing unusual.

And yet...

Something about the room immediately felt wrong.

Not dangerous.

Just familiar.

Adrian stepped inside carefully and closed the door behind him.

The sound echoed more than it should have.

He placed his bag beside the bed and walked toward the rain-covered window.

Outside, Blackwater glowed beneath neon reflections and fog.

Cars moved slowly through distant streets.

Far away near the harbor, a lighthouse beam swept across the ocean.

Adrian rubbed his tired eyes.

Maybe he had made a mistake coming here.

Maybe grief had finally pushed him too far.

For years he had searched for answers about Daniel’s death, only to find contradictions, missing reports, and silence.

Then came the photograph.

No explanation.

No return address.

Just this motel.

This room.

A quiet knock suddenly echoed from somewhere nearby.

Adrian froze.

Another knock.

Not from his door.

From the wall beside the bed.

Three slow taps.

He stared at the wallpaper silently.

The room next door remained quiet afterward.

Probably old pipes, he told himself.

Nothing more.

He exhaled slowly and sat on the edge of the bed.

The mattress sank heavily beneath him.

Rain continued outside.

His eyes drifted toward the wooden desk near the window.

Something rested on top of it.

Adrian frowned.

He was certain the desk had been empty before.

Slowly, he stood up and walked closer.

A small object sat beneath the lamp.

An old silver lighter.

Worn by scratches.

His breathing stopped.

Because engraved across the metal surface were two initials.

D.C.

Daniel Cross.

Adrian grabbed the lighter immediately.

Cold metal pressed against his palm.

His brother’s lighter.

Impossible.

He remembered it clearly.

Daniel carried it everywhere for years despite never smoking.

Adrian looked toward the door instinctively.

The hallway outside remained silent.

A sudden uneasy feeling crawled through his chest.

Someone had been inside this room.

Recently.

Or worse—

someone knew he was coming.

The lamp above the desk flickered once.

Twice.

Then the room lights went out completely.

Darkness swallowed the room while thunder rolled somewhere beyond the ocean.

And from the other side of the wall beside him...

came three slow knocks again.

Darkness filled the room so suddenly that Adrian instinctively stepped backward.

The rain outside became louder without the hum of electricity.

For several seconds, the motel seemed completely dead.

No lights.

No radio.

No distant television sounds from neighboring rooms.

Only the ocean wind and the slow dripping of rainwater somewhere outside the window.

Then—

three knocks again.

Slow.

Measured.

From the other side of the wall.

Adrian stared toward the faded wallpaper beside the bed, his pulse beginning to rise.

The sound was too deliberate to be old pipes.

Someone was there.

He looked around until his eyes adjusted to the dark. The weak glow of neon signs outside barely illuminated the room in dull blue light.

The silver lighter remained clenched tightly in his hand.

Daniel’s lighter.

His brother had carried it for years despite quitting cigarettes long ago. Adrian remembered borrowing it once during a camping trip when they were younger.

The scratch near the corner.

The faded metal.

Even the small dent beside the hinge.

There was no mistake.

It belonged to Daniel.

A cold feeling settled heavily in Adrian’s stomach.

Another thunder roll shook the windows.

Then the hallway lights outside flickered faintly back to life beneath the door.

A few seconds later, electricity returned inside the room.

The lamp buzzed weakly overhead.

Adrian exhaled slowly without realizing he had been holding his breath.

The knocking stopped.

Silence again.

He walked carefully toward the wall beside the bed and pressed his hand against it.

Cold.

Nothing else.

No voices.

No movement.

He leaned closer.

“Hello?”

No answer came.

Only rain.

Adrian stepped back again, annoyed at himself for feeling nervous. He had spent too many sleepless nights chasing ghosts already.

Maybe someone in the next room accidentally hit the wall.

Maybe this entire town simply made ordinary things feel strange.

Still, his grip around the lighter tightened.

He slipped it carefully into his jacket pocket.

A quiet buzz came from the bedside table.

Adrian looked down.

An old motel telephone sat there beside a faded notepad.

The phone had not rung.

Yet the receiver trembled slightly with static.

Frowning, Adrian picked it up slowly.

For a moment he heard nothing except crackling interference.

Then a faint voice emerged.

“...don’t...”

Adrian stiffened.

“Hello?”

Static swallowed the sound again.

“...leave...”

The line suddenly died.

Silence.

Adrian lowered the receiver carefully back onto the phone.

His reflection stared at him faintly through the rain-covered window.

Tired eyes.

Unshaven face.

A man beginning to question his own mind.

He rubbed his forehead slowly.

“This place is unbelievable...”

A soft knock came from the door this time.

Adrian turned immediately.

Three normal knocks.

Not the wall.

The door.

He crossed the room and opened it cautiously.

Evelyn stood outside holding a small flashlight.

The hallway lights behind her flickered unevenly.

“Sorry,” she said quietly. “The power does this during storms.”

Adrian nodded once.

“I noticed.”

Her eyes drifted briefly toward the room behind him.

“You okay?”

The question sounded casual, but something in her expression suggested she already sensed the answer.

“I heard noises,” Adrian admitted.

Evelyn remained silent for a second.

“Old building.”

“From the next room.”

“That happens too.”

Not convincing.

Adrian studied her carefully.

“You say that like you’ve heard it before.”

For the first time, Evelyn looked slightly uncomfortable.

“People complain sometimes.”

“About knocking?”

“About many things.”

The hallway wind moved strands of hair across her face. She brushed them back absentmindedly.

For a moment neither spoke.

Then Evelyn lifted the flashlight slightly.

“There’s coffee downstairs if you want some. Storm usually keeps people awake.”

Adrian almost refused.

But staying alone inside the room suddenly sounded worse.

A few minutes later they sat across from each other in the motel lobby.

The rain hammered steadily against the windows while the old jazz radio played quietly again.

Evelyn placed two mugs onto the counter.

The coffee tasted bitter and overly strong.

Still warm.

Adrian wrapped both hands around the cup.

“You always work nights?” he asked.

“Mostly.”

“That sounds exhausting.”

Evelyn shrugged lightly.

“Nights are quieter.”

Adrian glanced around the empty lobby.

She was right about that.

The motel felt isolated from the rest of the world somehow. Like the storm outside had erased everything beyond its walls.

“How long have you worked here?” he asked.

“A while.”

“You answer everything like it’s classified information?”

A faint smile almost appeared on her face.

“Maybe.”

It was the first sign of warmth he had seen from her.

Small.

Gone quickly.

Adrian looked toward the old guest registry sitting near the counter.

“Does this place get many visitors?”

“Not anymore.”

“But it used to?”

Evelyn nodded once.

“Years ago Blackwater was different. More tourists. Fishing business was bigger too.”

“What happened?”

“People left.”

Simple answer.

But again, it sounded incomplete.

Adrian sipped his coffee quietly.

“You ever think about leaving too?”

This time Evelyn looked at him directly.

“Every winter.”

“And yet you stay.”

“So do you.”

Adrian lowered his eyes toward the mug.

Fair enough.

The rain softened slightly outside.

For a while they sat in silence listening to the radio static.

Then the motel entrance opened suddenly.

Cold wind rushed inside.

A man entered wearing a dark coat soaked from rainwater.

Late fifties maybe.

Tall, thin, unshaven.

He carried a guitar case in one hand and smelled faintly of cigarettes and seawater.

The man stopped after noticing Adrian.

His tired eyes narrowed slightly.

“Well,” he muttered. “Another one.”

Evelyn sighed softly.

“You’re late again, Vincent.”

“Storm flooded half the harbor road.”

Vincent placed the guitar case beside the wall and removed his wet coat slowly.

Only then did he glance properly at Adrian.

“You staying upstairs?”

Adrian nodded.

“Room 214.”

The reaction was immediate.

Vincent went completely still.

Even Evelyn’s expression tightened slightly.

The silence that followed felt heavy.

Finally Vincent laughed once.

Short.

Dry.

“Of course you are.”

Adrian frowned.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

Vincent ignored the question and walked toward the coffee pot.

“You should’ve given him another room,” he said quietly to Evelyn.

“He asked for that one.”

Vincent poured coffee into a chipped mug.

“People always do.”

Adrian stared at him.

“What exactly is wrong with that room?”

Vincent took a long drink before answering.

“Depends who you ask.”

“That’s not an answer.”

“No,” Vincent agreed. “It’s the safest one.”

Evelyn shot him a warning look.

But Vincent barely noticed.

He sat heavily near the radio and rubbed one hand across his tired face.

“You know the funny thing about this town?” he said suddenly.

Nobody answered.

Vincent continued anyway.

“Blackwater remembers people.”

The radio crackled softly beside him.

“Most towns forget eventually. People die, leave, disappear. Life moves on.” He looked toward the rain-covered window. “Not here.”

Adrian leaned slightly forward.

“What happened in Room 214?”

Vincent’s eyes shifted toward him again.

For the first time, Adrian noticed how exhausted the man truly looked.

Like someone who had spent years avoiding sleep.

“A girl disappeared there once,” Vincent said quietly.

Evelyn immediately spoke.

“Vincent.”

But he ignored her.

“About eight years ago. Tourists found the room empty in the morning. Door locked from inside. Window closed. No sign she ever left.”

Adrian felt the air around him grow colder.

“What happened to her?”

“Nobody knows.”

The lobby became silent except for the rain.

Vincent stared down into his coffee.

“After that, people started hearing things.”

Adrian glanced unconsciously toward the staircase leading upstairs.

“Knocking,” Vincent continued. “Voices. Phones ringing in empty rooms.”

Evelyn crossed her arms tightly.

“You’re drunk.”

“Not yet.”

“She doesn’t need another story.”

Vincent smiled faintly.

“He’s staying in 214. He deserves honesty.”

Adrian looked between them carefully.

“You really believe something’s wrong with that room?”

Vincent took another slow sip.

“I believe people carry things into places.” He tapped one finger against the mug. “Regret. Grief. Guilt. Some places just hold onto it better than others.”

The words settled strangely inside Adrian.

Because that was exactly how the room felt.

Like something unfinished lived there.

Suddenly the motel phone rang sharply behind the counter.

All three of them flinched slightly.

Evelyn walked over and picked it up.

“Blackwater Motel.”

Silence.

Her expression slowly changed.

“...What?”

Adrian watched carefully.

Evelyn’s eyes drifted toward him.

Then toward the staircase upstairs.

Very slowly, she lowered the receiver.

“What happened?” Adrian asked.

Evelyn looked pale now.

“That was from Room 214.”

A cold chill moved through Adrian immediately.

“That’s impossible.”

Evelyn nodded once.

“I know.”

Vincent stared toward the hallway without speaking.

The motel phone behind the counter began ringing again.

This time louder.

Sharper.

And when Evelyn hesitated instead of answering—

the phone inside Adrian’s room upstairs started ringing too.

The sound echoed faintly through the ceiling above them.

A telephone ringing somewhere upstairs.

Room 214.

Adrian stood immediately.

“That’s my room.”

Evelyn still stared at the phone in her hand as if unsure whether she should answer the second call ringing downstairs.

Vincent slowly lowered his coffee mug.

“Nobody else staying on the second floor?” Adrian asked.

Evelyn shook her head.

“Only you tonight.”

The phone upstairs continued ringing.

One long metallic tone after another.

Adrian grabbed his jacket from the chair.

“I’m going up.”

“Wait,” Evelyn said quickly.

But he was already moving toward the staircase.

The motel suddenly felt colder than before.

The hallway lights flickered weakly overhead while rain battered the windows at the far end of the corridor.

Behind him, he heard Evelyn following.

Vincent did not.

Adrian climbed the stairs two at a time until he reached the second floor.

The ringing became louder immediately.

Room 214 stood at the end of the hallway beneath dim yellow light.

The sound came from inside.

He stopped outside the door for half a second.

The ringing abruptly stopped.

Silence.

Adrian exchanged a quick glance with Evelyn behind him.

Neither spoke.

Then he unlocked the door carefully and stepped inside.

The room was exactly as they left it.

Lamp on.

Rain against the window.

Nothing moving.

But the telephone beside the bed sat slightly off the hook now.

Adrian slowly approached it.

“I didn’t touch that,” he muttered.

Evelyn remained near the doorway.

“I believe you.”

The receiver emitted faint static.

Adrian picked it up carefully.

For several seconds there was only interference.

Then—

breathing.

Very soft.

Barely audible.

A woman’s breathing.

Adrian froze.

“Hello?”

No response.

Only breathing.

Then the line crackled violently.

A whisper slipped through the static.

“...Adrian...”

His chest tightened instantly.

The voice was distorted.

Weak.

But unmistakably familiar.

He knew that voice.

Every muscle in his body went rigid.

“Daniel?”

The call disconnected immediately.

Dead silence filled the room.

Adrian stared at the receiver long after the tone disappeared.

Behind him, Evelyn spoke carefully.

“What did you hear?”

Adrian lowered the phone slowly.

For a moment he considered lying.

But something about the motel made dishonesty feel pointless.

“My brother.”

Evelyn’s expression shifted slightly.

“You mentioned him before?”

“No.”

“Then why would you think it was him?”

Adrian looked down at the lighter still resting in his pocket.

Because everything here keeps pointing back to Daniel.

But saying that aloud somehow sounded insane.

Instead he simply shook his head.

“I don’t know.”

The storm outside rumbled heavily again.

Evelyn stepped farther into the room now, her eyes quietly scanning the walls, the window, the desk.

Almost like she was checking whether something had changed.

“You’ve seen this happen before, haven’t you?” Adrian asked.

She remained silent.

“That phone downstairs,” he continued. “You weren’t surprised.”

Evelyn crossed her arms slowly.

“I’ve worked here long enough.”

“That’s not an answer.”

“No,” she admitted softly. “It isn’t.”

Adrian walked toward the window, frustrated.

Below them, Blackwater’s empty streets glowed beneath rain and neon reflections. The harbor lighthouse swept slowly across the ocean like a tired eye refusing sleep.

“I came here because of my brother,” Adrian said quietly.

Evelyn listened without interrupting.

“He died three years ago. At least that’s what police told me.” He laughed bitterly once. “No body. No witnesses. Just reports and signatures.”

The room remained still except for rainwater tapping against glass.

“Then a few months ago I received a photograph in the mail.” Adrian reached into his jacket and pulled out the folded envelope. “This place. This room.”

Evelyn studied the old photograph carefully after he handed it to
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