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📄 2️⃣ Dedication

To all those who have ever found themselves facing darkness...

To those who choose to seek light despite fear...

To the reader who gives the words life. To those who read in the dark and are not afraid that the letters will turn into whispers. To those who knocked on doors that should have been kept closed and went on despite the calls... To the hearts that know that fear is not weakness, but awareness of what is not seen.

Here is "you" who opened these pages,

​​And know that some doors open... Never close.

Welcome to the tale.

📄 3️⃣ Acknowledgments

I thank my family and friends who gave me strength in every moment of doubt.

I thank every reader who has given this novel their time and confidence.

To all of you... This is the story.

Zell Alhekaya - Sarah Salem

⚠️ Important Note

> "Some of the events of this novel may seem more familiar than you would like...

You passed by the same street, or heard a similar whisper in your house...

You may discover that what you are reading now is closer to the truth than you thought.

If you're not ready to face the darkness, close this book immediately."

✦ Introduction

Not all doors are created to open...

Some of them were put as a barrier between two worlds, between what we know... And what we should never know.

When Maryam and her family moved to the Palm Tower, she thought it was a new beginning — a quieter life, less chaotic days. But she did not know that every floor holds a memory... And that the seventh floor in particular carries a curse.

This is not a story about ghosts appearing in the dark, nor about the creaking of doors in the middle of the night.

This is a story of deeper fear... The fear of realizing that your own home is no longer safe.

As you read these pages, you may hear footsteps in the corridor. You may feel that someone is watching you from the corner of your room. And you close the book... Then you discover that the "whispers" have not stopped. Are you ready?

So, let us go up together to where we should not be going up...

to the seventh floor.

⚠️ warning

This is no ordinary novel.

These pages were not written to be read in a hurry... It is like a gate, and whoever opens it must accept to cross beyond it.

⚠️ You are about to enter a world that will change the way you look at your home... To the corridors of the buildings... Even to closed doors. You might stop at the middle of the novel, not because you do not want to continue, but because you are afraid to continue.

You will read about whispers at night, you will swear you have heard them yourself. You will feel like someone is watching you from behind you... And that is true.

📜 Read at your own risk.

Because some doors... When you open... Never close

.
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Mary liked to describe her life in one word:

Attempt.

Trying to be a present wife, a patient mother, and find time for herself during the chaos of the days.

She is in her thirties, thin-faced, but stronger than she looks—at least, that is what she tries to believe every morning.

Her husband, Khaled, an architect in his early forties, is a very practical man, who hates ambiguity and is always looking for logical explanations.

Their move to this apartment was a "golden opportunity" for him, while for Mariam it was a vague feeling of anxiety that she could not explain.

With them is Leanne, the eldest daughter (17 years old), a high school student, smart but rebellious by the nature of adolescence.

Adam, 10, is the youngest four-year-old "Lina", who has strange questions and a wide imagination.

The family moved into the old architecture in the hope that they would start over.

But they did not know yet that the door they were going to open today... It will never close easily.

The evening ended when the car stopped in front of the Palm Tower.

That towering gray building was waiting for them, with a heavy, breathless silence. The rain has left zigzag lines on the windshield, and the damp air carries an old smell of a place that has not opened in years.

Maryam was embracing little Lina, who slept in her lap, while Adam sat in the back seat, gazing at the tower with wide eyes.

He said in a deep voice:

"Mom... It's a strange place."

Mary did not answer immediately.

I stared at the tower again. Nothing is different from any old architecture in the city, but... There is something heavy in the air. It is a subtle sense that it is not just a new apartment, but a door that will open to something that was not considered.

Khaled opened the door and got out of the car, turning around to help her get out.

He said with a tired smile:

"Here we begin a new life, Mary... A quieter life."

however

Mary did not smile.

She, too, wished that this would be a new beginning, but she felt that her heart had not yet believed that promise.

In Khalid's hand, there was a small gold key.

Under the light of the only pillar in the street, it gleamed like a secret. He lifted him up a little and said:

"This key, Mary... It means a new beginning for us.

She took it from her slowly, and something strange went through her mind. she was not sure if it was a feeling or a faint sound that passed through, she earned:

"This door doesn't open easily..."

She quickly ignored the idea and held Lina closer to her chest.

When they entered the tower, they were greeted by the smell of... A mixture of moisture and old fragrance.

The staircase was long, the walls stained with dark spots, as if they were the shadows of hands that stretched out a long time ago and then suddenly pulled out.

Khalid said, laughing:

"We need to get new paint for the

walls."

But his laughter quickly faded when he saw a wooden door on the seventh floor, different from all the doors.

A black door, a little bigger, no sign, not even a number.

Adam tightened his mother's sleeves and said, "Mama... Why is this door different?"

I looked at him, and then at the door. She felt something like a cold that passed through her back.

She said: "Definitely stored... Or something abandoned."

But she was not convinced by her words.

They arrived at their apartment on the sixth floor.

It was empty except for some furniture covered in white fabrics.

I opened the windows and a chilly air entered, and with it a distant sound... It was as if it was the sound of movement above them.

Mary stopped. She turned to Khaled: "Is there anyone who lives above us?"

He raised his eyebrows: "As I understood from the guard... The seventh floor has been closed for years."

She looked at the ceiling as if she were trying to see through it.

Are they steps? Or the sound of furniture being dragged?

No... This is different. It is as if the place itself is "breathing".

Night fell, and everything started to look heavier.

Lina fell asleep quickly, while Adam kept opening his eyes every now and then, turning towards the door. He asked in a deep voice:

"Mom... The door above ... Why caravans?"

She did not find an answer. She patted his hair and said, "Sleep, baby, we have a long day."

She listened to every sound—the sound of the clock, the breath of time, and the sound of another distant voice... It is like a whisper that does not want to be clarified.

At three in the morning, I suddenly woke up. There is faint movement in the corridor. I got up quietly and walked there. The house is still.

But at the door of the apartment... There was a little thing on the floor. Key. An old brass key, not one of their keys. Mary leaned down, picked him up.

As soon as her fingers touched the metal... She felt a shiver all over her body.

I heard a whisper clearly... Closest to a female voice:

"You're not alone."

Mary put the brass key on the small table next to the door and went back to bed. But sleep refused to come. Every few minutes, she would open her eyes to a strange sensation... A feeling that someone is watching.

The room was dark, but a strange shadow passed through the opposite wall like a movement and then disappeared.

She reached out her hand and touched Khaled's arm: "Khaled... Did you hear a need?"

He muttered half-consciously: "Can you hear a voice from the street, sleep, Mary..."

But she knew that the sound was not from the street. It was from above.

👣 Steps at the top...!?

At 4 a.m., the sound of slow footsteps began to echo from the ceiling.

They were intermittent steps, as if someone were walking barefoot on the old wooden floor.

Stopped. Then she returned.

Then I stopped again.

Little Lina unconsciously covered her head with the blanket, while Adam moved in his bed and said in a half-asleep voice: "Mama... Walking up?"

Mary did not answer.

She took a deep breath and tried to convince herself that it was just the sound of imagination... The ceiling is shrinking because of the cold of the night.

But another voice interrupted her thoughts: "A faint creaking of a door that opens and then closes."

She held it in her hand, turned it between her fingers, noticed that it had small scratches on it and a word that could barely be read engraved next to it: "7."

Her heart trembled. Is it for the "seventh" floor?

I put the key in a small drawer out of the reach of children. But her mind did not stop thinking.

After breakfast, I went downstairs to meet the building's guard – a man in his fifties, with a curly face, wearing old glasses.

I asked him with an artificial smile: "It's the seventh floor... Is there a limit to it?"

He looked at her for a long time, as if he were measuring her words, and then said:

"No, Madame... This floor has been closed for a long time."

"Why?"

He smiled faintly:

"People here don't like to ask about the seventh floor."

He then turned his back before she could complete her questions.

Mary walked out of it with a stronger feeling in her heart than the night before: something in this building was hiding a secret.

On the second night, everything was clearer. The sound of footsteps began earlier, around two after midnight.

Then came another voice... The sound of something falling to the ground and being dragged slowly.

Khaled got up this time. He opened the window and looked outside, but no one was there. Then he looked at the ceiling and said:

"How can we hear the sound of furniture being dragged if the floor is locked?"

Mary did not reply.

Because she began to feel that the usual answers were no longer enough.

On the third morning, I found a small, folded piece of paper at the door of the apartment.

She opened it, her heart beating. It was written in trembling handwriting:

"Don't open the door."

From that moment on, everything changed.

Mary noticed trivial things – things that could not be denied:

A window that opens slightly even though it is closed.

Shadows move around the corner when no one is there.

And there is a sudden chill in the corridor every time you pass by the apartment door.

Every time she glimpses the brass key, she feels calling her.

That night, I woke up to find the key was no longer in the drawer.

It was placed on her pillow.

Maryam sat in the dark, the key in her hands, her heart beating violently.

I looked at Khaled, the sleeper, and then at the children.

There is something that wants them to step up.

And there is something else... He warns them not to.

She looked up at the ceiling, and the whisper came back again... More obvious this time:

"Open ... The door."
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📖 Chapter Two – "Warning
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The next morning, Mary sat on the edge of the bed with her eyes half closed.

The night before was too long to be summed up in hours. The votes... The key... The paper.

She felt that the house was trying to tell her something, but in its own language, in the language of shadows and whispers.

I got up and went to the kitchen to find Khaled standing in front of the coffee machine, his face pale, his hair scattered.

He said in a deep voice: "I almost didn't sleep."

She answered: "I am also a violin... Khalid, we need to understand the sounds we can handle. This is not normal."

He sighed, holding his cup of coffee as if clinging to the hope that the caffeine might wipe it all out.

In the afternoon, Mary decided to start researching.

I went out of the apartment and knocked on the door of the opposite apartment.

An old woman of about seventy opened the door, her back slightly bent, but her eyes shining as if they were hiding a lot.

Mary smiled gently:

"I am your new neighbor... Mary. I love Aslam."

The old woman replied coldly:

"Hello. This floor does not last a while... People are always coming and walking."

Mary was a little confused: "You mean... Is there a problem here?"

The old woman looked around as if to make sure that no one was listening, and then said in a deep voice: "Listen, my daughter... If you hear voices at night... Ignore it. And if they heal the key..."

She stopped abruptly, her lips shrunk as if she regretted speaking.

Maryam asked her, "Do you know what the key is?"

The old woman replied quickly, as if trying to close the subject:

"Forget the seventh floor... There is nothing but Satan who drags you up."

She closed the door slowly, leaving Mary standing in the corridor, her heart burning with questions.

In the evening, as she was putting the clothes in the washing machine, she heard something strange.

A "light scribble" on the door of the apartment, as if someone's fingernails were rubbing the wood. I approached quietly. She put her ear on the door.

There was a whisper... A mysterious voice, unclear words, but continuous, as if it were a prayer or a talisman.

She suddenly opened the door.

No one.

The corridor is empty, but a small cardboard box was placed in front of her apartment door. No address. No name. I carried him inside with trembling hands.

She opened the box carefully, only to find strange things inside:

Another key smaller than the first, rusty, hung in a red thread, a faded black-and-white image of a child sitting on an old staircase, his eyes uncomfortably directed at the camera.

A small piece of paper written on it in a thin, italic font:

"Don't look in the mirror after midnight."

Night fell on the tower like a heavy blanket, creeping under the doors and closing the windows tightly.

Maryam sat on the sofa, turning the old picture of the baby in her hands. The child in the picture was smiling, but his smile was not reassuring... It was like the smile you see on the face of someone who knows something you do not know.

Khaled passed by her and saw the box and its contents, and he frowned:

"Who can be in need of a uniform? And where did it come from?"

Maryam shook her head: "I don't know... But the paper that came with it is strange."

Khalid took the paper and read the written sentence:

"Don't look in the mirror after midnight."

He laughed with artificial coldness to hide his nervousness:

"What does it mean? Neighbors who love the terrifying Hazar, and what about it?"

But his voice was shaky.

The hours passed slowly until midnight approached.

The silence in the tower was more terrifying than any noise... Even the air was watching.

At exactly 12:03 p.m., something happened.

One knock on the door of the apartment... Then a second knock... Then I stopped.

Khaled looked at Maryam, his eyes asking, "Shall we open?"

She quickly replied, "No!"

He approached the door, set his eye on the magic eye, and froze.

"There is a need to stand." Who?!"

"Not a human being... It is not clear... But in the shadow of... Long... Very."

Mary hurried back to the bedroom to pick up her son Adam from his bed.

As she passed in front of a long mirror in the hall, she suddenly stopped...

Its reflection did not move at the same moment as it moved.

She raised her hand slowly... Her reflection was delayed half a second before he raised his hand. Her heart stopped for a moment.

I heard a faint sound from the mirror... It was not her voice, but a soft childish whisper:

"Why did you come here?"

She screamed and dropped the picture from her hand. Khaled rushed to her, but he did not hear the sound, only found her shivering in front of the glass. She said in a hushed voice: "The mirror... The mirror speaks."

Before Khaled could reply, he heard a voice knocking on the door of the apartment again...

This time it knocked fast, then the sound of the paper sliding down the door.

Khaled ran and opened the door, but as usual... No one.

He picked up the paper and read in a trembling voice:

"Not all doors have to open."

They sat together on the floor, the new paper in their hands, and in the background the mirror in the hall still reflected something they no longer wanted to look at.

Mariam realized that the warnings were multiplying... And that this tower is not an ordinary place.

But she has not yet realized that the next paper will not be a warning... It is a threat.

A full hour had passed since the second paper appeared, but the atmosphere inside the apartment remained charged as if something in the air was weighing down the chests.

Khaled sat on the couch staring at the wooden box they found in front of the door in the morning. He did not dare open it again.

Mary sat on the floor next to him, holding the sleeping Adam on her chest, feeling that the heat of his little body was the only thing that gave her a sense of reassurance.

The clock seemed louder than usual, as if it were beating over their heads.

Khaled (in a deep voice): "I'm not comfortable here, Maryam... The tower is strange, the people around us are strangers."

Mariam: "We're not coming, Khaled, maybe we're not used to the place."

Khaled: "I'm not afraid of the place... I'm afraid of what we don't see."

His last words left an echo in her heart.

As they talked, Mary noticed something moving behind the door...

He was not a shadow of a normal person.

He was too tall to be human, too tall to be anything familiar.

He kept passing very slowly over the void of the lower door, until I felt that the air in the room suddenly became colder.

Khaled stood up: "There is a limit to his righteousness!"

He ran towards the door, suddenly opened it... The corridor was empty.

Before he closes the door, notice a new piece of paper tucked in, this time into the mailbox slot.

He pulled it lightly...

It was written in thinner handwriting than before, as if it had been written by a trembling hand:

"If you hear the whispers... Don't answer."

Mary took the paper from his hand and looked at him: "Whispers?"

Before he could answer her, they both felt something whispering their name in the hall.

Mary involuntarily turned to the long mirror that was in the corner of the hall.

This time, it was not just her reflection there.

Someone else stands behind her in the reflection... He is tall, his features are wiped out, and he is smiling.

She screamed, throwing the pillow she was holding toward the mirror.

The pillow hit the glass, but the person did not disappear immediately... He kept looking at it again before it evaporated.

Khaled and Maryam sat next to each other, not talking, just listening to their heartbeat.

At that moment, they felt that the warnings were no longer "just letters" ... It has become an instruction to survive.
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🚪 Chapter Three – The Closed Door
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The next morning, Maryam was making coffee and avoiding looking in the mirror where she had seen her "double smile" last night.

Khaled slept only a few hours, and after he got up, his eyes carried a load that he could not see.

Adam was playing quietly in the corner of the hall, moving his little cars as if nothing had changed.

But Mary knows... Something has changed. Something that is no longer the same.

Something in this tower wakes them up and sleeps with them.

While she was taking out the garbage, she met a neighbor in the 1950s, and she stood at the elevator.

The woman was wearing a simple headscarf and carrying a small bag, she looked at Mary for a long time before saying:

The neighbor (with a faint smile): "You're the one who moved in on the sixth floor, right?"

Mariam: "Oh... We're in 6B."

The neighbor shook her head slightly, looked upstairs and said in a voice that was closer to a whisper:

"Open the door if you hear a knock after midnight."

Maryam was shocked. "Which door?"

The neighbor: "The door of the staircase leading to the seventh floor... If someone tries to hit, ignore them. Even if he says he's your neighbor."

She then took the elevator and closed the door before Mary asked her something.

Mary stood for a whole minute, trying to understand if this was a joke... Or a real alarm?

She returned to the apartment without telling Khaled, but the neighbor's words kept whispering in her mind like an incessant echo.

In the evening, Khaled decided to go and look for himself.

He said he wanted to see "what makes everyone afraid of one door."

Despite Maryam's attempts to stop him, he grabbed a small lamp and headed for the back staircase.

The staircase leading to the seventh floor was not in use.

Dust covers its degrees, and the walls are damp with moisture as if they had not dried in years.

He arrived at the door...

A heavy wooden door, dark in color, as if time itself had left its mark on it. It has a faint inscription that barely reads:

"Don't knock... Do not open."

Khaled reached out to touch the inscription, and as soon as his fingers touched it,

Until there came a sound from the door that resembled a sigh...

It is like wood breathing.

Quickly retreat.

He turned around and saw nothing but a sense of an "eye watching him" crept into his soul.

They were about to come down, but he caught a glimpse of something at the doorstep...

Folded paper. He opened it and found one word written in trembling script:

"Come back."

Khalid stood looking at the paper with only one word in his hands, "count," but it seemed like a muffled cry that had come out of a long time. He folded it quickly and threw it aside as if it were something forbidden and should not be touched.

From the sixth floor, Maryam was watching him from the half-open door of the apartment.

The sound of his footsteps up the ladder made her heartbeat faster.

When she saw his hand stretching toward the doorknob, she gasped in a voice she could not suppress.

Khaled put his hand on the cold handle...

A heavy metal feels as if the handle had not been touched in twenty years.

It turned around a little... But he did not move. The door is locked from the inside.

The moment he tried to tighten the grip hard,

Go one way... It is not from him.

"Knock."

A light sound... But he came from the other side of the door. Khaled froze his hand on the handle.

He felt his heart sink to his feet.

The second knock came... Weaker than the first.

"Knock... Knock."

It was as if someone was asking to enter... Inside.

Khaled shouted unconsciously: "Who is there?!"

No one answered.

But he heard something... Slow exhale... Then a whispering voice that is unlike any language he knows.

He moved closer, stuck to the door, trying to hear clearly.

And suddenly...

A shadow appeared on the bottom of the doorframe.

It was not the shadow of a shoe. It was not the shadow of a foot.

It was something standing motionless... It is as if it is an eye looking through the same opening.

Khalid quickly retreated. He tried to move but his body weighed down for a moment, then he
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Warning:
Don't begin this story if you're
not prepared to see what shouldn't be seen.
And don't follow the photograph's trail...
For what it hides could take you
out of this world and into theirs.

On the seventh floor, behind
a door that opens only once,
there lies a photograph... old, faded, but alive.
Everyone who tried to ignore it... disappeared.
And everyone who approached it... was no longer the same.

Maryam didn't know that a simple question about an absent
neighbor
would open the doors of an endless curse.

Is it a photograph? Or a portal?
Is what she sees... really what's there?

Read on... if you dare.

But blame no one but yourself
if the darkness begins to speak.

- 7ell Alhekay
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