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    Dedicated to all readers who dare to open the door of Room 313.May your courage light the shadows and your imagination bring the story to life. 

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Some doors are not meant to be opened, yet curiosity makes prisoners of us all." 
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Dedikace

Dedicated to all readers who dare to open the door of Room 313.

Your imagination gives life to the shadows.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Annotation

Room 313: Do Not Enter

Sealed shut in 1971 after a string of unexplained tragedies, Room 313 of the Grand Ashford Hotel was meant to be forgotten. But every midnight, the door creaks open on its own. Those who dare to step inside are never seen again—except for their screams, which echo through the corridors long after their bodies vanish.

When Daniel stumbles upon the cursed room, he discovers that the hotel is more than haunted—it is alive, hungry, and waiting. Each night drags him deeper into its labyrinth of shadows, where time collapses, memories twist into nightmares, and the line between guest and prisoner blurs.

Room 313: Do Not Enter is a relentless descent into terror, where the walls whisper, the clocks never move past midnight, and the hotel itself chooses its victims. Once you hear the door open, there is no turning back.
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Chapter One – The Midnight Door

The Grand Ashford Hotel had stood for nearly a century, its faded grandeur clinging to the walls like dust that refused to be swept away. Guests came and went, drawn by its reputation as a relic of old-world charm, but few knew of the room that had been sealed for decades.

Room 313.

The door was bolted shut in 1971 after a series of inexplicable tragedies. The management claimed it was due to “structural concerns,” but whispers among the staff told a different story. They spoke of guests who vanished without a trace, of muffled cries that seeped through the walls, and of a darkness that seemed to breathe within the room itself.

At midnight, the lock would click open on its own. No one ever saw it happen, but the sound echoed down the corridor like a ritual. The brass handle would turn slightly, as if inviting someone inside. And though the door never swung wide, the faintest sliver of shadow spilled into the hallway, thick and unnatural.

On a cold December night, a young traveler named Daniel checked into the hotel. He was weary from the road, his suitcase heavy with the weight of unfinished business. The receptionist, pale and hesitant, handed him a key with trembling fingers.

“Room 312,” she said softly, avoiding his eyes.

Daniel nodded, unaware of the significance. His room was directly beside the sealed door.

As the clock struck midnight, he awoke to the sound of metal scraping. The unmistakable click of a lock turning. He sat up, heart pounding, and listened.

From the darkness of the corridor came a low, guttural scream—so faint it might have been imagined, yet so sharp it cut through the silence like glass.

Daniel rose, drawn by a force he could not explain. He opened his door and stepped into the hallway.

Room 313 stood before him, its door ajar for the first time in decades. A cold draft spilled out, carrying with it the scent of rot and something older, something that did not belong to this world.

The screams began again, echoing through the walls, growing louder, closer.

And then, the door creaked wider, as if waiting for him to enter.
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