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SYNOPSIS

Thirteen-year-old Callum Blake thought the worst thing about moving to The Granger apartments was leaving his old life behind. He was wrong.

After his father's sudden death, Callum and his emotionally withdrawn mother relocate to a decaying apartment complex on the foggy outskirts of the city. Plagued by grief and insomnia, Callum discovers he possesses a terrifying gift—he can witness residual memories left behind in physical spaces, echoes of the past that cling to walls, floors, and forgotten corners.

Most of these visions are unsettling but harmless glimpses into former tenants' lives. But Room 213 is different.

Boarded up for decades, Room 213 has been the site of numerous disappearances spanning forty years. People who entered never emerged—no screams, no traces, just empty silence. The room, however, remembers everything.

As Callum delves deeper into the building's dark history, he forms an unlikely alliance with Ezra Martin, a sharp-tongued girl whose sister vanished into Room 213 ten years ago. Together, they uncover a web of forgotten tenants, buried lies, and an ancient consciousness that feeds on unresolved grief and lost memories.

But the room has been watching Callum since his arrival, and it wants more than just his memories—it wants his soul. To save himself and the remaining tenants, Callum must face the darkest echo of all: his father's final moments, and the truth about why they really came to The Granger.

In this atmospheric supernatural thriller, memory becomes both weapon and trap, grief transforms into a living thing, and some doors should never be opened—no matter how loudly they call your name.
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October 15th, 1984

The key felt wrong in Marcus Webb's hand.

He stood in the dim hallway of The Granger's second floor, studying the brass key that the building manager had pressed into his palm with trembling fingers. Room 213. The numbers were etched deep into the metal, as if someone had carved them with violence.

"You sure about this, Mr. Webb?" The manager, Peterson, shifted nervously behind him. "We got other units. Better ones. The penthouse on eight just opened”

"This is the one I need." Marcus's voice was steady, professional. He was a reporter, after all. He'd covered murders, corruption, disasters. One allegedly haunted apartment room shouldn't rattle him.

But it did.

The door to 213 stood at the end of the hallway, isolated from the other units by a stretch of faded carpet that seemed to absorb light rather than reflect it. The wooden door was painted a deep burgundy that looked almost black in the flickering overhead lighting. No peephole. No apartment number visible on the surface—just the outline where the numbers had once been mounted, leaving behind a ghost of their presence.

"The Hendersons who lived there before," Peterson continued, his voice dropping to a whisper, "they left all their stuff. Just up and vanished one night. Police said they probably skipped town, but..." He trailed off, wrapping his cardigan tighter around his thin frame.

"But what?"

"But their car was still in the parking garage. Their bank accounts are untouched. Hell, Mrs. Henderson's coffee was still warm on the kitchen counter when I checked the next morning."

Marcus turned the key over in his palm. He'd heard the stories, of course. That's why he was here. Three families in six years, all disappearing without explanation. The police had stopped investigating after the second incident, claiming it was a coincidence that people had a right to leave if they wanted to.

But Marcus knew better. He'd been investigating disappearances tied to specific locations for five years now, following a pattern that stretched across the country. Places where reality seemed thinner, where the past bled through into the present. The Granger was supposed to be ground zero for something much darker.

"You don't have to come in with me," Marcus said, fitting the key into the lock.

"Wouldn't dream of it." Peterson was already backing toward the elevator. "You get my number if you need anything. Anything at all. And Mr. Webb? Maybe don't stay too long on your first night. You know, just to... acclimate."

The key turned with a sound like breaking bones.

The door swung open on its own, revealing darkness so complete it seemed solid. No light from the hallway penetrated more than a few inches past the threshold. Marcus fumbled for his flashlight, the beam cutting through the blackness to reveal a perfectly ordinary living room.

Too ordinary.

The furniture was exactly as it had been described in the police reports. A brown leather sofa facing a television that couldn't have been manufactured after 1975. A glass coffee table with a neat stack of magazines—Time, National Geographic, Woman's Day. A ceramic ashtray with three cigarette butts, their filters still bear the pink impression of lipstick.

Marcus stepped inside, and the temperature dropped twenty degrees.

His breath misted in the beam of his flashlight as he moved deeper into the apartment. The kitchen was to his right, a galley-style space with harvest gold appliances and countertops that probably hadn't been fashionable even when they were new. A coffee cup sat beside the sink; dark liquid still pooled in the bottom.

But it was the walls that made Marcus's skin crawl.

Every surface was covered with photographs. Not hung in frames but taped directly to the wallpaper in overlapping layers. Hundreds of them. Thousands. Most were snapshots of families—birthday parties, Christmas mornings, summer vacations. All the people featuring Marcus didn't recognize, from eras spanning decades. The photos at the bottom layer were in black and white, their edges yellowed with age. The ones on top were in color, some looking like they'd been taken recently.

Marcus moved closer, his flashlight beam dancing across the faces. A young woman in a 1940s dress, laughing at something outside the frame. A little boy in a cowboy costume, probably from the 1960s. A couple at what looked like a high school prom, their clothes suggesting the early 1970s.

None of these people lived in Room 213. Marcus had researched the building's history extensively, only three families had officially rented this unit since it was built in 1978. So where had all these photographs come from?

He was studying a particularly unsettling image—a family portrait where all the faces had been carefully scratched out with a pen—when he heard the whisper.

"Remember us."

Marcus spun around, his flashlight beam swinging wildly across the walls. The photographs seemed to flutter in the sudden movement, as if stirred by an impossible wind.

"Hello?" His voice cracked. Professional composure, gone. "Is someone there?"

The whisper came again, softer this time, seeming to emanate from the walls themselves.

"Remember us. Remember us all."

Marcus backed toward the door, but his retreat was cut short when his flashlight beam found the hallway leading to the bedroom. At the far end, barely visible in the weak light, stood a figure.

It was a woman in a floral dress, her back to him. She stood perfectly still; her head tilted at an angle that suggested she was listening to something Marcus couldn't hear. Her hair was styled in an elaborate bouffant that screamed 1960s, and her feet were bare against the hardwood floor.

"Ma'am?" Marcus called out, though every instinct screamed at him to run. "Ma'am, you shouldn't be here. This apartment is supposed to be empty."

The woman didn't respond. She didn't move at all, except for the slow rise and fall of her shoulders as she breathed.

Marcus took a step forward, then another. As he moved down the hallway, more details became visible. The woman's dress was covered in a pattern of tiny roses, and the fabric looked worn, as if it had been washed many times. Her fingernails were painted a deep red that looked almost black in the flashlight beam.

"Ma'am, I'm a reporter," Marcus said, his voice is steadier now. "I'm here to write about this building. If you lived here before, I'd love to hear your story."

Still no response.

Marcus was close enough now to reach out and touch her shoulder. He extended his hand, noting absently that his fingers were trembling, and gently made contact with the floral fabric.

His hand passed through her as if she were made of smoke.

The woman turned around.

Her face was Marcus's own, but wrong. The features were his, but rearranged in subtle ways that made him look like a stranger to himself. The eyes were too wide, the mouth too small, the nose shifted just slightly to the left. It was as if someone had tried to reconstruct his face from memory and gotten the details almost right.

The thing wearing his face smiled with teeth that were too sharp.

"Thank you for coming," it said in his own voice. "We've been waiting for you."

Marcus ran.

He crashed through the living room, sending the coffee table tumbling, photographs scattering from the walls like autumn leaves. He slammed into the front door with enough force to rattle the hinges, his hands fumbling desperately with the lock.

Behind him, he could hear footsteps. Not just the women, but dozens of them. Bare feet and dress shoes and children's sneakers, all moving in perfect synchronization across the hardwood floor.

The lock finally ended, and Marcus burst into the hallway. He didn't stop running until he reached the street, gasping for air in the fog-shrouded night. When he finally turned back to look at The Granger, every window was dark except for one.

Room 213 glowed with a soft, warm light, as if someone had lit candles inside. Marcus could see shadows moving behind the curtains—familiar shapes that made his stomach lurch with recognition.

He never went back to collect his things. He never published his story. In fact, Marcus Webb disappeared entirely three weeks later, leaving behind only a half-written article about disappearances in residential buildings and a brass key that his landlord found on his kitchen counter.

The key to Room 213.

Peterson added it to his collection of identical keys in his office drawer, where it waited patiently for the next person brave enough—or foolish enough—to ask about the boarded-up room at the end of the second-floor hallway.

Forty years later, the room was still waiting.
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MOVING DAY

The moving truck looked like a metallic whale beached against the curb, its silver bulk incongruous among the autumn-stripped trees lining Granger Street. Callum Blake sat on the truck's loading ramp, his legs dangling over the edge, watching his mother direct the movers with the mechanical precision of someone going through the motions of living.

"That box goes to the kitchen," Sarah Blake called out, pointing to a container marked 'DISHES' in her careful block letters. "And please be careful with the lamp—it was my mother's."

Everything was his grandmother's or his great-aunt's or belonged to some other relative Callum had never met. None of their belongings were just theirs anymore. Dad's things had been systematically donated, sold, or thrown away during the three weeks between the funeral and moving day, as if erasing the physical evidence of his existence could somehow make the grief more manageable.

It hadn't worked.

Callum pulled his sketch pad from his backpack and started drawing the building that would be his new home. The Granger Apartments rose eight stories into the gray October sky; its brick facade stained with decades of urban grime and neglect. The windows were arranged in neat rows, but many were covered with sheets or boards, giving the building the appearance of a face with its eyes put out. Fire escapes zigzagged down the exterior like black metal scars, and the main entrance was topped with an art deco arch that might have been impressive once but now looked like a stone mouth frozen mid-scream.

It was the kind of building that should have been condemned years ago, but somehow continued to house the desperate, the broke, and the lost. People like him and his mother, apparently.

"Callum." His mother's voice cut through his artistic focus. "Stop drawing and help with the boxes."

He slid off the ramp and grabbed the nearest container, something light labeled 'CALLUM'S ROOM' in his mother's handwriting. Inside would be his clothes, a few books, and the model airplanes his father had helped him build over the years. Not much to show for thirteen years of life, but then again, most of those years felt like they belonged to someone else now.

The lobby of The Granger was a study in faded grandeur. The floor was black and white checkerboard marble, cracked in places but still maintaining an echo of elegance. A massive chandelier hung from the vaulted ceiling, half its bulbs burned out, casting uneven pools of yellow light across the space. The walls were covered in dark wood paneling that had probably been beautiful once but now looked like the interior of a coffin.

A curved staircase with an ornate iron railing dominated the far wall, while a pair of elevator doors stood closed beside it. A hand-written sign taped to the elevator read 'OUT OF ORDER—AGAIN' in frustrated capital letters.

"Second floor," his mother said, consulting the lease agreement. "Apartment 214."

They climbed the stairs, their footsteps echoing in the stairwell. The second-floor hallway was dimly lit, with threadbare carpet running down the center and doors spaced at regular intervals on either side. Most of the apartments had small nameplates beside their doors, but several were blank or had been removed, leaving behind rectangular shadows on the faded wallpaper.

Apartment 214 was halfway down the hall on the right side. His mother fumbled with the keys while Callum studied their new neighbors' nameplates. 'E. MARTIN' is next to 212. 'PETROV' across the hall at 215. At the far end of the hallway, one door stood out from the rest.

It was painted a deep burgundy that looked almost black in the weak light, and unlike the other apartments, it had no nameplate at all. More than that, it was covered with what looked like crime scene tape—yellow strips reading 'DO NOT ENTER' crisscrossed the door and frame. But the tape was old, its edges curled and the adhesive failing, suggesting it had been there for years.

"Mom," Callum said, pointing down the hall. "What's with that door?"

Sarah looked up from the lock and followed his gaze. Her face tightened almost imperceptibly. "I don't know. Probably some kind of maintenance issue. Nothing for us to worry about."

But Callum noticed she turned the key with unnecessary force and pushed their door open as quickly as possible, as if eager to get out of the hallway.

Apartment 214 was small but clean, with hard wood floors that creaked pleasantly under foot and windows that faced east toward the city center. The living room was barely large enough for a sofa and coffee table, the kitchen was a narrow gallery that could accommodate one person at a time, and the two bedrooms were shoe boxes with closets that seemed designed for people who owned nothing but work clothes.

It was nothing like their old house with its big backyard and finished basement where Dad had his workshop. But it was theirs now, for better or worse.

"It has character," his mother said, standing in the middle of the living room with her hands on her hips. She was trying to sound positive, but Callum could hear the forced cheer in her voice.

"Yeah," he agreed, though what he was thinking was that it had the character of a place where dreams came to die.

The movers worked efficiently, carrying box after box up the stairs with the weary competence of people who'd seen every kind of domestic tragedy. Callum tried to help, but mostly he stayed out of the way, exploring the apartment and getting a feel for the space that would be his new world.

His bedroom was at the back of the apartment, overlooking an interior courtyard that was more like a concrete well. The walls were painted a generic beige that could charitably be called 'cream' and less charitably called 'the color of institutional despair.' But it had a window, and windows meant light, and light meant the possibility of growth. Or at least that's what his father would have said.

Dad had been an optimist, always finding the silver lining in any situation. Callum had inherited his father's dark hair and green eyes, but he wasn't sure about the optimism. That particular trait seemed to have died along with everything else.

By evening, most of their belongings were inside the apartment, though unpacking would take days. The movers had gone home, leaving behind an obstacle course of cardboard boxes and furniture covered in protective blankets. His mother ordered pizza from a place that was delivered to their new neighborhood, and they ate sitting on the floor with paper plates, too tired to locate their real dishes.

"It's going to be different," Sarah said, breaking a silence that had stretched on too long. "But different doesn't have to mean bad."

Callum nodded, though he wasn't convinced. Everything had been different since Dad died—different and worse. His mother had become a stranger, working longer hours and speaking in careful, measured sentences as if she were afraid of saying something that might shatter them both. Their old friends had stopped calling after the funeral, not out of cruelty but because nobody knew what to say to a thirteen-year-old whose father had dropped dead of a heart attack at thirty-four.

Different felt like a synonym for bad.

"I know this is hard," his mother continued. "The new school, the new neighborhood, leaving all our friends behind. But I think... I think maybe we both need a fresh start."

"Did you know Dad when you were a kid?" Callum asked suddenly. The question had been nagging at him for weeks, sparked by something his aunt had mentioned at the funeral about old connections and full circles.

Sarah's pizza slice paused halfway to her mouth. "Why would you ask that?"

"Aunt Linda said something about how it was fitting that we were coming back here. Like Dad would have wanted it or something."

His mother set her pizza and looked out the window at the darkening sky. When she spoke, her voice was carefully neutral. "Your father and I met each other in high school. Briefly. We lost touch for years before we met again in college."

"Did he ever live here? In this building?"

"No." The answer came too quickly, too definitively. "No, he never lived here. Linda was just... she was just trying to make sense of things. You know how people do when someone dies—they look for patterns and meanings that aren't really there."

Callum wanted to push harder, but something in his mother's posture warned him off. She was holding herself very still, the way she did when she was trying not to cry. He'd learned to recognize the signs over the past few months.

They finished their pizza in silence, and then Sarah went to her room to unpack her clothes while Callum explored the apartment more thoroughly. Most of the boxes were labeled clearly enough that he could get a sense of what belonged to where, but it would take time to make the place feel like home.

If it ever did.

He was digging through a box marked 'CALLUM'S BOOKS' when he heard voices in the hallway. A girl's voice, sharp and angry, cutting through the ambient sounds of the building.

"—told you I don't want to talk about it!"

"But honey, the counselor said”

That second voice was older, tired. A parent or guardian, maybe.

"The counselor doesn't know anything about what happened. None of them do."

Callum moved closer to the front door, curious despite being himself. He'd always been drawn to other people's drama, though he'd never admit it out loud.

"Ezra, please. You can't keep shutting everyone out."

"Watch me."

The sound of a door slamming echoed through the hallway, followed by the softer click of another door closing. Then silence.

Callum waited a few minutes before opening his own door and peering into the hallway. It was empty, lit only by the weak glow of overhead fixtures that seemed to flicker randomly. The burgundy door at the end of the hall looked even more ominous in the dim light, its crime scene tape casting strange shadows on the walls.

He was about to close the door when he noticed something that made his stomach clench with sudden unease.

The tape on the burgundy door was moving.

Not fluttering, as if stirred by air current—there was no wind in the sealed hallway. Instead, the yellow plastic strips were writhing slowly, like seaweed in an underwater current. As Callum watched, frozen in his doorway, one of the strips peeled away from the door frame entirely and drifted to the floor with no sound at all.

A moment later, everything was still.

Callum blinked hard, wondering if he was seeing things. The stress of moving, the grief, the exhaustion of those could explain hallucinations. But when he looked again, the tape on the burgundy door was perfectly normal, except for the one strip that now lay crumpled on the hallway carpet.

He told himself it had probably been loose already, that his opening the door had created just enough air to dislodge it. But as he closed his own door and turned the deadbolt, he couldn't shake the feeling that something behind the burgundy door had been trying to get out.

And that it had noticed him watching.
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