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Chapter One

The Hotel That Wasn't There Yesterday
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The rain came down harder than Kimberly expected.

It slammed against the windshield of her SUV, turning the highway ahead into a blurry stretch of darkness. The windshield wipers fought desperately against the storm, moving back and forth like they were trying to erase something that refused to disappear.

Kimberly tightened her grip on the steering wheel.

She hated driving at night.

Especially on roads like this.

Empty roads.

The kind where there were no gas stations, no houses, no signs of life.

Just endless trees on both sides.

Her daughter Daisy sat quietly in the backseat, hugging her favorite pink stuffed rabbit against her chest.

“Mommy?” Daisy whispered.

Kimberly glanced at the rearview mirror.

“Yes, baby?”

“Are we lost?”

Kimberly forced a smile.

“No, sweetheart. We’re just taking a different way.”

That was a lie.

She knew they were lost.

The GPS on her phone had stopped working twenty minutes ago. The screen had frozen on a blank map before suddenly restarting itself.

Then the strange thing happened.

The road, which had been completely empty, suddenly had a sign.

A sign that hadn't been there before.

STRANGE HOTEL

Kimberly slowed down.

The neon letters flickered in the distance.

A hotel.

Out here?

That made no sense.

She looked around.

There wasn't another building anywhere.

No gas station.

No restaurants.

No houses.

Nothing.

Just the hotel.

Like it had been placed there in the middle of nowhere.

“Mommy,” Daisy said softly.

Kimberly looked back.

Daisy was staring out the window.

“What is it?”

Daisy pointed.

“The lady.”

Kimberly frowned. 

“What lady?”

“The one standing outside.”

A chill crawled up Kimberly’s spine.

She looked toward the hotel entrance.

Nobody was there.

“Daisy, honey, there’s nobody outside.”

Daisy continued staring.

“Yes, there is.”

Kimberly looked again.

Nothing.

She swallowed.

Maybe the rain was playing tricks on her.

Maybe exhaustion was getting to her.

She had been driving for hours.

She needed somewhere safe to rest.

The hotel entrance opened as she pulled into the parking lot.

The lights above the building buzzed.

The sign flickered.

STRANGE HOTEL

For some reason, Kimberly felt like the building was watching her.

Like it knew she was coming.

She parked near the front entrance and turned around.

“Stay right there, okay? Mommy is going to get us a room.”

Daisy nodded.

Kimberly grabbed her purse and stepped out into the rain.

Immediately, she regretted it.

The air felt wrong.

Too cold.

Too heavy.

Like the temperature dropped the moment she entered the parking lot.

She hurried inside.

The hotel lobby looked expensive.

Beautiful marble floors.

Large golden chandeliers.

Dark wooden furniture.

Everything looked perfect.

Almost too perfect.

But something felt off.

There were no guests.

No conversations.

No television playing.

No music.

Nothing.

Only the sound of rain hitting the windows.

Kimberly walked toward the reception desk.

The receptionist looked up.

He was a strange-looking man.

Around forty years old.

Long blonde hair hung past his shoulders.

He wore thick bifocal glasses that magnified his eyes.

His smile was polite.

But there was something behind it.

Something cold.

“Good evening,” he said.

Kimberly smiled politely.

“Hi. I would like to get a room, please.”

The receptionist stared past her.

At Daisy.

His smile faded slightly.

“Is she going to be with you?”

Kimberly looked confused.

She turned around and pulled Daisy closer.

“Of course, she is. She’s my daughter.”

The receptionist slowly pushed his glasses higher on his nose.

Then he looked toward the entrance.

Kimberly followed his gaze.

That was when she saw it.

A small sign attached to the front door.

She hadn't noticed it when she walked in.

The words were printed in bold black letters.

NO KIDS ON THE PREMISES

Kimberly stared.

Then laughed.

Not because it was funny.

Because she thought it had to be a joke.

“What?”

The receptionist remained silent.

Kimberly pointed toward the sign.

“What kind of hotel does not allow kids?”

The receptionist folded his hands.

“A hotel that has learned from experience.”

Kimberly’s smile disappeared.

“What does that mean?”

“We do not allow children here, ma’am.”

“That’s ridiculous.”

“It is policy.”

“She’s my daughter.”

“I understand.”

“No, you don’t.”

The receptionist tilted his head.

For a moment, Kimberly thought she saw something strange in his expression.

Almost excitement.

“We have our reasons.”

Kimberly grabbed her card from the counter.

“You know what? Forget it.”

She turned toward Daisy.

“Come on, baby. This place is—”

She stopped.

Her body froze.

Daisy wasn't there.

Kimberly slowly turned around.

The lobby was empty.

Her heart dropped.

“Daisy?”

No answer.

She looked behind the chairs.

Nothing.

“Daisy?”

Her voice became louder.

“Daisy!”

The receptionist sighed.

And somehow...

That scared Kimberly more than anything else.

He didn't look surprised.

He looked annoyed.

“See?”

Kimberly turned toward him.

“What?”

“This is exactly why we do not allow children here.”

Her eyes widened.

“What are you talking about?”

“Parents can never keep up with these little humans.”

Kimberly stared at him.

“My daughter is missing, and that is what you have to say?”

A woman sitting near the lobby fireplace slowly looked up.

She was elderly.

Around seventy years old.

Her eyes were tired.

But terrified.

“I saw her,” the woman whispered.

Kimberly rushed over.

“You did?”

The woman nodded.

“She walked down the hallway.”

She pointed toward a dark hallway on the left side of the lobby.

Kimberly immediately moved.

The receptionist jumped from behind the desk.

“Stop.”

Kimberly ignored him.

“Daisy!”

She stepped toward the hallway.

Suddenly—

The receptionist grabbed her arm.

Kimberly spun around.

“Let go of me.”

“You cannot go there.”

“My daughter is down there!”

“That hallway is off limits.”

Kimberly pulled away.

“Get your hands off me!”

The receptionist’s face changed.

The polite smile vanished.

The man behind the desk disappeared.

Something else was standing there.

Something much darker.

“I tried to warn you.”

Before Kimberly could react—

A sharp pain struck her neck.

Her eyes widened.

The world tilted.

The receptionist pulled a small needle from his hand.

Kimberly stumbled.

“What...”

Her legs weakened.

She collapsed against him.

The last thing she saw before darkness took her...

Was his smile.

“No,” he whispered.

“You’re not going anywhere.”
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Chapter Two

Room 7
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Darkness had a sound.

Kimberly discovered that when she woke up.

At first, she thought she was still inside a nightmare.

Her body felt heavy.

Her mind felt foggy.

She tried to move her arms.

Nothing.

Panic rushed through her.

She opened her eyes.

The room was almost completely dark.

Not a bedroom.

Not a hotel room.

A closet.

The smell hit her first.

Dust.

Mold.

Old wood.

Something metallic.

Kimberly pulled against the restraints around her wrists, but they held tightly.

Her breathing became faster.

Her heart pounded against her chest.

“Daisy...”

Her voice came out weak.

She tried again.

“Daisy!”

Only silence answered.

Then she remembered.

The lobby.

The receptionist.

The needle.

The hallway.

Her daughter disappearing.

Kimberly fought against the fear rising inside her.

No.

She couldn't think like that.

Daisy was alive.

She had to be.

She was her daughter.

And Kimberly was going to find her.

She pulled harder against the tape wrapped around her wrists.

Nothing.

Whoever this man was, he had done this before.

That thought terrified her.

Kimberly looked around the closet.

Her eyes slowly adjusted to the darkness.

Old furniture was stacked everywhere.

Broken lamps.

Rusty wheelchairs.

Dust-covered suitcases.

A cracked mirror leaned against the wall.

She could see her reflection.

Her hair was messy.

Her makeup was smeared from crying.

She looked nothing like the confident woman she was when she entered the hotel.

She looked trapped.

A prisoner.

Kimberly turned away.

Then she heard it.

A sound.

Soft.

Almost impossible to hear.

A whisper.

“Mommy...”

Her entire body froze.

Every muscle tightened.

She stopped breathing.

“Daisy?”

Silence.

Then again.

“Mommy...”

Kimberly’s eyes filled with tears.

“Daisy! Baby, where are you?”

The voice sounded closer.

But wrong.

Not because it wasn't Daisy.

Because it sounded like Daisy was scared.

Terrified.

“Mommy...”

A pause.

“Don’t come.”

Kimberly’s heart sank.

“What?”

The whisper came again.

“Don’t come find me.”

Kimberly shook her head.

“No. No, baby. Mommy is coming.”

She looked around desperately.

The voice seemed to be coming from somewhere behind the boxes stacked against the wall.

Using all the strength she had, Kimberly pushed herself across the floor.

The restraints cut into her skin.

She didn't care.

She reached the boxes.

Moved them with her shoulder.

Behind them was something she never expected.

A wooden panel.

Hidden in the wall.

Kimberly stared.

Why would a hotel have a hidden door?

Her breathing became shallow.

The answer was obvious.

Because someone didn't want people finding what was behind it.

She pressed her shoulder against the panel.

Nothing.

Again.

Harder.

The wood cracked.

One more time.

The panel broke open.

Behind it was a narrow crawlspace.

Dark.

Wet.

Cold air rushed out.

Kimberly stared into the darkness.

Then she heard it.

A child's cry.

Not Daisy.

Multiple children.

Kimberly’s eyes widened.

There were others.

Other children.

She squeezed herself through the opening.

The wooden panel closed behind her.

And the moment she entered the tunnel...

The hotel

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
SOME DOORS SHOULD NEVER BE OPENED.

STRANGE

s Y C
ﬁa’ i?h . --:w.uw ol

SHADEARA HALL

— ——ohpo—





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





