
​Room 309

​A Novel 

​MD RAJU

​Some doors are best left unopened.


    
        
          Room 309

        

        
        
          MD RAJU

        

        
          Published by MD RAJU, 2025.

        

    


​Copyright © 2025 MD RAJU

All rights reserved.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ROOM 309

    

    
      First edition. November 5, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 MD RAJU.

    

    
    
      Written by MD RAJU.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by MD RAJU

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          The Unfinished Sweater

          
        
          
	          The Lighthouse of Unsent Letters

          
        
          
	          The Songbird's Locket

          
        
          
	          Echoes in an Empty House

          
        
          
	          The Girl in Apartment 4B

          
        
          
	          Room 309

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Title Page

Copyright Page

Copyright Page

Also By MD RAJU

Dedication

Room 309

Chapter 1: The Graveyard of Hotel Heatherington

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To anyone who has ever felt a chill in an empty room.

      

    

​To anyone who has ever felt a chill in an empty room.

​

​Table of Contents

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 1: The Graveyard of Hotel Heatherington

[image: ]


​Chapter 2: The Lure of the Light

​Chapter 3: The Scent of Rot

​Chapter 4: The Gates of Hell

​Chapter 5: He Who Dares Not Speak

​Chapter 6: The Diary Written in Blood

​Chapter 7: When the Sleep Breaks

​Chapter 8: A Waking Nightmare

​Chapter 9: The Night of Vengeance

​Chapter 10: The New Guest

Chapter 1

​The Graveyard of Hotel Heatherington

The rain wasn't just falling; it was a physical presence. A relentless assault on the sputtering wipers of Oliver Blackwood's Ford Fiesta, determined to dissolve the world outside into a smear of grey and bruised purple. For the past hour, the Scottish Highlands had offered nothing but weeping skies and winding roads that seemed to coil tighter around him, pulling him deeper into the heart of a beautiful, desolate nowhere.

"Ghost stories for bored city dwellers," he muttered to himself, the words tasting like ash in his mouth. That’s what his editor, Cynthia, had called the assignment. A fluff piece. ‘Find the most haunted hotel in Scotland, Ollie, and give us three thousand words of spooky atmosphere. Don’t actually find a ghost, for God’s sake. Just make the readers feel like they might.’

And so here he was, chasing a cliché up a mountain pass, his career aspirations sinking with every pothole the Fiesta navigated. The Grand Heatherington Hotel. Its brochure, yellowed and smelling faintly of damp, promised 'Old World charm and timeless seclusion.' The online reviews, however, whispered other things. They spoke of cold spots, of disembodied whispers down long corridors, of a guest who checked out in the middle of the night, leaving all his belongings behind, claiming a woman in his room wouldn't stop crying.

It was all nonsense, of course. The stuff of local legend, embellished for the tourists. Oliver was a journalist, a purveyor of facts, not fantasy. Still, as the hotel finally emerged from the mist, he couldn't suppress a shiver that had nothing to do with the failing car heater.

It wasn't a building; it was a scar on the landscape. A monument of weeping grey stone and shadowed turrets that clawed at the sky. Skeletal trees, their branches twisted like arthritic fingers, stood guard around it. It didn't look haunted. It looked tired. A grand old dame of a building that had slumped into a melancholic slumber and might never wake up.

The gravel of the driveway crunched under his tires, an obscenely loud sound in the profound silence. He parked the car and for a moment, just sat there, watching the rain trace jagged paths down the windscreen. The hotel watched him back. He was sure of it.

Inside, the air was thick with the scent of woodsmoke, dust, and something else... something faintly sweet, like decaying flowers. The lobby was a cavern of shadows, dominated by a cavernous fireplace where a sullen fire barely held its own against the gloom. A man materialized from behind a towering oak reception desk, moving with a silence that was unnerving. He was tall and impossibly thin, dressed in a tweed suit that seemed to hang off his frame.

"Mr. Blackwood," the man said. It wasn't a question. His voice was dry, like rustling leaves. "We've been expecting you. I am Alistair Finch. The manager."

Finch’s smile was a brief, thin affair that didn't reach his eyes. His eyes were the colour of polished river stones, cold and smooth.

"Good to finally be here," Oliver lied, forcing a cheerful tone as he placed his worn leather satchel on the counter. "The drive was... atmospheric."

"The Highlands have their own way of welcoming people," Finch replied, pushing a heavy, leather-bound guestbook towards him. It was a museum piece, filled with spidery, faded script. Oliver signed his name, feeling as though he were adding it to a historical record. "You're our only guest in the west wing tonight. You'll have plenty of peace and quiet for your... writing." The slight hesitation before the last word was masterfully done, a subtle note of condescension that pricked at Oliver's pride.

Finch handed him a heavy brass key attached to a large wooden fob. The number was engraved in elegant, curling script: 307.

"Third floor. The lift is out of order, I'm afraid. A permanent condition."

Of course it was.

The walk to his room was a journey into the past. The grand staircase groaned under his weight. The carpet runner, once a deep crimson, was now worn to threads, muffling his footsteps into whispers. Portraits of stern-faced men and pale, sad-eyed women lined the walls, their gazes seeming to follow him from beneath layers of cracked varnish. The air grew colder with every floor he climbed.

His room, 307, was at the very end of a long, dim corridor. It was spacious, clean, and utterly soulless. A four-poster bed dominated the space, its dark wood absorbing the weak light from a single window. He dropped his bags, the sound echoing in the heavy silence. He walked over to the window, wiping condensation from the cold glass with his sleeve.

The view was of the moors, a rolling expanse of darkness that melted into the bruised sky. Below him, the west wing of the hotel stretched out into the night, a long, dark spine of a building. Every window was black. Lifeless.

Except one.

Three or four doors down from his own, on the same floor, a single window glowed with a soft, pale, unwavering yellow light. A solitary beacon in the oppressive dark. Perhaps another guest had checked in after all. Someone who preferred the dark to the lonely comfort of the hotel bar.

He unpacked his laptop and a flask of whisky, taking a long pull from it. The warmth spread through his chest, a welcome antidote to the chill that had settled deep in his bones. He sat down at the small writing desk, the pale glow of the screen illuminating his tired face. For an hour, he tried to write, to string together sentences about 'eerie charm' and 'whispers of history.' The words felt hollow, dishonest.

Frustrated, he stood up and walked back to the window. The rain had softened to a drizzle. The light was still on. Steady. Patient. It seemed to be the only truly living thing in the entire landscape.

A strange thought, born of fatigue and
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