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A lonely hotel and a slew of lost souls. What could possibly go wrong?

 

Familiarity brews comfort, an adage the crew at the Bolt Hole hotel fully appreciates. Head clerk Mina Frank loves her daily routine and the souls that work for her. She’s even fond of the grumpy old chef who threatens to kill off all their clientele by serving them poisonous spiders.

 

Then a stranger strolls through the door and Mina gets that feeling. His arrival promises change but will that change prove useful?

 

Or will it destroy them?
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The Bolt Hole:

Coin from a Dead Man’s Eyes

________________________________________________________

 

 

Prologue

 

Consider the hotel: a place often found where two or more roads meet. Your home away from home. The place where business meets pleasure, where opposites attract, where the questions of the soul have no distraction but the mini-fridge and cable TV, and where the familiar gets stripped down to crisp white sheets, the smell of bleach, and a mirror that doesn’t quite reflect the same face it does at home.

A hotel can give the illusion of invisibility. What happens in a hotel, stays in a hotel…most of the time. A hotel can give the illusion of luxury. A concierge might bring you anything you want…as long as you pay for it.

And as long as you have a reservation.

Bring your baggage, bring your business, bring your hopes and dreams…

But don’t expect to leave the Crossroads Hotel in the same direction in which you arrived.

 

~ * ~

 

Mina Frank rested her hands on the reception counter, sensing the stranger before he came through the front door. She knew he was tall, dark, and awesome without hearing his boots striking the wood stairs outside or the squealing door hinge that announced every visitor to this not-so-fine establishment.

The air, generally dry and smelling of death and dust, swirled with a sharp, metallic stink that made the hair on her arms tickle.

And then, he was simply…there.

Tall with a black top hat that seemed to swallow the light around it, the man’s presence filled the lobby, long-tailed coat—black as the hat—enfolding him like a pair of wings. He wielded a black-and-silver walking stick with an ornate handle—was that a dragon’s head?—in his left hand. The man tipped a finger to his hat as he twirled the walking stick and Mina swore she could hear wind whistling through the room.

If the building could breathe—and there were times she was certain it could—it would have been holding its breath like a child sitting on the edge of his or her seat, waiting for a storyteller to continue his tale.

“And continue it, we shall.” The stranger grinned, an irresistible smile she couldn’t help but respond to despite the unsettling conviction the man had read her thoughts.

The floor beneath Mina’s feet shivered, a sign the hotel was worried.

About the stranger?

Or something else?

“Do you have a reservation, Mister…?” She let the question hang in the air. With luck, the man had not thought to make a reservation, in which case she was perfectly within her rights to turn him away.

“Indeed,” the man said.

He kept speaking, but his words faded to background noise when the check-in counter she stood behind rattled, the sound soft like a crock filled with stones had been gently shaken rather than metal striking metal. A few keys on the rack to her right clacked against the wood siding and a letter rustled in the cubbies behind her.

The sound of a skeleton quivering.

The man didn’t appear to have noticed. “And when I heard…”

Mina forced a smile. She didn’t have time to listen to his prattling, though she couldn’t help but feel guilty for not focusing on what he was saying. Instead, she turned her focus inward, opening her senses and striving to determine what had the building on edge.

Peculiar things happened when the hotel began shaking and quivering, stepping out the front door into an entirely different town being the least of the oddities. The Bolt Hole lived up to its name: whenever the building itself felt threatened, it ran away.

Rather disconcerting and entirely inconvenient.

Mina was getting tired of all the running. She glanced at the stranger now studying a nondescript painting on the wall.

“Not a Monet,” he was saying, “but well enough done…”

Once again, she let the man’s voice fade to a low drone. He did hold a rather high opinion of himself, but he wanted nothing more than a bed and a good meal far as she could tell. Nothing threatening about that.

Though she couldn’t cradle the structure that was the Bolt Hole in her arms, she drew the essence of the hotel to her much as she would a crying babe.

“Nothing to fear from this newcomer,” she crooned beneath her breath. “Nothing to fear.”

The quivering eased to a slight vibration and Mina relaxed. That vibration was normal—

Something moved at the corner of her vision—a wisp of fog, a thread of smoke, the scent of snow on winter’s wind, vanishing quickly beneath the stairs leading from the lobby to the rooms above. Those stairs wrapped over her head, casting the wall below into shadow the chandelier’s light couldn’t penetrate no matter how strongly the sunstones glowed.

“You are supposed to stay out of sight,” she hissed, glaring into the shadows.

The air whispered against her left ear. “Chef needs you.”

Mina rolled her eyes.

“Problems?” the stranger asked.

The question startled her. When had he come back to the counter? Had he somehow overheard the message she’d just ‘received’?

Mina frowned. She’d barely heard the words. How did the stranger know—

“Your expression,” the man explained. “Perhaps I could be of service?”

Was the man a mentalist of some sort, able to read her mind and who knew what else?
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