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  Foreword



There are stories that whisper before they speak.

You hear them first in the walls, in the trees, or in the static between radio stations.

Whispering Pines Motel is one of those stories.

When I first read Robert Pleasant’s early draft, I was struck by its quiet honesty — the way it holds a mirror to guilt and dares us to look. Set along the forgotten highways of Tennessee, this story reaches back to a time when the road was freedom, but also escape. It reminds us that sometimes the places we stop to rest know us better than we know ourselves.

This is not a tale about monsters in the woods, though there are shadows there.

It’s about the monsters that ride in the passenger seat — regret, fear, and the memories that never leave the rearview. Pleasant’s writing hums like a neon sign on a wet night: soft at first, then searing. Every flicker in the Pines feels alive, every silence purposeful.

What makes Whispering Pines Motel special isn’t just the horror — it’s the humanity. These characters bleed, sin, and hope like all of us. And in the end, we understand that the motel doesn’t trap people at all. It simply waits for the ones who were never free.

So pull off the highway. Let the rain fall. And whatever you do — when the phone rings, maybe don’t answer on the first ring.

— RP Night Presents

Greeneville, Tennessee

January 2026







  Preface



I started Whispering Pines Motel on a gray night when the rain wouldn’t quit and the radio wouldn’t stop whispering between songs.

I kept hearing stories about roadside motels—places that seemed to breathe after dark, that kept secrets longer than their guests.

This book grew from that sound.

It’s about guilt, memory, and the things we drag behind us even when the map says we’ve gone too far.

Every room in Whispering Pines has a story. Sam’s is just the first.

— Robert Pleasant

RP Night Publishing
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Writing a story like Whispering Pines Motel doesn’t happen in silence. It grows from late-night conversations, from songs that sound like rain on tin roofs, from memories you’d rather not keep — but can’t quite let go of either.

I want to thank everyone who believed in this world before it had a name.

To those who kept me company through the long nights of writing — friends, readers, and fellow storytellers — your encouragement turned the dark into something worth walking through.

Special thanks to the artists and creators who helped me bring the motel to life: the illustrators who saw the Pines exactly as I imagined them, and the readers who asked the right questions at the right time.

To the community of Greeneville, Tennessee — your roads, weather, and whispers built this setting more than you know.

And to anyone who’s ever stared out a rain-streaked window and wondered if the past could find its way back: this one’s for you.

— Robert Pleasant

RP Night Publishing








  
  
  Prologue

  
  




They say the pines started whispering the year the highway came through.

Long before the sign, before the rooms, before the ledger that filled itself.

Back then it was just trees and a single gravel path leading to nowhere in particular — until a man built something there, a handful of rooms for the weary and the lost. He called it Whispering Pines because he swore the trees spoke to him while he worked. Some say they still do.

Every town along that stretch of road has its stories. Drifters who stop for gas and never make it to the next county. Truckers who swear the red neon shows up miles before the turnoff. Lovers who vanish between rooms. Locals who won’t look at the treeline after dark.

The Pines doesn’t take everyone. Just the ones who hear it calling.

If you listen hard enough — past the rain, past the radio static — you can catch the sound. It’s soft, like breath on glass. It says your name the way a memory does. Familiar. Patient. Certain.

And if you follow it down the wrong road, through the wrong night, you’ll see the sign too.

VACANCY.

Always half lit. Always waiting.

The Pines remember everyone who’s ever checked in.

They just don’t remember letting anyone go.








  
  
  Introduction

  
  




There’s a certain stretch of road in Tennessee that never makes the map.

Locals know it by memory — a place where the fog never burns off, and where the trees lean closer than they should.

If you follow that road long enough, you’ll find the sign.

It’s always there, even when you swear it wasn’t a moment ago.

A red flicker in the rain. A promise. A warning.

Whispering Pines Motel.

This book is the first entry in The Whispering Pines Chronicles, a series of stories about the people who take that turn and never quite come back the same.

Some are running from guilt.

Some are looking for peace.

All of them end up here.

Each book stands on its own — another key on the same ring, another room with its own story. But if you read them together, you’ll start to notice how the doors connect.

How the Pines hum when you listen.

How the voices start to sound a little too familiar.

I built this world from fragments — from Tennessee storms, radio static, and the small-town ghosts that never quite left.

You don’t need a map to find the motel.

Just curiosity.

And maybe, a reason you can’t explain.

So check in.

Keep the light on.

And if you hear the phone ring — don’t answer on the first ring.

— Robert Pleasant

RP Night Publishing
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(Sam’s POV)
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The neon sign should be dead this time of night, all hum and no light, but it spits pink over the puddles like a cut tongue. WHISPERING PINES MOTEL. The P flickers. The S hisses. Rain comes in sideways, thorns on the wind, and my wipers make a sound like knuckles cracking each time they pass.

I’ve been following a Tennessee two-lane for hours, the kind that threads between black trees and one-room churches and gas stations with one pump that still smells like leaded. Somewhere after midnight the highway should flatten out. It doesn’t. It curls back on itself like a snake warming to its own shape.

I pull in because there’s nowhere else to go. Because the radio—AM band, all static and sermon—started to bleed a woman’s voice under a preacher’s: turn in, turn in, like tires finding gravel. Because my eyes won’t stop seeing what they shouldn’t: a pale shape in my high beams on a night like this, a long time ago, and the way it looked away from me when it shouldn’t have had a face to look.

The office is a gold rectangle behind glass. The bell over the door chirps once and dies. Inside, it smells like old coffee, damp curtains, cigarettes stubbed just shy of done. NO VACANCY glows in the window until the storm coughs and the N blinks out. Now it just says O VACANCY. Maybe that’s for me.

She’s behind the counter before I see her move. Hair pinned neat like a librarian, cardigan buttoned wrong, hands that should be soft but aren’t. “Evenin’,” she says, like it’s still evening and not the dark belly of night. Her voice is soft and papery. “Rough weather. You’ll want a key.”

[image: Image]

“I’ll want a room,” I say, setting down twenty-eight crumpled dollars and a driver’s license with a lying address.

Her eyes flick to the bills, then to my face. “We run honest here. Twenty-five plus tax. You look honest enough.”

“Looks deceive.”

“They do.” She opens a drawer and comes back with a brass key on a split ring, a plastic diamond tag that says 7. “Sam Hargrove.” She hasn’t looked at my license yet. “You passing through or headed toward something?”

“Both.” I slide the card across anyway. The laminate is bubbled at the corners from too many pockets. “Storm caught me.”

“Storm catches everybody.” She presses a ledger toward me, the kind with green lines and a spine that’s been mended with tape more than once. The paper is warped from old spills. The pen is something that writes like a nail.

“Sign.” She smiles and it never reaches her eyes. “For the record.”

I scrawl my name and the rain ratchets up, pellets on the office window. The radio behind her—an old Philco that shouldn’t still be alive—gargles static and a preacher’s baritone about the wages of sin. Under it, something else. A children’s chorus? Bees? I can’t tell. My hand jerks and the pen bites the paper hard enough I think it’ll bleed.
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