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Author Note:

This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. All characters depicted in this work of fiction are eighteen years of age or older. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.


“Hi,” I said, approaching the desk.

“Hello sir, how can I help you?” the lady behind the desk asked in her perky voice.

“Room 814,” I said as I put my suitcase on the floor.

“Uh,” she said as she looked over at her manager.

“Yes,” the tall man said as he approached me and told the lady to attend to the others behind me.

“Room 814 is off limits to the public, and frankly none of our staff go near it,” the man said.

“I know,” I sighed as I put my credentials on the desk.

“Ah,” the man said as he read my business card and the paper documents.

I worked for a well-known paranormal paper that did interviews and articles on the supernatural. My specialty was finding out if somewhere was truly haunted.

I have visited many places. Insane asylums, historic plantations, and even a haunted playground. I found that people’s imagination always got the better of them in these places, leading them to believe a creaky door was called a poltergeist or lose wiring was spirit activity. I had yet to find evidence of any kind of haunting anywhere.

“Well, you’ve come to the right place,” he smiled.

“We’ll see,” I shrugged.

At the age of fifty-six, I had seen the world, gone to places no man should go, and seen things that would make people never leave the safety of their house, none of which were paranormal, just the evil of the living.

The manager swiftly led me to the old-style elevator; this hotel was built in the late fifties, and most of its charm was keeping its decorative features with a modern twist.

He pulled the gate closed as the elevator went up.

“Do you know the story of the room?” the manager asked.

“Yes,” I said, staring at him. “I am sorry, I don’t mean to be rude, but I just flew in from Austria where I spent two weeks in a non-haunted hostel, I just want to get to the room and get some sleep.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Aemon Worln
Room 418

177 o i
1
P L) | "
iy
[ f v
Lk
.
g %
N | -
' a L





