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To those who have wandered through darkness,

who have faced the shadows within their own minds,

and who have felt the weight of memories too heavy to bear—

This book is for you.

To the restless souls who have ever wondered what lurks behind closed doors,

who have heard whispers in the silence,

and have dared to confront the truths they tried to bury—

May these pages remind you that fear can be faced, 

that shadows can be understood,

and that even the most haunted rooms

cannot hold back the courage within.

To the seekers of truth, the brave, the curious, and the resilient—

this story is yours as much as mine.
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Prologue
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The room smelled like lavender—and something else.

Something sharp. Something wrong.

A thin strip of light slipped under the door of Room 407, stretching across the carpet like a quiet warning. I stared at it for a long time, listening to the steady hum of the hotel’s old air-conditioner. It rattled every few seconds, as if struggling to breathe. Or maybe that was just me.

I didn’t come here to hide.

At least, that’s what I kept telling myself.

But the truth had a way of following me into places where it shouldn’t. Even into a room with beige curtains, too-white sheets, and a crooked Do Not Disturb sign hanging outside—a sign I had checked three times to make sure was flipped the right way.

Still, it felt like someone was on the other side of the door, watching.

I tried to shake the thought off as imagination, the same imagination that had been tormenting me for weeks. Whispering things I didn’t want to hear. Showing me flashes of memories that didn’t belong to me... or maybe they did.

A dull ache throbbed behind my eyes. The same headache. The same pressure. Like something inside my mind was trying to claw its way out.

I took a step toward the bathroom mirror, but I hesitated.

I wasn’t sure I wanted to see myself tonight.

Because earlier—just for a second—I could’ve sworn I saw someone standing behind me in the reflection. Someone whose face I couldn’t recognize. Someone who looked at me as if I didn’t belong here.

My pulse raced.

I checked the door again. Still locked.

Still safe.

At least that’s what I hoped.

The air-conditioning unit clicked off, plunging the room into a silence so heavy it felt alive. I exhaled shakily, rubbing my temples.

Then—

A soft sound.

Just one.

A gentle, deliberate tap... on the other side of the door.

Not a knock.

A tap.

As if someone wanted me to know they were there—but didn’t want anyone else to hear it.

My breath caught.

No footsteps.

No whisper.

Just that soft tap... and the slow turning of the metal handle.

I froze.

The Do Not Disturb sign swayed silently, scraping the door with a sound that felt too close to a warning.

The handle turned again—just slightly.

As if someone already knew I was on the other side.

And that’s the moment I realized—

The danger wasn’t outside the door.

It was already inside my mind.
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Part I – The Door That Shouldn’t Open
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CHAPTER 1 — Room 407
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The first thing I noticed when I pushed open the door to Room 407 was the smell.

Lavender. Sweet, soft, calming. The kind of scent hotels use to make you believe everything is normal.

But something underneath it felt... wrong.

Like the scent was working too hard to hide something else.

I stepped inside slowly, letting the door close behind me. The soft click echoed through the room in a way that made my spine tighten. I told myself it was just stress. Lack of sleep. Too many unanswered questions crowding my mind.

The room looked ordinary—almost painfully ordinary. Beige curtains. A queen-sized bed with sheets so white they seemed artificial. A wooden desk pushed against the wall. A small round table in the corner, with a lamp that flickered once, as if unsure whether it wanted to stay alive.

I set my bag down carefully, but my mind didn’t relax. Something felt off—not in the room, but inside me. A pressure behind my temples. A heaviness in my chest. My thoughts kept circling as if they were trying to warn me about something I couldn’t see.

The Do Not Disturb sign was still hanging outside the door.

I had checked it three times.

I didn’t want housekeeping.

I didn’t want footsteps outside my door.

I didn’t want anyone knocking.

I didn’t even want the echo of another person’s presence.

I didn’t come here to rest.

I came here to disappear for a night.

But the room didn’t feel empty.

I took a deep breath and walked toward the bathroom mirror. My reflection stared back at me—tired eyes, dark circles, hair falling messily around my face. I blinked.

And for the shortest second—so quick that I couldn’t tell if it happened at all—I saw another figure standing behind me in the reflection.

I gasped and spun around.

Nothing.

Only the quiet room breathing in lavender and something darker.

“Get it together,” I whispered to myself.

I splashed water on my face. The coldness shocked me, grounding me for a moment. My mind felt loud, like someone had turned the volume up on all the thoughts I’d been avoiding for weeks.

I stepped out of the bathroom and froze.

The lamp on the corner table flickered again. Once.

Then twice.

Then it stayed off.

Silence dropped into the room, heavy and too still. I tried to tell myself it was just a loose wire. Old hotels were full of small electrical problems. Nothing unusual.

But my heartbeat didn’t believe that.

I walked to the bed and sat down, running my fingers over the sheets. They felt too cold, almost as if no one had touched them in days. My breath fogged slightly in the air—even though the thermostat was set to a comfortable temperature.

The air-conditioning rattled once, then fell silent.

The quietness pressed against my ears. Too loud in its own way.

And then—I heard it.

A soft sound.

A small, deliberate tap on the other side of the door.

Not a knock.

A tap.

Like someone used their finger instead of their knuckles.

My whole body went still.

Tap.

I stared at the door.

My pulse pushed against my ribs.

My breathing slowed on its own, as if my body didn’t want to be heard.

Tap.

Three times now.

Someone was there.

Someone who didn’t want to be discovered.

I stood up slowly, my feet silent on the carpet. I took one step toward the door. Then another. The room felt smaller with every movement, as if the walls were leaning in.

My hand hovered above the handle.

“Who’s there?” I asked, keeping my voice as steady as I could.

Silence.

A heartbeat passed.

Then another.

And then—I heard the handle shift.

Not fully.

Not enough to open.

Just... testing.

My breath stopped in my throat.

Whoever it was—they weren’t knocking for help.

They weren’t lost.

They weren’t confused.

They were trying to see if the door would open.

I stepped back instinctively.

The handle turned a little more.

A soft metal scrape.

The sound that separates safety from danger.

I grabbed my phone.

No signal.

Of course.

Another second passed. The handle froze completely, as if whoever was outside realized I was standing right there.

Silence swallowed everything again.

The lavender smell felt colder now.

I didn’t move.

I didn’t breathe.

I waited for another tap.

But instead—I heard something else.

A whisper.

So soft I almost convinced myself it wasn’t real.

A faint, distant voice sliding through the thin gap under the door.

A voice that said my name.

Not loudly.

Not harshly.

Just... like someone who knew me very well.

My knees weakened.

No one knew I was here.

No one.

I stumbled backward, clutching the edge of the bed to steady myself. My chest tightened. My thoughts blurred. It felt like my mind was splitting into two—one half trying to make sense of what was happening, the other half terrified of an impossible thought:

What if the danger wasn’t outside the door?

What if it was inside me?

The pressure behind my eyes grew sharper. The whisper echoed in my head longer than it should have, like it wasn’t coming from outside at all.

I pressed my fingers to my temples.

“Not again,” I whispered. “Not tonight.”

The door handle clicked softly back into place.

But I couldn’t shake the feeling that something had already entered the room.

Not through the door.

Through my thoughts.
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CHAPTER 2 — The Tap in the Silence
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The sun had barely risen when I realized I had not slept at all.

My mind kept replaying the whisper—my name sliding under the door like cold breath. Even now, in the weak morning light, the memory clung to me. It felt too real. Too intentional. As if someone had leaned close enough for their lips to nearly touch the floor.

I moved slowly around the room, trying to convince myself that daylight would make everything feel normal again.

It didn’t.

The lavender scent was lighter now, but something heavier remained beneath it—something stale, metallic, faintly sour. My head throbbed, a dull ache that had started last night and refused to leave.

I opened the curtains halfway, letting sunlight spill in. The brightness didn’t comfort me; it only made the shadows sharper.

I kept glancing at the door.

The memory of the handle shifting—testing—still jolted through my nerves like electricity.

I walked toward the door and pressed my palm against it gently. Cold. Too cold, as if the hallway outside carried a chill the room couldn’t keep out.

I leaned closer, listening.

Silence.

Then—

something I didn’t expect.

A soft tap.

Not loud. Not forceful.

Just a faint, delicate tap, like a fingertip brushing wood.

My heartbeat stalled.

The same sound from last night.

The same gentle testing.

The same unnatural stillness on the other side.

I waited, not moving a muscle.

Tap.

It came again. Soft, steady, patient.

My breath trembled out of me.

Someone was out there.

Someone who didn’t want to knock.
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