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Introduction







Time is not a line. It folds, bends, and sometimes slips right through our fingers.


Welcome to Time-Slip Hotel, a collection of twelve surreal, sensual, and spiritually tinged short stories centered around Eric and Rebecca, a couple who run a boutique hotel with secrets stitched into its very walls. Each room holds more than memories—some hold entire timelines, echoes of the past, and glimpses of futures not yet born.


Set entirely within the hotel and its rooftop, these stories explore what happens when the ordinary cracks open and the impossible steps in. Moments of erotic awakening, spiritual reckoning, emotional healing, and thrilling mystery unfold as time bends, loops, or breaks entirely.

Eric and Rebecca are not just hoteliers; they are witnesses to the supernatural, caretakers of lost hours, and explorers of love unbound by time. Sometimes they’re lovers caught in a loop. Other times, they’re guides for wandering spirits, detectives of forgotten days, or simply two souls trying to stay grounded as time slips all around them.

Whether it’s a hallway that leads to every version of their relationship, a bathtub that reveals their older selves, or a guest who never existed—each story reveals another piece of the mystery that is their hotel… and the deeper mystery of time itself.

Check in. Unpack your disbelief. And be warned: time does not behave here.


— Ed Suttles



Room 303:

The Door That Wasn’t There

Eric had walked this hallway a thousand times. He knew the third floor of their hotel as intimately as he knew his own body. The sunlit corridor had twelve rooms—six on each side—with Room 302 always the last on the left before the turn to the west wing. And yet, today… there was a thirteenth door.


It appeared ordinary at first glance. A dark mahogany panel framed in black lacquer, with a brass plate engraved in a looping Art Deco script: Room 303.


Eric stopped dead.

He rubbed his eyes, then backed up a few steps, trying to remember if a guest had asked about renovations recently. Had they expanded? Was this some long-lost utility closet converted to a suite without his knowledge?

No. Impossible. Rebecca handled renovations. He would’ve known.

He pulled out his phone and opened the hotel’s floorplan—just to prove himself wrong.

Still no Room 303. It wasn’t there. Just a blank space between 302 and 304.

But the door stood in front of him. Real. Solid. Waiting.

Eric didn’t touch it. Instead, he turned and jogged down the hallway, headed for the front office where Rebecca was restocking tea bags behind the reception counter.

“Beck.”

She didn’t even look up. “If this is about the missing French press again, I swear—”

“No, listen,” he said, breathless. “There’s a door that wasn’t there before. On three. Room 303.”


She gave him the look—a careful balance of suspicion, affection, and just a sprinkle of are you losing your mind?


“We don’t have a 303,” she said flatly.


“I know. But it’s there now. Come see.”


Rebecca, practical as ever, sighed and followed him. She had always humored his weird observations. That was one of the reasons he’d married her—she never told him he was crazy. Just walked beside him until the mystery revealed itself.

They took the elevator together in silence. The hotel was quiet—midweek lull, most guests out sightseeing or working from their rooms. The third floor corridor lay ahead, bright and warm, sunshine streaming through the long windows.


And there it was. Room 303.


Rebecca stopped in her tracks.

“…Okay, that wasn’t there yesterday,” she said quietly.

“Exactly.”

She stepped up to the door and ran her fingers across the polished brass numbers. “This doesn’t feel like part of the renovation. The wood’s… old. Look at this handle. It’s antique. And that stained glass—”

“In the shape of an hourglass,” Eric noted. “Fitting.”

Rebecca glanced over her shoulder. The hallway remained still. Only the faint hum of the building’s AC filled the space.

Eric put his hand on the knob.

“You’re going to open it?” she asked.

He hesitated. “We own the place, don’t we?”

She gave a half-smile. “Let’s find out what we own.”

The knob turned with a solid click.

Inside, the light was low and golden. Jazz music played softly from somewhere beyond the threshold—something smooth and slow, like a record player from another time. The air smelled faintly of cigar smoke and lavender perfume.

Eric stepped in first. Rebecca followed.

They froze.


The room wasn’t just old. It was untouched. Like a film set from the roaring twenties: velvet curtains, patterned wallpaper, crystal sconces glowing softly along the walls. A marble bar gleamed near the window, fully stocked with amber-colored liquor and cut glass tumblers. A large four-poster bed stood beneath a canopy, covered in silk sheets.


It was beautiful. And impossible.

“What the hell…” Rebecca whispered.

They both turned as the door behind them shut—on its own. The music swelled. The scent in the air intensified. Something strange began to happen.

Eric looked down and blinked.

His jeans were gone. In their place were high-waisted wool trousers, polished oxfords, a crisp white shirt, and suspenders. His hoodie had become a black waistcoat. He ran his hands over the fabric.

Rebecca gave a small gasp.

She was no longer in her casual cardigan and leggings. Instead, a floor-length gown shimmered across her body, deep emerald green with draped sleeves and beads sewn into the bodice. Her hair had been restyled—soft curls pinned up beneath a pearl-trimmed headband.

They stared at each other in stunned silence.

Eric broke it first. “I think we’ve just checked in… in 1927.”

They moved carefully through the suite, not quite ready to speak. Eric pulled back one of the curtains and gasped again. The view out the window was… different.

Gone were the city’s skyline, the sleek glass towers, the parking lot out back. In their place stood a row of Model T Fords, horse-drawn carriages, and men in fedoras smoking cigars on the street corner. A sign across the street read:

THE LUXOR GRAND OPENING – OCTOBER 15, 1927

Rebecca stepped up beside him. “That’s our hotel. Or… it will be.”

He turned to her. “Is this a hallucination? Some kind of gas leak? Shared dream?”

“I don’t think we’re dreaming.”

A knock came at the door.

They both froze.

Eric hesitated, then opened it slowly.

A bellhop stood outside—young, clean-shaven, dressed in a deep burgundy uniform. He held a silver tray.

“Mr. and Mrs. Everleigh,” he said cheerfully. “Champagne has been sent to your suite. Welcome to the Grand Opening. The gala begins downstairs in thirty minutes.”

Rebecca blinked. “Mr. and Mrs. Everleigh?”

“Yes ma’am. Owners of the Luxor Hotel, aren’t you?”

Eric nodded automatically. “Right. Of course. Thank you.”

The bellhop bowed slightly and disappeared down the hallway.

Eric closed the door and turned back toward Rebecca. “Did he say Everleigh?”

Rebecca walked to the mirror. “That’s not our name.”


He crossed to her. “No. But it must be who we are right now.”


Rebecca picked up a folded envelope from the vanity, sealed with wax. She opened it slowly.


Eric and Rebecca Everleigh
Owners & Hosts – The Luxor Grand Hotel
Welcome to your new life.


She looked up at him. “Eric… I think we’re not just in the past.”

“We’re living someone else’s lives.”

“Someone who looks just like us.”

The elevator in 1927 made no sound at all—just a smooth, mechanical glide that hummed faintly as it descended. Eric and Rebecca stood together, holding hands as if afraid one of them might vanish if they let go.

Neither spoke. What was there to say?

They were dressed as the owners of a hotel from nearly a century ago, stepping into a moment frozen in time. The mirrored panel in the elevator reflected their transformed appearances, elegant and unreal.

“You look beautiful,” Eric whispered, voice shaking just slightly.

Rebecca gave a small smile. “You clean up pretty well yourself, Mr. Everleigh.”

The elevator stopped. The doors slid open.

Golden light spilled across the marble floors of the grand ballroom. Jazz music danced through the air—live, from a ten-piece band on a raised platform. Servers in tuxedos glided through the crowd carrying trays of oysters and champagne. Guests in sequins and satin, pinstripes and pearls, twirled and mingled, laughing under crystal chandeliers.

It was a dream. A perfect, impossible dream.

Eric and Rebecca stepped out.

Almost instantly, a man in his late fifties, rotund and red-faced, broke away from the crowd and approached them.

“Mr. Everleigh!” he bellowed, arms open wide. “Rebecca! My stars, you’ve done it! This place is a marvel!”

“Thank you,” Eric said instinctively. “We—uh—couldn’t have done it without your help.”

The man laughed heartily. “Nonsense. You two built this hotel with your bare hands and brilliant minds. The Luxor is the crown jewel of the district!”

He leaned in. “You know, some say the location is cursed. But not me. I believe in second chances.”

Rebecca felt a chill crawl up her spine. She forced a smile. “Cursed? Surely not.”

“Just superstitions. Don’t mind me,” he said, patting her arm before disappearing into the crowd again.

They moved slowly through the room, absorbing every detail. There were framed menus on each table, handwritten in ink. The walls bore oil paintings neither of them recognized, though some of the subjects looked hauntingly familiar.

Rebecca paused near a fireplace and picked up a photograph in a brass frame.

It was them—or at least, it looked like them. But the version of Rebecca in the photo had a tighter smile. Her eyes held a sadness, or maybe fear. Eric's counterpart had a rigid posture, one arm gripping the back of her chair like a lifeline.

She turned the photo over. Scrawled on the back:

Everleighs, one year before the fire.

She froze.

“Eric.”

He looked over her shoulder. His eyes widened.

“The fire?” he whispered.

They both turned as the music changed—slower now, almost haunting. Something about the mood in the room had shifted.

“I want to go back to the suite,” Rebecca said.

Eric nodded.

They hurried up the stairwell rather than risk the elevator. The air felt heavier, the walls a little too close. The sound of their shoes echoed through the stairwell like gunshots.

Back in Room 303, the atmosphere had changed.

The champagne was still cold, the room still glowing with soft light, but something felt… wrong. The record player had stopped. A faint smell—smoke?—lingered in the air.

“I think this place is building toward something,” Eric said.

Rebecca sat on the edge of the bed. “The fire. That’s what he meant downstairs. There was a fire. And we—we were here when it happened.”

Eric opened the wardrobe. Inside were a collection of garments—beautifully preserved, their sizes matching theirs perfectly. Shoes. Gloves. A folded letter sat on the top shelf.

He opened it.


To whomever finds this room,
The Luxor has its secrets. You are now part of them. Room 303 is the heart. Time loops here, replays the night it all began. The fire will come. You cannot stop it. But you may learn why it burned.


—E. Everleigh

He read it aloud. Rebecca stared at the letter, stunned.

“Is this from… us?”

“Or the versions of us who lived here before,” Eric said. “Maybe they left this as a warning.”

Rebecca stood and moved toward the desk. The drawers were filled with receipts, invitations, and guest lists. She found a leather-bound notebook and flipped through it. The last entry caught her eye:


Oct 15, 1927 – Final Gala
The basement door was never meant to open. If someone finds it… they’ll see what we buried. We had no choice. It had to end.


The ink smudged at the end, as though someone had slammed the book shut in haste.

“We need to find the basement,” Rebecca said, her voice suddenly urgent. “Whatever they buried down there… it’s part of the loop. Maybe it’s why the fire happened.”

Eric hesitated. “You want to explore a time-locked, possibly haunted basement before midnight?”

She looked at him. “You scared?”

He smiled. “A little turned on, actually.”

Rebecca rolled her eyes but kissed his cheek anyway.

The stairwell to the basement was tucked behind a velvet rope near the kitchen. No one seemed to notice them slip past it. By now, the party was distant—muted through the walls. The deeper they descended, the older everything felt.

The stairs creaked under their feet. Dust coated the railing. Pipes lined the ceiling like veins.

At the bottom was a steel door with no handle, just a palm-sized indentation.

Eric pressed his hand into it.

Nothing happened.

Then Rebecca stepped forward. She placed her palm in the space next to his.

There was a hiss of air and a click.

The door swung open.

Inside: darkness.

They stepped in together.

The room beyond was not what they expected.

It wasn’t a boiler room or a storage area. It was a study. An underground office with shelves lined with journals, maps, and photographs. A single electric lamp flickered in the corner.

In the center of the room stood a table. On it, a large black book.

They moved closer.


The cover was stamped with a single number: 303.


Rebecca opened it.

Inside were pages of notes. Experiments. Observations. Time loops. Recurring dates. Diagrams of the hotel. Names of guests who came and never left. One entry repeated:

Room 303 is the breach.

Time is bleeding through.

We tried to seal it. But the room always finds a way.

Eric flipped to the last page. It simply read:

Forgive us.

We let it burn to stop what we started.

At that moment, the light above them went out.

Smoke crept in under the door.

Somewhere above, the fire had begun.

“Time to go,” Rebecca said.

They turned and ran, climbing the stairs as smoke curled down toward them. Shouts echoed faintly from the ballroom—panic, footsteps, music halting mid-note. As they reached the third floor, heat was already in the walls.

They burst into Room 303.

The suite was dark now. The windows showed nothing—only static, like old TV snow. The mirror on the vanity shimmered.

Eric touched it.

A pulse of cold shot through him—and he saw himself. Present-day. In jeans. Reaching for the doorknob.

Rebecca grabbed his hand. “Together.”

They stepped through the mirror.

Eric opened his eyes and stumbled backward.

He was in the hallway. The real hallway. Third floor. Morning light. The old carpet beneath his sneakers. Rebecca stood beside him in her cardigan and leggings.

The door behind them read:

Room Sealed – 1927

Where Room 303 had been… was now just wall.

No door. No handle. No plaque.

Only the faintest outline, like a memory burned into plaster.

The Echoes That Remain

Eric and Rebecca stood in the quiet corridor where Room 303 had just vanished, the morning light filtering softly through the windows, casting elongated shadows on the patterned carpet. The once-solid door was now gone—replaced by a smooth expanse of plaster that looked freshly painted but somehow bore the faintest, almost imperceptible, outline of a doorframe.

Eric traced a finger along the wall, as if he could feel the door’s memory beneath the surface.

“It’s like it was never here,” he whispered.

Rebecca’s breath caught. “But we know better. We were inside. We lived that night.”

The distant murmur of a housekeeping cart and faint clatter from the kitchen reminded them the hotel was waking up, unaware of the temporal secret folded into its structure.

Eric’s eyes scanned the hallway, then locked onto Rebecca’s. “Do you feel it? Like a pulse, or a heartbeat, coming from the walls?”

She nodded, wrapping her arms around herself. “Like the hotel remembers. And we woke it up.”

For a long moment, neither spoke. The silence settled around them like a gentle embrace.

Slowly, they began to walk—each step measured, cautious—as if they might stumble over a crack in time itself.

Later that evening, in the quiet comfort of their own suite on the fifth floor, Eric settled into the worn leather chair by the window. The city skyline outside glittered with a thousand lights, but his mind was far away—rooted in the golden haze of 1927.

Rebecca joined him quietly, slipping into his lap and resting her head against his shoulder. The scent of her shampoo, fresh and clean, grounded him back in the present.

“Do you think it’s possible for a place to hold a moment in time, like a photograph pressed between pages?” she asked softly.

Eric smiled faintly. “I think the hotel is more than just a building. It’s a living archive of moments, memories, and choices. Room 303 was like a page torn loose. We stepped into that tear.”

She looked up at him, searching his eyes. “But could we change anything? Did our presence alter the past?”

He tightened his arms around her. “Maybe some things are fixed points. The fire had to happen for the hotel—and maybe for us—to become what they are now. But maybe we were meant to witness it, to carry its story forward.”

Rebecca smiled, a quiet understanding passing between them. “We became part of its history.”

“Together,” Eric whispered, pressing a kiss to her temple.

Over the next few weeks, Eric and Rebecca noticed small, almost imperceptible changes throughout the hotel.

The archived blueprints in the manager’s office now showed a tiny sealed-off space between Rooms 302 and 304, marked simply as “Former Storage – Sealed 1927.” It had never appeared before in any records.

In the employee lounge, old black-and-white photographs had been newly framed and hung in the hallway—images of an elegant suite decorated in rich mahogany, velvet curtains, and crystal chandeliers: a suite that bore a striking resemblance to the Room 303 they had visited in the past.

At night, faint strains of jazz music floated through the halls, never loud enough to startle, but always there—like a ghostly echo of a forgotten celebration. Sometimes, a faint scent of cigar smoke mixed with lavender lingered in the air, evoking memories too old to be their own.


One rainy afternoon, while dusting the living room curtains, Rebecca discovered something tucked between the folds—a small, ornate brass key engraved with the number 303. It was cool and heavy in her hand, its intricate design worn smooth with time.


She showed it to Eric, her eyes wide with wonder.

“We should keep this,” she said. “A reminder that some doors, once opened, never truly close.”

He placed the key gently in a glass box on their mantle, beside a photo of the hotel from the 1920s.

Weeks passed. One quiet Tuesday evening, Eric returned alone to the third floor.

The hotel was almost empty, the air still and peaceful. He stood where Room 303 had once been, running his hand over the plastered wall.

A whisper seemed to stir the silence, a melody threading through the air like a fading song.

Eric closed his eyes, inhaling deeply.

“Thank you,” he whispered, feeling the weight of the past and present folding together.

A sudden breeze fluttered past him, carrying the faintest hint of the old perfume and cigar smoke.

For a moment, the wall shimmered—an echo of a door that was, and a promise of doors yet to come.

Eric turned and walked down the hallway, the memory of Room 303 alive within him.

Rebecca was waiting in their suite, a soft smile lighting her face.

As he entered, she took his hand.

“Wherever time takes us,” she said, “we face it together.”

He kissed her gently.

In the Time-Slip Hotel, that was all that mattered.


The Guest Who Wasn’t There

Arrival and Suspicion

The autumn rain had been falling steadily since early evening, washing the city streets in shimmering sheets of water that caught the glow of street lamps and neon signs. The Luxor Hotel, an elegant relic of another age, stood stoic against the storm—a sanctuary of polished wood, brass fittings, and rich fabrics that held the faint scent of lavender and old paper.

Inside, the grand lobby was alive with a quiet energy. The high ceiling soared above, crowned by a crystal chandelier that scattered light like tiny stars. Plush armchairs and velvet-upholstered sofas offered refuge to travelers escaping the cold. The fireplace crackled softly, casting a warm glow that mingled with the soft notes of a jazz trio playing in the corner.

Eric stood behind the front desk, his hands folded as he surveyed the room. The scent of freshly brewed coffee from the adjacent café mingled with the faint perfume of blooming orchids in a large vase by the registration books. The late October air was crisp through the large stained-glass windows, where drops of rain chased one another down the colored panes.

Rebecca approached quietly, balancing a silver tray holding two steaming cups of tea and a plate of golden scones. She placed the tray on the polished counter with a soft clink.

“Looks like another busy night,” she observed, brushing a loose strand of auburn hair behind her ear as she smiled.

Eric returned the smile, the warmth in his eyes softening the edge of his usual alertness. “More than usual, yes. But there’s something else... something I can’t quite put my finger on.”

Rebecca tilted her head slightly, curiosity flickering in her gaze. “Off, you mean? Like the usual ghosts that haunt this place?”

He chuckled, though there was an edge to it. “Maybe. This hotel has a way of holding onto its stories.”

Before she could respond, the revolving doors opened with a gentle whoosh. A man stepped inside, shaking rain from a dark overcoat. His movements were smooth, almost too measured, and he seemed to glide across the floor rather than walk.

Eric’s eyes narrowed in subtle recognition, an instinctual alertness sharpening his senses.

The man removed his wide-brimmed hat, revealing a head of thick salt-and-pepper hair slicked back neatly. His face was angular, with high cheekbones and sharp, piercing eyes that seemed to flicker with a hidden sorrow.

Eric cleared his throat, stepping forward with a professional smile. “Good evening, sir. Welcome to the Luxor Hotel. How may I assist you tonight?”

The man’s voice was low, smooth, and tinged with an accent that Eric couldn’t quite place. “I would like to check in, please. Room 411.”

Rebecca glanced up, brow furrowed. “We don’t have a Room 411,” she said softly, her voice betraying a note of confusion.

The man’s smile was thin but knowing. “It’s a recent addition. Very private. Very exclusive.”

Eric hesitated, heart pounding faintly beneath his ribs. He reached for the keys hanging behind the desk, his fingers brushing over the worn brass fobs until he found one engraved with the number 411.

“Very well, sir. Here is your key,” Eric said, handing it over.

The man’s fingers closed around the key with an almost possessive grip. “Thank you.”

He paused, his gaze sweeping the lobby before settling on Rebecca. “You have a keen eye. I can see it in you—the same sense of history and secrets that this hotel holds.”

Rebecca blushed faintly, her fingers tightening around the edge of the counter. Eric noticed the subtle warmth in her cheeks and smiled inwardly.

The man tipped his hat and turned, ascending the grand staircase with measured steps, leaving behind an air of quiet mystery.

Rebecca watched him disappear up the stairs. “That was… strange,” she murmured.

Eric nodded, his brow creasing. “I’ll look into it.”

The evening deepened as more guests arrived, their footsteps echoing softly against the marble floors. Eric and Rebecca settled into their rhythm, but the image of the mysterious guest lingered in Eric’s mind like a shadow that wouldn’t dissipate.

Later, Eric approached Lila, the night manager who had been with the Luxor for over two decades. Her silver-streaked hair and gentle demeanor made her a reassuring presence in the bustling hotel.

“Lila,” Eric began quietly, “have you ever heard of Room 411?”

Lila’s face creased into a frown. “Room 411? No, I haven’t. The highest room number on this floor is 408, and that’s been true for as long as I can remember. Are you sure you didn’t mishear?”

Eric shook his head. “No, it was very clear.”

Lila sighed, brushing a hand across her forehead. “Maybe someone’s playing a prank. You know this place has its legends—guests who appear and vanish, hallways that shift when no one’s watching.”

Rebecca joined them, folding her arms. “Do you think this is one of those… time slip things?”

Lila smiled knowingly. “The hotel’s full of those. Just last week, a guest claimed he saw the original owner walking the lobby at midnight.”

Eric exchanged a glance with Rebecca. The warmth between them was a small comfort against the growing chill of uncertainty.

Later that night, Eric found himself wandering the fourth-floor hallway near the supposed Room 411. The corridor was dimly lit by antique sconces, their flickering flames casting dancing shadows on the wallpaper patterned with faded roses.

He stopped before an empty stretch of wall between Rooms 410 and 412. There was no door, no sign of a hidden entrance—just smooth plaster and the faint smell of tobacco.

A sudden soft knock echoed from the far end of the hall.

Eric’s pulse quickened as he turned, but the corridor was empty. The only sound was the rain tapping steadily against the windows.

Back in their suite, Rebecca sat by the window, her fingers tracing the condensation that had gathered on the glass.

“Did you hear that?” she asked without looking up.

Eric nodded slowly. “I did. And I think the hotel is trying to tell us something.”

She turned to him, eyes shining. “Then we need to listen.”

The next morning, Eric and Rebecca scoured the hotel’s library and archives. Hidden among dusty volumes, Rebecca discovered an old leather-bound ledger with faded handwriting.

Inside, a yellowed newspaper clipping slipped from between the pages caught their attention. The headline read:

“Mysterious Guest Vanishes from Luxor Hotel — 1923”

The photograph alongside the article was grainy but unmistakable—the same man who had arrived the previous evening, looking exactly as he had a century ago.

Eric’s voice was barely above a whisper. “Who was he?”

Rebecca’s fingers trembled as she pointed to the text beneath the photo:

"Mr. Jonathan Crane checked into the Luxor on a stormy night much like this one. He was never seen again."

The room seemed to grow colder.

Outside, the rain continued its steady cadence.

Eric took Rebecca’s hand gently in his. “We’re going to find out what happened to him.”

She smiled, squeezing his hand back. “Together.”

Shadows of the Past

The morning light filtered through the heavy gray clouds like a pale promise as Eric and Rebecca made their way back to the hotel’s library. The air outside still carried the damp, earthy scent of the overnight rain, mixing with the faint aroma of aging paper and polished oak inside the room. The library was quiet, cloaked in soft shadows from the tall shelves stacked with leather-bound volumes and forgotten tomes.


Rebecca spread out the brittle newspaper clipping on the oak table, her fingers tracing the faded ink. The headline screamed the same question they both had: “Mysterious Guest Vanishes from Luxor Hotel — 1923.” Beside it, the photograph of a man—the same man who had arrived the night before—was haunting in its stillness. Sharp eyes and an almost ethereal presence stared out from the yellowed page.
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