Alex crept through the hall, shivering.


“H-Hello?” he cried. “Anyone..?”


His ears drooped… and his tail drooped.  Where am I? he asked himself. A white flash was sighted in the corner of his vision. A memory rushed into his mind… He couldn’t remember though.. 


Alex then tried a door knob. He jiggled it, and the door opened. I swear I heard someone! He thought again, then tried a lightswitch. 


“Damnit!” He said out loud. 


CREEK CREEK CREEK


“WHO!?” Alex mewed, peaking into the hallway.


He didn’t know how he would get out of this…Hotel I think? The grey cat spotted a notebook that stated on the cover “JOURNAL.” Alex grabbed it and flipped it to the first page.



August 3, 1943


I don’t know where I am, or how to get out. I guess I’ll wait out the night. The sun cannot be seen through the boarded-up windows. Until then, it’s a goodbye.

Alex didn’t understand what this means, or how its going to go. What spooked him was that TODAY WAS August 3rd, 2016. 


Alex had no clue what the hell was going on. He was in his comfortable bed at home, and he wakes up in this creepy ass hotel. All he could think about was his comfortable bed, warm food, his family. Oh, he would do almost anything for them back.

Alex woke to a crash, jumping from the floor which he passed out. The vision of a figure appeared in the hallway, he grabbed the mans journal, looking for answers.



August 4th, 1943


The weirdest things are going on. I’ve been feeling like I’m being watched. This place is haunted for DAMN sure.



UPDATE: 5 PM- I saw something that instantly almost killed me. I REPEAT: DO NOT GO INTO ROOM 12!!

Alex looked over at his door, and the sign read “ROOM 12, MARYWOOD HOTEL”


He dashed as fast as he could away from this hell. Footsteps where heard behind them. He sped up faster, his tail waving in the wind. His vision began to blur, followed by growls, and Alex fell, complete blackness blew his vision before he finally fell.
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