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CHAPTER ONE

Fugitive's Wake

L 4

The city streets were always alive, but at night,
they seemed to pulse with a different kind of
energy. Neon lights reflected off wet pavement,
casting a gaudy glow over the crowded sidewalks.
Elias Thorne navigated this labyrinth with a
practiced air, his eyes darting between the faces
of passersby. He had been running for what felt
like an eternity, ever since the night his father

disappeared.

Elias's thoughts were a jumble of fear, anger,
and desperation. His father, Arthur Thorne, had
always been a figure shrouded in mystery, with
rumors of criminal connections that had long cast
a shadow over their family. Now, with his father
gone, Elias was left to pick up the pieces and face
the consequences of a legacy he didn't fully

understand.

As he turned a corner, the towering silhouette
of an old hotel loomed before him. The Grand
Hotel, with its faded grandeur and whispered
secrets, was a place Elias had always been drawn
to. Tonight, it seemed like the only place where he
might find some semblance of safety.

He pushed through the revolving doors,
stepping into a lobby that was a stark contrast to

the bustling streets outside. The air was thick with



the scent of old books and polished wood, and the
soft hum of conversation from the bar created a
comforting background noise. Elias made his way
to the reception, his heart racing with every step.
"Room for the night, please," he said, trying to

sound calm.

The receptionist, a woman with a kind face and
a professional smile, looked up from her screen.
"Of course, sir. That'll be $120 for the night.
Would you like to pay with card or cash?"

Elias hesitated, digging into his pocket for the
wad of cash he had managed to scrape together.
As he handed over the money, his fingers brushed
against a small, leather-bound journal. It was an
old habit, carrying this journal with him wherever
he went, a reminder of the stories his father used

to tell him.

The receptionist handed him a key card. "Room

314. Elevators are just down that way."

Elias nodded, taking the key. As he walked
towards the elevators, he couldn't shake the
feeling that he was being watched. He glanced
over his shoulder, but there was no one there. Just
the usual crowd of hotel patrons, each lost in their

own world.

The elevator doors slid open, and Elias stepped
inside, letting out a breath as the doors closed
behind him. For a moment, he was alone,
suspended in a metal box that seemed to be his
only sanctuary in a city that was rapidly becoming

a nightmare.



But as the doors opened on the third floor,
Elias's sense of relief was short-lived. A figure
stood in the corridor, watching him. Tall,
imposing, with eyes that seemed to bore into

Elias's very soul.

"Can I help you?" Elias asked, trying to keep his

voice steady.

The figure didn't move, didn't speak. It simply
stood there, a presence that seemed to fill the
entire corridor. Elias felt a shiver run down his
spine as he realized that he might not be alone in
his quest for answers. There were others out
there, watching, waiting.

And then, just as suddenly as it had appeared,
the figure vanished. Elias was left standing alone
in the corridor, wondering if he had imagined the

whole thing.
He took a deep breath, pushing the door to his

room open. The space was small, but it was his for
the night. Elias locked the door behind him,
leaning against it as if that alone could keep the
world at bay.

As he looked around the room, his eyes landed
on a small, antique clock on the bedside table. It
was old, its face cracked and worn, but it seemed
to be ticking away with a rhythm that was almost

comforting.

Elias sat down on the bed, running his fingers
over the clock's surface. It was a strange thing to
find comfort in, but in a world that seemed

determined to tear him apart, any semblance of



peace was welcome.

And then, as he sat there, the clock's ticking
seemed to slow, becoming almost synchronized
with the beat of his heart. Elias felt a strange
sense of calm wash over him, as if, for the first
time in weeks, he might finally be able to sleep
without the weight of his father's legacy crushing
him.

But as he lay back on the bed, his eyes drifting
closed, Elias knew that this peace was fleeting.
The city outside was still alive, still pulsing with
energy and danger. And he was just one man,

alone and adrift in a sea of uncertainty.



CHAPTER TWO

Ghosts of the Grand Hotel

L 4

Elias woke to the sound of silence. The city outside
seemed to have paused, holding its breath as if
waiting for something to happen. He lay there for
a moment, listening to the stillness, before finally
sitting up and swinging his legs over the side of
the bed.

The clock on the bedside table was still ticking
away, its rhythm steady and comforting. Elias
smiled wryly to himself as he stood up and began
to pace around the room. He had always been a
light sleeper, but last night had been different. For
the first time in weeks, he had slept without
interruption, without the constant fear of being
found.

As he walked, his eyes landed on the leather-
bound journal that had been his constant
companion since his father's disappearance. He
had found it in his father's study, hidden away in a
drawer filled with old papers and dusty relics. The
journal was old, its pages yellowed with age, but
as Elias flipped through them, he realized that it
was more than just a simple diary.

The entries were cryptic, filled with references
to people and places that Elias didn't recognize.
But as he read on, he began to piece together a

narrative that was both fascinating and terrifying.



His father had been involved in something big,
something that had spanned decades and

continents.

Elias's thoughts were interrupted by a knock at
the door. He froze, his heart racing as he
wondered who could be visiting him at this hour.
Cautiously, he made his way to the door and

peered through the peephole.

A woman stood in the corridor, her face
pinched with concern. "Mr. Thorne?" she said, her

voice low and urgent. "I need to speak with you."

Elias hesitated, wondering if he should trust
this stranger. But as he looked into her eyes, he
saw something there that gave him pause. It was a
deep sadness, a sense of loss that seemed to

mirror his own.

"Who are you?" he asked, opening the door
slightly.

"My name is Eleanor Vance," the woman
replied, her voice steady. "I'm a historian. I've
been studying the Grand Hotel for years, and I
think I might be able to help you."

Elias raised an eyebrow. "Help me? How?"

Eleanor took a deep breath. "I think your father
might have been involved in something big,
something that could change the course of history.
And I think you're in danger, Mr. Thorne. You need

to be careful."
As she spoke, Elias felt a shiver run down his
spine. He had been so focused on his own

problems that he had never stopped to consider



the bigger picture. But now, as he looked at

Eleanor, he realized that his father's

disappearance was just the tip of the iceberg.
"Come in," he said, stepping aside to let her

enter.

As Eleanor walked into the room, Elias caught a
glimpse of something in her hand. It was an old
photograph, yellowed with age, but as he looked
closer, he saw a figure that made his heart skip a
beat.

It was his father, standing in front of the Grand
Hotel, a smile on his face and a look of triumph in
his eyes. Elias felt a surge of emotion as he
realized that this photograph might hold the key to

unlocking the secrets of his father's past.

"Where did you find this?" he asked, his voice
barely above a whisper.

Eleanor's eyes locked onto his. "I found it in the

hotel's archives,'

for decades, but I think it might be the start of

she said. "It's been hidden away

something big."

As Elias took the photograph from her, he felt a
sense of purpose that he had not felt in weeks. He
was going to uncover the truth about his father's
disappearance, no matter what it took.

And as he looked at Eleanor, he knew that he
was not alone in this quest. Together, they might
just be able to uncover the secrets that had been

hidden for so long.



CHAPTER THREE

The Collector's Shadow

L 4

The sun was setting over the city, casting a golden
glow over the towering skyscrapers. Elias and
Eleanor walked side by side, their footsteps
echoing off the walls as they made their way

through the deserted streets.
They had spent the day poring over the hotel's

archives, uncovering a trail of clues that seemed to
lead deeper into the mystery of Elias's father's
disappearance. The photograph had been just the
beginning, a small piece of a much larger puzzle.
As they walked, Elias couldn't help but feel a
sense of excitement. He had never been one for
adventure, but with Eleanor by his side, he felt like

he could take on the world.

"We're getting close," she said, her voice barely

above a whisper. "I can feel it."

Elias nodded, his eyes scanning the streets.
They were heading for a small antique shop, one
that was rumored to be a front for a clandestine

organization.

As they turned a corner, the shop came into
view. It was small, with a faded sign that creaked
in the wind. Elias felt a shiver run down his spine
as he realized that this might be the place where

his father's journey had ended.



The door was locked, but Eleanor produced a
small key from her pocket. "I have a feeling that
this is where we'll find our next clue," she said,

her eyes sparkling with excitement.

As they stepped inside, Elias was struck by the
sheer amount of clutter that filled the shop. There
were antiques and relics, each one more bizarre
than the last. And in the center of it all, a figure
sat behind a desk, watching them with an

unblinking gaze.

"Welcome," the figure said, its voice low and

menacing. "I've been expecting you."

Elias felt a surge of fear as he realized that this
must be Silas Croft, the ruthless antagonist who
had been pulling the strings from behind the

scenes.

"What do you want?" Elias asked, trying to keep
his voice steady.

Silas smiled, his eyes glinting with amusement.
"I want the treasure, of course," he said. "And I
think you might be able to help me find it."

As he spoke, Elias felt a sense of trepidation.
He had been so focused on uncovering the truth
about his father's disappearance that he had never
stopped to consider the bigger picture. But now,
as he looked at Silas, he realized that he was in

over his head.
The treasure, whatever it was, must be worth a
fortune. And Silas would stop at nothing to get it.
"We're not going to help you," Elias said, trying

to sound brave.



Silas laughed, the sound sending shivers down
Elias's spine. "Oh, I think you will," he said. "You
see, I have something that belongs to you.

Something that will make you do exactly as I say."

As he spoke, Silas pulled out a small box from
behind the desk. Inside, Elias saw a glint of gold, a
small pendant that seemed to shine with an
otherworldly light.

"Recognize this?" Silas asked, his eyes glinting
with triumph.

Elias felt a surge of emotion as he realized that
the pendant was his father's. It was the one thing
that he had been searching for, the one thing that
might hold the key to unlocking the secrets of his
father's past.

"Yes," he said, his voice barely above a whisper.

Silas smiled, the pendant glinting in the light.
"Then we have a deal," he said. "You'll do exactly
as I say, and in return, I'll give you the pendant.”

Elias hesitated, unsure of what to do. But as he
looked at Eleanor, he knew that he had to make a
decision. They could either give in to Silas's
demands, or they could try to outsmart him.

As he looked at the pendant, Elias felt a sense
of resolve. He was going to get to the bottom of

this mystery, no matter what it took.

And with that, he made his decision. "We'll do
it," he said, his voice firm.

Silas smiled, the pendant glinting in the light.

"Excellent," he said. "Then let's begin."



As Elias and Eleanor left the shop, Elias
couldn't help but feel a sense of trepidation. They
were in this now, deeper than they had ever
intended to be. And as they walked into the sunset,
Elias knew that their journey was only just

beginning.



FINISH

The End

4



ABOUT THE AUTHOR

</>

Favio Developers

This author creates thoughtful books for readers through a

focused, Al-assisted publishing workflow.

Published August 18, 2026



