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The House Beneath the Moon

the House Beneath the Moon

The letter had arrived on a Tuesday, tucked between a utility bill and a catalog for kitchen fixtures Amelia Rose had no memory of requesting. The envelope was thick, cream-colored, and bore the unmistakable weight of officialdom—the kind of paper that demanded attention before it was even opened. She had stood in the cramped entryway of her apartment, keys still dangling from her fingers, and felt the world tilt slightly beneath her feet.

*Last Will and Testament of Eleanor Rose.*

Her aunt’s name in black type. Final. Irreversible.

Now, three weeks later, Amelia sat in her rental car at the edge of Moonridge, watching fog curl through the pines like something alive. The GPS had given up half a mile back, its calm female voice dissolving into static as the road narrowed and the trees closed in. She had forgotten how the forest pressed against this town, how the mountains rose behind it like silent judges, how the air itself seemed to hold its breath.

The drive from the city had taken six hours. She had planned for four.

*You should have come back sooner,* a voice whispered—not her aunt’s, exactly, but something adjacent to it. Something that had been living in the back of her mind since the phone call came. *You should have visited. You should have called more than twice a year. You should have—*

Amelia killed the engine and stepped out into the cold.

The October air hit her like a wall, sharp with pine and woodsmoke and something older beneath it, something that smelled like wet stone and fallen leaves and the particular mustiness of places that had been closed too long. She pulled her coat tighter—a city coat, she realized now, too thin, too fashionable for this place—and looked down the road toward the house that waited at its end.

Blackwood House.

Even from here, half-hidden by the curve of the road and the grasping branches of ancient oaks, it was unmistakable. Three stories of Victorian excess, its gables and turrets piercing the gray sky like the spires of some forgotten cathedral. The windows were dark. The porch sagged slightly on one side. And yet there was something about the way it stood there, something almost defiant, as if the house had decided long ago that it would not fall, would not fade, would not be forgotten.

*The house remembers every secret ever hidden inside its walls.*

Her mother had told her that once, years ago, when Amelia was small and the world was still simple. They had been driving past—just passing through, never stopping—and her mother had pointed at the silhouette on the hill and said those words in a voice that Amelia had never quite forgotten. A voice that was half warning, half longing.

*And every Halloween night, it reveals a forgotten memory from the past.*

Amelia had laughed then. She had been ten, maybe eleven, too old for ghost stories but young enough to want to believe them anyway. Now, standing at the edge of town with the fog wrapping around her ankles like fingers, she wasn’t sure what she believed.

She got back in the car and drove the rest of the way.

—-
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The road to Blackwood House was unpaved, little more than two gravel tracks separated by a strip of dying grass. Amelia’s tires crunched over fallen leaves, and the sound was so loud in the silence that she found herself holding her breath. The trees pressed closer here, their branches interlocking overhead until the sky was reduced to scattered fragments of gray. Then, suddenly, the forest fell away, and there it was.

Blackwood House.

Up close, it was even more imposing than it had appeared from the road. The Victorian details were still intact—the fish-scale shingles, the ornate brackets beneath the eaves, the wraparound porch with its spindled railing—but decades of neglect had left their mark. Paint peeled from the siding in long strips. Ivy crawled up the eastern wall, its tendrils probing the windows like curious fingers. And yet, despite the decay, there was a strange beauty to it, a dignity that refused to be extinguished.

The front door was massive, made of dark wood that had been polished to a mirror shine sometime in the distant past. Amelia stood before it, her hand hovering over the brass knocker—a raven’s head, she noticed, its eyes two chips of obsidian—and felt absurd. This was her house now. She didn’t need to knock.

The key was in her pocket, cold and heavy. The lawyer had given it to her along with the deed and a folder of paperwork that she hadn’t been able to bring herself to read. *Eleanor Rose,* the documents said. *Spinster. Deceased. No children. Survived by one niece.*

*Spinster.* The word had made Amelia angry when she first read it, though she couldn’t have said why. Her aunt had been many things—eccentric, reclusive, frustratingly enigmatic—but *spinster* felt like a dismissal, a reduction of a life to its most conventional failure.

She slid the key into the lock and turned.

The door swung open with a groan that echoed through the house like a sigh. Amelia stepped inside, and the smell hit her first—dust and old wood and something floral, lavender perhaps, lingering in the air like a memory. The foyer was enormous, its ceiling soaring two stories high, its walls lined with portraits that she couldn’t quite make out in the dim light. A chandelier hung overhead, its crystals dulled by years of neglect, and beneath her feet, the hardwood floor was covered in a thin layer of dust that recorded her footsteps like evidence.

“Hello?” she called, and her voice came back to her, distorted by the empty rooms.

No one answered. Of course no one answered. She was alone.

Amelia pulled out her phone, intending to use the flashlight, but the screen was dark. No signal. No surprise, really—the town had always been a dead zone, even when she was a child. She had forgotten that, too. Forgotten how isolated Moonridge could feel, how the mountains cut you off from the rest of the world like a wall.

She found a light switch by the door and flipped it. Nothing. The power was off, then. She would need to call someone about that. She would need to call someone about a lot of things—the roof, the plumbing, the paint, the—

A sound.

Amelia froze, her hand still on the useless switch. It had come from somewhere deeper in the house—a soft creak, like footsteps on old floorboards. Her mind raced through possibilities. An animal. A settling foundation. The house itself, shifting in the cold.

*The house remembers.*

She shook her head, annoyed at herself. She was thirty years old, a professional, a woman who designed interiors for a living. She did not believe in haunted houses. She did not believe in ghosts or curses or memories that lingered in walls like stains.

And yet.

She moved deeper into the house, her footsteps echoing in the silence. The foyer opened into a grand parlor, its furniture draped in white sheets like a gathering of ghosts. A fireplace dominated one wall, its mantle carved with intricate patterns that she couldn’t quite decipher in the gloom. And on the far side of the room, a staircase curved upward into darkness, its banister gleaming faintly in the light from the open door behind her.

Amelia pulled out her phone again, frustrated by its uselessness. She should have brought a flashlight. She should have brought a lot of things—supplies, tools, a plan. Instead, she had brought only herself and a key and the stubborn conviction that she could handle whatever this house threw at her.

*You always were too stubborn for your own good,* her aunt had said once, years ago, on one of the rare occasions they had spoken on the phone. *Just like your mother.*

Amelia pushed the thought away. She didn’t want to think about her mother. She didn’t want to think about any of it—the past, the family, the tangled web of secrets and silences that had defined her childhood. She was here to do a job. She was here to restore the house, sell it, and leave. That was all.

She found the kitchen at the back of the house, its windows looking out onto an overgrown garden that had been swallowed by weeds and wild roses. The cabinets were still stocked—she found a box of matches in one of the drawers, along with a candle that had been burned down to a stub. She lit it, and the flame flickered to life, casting dancing shadows across the walls.

Better. Not much, but better.

She explored the rest of the ground floor by candlelight. A dining room with a table long enough to seat twenty. A library lined with books that had rotted on their shelves, their spines crumbling to dust at her touch. A study with a desk that was still covered in papers, as if her aunt had simply stepped away and never returned.

And then, at the end of a narrow hallway, she found a door that was different from the others.

It was smaller, for one thing—barely wide enough for a person to pass through. And it was locked, not with a modern deadbolt but with an old-fashioned iron latch that had rusted shut. Amelia tugged at it, but it wouldn’t budge.

She stepped back, studying the door. There was something odd about it, something that didn’t quite fit with the rest of the house. The wood was a different color—darker, almost black—and the hinges were on the wrong side, as if the door had been installed backward. Or as if it had been meant to open from the other direction.

*The house remembers every secret.*

Amelia pressed her ear to the wood. Silence. But beneath the silence, something else—a faint vibration, like the distant hum of a machine. Or a heartbeat.

She pulled back, her heart pounding. This was ridiculous. She was letting the atmosphere get to her, letting the stories and the shadows and the weight of the past twist her thoughts into something irrational.

But as she turned away from the door, the candle flickered, and for just a moment, she could have sworn she saw something in the flame. A face. A woman’s face, young and sad, her eyes fixed on Amelia with an expression that was equal parts warning and plea.

Then the flame steadied, and the face was gone.

Amelia stood there for a long moment, her breath coming in shallow gasps. Then she turned and walked back toward the foyer, her footsteps quick and deliberate, the candle held out before her like a shield.

She didn’t look back at the door. She didn’t want to see if it was still there.

But she knew it was. She could feel it behind her, waiting.

*The house remembers.*

And now, so would she.

—-
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The front door was still open, letting in the cold October air. Amelia stepped out onto the porch and took a deep breath, filling her lungs with the clean scent of pine and fog. The sun had set while she was inside—she hadn’t noticed, lost in the house’s dark embrace—and the sky was now a deep indigo, scattered with the first faint stars of evening.

The moon was rising over the mountains, full and silver and impossibly bright. It cast long shadows across the overgrown garden, turning the weeds into strange, twisted shapes. And in its light, Amelia could see the house as it must have looked a hundred years ago—grand, imposing, beautiful.

*The house beneath the moon.*

She shivered, and not entirely from the cold. There was something about this place, something that went beyond mere architecture. The house wasn’t just a building. It was a presence. A witness. A keeper of secrets that had been buried for far too long.

Amelia had come to Moonridge to restore Blackwood House and sell it. She had come to close a chapter, to settle an estate, to move on.

But as she stood there in the moonlight, watching the shadows shift and the fog curl around the ancient oaks, she realized that the house had other plans.

The house remembered.

And it was not ready to be forgotten.

She heard a sound behind her—a soft creak, like a door opening somewhere deep in the house—and turned to look. But the doorway was empty, the foyer dark and still.

Or was it?

For just a moment, she thought she saw a light flicker in one of the upstairs windows. A candle, perhaps. Or a figure, standing at the glass and looking down at her.

Then it was gone, and the house was silent again.

Amelia pulled out her phone, not to call anyone—there was still no signal—but to check the time. Nearly eight o’clock. She had been here for hours without realizing it. The drive, the exploration, the locked door and the candlelight and the face in the flame—it had all blurred together into something dreamlike and strange.

She needed to leave. She needed to find a hotel, or an inn, or
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