

[image: cover]



 

 

 

The House’s Heart

(A Blip Story)

 

By

 

RD Rivers

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

The House’s Heart

Copyright © 2026 by RD Rivers

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording or by any information storage & retrieval system, without the prior written permission from the copyright holder, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law. For information about permission to reproduce selections from this book, please contact RDRivers.writer@gmail.com

 

ISBN: 978-1-0693005-5-3

Ebook: 978-1-0693005-6-0

 

This is a work of fiction. All of the characters, organizations and events portrayed in this story are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to persons living or dead is purely coincidental.

 

Cover Art by: Oluwa Adeife

Cover Layout By: Lyra Logan

Heart House floor plan and interior art by

John & Ryah Deines

Interior layout & ebook conversion by Ryah Deines

 

 



 

 

 

For John

Always for John

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Books by RD Rivers

 

Blood Ties

The Sun & The Moon

The House’s Heart

 

 

 

 

 


[image: ]



 

 


[image: ]



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


Table of Contents

Title Page

Blips – A Brief Introduction

01 Teresa: Present Day — The Invitation

02 Jennifer: Eighteen Months Earlier

03 Teresa: Present Day — The House

04 Jennifer: Sixteen Months Earlier

05 Teresa: Present Day — Small Talk & Starters

06 Jennifer: Twelve Months Earlier

07 Teresa: Present Day — The Next Day

08 Jennifer: Ten Months Earlier

09 Teresa: Present Day — Contemplating a Journey

10 Jennifer: Eight Months Earlier

11 Teresa: Present Day — Through the Woods

12 Jennifer: Six Months Earlier

13 Teresa: Present Day — Relaxing

14 Jennifer: Four Months Earlier

15 Teresa: Present Day — Cora Learns Her Place

16 Jennifer: Two Months Earlier

17 Teresa: Present Day — The Will

18 Jennifer: One Month Earlier

19 Teresa: Present Day — The Betrayal

Interlude — Julia

Part Two

20 Cora: Present Day — Coming Home

21 Teresa: Day One After the Transition

22 Cora: Present Day — Safe?

23 Teresa: Day Two After the Transition

24 Cora’s Story: The Beginning

25 Teresa:  Day Four After the Transition

26 Cora’s Story: The Meeting

27 Teresa: The Funeral

28 Cora’s Story: The Funeral

29 Teresa: Alone

30 Cora’s Story: The Discovery

31 Teresa: The Wedding

32 Cora’s Story: Flight

33 Teresa:  The End

The People

The Places

About the Author


Blips – A Brief Introduction

 

Blips are people from other worlds. They are not all from the same world, that we know of, and, usually, don’t know why or how they arrived from their world to this one. However, the world they come from is usually quite similar to this world. So, while the names of cities, countries, and continents may be different, technology levels are often the same.

Blips have a few quirks that are attributed to them. They are limited to a certain area. This area can be as small as a neighbourhood, or as large as a country; in one case—the book Blood Ties—this limit was tied to a person. If a blip tries to go beyond their confines, they will first start to feel ill, with this getting worse and worse, at which point they will usually pass out. Think of it like an elastic; the further you go from your area, the stronger the tension is until you need to return to alleviate this (or it breaks, which no one has tried at this point). Once a Blip returns to their boundaries, their health usually returns to normal within a few hours.

Another peculiarity of Blips is they usually have a minor power that comes with their crossing into this world but did not exist in them before. This can be something simple like being able to play concert level piano, when you could barely read music before, knowing the temperature of a liquid or, as one person in this book, being able to conjure an apple in their hand, taking it from the nearby source.

Read my previous books Blood Ties and The Sun & The Moon for more on blips.

 

Also, don’t forget to read the people and places portion at the back of this book for more information on the characters and settings of the story you’re about to read.

 

Now . . . on to our tale.

 

 

 


01 Teresa: Present Day — The Invitation

 

You are cordially invited to spend one week at Heart House beginning June 2.

 

DURING your stay, you will have the opportunity to meet and connect with the other invited guests.

The week will conclude with the formal reading of the Last Will and Testament of Jennifer Tapp, esteemed owner of Heart House.

We look forward to your presence.

 

TERESA Schell looked at the invitation; turning it over to look at the blank  back on the other side. How did they get my address?

Teresa opened her tablet and searched Heart House. She had been there once before, around six months ago when she helped the owner, Jennifer Tapp, but had not actually entered the house then. Searching the internet, she discovered there were actually three Heart Houses in the world, but only one owned by Jenifer Tapp: the one on Llyne island—this island. While Heart House itself did not have a website there were plenty of pictures on the net as well as an overhead on the map program. The house was on a bluff overlooking the town  of Llyne—the same as the island—, where Teresa lived, a community of approximately twenty thousand people.  Looking at the property itself, Teresa saw a large, well-groomed lawn that ran from the house to the edge of the bluff, broken only by a white stone drive that ran past the front of the house to large wooden structure that looked like a garage. Several outbuildings also dotted the well-manicured lawn. Behind the buildings was forested land and to one side ran a small stream that ran from the forest, past the house and down the bluff in a small waterfall.

The house itself was a wide two-story building stained in muted wood-tones with a deck at the front and back doors. A large balcony surrounded the entire top floor with several doors exiting onto it. From the pictures, the place gave an overall welcoming feel.

Teresa sat back in thought: It was a single “good deed,” certainly not enough to get onto an somebody’s will, at least, no more than a gift card’s worth, no matter how excentric they were.

 

 

 


02 Jennifer: Eighteen Months Earlier

 

JENNIFER Tapp slowly opened her eyes with a groan. Looking over at her clock, it read ten to four in the morning, way too early to get up. She flung an arm over her eyes and started to drift off when she felt the slight vibration again.

“Ok, ok, I’m up,” Jennifer said as she propped herself up on her elbows. Slowly she made her way to the edge of the large four-poster bed and sat up, groaning again. There were times when she felt her more than one hundred years.

She got out of bed and slowly made her way to the attached ensuite, trying to decide if she wanted a quick shower or a relaxing bath. Once she got into the room, the call of the big, jetted tub could not be denied. It probably wouldn’t help wake her but whatever was bothering Heart House could wait.

About forty-five minutes later, Jennifer looked at herself in the large mirror in her bedroom. She had chosen to wear dark green slacks, with a pale-yellow blouse. Storm cloud eyes looked at her from a round face framed by shoulder-length brown hair, with just a hint of grey. Not bad for a hundred and twenty-six, she thought to herself.

Leaving her room, she went down the stairs and turned right, into the kitchen. Jennifer randomly opened cupboard doors, trying to decide what she wanted to eat. Whynn, her cook, wouldn’t be in until later so she had to fend for herself for breakfast. Normally Jennifer didn’t mind but today felt . . . off. Something happened, or was going to happen, Heart House knew it, it just didn’t know what.

Deciding on something simple, Jennifer pulled a bowl from the cupboard and poured herself some cereal while she thought about her schedule for the day. As far as she knew, it was going to be a quiet day. Even Jacob, her home’s manager, was gone, spending last night, and all today with his girlfriend.

After breakfast, Jennifer wandered into her office and turned on the computer. After checking her email and seeing there was nothing urgent, she decided to surf the net for a bit to see if anything popped up. She still marvelled at what she considered both the best and worst invention to come about in her lifetime.

Nothing.

After half an hour she raised her eyes to the ceiling, “Was it really necessary to wake me up at such an ungodly hour just for me to twiddle my thumbs?” she asked out loud.

It was then her phone rang. She picked it up and listened. Huh. The island of Llyne had just got its very own blip.

 

 

 


03 Teresa: Present Day — The House

 

TERESA pulled up the long drive and parked in front of the house. The man she remembered from the last time she was here came around and opened her car door.

“Um, where do you want me to park it?” Teresa asked.

“I can park it for you,” he said, “and I’ll bring in your bags as well.”

Teresa got a good look at him as she exited her car. He was tall and thin and around thirty years old. He had dark, shaggy hair that hung in front of his eyes and down his neck on the sides and back. A loose-fitting dress shirt was partially undone showing a tuft of hair on a well-formed chest. Black jeans and boots completed his look.

“Uh, thank you,” Teresa said shyly as she handed him her keys.

She turned away and walked towards the house. Leaning over the railing of the front deck, looking towards her retreating car was a woman of about twenty-five. She was tall, blond, and voluptuously built. She wore a tight green shirt and a pair of tight blue jeans that showed all her curves. Teresa thought she was beautiful in that unreal kind of way found only in movies or television.

“Hi,” said Teresa as she stood on porch next to the girl.

The girl didn’t even look at her but continued to stare towards where her car went, “God, he’s a good-looking man, isn’t he?” she said.

“Who?” asked Teresa.

“Jacob,” said the girl. She finally looked at Teresa and, seeing her confused look said, “The man who took your car.”

“Oh,” said Teresa, “Yeah, I guess so.”

The girl thrust out her hand, “I’m Cora, by the way. Soon to be owner of Heart House, and future employer of that hunk of man there.”

“Uhhh, Teresa,” Teresa said, taking Cora’s hand but not shaking it.

“Come,” Cora said taking Teresa by the arm, “Let me show you the place while we wait for Jacob to bring in your luggage and tell you what room you have. There are a couple others who haven’t shown yet, so we have time until the games begin.”

“Games?” asked Teresa.

Cora simply laughed.

 

THE first thing Teresa saw when she entered was the long foyer that ran straight down to the other end of the house. About two-thirds of the way down the hall was a large dragon head statue that hung on a wall covering the back of the stairs. She looked at Cora questioningly who simply said with a shrug, “That’s Aunt Jen for you.”

On both sides of the wall, by the front door, were hooks for coats, as well as low shelves for shoes and boots.

When Teresa took off her shoes, she was surprised to find the floor was warm, “The house has heated floors?” she asked.

“What?” asked Cora.

“The floors. They’re warm so I assumed they’re heated.”

Cora looked at her in confusion as she put on a pair of slippers, “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

Cora then took Teresa’s arm again and led her to the right, into a well-appointed living room. Beside the entrance was a small mechanical orrery that Teresa looked at in delight. As she was playing with the dials she asked, “Where are your parents? Why aren’t they here for this?”

Cora waved the question away, “They’re off gallivanting around the world, probably hunting vampires or something. They got a good package when they retired, they don’t expect anything else.

Teresa looked at her in confusion, “Vampires?”

Cora simply nodded, then made her way to one of the large armchairs in the middle of the room where she plopped down and spread her arms over the back of the chair. She looked over at Teresa and said, “Mom and dad used to have Jacob’s job. I practically grew up here.”

“Does Jacob live in the house then?” asked Teresa.

“Naw. He lives in a small three-bedroom place behind the main house. Where I lived with my parents when they worked here: although, I spent most of my time in this house.”

Teresa came over and sat on the edge a chair opposite Cora, “How old were you when your parents retired and Jacob took over?”

“Let’s see, that was about five years ago so, nineteen, I guess. Somewhere around there.”

“And there were no other kids here to play with?”

Cora shrugged, “I went to school in town, there were lots of kids there. They would come here to play, or I would go to their homes. Just like any other kid, I guess.”

Teresa nodded, but before she could enquire further another couple came into the living room. Both were slightly overweight, with dark, greying hair and eyes. While he was shorter than Teresa, he was still taller than the woman he was with by a couple of inches. He looked around the living room, spotted them, and walked up to Teresa and held out his hand, “Thomas Moore. Tom,” he said affably, “That’s my wife, Sally.” He waived towards the woman who was leaned against the doorway putting on a pair of slippers.

She bustled over to them and waived, “Hello,” she said, slightly out of breath.

Teresa took Tom’s hand and gave it a brief shake, “Teresa,” she said, “Are you here for the reading of the will too?”

“Yes, of course,” then he looked around, “Where is Jennifer anyway?” he asked.

Cora waived her hand, “She’s doing whatever she does. Chances are, we won’t see her until dinner.”

“I don’t understand,” Teresa said, looking at them in confusion, “I thought, since it’s a will reading, she had passed.”

Cora gave a small bark of laughter, “No. She thinks she’s dying so she’s having the will read now. Aunt Jen can be a little dramatic at times.”

Tom gave Teresa a small sympathetic smile and patted her hand, which he still held, “While she might not look like it, Jennifer has been around a long time.” He then gave Cora a pointed look, “If she thinks she’s dying, then it’s very possible she is. She is not the one for theatrics.”

Cora grimaced but didn’t reply. It was then Jacob came into the room, saw Tom, and came over, giving him a handshake hug. He turned to Sally and gave her a hug and a peck on the cheek, “I saw your car in the drive. I’m glad you made it.”

“You’re looking good,” said Sally, “You’ve filled out a bit, more muscle than wiry like you use to be.”

Jacob gave a slight blush and turned to Teresa, “I’ve put your luggage in your room and can show you which one it is.”

He turned back to Tom and Sally, “I’ll park your car and bring up your luggage when I get back. You’ll be in your usual room.”

No hurries my boy. We’re going to wander to the kitchen and see if we can talk Whynn into giving us something to eat.

Jacob nodded to the Moores and turned to Teresa, “Ready?” he asked.

With a nod, she followed him out of the living room.

 

AT the end of the hall, on the other side of the dragon head, was a wide
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