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      Some days, she had to get out of the house quickly.

      The old, Victorian style home, two stories and a basement, was a monster sometimes. Inside, it was a maze of rooms and staircases. On the outside, the charming exterior had been painted white with dark blue trim. She’d fallen in love with it at first sight.

      That was the way the house wanted it. A Venus fly trap luring in its victim, but she’d learned the truth quickly.

      The installers had looked at her strangely when she had the long pole put in place of the dumbwaiter. It was the longest tunnel already built in the house and the only section of the house she could trust not to change when the house went into one of its moods.

      Every dumbwaiter door had been removed so that the house couldn’t block her exit. That had been an interesting lesson learned. Unfortunately, it left the stainless-steel bar as an unsightly rod through that section wall. As much as she wished she could cover the unattractive sight, she knew better. It wasn’t like anyone had to ever see it, much. Only if Jane invited someone into her kitchen and that wasn’t often necessary. Her bedroom was another place where the pole was visible and only on the rarest of occasions was anyone in there.

      Even though Sun Falls had several construction workers living within the small association, she didn’t dare let any of them into her house. The last thing she needed was a humanized sun-wolf freaking out over the energies of her home while trying to put in the pole. Not only would that end badly for the sun-wolf, but it would probably put the house in a rotten mood. One that would last for days. So, the workers all had to come from outside.

      Tonight, the house groaned. It had been loud enough to wake her from a sound sleep, and she wondered if she should be making a run for it. It wasn’t the typical sound the house made though when it entered one of its moods. No, this was different, almost like an upset stomach. Was it possible that the house just needed a moment to purge?

      Jane rolled over onto her side and tried to peek out of half-closed eyes. She really didn’t want the house to learn she was awake. Not yet at least. Not until she knew a bit more about what was happening.

      Some nights, there were strange flashes of light on the floor. Jane never knew what to attribute these to, except possibly fairies zipping across the wood. They moved fast like that when they wanted and sometimes left lightning in their wake. That might also explain some of the low rumblings she heard in the nights. Those were usually like chuckles though as if their little fairy feet were tickling the wood and making the house laugh.

      This was definitely different.

      There were also the odd patches of lights glowing on the floor which couldn’t be explained by light from the street lamps outside peeking under blinds best pulled down every night. All she knew was that they were sometimes there and sometimes not, and that if felt wrong to step through them if she got up in the middle of the night as elderly people often do. She didn’t think of herself as elderly very often, but when she did it was due to an ache deep in her bones and one she also felt throughout the house. One day, the house would wait until she felt that ache to have one of its moods just to make sure she was trapped.

      That would be the day she’d need to beat the house. Would it come to actual physical blows? Would her old bones be able to take that?

      She always wanted to believe that the house liked her company. Often, they only had each other. And as long as the house wasn’t in one of its moods, all was fine. She was pretty sure that it would remain that way tonight too. Tomorrow might be another subject though.

      The house gave another moan.

      “Are you okay?” She dared to ask into the void of the night.

      The floor swayed beneath her bed as if the house was sagging its shoulders.

      “Anything I can do for you?” Again, all they had was each other’s company, so she might as well try to help. She always hoped that one of these days, she and the house might be friends. Sometimes, that seemed possible. Other times it was like trying to befriend a rabid dog.

      A shudder went through the wood and Jane found herself getting up. “You are in a mood tonight, aren’t you?”

      Hopefully not in a mood to eat her.

      “What can we do?” Jane asked, sliding her feet into fuzzy slippers. She had to reach down to pull the little lip up around the back of her heal, otherwise it acted like a strange lump under her foot and made her feel like the princess with a pea-sized lump in her mattress.

      Jane shuffled out in the hallway. Her hips weren’t awake yet and an accompanying ache in her lower back made it hard for her to walk in anything but sliding steps on the hardwood floor.

      “House?” she said as she got to the stairs and put her hand on the railing. “Is something in the community going on to upset you?”

      Another moan, but whether it was affirmative or not, she couldn’t really tell. Perhaps she needed a drive tonight. A quick jaunt through the streets to make sure nothing was out-of-sorts, like a sun wolf loose or the ghoul children making pranks.

      But no, this felt like it was an issue with the house itself, as if it had indigestion. As far as she knew, the house hadn’t eaten anyone lately. She supposed she could be wrong about that. Maybe a trip to the basement just to check. It wouldn’t be the first time that the house reached out to grab a wayward sun wolf peeing in the yard. And some of them were supposed to be considered humanized. The last thing she wanted was to find another two-legged sun wolf in the basement.

      The house gave another groan, but this time the floorboards rubbed against each other and gave creaks as nails came loose.

      “All right, all right,” Jane said, still shuffling along toward the basement door.

      An eerie yellowish-green light spilled sickly from beneath the space between door and floor.

      “Not again,” she said. This was always the color she found when a sun wolf had peed in the yard. Maybe she ought to give notice to the community to curb their habits around her property before the house got really angry and picked up its foundation to chase them down the street. The last thing she wanted was the house moving because it got a few knots-in-the-wood angry and went berserk on someone.

      She couldn’t even imagine what would happen next if one of the ghoul children caught sight of the house smashing some poor sun wolf or other creature. The trouble they’d cause for days! She’d have a line of angry parents out to her mailbox, and she hated it when banshees screamed at her.

      Maybe it was time to put the full scare into whichever sun wolf had decided to mark her territory as his this time. Just thinking about it made her mouth hurt.

      Jane opened the door.

      
      There was no need to flip on the light for the basement as it was already filled with the sickly yellow-green light. Worse, a potato-y and sulfuric smell wafted in the air and Jane could almost see the noxious fumes drifting over the wooden staircase. She hated these stairs. She was too old for these steps and didn’t like going down. Additionally, she had to remember that the second stair next to the bottom had a loose board and would buck beneath her foot as if trying to throw her forward and make her fall.

      Now she wished she’d worn her shoes instead of her slippers.

      “Sun wolf,” she called down in warning, “if you caused this by pooping in my yard, I’m going to beat you. If you were smart, you’d start making your apologies now. My house isn’t happy at you, and right now, neither am I.”

      She waited, holding her breath, for the sound of some voice below to gag out an apology. “Hi, Jane. I’m so sorry. I’ll never let even a single hair fall out on your property ever again.” Those words didn’t come. Nothing came. Only silence.

      All right, so was this another trick of the house? Was it trying to poison her with gas now? She wished it lots of luck with that one. It might be noxious, but it wouldn’t kill her. Not unless it was garlic, but it certainly had none of that odor.

      “Okay, not a sun wolf. Any other troublemaker?” She’d made a mistake in calling out the sun wolves when it might be something (anything) else. She shouldn’t be stereotyping. Maybe whatever made her house feel this way wasn’t even thinking that they were making mischief. Maybe they were just doing what they did. Again, she was casting her own perceptions forward. “Anything crawling in my house for any reason?”

      Crawling? Really?

      She gave a frustrated scoff. Words had power and she knew it. Did she dare try again, this time without any inflections on anything? Was that even possible?

      Jane descended the stairs. The sickly yellow-green light oozed from every board, thickening like a fog as she went. She nearly missed that second to last step, but felt it start to roll beneath her slipper. She wouldn’t let it throw her forward and pitch her face first onto the cement floor. How the house would love that!

      She stopped to examine a rotted-out knot in one piece of wood that spewed yellow gas as if it were a faucet. Or something much less polite. There were advantages to being a vampire, and doing without certain body functions was one of them. When one ate their perfect diet, the body had no need for waste of any sort.

      But this… well, it looked like the house had certainly eaten something not on its diet. It hadn’t been her, or her butler, so what other possibility was there?

      Could be someone new to the neighborhood. She was president of the homeowners’ association, but she didn’t always know why people were moving in. Some were ignorant humans led by well-intentioned sun wolves or sun cats, or sometimes by ghostly manifestations lingering around them and wanting to go somewhere where they might be welcomed. And because there were so many reasons, it was hard to tell what brought someone to Sun Falls. It wasn’t like she could just say, “Hey, are you or someone in your household supernatural in some way?”

      There were, of course, the humans that didn’t even know the purpose of the Sun Falls community. A question about the supernatural would boggle their mind, like the human who had stepped outside to potty her sun wolf for the night and had seen a young unicorn sitting in her neighbor’s yard. It’s easy to think young unicorn? but another to realize that it might be quietly walking up behind when you turn away. There’s just a natural survival instinct which kicks in when one sees something they should not be seeing, and no matter how innocent, it can become fear-inducing in a heartbeat.

      She’d taken this house because of its appetites. She had those of her own and
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