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When they first moved into their current home, Aaron and Craig couldn't believe how lucky they were. Finding a stylish house in a small town, only a forty minute drive from the city? And affordable, too? They were living the suburban dream in conditions their parents might be envious of—if either of them kept in contact with their families, that is.

Their calm surroundings provided much-needed refuge from the hustle and bustle of busy work lives. At home, all they had to worry about was each other.

After crafting a delightful Sunday dinner, Aaron found himself again in the kitchen. As he cleared away the remnants of their meal, he couldn't help but sneak glances at Craig, who sat comfortably in their open concept living room, engrossed in the local newspaper. A stack had built up—if two papers could be called a stack—while they were away on vacation, but Craig always made a point of following the small-town news.

Must be nice to find the time.

There'd been a period, in the course of their partnership, when Aaron took pride in preparing the evening's meal on his own. He used to think of it as a testament to his culinary prowess. Now, as he scraped leftovers into Tupperware containers, a simmering irritation threatened to boil over. 

He'd hoped Craig might offer to help with the dishes, but his husband was immersed in the world of newsprint.

Suppressing his frustration, Aaron stacked dishes in the sink. The soft hum of the furnace couldn't drown out the tension growing in his chest.

With each clink of china on china, Aaron's irritation intensified. He wanted to voice his annoyance, to tell Craig that cooking and cleaning shouldn't fall on his shoulders alone, but he held his tongue. They were supposed to be having a peaceful evening, here. He was wary of igniting an argument that would ruin everything.

Aaron looked at his husband's serene expression, but the ambient lighting cast unsettling shadows. The clock on the wall ticked away.

Craig seemed utterly unaware of the room's weighty silence, and broke it easily to say, "There's an article about that house on Mary Street—you know the one."

"No, I don't know the one,” Aaron curtly replied. “There are lots of houses on Mary Street."

Craig leaned forward, describing the clapboard cottage painted buttery yellow. 

Yes, okay, so Aaron did know which house his husband was talking about: it was concealed by a thicket of trees that made it nearly invisible from the street. 

"Every time we go by,” Craig continued, “we say how it doesn't fit with the neighborhood."

"That's what the neighborhood says about us," Aaron snorted.

Ignoring Aaron's comment, Craig continued, "Well, according to this article, there was a murder at that little yellow house."

The revelation cast a chilling pall over the evening. Aaron glanced at the front page of the newspaper, searching for any mention of a murder, but the major headline was about cadets fundraising through apple sales. 

He raised an eyebrow, suspecting his husband might be pulling his leg.

But Craig's face remained solemn as he read from the article. "Police responded to an emergency call and found one person deceased in the home. Another was taken to the hospital. Says here suspicious death, but you just know that's got to mean homicide."

Aaron's skepticism waned as he listened to Craig. The absence of in-depth descriptions only deepened the mystery. He could feel a chill creeping up his spine as his mind began to race. What had transpired in that yellow clapboard house on Mary Street?

Craig, ever the speculative one, couldn't resist offering his thoughts. "I wonder if it was a home invasion. Although, who'd want to invade that home? Maybe a dispute between neighbors. Or a break-in gone wrong? Again, though, who would break in? The place doesn't exactly look like it's full of silver and gold."

Aaron couldn't help but share his husband's sense of intrigue. "Hard to believe we've got a murder house in our very own town. I guess we'll have to wait for the true crime podcast if we want to find out what really happened."

Seeming unfazed by the disturbing news, Craig laughed about their messy kitchen. "Look at all those dishes! You cooked enough to feed the entire neighborhood tonight."

A wave of frustration washed over Aaron as explained, “We've been away for two weeks. I wanted to prepare something nice for you. I figured you were missing my home cooking after all those rich restaurant dinners.”

Engrossed in his newspaper, Craig offhandedly replied, “It was a great vacation. We shouldn't wait so long before the next one.”

The irritation that had been simmering in Aaron's belly threatened to boil over, but he bit his tongue, determined not to initiate a confrontation.

Instead, he took a different approach. 

"I really overdid it tonight," he said, feigning discomfort as he patted his belly. "I think I'll take a walk to settle my stomach."

Craig looked up from his newspaper, concern flickering in his eyes. "A walk? But it's freezing out there, and the rain's coming down pretty hard. Not to mention the wind. You'd have to be crazy to go out on a night like this."

Aaron smiled, masking his turmoil. "I'll be fine, don't worry. I could use some fresh air."

As he slipped on his coat and headed for the door, the rain pelted the windows. Wind howled through the trees. Little did Aaron know that his decision to venture into the storm would set in motion a series of events that would test the very boundaries of his reality. 

The night was far worse than Aaron had imagined. 

Despite the relatively early hour, darkness blanketed the town like an impenetrable shroud. It felt like the world had been swallowed by obsidian. Even the few streetlights that dotted the deserted roads struggled to pierce the inky veil.

At times, the downpour pelted Aaron in sheets, soaking him to the bone. When the rain was not so heavy, each droplet felt like an ice pellet, stinging his eyes and blurring his vision. It was autumn, and yet the leaves still clung to the trees, acting like an army of shadows, obscuring what little light there was. 

The rain clouds swallowed any trace of moonlight and hid the stars from sight.

As Aaron stomped through the deluge, anger churned within him, competing with the elements outside. He muttered to himself, his words lost in the roar of the rain and wind.

"You never help out around the house," he grumbled, talking to Craig even though Craig wasn't there. "All the domestic duties fall on me. I cook, I clean, I do everything. And what thanks do I get? None! You don't even seem to notice. Do you think it's elves that tidy your mess? No! It's me! I do it all!"

His mind raced as he listed grievances one by one. Their vacation had been a sweet reprieve, but now that they were home, he felt taken for granted all over again. 

The resentment just kept mounting. 

Despite the oppressive darkness, the biting cold, and the torrential rain, Aaron couldn't bring himself to turn back. He needed this solitary walk to clear his head, to escape the suffocating atmosphere of their home, if only for a short while.

And so, he pressed on, taking each step in defiance of the storm. He was determined to find some semblance of peace in the tempestuous night.

Aaron's thoughts swirled as he trudged through the relentless rain and wind. 

Why couldn't life be one endless vacation? 

"Things were good between us when we were away,” he said to no one. “Restaurant chefs prepared our meals, hotel maids cleaned our rooms. Nothing to do but bask in the sun and relax and love."

On vacation, their worries melted away beneath the warm sun. Daily routines faded into distant memories as they'd enjoyed that carefree existence.

"But now we're back home," Aaron grumbled. "And the old routines are creeping in already. I don't know how long I can live like this."

As he rambled into the night, he suddenly realized he hadn't seen a single soul the entire time he'd been outside. It wasn't entirely surprising, given the inclement weather, but he'd expected at least a dog walker. 

Dogs still needed to be walked, even in the rain.

That's when an even more terrifying realization struck him. 

He was on Mary Street—the very street Craig had mentioned earlier, the one that harbored the mysterious yellow clapboard house. 

Aaron paused, his heart racing, as he looked around at the shadows cast by the leafy trees.

The oppressive darkness, the relentless rain, the eerie absence of any other living being—all of it converged in that chilling moment. As he continued down Mary Street, he couldn't help but wonder if his return from vacation had unwittingly thrust him into a nightmare he could never have anticipated. 

The stormy night held secrets that were about to unravel in the most chilling ways.

Aaron's steps faltered as he came upon the infamous murder house. His feet felt like they'd been glued to the rain-soaked sidewalk. It wasn't just the eerie atmosphere or the unsettling nature of his surroundings that had rooted him in place; it was an inexplicable sense of dread that held him captive.

The weather intensified, rain now drenching his hair, cascading down his face, and seeping through the collar of his sopping wet jacket. The wind howled like a banshee, whipping his clothes and making him shiver uncontrollably. It was a night that seemed intent on wringing the warmth from his very soul.

The little house, barely visible from the street, stood as a forlorn sentinel amidst overgrown hedges and trees. Its entranceway didn't face the road; instead, it was set upon a long gravel driveway that twisted into the unknown. 

Aaron strained his eyes, trying to make out any details beyond the shroud of foliage.

Unable to resist his morbid curiosity, he crept down the gravel drive, each crunch of his footsteps echoing eerily in the stillness of the night. 

His breath caught in his throat at the sight of a rusty old truck parked outside a dilapidated shed. The corroded vehicle sat like a relic from a forgotten era, as if time itself had halted in this forsaken place.

Aaron's heart hammered in his chest as his gaze shifted to the house itself. The yellow exterior had lost its luster. Paint peeled in grotesque patterns, like skin shedded after a sunburn. Windows stared out like empty eyes, devoid of life and warmth.

What darkness had unfolded within those walls? 

The very air seemed to hum with eerie energy. There were secrets here—secrets that were eager to be revealed.

Aaron locked his gaze on the murder house, feeling transfixed by the ominous sight before him. As he stood there, drenched to the bone, a dim glow flickered in one of the windows, catching his attention.

The light danced like a candle's flame, casting uncertain shadows across the room within. Aaron's heart skipped, and his breath caught in his throat. His assumption that the house would be empty crumbled to dust. He had no idea who lived there, and the possibilities raced through his mind like dark phantoms.

As he pondered who might reside in this accursed place, the front door creaked open. 

Aaron's heart raced like a runaway train. His instinct was to flee, to escape the oppressive aura that surrounded the house. But he remained frozen in place, terror rooting him to the spot. The flickering light and the opening door had shattered the illusion of an abandoned dwelling, and now he was faced with the reality of something much darker.

In the dim light of the murder house's entrance, an elderly woman appeared in the doorway, her hefty form
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