
        
            
                
            
        

    
	The House That Forgot Its Name

	 

	 

	Emily Hayes

	 


Chapter 1

	Rain had already begun to fall when Clara Dempsey reached the end of Ashmere Lane. Her rental car’s wipers squeaked against the windshield, pushing away sheets of rain that blurred the world into streaks of gray. The road narrowed to gravel, then to dirt, then finally to nothing at all. Only trees now—dense, dark, bending in the storm as though whispering secrets she wasn’t meant to hear.

	She killed the engine and sat there for a moment, the ticking of cooling metal echoing in the silence. The address on the crumpled envelope matched what her GPS claimed was “the location.”
And yet, there was nothing.
No sign. No mailbox.
Just a faint trail that led deeper into the woods.

	Clara leaned back in her seat and exhaled. “You’ve come this far,” she muttered to herself, half encouragement, half accusation. She grabbed her umbrella, stepped out into the rain, and instantly regretted it. The wind caught the umbrella, turning it inside out with a sharp snap. She let it go. The wind took it.

	She followed the path anyway.

	The trail wound upward, mud sucking at her boots, until the trees began to thin. That’s when she saw it. The house.

	It sat hunched on the hill like something that had grown there rather than been built — its walls crooked, its windows unevenly spaced, its roofline sagging under years of neglect. A single chimney leaned at a drunken angle, exhaling nothing.
And yet, despite the decay, something about the place felt alive. Watching her.

	Her grandmother used to tell her stories about this house. How it was built by a man who vanished before it was finished. How people said the place forgot its own name after everyone who lived there died or disappeared. Clara had laughed at those stories once, when she was a child.
But then her grandmother left her this letter — the one she now carried, its edges soft from being read too many times.

	“You must go there, Clara. The answers are waiting where the house forgot its name.”

	She reached the front steps and paused beneath the rotting awning. The front door was slightly ajar, creaking with every gust of wind. The smell of damp wood and something faintly metallic drifted out.

	“Hello?” she called, her voice barely rising above the storm.
No answer.

	She pushed the door open.

	The foyer was dark, but not completely. A faint blue light pulsed somewhere deeper in the house — soft and rhythmic, like breathing. The wallpaper had peeled into long strips, curling away from the walls. The floorboards groaned under her weight. Somewhere upstairs, a door slammed. Clara froze.

	She told herself it was the wind.

	Still, her pulse quickened. Her grandmother’s letter crinkled in her coat pocket, reminding her why she was here. She turned on her phone’s flashlight and stepped inside.

	

	

	The first room she entered had once been a sitting room. She could tell from the skeletons of old furniture — a couch frame, a broken coffee table, a piano with half its keys missing. Dust coated everything, soft and undisturbed except for a single set of footprints that trailed across the floor.
Not hers.
Older.
Barefoot.

	She followed them until they disappeared at the base of a spiral staircase.

	“Of course,” she whispered. “Because why wouldn’t I go upstairs?”

	The stairs moaned as she climbed, each step threatening to collapse. Her flashlight beam darted nervously, catching glimpses of faded portraits on the walls — people whose faces had been scratched out, as if someone didn’t want them remembered.

	At the top of the stairs, she found a long hallway. Every door was closed, except one at the far end, where that faint blue glow leaked out from the crack beneath it.
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