
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


ROOMS THAT SHIFT AFTER MIDNIGHT

A Psychological Horror Novella

By Daniel Mercer


Copyright © 2026 Daniel Mercer

All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are either the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Part One: The Invitation
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The letter arrived on a Thursday.

It slid through the mail slot and landed on the floor of Lena Ward’s apartment with a soft, deliberate sound. Lena noticed it immediately. She had been moving nonstop all morning, boxing up the last remnants of a life she no longer recognized. The apartment echoed. Every room felt too large.

She bent and picked up the envelope.

Cream-colored. Thick paper. Her name written neatly across the front.

Lena Ward.

No return address. No stamp.

A small knot formed in her stomach. She turned the envelope over once, then again, as if something might reveal itself if she looked hard enough.

“Not today,” she muttered.

She opened it anyway.

Inside was a single sheet of paper. The message was short.

Lena,

The house is ready again.

You have been chosen.

That was all.

Her irritation flared first, quick and sharp. Some elaborate scam. Some cruel joke timed badly. She folded the letter and dropped it into the trash without another thought.

Her phone rang less than a minute later.

Unknown number.

She hesitated, then answered. “Hello?”

“Ms. Ward,” a man said. His voice was calm, professional. “My name is Stephen Hale. I am calling regarding a property transfer currently registered in your name.”

“I am not interested,” Lena said.

“I understand,” he replied evenly. “However, the property has already been assigned.”

She closed her eyes. “I do not own a house.”

“You do now,” Stephen said. “A residence on Blackwood Road.”

The name struck her with unexpected force. Not recognition. Something closer to pressure.

“That is impossible,” she said.

“There was a vacancy,” he replied. “The house requires continuity.”

Lena laughed once, sharply. “You are saying that like it is a normal thing.”
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