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By Britney Supernault

The house’s squat, wood-planked exterior was even more depressing in person than in the photos. 

Abandoned sometime in the ’70s this house stood as an eyesore for everyone else living on Miller’s Road.  

According to the stories, I grew up hearing, as I was one of those people living on Miller’s Road, three kids and one parent somehow got locked in the damp basement and died with eyes opened wide and mouths agape. Some squatters had discovered them, and their skin had begun to melt off their faces with maggots and flies devouring the rotting flesh. 

The family of 4, all lined up the wall, staring placidly at the boiler room, with large chunks of their limbs missing after being feasted on by rats.  

Now in my 30’s with a wife and kid of my own, I had the hindsight to understand that those stories were made up. It would have made it into the news if they were true. 

I looked the property up and down with contempt. 

As one of the best real estate agents in my agency, I had been the obvious choice for when this dump came upon our desks. My boss cited me having grown up in the neighborhood as the second reason. 

I looked down at my house file and back up at the ramshackle house, aged with various stains, graffiti, and dim, glass windows with a sigh. 

I made my way to the steps. The wood was rotted away on the second step and the porch squawked with every timid step. I grabbed the keys from my pocket and quickly turned the lock, opening the door. I hoped to finish this inspection as quickly as possible.  

The first thing that hit my senses was the dreary dark. Yellowed light from the grime-stained windows filtered through the living room, casting yellow squares on the floor. 

Immediately after, my nostrils were assaulted by the smell of mildew and dust, which I could see fluttering through the dim light. I wiggled my nose as an inevitable sneeze racked my body. 

I suddenly had the sense that someone was watching me.  

I quickly wiped my nose and after haphazardly stuffing my pocket square into the pocket of my new suit, I did a quick survey of the room. Maybe a squatter had made his way in. 

I did a quick sweep of the rest of the first floor, the floorboards bending underneath my weight as if they would give way any second.  

All clear.  

I would be surprised if there were any squatters. Even though the house had been empty for years, no druggies would go near it. They said that it gave off bad vibes. 

Another eye roll, as I remembered looking down at the mismatched shoes, one with a large hole and a big toe sticking out of it, of the person who told me this outside the strip mall. I was 15 and I remember watching them roll their shopping cart away while whistling a tune. 

Good riddance, it saved me a lot of work in the long run.  

I went through the house with my checklist, making sure that key features were still intact.  

“Just in case some poor sap wants to attempt to revamp the place.” Smirked Kevin as he pushed the checklist into my hands earlier that morning. A couple of the other guys laughed, and I joined in when really, I wanted to- 

Punch the guy?  

“Hello?” I spun around in alarm, expecting to come face to face with a person, but all that was there were the hallway walls. It must have just been in my head. I mean they are my own thoughts. Of course, they’re in my head, why would I have said that aloud.  
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