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The House on Hemlock Hill
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The road to Greyvale narrowed as the trees thickened, a slow procession of skeletal limbs clawing overhead, blotting out what little sky remained. Fog crawled low along the cracked asphalt, swallowing the tires of the moving van ahead of them. In the car behind it, Mara Wren sat with her hand pressed against the passenger window, the glass cold as ice despite the sunless afternoon. She could barely see the outline of the village through the mist. Her breath fogged the window, and in the blurred reflection she caught her own eyes—wide, uncertain, and quietly afraid.

Elias hummed tunelessly as he drove, tapping the steering wheel in rhythm with the radio’s static. His optimism clung to him like a worn jacket, unfazed by the gloom pressing in around them. He’d always had that gift—laughing off bad omens as coincidences, shadows as tricks of the light. Mara wished she could wear that same armor. But something had been sitting heavy on her chest since they passed the crooked wooden sign that read Welcome to Greyvale, half-rotted, slanted as if the earth itself wanted to forget it.

“There it is,” Elias said, breaking through the stillness. “Crowhurst House. Or should I say, our house.”

Mara leaned forward. The trees parted just enough to reveal the mansion on Hemlock Hill. It loomed like a secret. Victorian gables twisted toward the sky in jagged lines, shingles curling at the edges like dead leaves. Vines choked the railings, snaked over shattered eaves. A crooked iron fence encircled the property like a cage.

The house was watching them.

She felt it—that deep, animal sense that something was not quite right. As the van turned into the gravel drive, the house seemed to exhale a long breath of stillness, like a beast waking from hibernation. A single crow burst from the upper eaves and vanished into the gray sky.

Elias parked and stretched. “Looks worse than the photos, huh?” he said with a crooked smile. “But it’s ours. Debt-free. Who even gets that lucky anymore?”

Mara said nothing. She stepped out of the car slowly, her boots crunching on damp gravel, eyes never leaving the house. A chill crawled up her spine.

The moment her foot crossed the rusted gate, the wind died. The trees fell silent.

She heard a whisper—not words, just the sound of breath skimming across her ear.

She turned. No one was there.

They unpacked through the afternoon. The interior of the house smelled of mildew and time, but beneath it, something sweeter—a cloying scent like dried flowers or rot. The wallpaper was curling off in places, revealing old soot marks like finger streaks. Every floorboard groaned as if in protest. Dust hung in the air like suspended ash.

The nursery was the worst. Mara found it on the second floor, tucked away behind a warped wooden door. Pale blue walls, faded stars painted on the ceiling, a crib still in the corner as if waiting. A mobile of tin moons and paper crows spun gently above it.

There was no wind in the room.

She stood in the threshold, stomach knotting. Elias passed behind her, glanced in, and laughed.

“Creepy,” he said. “But kind of charming, no?”

Mara didn’t respond. Her eyes were fixed on the floor beneath the crib—bare, except for a single black feather.

That night, the house came alive.

It began with the footsteps. They were faint at first—bare, deliberate steps across the third-floor landing. Mara sat up in bed, heart quickening. She listened. The steps stopped. She held her breath.

Then they started again—closer this time. One after another, slowly, as if someone were pacing.

She turned to Elias. “Do you hear that?”

He groaned, half-asleep. “Old house. Pipes. Go back to sleep.”

But they weren’t pipes. Mara had lived in old houses before. She knew the sounds buildings made when they settled. This was different.

A light flickered in the hall.

Then a whisper, like silk sliding over stone. Not words—just a voice.

She threw off the covers and stepped into the hall, heart in her throat. The air felt thick, almost wet. Cold leached into her bones.

The whispering stopped. The light above the stairs buzzed, flickered, and went out.

Then, from the nursery, the mobile began to turn.

Mara crept down the hall, each step a scream beneath her feet. The door to the nursery was ajar.

As she pushed it open, the mobile spun faster, the paper crows fluttering like trapped birds. The window was shut. No draft.

A faint breath touched the side of her face.

She spun. Nothing.

She backed out and shut the door, not daring to turn her back on the crib.

The next morning, Elias made coffee as if nothing had happened. Mara sat at the kitchen table, staring at the swirling steam.

“We should get the wiring checked,” she said. “The lights keep—”

“Sure,” Elias interrupted. “I’ll call someone. But babe, you were dreaming. I didn’t hear anything.”

She looked up. “I was awake. I heard footsteps. I heard whispering.”

Elias chuckled. “You’re letting this place get under your skin. You’re always sensitive to this kind of thing. Remember that Airbnb in Asheville? You swore it was haunted because the ice machine turned on by itself.”

“This is different.”

He kissed her forehead and poured her coffee. “We’ll settle in. You’ll see.”

But Mara did see. She saw it in the corners of her vision—shapes that weren’t there when she turned. Shadows that moved the wrong way. Lights that pulsed faintly, like a distant heartbeat. The house breathed, and the breath reeked of memory.

She found handprints on the inside of the nursery window—small, like a child’s. They were greasy, half-formed, as though pressed by something not entirely solid.

Elias wiped them away with a rag and smiled.

By the third night, Mara didn’t sleep at all.

At midnight, the temperature plummeted. The windows frosted from the inside. Mara walked the halls alone, blanket draped over her shoulders, each step echoing too long in the silence.

As she passed the large mirror near the stairs, she caught movement in its depth.

She stopped.

In the mirror, the hallway stretched behind her—but she was not alone. A figure stood in the nursery doorway. Small. Still. Watching.

She turned. The hallway was empty.

When she looked back at the mirror, it was gone.

That was when the voices began.

Not whispers anymore—voices, murmuring from beneath the floor, behind the walls. She pressed her ear to the plaster and heard them: a lullaby sung off-key. A sobbing child. A man’s low growl, indistinct.

She started marking where she heard them. Xs on the floor with chalk. Dots on the walls with pencil. The map formed something like a spiral, circling inward toward the center of the house.

Elias began sleeping downstairs.

“You’re scaring me,” he said, trying to joke. But his smile was strained, his eyes shadowed. He hadn’t seen anything, he claimed, but he started checking the locks three times before bed.

On the sixth night, the house whispered to her by name.

Mara.

It came from the nursery. She stood at the door, trembling. The mobile was spinning slowly again.

The crib was empty.

But the air around it shimmered faintly, like heat rising from asphalt. And in that shimmer, for the briefest moment, she saw the outline of a child—thin, translucent, with hollow eyes.

The room went dark.

When she opened her mouth to scream, the house sighed, and the door slammed shut behind her.
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The Cat with No Sound
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The storm arrived in silence.

It was a wrong kind of stillness—the air hanging too heavily, too low, as though the clouds had knelt closer to the ground just to listen. Greyvale, wrapped in dusk and drizzle, had no wind to speak of, no rustling trees, no crack of thunder to announce what was coming. It felt as though the world itself were holding its breath.

Mara stood by the sitting room window, staring into the growing dark. The trees beyond the iron fence of Crowhurst House shifted ever so slightly, their branches like fingers twitching in sleep. She could feel the pressure in the bones of her face—the way one does before lightning cracks—and her skin tingled, gooseflesh rising without cold. Somewhere upstairs, a door groaned open on its own.

Then the first bolt of lightning split the sky.

It was a long, jagged tear of white that revealed the silhouette of the house for what it truly was—not just the inherited Victorian relic that Elias liked to joke about, but something older, watching, waiting beneath layers of time and rot. For a brief second, Mara saw the windows flicker—not with light, but with movement, reflections of things that should not have been there. She stepped back from the glass. Her breath fogged the pane.

Another bolt cracked. Thunder followed this time—too late, too soft.

That was when she saw the cat.

It stood just beyond the porch steps, at the very edge of the light cast by the single yellow bulb above the door. Its fur was slick black, almost glistening, like the surface of an oil spill beneath moonlight. The rain didn’t touch it. Drops sheeting from the gutter seemed to fall around its body, bending unnaturally in their descent, skimming its form without ever touching flesh or fur.

The cat didn’t move. Didn’t blink. Just stood there, staring up at the house.

“Elias,” she called softly, though she wasn’t sure why.

He came from the kitchen, a towel over one shoulder. “What is it?”

“There’s a cat. On the porch.”

He joined her at the window, squinting through the rain. “Jesus, it’s just standing there.”

“It hasn’t moved,” she said.

Elias frowned and went to the door. “We don’t need strays sneaking in. I’ll scare it off.”

He pulled open the door, letting in a gust of cold rain and the smell of wet earth. The porch light flickered once—then steadied. The cat didn’t react. It stood like a statue, unblinking, green eyes locked on Elias as he stepped onto the threshold.

“Go on,” he said, waving his arms. “Shoo!”

Nothing.

He clapped his hands. “Hey! Go on!”

Still, the cat did not move.

Then the light above them flickered again—twice, rapidly—and dimmed. Elias stepped back. Mara, from her place behind the doorframe, noticed something odd. The cat’s shadow was wrong. The porch light should have cast it backward onto the wet boards, but instead, it curled sideways, stretching toward the house like a tendril.

Elias frowned. “Weird little bastard.”

When they blinked, the cat was gone.

There had been no rustle, no motion, no wet pawprints on the steps. Just a lingering silence, heavier than before.

They shut the door. Locked it.

Neither of them spoke about it again that night, though Mara kept glancing at the windows as the storm rolled on. She didn’t sleep. Not fully. Not after what had happened with the nursery. Not with the way the air in the house always seemed to move a half second behind them, as if remembering their presence just a moment too late.

In the earliest hours of morning, when even the birds dared not call, Mara stepped out into the hallway in her robe, barefoot on cold wood. The storm had passed, but the sky remained bruised and colorless through the tall windows.

She paused.

There, at the end of the hall, sitting silently in front of the closed study door, was the cat.

Same glistening black fur. Same glowing eyes.

No door had opened. No window broken. The house was locked. Elias had checked the bolts and latches before they went to bed—twice, like he always did now.

Mara stared. Her breath caught.

“Elias,” she whispered. “Elias, it’s in the house.”

She didn’t take her eyes off the creature as she backed toward their bedroom, careful not to step too loudly. The cat tilted its head, slow and deliberate, as though considering her. It did not blink. Its tail twitched once—like a fuse.

Elias came up behind her, rubbing his eyes. “What are you—” Then he saw it. “Christ.”

He walked past her, jaw tightening.

“Don’t touch it,” she warned.

“It’s just a cat.”

But when he reached down to grab it by the scruff, his hand passed through the fur.

Not like it dodged. Not like it vanished.

It simply wasn’t solid.

His hand passed through the creature like smoke.

Elias stumbled back. “What the hell?”

The cat rose to its feet. Walked slowly down the hall. Turned the corner. Gone.

Elias didn’t follow.

They searched the entire house. Every room. Every closet. Nothing.

Mara pressed her palm to the floor where it had sat. The wood was cold—not cool, but wrong, like a spot where something had drained the warmth from the air. She felt a pulse under her fingers, a faint echo, like the aftershock of a heartbeat that wasn’t hers.

From that day on, the cat was simply there.

Not every minute. But always nearby. In reflections. At the top of the stairs. At the end of the hall. In the corner of the mirror, just behind her shoulder.

And always silent.

It made no sound. No meow. No hiss. Its paws made no noise on the floorboards, no creak, no whisper. Even when it jumped from table to windowsill, it was as if gravity ignored it. As if the world didn’t register it as something that should be making sound at all.
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