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NO ONE KNEW of its existence—the previous owners were long gone—not moved away, but buried within the walls. They say what is buried should remain as it is for what lies beneath the soil has more than demons waiting to be freed. The lost souls cry out to be released. It feeds on them until there is nothing left, filling their voids with pain, sorrows, and a nightmare that is never ending. Those things are as certain as life and death. Had David Rogers known what was beneath his feet, he would have turned and run without looking back.

***
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DAVID HELD THE FLASHLIGHT tight in his hand, hoping the others would see him through the dense fog. It floated across the damp ground like steam in the heat. The meteorologist said it would be hot, but this was more like a sauna that pounded on him with waves of disgust. Feeling pointless to it, David pushed the button down and stuffed the flashlight in his back denim pocket. 

His long sleeves stuck to his damp skin. Days like this, he would have argued with his father, saying long sleeves weren’t a bright idea during the summer’s heat, but as the breeze passed him, he felt cooler for a second, reminding him fathers always knew best. 

A short distance away, someone honked, followed by metal crashing against metal. Was that the guys? Shit, the doctor said no more stress. My heart couldn’t take it. Lord, give me strength to get through this build so I may finally rest.

“Mr Rogers?” a deep and familiar voice called out.

“I’m here!” David yelled back. “What happened? Are you all right?” David held his clinched fist, hoping no one was hurt in the crash. Maybe it was a close call.

“Yeah, we’re okay!” The man’s voice was slightly louder, as if he’d moved closer.

David squinted to see through the fog. The area before him thinned just as a tall, slender man dressed in loose fitted jeans and a faded t-shirt approached him. David released his shoulders as he let go of his hand and smiled. “What happened?” He coughed to clear his throat.

“Sorry, Mr Rogers, I didn’t see your truck in time and smashed into it. I don’t think it’s serious, but I know a guy who can look it over for ya and get it fixed. I’ll pay for the damages.”

“Sam, it’s all right. As long as you’re not hurt.”

“Yeah, I’m fine. Boy, this place is really out here. What you pay for this lot?”

“I got it for a steal. No one wanted it. Being this far out of town, I was surprised. We can’t do anything until this fog lifts. I can’t see the hand in front of my face let alone drive a bulldozer.”

“I hear you, Mr Rogers. The others will be here within the hour, maybe it’ll be gone by then. You want to go over the blueprints one more time?”

“Sure. Let’s take our time. This hill is steep here. Be careful you don’t slip.” David stepped forward toward the area where they parked. It wasn’t that far away, but the fog made it appear a football field length away. He tried not to think of the distance.

When they reached the two trucks, a parade of vehicles made its way up the winding dirt road that led up the hill. David stopped at the rear of his truck as he watched the men park. He quickly checked the damage of his truck while Sam wasn’t paying attention. The dent was minor, something he could live with.

Between them and the main country road was an enormous field of trees. The various types of trees offered privacy, which was one of the top reasons for David’s decision to purchase the land. Now, as he looked at them, he shivered. The eerie appearance with the fog wrapping around those trees felt as if the scene came straight out of a horror movie—something he did not like. 

“David, I still don’t understand why you had to purchase this land. It’s too far from everything and everyone,” Becka said as she joined him by the truck’s bed.

“Becka, I’ve told you a thousand times. My doctor...”

“Said, if you want to live, you need to cut out the stress. Yes, I know. But you could have moved in with me and the boys.”

“And listen to your children run up and down those stairs? No, thank you. I like my stillness—you know that. I couldn’t ask your children to run on their toes. It wouldn’t be fair to them, nor your husband.” David looked through the opening of the fog and saw Becka’s car. “Your husband isn’t coming?”

“No, he couldn’t make it. Maybe next week he’ll make the drive.”

“I suppose that would be just fine.”

The group of men circled David and his sister as they went over the plans for the build. The wind moaned around them sending shivers down David’s spine. The worst thing about this fog was how haunting it appeared. David feared those things—Halloween was his least favorite holiday. Imagine scaring people for fun—it was ridiculous. Murderers could lurk inches away from their victims shielded by the blanket of fog, and that was just one reason he hated this steam-like substance.

Within the hour, the fog slowly thinned enough to see a mile ahead. It would be good enough to begin pushing dirt aside. Sam drove one bulldozer while Gerald operated another. The others waited for their time to work, watching the two yellow machines do the work. Sam stopped as if he was stuck on something. He turned the key and shut off the engine. “Mr Rogers, you got to see this.”

“What is it, Sam?” David asked as he approached the young man. His Hazelnut hair flapped in the breeze.

“Looks like we’re going to need to move this before we can go any further.”

David looked at the stirred mud. He couldn’t make out what it was—the black object was stiff and pointed. David knelt and pushed away the loose dirt from the object and surveyed it. “This is the strangest thing I’ve ever seen. Sam, take a closer look at this and tell me what you see.”

Sam knelt beside him and shook his head. “Shit, sir, it looks like the peak of a house.”

“Yes, that’s what I thought it was.”

“You two must be wrong. Didn’t you have the land surveyed before you brought the equipment out here?” Becka asked as she bent over them.

“Becka, I may not be the smartest man alive, but I do know someone had to come out before I did anything to this property. They approved the project, said there weren’t any power lines or gas lines near where I wanted to build the house. Now, if you don’t mind, I would like to uncover this and see what it is.” 

“All right. I’ll go stand over here—stay out of your way.”

“You do that.” David turned his attention to the object in the dirt.

As the hours slowly dragged on, the heat climbed. Most of the men took off their shirts to work better. David shook his head as he loosened the top button of his shirt. 

By mid-day, they reached a small opening at the top of the house. David tossed the shovel aside and pulled out the flashlight from his pocket. He flipped it on and pointed the beam of light into the room.

It was a large space with low ceilings along the walls. David didn’t count all the boxes in the room, but he knew there were a lot. A thick blanket of dust and cobwebs covered the closed boxes. About half-way across the room, there was a set of railings revealing where the steps were. It appeared as though the attic was built around the stairs. David thought that was a little odd, but interesting. “It looks like an attic! I’m going in!”

“I’m coming with you,” Becka announced.

“That’s fine.” David pushed aside some of the loose glass and pushed a leg through the opening. He held onto the frame and slid through, being careful not to cut his bare hands. He stepped on the glass as he stepped out of the way for the others who agreed to join him, including his younger sister. Interesting. The window must have broken under pressure when someone buried this house. Who would do something like this? Why? The house doesn’t appear...

“Would you look at this?” Becka asked.

David turned around.

“Oh, my God, this house looks nasty!” Becka flashed the light everywhere, revealing the cobwebs, broken pieces of wood, thick dust.

David sighed. “This house has been buried for who knows how long. Were you expecting a clean house?” He shook his head.

“No, but this is way too bad.”

“Hey, Mr Rogers, found the stairs.” Sam pointed his light down.

The floorboards creaked under the footfalls. The wind moaned. David thought twice before taking a step forward. He could feel the wood beneath his foot give a little. 

Crash!

“What was that?” David asked. He could feel the hairs on his arms stand up. His heart raced as he turned toward the stairs in a jump. He tried to slow down his breathing, calming himself.  

​
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SOMEWHERE, SOMETHING fell and crashed against the floor below them. The sound echoed against the floor and walls, announcing its presence. David joined Sam at the top of the stairs as Sam looked down. Below them, at the bottom of the stairs, a closed door was hiding something from them. What it was, they couldn’t know, but it was the beginning of what hid beneath them. This was the point where they should have run away without second thought.

“I know all of you want to go down there and check this house out, but we don’t know how safe it is. Maybe I should call someone and have them look it over—someone who knows what they’re doing.” David glanced at the window before turning his attention back to Sam, who already took one step down. David shook his head.

“Mr Rogers, we’re already here—may as well explore this house. Hey, maybe you could fix this house up. Looking at your plans, this could be cheaper in the long run.” Sam grinned. It was a cheesy grin, as if he was proud of himself.

“You young folks know nothing. After all the repairs, bringing this house up to code; it would cost more than it’s worth.” David returned his attention to the window. Immediately, he noticed how far it appeared. It was like the attic grew without them noticing.

Someone whispered David’s name. It came from below them. David stopped to listen. He recognized the voice but couldn’t be sure. If it was her, he was dreaming. The woman was dead.

Avoid stress, David. Your heart won’t take it. May I suggest living out in the country? It’s done wonders for me and my wife. Search around, you’ll see the difference once you settle down. The words from Dr Grant echoed in David’s mind. He glanced at Sam and took a step toward the window. Maybe it wasn’t a good idea to enter the house without thinking about it first.

She called out to him again, softer this time. “David.” 

“Did you hear that?” David asked.

“Hear what?” Becka asked, rotating where she stood. The look on her face revealed how disgusted she was.

“Never mind. Let’s go back outside. We can come back later when it’s not so hot.” He brushed away the sweat on his forehead.

“Scaredy cat,” Becka said.

David stopped and tilted his head as he stared at her.

“You dragged us in here; we’re going to check this place out. Besides, it’s cooler in here than it is out there.” Becka pointed at the window.

“It’s all right, Mr Rogers. I got your back,” Sam said. He took another step downward.

“Oh, all right. But the first moment there’s trouble, we leave right away. All right?”

Sam nodded. “That’s fine. It won’t hurt none looking around.” As Sam continued down the stairs, the steps creaked in anger.

Hesitantly, David followed. Becka and Gerald were close behind David. Becka was dressed properly, according to David, with her denim shorts and loosely fitted blouse, which wasn’t revealing in any way. Gerald dressed more like David, though he wasn’t clean and the choices he made to the clothes were slightly unsettling. His stained jeans were tight against his legs, almost too tight. The shirt was a flannel shirt with the sleeves cut off. David’s first impression of the man was different from what it was now—he liked the man at first glance, now not so much. The memory of their first encounter faded as he reached the bottom of the stairs.

“David,” the whisper cried out again.

David stopped. Why was he hearing a woman calling out to him? And why was the voice so familiar?

David reached down and handed Sam the flashlight since he was in the front of their group.
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SAM PLACED HIS HAND on the dusty brass doorknob and twisted it. He pushed the door open and stepped out of the narrow staircase. The flashlight flickered as he pointed the beam in both directions. The wooden floor creaked beneath his feet as he paused. He stepped to the side, pushing the door open wider.

Becka sneezed causing Sam to jump. 

“Bless you,” David said.

“Thank you. Where to next?” she asked.

“Dav-id.”

“What?” David asked.

“We didn’t say anything. Are you all right, Mr Rogers?” Sam asked. He flashed the beam of light in David’s face and moved it down.

David snatched the flashlight from Sam’s hand. “I’m fine. Let’s go this way.” He pointed to the right and began walking. The thick blanket of dust on the floor revealed no one had been here for a long time—the exact time was unclear. I wonder why they didn’t mention this house when I purchased the lot. Did they intentionally leave the information out? Why? David opened a door and looked inside the room without entering. “Bedroom.” A large window was on the other side of the room. This is a nice size for a bedroom, large enough for five or six single beds. With Becka’s growing family, this would’ve been a good fit. Maybe I could fix this old house up after all—that is, if I can get it uncovered for the right price.

David moved on, using the flashlight as a guide. The light quickly passed over the ornate covered walls. White layers of paint were peeling off, revealing another layer of paint that had aged over the years. He guessed it was white too, though it appeared tarnish yellow with brown and grey now. Pieces of old chipped paint rested on the floor and were covered in dust along the edges of the wall. Where paint on the walls didn’t touch, the old wood lost most of the varnish; David assumed it was a rich varnish once before based on the design of the house.

Another closed door—another bedroom. In quick passing, David noticed the rooms had beds, dressers, and night tables. Nothing out of the ordinary; they weren’t covered with sheets, nothing that said the house was packed away for keeping. It was as if the owners had left unexpectedly without any warnings. His mind went over all the things that would send people away, shivering at the idea. 

In the fourth bedroom, David stepped inside. He pointed the flashlight at all corners of the room, almost expecting the room to be different from the others. As he glimpsed something on the bed, the others made their way into the room. An old suitcase was at the foot of the bed, open. He approached the bag and looked inside. 

The others joined him, moving things around as they surveyed the space. He glanced at his sister. When he looked back down, the bag was gone. David twisted around and looked under the bed, then behind him.

“What are you looking for?” Becka asked.

“Nothing. Let’s look in another room.”

“David.”

David stopped at the door and turned. He couldn’t tell where the whisper was coming from. David was sure he was hearing things, but it sounded too real. He listened for the voice as he watched the darkened room. As he moved the flashlight’s beam across the room, the shadows swayed.

“You coming?” Becka asked.

David jumped. “Yes.” One last look around, David turned and pulled the door closed behind him. He followed his sister down the hall, passing more closed doors. “Does this house feel like it just goes and goes?” he asked.

“It does, doesn’t it?” Sam agreed.

“I see the end of the hall. We should go back and find out what’s on the other end,” Becka said.

“Probably more bedrooms. This house is huge. I say we find the first floor. I still want to know what broke,” Sam said.

“I second that. Let’s hurry, and then we can get out of here.” David stepped forward. They returned to the attic door, passing it. After the second door, they located the stairs. 

David led the way to the next level of the house—the first floor. At the bottom of the stairs, he saw a desk and approached it, swaying the flashlight back and forth to guide his steps. The large desk had sturdy legs that could probably hold it up for another hundred years, even with the atmosphere this house provided. The front of the large desk was lined with thick drawers on the front with an open space in the middle where a chair would go. The chair was gone. David found an old rusty lantern on the corner of the desk and picked it up. He shook it next to his ear, and listened to the liquid swish inside it. “Anyone got a match?”
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