
DON’T LOOK AT THE ROOFTOPS

By Lucas Fenwick

Copyright © 2025 Lucas Fenwick

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means without prior written permission from the publisher.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Published by Black Lantern Publishing.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Don't Look At The Rooftops

CHAPTER 1  -  Death from Above

CHAPTER 2  -  Jace's First Glimpse

CHAPTER 3  -  Media Panic

CHAPTER 4  -  Singh's Pattern

CHAPTER 5  -  Jace's Trauma Returns

CHAPTER 6  -  Second Sightings

CHAPTER 7  -  Leah Meets Jace

CHAPTER 8  -  The Crane Collapse

CHAPTER 9  -  The Forbidden Angle

CHAPTER 10  -  Singh's Encounter

CHAPTER 11  -  The Marking

CHAPTER 12  -  The First Pursuit

CHAPTER 13  -  Leah's Evidence

CHAPTER 14  -  Singh's Countdown

CHAPTER 15  -  Rooftop Trap

CHAPTER 16  -  Reflection Prison

CHAPTER 17  -  Aftermath and Consequences

CHAPTER 18  -  Investigation and Truth

CHAPTER 19  -  Moving Forward

CHAPTER 20  -  Final Warning

[image: ]

​

​

​

​TABLE OF CONTENTS

FRONT MATTER


-  Introduction



THE NOVEL

ACT I: DISCOVERY


-  Chapter 1  -  Death from Above

-  Chapter 2  -  Jace's First Glimpse

-  Chapter 3  -  Media Panic

-  Chapter 4  -  Singh's Pattern

-  Chapter 5  -  Jace's Trauma Returns



ACT II: INVESTIGATION


-  Chapter 6  -  Second Sightings

-  Chapter 7  -  Leah Meets Jace

-  Chapter 8  -  The Crane Collapse

-  Chapter 9  -  The Forbidden Angle

-  Chapter 10  -  Singh's Encounter



ACT III: THE HARVEST


-  Chapter 11  -  The Marking

-  Chapter 12  -  The First Pursuit

-  Chapter 13  -  Leah's Evidence

-  Chapter 14  -  Singh's Countdown

-  Chapter 15  -  Rooftop Trap

-  Chapter 16  -  Reflection Prison



ACT IV: AFTERMATH


-  Chapter 17  -  Aftermath and Consequences

-  Chapter 18  -  Investigation and Truth

-  Chapter 19  -  Moving Forward

-  Chapter 20  -  Final Warning







​INTRODUCTION

​A Warning

If you live in a city with tall buildings, you may want to reconsider your relationship with the skyline after reading this story.

What you're about to read is a work of fiction. The entities described within these pages - the Sky-wanderers, the Rooftop Stalkers, whatever name you choose to give them - are products of imagination. The dimensional physics, the reflection-space theory, the harvest rituals... all fabrication.

Or so we tell ourselves.

Because the truth is, every horror story begins with a kernel of truth. Every urban legend has its genesis in something witnessed, something experienced, something that defied rational explanation and lodged itself in collective consciousness.

Why do we instinctively feel uneasy in tall buildings at night? Why does looking up at skyscrapers create a subtle vertigo, a primitive unease that has nothing to do with fear of heights? Why have cultures around the world warned against "gazing upward at the steel canyons" or "acknowledging the watchers on high places"?

This novel explores those questions through the lens of cosmic horror - the terror of discovering that reality is stranger and more dangerous than we imagined, that the spaces we built without asking permission might belong to something else.

​The Story

In the financial district of a major metropolis, people begin dying in mysterious falls from tall buildings. No one sees them jump. No one witnesses the falls themselves. Victims simply appear already falling, or are found at the base of structures they couldn't possibly have accessed.

Detective Arvo Singh, investigative journalist Leah Rowan, and window washer Jace Arlen independently discover the truth: entities exist in reflected space - visible only in mirrors, windows, and polished surfaces - and they're hunting people who make the fatal mistake of looking up at rooftops.

What follows is a race against time as our protagonists attempt to understand the entities' patterns, warn an incredulous city, and survive long enough to fight back against predators that have hunted from urban heights for over two centuries.

This is urban cosmic horror in the tradition of Lovecraft, but grounded in the modern cityscape. It asks: what if the vertical spaces we've created - our towers of glass and steel - aren't entirely ours? What if something else claimed them first?

​Themes

DON'T LOOK AT THE ROOFTOPS explores several interconnected themes:


-  Vertical Fear: The unique horror of heights, of the spaces between buildings, of looking up when you should look down

-  Hidden Reality: What exists just beyond our perception, visible only when we know where (and how) to look

-  Urban Alienation: The city as hunting ground, familiar spaces made alien

-  Survivors' Guilt: How trauma can be transformed into purpose

-  Knowledge vs. Ignorance: Whether it's better to know the truth or live in blissful unawareness

-  Humanity's Resilience: Our capacity to adapt and fight back against incomprehensible threats


​A Note on Reading

This novel is designed to be unsettling. If you live in a city, you will likely find yourself checking reflections more carefully after reading. You may experience a moment of hesitation before looking up at tall buildings. You might find yourself remembering the rules: never look directly up at rooftops, especially between 1 and 4 AM.

This is intentional. Horror works best when it makes the familiar strange, when it transforms everyday experiences into potential threats. After reading this story, your cityscape may never look quite the same.

But remember: this is fiction. The entities don't exist.

Probably.

So turn the page, enter the financial district, and whatever you do...

Don't look at the rooftops.
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​CHAPTER 1  -  Death from Above
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The lunch crowd on Seventh Avenue moved like a river through canyon walls of steel and glass. Marcus Chen stood at the corner of 47th Street, waiting for the crosswalk signal to change, when the shadow fell across his face.

It lasted less than a second - a dark blur in his peripheral vision, accompanied by a sound he would spend the rest of his life trying to forget. Not a scream. Something worse. The wet crack of impact, bone and concrete meeting at terminal velocity.

The woman hit the sidewalk twelve feet to his left.

Marcus didn't see her fall. Nobody did. One moment the autumn afternoon was ordinary, filled with the ambient noise of a city at work - car horns, distant construction, the chatter of a thousand conversations. The next, the world contracted to a circle of horror six feet wide, drawn in blood and broken glass.

Someone screamed. Then another. The river of pedestrians turned chaotic, people pushing away from the impact site, hands over mouths, phones already rising to document what they couldn't process. Marcus stood frozen, his brain struggling to reconcile what his eyes reported with what his mind insisted was impossible.

She wore a charcoal suit, now torn and darkened with blood. One shoe had come off during the fall - a black heel that landed fifteen feet away, upright, as if she'd simply stepped out of it. Her briefcase had exploded on impact, scattering papers that now drifted in the autumn breeze like urban snow.

Marcus's eyes traveled upward against his will, following the trajectory backward. The Ashcroft Tower loomed above them, forty-three stories of reflective blue glass that caught the afternoon sun and threw it back in blinding sheets. His gaze climbed the facade, searching for an open window, a broken railing, any explanation for the impossible geometry of her fall.

Nothing. Every window sealed. Every edge intact.

"Did anyone see what happened?" A man in a security uniform pushed through the growing crowd, radio crackling at his hip. "Did she jump? Did anyone see her jump?"

Silence. Fifty people within visual range, and not one had seen her on the roof. Not one had witnessed the moment before gravity claimed her.

Marcus found his voice. "She just... she was just there. In the air. Like she appeared."

The security guard's face went pale. "What do you mean appeared?"

"I mean I didn't see her fall. I saw her hit."

"That's impossible. She had to fall from somewhere."

But the words sounded hollow even as the guard spoke them. Because everyone present felt it - that fundamental wrongness, that violation of the expected order. People fell from buildings, yes. Jumpers, accidents, tragedies that could be explained and catalogued and filed away. But those falls had beginnings. They had witnesses. They had the terrible poetry of a body in descent, a few seconds of borrowed flight before the end.

This woman had simply arrived at the ground, as if the fall itself had been edited out of reality.

Sirens rose in the distance. The crowd continued to grow, smartphones held high, a forest of cameras recording everything and nothing. Marcus stepped back, his legs finally obeying the screaming imperative to move, to get away from the wrongness soaking into the pavement.

He looked up one more time.

For just a moment - less than a heartbeat - he thought he saw something on the roof of the Ashcroft Tower. A shape, dark against the sky, angular and wrong. But when he blinked, there was nothing. Just the endless blue glass and the clouds reflected in its surface, sliding past like ghosts.



Detective Arvo Singh arrived at the scene twenty-three minutes after the 911 call. The body had already been covered with a yellow tarp, but blood still spread in a slow radius from beneath it, following the microscopic topography of the sidewalk. Uniformed officers had cordoned off the area, pushing the crowd back, but hundreds of onlookers still pressed against the barriers, phones out, hungry for proximity to tragedy.

Singh was forty-seven, with twenty-two years on the force and a face that had learned to show nothing. He'd worked homicide for a decade before transferring to missing persons, and he'd seen enough death to fill several lifetimes. But something about this scene made his skin prickle.

Officer Mendoza met him at the perimeter. "Victim is Rebecca Harmon, thirty-four, investment banker with Selas Capital. Worked on the thirty-seventh floor of the Ashcroft."

"Witnesses?"

"About fifty, but here's the thing - none of them saw her actually fall. Multiple people report she just appeared in the air, maybe ten feet up, already coming down."

Singh's eyes narrowed. "That's not possible."

"I know. But that's what they're all saying. Consistent statements across the board."

"Security footage?"

"Building security is pulling it now. Should have something in the next few minutes."

Singh approached the body, his shoes sticking slightly to the blood-tacky concrete. He knelt beside the tarp, lifted one corner. Rebecca Harmon's face was turned to the side, mercifully intact despite the catastrophic damage to the rest of her. Her eyes were open, staring at nothing with the particular emptiness that death brings.

But something else caught Singh's attention. Her expression wasn't what he expected. No terror, no last-moment realization. Instead, her face held something almost like confusion, as if she'd been interrupted in the middle of a thought.

He let the tarp fall and stood, his knees protesting. Above, the Ashcroft Tower stretched into the afternoon sky, its windows reflecting clouds and neighboring buildings in an ever-shifting mosaic. Singh counted up to the thirty-seventh floor, then continued to the roof. A maintenance structure squatted at one end, housing elevator machinery and ventilation systems. The roofline itself was bordered by a three-foot parapet wall, designed to prevent exactly this kind of tragedy.

"Anyone check the roof yet?"

Mendoza nodded. "Building security went up immediately. Door to the roof access was locked from the inside. No sign anyone had been up there."

"Can we verify that?"

"I've got units heading up now with the building manager."

A woman in a Ashcroft Tower security uniform approached, tablet in hand. Her name tag read "J. Torres." Her hands shook slightly as she held out the device. "Detective? You'll want to see this."

Singh took the tablet. The screen showed security camera footage from the tower's street-level entrance, time-stamped 12:17 PM - eight minutes before the fall. The image quality was excellent, probably expensive cameras installed after some consultant's security assessment. The frame showed a section of sidewalk, the building's glass facade rising above, and dozens of pedestrians moving through the autumn afternoon.

"This is from the main entrance camera," Torres said, her voice tight. "It has a wide angle, catches most of the front sidewalk. Watch the timestamp."

Singh watched. At 12:23:47, the pedestrian traffic was normal. Three seconds later, something moved at the top of the frame - a dark blur, there and gone in a fraction of a second. The pedestrians scattered like startled birds. Rebecca Harmon was suddenly visible in the lower portion of the frame, already on the ground.

"Play it again. Slower."

Torres's fingers trembled as she adjusted the playback speed to 0.25x. The footage crawled forward. Singh leaned closer, his pulse beginning to quicken despite his years of professional detachment.

At the top of the frame, where the camera's view captured the building's facade and the thin slice of roofline, something happened at 12:23:48. A shadow moved across the glass, left to right, impossibly fast even at quarter speed. Not falling - moving horizontally. And the shape was wrong. Too angular, too long, like something that shouldn't exist trying to fold itself into three-dimensional space.

Then Rebecca Harmon appeared, already falling the last few feet to the sidewalk. But in the slowed-down footage, Singh could see what the witnesses had missed at full speed. Just before impact, for perhaps two frames of video, her body position was all wrong. She wasn't falling. She was being carried.

Her arms were extended upward, not outward in the instinctive brace of someone trying to break a fall. Her legs were together, not splayed. For those two frames, she looked less like someone plummeting to their death and more like someone being set down.

Then gravity remembered its job, and she hit the concrete with terminal force.

"Mother of God," Singh whispered.

"There's more," Torres said. She swiped to another video file. "This is from the camera that covers the main elevator bank on the thirty-seventh floor. Ms. Harmon left her office at 12:19, said she was going to grab lunch. This is her getting into the elevator."

The footage showed a professional woman in a charcoal suit, briefcase in hand, stepping into an elevator. She looked normal. Alive. Unaware that she had less than five minutes left.

"And this is the elevator security camera."

The interior footage showed Rebecca riding down alone. She checked her phone, sent a text message, put the phone back in her pocket. At the twenty-third floor, she looked up, her expression shifting to something Singh couldn't quite read. Surprise? Recognition?

The elevator continued its descent. At the fifteenth floor, Rebecca looked up again, more intently this time. Her mouth moved, forming words the silent camera couldn't capture.

At the seventh floor, she stepped back against the elevator wall, her free hand coming up in a defensive gesture.

At the third floor, she looked directly at the camera - no, not at the camera. At something reflected in the polished steel doors. Her eyes went wide.

The elevator reached the ground floor. The doors opened. Rebecca Harmon stepped out into the lobby, walking normally, her face pale but composed. She crossed the marble floor toward the exit. The last footage Torres showed was from the lobby camera. Rebecca pushed through the revolving door at 12:23:39, emerged onto the sidewalk, took six steps north along the building's facade, and then - 

She looked up.

Her head tilted back, eyes tracking something on the building's face, following it upward. Her expression shifted through confusion to recognition to sudden, absolute terror. Her mouth opened. And then she was no longer in frame. The angle was wrong to see what happened next, but Singh didn't need to. He knew. Nine seconds later, she hit the ground.

"What did she see?" Torres whispered.

Singh didn't answer. He was rewinding the footage, watching Rebecca's face in the moment before she looked up. Her eyes had been locked on something in the reflection of the building's glass facade. Something moving. Something that had first caught her attention in the elevator's polished doors.

He thought of the shadow in the first video, sliding across the glass faster than anything should move. He thought of Rebecca's body position in those two frames, arms up, legs together, being carried rather than falling.

"I need copies of all this footage," he said. "Everything from the last hour, every camera angle you have."

"Already done. I have it on a secure drive for you."

"And I need you to keep this quiet. Don't let anyone else see it. Understood?"

Torres nodded, but her expression was haunted. She'd seen it too. She knew something was deeply, fundamentally wrong.

Singh's phone buzzed. Mendoza, texting from the roof: Door was definitely locked from inside. No way she got up here. But Detective... you need to see this.

Singh headed for the building entrance, but paused at the perimeter, looking back at the covered body. The blood pool had stopped expanding, the edges already beginning to darken in the afternoon air. Around the barrier, the crowd had begun to disperse, lunchtime over, the spectacle losing its grip on their attention. By tomorrow, most of them would have convinced themselves they'd seen her fall. The mind did that, filled in gaps, smoothed over impossibilities.

But Singh had learned to trust the gaps. To look for the spaces where explanations failed.

He tilted his head back, following the tower's face upward. Forty-three stories of reflective glass, each window a mirror showing the sky, the neighboring buildings, the city caught in endless reproduction.

For just a moment, in one of those countless reflections, he thought he saw movement. Something dark and angular, there and gone before his eyes could focus.

The wind picked up, funneling between the canyon walls of the financial district, carrying the scattered papers from Rebecca's briefcase in lazy spirals. One sheet plastered itself against Singh's leg. He peeled it off - a quarterly report, numbers and projections for a future Rebecca Harmon would never see.

At the top of the page, someone had written a note in blue ink: Don't forget 4PM rooftop meeting w/ Selas.

But according to her calendar, according to her colleagues, according to everyone who'd been interviewed in the past half hour, Rebecca hadn't had any meeting scheduled on any rooftop.

Singh folded the paper carefully and slipped it into an evidence bag. Then he entered the Ashcroft Tower, heading for the elevators, trying not to look at the polished steel doors and what they might reflect.



Forty-three floors up, Officer Chen stood on the rooftop, wishing he'd never volunteered for this assignment.

The roof was a flat expanse of weathered concrete, interrupted by mechanical structures and ventilation units that hummed with the building's breathing. The parapet wall ran the perimeter, chest-high, solid concrete topped with a metal rail. No gaps. No damage. Nothing to suggest how someone might go over.

The door to the roof access stairwell stood open behind him, the lock clearly engaged from the inside when they'd arrived. His partner, Officer Brandt, was photographing the lock mechanism, documenting the impossibility.

But what bothered Chen more was the view.

From up here, the city spread out in all directions, a forest of vertical surfaces catching the afternoon light. Glass and steel and concrete, rising and falling in an uneven landscape of artificial canyons. And everywhere, reflections. Windows mirroring windows mirroring windows, creating infinite regression, impossible depths.

Chen walked to the edge and looked down. Far below, the crime scene was a yellow splotch on the gray sidewalk, surrounded by dark figures that must be the investigators and onlookers. From this height, Rebecca Harmon's body was invisible, reduced to a geometry problem, a lesson in velocity and mass.

"Found something."

Chen turned. Brandt was crouched near the northwestern corner of the roof, examining the concrete surface. Chen crossed to him, his footsteps loud in the mechanical hum.

Brandt pointed. "Look at this."

The concrete showed scuff marks, but not the usual kind left by maintenance workers or contractors. These were longer, deeper, carved in parallel lines as if something heavy had been dragged across the surface. But the pattern was wrong - the marks didn't lead to or from the roof access door, didn't connect to any logical source or destination. They simply began in the middle of the roof and swept toward the edge, then stopped three feet before the parapet.

"What could make marks like that?" Chen asked.

Brandt shook his head slowly. "Something heavy. Something with multiple contact points. Almost like - " He stopped, clearly unwilling to complete the thought.

Chen knelt beside the marks, running his gloved hand over them. The concrete had been scored deeply, requiring significant pressure. But the spacing was odd, roughly two feet between each parallel gouge, and there were five of them, like - 

Like fingers, Chen thought, and immediately wished he hadn't.

"Take photos of everything," he said, standing. "We'll let the techs figure it out."

Brandt was already repositioning his camera when Chen felt it. A shift in air pressure, subtle but distinct, as if something large had just moved very close by. The mechanical hum of the ventilation units seemed to change pitch, sliding down into a lower register that Chen felt in his chest more than heard with his ears.

He turned in a slow circle, scanning the rooftop. Nothing. Just the usual clutter of rooftop equipment, afternoon shadows growing longer, and the endless city stretching away in all directions.

But the feeling persisted. The sense of being watched. Of sharing the space with something that didn't want to be seen.

"You feel that?" Brandt asked, his voice tight.

"Yeah."

"We should go."

Chen wanted to argue, to assert professional calm, to be the rational one. But his hindbrain was screaming at him, ancient prey instincts recognizing a predator in the vicinity. His eyes kept drifting to the reflective windows of neighboring buildings, catching glimpses of the Ashcroft's rooftop in their glass faces.

In one reflection, just for a moment, he thought he saw their figures on the roof - two officers investigating a scene. But there was a third shape with them, tall and impossibly thin, bent at angles that made Chen's eyes hurt to track.

He blinked. The reflection normalized. Just him and Brandt, alone on an empty roof.

"Yeah," Chen said. "We should definitely go."

They headed for the access door, walking quickly but not running, because running would mean admitting fear, and Chen wasn't ready for that. Brandt went through first. Chen paused at the threshold, looking back one more time.

The rooftop was empty. Completely, utterly empty.

But the scuff marks remained, five parallel gouges in the concrete, leading from nowhere to nowhere, made by something that had no business existing.

Chen stepped through the door and pulled it shut, listening for the lock to engage. Inside the stairwell, the fluorescent lights buzzed with electrical static, and the sound of the city was muffled to a distant hum. Safe. Enclosed. Away from the open sky and its terrible vertical distances.

He and Brandt descended in silence, neither willing to speak what they'd felt, to give voice to the wrongness still crawling across their skin.

Forty-three floors down, in the lobby, Detective Singh waited with a manila folder full of impossible footage and questions that had no sane answers.

Outside, the autumn afternoon continued its inexorable slide toward evening. The city's rhythm resumed, businesspeople returning from lunch, traffic flowing, life stubbornly persisting in the shadow of incomprehensible death.

And on rooftops across the financial district, as the sun began its descent and shadows grew longer and more complex, things that shouldn't exist continued their patient watching. Reflected in glass, visible only at angles, moving in ways that violated every law of physics and biology. Waiting for night. Waiting for the next person to make the fatal mistake.

Waiting for someone to look up.
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​CHAPTER 2  -  Jace's First Glimpse
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The city looked different from the fifty-eighth floor. Cleaner, somehow. Distant enough that the grime and desperation blurred into abstract beauty, the morning sun turning even the dirtiest windows into sheets of molten gold.

Jace Arlen had been washing windows for eleven years, and he still hadn't decided if the height made him feel closer to heaven or further from earth. Some days, suspended in his platform harness five hundred feet above the street, he felt like he'd achieved some kind of escape velocity, broken free of the gravity that bound everyone else to their ground-level concerns. Other days, he felt like he was just waiting to fall.

Today felt like the latter.

He guided his scaffold platform along the Meridian Tower's eastern face, the electric motor whining as it tracked along its rail system. The tower was one of the newer additions to the financial district skyline - sixty-eight floors of blue-tinted glass and brushed steel, housing law firms and tech startups and the kinds of businesses that paid premium rates to be this high above the competition.

The window in front of him was spotless, recently replaced after some minor installation error. He was here for the final quality check, making sure there were no streaks or installation debris that might offend the executives who'd be moving into this floor next week. Easy work. The kind he could do on autopilot while his mind wandered to places it probably shouldn't.

Three days since the Ashcroft incident. Three days since Rebecca Harmon had fallen from a building with locked roof access and no witnesses to her actual descent. The news had covered it obsessively for forty-eight hours before moving on to the next tragedy, the next scandal, the next piece of content to fill the infinite void of the twenty-four-hour news cycle.

But Jace couldn't let it go. Something about the story bothered him, scratched at the back of his mind like a splinter he couldn't extract. He'd watched the amateur footage online - shaky phone videos capturing the aftermath, the covered body, the confused witnesses. He'd read the news articles speculating about suicide, about a medical episode, about the thousand rational explanations that all failed to account for the basic impossibility of what had happened.

He knew buildings. He knew heights. He knew the physics of falling bodies and the psychology of jumpers. And everything about the Ashcroft incident felt wrong.

The squeegee moved across the glass in practiced strokes, leaving perfect clarity in its wake. Jace could see his own reflection in the window - thirty-five years old, weathered face, dark hair going prematurely gray at the temples, the kind of lean physique that came from physical work rather than gym memberships. Behind his reflection, the Meridian Tower's interior was still unfinished, exposed drywall and hanging wires waiting for the contractors to return.

And beyond that, through the window and reflected in its surface, the city stretched away in geometric patterns of light and shadow.

That's when he saw it.

At first, he thought it was a construction crane. The building across the street - the Vantage Plaza, forty-two stories - had scaffolding on its roof for some kind of mechanical work. His eyes had picked up movement there, something tall and dark shifting position against the morning sky.

But cranes didn't move like that.

Jace's hand stopped mid-stroke, squeegee dripping forgotten suds down the window. He stared at the reflection, at the image of the Vantage Plaza's rooftop captured in the Meridian's blue-tinted glass.

The shape was tall. Impossibly tall. Taller than any construction equipment should be, rising at least twenty feet above the roofline. It was angular, composed of what looked like thin, jointed segments that bent in ways that made Jace's depth perception stutter and fail. Dark gray or black, hard to tell in the reflection, with a quality that seemed to absorb light rather than reflect it.

And it was moving.

Not with the mechanical precision of construction equipment, but with something approaching organic fluidity. The segments shifted, bent, reconfigured themselves. The overall impression was of something crouched, something that could unfold to an even greater height if it chose.

Jace's heartbeat accelerated. He told himself it was equipment. Had to be equipment. Some new kind of crane or lift he wasn't familiar with. The reflection was distorted by the window's tint, making ordinary machinery look alien.

But he couldn't look away.

The shape moved again, the jointed segments folding inward, then extending
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