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Chapter 1: The Light
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The first time Alexander Huntley saw the shadow, he blamed the wine.

It was his third night in the house. He'd moved from a cramped condo in downtown Miami to this beachfront property—three bedrooms, a wraparound deck, and a view of the Atlantic that cost him every cent of his signing bonus. The realtor had called it "a steal." She hadn't mentioned the lighthouse.

It stood two hundred meters offshore, a white concrete tower with a beacon that swept the coast every fifteen seconds. The beam was bright enough to cut through fog, sharp enough to throw hard-edged shadows across every room facing the water. Alexander had checked the windows. All of them. Double-paned, sealed tight. No drafts.

At 22:47, he was in the kitchen pouring a second glass of Cabernet when the beam swept through the living room. The light passed over the far wall, and something moved.

Not the furniture. Not a reflection. A shape on the wall—dark, human-shaped, walking from the sofa toward the bookshelf.

Alexander froze. The beam moved on. The shadow disappeared.

He set down the glass and walked into the living room. The wall was empty. Blank. He ran his hand over the plaster. Cold, smooth, dry. No marks, no stains, no shadow.

The beam returned. Fifteen seconds. The light swept across the wall again—and the shadow was back. This time it was closer to the hallway entrance. Standing. Still. As if it had been waiting.

Alexander turned on every light in the house. He checked every closet. Behind every door. Under the bed. The windows were locked. The doors were bolted. No one was inside. No one could have gotten in.

He stood in the middle of the hallway, breathing too fast, trying to make sense of what he'd seen. A trick of the light. Of course. That's all it was. The wine. The angle. His eyes playing games in the dark.

He went back to bed.

At 23:14, the beam swept through the bedroom ceiling. Alexander was lying on his back, staring at the plaster. He saw it again—this time, not on the wall. On the ceiling. Hanging upside down. A human shape, arms and legs spread wide, head tilted downward. Directly above where his head had been resting.

He sat up so fast he nearly fell off the bed. He turned on the lamp. The ceiling was empty.

He didn't sleep that night.

At dawn, he ordered three security cameras. Same-day delivery.

He told himself it was just precaution. Peace of mind. Nothing more.

But he spent the rest of the morning measuring the distance from his bed to the ceiling, calculating the angle of the lighthouse beam, and wondering what kind of shadow hangs upside down.

He already knew the answer.

The kind that wasn't really a shadow at all.
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Chapter 2: The Footage
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The cameras arrived at 11:42. Alexander installed them immediately—one in the living room, one in the hallway, one in the bedroom. All night-vision. All motion-activated. All pointed at the walls.

He spent the afternoon calibrating their angles, making sure the lighthouse beam would hit the field of view for at least half a second per sweep. He set the recording to continuous loop—twelve hours, overwritten.

That night, he sat on the couch and pretended to sleep. He left one eye cracked open, watching the shadow move. He didn't move. He let it happen.

It did. At 21:17, the beam hit the living room wall, and the shadow appeared. It walked from the north wall to the south. At 22:03, it moved to the ceiling. At 23:44, it was in the hallway outside the bedroom door.

Alexander stayed still until the sun came up.

Then he pulled the memory cards and sat at his laptop.

The footage was clear. Sharp. No artifacts, no glitches. The shadow moved exactly as he'd seen it—smooth, deliberate, human-shaped but not human. He slowed the playback to frame-by-frame. The shadow didn't blur. It didn't flicker. It moved like a physical thing with mass and inertia.

He isolated the hallway footage. The shadow reached the door, and he saw it. A pause. Half a second, maybe less. The shadow stopped. It turned—if you could call a shadow a "turn"—and faced the door. Faced the bedroom. Faced where Alexander had been lying.

He played it again. The pause was there. Every single time. The shadow never did that anywhere else. It never paused at the kitchen wall. It never paused at the couch. It only paused at the bedroom door.

Alexander printed a still frame and taped it to the wall. He drew a circle around the shadow's head. Then he measured the wall behind his bed. The interior wall. The one that faced the ocean.

The blueprint on his phone said it was sixteen centimeters thick.

His laser measure said forty-four.

He measured it again. Forty-four centimeters. Twenty-eight extra centimeters of missing space.

He went to the kitchen, poured a glass of water, and stared out the window at the lighthouse. It looked innocent in the daylight. Just a white tower with a blinking light. Nothing supernatural. Nothing threatening.

But Alexander knew now. He wasn't imagining things.

The wall was thicker than it should be. And the shadow knew exactly where the bedroom door was.

It had paused to look at him.

He wondered what it had been looking for.
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Chapter 3: The Wall
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The wardrobe was heavy, but Alexander moved it alone. He shoved it across the bedroom floor, scraping grooves into the wood, until it cleared the wall behind it.

The plaster looked different there. Not quite the same shade. Edges that didn't quite match. A hairline crack running around a rectangular seam—roughly a meter wide, two meters tall. Someone had cut this section out and patched it back. Sloppily.

He pressed his palm against it. The plaster flexed.

He found his utility knife and cut along the seam. The blade sliced through the drywall like paper. He pulled the panel free and leaned it against the bed.

Behind it, there was a hole.

Alexander turned on his phone's flashlight and aimed it inside. The space was narrow—a vertical shaft about a meter wide and three meters deep, extending up to the roof and down into darkness below ground. The walls weren't drywall. They were rough, old brick. Dark red. Stained with something black that had run down between the joints.

At the bottom of the shaft, he saw a chair.

Old wood. Straight back. Rope marks on the armrests.

He didn't go inside. He didn't touch anything. He just stared for a long time, his heart hammering, his breath shallow. The smell from the hole was wrong—damp, metallic, like old coins soaked in water.

He looked closer at the brick walls. There were handprints. Dark black handprints, pressed into the brick as if someone had pushed against them from the inside. Not painted on. Not drawn. Absorbed.

Alexander pulled his phone back and took photos. Dozens of them. Then he covered the hole with the plaster panel, moved the wardrobe back, and walked out of the bedroom.

He didn't sleep in there that night. He took the couch.

At midnight, the lighthouse beam swept through the living room. Alexander was awake, watching.

The shadow appeared on the wall. But it wasn't standing anymore.

It was sitting. Arms on the armrests. Head tilted back. The exact shape of the chair in the hole.

He sat up slowly, his breath frosting in the cold air.

The shadow didn't move.

It just sat there, waiting, as if it knew exactly what he had found.

And for the first time, Alexander understood.

The shadow wasn't a shadow. It was a man. A man who had been pressed so deep into the walls of this house that only the lighthouse beam could pull him back to the surface.

And now Alexander had opened the wall.

He didn't know what he'd let out.
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The light shows what should never be seen.
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