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            "The calmest waters hide the fiercest creatures. And some lights, once turned on, can never be extinguished."
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CHAPTER ONE — The Siren
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No one in Weirdonville heard the siren at first.

It began as a low growl, buried beneath the crashing waves and the wind that shook the old fisherman shacks. But at exactly 10:14 p.m., when the gusts shifted and the tide began to foam against the rocks, the sound rose — a metallic scream ripping across the sleeping town.

Windows rattled. Seagulls scattered. The ocean pulled back, suddenly quiet.

And then everyone heard it.

The lighthouse alarm.

The one that was never supposed to sound again.
The same alarm that had haunted the war... the alarm that warned soldiers to run, hide, fight, or die.
Mia Rivers bolted upright in bed.

At first she thought she was dreaming — she had heard legends about the alarm her whole life, how it could shake bone and freeze blood. But reality hit as the siren tore through the air again, echoing off the cliffs of Weirdonville.

“No,” she whispered to herself. “It can’t be...”

Lights turned on in houses across the town. Doors opened. Dogs howled. Children cried.
Everyone knew the meaning of the siren — danger was coming.
After thirty years of peace... why now?

By eleven, the town square was full.

People in pajamas, fishermen still smelling of salt, teenagers pretending they weren’t scared — all looking at one another for answers. But the fear in the air wasn’t loud. It was silent. Everyone whispered.

Mayor Roseleigh stepped onto the old fountain and held up a hand for quiet.

“It could be a malfunction,” she said, voice tight. “We don’t panic yet.”

But her eyes — wet, frantic — told a different truth.

If the alarm went off... something triggered it.

Sheriff Fredericks pushed through the crowd, his cane scraping the bricks. Everyone tried to ignore him, avoid him — the town veteran with a thousand war stories, more rumor than human.

He pointed a shaking finger toward the harbor.

“You fools still don’t understand,” he said. “That lighthouse isn’t broken. It remembers.”

People turned away, uncomfortable.

But Mia didn’t.
There was something in his voice—something raw, something terrified.
Before she could ask, a deep rumble rolled from the coast. The waves crashed against the break wall harder than before — as if the tide was rising too fast, too suddenly.

Ethan Cole was once a decorated detective, but after losing his best friend in a shootout, he walked away from the badge and shifted to private freelance cases. Three years ago, he relocated to Weirdonville after inheriting his grandfather’s house—left to him when the old man passed peacefully from old age. — pushed forward from the crowd.

“We need to get to the lighthouse,” he said. “Turn the siren off and check the system.”

Mia spoke before she had time to think.

“I’m coming with you.”

He frowned. “It’s too dangerous.”

“That siren started exactly thirty minutes after high tide turned,” she said. “That’s not random.”

Her logic hit him. He knew she was right.

Mayor Roseleigh agreed reluctantly. A boat was prepped — the only way to reach the lighthouse during high tide. As Ethan and Mia climbed aboard with two police officers, Sheriff Fredericks called out:

“If the alarm is sounding... you’re already too late.”

No one listened.

The trip wasn’t long — but it felt endless.

The island appeared through fog, black and jagged, with the lighthouse rising like a bone in the sky. The alarm howled from its metal frame, vibrating the water.

When they docked, the officers rushed to the steel door. It wasn’t locked.
It was open.
Dust marks on the floor... footprints on the old steps... and the heavy mechanical panel inside glowing red. Someone — or something — had manually triggered the alarm.

Ethan pulled the main lever, and the siren died with a final shriek.

The silence afterward felt more terrifying than the sound.

Mia looked up the winding stairs toward the top chamber.

“Did you see that?” she whispered.

Ethan grabbed a flashlight. “See what?”

She swallowed.

“A shadow... moving. It wasn’t shaped like a person.”

They climbed slowly, the metal stairs groaning under their feet. Halfway up, the temperature dropped — freezing cold, like stepping into deep winter.

A whisper floated down the stairwell.

Not in English. Not in any language they knew.

The officers turned pale.

At the top, they burst into the lantern room.

It was empty.

No intruder. No animal. No sign of anyone.

But Mia saw something that the others didn’t:

Wet footprints.
Not boot prints. Not barefoot prints.
Long. Webbed. Shaped like something from the sea.

She froze, her voice barely a breath.

“Something came from the water...”

Ethan followed her stare, his expression crumbling.

After switching off the Lighthouse siren, Ethan, Mia, and the two officers head back to shore. The town is quiet that night, but unease settles in everyone’s bones.

The next morning, Ethan and Mia sit in Sheriff Fredericks’ office, recounting everything they experienced inside the lighthouse—the footprints on the dusty floor, the shifting shadow, the strange language echoing through the walls. Ethan admits he has a bad feeling, like something is coming. Mia glances at him and quietly confesses she’s been feeling the same.

Sheriff Fredericks urges them not to worry. He believes it was a simple malfunction.
“I’ll have two officers monitor the lighthouse for the next 30 days,” he says confidently.
“That sounds like a good idea,” Ethan replies, and Mia nods in agreement.
The second night passes without any disruptions. The town relaxes a little—just enough to breathe.

On the third day, Ethan begins researching the history of Weirdonville. The alarm had never gone off for decades—not once—so why now? He can’t shake the sense that this is only the beginning of something new... and dangerous.

That same morning, Sheriff Fredericks receives the surveillance footage from the lighthouse perimeter. He sits alone in his office and studies every second—from sunrise to closing. Nothing
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