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Something was there with us.

I still remember the heat on my face before I stepped out of the truck. Not the usual rolling warmth of a structure fire, this was different. It felt intentional, like the blaze itself was leaning toward us the moment we pulled up, like it was waiting.

The house sat at the end of a lonely cul‑de‑sac, surrounded by open country fields that swallowed sound. Vacant, but not abandoned - the kind of place people leave behind because something inside it refuses to let them stay. One of the guys had mentioned a death in the back bedroom, a family that packed up overnight, a realtor who couldn't sell the place no matter how low he dropped the price. But rumors don't matter when you're staring at a roofline ready to collapse.

We rolled in with our lights cutting through the smoke. I jumped out, boots hitting gravel, adrenaline already pounding. And the first thing I noticed was the silence. Fires roar. They crackle. They scream. But this one... this one breathed, slow and steady, like a campfire someone had built on purpose.

We hooked the hose to the hydrant. Pressure built. I braced myself, ready to advance.

Then something moved.

Not in the flames but out of them.

A shape, darker than the night around it. A silhouette with no edges, no depth, no light. Like someone had carved a hole in reality and let it walk. It slid across the yard, fast and silent, and before I could shout, the hose snapped free from the hydrant with a violent jerk. Water exploded upward, spraying uselessly into the air.

"Blowout!" someone yelled behind me.

But I'd seen it.I'd seen that thing rip the hose away like it was offended by our attempt to help.

We scrambled for the spare line as the second truck arrived. More hands, more urgency. The fire was eating the house alive, windows bursting outward like the place was exhaling its last breaths.

We connected the second hose.

And again - it came out.

This time I caught it full in my vision. A pitch‑black mass, shaped vaguely like a person but wrong in every way a person could be wrong. No face. No limbs. Just a presence. Heavy. Angry.

It tore the hose from the truck itself, metal fittings snapping like twigs.

My breath locked in my throat. My helmet suddenly felt too heavy. The others didn't see it - maybe a blur, maybe a shadow but it didn't matter because I saw it.

I saw it choose us. 
I saw it protect the fire.

The house wanted to burn.The flames climbed higher, brighter, almost triumphant. The roof caved in with a groan that sounded disturbingly like relief. Only once the structure collapsed and the house was nothing but a skeleton of charred beams. And it finally allowed itself to be extinguished.

Hours later, back at the station, we reviewed the helmet cam footage. Smoke. Flame. Chaos. And then...

There it was.
A frame.
A shape.

A black figure slipping out of the burning doorway, reaching for the hose and everyone went silent.

My stomach dropped. Seeing it on video meant I hadn't imagined it. It meant the house had fought us. It meant something inside that home didn't want saving. Didn't want cleansing. Didn't want light. It wanted to burn itself down. 

And it did.

The End

"Some houses do not want saving. This one had opinions."
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