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Prologue
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​The northern sky was not a void, but a living, breathing thing. Above the tree line, the darkness was torn open by curtains of emerald and violet light. The aurora borealis did not rush; it drifted, a slow, spectral dance, a smooth touch against the cheek of the atmosphere.

​Below, the world was locked in white. Frozen fields stretched out like sheets of untouched linen, broken only by the jagged, ink-black silhouettes of the pine forest. Nestled deep within the timberline sat a small house, a solitary island of amber warmth in a sea of blue cold.

​Outside, the silence was broken only by the crunch of tires on packed powder. A car sat idling on the edge of the clearing, its headlights flashing once, twice—cutting beams through the falling flakes. In the shadows between the trees, a pair of eyes reflected the light. A wild fox paused, paw lifted, watching the machine, before slipping silently back into the darkness.

​Closer.

​On a low-hanging pine branch, a single needle bowed under the weight of the frost. The snow clung to it, crystallized and sharp, glittering like a dusting of crushed diamonds against the dark green.

​Inside, there was a different kind of precision.

​A hand, fine-boned and steady, worked under the glow of a desk lamp. Slender fingers manipulated a spool of silver wire, wrapping and twisting it with practiced fluidity. The metal obeyed the command of the fingers, coiling tightly around a glistening white stone. It was a chaotic cage for a moonbeam, a stunning medal born from patience.

​The scene shifted with the scent of herbs. The same hands, now rhythmically tearing kale, the snap of the fresh vegetable echoing in the quiet kitchen. A knife flashed, cutting with domestic efficiency. Nearby, a rocking chair creaked softly against the floorboards, positioned near a frosted window. The sitter remained a silhouette, a presence felt but not seen, watching the snow fall.

​ Miles away, the atmosphere changed. There was no scent of food here, only the smell of dust-free paper and expensive cologne.

​A man’s hand came into view. It was clean, strong, the skin pale and fair. It moved with deliberate speed, adjusting the cuffs of a dark, pristine shirt. There was no wasted motion. He reached for a coat—heavy wool, dark as the midnight treeline, the cut suggesting wealth and status. He buttoned it, smoothing the front.

​Around him, the room was a temple of order. Books stood in rigid formation on mahogany shelves, their spines aligned to the millimeter. Not a paper was out of place. Everything was governed by unseen lines, by rules, by expectation.

​The man’s hand reached out and flipped a switch. The room plunged into darkness.

​The view widened, speeding away from the quiet of the woods and the order of the room, finding the harsh, artificial glow of the city's edge.

​Helsinki Airport. The tarmac was a grid of blue and orange guiding lights. A massive turbine whined, a sound that vibrated in the chest. The airplane turned slowly, its nose aligning with the runway. Engines roared, building pressure, building heat, defying the gravity of the frozen earth.

​The wheels left the ground. The metal bird banked sharply, its blinking lights swallowed by the vast, dancing colors of the northern night sky.
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​It didn't begin with thunder. It began with the sudden death of the engine's drone—a hum so constant Aaron had ceased to hear it until it was gone.

​The silence was heavy, pressurized. It tasted like copper.

​Then, the cabin listed. Not a bank, not a turn, but a slide into something wrong. The half-empty gin and tonic on his tray table didn’t spill; it hovered, the liquid separating from the glass in a trembling, amber sphere. Gravity dissolved.

​For a heartbeat, Aaron hung suspended against his seatbelt, weightless.

​Then the world snapped.

​The fuselage screamed—a tearing sound, like a zipper pulled down the spine of the earth. The air masks didn't drop; they were ejected, dangling like severed arteries as the overhead bins burst open. Suitcases became missiles. The screaming started then, a collective, animal noise that was instantly swallowed by the roar of wind tearing through the hull.

​Aaron didn't have time to be afraid. He only had time to hurt. The deceleration hit him like a physical blow, a sledgehammer to the chest that flattened his lungs against his spine. The seatbelt became a garrote across his ribs.

​Something slammed into the side of his head—hard plastic, unyielding—and his vision fractured. Up became down. The neat gray carpet of the ceiling was spinning. The smell hit him next: not smoke, but the chemical sweetness of hydraulic fluid and the charred stench of burning hair.

​He clawed for the armrest, his fingernails scraping against upholstery, seeking an anchor in a world that had turned liquid. His hand found nothing but a jagged edge of hot metal that bit into his palm.

​Heat. Sudden, blistering heat. The darkness wasn't sleep; it was the ground rushing up to meet him.
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​ The shrieking metal died into a groan. Then, stillness.

​Aaron was cheek-to-cheek with something slick. A puddle was pooling around his ear, soaking into his collar. It was cold, viscous. Not water. It reeked of high-octane kerosene—a sharp, chemical sting that coated the back of his throat. Beneath that, a lower, heavier note: the sugary, nauseating stench of melting plastic and singed hair.

​Get out.

​The impulse didn't form as a word; it arrived as a spasm in his legs. He tried to inhale, but the air was thick with soot, greasing his windpipe.

​He reached for his waist. His hands felt like thick rubber gloves, clumsy and remote. He couldn't feel the metal tab, only the pressure of it digging into his gut. He fumbled, scratched, and then—click.

​Gravity reclaimed him.

​He dropped two feet, landing hard on his shoulder. The ceiling was the floor now, a landscape of debris. He landed on something soft that crunched—a neck pillow, broken glass, the shattered plastic casing of an overhead light.

​He scrambled forward on hands and knees. Something jagged—a strut, a wire—sliced his palm, but the signal got lost on the way to his brain. There was no pain, only a dull, distant thudding information.

​The heat was the only truth left. It wasn't just hot; it was atmospheric pressure. The fire was behind him, a roaring orange wall sucking the oxygen out of the fuselage. It blistered the skin on his neck, urging him forward like a branding iron.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​3.

[image: ]


​"Hhh...lp."

​The sound was wet, bubbling up through liquid.

​Aaron turned his head. The motion sent a spike of nausea through his skull, a white-hot needle behind his eyes. Through the roiling gray smoke, he saw it: a hand. It was protruding from beneath a crushed row of seats, the fingers pale, manicured, trembling. A gold wedding band caught the flicker of the flames.

​ He froze. His right hand twitched, his thumb grazing his index finger. It was a phantom reflex, burned into his neural pathways by years of repetition—the urge to kneel, to offer comfort, to whisper the words of peace. The words rose in his throat, but his mouth was full of ash and bile.

​He reached out. His soot-stained fingertips just grazed the stranger’s knuckles. The skin was impossibly warm.

​CRACK.

​Above them, the fuselage shrieked. A support beam, twisted like a broken rib, groaned under the thermal stress. Sparks showered down, stinging Aaron's face.

​The blessing died in his throat.

​Aaron jerked his hand back as if the stranger’s skin were acid. He didn't think. He didn't decide. He just scrambled backward, digging his heels into the debris, kicking away from the plea. He clawed through the wreckage, coughing up black phlegm, his lungs burning.

​He left the hand behind in the orange glow.

​The shame didn't hit him like a spear. It settled in his gut like a cold stone, heavy and permanent, but his legs didn't stop. They carried him blindly toward the jagged tear of light at the end of the tunnel. He was a coward. But he was a breathing one.
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​ He spilled out of the fuselage, tumbling through a jagged tear in the hull.

​He hit the ground hard, but it didn't break him. It swallowed him.

​The cold was a physical violence. It snapped against his scorched skin, instantly turning the sweat on his neck to ice. He gasped, his lungs seizing as he inhaled air that tasted of iron and pine needles. He lay there for a moment, half-buried in a drift, steam rising from his clothes like a dying spirit.

​Behind him, the plane roared and popped, consuming itself. Ahead, there was only silence.

​He scrambled to his feet, slipping on the slick, frozen crust. The forest didn't just loom; it presided. Massive pines, their trunks wide as cathedral pillars, rose into the gloom. They stood in perfect, judgmental stillness, their branches heavy with snow, utterly unimpressed by the burning machine or the dying people.

​He ran.

​He didn't know where he was going, only away. Away from the heat, away from the smell of roasting meat, away from the hand he hadn't held. He crashed through waist-deep drifts, hidden roots snagging his ankles, brambles tearing at his suit trousers.

​His legs failed before his fear did.

​His knees buckled, and he pitched forward. This time, the landing was soft. Deep, thick moss caught him—a damp, living velvet that smelled of wet earth and rot. He rolled onto his back, his chest heaving, his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird.

​ Above him, the canopy was a lattice of black branches, filtering the gray light. A snowflake landed on his eyelash. Then another.

​Aaron’s hand went to his throat. His fingers sought the familiar knot of his tie, or the silver chain he always wore.

​Skin. Just bare, dirty skin and a pulse fluttering beneath his fingertips.

​The forest breathed around him, vast and godless. He wasn't a man of authority here. He was just meat in the snow.
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​ The gray didn't creep in; it stained the edges of his vision like ink spilled on water. The cold stopped hurting. That was the worst part. The shivering stopped, and a warm, drowsy numbness began to unspool in his belly.

​This is it, he realized. The thought was distinct, unemotional. Death wasn't a choir of angels or a tunnel of light. It was just a slow, clumsy power failure.

​Snap.

​The sound was sharp, close.

​It wasn't the erratic popping of the fuselage fire. This was rhythmic. Deliberate. The sound of weight displacing crusted snow.

​Crunch. Pause. Crunch.

​Aaron forced his eyelids up. They felt weighted with lead. The tree canopy above him swirled, losing focus, but the movement on the ground was clear.

​A shadow detached itself from the pines.

​It was massive—a ridge of bristling gray and black fur that seemed to inhale the remaining light. It moved with a fluid, liquid grace that made Aaron feel clumsy and broken just watching it. The beast halted three feet away.

​A wolf. But the word felt too small.

​It lowered its head, the massive shoulders rolling under the pelt. Its eyes were twin coins of sulfur, unblinking, ancient, and utterly devoid of pity.

​It didn't growl. It simply breathed, exhaling plumes of steam into the freezing air. It stepped closer, the pads of its paws silent now on the moss. It lowered its muzzle to Aaron’s chest.

​He couldn't flinch. He couldn't scream. He could only smell it—a pungent, musk-heavy scent of wet fur, pine resin, and the copper tang of raw meat.

​It’s going to eat me, he thought, the realization floating through his mind like a leaf on a stream. I am already dead meat.

​The wolf’s head moved up. Its tongue, a rough, warm strip of sandpaper, dragged across Aaron’s cheek. It wasn't comforting. It was an inspection. It was tasting the salt and the soot and the blood.

​Then, the wolf froze. Its ears swiveled back.

​A new shadow fell across the snow, swallowing the wolf’s form. This presence felt different. Lighter. Not a weight on the earth, but a part of the wind.

​Cool, slender fingers pressed against his forehead, shocking him more than the snow had. The wolf huffed, stepping back, yielding space.

​ A voice spoke. It didn't sound like speech. It sounded like stones grinding together under a river—low, guttural, rhythmic. The language had no sharp edges, no logic for his brain to latch onto. It was just sound and intent.

​Aaron tried to ask for the police. He tried to ask for help. But the scholar was dead, and the man was dying.

​"Vettä..."

​The word slipped out—the Finnish word for water, a ghost from a childhood he hadn't thought of in thirty years. A plea to a mother who was long gone.

​The cool fingers lingered. The yellow eyes watched. Then the ink spill covered the rest of the world, and Aaron sank into the dark.
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​ Time didn't pass. It fermented.

​It became a thick, feverish soup where hallucinations floated like grease. The fire from the fuselage was still eating him, crawling under his skin, turning his blood to steam.

​The only mercy was the ice.

​The ice was a woman. She wasn't a face yet, just a collection of textures. Calloused fingertips against his temple. A damp, rough cloth—linen, maybe?—dabbed onto the raw hamburger meat of his shoulder. He flinched, a ragged gasp tearing from his throat, but the hands didn't recoil. They were heavy, authoritative hands. They pushed him down into the furs, anchoring him to the earth when the fever tried to drag him away.

​The smell was the first thing that felt real. It wasn't the chemical sting of the crash, nor the sterile antiseptic of a hospital. The air here was thick and brown. It smelled of woodsmoke, curing leather, crushed pine needles, and something sharp—willow bark, perhaps—steeping in hot water.

​"Juoda." Drink.

​The command was low, vibrating against his chest.

​Something hard clicked against his cracked teeth. Wood. A warm, viscous liquid flooded his mouth. It tasted of moss and bitter roots, a flavor so soil-deep it made him gag. He tried to turn his head, but an arm slid behind his neck, lifting him effortlessly.

​He was a ragdoll, a sack of broken bones. She was solid oak. She smelled of resin and the outdoors. He swallowed the broth because he had no choice; her will was stronger than his throat.

​The darkness came back, but it was softer now.

​Days bled into nights. He measured time only by the changing angle of the grey light slicing through a small, round window. The ceiling wasn't plaster; it was soot-blackened timber, hung with drying bundles of herbs that looked like shrunken heads in the gloom.

​Then came the sound.

​Scritch. Scritch.

​It wasn't a rat. It was heavy. Bone dragging across timber.

​Aaron turned his head. The movement cost him everything, sweat popping on his forehead.

​The Wolf was there.

​It sat by the door, a silhouette cut from the night itself. It was impossibly large, its head brushing the dried herbs hanging from the rafters. Its yellow eyes were fixed on Aaron—not with aggression, but with a terrifying, predator patience.

​ She turned from the Wolf, her profile caught in the amber glow of the hearth.

​For the first time, the fog in Aaron’s mind cleared enough to see her. She wasn't a spirit. She was flesh and bone, small but built with the wiry, deceptive strength of a root system. Her hair was dark, pulled back in a braid so tight it pulled at her temples, revealing a face that was sharp, weathered, and smeared with soot.

​She stepped closer to the bed. The floorboards didn't creak this time.

​"Tu es réveillé," she said.

​The voice was soft, melodic—a startling contrast to the guttural command she’d given the beast. It

















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Split Soul
el o BTN





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





