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	The Woods That Never Let Go

	 

	 


 

	Investigator Briefing

	 

	Before you continue…

	Sabine Blackwood has left a message regarding this case file.

	What you hear may change how you read what follows.

	Listen first.

	Then proceed.

	[image: Image]

	 


 

	Table of Contents

	Chapter 1:  The Dare

	Chapter 2:  Crossing the Threshold

	Chapter 3:  Lost in the Dark

	Chapter 4:  The Disappearance

	Chapter 5:  Secrets in the Trees

	Chapter 6:  The Cemetery’s Warning

	Chapter 7:  The Silent Pursuer

	Chapter 8:  The Forest’s Curse

	Chapter 9:  The Final Stand

	Chapter 10:  The Forgotten World

	Epilogue:  The Lost Century

	

	 

	 

	
Chapter 1 
The Dare
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	The summer evening was quiet, the kind of stillness that made you feel like the world was waiting for something to happen. Hope leaned back against the trunk of the old oak tree in the park, her legs stretched out on the grass as she watched her friends argue.

	"I’m telling you, it’s just a bunch of old stories," Mark, her older brother, said, tossing a stone across the lawn. "People make up stuff about the woods to keep kids out of trouble." Hope raised an eyebrow. "You think all those disappearances are just 'old stories' too?"

	Mark smirked but didn’t answer. Nate, the quiet, logical one of the group, shrugged. "There’s no actual proof anything bad has happened there in years. People just get lost. It’s not like the trees are actually alive."

	"But why risk it?" Maggie, Hope’s best friend, asked, her voice shaking slightly. "I mean, the stories say the woods are cursed for a reason. No one who goes in ever comes out the same—if they come out at all."

	Cassie, the bravest (or maybe the most reckless) of them all, scoffed. "You sound like an old lady, Maggie. Come on, we’re not going to turn into ghosts or something. Let’s do it. Just a quick trip into the woods and back. We can prove there’s nothing to be scared of."

	Hope exchanged a glance with Maggie, who looked pale, her hands fidgeting nervously with the straps of her backpack. The stories about the woods had been around for generations. It was the one place everyone in town knew about but no one ever dared to enter. Parents warned their children not to go there, and some even claimed they heard strange whispers coming from the forest at night. The kind of whispers that made your skin crawl. "Just one night," Cassie said, flashing her signature mischievous grin. "We go in, camp out, and come back in the morning. No big deal."

	"Yeah, no big deal," Mark echoed. "Unless you’re scared." Hope bristled at her brother’s taunt. She wasn’t scared—at least, not of being in the woods. What unnerved her was the eerie silence that always seemed to surround the forest, even during the day. No birds ever flew over it, no animals wandered near it, and the wind always seemed to die the moment you got too close.

	But she wasn’t about to back down in front of her friends. "Fine. Let’s go."

	Maggie’s eyes widened. "Wait, you’re actually going to do this?" Hope sighed. "Look, we’ll just go in, hang out for a few hours, and leave. Nothing’s going to happen."

	Maggie didn’t look convinced, but she nodded reluctantly. "Alright. But if I get eaten by a tree or something, I’m haunting you all." "Deal," Cassie said with a laugh. "Let’s meet at the edge of the woods at sunset."
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	The sun was sinking low in the sky when the group gathered at the entrance to the eerie woods. The towering trees loomed ahead of them, their dark branches twisting together like gnarled fingers. Hope felt a chill run down her spine as she stepped closer. The wind had stilled, and the air seemed heavier, thicker, the moment they neared the tree line.

	"We all here?" Mark asked, looking around. Nate nodded, adjusting the flashlight in his hand. Maggie, who looked like she was already regretting her decision, hovered at the back of the group, biting her lip. Cassie, as usual, was already at the front, ready to lead the charge.

	"Alright, let’s do this," Cassie said, stepping into the woods without hesitation. The others followed, though Hope noticed Maggie lingered just a bit longer before crossing the threshold.

	The moment Hope stepped past the first row of trees, she felt it. A shift. The temperature dropped noticeably, and the sounds of the outside world—crickets, distant cars, even the wind—faded to nothing. All she could hear was the faint crunch of leaves beneath their feet.

	"Is it just me, or does it feel colder in here?" Maggie whispered, hugging her arms to her chest. "It’s not just you," Nate replied, glancing around warily. "But that’s normal. Dense forests trap cold air. Nothing supernatural about it."

	Mark chuckled. "See? Nothing to be afraid of." But Hope wasn’t so sure. As they walked deeper into the forest, the shadows grew thicker, the trees taller, and something about the way the branches moved in the faint breeze made her uneasy. The further they went, the less it felt like the same woods they’d grown up near. The path behind them seemed to fade away, swallowed by the trees.

	After what felt like an hour of walking, they found a small clearing to set up camp. The ground was uneven, covered in roots and moss, but it would do for the night.

	"This is fine," Cassie said, dropping her backpack to the ground. "We’ll make a fire, hang out for a while, and prove once and for all that this place is just a bunch of creepy trees." Mark started gathering sticks for the fire, while Nate pulled out his phone to check the time. "No signal," he muttered, frowning. "Great."

	"It’s the woods," Hope said. "No signal out here." "Or maybe the trees are blocking it," Cassie teased, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "Maybe they don’t want us calling for help."

	"Not funny," Maggie said, sitting on a fallen log, her arms wrapped tightly around herself. "This place gives me the creeps." "Just relax," Mark said, lighting the fire. "We’re fine."

	Hope tried to push down the gnawing feeling of unease in her stomach as they sat around the fire, talking and joking. But even as the flames crackled and her friends laughed, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something was watching them.

	And then she heard it.

	At first, it was so faint that she thought she’d imagined it. A soft whisper, like the wind moving through the leaves. But the wind wasn’t blowing.

	She glanced around, but the trees stood still, their branches unmoving. "Did you hear that?" Hope asked, her voice barely above a whisper. The others fell silent, listening.

	And then they heard it, too.

	Footsteps.

	Circling them.

	Slow, deliberate footsteps crunching on leaves. But when they shone their flashlights into the trees, there was nothing there. The footsteps grew louder, closer, but no matter where they looked, there was no one. Just the shadows of the trees, swaying ever so slightly, as if they were watching… waiting.
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