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Chapter 1 – The Discovery

The forest lay still beneath the gray sky. Between the old pines, fog crept across the ground, slow and soundless, as though the forest itself were breathing. The air was cool and damp, and the smell of wet wood and earth hung heavy between the trunks.

Jonas Berg, a nature photographer who knew the area well, was searching the morning haze for a subject. He pulled the zipper of his jacket higher and stopped for a moment.

Something was wrong.

Normally, this path was never completely silent, not even at night. Something was always rustling in the undergrowth—an animal, a gust of wind, a snapping branch. But today, the forest seemed to be holding its breath.

Jonas moved on. His footsteps were muffled by the thick moss as the narrow trail wound between the trees. The fog grew denser the deeper he went into the forest.

He raised his flashlight and slowly swept the beam across the trunks.

Only trees.

Only fog.

And that oppressive silence.

He stopped again.

Had he heard something?

Jonas turned around. The beam of light cut through the fog behind him.

Nothing.

Only the dark path he had come from.

He exhaled slowly. “Get a grip,” he muttered under his breath. But the feeling remained—the feeling that he was not alone.

The fog moved between the trees like a living veil.

Jonas continued on. With every step, the trunks seemed to close in around him, rising like dark pillars from the mist.

Then his gaze suddenly caught on something.

At first, he thought it was an unusual pattern in the bark of an old pine. But when he stepped closer, he saw the lines.

A symbol.

Cut deep into the wood.

He aimed the beam directly at the trunk. The lines were clean and precise, as though someone had worked with great care.

Slowly, Jonas raised a hand and ran his fingers over the cuts. The bark was still freshly splintered.

The symbol was new.

He frowned. He knew many of the markings left by hikers or hunters, but this symbol was unlike any of them. Its shape seemed foreign. Ancient. Almost as if it came from another time.

A cold gust swept through the treetops, making the branches rustle softly. Jonas instinctively hunched his shoulders. For a moment, he had the feeling that the forest itself refused to accept the mark.

He took a step back.

Then his gaze dropped to the ground.

Something dark lay among the moss.

Jonas slowly knelt and carefully pushed a few leaves aside. The patch beneath them was damp. Dark.

His heart began to beat faster.

He touched the moss. The moisture seeped onto his fingertips at once. Slowly, he raised his hand into the light of the flashlight.

His fingers glistened.

Blood.

Jonas felt his stomach tighten. He stood up as the beam of his flashlight began to move more nervously between the trees.

Now he could smell it, too.

That metallic scent.

Blood.

Carefully, he took one step forward. Then another. His eyes searched the ground.

More dark patches stained the moss.

A trail.

It led deeper into the forest.

Jonas followed it slowly. Every step felt heavier than the one before. The fog drifted sluggishly between the trunks.

Suddenly, a branch snapped somewhere.

Jonas spun around. The beam of light swept through the darkness.

But there was nothing.

Only the forest.

And that feeling of being watched.

His breathing quickened. He turned back and followed the trail farther.

After only a few meters, he stopped.

Something was taking shape in the fog ahead of him.

A dark form between two pines.

At first, he could not tell what it was. The fog shifted, and the beam of his flashlight trembled slightly.

Jonas took one step closer. Then another.

The shape became clearer.

Something lay on the ground.

Something large.

His heart began to pound.

Slowly, he raised the flashlight higher.

The fog parted for a moment.

And suddenly, he saw the body.

The corpse lay between the trees, unnaturally still, as though it had been deliberately placed there.

Jonas froze. His breath caught.

The forest around him was completely silent.

No wind.

No sound.

Only the fog, creeping slowly across the ground.

And the realization that this place was hiding a secret that should never have been brought to light.

A shiver ran down Jonas’s spine.

Whatever had happened here—

there was nothing human about it.





Chapter 2 – The Breath of the Forest

Jonas stepped closer cautiously. The fog still hung heavy between the trees, and the smell of damp moss lingered in the air.

The man lay motionless on the ground. His arms were slightly outstretched, as if in his final moment he had tried to brace himself.

Jonas knelt beside him.

“Hello?”

No answer.

The body did not move.

An uneasy feeling spread through his chest.

Then he saw the blood.

Dark.

Almost black against the wet moss.

His gaze slowly moved over the body—and stopped at the torso.

For a moment, he could not understand what he was seeing.

Then his blood ran cold.

The man’s back had been cut open.

Deep cuts ran along the spine. The skin was torn open, the ribs bent outward—as though someone had wrenched them apart with brutal force.

Jonas recoiled.

“My God…”

His breathing grew faster, shallower. His stomach tightened. He had seen many things in the forest—injured animals, accidents.

But this…

This was not an act committed in the heat of the moment.

This was something else.

Something planned.

Something cruel.

Jonas ran a hand over his face and tried to stay calm.

Then he heard a sound.

A faint crack.

Somewhere among the trees.

Jonas slowly raised his head.

The fog shifted between the trunks, but he could see nothing.

The forest was silent again.

Too silent.

For a moment, he had the feeling that he was being watched.

His eyes moved nervously through the trees.

But there was only fog.

And shadows.

Finally, his gaze fell on the tree beside the body.

And there he saw the symbol.

A rune.

Carved deep into the bark.

Jonas stared at it for a moment.

Then he reached hastily for his phone.

His hands were trembling.

He knew only one thing:

This discovery would change everything.





Chapter 3 – Blue Lights in the Fog

Jonas was still standing in the small clearing. His phone remained in his hand, but the call with the police had ended some time ago.

The fog had spread farther between the trees, settling over the forest like a gray veil.

The body still lay in the damp moss.

Motionless.

Unnatural.

Jonas dared another quick glance at the man’s face.

His eyes were open. Fixed. Staring up at the gray sky above the treetops.

For a moment, Jonas had the feeling that the dead man was looking at him.

He turned away immediately.

His stomach tightened. The sight of the man’s cut-open back and the ribs bent outward still sent a cold shiver down his spine.

Jonas took a few steps back. He needed distance. Distance from this place. From that image.

Then he noticed something in the moss.

A small piece of wood.

It lay only a few steps from the body.

Jonas moved closer slowly and picked it up with care.

A symbol had been carved into the wood.

A rune.

But it looked different from the one in the tree.

More complex. As if it were part of a larger symbol.

Jonas frowned. He had no idea what it meant.

Suddenly, the wind moved through the trees. The branches rustled softly.

Jonas looked nervously into the forest.

The fog drifted between the trunks.

For a moment, he felt it again.

As though someone were standing between the trees.

Watching him.

Jonas let the piece of wood fall back into the moss.

His hands were trembling.

The minutes that followed seemed endless.

Then he heard a sound in the distance.

Engines.

A moment later, blue light flickered between the trees.

The police lights reflected in the fog, bathing the forest in an eerie, flickering glow.

The police were coming.

But Jonas could not shake the feeling that the forest was far from finished revealing its secrets.





Chapter 4 – The Forest’s Gaze

The blue lights of the police vehicles flickered between the trees.

The fog caught the light and fractured it into cold blue shadows that moved slowly across the ground.

Detective Erik Lund stopped at the edge of the forest path.

He studied the dark trunks of the pines.

The forest seemed still.

Too still.

“This way,” one of the officers said.

Jonas stood several meters away, still looking as though he were frozen in place.

His eyes kept moving back and forth between the trees.

“Up ahead,” he whispered.

Lund followed the narrow path.

With every step, the forest grew denser.

The lights from the vehicles slowly disappeared behind them.

Now there were only flashlights.

White beams cutting through the fog.

The body lay between two old pines.

Motionless.

Twisted at an unnatural angle.

Lund stopped.

He had seen many crime scenes.

Too many.

But something about this place felt different.

Not because of the body.

Because of the forest.

It was as though the forest itself were listening.

“Damn…” one of the officers murmured.

The beam of his flashlight swept over the body.

Then over the tree beside it.

The bark had been slashed open.

“Detective,” the officer said.

Lund stepped closer.

The symbol was clearly visible.

Several lines carved deep into the wood.

A rune.

The wind had stopped.

The forest was suddenly completely silent.

One of the officers aimed his flashlight between the trees.

“Did you hear that?”

Lund raised his head.

“What?”

“There was a sound
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