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  Prologue

  
  




This book is not just a story. It is a journey into the depths of the mind, darkness, and those mysteries humanity has long hidden in the shadows. It was born from an idea that slowly evolved, shifted, and took shape into something greater – a narrative intertwining life’s secrets and questions without simple answers.

At the heart of this story lies a theme both fascinating and terrifying – the possibility of life after death. A theme that awakens curiosity and a yearning for understanding, while uncovering the darkest corners of the human psyche. A story original and dark, full of psychological tension, with cinematic potential to pull you in with all its twists and characters. Though it began as a mere concept, it holds the power to lead you on an exciting and unpredictable journey.

As the author, I have always been drawn to the paranormal, mystical, and unknown. The belief that life does not end with the last breath guided me through a long period of research and reflection. This book is my attempt to bring these mysteries closer to you – the reader who is willing to open the door to a world where the boundaries between life and death blur.

But this is not just a story about darkness and secrets. You will meet a character who is no classic hero – an antihero, someone you will love, feel for, and maybe even hate. Their flaws, internal struggles, and dark sides will captivate you and give you a reason to stay with them on this path. Throughout the story, you will witness their reversal and transformation, which will be not only key to the resolution but also a deeply emotional journey that will change your perception of them and everything they stand for.

What can you expect? A tense psychological thriller that does not hide its dark sides but develops characters with complexity and depth. The story will be full of unexpected twists and emotional highs and lows. After reading, you may feel that there is something more, something beyond our everyday lives – something that hides on the other side.

If you are interested in psychology, drama, and thriller, then this book is perfect for you. You will dive into a story that offers not only entertainment but also opens the door to reflections on life, death, and what may follow. Read on if you are ready to face what lurks in the dark.





	Jan Langus
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  Chapter 1

  
  




Chamonix, nestled among the majestic peaks north of Mont Blanc, was not merely a haven for ski tourism and daring climbs. No, it was something more. It was a place where the mountains felt alive—eternal, more powerful than any human noise. Even when not cloaked in wind and snow, their silence served as a constant reminder of who truly ruled here.

A place out of a postcard. The rooftops steeply slanted, burdened by heavy snow, every street filled with the whisper of winter tourism. Steam curled from coffee cups on terraces, where the braver ones sought a patch of sun despite the cold. But today, there was no sun. Only the calm before another storm.

The radio in the black Jeep crackled with a French weather report before the announcer’s voice grew sharper:

“A second snow front is approaching from the northwest. Winds will be strong. Residents are advised to remain indoors. Tourists are urged not to stray from their hotels and lodgings.”

The man in the vehicle turned the volume down. His hands gripped the steering wheel—knuckles white, almost translucent. He wasn’t nervous. He was focused. His mind worked like a machine. The only sound breaking the monotony of the engine was coming from the trunk—muffled thuds, a sudden bump, then silence again. He wasn’t disturbed.

The town disappeared behind him. Houses grew sparse, roads narrowed, nature thickened. It felt like a journey into another dimension—one without laws, cameras, or curious eyes. Only forest. Only ice. Only silence.

He turned onto a barely visible side road. There were no signs. You only knew of this road if you were meant to. The trees bent under the weight of fresh snow. At the end of the track—almost completely hidden among the pines—stood a wooden cabin. Almost idyllic, if not for the circumstances.

A timber structure, propped up by stone pillars, with large windows and a smoking chimney. Like something off a postcard. But postcards can lie.

The engine stopped. With a final sigh, a cloud of steam puffed out from under the hood. The man opened the door and stepped into the snow. Crunching footsteps. The sharp scent of cold air filled his lungs. Only nature and the mountains—his allies.

He wasted no time. He entered the cabin; the door closed behind him with a soft creak. Moments later, he emerged again—this time with purpose in every step. He opened the trunk, and a foul smell hit the air: sweat, urine, confinement.

A bag. Black. Heavy. It moved. Someone inside was kicking, murmuring, pleading. The man grabbed it like cargo and dragged it out in silence. The snow smoothed itself under the shifting weight of the body inside, but tracks—those it left behind.

The cabin door swung open. Warmth spilled out, carrying the scent of wood and charcoal. Inside, it felt almost homely. Oak floors, neatly arranged books on shelves, the leaden glow of a winter lamp. Yet in that silence, every new sound felt like a warning. He dragged the bag across the floor, and the wood creaked beneath it.

Then—a door. Small, unassuming. It led downward. Stairs to the basement. To the place where questions waited without answers. And where he held all the strings.

He didn’t stop.

The basement was waiting.




The room was dark, saturated with a thick humidity that clung to the air like a veil. Through a small, grimy window high on the wall, a faint sliver of light crept inside—a silver reflection of the full moon, which in the darkness of the cellar seemed almost supernatural.

In the silence, a soft click echoed, and a small bulb flickered to life above. Its glow was pale, clinical—barely strong enough to pierce the gloom. It illuminated only a narrow patch of the room—just enough for the black leather boots and worn jeans of the stranger standing beneath it to catch the light. His face remained hidden, safe in the shadow’s embrace, preserved in perfect anonymity.

A man lay on the floor. His hands and feet were tightly bound with coarse rope, his face streaked with layers of grime and sweat. The cold, damp ground leeched the warmth from his body. He trembled, though it was unclear whether from fear or the chill.

“Let me go… what do you want from me?” he stammered, his voice fractured with panic and uncertainty. His eyes darted around, desperate for an exit—anything to pull him from this nightmare.

But the man standing above him said nothing. In his hand, he held a long, slender knife, its blade catching the moonlight now and then, flashing like silver. Silently, he dragged a chair out from the shadows, sat down, and lit a cigarette. The smoke spread quickly, thick with the sweet tang of tobacco and something heavier—tension, vibrating in the air.

“Dear Michael,” he finally spoke, his voice calm, almost gentle. “Do you know how long I’ve waited for this moment?” He inhaled, letting the smoke drift out slowly through his nostrils.

“And the best part is—no one knows. No one will ever suspect.”

He crushed the cigarette against the edge of the chair, stood up, and stepped closer. Michael tried to recoil, but the ropes were too tight. Movement was nearly impossible. As their eyes met, the stranger leaned in.

“Feel my pain,” he whispered, and with one swift motion, slit his throat.

Blood began to trickle from the wound, at first in droplets, then in streams, painting the floor beneath him dark red. Michael stared at the ceiling with wide eyes, his mouth opening and closing silently, searching for air that would never come. Each breath shallower than the last. And yet—surprisingly—there was no pain. No rage. Only release.

As if, with the leaving of his body, all the weight he’d carried vanished too. Warmth arrived. Love. Freedom. His eyes began to close, and slowly, he drifted into darkness.

Not the darkness of sleep. But a different kind—cold, distant. Like a space between two worlds, an inevitable passage where memories dissolved one by one. Time had no meaning there. Only emptiness. And then—light.

At first, faint and far off, like the glow of an operating room promising salvation. But he quickly realized—this wasn’t a hospital. No, this light had nothing to do with life. It was blessed. Calming. And as his thoughts melted into color and warmth, he felt himself float.

There was no more guilt. No shame. No sorrow.

Light.

But this time, it wasn’t that soothing, divine light that marks the boundary between life and something higher. No. This was sharper, harder, real. He was no longer drifting in a timeless void—he was falling. Backward, downward, toward something tangible. The air grew heavier, filled with shadows and color. As if he were submerged in a milky dream, unable to separate illusion from reality.

A whisper reached him. Then a soft, almost animal-like sob. The voice was unclear—he couldn’t place it with a face or memory—but deep within, he knew: that voice meant life. Someone was calling him. Someone was crying for him.

He tried to open his eyes but couldn’t. His eyelids were leaden, his vision scarred by white light and drifting shadows that moved like ghosts. Everything was blurry, smeared—as if watching the world through rain-soaked glass. He didn’t know where he was. He didn’t know who he was.

Restlessness grew inside him. He wanted to speak, but no words came—only a choked, rasping sound. His body… no longer felt like his own. His hands were smaller, different. His heart beat too fast. His skin felt too thin. A burning pain filled his lungs—as if he were breathing fire for the first time. And then it happened.

Air struck him like a bolt of lightning. His lungs expanded, his muscles contracted, and from his throat erupted a cry. Unformed, raw, primal—a cry of life.

A cry that bounced off the walls and thrust him into the world.

In that moment, everything collapsed. The knowledge of who he had been dissolved like ash on the wind. No name. No faces. No past. Only the feeling that he’d lived this before—but not with this body. Not in this life.

The soul remained the same.

But the body—new.

The life—born once more.

He heard voices. A woman crying. A man whispering. People around him holding their breath. A pulse in the background—the beeping that followed the rhythm of his heart. Everything was new, yet strangely familiar. As if he were remembering the future, not the past.

In the chaos of birth, he felt no fear. But within the pain lay the seed of hope. A new beginning, a momentum not chosen but given. His old life erased like writing in sand as the tide rolls in.

In that moment—he was no one.

And for that very reason,

he could become anyone.
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It was a hot August Monday morning. The kind of true summer morning when, even before seven o’clock, the air already smells of heated asphalt and sunbaked pine trees. Sunlight streamed through the open window, casting golden beams directly onto the silk sheets that gently embraced the body of a sleeping woman. The room filled with the scent of summer—garden flowers, morning coffee drifting in from the neighboring house, and the fleeting freedom that only lazy days can bring.

The bedroom was bathed in light, soft and almost heavenly. In the background, birdsong echoed—a steady, soothing rhythm, like the beating of a heart.

The door opened quietly. A man in his mid thirties stepped inside, his white linen shirt unbuttoned at the collar, hanging loosely over his sun-kissed body. A lock of brown hair fell stubbornly over part of his face. His eyes were blue, carrying the faint traces of exhaustion borne only from nights spent without real sleep.

“Good morning, Julia,” he said softly, almost in a whisper, as if not to disturb the sanctity of the moment. “I made breakfast. Toast and scrambled eggs. Just the way you like it—with a spoonful of sour cream.”

Julia slowly lifted her head, sleepy but smiling. Her brown eyes shimmered in the morning light. With tousled hair and a husky morning voice, she curled her lips into a smirk.

“Oh, Louis… let me sleep,” she murmured, half-smiling, and pulled the pillow over her head.

Louis chuckled. He brushed the strand of hair from his face, sat on the edge of the bed, and with the tenderness born only of quiet, enduring love, touched her ankle with his fingertips. Then he stood, looked at her once more—with that particular look that seeks to capture a moment for eternity—and left the room without a word.

Stillness reigned.

After a while, the world returned—with a vibration. The phone on the nightstand buzzed. Julia stirred, still wrapped in the fabric of dreams. The fog in her mind slowly lifted. She took a breath, reached for the phone, and recognized the name on the screen—one that filled her with both relief and guilt.

Josephine.

She sighed and answered the call.

“Hey… morning.”

Laughter rang out on the other end.

“Julia, do you even know what time it is?”

She turned toward the wall clock. It was an antique piece, with a gilded rim and a slightly rusted pendulum. Louis was proud of it—it had belonged to his father, a gift for his fortieth birthday from Louis’s mother. The clock was beautiful, but it showed no mercy.

11:30.

Julia jumped to her feet, her heart pounding.

“Oh God, I’m sorry! Louis woke me up… but I wanted to doze off a little longer… and he let me.” She quickly scanned the room for any sign of him, but it was clear—he was already gone. “I guess he’s at work already. I’m sorry… are you still there?”

Josephine exhaled into the phone.

“You’re always late, that’s why I didn’t call earlier. I’m already heading back to work. It’s okay—we’ll catch up another time.”

Julia felt a lump in her throat. She had forgotten, again, about their coffee date. Always the same story. She was angry with herself—always late, always on her own schedule. They ended the call, and the phone slid silently onto the table.

Her stomach growled. She remembered—Louis. Breakfast. The taste of warm toast and scrambled eggs now felt like a promise she had to fulfill.

She stepped out of the room and descended the stairs of the two-story house. A house full of stories. Louis had inherited it five years ago—the day the world had changed forever. His parents had set off for Nice to celebrate their fiftieth wedding anniversary. Romantic plans, a beautiful room with a view, candlelit dinner… but they never arrived.

The truck driver—tired and sleep-deprived—lost control. A head-on collision. Death on impact. The tragedy shattered what Louis had always believed to be unshakable—his roots.

The house Julia now stood in had become a monument. Not to grief, but to warmth. Every object in it meant something. Every item, every wooden nail, every picture on the wall—echoes of a life once lived.

With each step down the wooden stairs, she felt herself part of that story. And today, with sunlight streaming through the large windows, the day promised something simple.

Love. Home. And toast with eggs.




When Julia stepped into the kitchen, a familiar warmth washed over her. The sun was pouring its golden light across the retro tiles—floral patterns in pale yellows and faded greens, remnants of a fashion long past, perhaps the eighties. Though slightly worn, they still stood proud in their presence.

The kitchen was tidy, but it didn’t hide its age. The wooden cupboards with brass handles creaked softly when opened, and though they could use a fresh coat of paint, they had character—real, homely character. In the corner stood an old toaster, slightly battered, but still reliable.

On the kitchen counter, a folded note awaited her. They were one of those couples who still communicated the way children in grade school did—with handwritten messages. In an age of texts, GIFs, and endless emoji chains, Julia and Louis had made a quiet pact with paper. It was their small rebellion against the digital world. Perhaps nostalgic, perhaps silly—but undeniably sincere.

She opened the note. The handwriting, so familiar down to the curl of each letter, read:

“You’re probably mad at me for letting you sleep… but you looked so beautiful, I just couldn’t bring myself to wake you.

P.S. I ate your breakfast—cold eggs aren’t fit for a lady like you. :)

Yours, L.”

Julia rolled her eyes, but couldn’t suppress the smile that crept across her face. She could picture him so clearly—almost hear him. That playful tone, always a step ahead of her. She opened the fridge.

Cheese, a few slices of salami—she started boiling water for coffee. Eggs? Not today. She was too hungry for patience.

She sat down at the dining table—a solid oak piece with cushions that still wore the faded fabric of an old slipcover, sun-worn but soft. Above her hung a painting. A pastoral scene from the French countryside: a shepherd in a wide-brimmed hat, tending to his flock on a quiet hillside. It wasn’t worth much, but to Louis’s family, it had a history. His grandfather had bought it at a market in Aix-en-Provence more than sixty years ago.

She ate slowly, distracted, phone in hand, scrolling listlessly through Instagram. Acquaintances, faces from the past, childhood friends, ex coworkers. Children by the pool, families on day trips, park picnics—filters turning it all into curated perfection.

Then came Nedine.

Always there. Always a little too much. Their history was complicated—never real friends, never true enemies. Julia always felt as if she were walking a tightrope in their conversations. Nedine was one of those women who talked mostly about herself. About Marc—whose bank account seemed more relevant than their shared interests. About the baby due in two months. About her flawless skin, her perfect bump, her dreamy vacations.

This time: photos from Greece.

Caption: “A quick getaway to Greece.”

Nothing more. Two smiling faces, the blue sea in the background, the perfect filter.

Julia rolled her eyes, this time without a smile. She knew what lay behind the image—Marc’s growing indifference, the constant arguments, how he’d had to take twenty nearly identical photos and listen to critiques about her jawline not looking slim enough.

She put the phone down.

Enough.

She stood, pulled on her favorite summer dress—a soft lavender one-piece that fell just to her knees, gently hugging her figure. The color played beautifully with her chestnut eyes, which glimmered golden in the sunlight. She tied her hair up in a neat bun, with the effortless elegance that came naturally to her.

She sat at her computer. Julia was a wedding planner—a profession that was more than a job; it was a test of patience, tact, empathy, and sheer willpower. It had taken her years to master all its layers—from mothers who wanted to plan the wedding themselves to fathers who cried over cake samples.

She opened her email.

The day had begun. Breakfast was behind her. Now came the world of planning, timelines, invitations, and floral arrangements.

Yet something lingered inside her—that quiet flicker of knowing. That feeling that a day might bring more than expected. As Julia opened her inbox, the sun had already climbed high, bathing the room in light so bright it cast a mirrored sheen across her laptop screen. She squinted, then quietly gasped at a fresh subject line standing out from the flood of usual messages:

“Wedding Planning Inquiry”

She clicked on it, more out of habit than interest, expecting the usual—some clueless bride with fairytale visions and a budget that barely covered chairs.

But this time was different.

“Hello, my name is Cherrie Dupoint. I found your contact on your Facebook page. I’m getting married this year and would love to know when you’re available for a meeting. I already have a list of ideas and wishes.

Kind regards,

Cherrie.”




For a moment, Julia simply stared at the message. The name was new, unfamiliar, but the tone was refreshingly different. Rarely did a client approach her with a prepared list of ideas. Most were full of romantic expectations but completely without a plan. And when Julia offered them concrete suggestions, they usually replied, “That’s not quite it.” Uncertainty, pressure, and shifting visions were constants in her profession.

But this?

This hinted at something else entirely.

She grabbed her cup of coffee—long since gone cold—and glanced out the kitchen window.

Summer was in full bloom outside. The sun spilled honeyed light over the garden, where a grand cherry tree stood tall amidst the greenery—a tree Louis had planted with his father when he was just a boy. To him, it was more than just a tree. It was memory. Symbol. Anchor. Something that hadn’t died with his parents.

The neighbor had been mowing his lawn for two hours now, stubbornly circling his yard with an old red mower. His grey cotton shirt was drenched in sweat, but it didn’t stop him. When his eyes met hers, he lifted a hand in greeting. Julia raised her cup in a toast and offered a faint smile.

Back at her laptop, she typed a warm, polite reply to Cherrie and offered a few possible meeting times, including a now-free Wednesday slot—a cancellation from a former client who couldn’t decide on a flower color. One of the more ridiculous entries in Julia’s archive of experiences.

She had barely closed the tab when a familiar ping sounded—new mail.

“Hello Julia, thank you for your quick reply. Would you happen to be available tomorrow at 10 AM? We could meet at Café Comptoir Abel.”

Julia’s eyes flicked to her calendar and she smiled. Quick replies meant seriousness, efficiency—qualities that in her world were worth their weight in gold.

She confirmed the appointment, noting it down in both her digital and paper planners. She was a bit old-school that way—trusting paper, but fiercely loyal to the double safety of both.

With a small sigh of relief, she closed her laptop and stood. Her gaze drifted toward the fridge—empty. A few forgotten yogurts, a hard piece of cheese, and a lone jar of jam. Louis would come home starving, and she didn’t have a single respectable meal to offer.

She slipped on her sandals, grabbed her woven tote, and headed to the nearby market. Summer clung to the air, thick with the scent of dry grass and sunshine. Inside the store, she picked out fresh vegetables—tomatoes, zucchini, bell peppers—and a cut of meat for steak. Louis loved them almost more than ice cream.

To finish, she grabbed a pudding.

Vanilla—his favorite.

Simple. Nostalgic.

The walk back was quick; the market was only ten minutes away. When she stepped into the kitchen and began slicing vegetables, a memory surfaced—uninvited but vivid.

A knife. A bloodied cut. Five-year-old Julia holding an apple, tears streaking down her cheeks.

Her mother had come rushing in like a storm, scooped her up and wrapped the finger in a kitchen towel. She scolded her, yes—but with a gentleness that the child forgot quickly. The adult Julia never did.

Since then, a quiet caution had followed her every time she picked up a knife. Not a paralyzing fear, but enough to make her movements more deliberate, more careful than necessary.

Sometimes she thought of it as a metaphor—

Life cuts.

But you learn to hold the knife with both hands.
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