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To the brave readers who love wandering through dark forests, following mysterious whispers, and uncovering secrets hidden beneath the trees.
To every imagination that has ever wondered what might be watching silently from the shadows after sunset.
This book is dedicated to those who understand that courage is not about never feeling fear—but about standing strong even when the screams echo through the darkness around you.
May Ethan, Mia, and Lucas remind you that friendship, hope, and bravery can shine brighter than even the deepest shadows hidden inside Ravenwood Forest.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The forest remembers every voice that enters its shadows.
Some whispers guide you home.
Others call you deeper into the dark."
— From the old warnings of Ravenwood Forest
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Chapter 1 — The Warning Signs
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Rain hammered against the windows as Ethan Parker watched the town of Black Hollow appear through the fog.

The farther their truck traveled along the narrow mountain road, the darker the world outside became. Thick pine trees crowded both sides of the road like giant shadowy walls, their branches twisting together overhead. Mist drifted low across the ground, swallowing fences, rocks, and abandoned signs.

Ethan pressed his forehead against the cold glass window.

“This place looks haunted,” he muttered.

His older sister Olivia rolled her eyes from the front seat.

“You say that about everything.”

“No, seriously. Look at it.”

Their mother gripped the steering wheel tightly while windshield wipers squeaked back and forth across the stormy glass.

“It’s not haunted,” she said. “It’s just old.”

“That’s exactly what people say right before ghosts appear,” Ethan replied.

Olivia laughed.

But their mother didn’t.

That was the first thing Ethan noticed about Black Hollow.

Nobody joked much.

Especially not when the forest came into view.

As the truck rounded a sharp curve, Ethan finally saw Ravenwood Forest for the first time.

The trees stretched endlessly across the mountainside like a giant black ocean. Pine trunks rose thick and tall into the gray sky while dark fog drifted between them. Even from the road, the forest looked wrong somehow.

Too quiet.

Too still.

The deeper parts of the woods looked almost black despite the daylight.

A rusted wooden sign stood beside the road:

RAVENWOOD FOREST

NO TRESPASSING AFTER DARK

Someone had scratched deep marks across the bottom of the sign. They almost looked like claw marks.

Ethan frowned.

“Why would anyone put up a sign like that?”

His mother hesitated before answering.

“Probably because people get lost out there.”

“Or eaten,” Ethan said.

“Ethan,” his mother warned.

But he noticed something strange.

She glanced nervously toward the forest too.

Ten minutes later, they finally entered Black Hollow itself.

The town looked frozen in time.

Old brick buildings lined the narrow streets beneath flickering streetlights. Most stores looked decades old, with faded signs hanging above dusty windows. A diner called Hollow Creek Café sat near the center of town beside an ancient gas station and a tiny grocery store.

Almost every building seemed worn down by rain and time.

But what Ethan noticed most was the people.

Everyone stared.

As their truck rolled slowly through town, conversations stopped. Shopkeepers paused in doorways. A man pumping gas lowered the nozzle halfway. Two women outside the diner watched silently from beneath umbrellas.

Nobody waved.

Nobody smiled.

It felt less like entering a town and more like arriving somewhere they weren’t welcome.

Olivia shifted uncomfortably.

“Okay... that’s weird.”

“They’re just curious,” their mother said quickly.

But she sounded nervous again.

A man wearing a dark green raincoat stood outside the diner smoking a cigarette. As Ethan looked toward him, the man suddenly stepped closer to the truck window.

“You moving into the Hollow cabin?” he asked.

His voice sounded rough and tired.

Their mother nodded cautiously.

“It belonged to my uncle.”

The man stared at her for a long moment.

Then his eyes shifted toward Ethan.

“Keep your kids away from Ravenwood after sunset.”

The words hit the truck like cold water.

Their mother forced a polite smile.

“I’m sure we’ll be fine.”

The man didn’t smile back.

“No,” he said quietly. “You won’t.”

Then he walked away into the rain.

Silence filled the truck.

Olivia let out a nervous laugh.

“Well, that was comforting.”

Their mother gripped the steering wheel tighter.

“People in small towns like telling stories.”

But Ethan noticed she locked the truck doors immediately afterward.

The cabin sat nearly two miles outside town at the edge of Ravenwood Forest.

The moment Ethan saw it, his stomach tightened.

The place looked ancient.

Dark wooden boards covered the walls, weathered gray by years of storms. A sagging porch wrapped around the front beneath a crooked roof. Tall pine trees surrounded the cabin so closely that branches scraped softly against the windows in the wind.

The forest loomed directly behind the house.

Watching.

Waiting.

“This is where we’re living?” Olivia asked.

“It just needs work,” their mother replied.

Ethan climbed out of the truck slowly.

The air smelled strange here.

Wet earth.

Pine needles.

And something older beneath it.

Something rotting.

Thunder rumbled across the mountains while rain continued dripping from the trees overhead.

Near the porch steps stood another sign.

PRIVATE PROPERTY

KEEP OUT OF THE WOODS

“Mom,” Ethan said slowly, “why are there so many signs about the forest?”

His mother unloaded boxes from the truck bed without looking at him.

“Because tourists used to get lost hiking out there.”

“Used to?”

She paused briefly.

Then continued carrying boxes inside.

Ethan exchanged a look with Olivia.

Something about this town felt wrong.

And everyone seemed determined not to talk about it.

The inside of the cabin smelled like dust and old wood.

Sheets covered most of the furniture while cobwebs stretched across corners of the ceiling. The floorboards creaked loudly beneath every step.

Ethan wandered slowly through the downstairs rooms while Olivia complained about the lack of Wi-Fi upstairs.

A stone fireplace dominated the living room wall. Beside it hung several faded black-and-white photographs in crooked frames.

Ethan stepped closer.

The photos showed groups of people standing in front of the cabin decades earlier.

One picture caught his attention immediately.

A family stood smiling stiffly beside the forest edge.

But behind them, barely visible between the trees, stood a tall dark shape.

Ethan frowned.

At first he thought it was just another tree trunk.

Then lightning flashed outside the windows.

For a split second, the figure looked human.

He stepped closer to the photograph.

The shape appeared unnaturally thin.

Its arms looked too long.

And though the picture was blurry, Ethan could have sworn something pale stared out from where its face should be.

“Find anything interesting?”

Ethan nearly jumped.

His mother stood behind him carrying another box.

“There’s someone in this picture.”

She leaned closer.

“That’s probably just a shadow.”

“It doesn’t look like a shadow.”

His mother gently took the photograph from the wall.

“We should unpack before dark.”

Before dark.

Another strange phrase.

Everyone in Black Hollow seemed obsessed with nighttime.

By evening, heavy fog had swallowed the entire forest.

Ethan sat alone on the back porch wrapped in a blanket while Olivia unpacked upstairs. Their mother drove back into town for groceries, leaving the cabin strangely silent.

The woods behind the house stretched endlessly into darkness.

Even during daylight, Ravenwood Forest looked eerie.

At dusk, it became terrifying.

The fog drifted slowly between the trees like pale smoke while shadows thickened beneath the branches. Wind whispered softly through the pine needles overhead.

Ethan pulled the blanket tighter around himself.

He wasn’t scared exactly.

At least, that’s what he told himself.

Still, he couldn’t stop staring at the woods.

Something about Ravenwood made him feel watched.

Not by animals.

By something else.

Something hidden.

A snapping sound suddenly echoed deep within the trees.

Ethan froze.

Another snap followed.

Like footsteps.

Slow.

Heavy.

Moving through the forest.

He leaned forward carefully.

“Hello?”

No answer.

The footsteps stopped.

Silence swallowed the woods again.

Then Ethan noticed something moving between the trees.

A shape.

Tall and dark.

Too far away to see clearly through the fog.

His heartbeat quickened.

“Mom?”

The figure stood completely still.
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