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Dedication
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For the woods—
where I feel most at peace.
For the life that moves within them,
and the quiet beauty that remains,
whether witnessed or not.
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All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, transmitted, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without prior written permission of the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews or other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, businesses, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events is purely coincidental.

This work is intended for mature audiences. It contains thematic elements of instinct, power, and primal connection that may not be suitable for all readers.

Reader discretion is advised.

Copyright © 2026 Rosa Michels
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About This Story
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In a quiet forest clearing, a doe returns each morning to feed—until the day she realizes she is no longer alone.

Rain Doe is a primal, atmospheric story of instinct, stillness, and the moment when being pursued becomes something else entirely. Told through dual perspectives, it explores what it means to be seen, to choose, and to remain.
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Chapter One — The Clearing
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Willow
The forest always woke before the sun fully rose. Willow knew that the way she knew the path to the creek, which roots to step over, and which patches of earth stayed soft even after the cold set in. It was not something she had to think about. It lived in her. Morning came in layers: first the quiet, then the cool, then the faintest shift in the air, as if something unseen had exhaled. After that came sound—a bird somewhere high in the branches, another answering more softly, the rustle of something small moving through the leaves near the tree line. The world stretching itself awake.

Willow stepped into the clearing as she always did, slowly and with care, placing each hoof with quiet precision. The ground was damp beneath her, dark with the night’s moisture, and the air still held that early chill that made everything feel sharper, cleaner. Safer. At the edge of the clearing, the willow tree bent low, its hanging branches brushing the earth as though guarding something precious. It had always been there. So had she.

She paused just inside the open space, ears lifting and turning as she gathered the morning around her. The creek moved nearby in its steady rhythm, quiet enough to fade into the background and constant enough to be felt. Nothing was out of place. Still, she waited a moment longer than usual before lowering her head.

The corn lay scattered near the center of the clearing, just as it had been the morning before and the morning before that—a small offering left in the same place, untouched by anything but her. She stepped forward and began to eat, slow and careful, her movements so light they barely seemed to disturb the air. Her ears flicked at every shift in sound, though the forest kept its usual rhythm. Birds called overhead. Squirrels chased each other through the branches. The creek moved on, steady and indifferent.

Then she lifted her head.

The motion was slight, but immediate. Her ears turned first, then her eyes, searching the tree line. Stillness met her. There was no crack of a branch, no movement in the underbrush, no shape where no shape should have been. Nothing visible. Nothing wrong. Yet the feeling remained—not fear, not yet, but something quieter and harder to ignore. Awareness. As if the forest had drawn a breath and not decided whether to release it.

Willow stood motionless, balanced between stillness and flight, listening for something more. When nothing came, she lowered her head again, though not as easily as before. She kept eating, but more slowly now, her body alert in ways she could not quite explain. The clearing was unchanged. The willow tree still watched from behind her. The forest still pressed close on every side. Everything was familiar. Everything should have been safe.

But the air had shifted.

Willow paused once more and took a small step back, her body reacting before her mind could give the feeling a name. Somewhere beyond the edge of sight, something was there.

Watching.

And for the first time, Willow did not immediately run.
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Chapter Two — The One in Shadow
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Hersey
He had seen her before. Not once, and not by accident. The forest did not offer things like that without reason, and Hersey was not a creature who mistook coincidence for chance. Patterns mattered. Movement mattered. What returned, and what did not, mattered.

She returned.

The first time he noticed her, she had been no more than a flicker at the edge of the trees—soft movement where there should have been stillness, a shift in the underbrush, a presence just outside the ordinary rhythm of the clearing. Small. Careful. Gone before he chose to follow. He had not moved then. There had been no need. If she had been like the others, she would not have come back.

But she did.

He watched from deeper within the tree line, where shadow and shape blurred together and made him nearly indistinguishable from the forest itself. Early light filtered weakly through the canopy, touching the clearing in a pale wash that was enough for him to see without giving her much chance to see him. She stepped into the open space the way she always did—slow, measured, alert. His gaze followed her without any shift in posture. There was no urgency in him, no restless instinct to rush forward before the moment called for it. He had already learned the important things. She was cautious. She listened. She paused before she moved. And still, she entered.

What had first caught his attention was not her size or softness, but the fact that she always came alone. Not because it made her weak. Because it meant she chose this place. A clearing at this hour was not somewhere an unaware creature wandered by mistake. It was somewhere one returned because it felt safe enough to come back—or because something in it called strongly enough to override caution.

She stopped just inside the clearing, ears lifting and turning as she gathered the morning around her. He could see the exact moment her attention sharpened. It was subtle, but unmistakable. She felt something. Not him, not fully, but a disturbance in the quiet that reached her all the same.

Good.

He did not move as she stepped forward, lowered her head, and began to eat. Stillness was not restraint for him. It was control. The offering had been placed before dawn; he had watched that too. He had watched the human come and go, watched the pattern repeat across mornings, watched the clearing become something slightly set apart from the rest of the forest.

A place something returned to.

A place she returned to.

When she lifted her head, his attention narrowed. Her body responded before her eyes did, awareness passing through her in a way that was more felt than seen. Her ears turned. Her posture stilled. Her weight shifted into that delicate balance between staying and fleeing. She was listening for what she could not yet name.

Hersey remained in shadow and let the moment stretch. This part mattered: the space between sensing and knowing, the instant when instinct recognized a presence before certainty could catch up. She looked toward the trees—toward him, though not quite at him. Her gaze passed over the place where he stood, reading only shape and shadow, not the body held within them.

She did not run.

That was the difference. Others would have scattered the moment the air changed around them. They would have vanished into the brush before thought ever touched the feeling. She did not. Even when she took that small step back, even when her body answered what her mind had not yet named, she stayed.

Something settled in him then—not surprise, not curiosity, but certainty. She knew enough to feel his presence. Not enough to leave. He lowered his head slightly, considering, while the forest moved on unchanged around them. Birds called. Water ran. Wind slipped through the branches. The space between them held.

He could have stepped forward. He could have ended the uncertainty and closed the distance.

He did not.

Now he knew what he needed to know.

She would come back.
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