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I walked through the forest I had once adored, with my soft voice, with my small dreams, with those childlike steps that had not yet learned the weight of the road. Now, the forest no longer dreamed. It had awakened ugly, ancient, and foreign, its bark split open like scars, its branches twisted like the hands of those who died clutching their chests. The air was thick and heavy, like a damp cloak of earth draped over bare bones, and in places it seemed to breathe back at me, as if this place were not merely alive, but aware.

I no longer knew how long I had been walking. Perhaps days, perhaps years. Perhaps since I stopped telling the truth and began to smile mechanically at family dinners, or since I let my last tear fall in a white hospital where someone I loved slipped away without a sound. Sometimes I even forgot my own name. Daria. Daria... A hollow word, a label peeled from an old jar. I wondered whether it was truly mine, or merely something I had been told to wear, like a garment inherited from a life that no longer belonged to me.

Between the trees, I saw things that should not exist. Shadows with fingers. Leaves whispering sins to one another. Trunks that wept with mouths of flesh. In one place, a tree had a face, and it was my mother’s. Not young, not the one who used to make me tea, but the last version of her: yellowed, withered, her eyes rolled back, her lips bruised. I ran from that place, but the image ran with me, lodged in my ribs like a cold breath trapped inside my chest.

On the slope of a hill, I saw a cross made of two bones. I stepped closer and heard the earth sigh. And then I remembered: this was where I had come on the night I wanted to disappear. I hadn’t succeeded, but something of me had remained embedded in this soil, like a tooth torn out with its root still clinging to it.

The alley began right there, a thin path, as if someone had drawn it with a dirty finger across a bad dream. And at its end, far away and yet impossibly close, something pulsed like an unnatural heart, made of darkness and bone, a faint, obsessive beat. Hell was not below, buried under the earth. It was here. Scattered. Like unfinished prayers. Like sins hidden beneath politely painted smiles.

I could feel my demons waking. Not with horns, not with fangs, but with my father’s voice behind a closed door, saying, “It’s not that bad.” With the empty gaze of a doctor who told me, “There’s nothing we can do.” With messages left on read. With the memory of myself in the mirror, telling myself I was “fine” while my hands trembled. And still, I kept walking. Because the forest demanded it. Because maybe, somewhere deep within this living nightmare, there was a version of me that no longer ran.

Maybe that was the real Daria. The one who, one day, would open her eyes and look back at the world not with hope, but with a quiet understanding of what she had lost.

I stepped onto the Alley of Despair as if entering a fever dream, into a silence that did not merely wrap around me, but crushed me. The ground beneath my feet was soft, as though I were walking over old, rotting flesh that was somehow still alive. With every step, something seemed to give way beneath me, a subterranean twitch, as if the alley itself was moving slowly, digesting me, swallowing me without haste.

There was no natural light. The sky could not be seen, only a heavy black fog, flowing downward like curtains of soot, drowning everything in a liquid dimness. The trees along the edges had no leaves, only dry veins stretching out like those of an ancient corpse, and every branch seemed to turn slightly toward me, to follow me, to measure me.

Along the sides of the path, carved into roots or etched into stone, there were faces. Some were sleeping. Others were crying. Some were screaming without sound, smoke spilling from their mouths. They were not statues, I could feel their gaze burning into the back of my neck. Perhaps they were those who had walked this path before me and never found their way out. Perhaps they were pieces of me, torn away, buried, frozen here.

The first thing I heard on the alley was not the wind, but my own thoughts, distorted, turned inside out, repeated until I could no longer tell whether I was thinking them or hearing them.

“Why didn’t you do anything?”

“You were never enough.”

“You were just a background in other people’s lives.”

The voice was mine, and yet it wasn’t. It was... refined by the demons of this place, like a carefully distilled poison, dripping slowly into the mind, deliberate, ceremonial.

I kept going. Around me, the alley was changing. Halfway through, the trees withdrew and gave way to walls. Massive. Grey. Hollowed. The alley had become a narrow stone corridor, oppressive, like the spine of a collapsed fortress. On every surface, things were written, not words, but fragments of real conversations:

“Come on, it’ll pass.”
“What did you even need all that for?”
“You’re too sensitive.”
“Stop playing the victim.”
Words once heard. 

Once spoken.

Cut deep and deliberately forgotten.

The alley remembered them. Preserved them.

Carved them into stone like laws of guilt.

The air smelled of wet metal, of stale clothes, of tears that were no longer water, but ash. I held my chest, because I felt my heart slipping, tightening, straining, fighting. Not against something outside of me, but against myself, the one beneath my skin. Against everything I had never admitted, not in prayers, not in therapy.

And still, I walked. Because in the distance, there was something, a faint light, an old fire, a promise. Or perhaps just the end of the path. The place where the alley ends, and only what I have become remains.

If anything is still there.

The Alley of Despair is not a path you choose. It is the place you arrive at when you have exhausted every other way, when you smile in front of others but no longer recognize yourself in the mirror, when silence becomes your native language.

And that is where I was. Daria. Or what remained of her. One step, then another. Toward something. Toward myself. Or toward my end.

I felt them approaching long before I saw them. Not through footsteps, not through sound, but through that subtle tremor in the air, the kind that comes when a guilt you thought you had buried deep begins clawing at the walls of your heart.

The Predators of Regret.

At first, you only catch them at the edge of your vision, in that thin strip of reality stretched between blinking and not blinking. Low, elongated, black silhouettes, like dogs crushed out of darkness, but without fur, only a skin of thickened smoke stretched over a skeleton that does not seem to belong to an animal, but to a sin. Their eyes resemble extinguished embers, red-blackened, where no fire burns, only shame. They do not bark. They do not howl. They make no sound. They simply feel you.

They are the most patient creatures in all of Hell, because they do not hunt life, but the moment when your soul turns back on its own.

They emerged from the fog, one by one, slipping out from the edges of the alley like dark thoughts taking shape when your mind is too tired to keep them out. They moved slowly, their black bodies pressed close to the ground, and wherever they stepped, a trail of ash remained behind them, like a memory burned away. As they drew nearer, I felt the air change, not colder, but heavier, like the moment before a deep cry you can no longer hold back.

One of them came closer. It smelled of burned paper, of soaked old photographs, of things lost beyond recovery. It looked at me. And in that gaze there was no hatred, no cruelty, there was a sick kind of empathy, as if it understood everything I had done wrong, everything I had forgotten, everything I had done in silence and then tried to erase from myself.

At that moment... I felt my chest open, not physically, but like a room that hadn’t been aired in years. And they entered. Not with fangs, but with their silence. They placed their paws inside me, and I began to see my life not as it had been, but as it could have been.

If I had said “I love you” back then.

If I hadn’t hidden behind sarcasm.

If I had stayed. Or if I had left in time.

All those what-ifs coiled around my throat, and each Predator brought me another one, like an invisible leash.

I fell to my knees. Not because they touched me, but because they emptied me. Each of them looked at me once, in turn, as if judging me. But no, it wasn’t judgment. It was feeding. They were feasting on me in silence, drinking from my regret like an old, bitter wine.

Then, without a sound, they began to withdraw. Not driven away. Sated. Leaving behind only the imprint of my steps, and a few memories I had believed dead, now reopened in my chest like torn pages from a burned journal. They left no blood. Only a void that could not be closed.

The Predators of Regret do not kill. They leave you alive. But they force you to see your life as a tragedy written by your own hand.

And as they disappeared beyond the fog, I understood: the Alley is not just a path. It is a confession without an altar. And I had only just begun to speak.

I remained on my knees for a few moments, my palms pressed into the damp earth, trembling not from fear, but from the emptiness that had formed inside me, the kind that comes when regret tears your roots out of your flesh and lays them before you like guilt written in your own blood. I could feel them around me, their warmth, the way they sniffed at the remnants of my soul, waiting for me to collapse, to surrender, to say, “yes, you’re right, everything was wrong.”

But something in me cracked. Not like a fracture, but like an opening.

And from that opening, something else began to scream.

A thought. A dirty light. A rage that had lived in me for years, now pulsing with my blood. I rose slowly, each vertebra snapping like a door that had not been opened in a long time, and I looked at them, one by one, into those ash-dimmed eyes.

“Do you hear me?” I shouted. My voice came out broken, but real.
“I don’t regret anymore.”
They stopped. Their movements stretched, like a film pulled too tight. One of them took a step toward me, but there was no threat left in its motion, only surprise. Confusion. They did not understand. They were echoes. And echoes do not know what to do when someone falls silent.

“I don’t regret,” I repeated, my breath unsteady, but with a certainty that grew inside me like a flame beneath the skin. “Not for what I said. Not for what I didn’t do. Not for what I lost. I was there. I lived. I made mistakes. But I was.”

The air shifted. One of them began to unravel, first at the paws, then its ribs dissolved, as if it no longer had anything left to be made of. Regret had been holding it








d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





