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Ten years ago, Anna Matthews survived a nightmare. Or did she?

Some say she’s a brave survivor of an unthinkable massacre in a remote Norwegian cabin. Others believe she faked the whole thing for attention. One thing is certain: no one has seen Anna in years – and the truth has never come out.

Until now.

To mark the tenth anniversary of the infamous attack, a film crew returns to the site with one goal: uncover what really happened. A perfect replica of the original cabin has been built in the wilderness. Cameras are rolling. But as the shoot progresses, unease sets in. Equipment vanishes. Crew members feel watched. And rumors swirl that Anna might be closer than anyone realizes.

Because some stories don’t stay buried.
And some survivors never forget.

Beyond the Cabin is the chilling conclusion to The Cabin Trilogy – a dark, gripping exploration of truth, trauma, and the horrors we carry with us.
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Prologue
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10 years ago...

“This is quite the proposal,” Susan said, staring down at the slickly produced documents on the desk. “I've got to admit, though, that some of it's a little... beyond my level of understanding right now.”

She turned to another page and briefly scanned the paragraphs of text again, before looking up. Squinting slightly, she saw Thor Dybsland watching her from the other side of the desk. Silhouetted against a panoramic view of Oslo, with the main train station filling a substantial part of the scene, Thor seemed almost to be caught in a mid-morning glow as sunlight streamed down through the huge windows of the office building.

“That doesn't mean I'm not interested,” Susan continued, realizing that – as usual – Thor appeared to be happy to let her keep the discussion going. He certainly didn't seem like a man who was too keen on small talk. “You'll understand, I hope, if I get my guys back home to look through it all first?”

She waited, and after a moment Thor got to his feet. As he paced slowly around the desk and headed over to the table on the far side of the room, Susan couldn't help but take a deep breath. She'd been in the business world for long enough to know when a guy was trying to intimidate her, and she could tell that this Thor fellow was keen to project a certain image. As far as she was concerned, however, such basic attempts at psychological manipulation were rather an insult. After all, Thor was a young guy whereas she was at least ten years his senior and had far more experience.

She'd eaten men like Thor Dybsland for breakfast before and she wasn't afraid to do it again.

On the desk, the man's cellphone briefly buzzed. A message popped onto the screen but Susan resisted the urge to lean forward and take a look.

“This is a good deal,” Thor said suddenly.

Susan turned to see that he had his back turned to her, and that he was busy pouring two glasses of red wine. She checked her watch; eleven in the morning was far too early for a drink, at least as far as she was concerned.

“This technology is going to change the world,” he continued.

“It might well do,” she replied, “but with all due respect... anyone can say that.”

“True.”

“I'm not looking to invest in things that might provide some kind of novelty in a year or two,” she continued. “I'm thinking ten years ahead at least. I want something that's going to fundamentally change everything in the year 2025 or 2026, not something piddling that'll be off the shelves again by the end of this year.”

“And you read the entire proposal?”

“I did.”

“And you understood it?”

“I saw a lot of fashionable tech talk,” she told him, keen to prod him a little and see how he responded when he was irritated. She knew that meant being slightly harsh and unfair, but she figured he needed to prove that he had the mettle. “Jargon. Buzz words. I need to know that beneath all of that there's something substantial.”

The cellphone on the desk buzzed again, vibrating just a little.

“Glass of wine?” Thor murmured.

“No, thank you. It's a little early for me.”

“Me too,” he said, turning to her and then downing the contents of one glass in one large gulp. Setting the glass aside, he took a moment to wipe his mouth against the back of his hand. “But it's poured now and I don't like things going to waste.”

“I'm going to get my guys to look over your proposal,” she told him, “and if it's as promising as you say it is, I can have the investment funds ready by the end of the day. When I'm ready to move, Mr. Dybsland, I move fast. Do you think you'll be able to keep up?”

He tilted his head first one way, then the other, and then he downed the second glass of wine before setting it aside.

“I'm not interested in a cock-measuring contest,” he told her. “Figuratively speaking, of course. I believe in my technology and I believe in my project, and I just need someone who has the vision and foresight to put the money in. From there, I know exactly how to scale everything up.”

The cellphone buzzed yet again. Susan glanced over at the device; she was starting to feel just a little irritated now. Common courtesy would suggest that Thor should have minimized the intrusion by now.

“You're not the only person I'm talking to,” Thor continued. “I'm not trying to pretend that there's a bidding war going on, because we both know that's not true. But other people are interested and I will be entertaining any offers they make. The first person who gives me what I need will get the nod.”

Smiling, and recognizing the hard sell when it was being – somewhat amateurishly – applied, Susan looked down at her bag. After a moment she spotted a faint red smudge on the floor, almost like a trace of blood, but she quickly put that idea out of her mind as she took her bag and got to her feet. As much as she'd enjoyed her meeting with Thor, and as much as she believed that his technology had potential, she was tired of his posturing and she wanted to get some lunch before heading back to Gardermoen.

“You'll have my answer by close of business today,” she told him. “New York time.”

“We're not in New York.”

“I know,” she continued, “but my guys back at the main office are. So you might have to wait up until midnight to get an answer.”

“Actually I'm quite busy this evening,” he replied. “I'll have to get back to you tomorrow morning. Norwegian time.”

She opened her mouth to reply, but at that moment the phone buzzed yet again. Feeling properly annoyed now, and wondering whether this was another pathetic attempt to discombobulate her, she glanced down at the screen just as a new message arrived:

Alt er klart, Cole. Kommer du seinere?

“That's a private message,” Thor said, suddenly picking the phone up and slipping it into his pocket. “Nothing to do with... well, something to do with the matters we discussed today, but a little more on the tangential side of things.”

“Mixing business with pleasure?”

“Something like that,” he told her. “Now, should I walk you out?”
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As soon as she stepped out from the front of the building, Susan noticed the same thing that had struck her before: Oslo was by no means a particularly noisy city, and apart from the rumble of trains from the nearby station she felt as if the place was strangely calm. In New York or London or pretty much anywhere else, she'd have been trying to hail a taxi by now, but she could see the train station and she figured she might as well walk.

“The bomb went off near here.”

Turning, she saw that Thor had followed her outside.

“Fairly near, anyway,” he continued as he shoved his hands into his pockets. He seemed a lot more relaxed now. “I remember hearing it and thinking, you know, oh wow! What the hell was that? You heard about the terrorist attack on the island, right?”

She nodded.

“It was such a shocking thing to have happen,” he explained. “I still don't think most of us are over it. And I remember on that day, I was still working at the station, selling newspapers and magazines and sausages. I thought that something needed to be done, something that would stop all the pain and terror in the world. I don't want to act like that was my origin story, but it lit a fire in me and that night I came up with the idea for this technology. If it succeeds, no-one ever has to suffer or be in pain again.”

“That's a lofty ambition.”

“I'm just a guy who wants to improve the world.”

“You have a funny way of going about it.”

“I don't see it that way,” he told her. “I think people have to think outside the box. The world is a precious place and we need to protect it from anyone who wants to do it harm. But we can't do that by ignoring the evil and pretending it doesn't exist. You must understand where I'm coming from. After all, New York has had its fair share of atrocities over the years. What if you could stop all of that in an instant? What price would you be willing to pay?”

“The financial side -”

“I'm talking about morals,” he said firmly, cutting her off. “What bad things would you be willing to do, in order to keep the law-abiding majority safe? How deep into your own psyche would you go? Would you be scared of what you might find there?”

Although she opened her mouth to reply, at the last second Susan felt a shiver run through her bones. Until that moment she'd been able to write Thor Dybsland off as a poser, as someone in an ill-fitting suit who was trying to make a good impression in order to secure a lot of money. Now, however, she realized that there was something else in his eyes, something a little more dangerous, something that – if she was completely honest with herself – she found exciting. And as much as she told herself that this was probably part of the act, a tiny part of her wondered whether she might be underestimating him.

“We'll meet again soon,” she said finally. “If my guys -”

“If your guys say it's good,” he replied, interrupting her yet again. “I know, you've said that a few times now.” Pulling his phone from his pocket, he glanced at the screen. “You should probably get going if you want to make your flight with time to spare. Don't forget to check out the duty-free shopping at the airport. They do some real bargains sometimes.”

As she walked away, Thor watched her walking and paid special attention to her figure. There was something about Susan that he found particularly interesting, and he was disappointed that he wouldn't be able to spend an evening with her. Still, she had a flight back to America to catch, and he had a whole other plan for his evening. Checking his phone again, he brought up the most recent message from Joe Mathieson and quickly typed a response, letting him know that he was going to be delayed until well after dark.

And then, turning and heading back into the building, he began to whistle.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One


[image: ]


Today...

The snowmobile bumped and shuddered as it passed noisily over another ridge, almost shaking Sophie clean off. Gripping the handle tighter and telling herself that getting thrown from the damn thing would be a really bad look – not to mention potentially lethal – she gritted her teeth and tried to focus on the fact that the journey had to be over soon.

As she looked around, she saw nothing on either side but pine trees rising up from the snow-covered ground, with more snow falling all the time. The snowmobile was moving fast, much faster than she'd expected, but she told herself that this Dom guy clearly knew exactly what he was doing. He'd seemed confident and calm from the moment he'd picked her up at Gardermoen, and when he'd transferred them both to the snowmobile he'd promised that the last stage of the journey would be quick and comfortable. And memorable.

Now, however, she was starting to realize that his definition of quick and comfortable might be very different to hers. Memorable, though... that had certainly been accurate.

And then, just as she was starting to wonder how much longer she was going to have to spend fearing for her life, the vehicle turned past some trees and she spotted a building up ahead. At first there was too much snow falling for her to make it out very clearly, but as the snowmobile made its way closer she realized that it appeared to be a small, double floored, red-walled cabin – just like the cabins she'd seen in adverts for Norway before she'd ever set foot in the country. Sure enough, the snowmobile came to a halt right in front of the building. The engine continued to run for a few seconds, which Sophie didn't really mind; after all, she was quite enjoying holding onto Dom's waist.

As she climbed off the vehicle she told herself that she needed to keep a cool head. And as the engine switched off and she removed her helmet, she forced herself to very quickly switch back to a more professional mode. After all, she had a job to do and the last thing she wanted was to project any kind of weak or ill-prepared image; she wanted to prove to everyone that she was tough enough to handle anything that was thrown at her.

“We're here,” Dom said, removing his helmet and turning to her as she tried to fix her hair. He immediately smiled that impossibly handsome smile that had first caught her attention back in the arrivals hall. “That wasn't too bad, was it?”

“No,” she replied, worried that she looked like a complete mess. “Not at all.”

He patted the side of the snowmobile.

“Still gotta fix that stuttering problem,” he added. “It's really bugging me. Sorry if the vibrations were a little too much.”

Not really knowing what to say, Sophie merely smiled.

“He should be around here somewhere,” Dom continued, glancing in every direction before looking toward the cabin. “He's probably in there.”

“Where are we, exactly?” she asked as she adjusted the straps of her backpack. “I really wasn't given much information before I came out here.”

“That,” Dom said, nodding at the building, “is the Mathieson family cabin. Or at least, it's a perfect replica of it, standing on the exact spot where the original burned down ten years ago.”

“And that's where...”

Her voice trailed off for a moment as she saw the cabin's dark windows.

“And that's where it happened, right?” she continued cautiously, as for the first time she began to really wonder whether she'd made a mistake in accepting the job. “All the stuff that was in the news, I mean. It happened right here?”

“No expense was spared in building this copy,” Dom told her. “It's accurate down to the nearest millimeter. Not just the exterior, either. Colin has gone to extraordinary lengths to replicate the décor, the furniture, even the photos on the walls and the colors of the cushions. He reckons that Anna Matthews herself wouldn't be able to tell the difference and... well, I might be getting ahead of myself.”

He climbed off the snowmobile and hung his helmet from one of the handlebars.

“I'm not the explaining guy,” he continued. “That's Colin's job. And since he doesn't appear to be out here, I guess we'd better go and find him inside.”

***
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“Boss?” Dom called out as soon as he stomped into the cabin, with his boots bumping loudly against the wooden floor. “We're here!”

He stopped near the foot of the staircase and looked around.

“Boss?”

Following a few paces behind, Sophie couldn't help but feel a shiver run through her bones as she realized that she was almost stepping into a piece of history. She knew all about the Anna Matthews case from ten years earlier, of course, and she'd even seen a few photos of the original cabin; while she wasn't exactly an expert, as she glanced all around she figured that the place certainly looked like a typical remote Norwegian cabin, and she had no doubt that it was most likely an exact copy of the Mathieson place where all those terrible things had happened.

“You can put your bag down.”

Turning, she saw that Dom was smiling at her.

“Your backpack,” he said, correcting himself. “It looks heavy. I'm sorry, I don't know which room Colin has set aside for you, otherwise I'd show you up there.”

“It's fine,” she said, hauling the backpack off her shoulders and setting it down next to an empty chair – while trying to avoid the substantial amount of snow that she and Dom had traipsed inside.

“You're finding it weird?”

“No!” she blurted out, perhaps a little too quickly. “I mean... a little.”

“That's okay,” he replied, “I found it weird the first time I came here as well. I remember hearing about the case back in the day and like everyone I was shocked. It was big news here in Norway for weeks, and I think it was news in your country too, wasn't it?”

“People were talking about it in Britain, yeah.”

“You never think that people can do such awful things,” he went on. “Maybe I'm naive, but I always used to think that stuff was just for movies, you know?” He paused for a moment, keeping his eyes on her. “Can I ask you a question?”

“Sure,” she said nervously.

“Have you seen it?”

“Seen what?” she asked, although she already had a pretty good idea what he meant.

“The video,” he continued. “The one of Anna Matthews. Actually there are two, there's also an extended version as well as a regular one. They're both out there in the darker sections of the internet, if you know where to look.”

“No,” Sophie replied, “I haven't seen it.”

She waited for him to reply, but each second of ensuing silence made her feel more and more uncomfortable.

“Have... you?” she added.

“Seen the video? The one of Anna Matthews and her friend getting tortured up here?” He waited, as if he wanted to keep the tension going. “Yeah, I've seen it. I had to, for research. For this job. That doesn't mean I enjoyed it or got off on it like some kind of sick weirdo. To be honest, I hated every second. Colin actually said that I didn't have to watch it, that he'd understand if I couldn't bring myself to do it, but I figured that it was the only way to make sure that I was able to do the job properly.”

He paused again, keeping his eyes fixed on her very firmly.

“But that doesn't mean I judge you for not seeing it,” he added. “Not at all.”

“I just... didn't like the idea,” she said, worried that she was blushing now. “It's not just the torture side of it. Doesn't it show that other girl actually...”

Her voice trailed off; she couldn't quite bring herself to say the words.

“Yeah, it does,” Dom told her. “It's pretty brutal, actually. And do you want to know the weirdest part? Sometimes I feel like after I watched it, I've never quite been the same person since. Is that crazy? It's like I watched that whole video and something fundamental changed in me. I wish I could change it back, actually. I think if I could go back in time and warn myself, I would. It'd tell the younger version of me to just stay the fuck away from that thing. But as for what changed in me, I'm honestly not sure. I don't know if I want to know.”

“Huh,” Sophie replied, smiling nervously as she realized that she wasn't quite sure how to respond to that admission. “It sounds... heavy.”

“You made the right choice,” Dom said, before they both heard a bump coming from somewhere below. “Ah, I should have guessed,” he added, looking down at the wooden floor. “Colin's in the basement. He was always going to be there, really, wasn't he? I guess you'll be wanting to meet him. I know he's certainly been dying for you to show up so we can all get to work.”
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The camera stood silently on a tripod just past the doorway, with a single red light burning through the darkness. As she followed Dom through the basement, Sophie couldn't help but made a silent note of the various items of equipment she saw all around. Cables had been left snaking across the floor and she had to be careful to avoid tripping as she saw that several lights had been set up in the farthest part of the basement.

“Boss?” Dom called out. “We're back.”

Stopping next to him, Sophie saw a man kneeling on the floor in the corner, seemingly muttering to himself as he connected some cables to a box. Nearby, a solitary wooden chair had been left in the middle of the room, and Sophie immediately flinched as she realized that this must be a replica of the chair Anna Matthews had sat in while the video was being made a decade earlier.

“Boss?”

“Hang on,” the kneeling guy said, before getting to his feet and wiping his hands on the sides of his coat as he turned to them. “Well,” he continued with a smile, “you must be Sophie. Of course, I recognize you from our video chats.”

“Hi,” Sophie said, stepping past Dom and reaching out to shake the guy's outstretched hand.

“Colin Lucas,” he replied. “Well, you already know that from our video discussions online.”

“I'll go up and park the snowmobile properly,” Dom said, turning and walking away. “If you guys need me, after that I'll be sorting out some wood for the fire.”

“He's a big guy,” Colin told Sophie. “Just the kind you need in a place like this.”

Not really knowing what to say, she could only look around once more.

“So welcome,” Colin continued with a broad smile. “Welcome to the Mathieson cabin, or to a pretty good recreation of it. I don't know how much you know about the original place that was destroyed in the fire, but I scanned more than five hundred photos and had plans drawn up by a guy who knows how these cabins have been built for generations. I'm pretty confident that there's absolutely nothing out of place. I even had two guys working round the clock for a year to figure out the exact shade of red for painting the exterior.”

“That's... cool,” she said.

“Do you know why these cabins were always painted red?” he asked. “It's something to do with a particular pigment that was used back in the day. It was cheap, so this shade of red was the cheapest paint and... well, for the farmers back then, that was very important. It probably still is now, to be fair. But obviously there were regional variations and I wanted to account for those so...”

He hesitated.

“Sorry,” he added, “am I giving you too much information?”

“Not at all,” she told him, although that wasn't strictly true. Having been driven straight to the cabin from the airport, she felt as if she was experiencing a degree of culture shock.

“I tend to get carried away,” he continued, stepping past her and going over to check one of the cameras. “It's a kind of enthusiasm, I suppose. I've just been building up to this project for so long, and to see it all coming to life now... I mean, there were times when I wondered whether I was on a hiding to nothing. People gave me the weirdest looks when I told them what I wanted to do.”

He fiddled with the camera for a moment before glancing over at Sophie again.

“That's why I'm keeping the team small,” he told her, with a hint of fear in his voice. “Just you, me, Carmen and Dom. There won't be anyone else showing up.” He paused yet again. “Actually, let me correct myself there,” he added. “There will be one other person showing up. If everything goes to plan, at least.”

***
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“Anna Matthews,” Colin said a few minutes later, as he and Sophie sat on a bench just outside the cabin's front door, protected from falling snow by the overhanging gabled roof. He held the print-out up for her to see. “You recognize her, I'm sure.”

As soon as she saw the picture, Sophie realized that – yes – she certainly recognized the smiling girl in the image. In fact, this particular image had been plastered all over the internet for years and had become one of the most iconic shots from the entire case: it showed Anna smiling at the camera on the morning she went to the airport for her flight to Oslo. For many people, this picture depicted the end of Anna's innocence and the last moment before her fate was sealed.

“She was twenty-one years old when this was taken. She's thirty-one now.”

“She was pretty,” Sophie responded, although she immediately hated the fact that she hadn't thought of anything more useful to say.

“Was pretty?”

“Sorry.”

“It's okay, I know what you mean,” he went on, folding the print-out up and shoving it into his pocket. “I have to admit that when I started work on this documentary, I had no idea how far down the rabbit hole I'd end up going. I thought it was just another interesting true crime story that I could sell to some streaming service, but there are actually so many little questions still hanging over the whole thing. You know that Anna's the only survivor from the events that happened here, right?”

“Sure.”

“Obviously no-one from the Mathieson family was willing to talk. I guess Joe and Jennifer kind of tarnished the family name. I can't be certain but I think they paid off all the other families, too. Even Karen Lund's folks wouldn't respond to my messages. The only interview I've managed to get so far is with some woman named Astrid who used to work for the police. I totally get it, most of them want to forget the atrocities that took place out here, but I still believe that there are lessons to be learned.”

Not really knowing how to respond, Sophie merely offered a smile. In truth, deep down in her heart of hearts, she was starting to wonder just how she'd ended up in such a strange situation. She was in a country she'd never been to before, with people she'd never met in the flesh, and she'd somehow become involved in a project that was starting to feel overwhelmingly intimidating.

“I'm going to be an actor,” she remembered telling her parents six months earlier. “People say I've got talent. Why can't you support me?”

She remembered the exasperation in their voices, but she told herself that sometimes it was necessary to make a leap of faith. Besides, the upfront part of the fee had already landed in her account and she'd done her research; this Colin Lucas guy had a good track record and clearly wasn't some weirdo or random chancer.

“You know what you've got yourself into, right?” he asked suddenly.

She turned to him.

“I know I asked you that before,” he continued, “but now that you're here... are you having second thoughts?”

She hesitated before shaking her head in the hope that she could hide the truth.

“Because I'd understand if you were,” he went on. “It's... a lot. But I've minimized the crew, it's just going to be me, Dom and Carmen.”

“That's fine,” she replied.

“And we're going to make it
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