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THE FOREST CHANGES YOU

As the story unfolds, so does the forest.
What begins as a step into the wild becomes a test—of body, mind, and
memory.
This isn’t just a journey through shadows. It's a journey through yourself.

Along the way, strange forces will take hold.
A rush of strength. A sting behind the eyes.
Moments of power. Momenis of weakness.

Some gifis. Some burdens.

You may grow stronger, quicker, clearer.
Or find yourself lost, frozen, hurting.
The forest gives—and it takes.

Each challenge brings change.
Some help you survive.
Others make you wonder if survival is still enough.

The question 1s not just: Can you survive?
But: What will survival make of you?
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A FORGOTTEN PAST. A RISING FORCE.
A TRUTH BURIED IN THE DARK.

In a land haunted by echoes of its own
wildness, one creature awakens to memories
not fully his own. Born from shadow, shaped

by mystery, he must uncover what lies
between beast and hero... before the
dark returns.




The omnipotent figure moved closer; voice calm vet curious.
“ 4 | .
“I have to ask. .. how did you find your way here?

Without words or motion, as if some quiet magic linked us, my answer
came low and guarded.

“Why do vou need to know?"

There was no answer. Instead, a pentle force reached out, enveloping my
eves.

A hush fell over the space.
And then—
Colour. Light. Sound.
Memories poured in like river water rushing through cracks in stone.
Laughter. Firelight. The ache of lﬂmg mar::hm The shimmer of spells
- barely remembered.
]

[ exhaled slowly, breath canght between wonder and disbelief. A smile

“That was... unreal. ; wa]:ing from a dream,




My eyes stayed closed a moment longer, clutching those fading memories
as if they might vanish forever. When | opened them, something restless
stitred beneath my skin,

“I never knew.. about that part of me.” | whispered. *
o

The figure said ﬂgl;hiﬂg*.ﬁgtc;hing patiently,

“Those memories aren’t just echoes of'tl
soft but certain. *They're roots you v

past.” the voice finally came,

—wild, tangled, and deep.”

e et

I flexed my fingers, feeling faint scars? of battles fought, some with
steel, others

This time the voice was stead

running away. It's about what y:

nember, it’s not about
secome from what's inside

Something flickered behind: ny eyes—a hard edge of resolve.

“Then | need to know.™ | said. "Nﬂ-t}ﬁﬁ! where ["ve been... but where I'm
going, And maybe I can help those who are still lost in the dark like |
almost was.”

The figure's gaze hqld mine, steady and unyielding,
“What lies behind you shapﬁsvihal lies Hh#ﬂﬂu, you will only ever

understand the werld the way ;-rﬂuha;g experienced it yourself.”

1 swallowied hard; Feel fire flicker Wﬁ&p inside me.










The air was thick and heavy, buzzing quietly with a strange kind of energy.
Shadows twisted and danced between the trees, shapes shifting at the edge
of sight.

| crouched low, the world tilting around me like it was breathing. My
senses sharpened—every sound, every scent, every flicker of movement
felt sharper, closer, alive.

The sky darkened, colours bleeding and swirling, and [ felt it—something
stirring deep inside. A pulse, s]g;.-wmd steady at first, then growing

stronger, filling me with amsh : : “’@.t and light that surged through my

I almost understood. 1 felt like |
the world was opening itself
had been hidden all along.

The forest whispered secrets
was waking from a Iﬂng;
up just for me—invit ing

ugh the trees. I was something
. owr, this was not my first
ginning.

| was no longer just a shadow m
else. Something new, and yet,

The taste lingered—ear
strange and unfami

ild on my tongue. It was
1o the forest itsell.

As the flavour settled, shadows stirred deep inside my mind—{faint echoes
of something long forgotten. Flickers of movement dancing in the trees, the
snap of branches underfoot, breath ragged and raw beneath a wild sky.

Memories that weren’t mine, vet felt buried beneath layers of
time—whispers of a beast | once was, or perhaps still was, hiding beneath
this skin




The forest around me pulsed in ﬂi}rﬂmmﬂﬂhﬂs{:. :
me back to snmcmm%p imal, s

But now, the w;ﬁldnﬁs m«ﬂ_jﬂ‘ﬂﬂnt,

At first, just the feelin m'bc.mg held, so

A quiet hum filled the edges of thought, so & U
~ beneath the ground. &

Then, breath 5

1

A slow inhale, s
blinked. Once. 1
but in weight. z#hmwnesa behind the eves.
motion before the mind did.

| lay still for a while, unsure whether | had returned. .. or begun.

The forest stretched around me in a hush of greens and browns and golds.
Trees loomed tall, ancient and still; their bark patterned like old maps.
Sunlight dripped in weak lines through the leaves above, golden and dusted
with motion.

I sat up slowly, slm steady. My hands—preen, wrde-palmai.
three-fingered—rested on moss \l-":ammJar huim ﬁgLég lhty Ef-nm:f:

bﬁl-l_‘l-n_gﬂ,d someone el
My chest rose and fell. No pain. No fear .Tust ﬁ SenSe __r. ness
the edges. SIERT o




=

%ng I_mves@:sﬂad Far off,
Thq s-ﬁund stirred nothing

A whisper of hre—::zf: passed t
'_-.arne'r.hmg callﬁd mn—a bird of

I raised a hand

“l was...” | whispered, my voice rm.lghnnd small. *I was something before
this.”

>




Something moved bel
nn::q—lmpasslhl::ﬁﬁ Ic:],L L

Wind passed through 5 aga " felt the pull in my
chest, not forward, not back— ik was breathing

too, and it had v than time.
. H‘ s
The mnﬁiﬁﬂﬁﬁ?ﬂ! bent just slightly
EE
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I moved through the forest in silence.

My feet made little sound against the moss and roots, but the woods were
listening anyway. Every branch creak, every leaf flutter, felt like a whisper
just out of reach. Nothing here was stull. Nothing here was asleep.

My breath was slow, steady. Eves wider now. Ears sharper.
The forest had no paths—only choices.

| moved toward the sound of trickling water, faint and erratie, like the
forest couldn't decide 1f it wanted to hide the stream or r
scraped lightly across my skin, leaving no wounds,
winced, then sniffed the air.

Damp soil. Cold stone. And something sweeter

rotting fruit, maybe.
| Tollowed the scent,

Moments later, | stumbled into a narrow glade where mushrooms the size

of my head pulsed faintly with pale light. A fallen log lay cracked in half,

its inside webbed with threads and twitching with small, pale insects. One
scurried too close.

I snatched it.
* Crunch. Bitter. Watery. But food.

My body responded immediately—more alert, steadier. Hunger dulled.
Muscles tightened. It felt a strange sense of reward. Not just for
eating—but for surviving.




A flicker of motion caught my eye.

Across the glade, something had moved between the trees. It froze.
Watched.

Mothing.
Then again—a rustle, too heavy for wind.

| crouched low, backing slowly into the underbrush. The trees ahead
seemed. .. wrong. Warped, as if turned ever so slightly toward one another,
leaning 1n to whisper.

R ]
I

A guttural bﬁkﬁmd once—sharp and wet—then nothing.
The forest swallowed the sound.

[ didn’t run, but 1t moved. Quickly. Carefully. My hands brushed bark and
leaf and stone. I wasn't thinking anymore—! was sensing_ Guided by a
thread of instinet | didn’t know 1 had.

When | found the stream, 1 fell to the ground and drank deep, cold water
filling the hollow place in my chest. For a moment, all was stll.

Then 1 looked up.
On the other side of the stream, carved into a trunk: three gouges, long and
clean. Not random.

Warning, | thought. Or territory.

| stood, slowly. Watched the trees. The shadows.




Somewhere out there, something else moved. Something that knew these
woods better. Something that watched.

My gaze drifted 1o a small hollow beneath a tangle of roots nearby. Dry.
Sheltered. 1 could fit. | could hude. But hiding meant staying.

And staving meant being found.

Still erouched, | began gathering sticks, leaves, and a patch of dry moss. |
shaped the beginnings of a nest. Temporary. Quiet. Concealed. | didn't plan
these actions—my body remembered something older than thought.

By the tume the sky had darkened, | had eaten twice more—berries |
couldn’t name, and a strange green bulb that left a tingling heat in my

throat.

I had ecurled in under the roots, alert, watching the canopy above. Stars
blinked between the leaves. A distant how! echoed through the trees.

Territory.

[ lay still, body tight with awareness. | understood now: this forest had

rules.
And everything inside it had teeth.

My body slowly unwound beneath the roots. Museles eased. Eyes heavy.
The cold surface at my back was grounding, steady.

Stll, my breath came shallow, unsure—Ilike | didn’t quite trust sleep.




First the sound
cries. Then th

of them. .. felt fnm:ﬂar Tﬁll.' adian
deep in its chest. The sound made my skin ache with recognition.

| reached out.
But the figures blurred, shifting like smoke. The light receded.
Faster this time.
Panic stirred in my gut—not fear of the vision, but fear of losing it.
The laughter turned to echoes. Then silence.
The light dimmed to grey. Then darker.

And then—




- ’

A pair of eyes opened in the dark ahead.
Not friendly. Not known.
They didn’t blink.

All of my thoughts froze. Something unseen breathed out, and the fog
recoiled. The light was gone. The warmth gone.

I was alone apain.
And whatever had just watched it... wasn't dreaming.
was felt, not heard.

Its voice—if it had one

“Wake up.”
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i%,
| woke up knowing something was wrong.
Mo sound. No wind. The forest had stopped breathing.

But I could feel it—in the roots, in the air.
Something was coming.

| stood slowly, heart already pounding. Every part of me tense,
Ready to run.
Ready to fight.

Then [ heard it.
Snap. A branch.
Another. Closer.
Then silence. The Kind that presses on your ears.

And then a sound that turned my stomach cold:
A growl. Deep. Wet. Hungry.

[ turned. And saw it.
Just beyond the trees—
Tall. Bent forward. Long arms. Clawed hands.
Eyes burning red.

It watched me for a breath. Then moved.
One step. Then another.
Then 1t charged.

I didn’t wait. | dove sideways, rolled through mud and thorns, got up, ran.
[ don't know how | moved so fast. My legs knew before my muind did.




ind mt’thnchﬁs snapped, the ground beneath me tore.
It was fast.
It was hunting me.

Then—I tripped.
e into dirt. Mouth full of blood and moss.
d over. It was there. Close. Too close.

hing | could—a broken branch. Sharp. Jagged.
e LTt ]cal_:it I stabbed upward.
; The branch hit its side.

-

I_E%mamed—high and furious. Not just in pain. In rage.

F i

I ran again. Up a rocky slope, slipping, climbing.
It followed. Slower now, but not stopping.

At the top, | turned.
No more running.

It came at me again. | dodged. Swung. Hit it in the face.
Again in the chest.

Then—it grabbed me.

I stabbed one last time. Straight through. Twisted.

Its breath hit my face—hot and awful.
Then it let go.




Fell backward. Crashed through the trees.

Gone.

[ stood there, shaking. Still holding the splintered branch.
The forest was breathing again, but it didn’t sound the same.

MNothing was the same.

| wiped my face. My hands wouldn't stop shaking.
My whole body felt like it might fall apart.

But [ was alive.
And now | knew something for certain:

The forest doesn’t care who vou were before.
It only asks one thing.

Can you survive?
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It wasn’t a dream this time.
I was wide awake when I found it.

A scrap of hide—leathery, cracked with age—caught between @{mms of
an old tree. The bark had grown around it slightly, as if trying to swallow
the thing whole. | ugged gently, and the piece came free with a britle

- sound.

" ‘;_' -
o
.I_'|

I tumed it over.

. t- idges lined the underside

in pmth&t looks : ¢ color was pale brown, but
2y, - ¥ green.

5

" my fingers ovi
aiet

[ stared at the hid

Something stirred in my ar _ y back Like echoes of a
posture | no longer hcld'}'iﬂ,; way | used t & to the ground,
hunched and dragging.
And suddenly, | could see it.

Not clearly. Not as a memory. But as a shape in my bones.




This skin—my skin—hai ¢ stretched over a different frame. My
fingers, now gentle and d id once curled into fists of claw and
al, without language. | hadn’t

&l I:’:re had only been hunger. Heat. Territory.
Survival.
I pulled the hide tight around me, stealing its warmth from the dead.
With care, | laid the remains back where they belonged.
The wind stirred, curling around me like a question.

Had | forgotten. ..
Or had I been forced 1o forget?

[ stood slowly, my balance strangely sure. My body knew how to shift,
how to lean into a stance not learned but remembered.

Something deeper than thought settled in my chest.




S

Mot fear.

Not pride.
Ancestry.
And then, a noise.
Mot near. But not far.
A low grunt. A heavy tread. The crack of bark beneath too much weight.
| froze.

- - 74
There was something else in this [orest

-Something that hadn't evolved.
-

The sound came again.
Heavier this time. Closer.

[ crouched low behind a root, body still, breath tight in my chest. | didn't
know what [ was waiting for—unul it stepped into view.

It wasn't like anything 1'd seen before.

Itz body was squat and wrinkled, skin thick and pale like streiched clay. lis
eyes were half-hidded, dragging along the ground as if looking ook effort.
It had no clothes. No tools. Just a mouth that hung open, leaking breath
like steam from an old pot.

But then—

It scratched at the dirt with three thick fingers.




It made a low, ri vy =. sound 1 had made that first night
when | had tasted the forest’s offerings. A sound I hadn’t known |
could make until that moment.

"1"']}.3 creature didn’t see me.

It dragped itselfl f‘t@‘é snout low the ground, sniffing. It found
something buried beneath a patch of moss—some root or grub—and
devoured it whole. Loud. Wet. Joyless.

Not hunger.
Just need.

- H_J-ilaytd hidden, not from fear—but confusion.

160 was something in its bﬂmh, In the way it moved. Not its
that was foreign—but something deeper. A rhythm | recognized.

Like a song | once hum@&withnut knowing the words.
I stepped carefully over a low root, shifting my weight—
Snap.

A branch broke underfoot.

The sound cracked like lightning in the stillness.
Heads turned.

Eyes blinked slowly, without focus.




One creature gave a soft grunt and -:.;. not at me.
Its gaze stopped sh i 3

And then it tuned away. Back to chewing

Some w@g SNOULS, Some wi hout. Nestled he:rwecn roots and rock,
crawling and muttering and gnawing. One « stared at its hand for a
long time—just stared, like it was s e first tme hﬂf’%ﬂn L

understand what it meant.
Another picked up a small stone, sniffed it, licked it.

Not one of them looked up. Not once.

I couldn’t imagine never having seen it.

Never choosing @




And as | walked back through the forest, I thought of the things I had
T enien,

Not the berries. Not the bugs.
The other things.

The strange growths, hidden under shade. The pulsing fores
consumed without knowing why. The soft, glowing clusters that
of nothing, yet changed everything

I reached the clearing again. The place where 1 first becamic a
Still, nothing came from before. No memories.
And yet—I didn't feel young.
Not newborn. Not freshly made.
So why did it all begin here?

Why was there nothing behind this moment?




The ground was bare now, just a faint shimmer where the sofi caps had
ONCe Erowa.

I crouched beside the spot and placed my hand on the soil.
And | whispered, “Why me?”
The forest didn’t answer.
But something inside me did.
Not why me,
Why not them?
I turned hiﬁ;lnwa:d the place where the others still huddled.
Bent low. Barely awake. Three-fingered hands dragging across the dirt.
And something shifted in me.

Not pity.
‘Not superiority.

b Responsibility.

Because if the forest’s silent bloom had opened my eyes. .
Then maybe it could open theirs.




THE TASTE
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THOUGHT
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| returned to the clearing the next morning,

The others were still there—sprawled beneath the same twisted roots, eyes
half-closed, mouths working endlessly at bark, mud, leaves.

One stirred as | approached. A soft grunt. Slow blink. Then back to
chewing.

They hadn't moved much and vyet mmc%ﬁ: me had.

I kept low, cautious. | didn't want to startle them—not out of fear, but
because | knew how fragile they were. Not in bedy. .. in mind.

They weren’t ready for questions. Only patierns. Cycles. Habit.
But even the old loops can be broken.
That was the hope, wasn’t 1t?
~ | watched them for a long time.

i

£ - E’ And then one noticed me.

B .

lts head turﬁﬁ—sllghtly oo far, like its neck didn't quite understand the

limit. 111-. mouth opened wider, a ling of drool slipping to the dirt. Then: a
sound.

Mot a call. Not a word.
Just a grunt—wet and low.

Then it lunged.




I stumbled back as the creature crashed toward me—limbs swinging, teeth
bared, not in anger but confusion.Its movement wasn't a choice.

VS e TR

e
It was a reaction.

A leftover thing, buried in the blood.

It swung a wide, slow arm. | ducked. Caught it by the wrist. Twisted. 1t
velped. Collapsed to the ground.

[ didn’t hurt it. Just stopped it.
Pinned it.

Its face writhed bencath me—eves wild and unseging.
But close now—so close—I ¢ould see something else.
In the way itsjaw_;gﬂiﬂfdﬁed. )

In the trﬂmhlﬁ%id its eves.

A flicker.

Faint.

Like a thought had almost formed—but died before it reached the surface.
“You don't know,” [ said quietly.

My voice shook. “You don't know what you are.”

It moaned, low and hollow. Its hand opened, fingers splayed.

Three of them.




I let go.

It didn’t run. Just slumped into the dirt and began to chew on a patch of
MOSS.

No brighter than before. But now. .. it felt sacred

1 knelt. Reached out. Picked one.

It pulsed in my hand—slow, fant. | could feel its stillness beneath the skin,
as if it waited for something too.

“Let this be enough,” | whispered.




Back at the clearing, the creatures hadn’t noticed 1'd left.

I erept closer and found one sitting alone—smaller than the others, calmer.
It wasn't eating. Just staring at a paich of dirt, slowly dragging one finger
through the mud. Not forming anything.

Just motion.
Habit.
But not frenzy.
It would be this one.

I crouched and placed the bloom betw

It didn’t move.

| waited. ‘

Wind moved through the trees.
The others muttered, scraped, chewed.
Still, the small one didn’t moyve.

Then—{finally—it smiffed.

ol the head. A blink.

Sniffed again. Bit once.




Then looked down at ;
Opened it. Closed it.

Like it had never noticed it before.

The others muttered on.

The forest whispered. &F‘m
And I waited. A
By morning, the small ong sat upright.
It didn’t eat. It didn’t sleep.
It just looked upward.
Toward the sky.

And in that moment, | knew | wasn’t alone.

Not entirely.

wl ANymore.
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SOMETHNG THAT
CHOSE




I didn't sleep much that nigh.
I watched the small one—curled beneath a curtain of moss, unmoving.

The others hadn’t changed. Still groaning and gnawing, dragging their
knuckles through the dirt.

But the small one was different.
He wasn't eating. Wasn't twitching. Ju.fsi. still.
Watching the sky.
Ag morning began, the forest felt quieter.

[ stood at the edge of the clearing for a long while, unsure whether to
speal, wait, or offer something more.

In the end, 1 did none of those.

| simply ulr:;kqipd walked.

[ followed no pﬂﬁ"’f’h& forest offered none.
But my legs carried me forward, and | let them.

The ground shifted beneath me—damp leaf litter giving way to rock, then
root, then soft soil again.

[ erossed through pockeis of silence where the trees prew older, thicker.
Shadows stretched longer here.

It felt like the forest had been left untouched, undisturbed for ages.




At some point | paus -..1'- touch the

Like the air had folded

I turned sh
Mothing.
Only the breeze brushing through the trees,
But the feeling stayed.

Not fear. Not danger.
Presence.

A rustle—not from the trees above from the undergrowth behind. A
soft crunch of moss under foot.




| stopped in my tracks.
Glanced back.
N11111i|;g.
But it was too quiet to be chance. Too steady to be wind.
Someone, something, was following me.
| continued on—slower now, cars open, heart steady.

Every now and then, | paused.
Each time, the sounds behind me stopped too.

| smiled

Just a little,
Whatever it was, they were leaming.

I reached a rise—a low hill covered in crooked roots. | climbed it carefully,
and found a place to rest near the crest.

[ sat in the shade. Watched the trectops shift with the rhythm of the wind.
And then | heard it again.
Nol close,
But closer.
So | waited.

Mo traps. No chase. Just patience. .

And then... movement.




He stepped into view just as the last stars blended into the sky.
Small. Upright. Chuiet.
The same one.

He stood at the edge of the elearing, hall=hidden behind a thick root.
Watching me.

| said nothing.
He took a few steps closer. Hesitated. Sat.

Mot crouched, not crawling, Sat. Like he had chosen'the shape his body
would take.

His eyes were clearer now, Not wide with instinct. Not dulled by hunger.
They searched.
They saw.
He didn’t growl. Didn’t moan.
He just blinked.
Once.
Then looked at the sky.
The same way | had, just days before.
[ let out a breath | hadn’t realized | was holding.

[ didn’t smile. Didn’t speak.
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