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I had lost all sense of time since the night I transformed into a demon. No matter how desperately I tried to deny that part of my being, I failed every single time. The demon within me grew stronger with each passing day I refused to let it break free. 

I avoided leaving the house as much as I possibly could. I had no idea what the creature inside me was capable of, nor did I know how I might ever control it. I was alone, and I lacked the courage to speak to anyone about what was happening to me. No human being could have understood anyway. At best, they would have tried to send me to a specialist; at worst, they would have had me locked away in some psychiatric institution.

Even I sometimes believed I was insane, despite the fact that strange, otherworldly moments had followed me throughout my entire life. There was something deeply wrong with the forest standing before my house, and I needed to uncover the reason why I constantly felt as if it was slowly transforming into a living hell.

On the outskirts of the city of Wolfsburg, hidden among quiet roads and carefully kept neighborhoods, stretched the Eichelkamp Forest—a patch of wilderness that seemed to guard untold stories beneath the ancient crowns of its oaks and beeches. This expanse of green, marked by rare clearings and winding paths, served as a refuge for those in search of silence, as well as a gateway to an older world, one where nature still dictated the rhythm of existence.

In the morning, when the sun barely managed to slip through the dense canopy, the forest air was saturated with the scent of damp earth and wet leaves. Dew clung to blades of grass and to the delicate webs spun by spiders, while the stillness was broken only by the timid chirping of birds resuming their songs after the long night. Along the winding paths, massive trunks of ancient oaks displayed their rough bark, silent witnesses to ages long past.

As the day progressed, the forest came alive. Squirrels darted through the branches, searching for acorns among the rust-colored leaves carpeting the ground, while sunlight filtered through the foliage cast playful, shifting shadows across the soil. Here and there, small clearings revealed patches of meadow sprinkled with soft moss, where the tracks of wild rabbits could often be seen, half-hidden among the tall stems of untamed grasses.

In autumn, Eichelkamp Forest transformed into a canvas painted in shades of gold, copper, and blazing red. The wind whistled through bare branches, sending dry leaves dancing along the paths, which were now covered by a soft, rustling carpet. It was the season in which the forest revealed its true splendor, a place where every sound and every breath of wind seemed to conceal a secret, an unspoken story waiting to be discovered.

At night, Eichelkamp became another realm entirely. Within the dense darkness, only the moon managed to break through the branches here and there, casting ghostly silhouettes across the forest floor. Owls announced their presence with long, haunting calls, while the subtle rustling of nocturnal creatures betrayed a hidden world, one unseen by human eyes.

Eichelkamp Forest was not merely a refuge for nature, but for people as well. Those who stepped onto its paths felt the city fall away behind them, replaced by a profound stillness and a subtle connection to the natural world. It was a place where time seemed to flow differently, a sanctuary in which every corner hid a story waiting to be revealed. And yet, I felt the forest calling to me in a strange and terrifying way. I saw and sensed things that ordinary people cannot even conceive of. Every night, I heard demonic voices luring me into the heart of the forest, whispering promises of tearing my soul apart and reshaping it into something dark and horrifying.

The thought of Armin froze the blood in my veins, yet at the same time set my skin ablaze like a merciless fire. Our last encounter had been a sweet torment—I desired him with every fiber of my being, yet a cold shiver cleaved my soul whenever he looked at me. A dark shadow danced in a strange, unsettling way within his eyes, something hidden and dangerous, an abyss into which I was drawn despite myself.

When he touched me, every cell in my body screamed, torn between desire and fear. I loved him with an intensity that hurt, that consumed me, and yet I knew that if I were to surrender to him completely, I would lose myself. There was something strange and demonic buried within him, a force that whispered to me in the dark, drawing me toward an unknown abyss.

Armin was both my dream and my nightmare, the angel who soothed me and the demon who tore me apart. I wanted him, yet I feared that in his arms I would no longer be myself. He burned me, froze me, claimed me, and I... I did not know whether to run or to let myself be swallowed by this sweet madness.

I sensed that his soul hid an unspoken trauma, something deeply buried, like an old wound that never truly healed. Every time I looked into his eyes, they told me a story his lips refused to voice. I felt him suspended between the desire to open himself and the fear that, once he did, I would flee, terrified by the truth he carried in his chest.

I had always had the feeling that he wanted to tell me something, that a secret weighed on his soul like a heavy stone, yet every time it seemed he was about to break the silence, something unseen stopped him. Perhaps it was his own fear, perhaps a demon whispering that if he let me see too much, I would abandon him. And perhaps... perhaps he was right.

I had been blinded by his beauty, by the way he made my heart beat chaotically, by his inexplicable magnetism. But now, looking back, I realized I was incapable of seeing what lay hidden beyond his perfect face. The darkness in his eyes, the way his hands sometimes trembled when they touched me, the moments when he would avert his gaze, as if he feared that if I looked too deeply into his soul, I would uncover something even he could not accept.

I wanted to save him, but how do you save someone who does not want to be saved? How do you embrace a man who is burning from the inside without being consumed by his flames as well? And above all... what happens if, in trying to understand him, I lose myself?

And what if he, too, was fighting his own demons, just as I was? What if, deep within his soul, behind that flawless mask, Armin hid a battle with something far greater than himself, with a power that tore at his very essence? Perhaps we were not merely two people drawn to one another by a dangerous pull, but two lost beings, prisoners of a silent struggle with the darkness devouring us from within.

Sometimes I wondered whether my demons were nothing more than a reflection of his, an echo of our shared pain, a cruel twist of fate in which we found ourselves mirrored in one another’s shadow. 

Perhaps he felt it too, that there was a force between us greater than physical desire; perhaps, like me, he longed to surrender, but fear kept him captive. Perhaps in my arms he sought refuge, just as I sought it in his, yet we both knew that if we allowed ourselves to be carried too far by this tide, we would melt into one another and lose ourselves along the way.

There were moments when I felt trapped in a vicious cycle. The demon that whispered in my ear told me I would never be free of it, that my fears ran too deep, too firmly rooted to ever be undone. And yet, when I thought of him—of Armin—I realized that perhaps he understood my silence, for he lived within it as well. And perhaps, just perhaps, when you share your struggle with someone who knows what it means to fight, the weight of pain becomes easier to bear.

In life, we often learn that we are not alone in our suffering. That although the demons haunting us seem uniquely our own, they are universally human—fears, regrets, traumas that shape us and define who we become. Those who appear invincible are often the most fragile, and those who hide behind impenetrable masks are, in truth, the ones with the most to say. Armin, for all his hardness, for all the cold stillness that unsettled me, was not so different from me. And perhaps within this chaos of unspoken emotions, we were both learning, step by step, that demons are not meant to be faced alone.

Perhaps, in the end, it is not about confronting our demons, but about learning to live with them. About refusing to let them define us, about acknowledging their power while becoming stronger than they are. If Armin and I are fighting this war side by side, then maybe we will learn not to fear what hides within our shadows, but to face it as something that no longer owns us—even if it never truly leaves.

For every struggle, every wound, can teach us a valuable lesson: it is not only what we face that matters, but who we become in the aftermath of that fight. Perhaps through our love, through this fragile and complex bond, we will learn to be who we truly are, to be strong enough not to be brought to our knees by our own fears.

I knew that I was lying to myself, and yet I allowed the illusion to comfort me. I liked to believe there was a way out, a fragment of hope, but I knew all too well that our demons were far more real than we would have liked to admit. They were not merely shadows of the mind, nor abstract fears; they were tangible beings that haunted us beyond the boundaries of the physical world, leaving deep wounds behind—wounds that would never truly heal. Armin, like me, fought with all his strength against the demon that seized his soul and everything that was still human within him, but he lost the battle before it had even truly begun.

Armin was no longer the man I would have wished to know before all of this began. In his eyes, there was no trace left of that light which would have taken my breath away had I met him under different circumstances. Instead, they were nothing more than two deep wells of darkness, where I could see myself reflected like a ghost—lost, trapped, and fading. The demon that entered his soul was powerful, an ancient and vengeful entity that had claimed his thoughts and his body, forcing him to confront his deepest fears until they finally subdued him. And now, Armin was no longer himself. He was only a shadow, an empty shell struggling to breathe beneath the crushing weight of that immense demon.

And I... I lost my battle far earlier. Perhaps I never truly had a chance to fight at all. My demon was not an external one, but an inner presence, deeply rooted, a demon I fed with every negative thought, every unspoken pain, every moment in which I forgot to love myself. I chose to end my life, to put a stop to a cycle of suffering that was tearing me apart, but what I did not know then was that when you choose to leave this world, the demon does not vanish. Suddenly, I was no longer merely a human being fighting herself. I had become a demon.

Now I was a shadow, a being made of unfulfilled desires and regret, trapped within my own flesh. I could feel my body, yet I no longer recognized it. I could feel my soul, yet it seemed I no longer had the strength to keep it whole. All that remained was this pain clenched in my chest, pressing down on me every time my thoughts drifted toward Armin. I knew I should free him from his demon, but I could not. It was as if my own demons held me captive, like a cold breath whispering that I must not let him go, because if I did, I would lose myself completely.

I struggled to keep him bound to me, to save him from a battle we both knew he could not win. And yet, at the same time, I knew it was destroying us both. There was no way to free one of us without freeing the other. I wished I could protect him, love him, but a part of me knew that our love had become a burden. My demon longed to consume his, to swallow it whole, while his demon sought to weaken me further, to sever every remaining tie I had to the world, to life, to Armin himself.

I wondered whether we were, in truth, condemned to remain prisoners of these demons forever. Perhaps our struggle would never lead to victory. Perhaps the only lesson we would learn was that, sometimes, it is easier to be ensnared by a demon than to face it. And despite my desire to save him, I feared that if he fell, I would fall with him. And then... who would be left to gather the ruins of what we once were?
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A strange scream tore me from my sleep, forcing me to leap out of bed. My body trembled uncontrollably, beyond my ability to restrain it. I could feel the forest calling to me, and no matter how desperately I wanted to resist, I knew I had to go there. I dressed almost mechanically, unaware of my own movements, and turned my steps toward the forest. I closed the door behind me without knowing whether I would ever return.

As I stepped into the darkness of the forest, the air grew steadily colder, each breath freezing me from the inside out. The forest was dense and silent, yet I could hear the leaves rustling beneath my feet, as if someone—or something—was following me. The scream still echoed in my ears, an almost unbearable reverberation that deepened and warped the farther I moved away from the house.

Branches stretched toward me like cold hands, and as I ventured deeper, the darkness grew heavier, thicker, like a net tightening around my body. The trembling did not stop, and fear seeped into every part of my being. I had no control over my steps, which carried me farther and farther into that otherworldly, dangerous world. 

A strange unease tightened around my chest, and a whisper in unknown tongues reached my ears, like a faint breath rising from the very heart of the forest.

Suddenly, a powerful roar thundered around me, and a shadow moved swiftly among the trees. A dark silhouette, devoid of clear features, took shape before me, like a hideous being born of the night itself. I could not stop; my steps carried me forward against my will, while the shadow drew ever closer. My head began to spin, and all I could do was stare in horror. A cold, soft hand settled on my shoulder, and the whisper turned into a deafening scream that pierced me straight through to the depths of my soul.
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