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It doesn’t hunt. It doesn’t speak. It never runs. It poses.

Chapter 1: The Silence in the Trees

Riley Quinn arrived at the ranger station just before dusk, the sky bruised with violet and ash. The forest loomed behind the cabin, tall, skeletal trees packed so tightly they looked like prison bars. She stepped out with her gear, boots crunching through frostbitten leaves, and paused. No birds. No wind. Just the brittle hush of a forest holding its breath.

She'd come for solitude, but the silence felt wrong. Not peaceful, vacant. The kind of quiet that made your ears ring. She scanned the treeline. Every trunk looked identical, but something about their spacing felt... off. Like they weren't growing, but standing. Arranged.

As she hiked deeper, the air grew colder. Her flashlight beam sliced through the fog, catching glimpses of twisted branches and claw-like limbs. Then crack! A sharp snap behind her. She spun. Nothing. Just trees. But one of them looked slightly bent, like it had shifted mid-step.

She dismissed it. Probably a deer. But as she turned back, another crack echoed closer this time. She didn't see movement. Just the impression of something that had just moved. A tree leaning wrong. A branch shaped like a shoulder. Her breath quickened. The forest didn't feel empty anymore. It felt watched.

Chapter 2: The First Pose

The next morning, Riley returned to the woods, determined to shake the unease. She followed a narrow trail until it vanished into undergrowth. That's when she saw it, half hidden,  between two pines. A figure. Stick-thin. Pale. Limbs bent at unnatural angles. One arm raised, elbow crooked like a dancer frozen mid-bow.

She blinked. It was gone. No sound. No movement. Just trees again. But her skin prickled. That "figure" didn't look like a person. It looked like a gesture, a pose someone might strike if they were mocking a human stance. Too stiff. Too deliberate. Like it was trying to be seen.

She turned back toward the cabin, but the forest felt different now. Every tree seemed suspect. Her flashlight caught glimpses of shapes that vanished when she looked directly. A branch that resembled a hand. A trunk that leaned like a shoulder. The forest wasn't random, it was curated.

That night, she heard it again. Crack. Then silence. Then another crack, closer. She looked out the cabin window. Nothing. But the trees seemed... posed. One had a branch bent like a knee. Another curved like a spine. She didn't sleep. She just listened, for the next crack.

Chapter 3: The Clearing

On the third day, Riley stumbled into a clearing she hadn't seen on any map. A perfect circle, ringed by stumps like a forgotten ritual site. The ground was littered with twigs, arranged in strange patterns. Some looked like stick figures mid-run. Others crouched. One lay flat, arms raised in surrender.

She stepped into the center, heart pounding. The silence here was heavier. Like sound had been drained. Then she saw him. Across the clearing, half-shrouded in fog. A figure. Stick-thin. Head tilted. One arm extended, fingers splayed like he was offering something. Or reaching. Or mocking.

She backed away. Crack. He didn't move. But the pose changed. Now both arms were raised, elbows bent like antlers. A grotesque mimicry of celebration. Or surrender. She turned to flee,

*CRACKCRACKCRACK*

like a dozen branches snapping in rapid succession. She fell. Mud soaked her jeans.

She looked up. He was closer. Still posed. Still wrong. His limbs didn't bend like joints, they splintered. His head tilted too far, like a broken marionette. She scrambled backward, eyes locked on his frozen form. He didn't chase. He just posed. And every time she blinked, the pose changed.

Chapter 4: Camouflage

Riley ran. The forest blurred around her. But the Stick Man didn't chase like an animal. He shifted. One moment he was a tree. The next, a gesture. His camouflage was perfect until he moved. Then came the sound. Snap. Snap. Snap. Like dry wood breaking, even when he was still.

She hid behind a fallen log, peering through the underbrush. The trees looked normal. But one had a branch curled unnaturally, like a hand resting on a hip. Another twisted upward, like a shrug. She realized he wasn't hiding. He was posing, choosing gestures. Curating his presence.

She watched as he mimicked a child's stance. Then a prayer. Then a runner's crouch. Each one twisted. Each one is wrong. He wasn't trying to blend in. He was trying to perform. To be seen. But only when he wanted. Only when the pose was perfect.

She tried to crawl away, but every movement felt loud. Her breath. Her heartbeat. Then, crack. She froze. He was behind her now. Posed like her. Arms bent. Head tilted. A grotesque mirror. She screamed. He didn't move. He just shifted again. Into a new pose.

Chapter 5: The Ritual

Back at the cabin, Riley tore through the ranger station's archives. She found a journal, yellowed, brittle. Notes from a previous visitor named Ellis. The entries started normally. Then grew erratic. Descriptions of a figure in the woods. "He doesn't hunt," one entry read. "He curates."

Ellis described poses. Victims found with joints dislocated, limbs arranged post-mortem. No blood. No wounds. Just bodies turned into gestures. "He studies us," the journal said. "He mimics. He learns. And when he's ready, he exhibits." The final entry was a single line: "He's watching me pose."

Riley felt sick. She looked at her own hands. Her posture. Had he copied her already? Had he chosen her gesture? She remembered the clearing. The stumps. The stick figures. It wasn't random. It was a gallery. A forest of frozen performances.

She packed her gear. She had to leave. But outside, the trees looked different. One leaned like her. Another had a branch bent like her arm. She hadn't moved yet-but he had. He'd already chosen her pose.

Chapter 6: The Final Gesture

Riley returned to the clearing, desperate to end it. She set traps. Lights. Cameras. But none of it mattered. Stick Man didn't trigger motion sensors. He didn't walk. He shifted. And every shift came with a crack. Like the forest itself was breaking.

She stood in the center, flashlight trembling. "Come out," she whispered. The trees answered with silence. Then, crack. He appeared behind her. Arms raised. Head tilted. Mimicking her stance. She turned. He posed again. Her own movements mirrored in grotesque angles.

She tried to run. Her legs buckled. Her joints burned. She fell. He stepped closer-each movement a splintering sound. Her limbs twisted. Not broken. Rearranged. Her arms bent backward. Her spine arched. Her mouth opened in a silent scream.

He posed one final time. A perfect mirror. Then he stopped. The forest went quiet. Riley's body lay still, twisted into a gesture. A message. A performance. The clearing had a new exhibit.

Chapter 7: The Exhibit

Two days later, rangers found her. No wounds. No blood. Just her corpse posed like a grotesque statue. Arms raised. Fingers splayed. Head tilted in silent mockery. Her joints had been dislocated post-mortem. Arranged. Like a sculpture.

They marked the area as restricted. But the forest didn't care. The poses remained. Twigs shaped like dancers. Stumps bent like mourners. And in the distance, a new figure appeared. Stick-thin. Pale. Limbs bent. Posed.

He doesn't chase. He doesn't kill. He curates. He watches. He mimics. And when the gesture is perfect, he exhibits. The forest is his gallery. And every visitor is a potential pose.

The silence returned. But it wasn't empty. It was waiting. For the next movement. The next gesture. The next scream.

The End

"Wave goodbye to the audience. Slowly. Exactly like it does."
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