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​The Camping Trip
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Ethan loved the city—its tall buildings, bright lights, and the constant hum of life. The bustling streets, the endless opportunities, and the anonymity it provided made him feel at home. But, for once, he was stepping out of his comfort zone.

When Jake, his best friend since childhood, invited him on a camping trip in the mountains, Ethan hesitated. He hadn't spent much time outdoors, and the idea of being far away from the city, surrounded by trees, bugs, and all the things that came with nature, wasn't exactly his idea of fun. But Jake wouldn't take no for an answer. After some convincing, Ethan agreed.

"You're not going to back out now, are you?" Jake had teased, his wide grin impossible to resist.

Ethan rolled his eyes, throwing his bag over his shoulder. "Fine. But don't expect me to enjoy all the dirt and bugs and whatever else you think is fun about 'the great outdoors.'"

Jake just laughed, his eyes shining with excitement. "You'll see. You'll love it. I promise."

They drove out of the city the next day, heading deep into the mountains. The air grew thinner, the trees taller, and Ethan's skepticism grew as the scenery shifted from urban to wild. But Jake was in his element, setting up the campsite with ease and confidently navigating the winding trails.

It wasn't until evening, when the sun dipped below the horizon, that Ethan started to feel the weight of the place. The air was heavy, cool with the onset of night, but still vibrant with the sounds of the forest. The crackling of the fire they'd built was the only comfort against the eerie silence of the woods. Jake was telling one of his usual stories, a mix of made-up adventures and ridiculous antics from their childhood, but Ethan wasn't listening.

There was something about the night that unsettled him—the way the shadows in the trees seemed to stretch longer than they should, the strange stillness in the air that made the hairs on the back of his neck stand up.

"Don't tell me you're getting spooked already," Jake said with a smirk, tossing a log onto the fire.

Ethan rolled his eyes again, forcing a laugh. "I'm not scared. It's just... quiet. Too quiet."

Jake waved him off. "It's the mountains. Everything's alive here. You just have to listen carefully."

But despite Jake's easygoing attitude, Ethan couldn't shake the feeling that something was off. He couldn't quite put his finger on it—maybe it was the way the trees swayed slightly even though there was no wind, or the distant howl he'd heard earlier, just on the edge of hearing. It made him shiver, even though the air was warm.

The firelight flickered, casting dancing shadows, and the sound of the forest seemed to swell around them. That's when he heard it again—a low, menacing growl. It was distant at first, but it was unmistakable. Ethan's heart skipped a beat. His instincts screamed that something was wrong.

Jake, who had been laughing, stopped abruptly, his eyes narrowing. "You heard that too, didn't you?"

Ethan nodded, his stomach sinking. "Yeah. What was that?"

Jake didn't answer at first. His gaze had shifted to the tree line, the smile vanishing from his face. "Stay here. Don't move, Ethan."

Before Ethan could respond, Jake was already on his feet, disappearing into the darkness. Ethan stayed where he was, heart pounding in his chest, trying to make sense of what he'd just heard. The sounds of the forest, the crackling fire, the whisper of the wind—everything seemed to fade away, leaving only a strange, oppressive quiet.

Then, without warning, the ground beneath him trembled. He barely had time to react as something huge, powerful, and fast lunged from the shadows. The creature was upon him before he could even scream.

Ethan's body collided with the ground, the impact knocking the breath from his lungs. The sharp pain that followed—something gnawing at his shoulder—was immediate, searing through him like fire. He gasped, struggling to push the weight off of him, but the creature didn't relent. His blood pooled in the dirt as he cried out in pain.

The creature's growl was deafening, its claws digging into the earth, its teeth sinking into his flesh. He couldn't see it clearly in the darkness, but its eyes burned a brilliant gold, glowing like molten fire.

Just as quickly as it had appeared, the beast was gone, disappearing back into the forest with a final, chilling growl. Ethan lay there, stunned and in agony, his mind struggling to comprehend what had just happened.

Moments later, Jake was beside him, panic clear in his eyes. He frantically checked Ethan's shoulder, cursing under his breath. "Stay with me, man," he urged. "We need to get you back to camp. Come on."

Ethan's vision blurred as his head spun. He could barely process what was happening. The pain in his shoulder was unbearable, but there was something else—a strange, tingling sensation spreading from the wound, making his skin crawl.

"What the hell, Jake? What was that? What just happened?" Ethan asked, his voice shaking.

Jake's expression softened for a moment, but then a grim determination settled over his features. "We need to get you out of here," he said, lifting Ethan to his feet and helping him back toward the campsite. "And when we're safe, I'll explain everything. Just hang in there."

As they made their way back to camp, Ethan tried to process what had just happened—the creature, the pain, the burning sensation in his shoulder. He didn't understand, and that uncertainty filled him with fear.
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​The Change Begins
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The pain in Ethan's shoulder was unbearable, a constant throb that reverberated through his entire body. His skin burned, and every movement made it worse. He could barely think over the fog of pain clouding his mind, but something deeper was stirring—something primal.

Jake was by his side, his face a mask of concern. The firelight flickered across his features as he helped Ethan sit down on a log, his hand steady but his eyes full of something Ethan couldn't place—fear? Guilt?

"What happened, Jake?" Ethan asked, his voice ragged. The words came out hoarse, barely more than a whisper, but they carried the weight of everything he didn't understand. "That thing... what was it?"

Jake hesitated, running a hand through his hair in frustration. "I—I don't know," he said, though his tone lacked conviction. He wasn't telling the whole truth, and Ethan could feel it.

Ethan's body felt like it was on fire, and he could hear his pulse thudding in his ears, almost as if the blood was rushing too fast through his veins. "Jake, talk to me. What's going on?"

Jake looked away, staring out into the darkness of the woods. His jaw was tight, his eyes distant, as if he were trying to summon the courage to say something. Ethan's heart beat harder in his chest, his mind racing.

The growl, the way the creature moved, and the strange, sudden pain that coursed through him—it didn't make sense. What kind of animal would attack like that?

"I don't know how to explain it," Jake muttered, still looking out into the night. "But I need you to stay calm, okay? Just breathe."

"Calm?" Ethan scoffed, his voice rising. "How am I supposed to stay calm when I'm bleeding out and... and my body feels like it's about to explode?"

Jake turned sharply to face him, his eyes intense, his tone suddenly low. "You're not going to die, okay? You're just... you're just going through something. It'll pass."

Ethan's hands shook as he gripped the sides of his shirt, his head spinning. The pain was unbearable, and it felt like his body was shifting, changing in ways he couldn't comprehend. The burn in his shoulder spread, and every nerve in his body seemed to ignite with energy.

"Jake, what's happening to me?" Ethan gasped. "Why do I feel like this? What the hell did that thing do to me?"

Jake was silent for a moment, his eyes briefly flickering with something unreadable. "It's just... a bad bite," he said softly, but the lie was obvious. The words didn't match the tension in his voice. "It'll heal. You just need to rest. You'll be fine."

But Ethan wasn't buying it. He felt something building inside him—a restlessness that only made the pain worse. Every breath felt too shallow, too tight. His pulse raced faster, like something was stirring beneath his skin. "You're lying to me," Ethan said, his voice cracking with frustration. "What is going on, Jake?"

Jake took a step back, the shadow of something more dangerous passing across his face. "I'm not lying. You just... need to trust me right now, okay? I'll explain everything. But not now. You need to focus on getting through tonight first."

The urgency in his voice caught Ethan off guard. He had never seen Jake act like this before, so guarded, so... anxious. He wanted to argue, to press him for answers, but his body felt like it was losing control. He grabbed his shoulder again, gasping as another wave of burning pain surged through him.

"I don't know if I can trust you," Ethan mumbled through gritted teeth, his vision blurring. "This isn't—this isn't normal. What's happening to me?"

Jake looked like he wanted to say something, but he just shook his head, exhaling heavily. He crouched down beside Ethan, his hands gently gripping Ethan's wrists. "Just breathe, okay? Focus on your breathing."

Ethan could barely hear him. He felt like he was floating in a strange haze, caught between something human and something... other. There was a restlessness inside him, an itch beneath his skin that made him want to run, to escape. His senses were sharp—too sharp. He could smell the pine trees around them, hear the rustle of leaves in the distance, feel the wildness of the forest in the air. It was overwhelming, suffocating.

"I don't want this," Ethan muttered, his voice breaking.

Jake's grip tightened for a moment, his expression softening with something akin to guilt. "I know," he said quietly. "I know you don't. But this is something you have to go through."

"What does that even mean?" Ethan asked, his head spinning. "What is this?"

Jake stood up slowly, looking down at Ethan with an unreadable expression. "We need to get you back to the tent," he said. "I'll keep watch. Just... stay here. Please."

Ethan watched as Jake turned, walking back toward the campsite with a purposeful stride. Every step was filled with something Ethan couldn't quite place. But he didn't have time to figure it out. The burning sensation in his shoulder flared again, and with it, a wave of dizziness that made his vision waver.

His body felt alien, like a stranger had taken control. Ethan wanted to scream, to demand answers, but the pain made it impossible to think straight.

"Jake..." Ethan gasped again, his breath coming faster, but Jake didn't turn back.

The fire crackled softly, and the wind whispered through the trees, but the world around Ethan seemed too quiet. He was left alone with the chaos in his body, with no answers, and no one to help him make sense of it.

And somewhere deep within him, a cold, creeping realization began to settle: whatever was happening, whatever was changing inside him, was just beginning.

And he wasn't sure he could stop it.
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The next morning, Ethan woke up with the dull ache in his shoulder still throbbing, but it was different now. It wasn't just pain. There was a strange tightness in his skin, a heaviness in his muscles, like something was pushing against his bones. His body felt as if it were made of clay, hardening and shifting all at once. The sensation had followed him into his dreams—wild, uncontrollable, and just as terrifying.

He opened his eyes, the light filtering through the trees, casting soft beams across the ground. The forest seemed peaceful, too peaceful, considering what had happened the night before. He sat up slowly, his hands instinctively pressing against his shoulder where the bite had occurred.

But there was no sign of the wound. His skin had already begun to heal—faster than it should have, far too quickly for something as deep as that bite. Ethan's eyes widened as he inspected it. There was only a faint scar left, like it had been there for years, barely visible under his fingertips. How could it have healed so fast?

A wave of dizziness hit him as he tried to stand, and he had to brace himself against the nearest tree. The world spun around him for a moment, his stomach lurching. He'd never felt like this before. The air seemed heavier, the sounds sharper. He could hear birds fluttering in the branches above, the rustling of the leaves, even the distant flow of water from the stream. It was all too loud, too clear.

"Hey, you okay?"

Jake's voice broke through his disorientation. Ethan turned to find Jake standing by the edge of the campsite, his brow furrowed in concern.

"Yeah, just... a little dizzy," Ethan muttered, shaking his head. He tried to steady himself, but his legs felt like jelly. "What's happening to me, Jake?"

Jake didn't answer right away. Instead, he walked over to Ethan, his eyes scanning his face with an intensity that made Ethan's stomach twist. "It's... It's going to be okay, Ethan," Jake said quietly, though his voice was strained. "Just... sit down for a minute."

Jake helped him back to the log by the fire, guiding him gently. Ethan's hands were still shaking as he sat down, his mind racing. The pain was mostly gone now, but the strange sensations remained. He couldn't shake the feeling that something inside him was changing—and it wasn't just his body.

"I don't understand," Ethan said, his voice low. He looked up at Jake, searching for answers, though part of him already knew Jake wasn't going to give them to him. "I don't feel like me anymore. Everything's... too loud. Too bright. It's like I'm not in control of my own body."

Jake's jaw tightened. He was quiet for a moment, his gaze far off. "You're going through a transition," he said at last. "Your body's reacting to the bite. It's starting to change you, Ethan. You'll feel different. You'll notice things—your senses will get sharper, your emotions will get stronger. But... it's going to take time."

Ethan didn't know what he expected, but it wasn't this. He had hoped Jake would have an explanation that made sense, something that would calm the wild panic spiraling in his chest. Instead, he felt even more confused. "So... I'm turning into a werewolf?"

Jake's eyes flickered, and for a moment, Ethan thought he saw something more—something deeper. But then Jake nodded slowly, as if acknowledging a truth that had to be faced. "Yeah, you are. That's what happens when a werewolf bites someone."

Ethan stared at him, his heart pounding. He couldn't even process the words. Werewolf? He couldn't possibly be... that. It was a joke. It had to be.

"I—this isn't real," Ethan said, almost laughing despite the panic welling up inside him. He stood up again, though his legs wobbled, and paced in a circle. "Werewolves aren't real, Jake. That's a—" He broke off, his breath catching as his senses screamed at him. The smell of pine, the damp earth beneath his feet—it was all too much. He could smell the slightest trace of Jake's cologne, the sweat on his skin, the faint, sharp tang of blood from his own shoulder.

He froze, his heart racing. "What is this?" he whispered, wide-eyed.

Jake's expression softened as he stepped closer, but his voice was steady, almost gentle. "It's happening. Your senses are sharpening. You're going to feel everything more clearly. The smell, the sounds—it's part of the shift."

Ethan stumbled backward, his pulse hammering. "No... no, this isn't happening. I don't want this, Jake. I can't be... a werewolf."

Jake didn't say anything. He didn't need to. Ethan could see the truth in his eyes. This was real, as much as Ethan didn't want it to be. His body was changing, becoming something he couldn't control.

Ethan's hands clenched into fists, and he turned away, trying to breathe through the panic. This couldn't be happening. He wasn't ready for this, didn't know how to handle it. "I—I need to go home. I need to get out of here."

Jake's voice stopped him before he could take another step. "You can't go home, Ethan."

Ethan turned sharply, his eyes wide with disbelief. "What do you mean, I can't go home? This is insane. I don't care if you're a werewolf. I can't... I can't do this. I can't—"

Jake stepped forward, his hand gently grabbing Ethan's arm. "You don't get it. You're not the same anymore. This thing—this transformation—it's already begun. It's part of you now. And you can't just walk away from it. Not anymore."

Ethan's mind was racing, his thoughts scattered like broken glass. He couldn't breathe. His chest felt tight, the air thick, like it was pressing down on him from all sides. "What are you saying? That I have no choice in this?"
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