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                            David Carley

        I’ve been getting stronger. The weights clanged together as I threw the bar back on the rack. Fifty reps. I had lifted 135 pounds above my head fifty times without stopping. Amazing. A week ago, pressing 95 pounds six times was enough to make me queasy. I walked over to a pull up bar and did somewhere between forty and fifty pull ups, I lost count somewhere in that range. After sprinting for thirty minutes at a pace that would have made me puke all over the track back in high school, I was ready to hit the showers for the day. I’m not quite sure what’s been happening to me for the last week or so, but I know that I like it.
	
Upon returning to my apartment, I could smell the faint aroma of a strange combination of pizza and Purina dog chow. The scent made my stomach growl with hunger as it wafted through my nostrils. It was strange how appetizing the smell of dog food was to me at this particular moment. What was even more peculiar was that no one in my apartment building, to my knowledge, owned a dog. 
	
The shower was steamy and wet. It could have been an enjoyable conclusion to my afternoon workout had it not been for the strange bite on my chest. The mysterious bit had been a result of my incident last week. The teeth marks were beginning to itch as they scabbed over. I tried to lose myself in the soapy lather and the scent of Irish Spring, but the pain was unbearable. I quickly rinsed off and wrapped myself in a towel. I stepped out of the shower and carefully dressed the wound. At the mirror, I took a good look at myself. There was definitely something strange happening. As I had been getting stronger in the past week, my body had begun to look stronger too. The strangest part about my self examination in the mirror was not the newly developed muscles, or even the plethora of whiskers that had been growing on my face rather quickly. The strangest thing was the look in my eyes. They were undoubtedly my eyes staring back at me in the mirror, but there was something different about them, something wild. It was the look of an animal in a cage. I saw something in my eyes, something inside myself, waiting to be released. I turned away from the mirror in pain as the wound began throbbing. 
	
Outside the moon was shining, full and orange. I stood by the bathroom window and let the light shine over me; it was intoxicating. The beams of moonlight moved towards me, past me, through me. I stood there, hypnotized by the moon. The cool autumn breeze came through the open window and brushed through my hair, causing the hair to stand up on the back of my neck. I winced and dropped to my knees and my heart began pounding. The wound in my chest was throbbing once again, with a vengeance. The pain was excruciating, unlike anything I’d ever felt before.
	
My joints began to twist, snapping and popping with each new movement. I looked down at my hands, screaming as I realized that they had vanished and been replaced by massive paws with razor sharp claws. My ears twitched as I began to hear every sound in high definition. Coarse black fur now covered my body. I opened my mouth to scream but all that came out was a loud, blood-curdling howl. In a fit of sheer panic, I jumped out the open window and hit the ground two stories below with a thud. 
	
On the ground below my apartment, I rolled over, unscathed. I slowly stood up and caught the first glance of my reflection in a nearby window. I was no longer the young, scrawny guy that I had seen only minutes earlier in the mirror. I was something else entirely. What I saw before me in the window was a giant, hairy beast. I stood in both shock and amazement as I inspected my jagged fangs, my black snout, and my piercing yellow eyes. I looked up to the moon, nose to the wind, and let out another howl. This time, I felt as though I was being born again, seeing the world for the first time through a whole new set of eyes. The night was mine, and I was hungry.
	
I took off running faster than I had ever ran in my life. I ran faster than I could think. My hind legs propelled me as if they’d never fatigue, and my arms steered me as if they had a mind of their own. I climbed up buildings and jumped three stories with ease. My body had become the perfect combination of speed and strength. Pieces of concrete crumbled between my fingertips as I made my escape to a wooded, unlit park. 
	
The lack of lighting didn’t matter; my night vision was impeccable. A faint scream from a distance caused my pointed ears to perk up. The smell of blood hit my nose. I slowly proceeded through the trees, licking my lips the whole way. Through the trees and the shadows I could see two figures. As I approached them I realized it was a man and a woman. The man was holding the woman by the neck with a gun pointed to her face and a hand on her backside, keeping her pulled close to his body. 
	
“Now you’re going to do exactly what I tell you to do, and there isn’t going to be anymore screaming. I’m in control here, and if you try to take that away from me, you know what will happen,” the assailant said through gritted teeth.
	
The woman made quiet gurgling sounds in her mouth, it was clear that she was having difficulty breathing.
	
I didn’t have much more time to assess the situation because my instincts had taken priority over my logic. I moved ungraciously out from behind the trees. I looked at the man, whose back was turned towards me and let out a slow rumbling growl. I proceeded towards the man slowly, but without caution. Fear was not something that I was experiencing on this particular night. The man was wearing jeans and a white muscle shirt. It was clear that on a normal night this man could probably bench press two of me, but this was not a normal night. A vein in his neck pulsated as he turned and faced me. I let out another growl.
	
“Is this your dog, bitch?” he muttered, “Is this how you were planning to stop me? You were gonna sic your dog on me? I’ll show you just how protective your dog is.”
	
I made a move towards the man and he fired three shots out of his handgun. I let out a howl and hit the ground again. I laid there for a few moments waiting for the grip of death to be upon me. Death never came. Instead, I got up and realized that all the gunshots had done was make me hungrier. I stood up on my hind legs and watched as the man looked up at me in terror. He began to realize that it was not a dog he was dealing with. What he gazed upon in terror was something out of a horror movie, something one only sees in a horrific nightmare. I picked him up with one hand and introduced his throat to my fangs. The blood squirted into my mouth and ran down my fur.  All the while the man screamed violently. 
	
A clicking sound caught my attention. I looked over to see the woman pointing the barrel of the gun at me. I set down my midnight snack and looked at her with yellow glistening eyes. I took a step towards her and she ran away screaming into the darkness of the park. She had been saved by a beast that was more frightening than the original assailant. I don’t blame her for running; in fact I would have recommended it. Now she had a head start.
	
	
	



