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It's not the first time Arian have gone camping out in the woods but there's something different about the silence around her. The park rangers had reacted in a peculiar manner when she told them that she plans to stay here for the entire week.

She's aware of the urban legends around these parts. The stories go that people who come in here do not emerge at all, but she dismisses them as just that. Stories.

Arian is used to the feeling of being watched when she's out in the woods all on her own. Time and experience have reassured her over that it’s just paranoia and she will embrace the newfound peace about her.

She learns soon enough that there is nothing peaceful in the shadows of the woods. There is a creature here that means to claim her in every way imaginable.
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Chapter One: Camping Alone
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Once a year, Arian likes to lose herself in the woods. Only in the most figurative sense of the word, of course. She's exceptionally careful about it, mapping out the exact spot she would set up camp in, letting the local authorities know and getting the proper permits. She also lets her friends and family know how long she'll be gone so that they don't have to worry if she can't get in touch with her.

More often than not, cell service is unreachable once she gets deep.

When she was younger, her parents would take them all camping like this. Her father has a soft spot for the outdoors, though her mother does not share the same interest. He's taught her how to make snares and butcher small game, how to make fires and cook their spoils. Then again, her mother was much better at making anything edible.

They usually spend a week or so out here, learning to be self-reliant and independent. It takes a lot to survive, just for a week, without the modern appliances that they've grown so reliant on.

Mother refuses to go on any more of these trips after father passed, something that she understands completely. It still hurts her to think of him, even though it has been five years since he's passed.

It has been very kind of mother to not expressly forbid her from continuing the tradition, though she made her promise to be even more careful, since this forest is foreign to them. To her.

It would be a new adventure, she thinks to herself, knowing that voicing that out would only injure her mother's frail heart even more.

She had not wanted to travel so far for her studies, wary of leaving her mother on her own, but the older woman had reassured her that change will be good for both of them. Arian had been a crutch for her to lean on all these years. She needs to learn to survive without her. It's not fair to teeter her to her Arian, not when she has her entire life ahead of her.

And in any case, the promise of education is accompanied by a full scholarship, something which they should make full use of. They can't survive on what little inheritance her father left behind forever.

The new experience has been good. Her peers accept her easily despite the language barrier and she is doing well for her studies. She is taking a part time job so that she can send money home to her mother, and also build an emergency income. On top  of that, she's taking evening language classes so that she can fit in better too. Everything is in English on campus, but she's considering staying here after she graduates, so being bilingual would be helpful.

The week-long camping trip will help her destress from tackling so many things at once. One week of just not having to worry about anything other than surviving.

Her father had taught them to make the trip as a time to just let the rest of the world go and it is at times like this that she wishes desperately that he was back here with them.

Part of her is interested in finding someone like him, finding a love like her parents'. But tackling all her responsibilities takes up too much of her time and she honestly doesn't have any free time to date. She's not even had sex yet because of that, though she quickly learns that being a virgin isn't really as big a deal in other parts of the world.

She's only nineteen. There's plenty of time and she knows she's conventionally pretty. Dark hair and light eyes, tanned skin from mixed ethnicities in her parentage. She's never had trouble with people approaching her and trying to know her better. The problem lies with her lack of interest in making time for them. Not many people her age are understanding of how little time she has for them. And they've never sparked that interest in her either.

Shaking her head, she put such thoughts behind her, determined to make this time about just her.

The park rangers had looked at her weird when she gave them her map and told them in broken Japanese of her plan to set up camp here. She thinks it has much to do with the preconception that women shouldn't be so independent as well as the notion that women wouldn't be interested in camping.

Nevertheless, they took down her information and understood, even with her limited ability to converse, that she would be in here for a little more than a week, and that they don't need to worry if she does not return that very evening.

They seem wary, as though expecting her to quit halfway, and she takes that as even more of a challenge to remain here for the entire duration.

She had arrived at her decided campsite late in the evening, near a river but not close enough that she would be bothered by bugs all night.

The summer evening is warm, but she set up a fire nevertheless, liking to have a light so that she can scare away what little creatures that may be wandering nearby. She had done her research about this place. There shouldn't be very many predators, but she had brought a weapon with her, a katana that is actually supposed to be decorative, but is sharp enough that she will be able to defend herself in case of dire emergencies. She has pepper spray for anything less distressing.

Feeling relaxed after a few hours of gazing up at the sky, she gets up and wanders a bit to take a quick piss. She's always been envious of her dad for being able to piss standing. It's so much less dignified for a woman to piss outdoors.

The snap of a twig makes her look up, but there's nothing there. She had picked a spot near a cliff in a sparse spot in the woods. She can't see through the trees. At worse, she might run into a bear, but it's unlikely.

A tree near her groans, as if something had pushed against it's trunk, but when she turns to look at it, there's nothing there.

Wiping clean quickly, she quickly heads back to her fire, the light causing shadows to dance all around her. It's a little terrifying, her heartrate picking up in response.

She has never been particularly afraid of the dark, but fear of the unknown is a natural response.

She frowns when she continues to feel as though there's something nearby, watching her. She frowns, anxiety spreading across her chest, making her skin tingle, her heart beat faster. She grabs the katana sword, and then can't help but feel silly as she unsheathes it.  She reaches for the pepper spray instead. The sharp scent should help chase away whatever creatures lay in the dark.

"Anyone there?" she calls out, in case it was only a lost hiker who followed her fire.

Silence answers her.

She sits back and waits a bit longer, calling herself silly for being scared of small creatures moving around in the dark. There are no wolves in this particular part of the woods.

There are local legends of some monsters in the forest here. Every place had stories like that, even the woods that they used to camp in. There's some sort of vengeful spirit here that had transformed into a huge tentacled monster or something and it would make campers disappear. She's pretty sure that her course mates were just trying to scare her. She has been here for a little more than half a year and she's never read anything in the news about people going missing.

Fighting a yawn, she decides it would be for the best if she just went to bed early. She flips the pepper spray over, closing it so that she wouldn't accidentally press it in her sleep and spray herself, but she keeps it close, just in case.
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