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The group of friends arrived at the campsite deep in the woods. Angelo, Amanda, Tyler, and Emily had been planning this trip for weeks, eager for a break from their daily routine and to bond with each other.

The sun was setting as they set up camp, pitching their tents and starting a fire. They laughed and joked, telling stories and roasting marshmallows. The woods were quiet, with only the occasional hoot of an owl and the crackle of the fire to keep them company.

"This is the life," Tyler said, leaning back on a log. "Nothing but peace and quiet."

"And not a soul for miles," Emily added, taking a sip of her hot chocolate.

As the night wore on, however, the peace and quiet started to feel unsettling. Strange sounds echoed through the woods - twigs snapping, bushes rustling - that they couldn't explain. The group started to become nervous.

"What was that?" Amanda asked, her voice trembling.

"Probably just a deer," Angelo tried to reassure her.

But the sounds persisted, growing closer and more frequent. The friends huddled closer together, exchanging nervous glances.

"We should probably go to bed," Angelo suggested. "Get some rest for tomorrow."

They retired to their tents, but sleep was hard to come by. Every little noise outside made their hearts race.

In the morning, they found that some of their supplies were missing - food, water bottles, even a tent. They started to suspect that someone or something was watching them, stalking them.

"We need to stick together," Tyler said, looking around nervously. "We're safer in numbers."

The group set out to explore the woods, keeping close and trying to stay alert. But the deeper they went, the more uneasy they felt. The silence was deafening, with no birds singing or animals rustling. It was as if they were the only ones there.

And then they saw it.

A figure emerged from behind a tree, tall and imposing. Its skin was ashen, its eyes glowing red. Its movements were fluid, almost inhuman. The friends stared in horror, frozen in place.

"What is that?" Amanda whispered, her voice trembling.

Before they could react, the creature let out a bloodcurdling roar and lunged at them. The friends scattered, running in different directions; trying to get away. They became separated, each alone and lost in the woods.

They all ran for their lives, each trying to find a way out of the woods and away from the creature. They were alone and scared, with no weapons or supplies to defend themselves.

Angelo found himself at the edge of a cliff, overlooking a deep ravine. He was trapped, with the creature closing in from behind. He scrambled to find a way down, but the sides were too steep and slippery. He was trapped.

Amanda was running through the underbrush, tripping over roots and branches. She heard the creature close behind her, its footsteps heavy and menacing. She had to keep moving, keep pushing forward. She couldn't let it catch her.

Tyler stumbled upon an old cabin, its wooden walls rotting and its roof caving in. He ducked inside, hiding behind a rickety table. He heard the creature approach, its breath hot and heavy. He was running out of time.

Emily was lost, her mind numb with fear. She had no idea which way was which, no idea how to get out of the woods. She stumbled upon a stream, drinking the cool water to calm herself. But then she saw the creature, its eyes locked onto her. She had to move, fast.

They each found themselves cornered, with no way out. The creature closed in, its eyes red and hungry. It snarled and barred its razor-sharp fangs, and just as it was about to pounce, it was gone.

After what felt like hours, they finally stumbled upon each other, their breaths coming in gasps. They hugged each other, relieved to be together. But their relief was short-lived. They soon turned on each other, blaming each other for getting them into this mess.

"This is all your fault!" Amanda shouted at Angelo. "You were the one who wanted to come here!"

"Me? You're the one who picked this place!" Angelo retorted.

"You're both to blame!" Tyler interjected. "We were all in this together!"

They bickered and fought as the last rays of the run disappeared behind the trees, their nerves frayed and their tempers short. They were soon engulfed in darkness, lost and alone, with a creature hunting them. They needed to find a way out. Their only solace was the full moon that illuminated the path that they were walking on.

As they continued through the woods, they stumbled upon a clearing. In the center was an old stone altar, surrounded by symbols and markings they couldn't understand. They approached it cautiously, unsure of what they would find.

And then they saw it.

The creature was there, its eyes glowing in the dark. It was muttering in a language they couldn't comprehend, its voice low and menacing. The friends tried to back away, but they were too late. The creature had seen them.

It lunged at them, its eyes blazing with anger. The friends fought back, but their efforts were in vain. The creature was too strong, too powerful. The four of them realized that they were probably going to die.

And then it stopped.

The creature looked at them, its eyes growing colder. It spoke, its voice low and menacing. It told them of the history of the woods, of the evil that had taken root there. It told them that mankind was the reason for its hunting, that through destroying nature, humans had disturbed the balance and awoken the evil.

The friends listened in horror, their hearts pounding. They realized that they were in over their heads, that there was no escaping the creature. It was simply just too powerful, too malevolent.

The creature lunged at them again, its eyes blazing with anger. The friends fought back with everything they had, but their efforts were in vain. The creature was much stronger than any of them, and a lot more relentless too. It wouldn’t stop until they were all dead.

“Screw this! I’m not going down like this,” Tyler said and picked up a rock.

“Neither am I,” Angelo said, picking up a sharp stick as a weapon of choice.

“Then let’s do this!”

They all charged at the creature while flailing their makeshift weapons in the air.

The showdown was intense, with the friends battling the demonic creature with everything they had. The creature was a formidable opponent, its movements quick and unpredictable. The friends were battered and bruised, but they refused to give up. They were determined to defeat the creature and escape the woods once and for all.

"We have to stick together," shouted Emily. "We can beat this thing if we work as a team."

"We have to find its weakness," said Tyler. "There has to be a way to take it down."

The creature kept attacking and then disappeared back into the darkness of the woods before attacking again. It was almost as if it was toying with them; as if it was playing with its food. Its attacks grew more ferocious each time it returned. The friends fought back, their movements coordinated and precise.

Angelo stabbed at the demonic creature with all his might, but it evaded the makeshift weapon and grabbed the boy before digging its sharp claws into his flesh. Angelo screamed out in pain as the foul creature ripped his chest open. 

“Angelo, noooo!”

The friends were stunned by shock, but adrenaline flushed through their veins, and they felt a fierce determination to honor Angelo by defeating the creature.

"We have to keep fighting," said Tyler. "We can't let this thing win."

With a renewed sense of purpose, the friends launched a final attack on the creature. The girls pelted it with sharp rocks while Tyler repeatedly hit it with a stick. The creature roared in rage and pain, but it was no match for the combined might of the friends. With a final burst of rage, they overcame the monster.

It lay in a fetal position as it dissolved into thin air.

The friends breathed a sigh of relief, their hearts still pounding wildly. They had survived the onslaught of the demonic being, but their victory was bittersweet. They had lost their best friend, and they knew that their circle would never be the same.

As they made their way to the edge of the forest, they cheered when they saw civilization in the distance. But as they started towards their hometown, they couldn't shake the feeling that something was still watching them, that they were not truly safe. Suddenly, they heard a low and malevolent laughter emanating from the forest in the distance. The creature was still alive!

“What the hell?” Tyler asked. “I thought we killed it!”

"It's not over," said Emily, her voice trembling with fear. "It just pretended to die, but it's still out there, coming for us."

“We’re never going to outrun or kill this thing, are we?” Amanda asked as a tear rolled down her cheek.

Not one dared answer. The three of them held hands and looked at each other nervously as the sound of trees being broken and snapped came rushing towards them. The red glowing eyes were the last things the kids saw before it leapt at them with razor sharp fangs.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

THE CURSE OF BLACKWOOD MANOR


[image: ]


Sarah gazed out of the carriage window as she made her way towards Blackwood Manor, her new inheritance from her late great-uncle. The sky was dark, and a storm was brewing on the horizon. The thought of being alone in a remote manor in such weather was unsettling, but Sarah was determined to make the best of her new home.

As she approached the gates, she was greeted by an old, wrinkled caretaker. "Good evening, miss," he said, in a gravelly voice. "I am here to welcome you to Blackwood Manor."

"Thank you," replied Sarah, as she stepped out of the carriage. "Is everything ready for my arrival?"

"Yes, miss," replied the caretaker. He took her straight to her room and then gave her a guided tour of the enormous estate.

“This place is magnificent,” Sarah said in awe as she explored the endless hallways and marveled at the century-old paintings that adorned the walls.

“Indeed, madam,” the caretaker said, “but there is something I must tell you. This manor is plagued by a curse, and I must warn you of the dangers that come with it."

Sarah was taken aback. "A curse? What kind of curse?"

"A dark and evil curse, miss," said the caretaker, his voice lowering. "Many years ago, a witch was burned at the stake on this property, and since then, strange and terrifying things have happened here. People have disappeared, and some say that the witch still haunts the manor to this day."

"I don't
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