Abby had always felt the sunset was the most beautiful part of the local park. A nature reserve, stretching on for miles, and from her spot in the lookout tower, she had a perfect view of the lake as the day came to an end. She’d always been told her hair, long curly and bright red, matched the sunset perfectly, and it had instilled in her a deep appreciation for the natural beauty.

Of course, there was an air of nervousness to the sunset; Today was her first day! Thanks to her best friend, Morgan, she’d managed to go from a stuffy office job to a full fledged park ranger. Or well, a ranger in training at least. But she’d been put up on her watch, given a scoped tranquilizer rifle (something to do with recent sightings of large, unidentified animals; she didn’t quite get the reason, but Morgan was happy with having a weapon.)

The sun finished its descent, the deep red colors of sunset fading into black night. Abby looked at the ID badge she’d been given, turning it over in her hands. She was ready for her first night. She stashed the badge in her pocket and stared at the moon, ready for the long hours ahead.

The… Full Moon…

Morgan checked her watch as the moon rose. She’d been able to negotiate her way into being posted relatively close by to Abby, not wanting to leave her friend on her own during her first night on the job. In a couple minutes, the two were expected to radio each other to check in, buuttt… 

Morgan smirked as she picked up the tranq rifle she’d been supplied, hefting it up. It was moderately heavy, with a decently sized scope mounted on top. It only held one dart at a time, sliding in when the bolt was pulled back, but both of them had been given a very modest 20 darts each. More than enough for whatever “wild animals” had caused the rifles to be issued in the first place.

Enough that she felt she could get away with a “test fire” before calling in to Abby. Giggling like mad, she slipped the bolt open and pushed a dart in, arming the rifle. She took aim at the full moon, and pulled the trigger. There was a loud click, and the gun jolted a bit, and Morgan laughed joyously; She was having too much fun with this already. It barely mattered that it wasn’t an actual gun! But hell, she was wasting time.

“Hey, Abby, Everything alright on your end?” Morgan asked, pulling the radio off her belt. Silence. “Abby?” Morgan was worried; Abby had been very happy about getting the job, and even before, was never one to be lax with responsibilities; If she wasn’t answering…

Morgan swore to herself, strapping the rifle around her back and beginning to walk towards the tower Abby was stationed in. “I swear, if she fell asleep...” Morgan thought, grumbling to herself. It was of course out of concern more than anything else.
Arriving at the tower, Morgan stopped dead. While Abby was nowhere to be found, there were bits of her shirt ripped apart, scattered across the ground. A trail of what appeared to be… paw prints, trailing away towards the park lodge. No blood, however, but… This had to be one of the unidentified animals.

Good thing that Morgan had her rifle with her. She pulled it off her back and carefully walked to the lodge, eyes and ears peeled for anything out of place between her and her destination. The lodge wasn’t far away; Abby had been stationed close for her first day intentionally, just in case of an emergency. 

And from the looks of things, they had an emergency on their hands; the door to the lodge was cracked open. Confused sounding growls could faintly be heard inside. Morgan slipped into the room, aimed, and fired without thinking. The dart hit the creature inside square in the rump… and what a creature it was.

Standing in the middle of the lodge amid shredded papers was a massive, silver canine, standing on two legs and swaying in place from the effects of the dart. Silver fur caught the light of the campfire, burning slowly. The wolf staggered back, a sudden drowsy, warm feeling washing over it in waves. It gazed at its own rear and saw the dart, pulling it out to get a closer look before clumsily dropping the small syringe.

Morgan could, in this light, see that it was wearing the tattered remains of… were those the same pants Abby had been wearing? The wolf shook itself, trying to clear its head, and something fell out of one of its pockets. Morgan carefully stepped closer, quietly trying to see what had dropped. With agonizing care, she slipped forward, and picked up…

Abby’s I.D. badge.

“Holy shit, is Abby a werewolf?” She thought, “….That wasn’t a dog that bit her a couple weeks ago, was it.” The wolf didn’t seem… dangerous, at the moment, staggering in place a bit… But the first dart clearly wasn’t enough to put it down. So, Morgan took aim again, a second dart plunking itself right next to the first.

The wolf noticed the second dart as it was shot, growling at Morgan briefly before its effects kicked in. It was smart enough to make the connection between the tranquilizer and the extremely pleasant sensations, so it lurched forward, anger at being shot replaced with happy, tranquil gratitude.

 “Woah, Abby? Is that you? Can you recognize me?” Morgan tentatively asked, trying to get her friend back to her senses, to no avail. In her shock, she accidentally dropped a third dart, and the noise caused the wolf that used to be Abby to lazily turn its head to face her. It certainly didn’t look threatening at all now, tongue lolling out in a contented smile as it panted, looking more like an over-sized dog than a fierce werewolf.
 Some part of the wolf DID recognize her, deep down, but it was in full control. It leaned over, sniffing Morgan a couple times, before licking her on the cheek. “I… Hope that’s a yes?” Then the werewolf bent down and picked up the third dart, sniffing it, and then sniffing the two empty ones. 

The canine slowly thought, for a moment, before it finally knew what to do. Its friend had stuck it with the weird sharp things, filled with liquid. This had made it feel good, and it was happy. So, in what felt like flawless logic to the drugged up wolf, if it stuck its friend with the sharp thing, they would feel good too.
The werewolf lumbered forward, tail wagging. “Uh… Abby?” Morgan said, uncertain. “What are you-” She was interrupted by a sharp pain in her thigh, and looked down to see the wolf had stuck her with the third dart. “Ohhhh….” While the darts were the safest on the market, they were also strong enough to put out a horse, so Morgan didn’t stand much of a chance. Extreme drowsiness flushed over her. With both of them drugged up, the wolf had the strength advantage, and dragged its friend over to the fire, pulling Morgan down.

“Wh….” Morgan was so, so tired, warm… The wolf wrapping itself around her, nuzzling in around her waist… That didn’t help. She tried pulling herself up with a chair near the fire, but all she really succeeded in doing was dropping the rifle, the tranq gun leaned against the arm of the chair. The flickering light of the fire, casting a deep orange glow across her vision…

She weakly tried to pull herself away one more time, to no avail. The werewolf was now fast asleep, and wrapped around her. Had she not been drugged, she might have been able to get back to her feet, but with the sedative running its course, she was stuck. She slipped back down, off the chair, and laid her head on the wolf’s body. Orange flame faded into the black of sleep…

Morgan awoke much later, sunlight causing her to wince as she opened her eyes. Dawn had arrived, the sun midway through rising, and the fire having long burnt out. Morgan rubbed her eyes, before her memory came rushing back. She jolted up, before looking down…

The wolf was gone, and in it’s place,  Abby, human once more. Of course, most of her top was destroyed, but her pants remained, if stretched out, and a few of the scattered papers were covering most of her chest. Still, it was quite cute. Of course, whether or not Abby would agree was still up in the air, and considering she was fast awakening…

Abby awoke, yawning. She’d had the oddest dream, something about a friend, needles, and warm fires… Then she looked down, and realized she was in heavily torn clothing, laying on Morgan, and jumped back in shock.

“Wh-why are we in… the lodge?! I was posted at a watch tower last night, I don’t remember going back here?” She blushed. “And why is my uniform all torn up?!”

“So, uh…” Morgan stood up. “Abby, you’re a werewolf.”

Abby blinked. “What.”

