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      I sit frozen in fear in the cold darkness of my small apartment feeling every drop of cold sweat rolling down my narrow face. No matter how hard I try, I can’t get comfortable in my recliner. Maybe it’s fear of the unknown that’s keeping me in place. The unknown of what awaits me outside the door. I hear them moving outside, waiting for a chance to come and get me. I try in vain to control my heavy breathing to remain silent, but I’m scared the heavy pounding of my heart is echoing down the hallways outside.  

      I bring my knees up to my chest and begin cradling back and forth. Low, guttural groans follow high-pitched screams almost every single time. I can’t bear it, I can’t stand the sounds.

      Is it in my head?

      Are they really there? 

      I sniff in a quick breath of stale humid air through my nose as tears slide down my cheeks. I snap my head to the right and then to the left like a crackhead tweaking, waiting for her next fix. 

      I tremble with the chills flowing through my body, yet my insides feel like a pool of fire. I peel my drenched curly blonde hair from my forehead and hear something to my left. I don’t know if my mind is playing tricks on me  or if there is something there.

      It’s hard to see through the darkness at first, but my eyes eventually adjust. I remove my hands from my ears and listen intently. It sounds like someone crumpling paper, and it’s all around me getting louder. I wipe the sweat and tears from my eyes and squint at the once sky blue wall now turned dark. A dark mass is flowing upwards, consuming a beach sunset painting and photos of my family. My vision blurs, and I have a hard time distinguishing what is happening.

      With my wary senses, I feel tickling of a thousand small fingers on my feet. I cautiously move my head to see the cause. Small dots with long legs scurry on the top of my feet. Hundreds of them climbing over each other before making a dash up my leg. I want to kick my legs, but my mind won’t allow me. I have no choice but to watch the arachnids race up my body. They find their way under my shirt, and I feel every leg touch my skin. If I could, I would shudder.

      I feel something drop on the top of my head followed by another.

      Move, I think to myself, but my body doesn’t respond.

      Crawling out of my hair, it reaches my forehead, not stopping until it reaches my right eye.
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