
        
            
                
            
        

    Sandy tried to hold it back, but a sneeze escaped her and filled the small, empty classroom. Hearing her sniffles the instructor squirmed in his seat, the newspaper wrestling in his hands. The rest of the class had already left, but she wanted to take the full time to pour over the test as much as possible, failure was not an option. The young girl slowly pulled up her hoodie over her head. Being freezing and hot at the same time was something that she knew all too well. Her entire educational career had been spent at the kitchen table of her mother’s house. She had never been to prom nor had she felt the feeling of accomplishment as she walked the stage and grabbed her diploma and could only wonder what it was like to participate in the symbolic throwing of the cap. Instead, the young girl was usually found in bed or the hospital, sitting across from puzzled specialists all scratching their heads not understanding why she kept getting sick over and over again. This time it had been three weeks and it almost felt like a small victory to be healthy for that long.
The young girl with dark green eyes and sandy brown hair had to beg her over protective mother to actually participate in college classes, even if they were just community college three days a week. To her family, it seemed like an impossible feat.
Through her blurred vision, the last question was answered and she sighed in achievement as she stood up, knowing it had been correct. The professor forced a smile to hide the disgust as he took the paper he feared was infected. It was yet another thing Sandy was used to. She had missed weddings, funerals, birthday parties, regular parties, family get together’ and everything in between, the list just kept getting longer. One day she hoped a doctor would figure out what was wrong with her and could prescribe her a pill or she would make a miraculous recovery, but the likelihood of it all felt farfetched.
Walking out of the classroom, a strong feeling tugged at her but she couldn’t explain it. The hairs on the back of her neck stood up, she looked behind her only to cry out as the teacher was less than a foot away. The man barely in his thirties held his hands up in fright and slowly backed up, knowing what happens when a student reports inappropriate behavior.
“Are you alright” the silence finally broke as he asked more out of fear than actual worry.
Sandy politely smiled “yeah, I’m just really tired. I’m sorry; I didn’t mean to freak you out.” Standing, still frozen in fear from the unknown source.
“Well then…Go home and get some rest. It’s Friday after all.” He chuckled nervously.
Breaking the silence once more he finally asked if she needed an escort to her car. With a loud sniffle the sick girl shook her head and walked out of the building, hearing him sigh in relief. Not many people want to hang around the sick girl.
Scanning the parking lot as she walked from the small building a chill swam down her spine. A feeling nagged at her, like something was getting ready to attack; something hiding, watching, and waiting for the perfect time. Finding her little beat up, old, red car, she closed herself inside and breathed in deep trying to relax. Sticking the key into the ignition and placing her hands on the steering wheel she tried to steady herself once more, closing her eyes.
A loud banging startled the already on edge girl; causing her to jump and scream once more. Letting out a sigh of relief and embarrassment when she saw it was just her ex-boyfriend banging on the window. The man she had tried so hard to loathe stood there laughing as he brushed his long thick hair away from his face.
Reluctantly, she cranked down her window, it obeyed with a whine. “What do you want Eddie?”
“What the fuck…. Is wrong with you?” He chuckled; the tall blonde next to him giggling too as she lit a cigarette and intentionally blew it towards the car.
“Did you just get weirder after we broke up or what? I mean you were always a bit of a freak but Jesus.”
Sandy forced a smile, ever the polite girl. “No Eddie, I am just really tired. What do you want?”
“Maybe you should go back to hiding.” The new girl hoped.
“How are you Tiffany, looking nice as always.” Sandy sighed, trying to kill it with kindness but secretly hoping the pretty blonde would choke on it.
“So, I heard your brother is selling that beauty of his and I was wondering since you and I used to be an item, maybe you could put a good word in for me.” He leaned in. “I mean you and I both know that Danny has no business driving a 93’ mustang. That car screams me and if I remember right… someone else did too.” He snickered; this time his girlfriend was not giggling with him, instead she dropped her cigarette and stomped on it, only forcing him to enjoy the joke that much more.
“I’ll see what I can do. But I’m surprised he’s even willing to sell it. It was our dad’s car.”
“Pffft that dead guy isn’t going to need it anymore. You tell that brother of yours that money isn’t an object. I got lots of it so I can give him whatever the hell he wants but that thing has memories if I remember correctly” He slowly pulled on the cord of the sick girl’s hoodie. Eddie could smell a deal a mile away and usually did everything he could to get it.
“Come on Eddie, I want to go! It’s cold out here!” Tiffany whimpered, enveloping herself with her boyfriend’s jacket, nearly covering her mini skirt.
Rolling his eyes he gestured towards the newest victim. “Women, so damn needy; I miss that about you Sands, you weren’t like that.”
Sandy knew that he was going out of his way to be cruel to her. He knew that she had low self-esteem so he brought his better looking girlfriend. He knew that she wanted more than anything to still mean the world to him and he acted as though three years had meant nothing. But she knew a side of him most didn’t. He easily came off as a cold spoiled prick, but that was the role his family and society had given him and he was doing his best to fill it. The other side to him was warm and kind. He had so much to offer the right woman one day and part of Sandy’s heart broke knowing that she wouldn’t be that woman but the rest of her heart broke for him wondering if he ever would find the right one.
Placing her hand on his, Sandy looked deep into his eyes. “I doubt he will really sell it Edward but I will do my best and see if he is willing to sell it to you. I know you would really take care of it, but that is all I can do.”
The smile slowly left his face. “Okay Sands. Thank you, I really appreciate it. It does have some memories to it that I really… I would take really good care of it.”
Edward knew that she was sick but he also knew that she wasn’t contagious. He slowly moved closer to kiss her cheek. The young girl still felt the spark when his cool lips touched her hot skin. They spent a lot of time in the mustang. They both loved the beauty Washington had to offer, and would spend hours just driving and talking, stopping to stare at the stars and hold each other, wondering what life held in store for them. When Sandy’s sickness went into over drive his parents put their foot down. They never thought she had been good enough or pretty enough for a boy who came from money so they made him choose and she lost.
A loud clack broke the moment as the pretty girl stomped her heel and demanded to go, this time Eddie complied.
Watching the former love of her life walk away broke her heart all over again but she was proud of herself that she hadn’t broke down in front of him after he left or even the day he told her. Though nearly every day since in private, that was all she did. Part of her wondered if that was the reason he was so cold, because he thought she didn’t care.
Finally turning the key, the car started and she breathed deeply as the relaxing sounds of Mozart filled the vehicle. Suffering from anxiety, his music was one of the only things that seemed calming. Slow and steady, Sandy pulled out of the parking lot and headed for home.
After a long twenty minute drive the day began to surrender to the night and a soft purple filled the skies, the stars just beginning to twinkle. The smell of rain danced on the wind that whipped against her as she made her way to the small apartment above her mother’s house. It was recently built when the young girl felt the need to be independent. Her family wouldn’t hear of her getting her own place so they did the next best thing and built her one above theirs.
She slid the key into the lock and the door opened before she could turn it. The lovely apartment came with one hitch.
“You’re late!” A tall man with a Seahawks cap covering his untamed mane stood in the doorway, in judgment.
“Danny, I’m fine stop worrying.” The young girl choked out, trying to clear her throat and sniffle at the same time, instead making a dreadful noise that sounded nearly as bad as she felt.
“Damn it Sandy!” A lecture began as he ran to the small kitchen. Cupboards slamming and water running muffled everything he said. Returning with a small glass of water and a pill as large as a horse he continued. “You have to stay ahead of this; you know what the doctors said.”




Sipping the water first and letting the pill wade in her mouth she closed her eyes and prayed it wouldn’t hit her tongue, swallowing and feeling it move down her throat made her shudder. The sick girl knew exactly what they said and it was never much. This time they thought it was all in her mind so the pill her brother believed would work so well was nothing but a placebo, just a simple decongestant.
“I’m really fine Danny, I promise.”
“You know no one would think any less of you if you decided to not take all these classes.” All these classes to her family were just two, one that was mainly online and the other three days a week on campus, but if her brother had his way she would stay in bed forever trying to fight a mysterious illness that seemed to creep up at the most inconvenient times.
She wanted to yell or to scream at her big brother, to beg him to stop coddling her; to beg her mother to see that she was an adult and no longer a little girl. This was an urge that she never gave into because the thought of any kind of confrontation scared her more than the illness.
Smiling through her frustration, her voice became softer. “I know Danny. You’re right but I just have this project to turn in tomorrow and then I am done with the semester and I can take the break to rest. Maybe I will take the next one off and just recoup.” Knowing what to say to her family and when to say it to keep them from worrying was something the young girl had become an expert at. She had absolutely no plans to take the next semester off but she knew she would have a small window of health to make her family believe that it wasn’t too much when she knew very well it was.
Smiling, her brother read her mind; he had known her tricks all too well. “I know you’re lying to me but I know I can’t stop you.” He kissed her forehead and ruffled her hair. “Get some sleep will yeah. Don’t tell mom but I am going out.”
“Where?”
He smiled sinisterly “hot date so please don’t wait up.”
She pretended to gag. “Please don’t tell me anymore, just get out of here so I can go to bed and tell mom you took care of me all night.”
Danny chuckled as he tucked his keys in his pocket. “I knew I could count on you sis and you better do just that. Get your sick butt to bed.”
After the door closed the young girl breathed a sigh of relief, threw off her hoodie and crawled into her bed as she normally did every night she came home from class.
Though she was an adult, her family didn’t feel that way; her mother decided to surprise decorate the place and Sandy’s room was painted pink and filled with white furniture and lacy curtains. Sadly, it was normal for her, the last sense of normalcy she would ever have.
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During the night she had tossed and turned from the pain; the headache, the burning, stabbing feeling in her stomach to the point she prayed for a release, her throat that felt on fire, her entire body hurt. Taking every kind of drug she could think of didn’t help, the strong pain killers they recently stopped giving her and the steroids weren’t safe to take anymore. The young girl just had to suffer now and nothing she did could help her get any length of sleep. Finally in the early hours of the morning, her body gave in and sleep descended upon her.
Groaning to herself she peeled out of bed. Immediately throwing the hoodie over her white tank top to hide the large body with its stretchmark’s from the world. She had gained weight since she started getting sick and not a small amount either, a full sixty pounds and though everyone told her she was such a pretty girl she felt anything but and resented what she considered their lies. Pulling her baggy jeans up and throwing her hair in a pony, she felt completely hidden and invisible, just the way she liked it.
Sandy made a quick check of the apartment to see if her warden had returned home the night before. Seeing that he didn’t turned her stomach even more. He was her brother and she loved him but she couldn’t help but envy the fact that he was able to have some sort of normalcy. She grabbed her book bag and flung it over her shoulder, heading through the door.
Coughing and wheezing and being continuously struck by the cool wind she made it to her car. The door squeaked as she yanked to open it, slamming it with all her might behind her. Not letting the old Chevy heat up before could be felt as she drove but the young girl chose to ignore it. All that was on her mind was handing in the finished project for her last class. The paper was half her grade and she had worked harder on it than anything else in her life, she knew when the instructor’s office hours were and wanted to hand it to him personally, thinking it would look better. Acing every single class wasn’t enough; she needed to be on the Presidents list to prove to her family and herself that she could do this.
Pulling into the college in half the time the young girl raced to the door and pulled hard on the entrance, nearly falling over when it didn’t give. Stopping and looking around at the cool autumn day, there was not a sound to be heard. It was not a weekend; the college should have been open. The parking lot was full with all the cars that were there the night before so the thought that it should be closed puzzled her even more. She began to pull on the door again and again it refused to budge.
The feeling from the night before started to take hold once again; her heart began to speed up, breathing followed. The hairs on her body began to stand as the chill ran down her spine once more. Something was off; traffic on the way to class had been nearly nonexistent, which never happened in such a big city.
Sandy began to walk through the outside of the college, peering in to see nothing but darkness. The cars sat without their owners. Not one student was running to class, nor were any professors shuffling to their offices; it was as if the college was completely deserted. Sandy stood alone in the courtyard and waited for a sign of life but none came, only the sound of silence kept her company.
Reaching into the pocket of her hoodie she pulled out an old cell phone and tried to go to the college’s website; figuring that it may have closed for the day and she hadn’t realized. Her heart stopped when she realized there was a possibility the professor wouldn’t get her paper. He specifically stated in his syllabus that there would not be any exceptions for late work, everything she was trying to achieve would be flushed down the drain. The internet didn’t work; not even connecting to a network. Calling was also a waste of time, dialing her brother got her nothing but more silence.
The terror grew stronger and a stabbing began in her stomach. She doubled over in pain and finally her prayers were answered when everything from yesterday came out and filled the middle of the courtyard with a loud splash. Gasping for breath and embarrassed the young girl looked around one last time and ran from the courtyard to her car, refusing to look behind her in fear of what she might see.
Reaching the old Chevy she locked herself in once again and began to catch her breath, feeling a panic attack coming on and feeling silly for being so scared for no obvious reason. There had to be an explanation but she couldn’t think of one. She continued to try and reason with herself but the fear wouldn’t let her think straight. Sticking the key into the ignition she revved the engine and peeled out of the parking lot, not needing to slow down for any kind of traffic. Everything was quite, too quite. Even the classical radio station she listened to the night before was only playing static, it became deafening. For once in her life she let herself drive erratically. Who would stop her anyway?
She nearly hit the blue recycling bins as she pulled into her parking spot on the side of her family’s house. Finally there was a sign of life but it was one that she never expected to see. Sandy squinted as she starred to see a tall thin blonde in the back yard twenty feet from her. Tiffany starred through her, motionless, blood soaked on the front of her white shirt.
Gasping when the realization of who it was in the backyard hit her, the young girl scrambled out of the safety of her vehicle “Oh my god Tiffany, are you okay?” Sandy ran to her instinctively. “What happened?” The sweet girl reached out to touch the person she thought was in need of her help but drew back in horror.
The blood was not coming from a wound on Tiffany’s body, it was coming from her mouth, and chunks of flesh still clung to her teeth with long strands of dark hair, the same color as Edwards.
“Oh my god Tiffany, oh my god! What did you do?” She screamed as the woman stood in a daze, totally unaware of her surroundings or of Sandy.
Suddenly the blonde began to smell the air. Her glossed over blue eyes targeted in on Sandy, looking as though the devil himself had possessed her. A small smile came over Tiffany’s face and she began to growl like a dog, gnashing her teeth.
Sandy jumped what felt like a foot and began to run towards the apartment, the sound of growling turned into blood curdling screams that no longer sounded human but of a starving animal excited by the chase.
Feeling as though she had run a mile, though it had only been a few feet, the young terrified girl reached the stairs that led to the small apartment and ran up faster than she had ever run in her life; her heart pumping so hard it felt as though her chest could barely contain it. Feeling the breathe of the killer behind her, she scrambled to the top of the stairs and opened the door, thanking god for the first time that her brother had left it unlocked but the bloody woman was not far behind and pushed the door that Sandy tried so desperately to keep closed.
The strength of the thin girl was beyond what was normal. Every push of the door from the possessed girl felt like a shove from a man twice her size and weight. Sandy struggled to keep the door closed, each time she seemed to close it, the monster nearly broke it down pushing it open. Trying to get the deadbolt to lock was nearly impossible so Sandy tried for the next best option, the chain. Reaching up multiple times, the young girl wasn’t able to get it to latch, each time the thing shoved the door open and it swung from her grasp. Finally, after the third attempt it latched, but as it did a searing agony was felt in the young girls wrist. Crying out in pain, she saw the monsters teeth dug deep inside her.
The young terrified girl tried to pull away, each time screaming louder as she could feel the teeth dig in more, the animal trying to keep its grasp, growling louder and becoming more excited at the taste of blood. Feeling the adrenaline pumping in her body Sandy pulled as hard as she could once more and heard a rip. Freeing herself and nearly falling over the young girl balanced herself on the wall, her body still pressed against the door, barely keeping the evil at bay. She screamed and called out for god as she saw the dark red liquid gush from her pale skin, painting the floor.
Time seemed to stop as she held the door, seconds feeling like hours. Slowly the bleeding girl felt as though weights were placed on her eye lids, keeping them open became nearly impossible, her head began swimming. Reaching out to a coat rack, Sandy tried to catch herself but misjudged the distance and fell hard onto the wet floor just in time to watch as the chain broke and the monster made its way inside. Its eyes large and set on her, ready to take another ounce of flesh from its victim. The young girl surrendered and her eyes closed as the thing came down to her excited to take yet another bite.
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Slowly opening her eyes, Sandy found herself in her own bed. She instantly felt her arms and felt the flesh intact, not stolen from her by a ravenous demon. A sigh of relief escaped her as she realized that she had just awoken from the most surreal night mare of her life, even to the point of feeling the agony as the skin was broken and the teeth sunk deep into her flesh, feeling the blood pouring out of her body and realizing it would be the last day of hers on earth. It was all over now and she had never been so thankful.
Sitting up the girl looked around her room and saw that it looked different in a way. She had always kept a neat and tidy place, going to the point of using cotton swabs to clean the small corners she could barely reach. Any kind of disorganization would put her anxiety in over drive and she would spend hours cleaning, not being able to rest until she felt that everything had been done.


This room was not the room of a spotless person; this was a room full of what she would consider filth. The surfaces of her white dresser and nightstand were caked with a layer of dust. The white lace curtain was now yellow and slowly blew in the breeze, clothes littered the floor and a smell of decomposition filled the room.
Taking in a deep breath the young girl expected to cough and keep coughing until she threw up whatever she had eaten the night before; cleaning was not only for her sanity but for her health as well. There was not a sneeze, a cough, or even a wheeze. For the first time in a very long time she was able to breathe clearly.
Letting out a loud sigh the young girl stood up and began to look for her jailer. Walking into the hallway the look of filth continued. “Danny” she yelled out.
An arm grabbed her from behind and a hand slapped her mouth shut, barely the sound of muffled screams escaped. Feeling them try to pull her down she kept planted on the ground with an unexpected strength. In a gesture of pure instinct she threw her elbow back high and felt it make contact with the stranger who immediately loosened their grip and cried out.
“What the fuck!” The thought screamed in her mind but this young girl never cursed, everything went through a fine tooth filter multiple times before it came out of her mouth. Her thoughts and her words never seemed to coincide.
“What the fuck? You hit me!” She heard as she span around to see a much scruffier and thinner version of her brother.
“I! What! Why the hell would you do that? What is wrong with you?”
Moving his hand from his bleeding nose, his eyes wide with pure terror, he shoved his little sister into the bathroom only a few steps from the room she came from, clamping his now bloody hand over her mouth once more, and quietly closing the door behind them. The window provided just enough light to let her see Danny place a finger in front of his mouth begging her to keep quiet as she could hear rustling in the living room. His eyes pleaded with her for at least this once to listen to him.
A thump hit against the door. The scruffy man slowly moved his body against it and held tightly onto the door knob, closing his eyes and putting every inch of strength and concentration into fooling the monster on the other side.
Sandy quietly placed her hand over her mouth and doubled over in pain, she wanted to scream out. The second the banging began the smell of intense rot invaded her nose; head pounded as though it may explode, every muscle in her body tightened and burned like fire; her head filling with ideas and visions feeling as though it may implode. Hearing the thing throw itself on the door made the pain worse, so much so that she could feel her own teeth dig into the flesh of her hand, the pain in her hand, less than that in her head.
The thing tried to jiggle the knob. Looking up she could see her brother had turned into a statue; he even stopped breathing in hopes that the thing wouldn’t notice, sense, or hear either of them. One more it threw itself against the door and dragged itself off and moved down the hall to Danny’s room in search of a meal.
Once again the scruffy man put his finger over his lips pleading with her to keep quiet; pulling an ice pick from his back pocket he began to turn the knob on the door.
Shaking her head vigorously and gently pulling on her brother’s arm, she silently begged him not to go, but this was a world he was not just waking up to, he was used to this place. He pulled his arm away and in a way he never had before, shoved his sister so hard she nearly ran into the tub. Quietly, he moved out of the room and she could hear the scream she remembered from her dream, the sound the creature that looked like Tiffany had made, but it was cut short and a sound even more disturbing filled the apartment.
Though she could not see it Sandy could hear the sound of the pick entering the scull and heard as he pulled it out and the body falling to the floor. He reentered the bathroom wiping the end of the pick off on the leg of his pants as though he had done it a thousand times before.
Sandy looked down at her hand, still tasting her own blood but seeing nothing, not a scratch or a mark from where she had hurt herself, only a sparkly golden on her skin. She tried to wipe it off but the sparkling looked like it was in her skin and the harder she tried to wipe it off the more noticeable it became, not only on her hand but up her arms, her strong arms.
“Okay, okay!” Danny whispered as he lifted his sister by the shoulders and sat her on the topped toilet. “We need to have a talk here sleeping beauty because it’s time to wake the fuck up!”
“What are you talking about?”
A sigh escaped from him as he hung his head. “I honestly never thought you’d wake up. I really thought you were dead and if things hadn’t started changing for you I would have….But I couldn’t just leave you.”
“Danny, what the hell was that thing and what is going on?” Barely a whisper could escape her.
“You were bit by one of those things. Do you remember that? You have been asleep for so long since then.”
“Asleep, what the hell are you talking about asleep?” Frustration began to invade her voice.
He dropped to his knees and starred at his sister tears beginning to fill his blue eyes. “I thought you were dead but I couldn’t believe it. The last thing I told mom was that I’d take care of you.”
“Danny, please tell me what’s happened.”
Letting out another sigh, the young man sat down against the sink cabinet and stared out at the rest of the apartment, keeping watch as though it was normalcy for him and thinking back on things he wished had never happened.
“It just happened one day” he shrugged. “They just happened…I woke up and there one was standing in the door way of the girl’s bedroom, waiting for me to wake up. It ran at me faster than anything I had ever seen, jumped on me and screamed so loud, it starred me straight in the eyes like it was getting off on my fear and my confusion. It waited for me to wake up because killing something asleep wasn’t going to be any fun. I reached over and grabbed a pen and it came so natural, I shoved a pen into her eye and she just fell over, that’s how it started for me.” He let out a sniffle as he spoke, refusing to turn to look at his younger sister, refusing to let Sandy see what he considered weakness. “I had blood all over me, I got dressed and I came straight here. I wanted to see if…” Again he choked up only being able to whisper, “see if mom was okay. But she wasn’t home, I haven’t seen her but I already know, I already know what she is now and I thank god I haven’t seen her, if there is a god. I came up the steps and that thing had already bit you, it was going to again but I killed it. I dragged you to the bed and stopped the bleeding.” Finally looking at his sister, tears flowing down his face “I knew that thing that attacked me had a bite and that Tiffany had one on her neck, so I grabbed a knife and I was going to do it Sandy, god forgive me but I wasn’t going to let you become one of those things, so I waited….I waited for hours for you to become one…. But you never did. You just changed. Everything about you changed so I waited here. I left now and again but I always came back. Sometimes a thing would be at the door and I would kill it. But I stayed Sandy, and now….Now you’re awake….To this. I am so happy and so sad at the same time.” Hitting his head against the cabinet in frustration he removed his ratty cap to reveal his matted hair “maybe you never should have woken up.”
Not knowing what to do Sandy starred at her brother in disbelief, expecting to wake up any second. She breathed in deep, the scent of death in the air. She watched as her brother tried to hide his face and bawled, finally letting everything he held inside for so long out.
Moving to the bathroom floor, Sandy pulled her brother close, letting his head rest on her shoulder. She didn’t know what to say in this new world, but she knew that her brother needed her in this moment. Pulling her arms around him she could feel how his body had changed. The once chubby man had now become mostly bones, his tiny frame barely holding up the clothes he wore.
Gently pushing his sister away he looked at her nearly afraid to continue. “But…You have changed Sandy. I don’t know what happened exactly but everything about you has changed while you were asleep. Whenever one of those things came in….You’d start seizing. At first I would hold you down so they wouldn’t hear you but you seized so hard. I was so scared; I had no idea what to do. I just….stayed.”
“What do you mean…I changed?” Her heart began to pound but in a way she had never experienced before. She wasn’t anxious and not fully scared, her whole body felt different.
Danny slowly stood up and put his cap back on, he held his hand out to his sister and helped her up. Picking up a ratty sweater lying on the sink he began to clean the mirror, once cleared he gestured for her to look in.
Her heart pounding once more, this time full of fear, a thousand things went through her mind. What if she looked like one of those things. What if… The ideas kept swimming but she had to look and look she did.
The young girl nearly jumped when she saw someone different staring back at her. The first thing she noticed was the eyes. She once had dark green eyes but now they were bright green, nearly glowing. Her once white skin was a golden, sparkling from the inside. As she moved to allow the light from the window, it sparkled like tiny diamonds were just underneath. Sandy touched her face, her once chubby face was now chiseled, feeling down her body, she could feel the thick muscle, as if she had been molded while she slept. Her hair, still the same color, still in a pony but now down to her stomach.
“What the hell happened to me Danny? What is this?” She whispered, starring at this stranger in the mirror.
“I have absolutely no idea. But whatever you are we can’t stay here anymore. It’s not safe…. Not for me.”
Confused, Sandy took her eyes off the mirror. “For you, what do you mean?”




“At first I never left you I swear. But the food ran out. I had to do something so I left. I came back and one of those things was in the room, I could hear it. You were seizing so hard, so damn hard I swear you were going to fall through the floor. I was able to move without it hearing me and I watched it. It was in the room with you…But it acted as if you didn’t even exist. It caught my scent and came after me.”
“This is… a lot to take in Danny. I feel like I am still dreaming.”
“I would love to wake up from this nightmare Sandy. I would give anything to wake up. If it wasn’t for you and for them I would have checked out a long time ago.”
“Them?”
“The other survivors.”
Sandy let out a sigh of disbelief. Everything that she heard would have made her want to crawl under a rock before, given her a panic attack, and she would have just given up. But she didn’t feel that way now, a hint of excitement that she had survived surged in her. She could feel it; she wanted to survive, for the first time in her life she wanted to live.
Sandy watched her brother fill his duffle bag full of things that at one point in time he would have been all too eager to throw away but now were some of the most precious belongings. He whispered to himself as he packed, almost giddy at times, nearly unbeknownst that anyone was watching. Once he realized he stopped and starred at the stranger now observing his every move.
“I’m sorry” he chuckled. “I’ve been alone here for so long, sometimes the only person I could talk to was myself.”
“How long was I….asleep” Sandy still couldn’t believe she had been out all this time and that she was still alive.
He chuckled again and continued to stuff ratted clothes into his bag “you probably wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”
“I think we’ve gone way past disbelief Danny. I think-“
Before she could finish her sentence he yelled out an answer. “Eighteen months”
A look of shock came over Sandy’s face as she starred at her brother in utter disbelief.
Barely a whisper came from him, “you were out for eighteen months.”
Shaking her head trying to let the truth sink in but finding it nearly impossible she spoke in disbelief, “you just waited? Waited for me to wake up? What happened if I wouldn’t have?”
“I knew you would wake up” he defended as he shoved things harder into his bag feeling her judgment. “They all said I was crazy, every one of them.” His voice rising once again, “but I knew, I knew you’d wake up, I knew you weren’t dead and I wasn’t going to give up on you even if you would have.”
Scanning the apartment quickly, Sandy tried to quiet her brother. “Okay okay I’m sorry, I just… It’s a lot to take in.” She whispered.
Realizing he was beginning to worry her Danny began to whisper once again. “Yeah, it is a lot to take in Sandy but you slept through it all. I had to actually live it. To you this is some nightmare you’re waking up to, but to me…”He threw his last piece of clothing in the bag “it’s my life.”
He grabbed another bag from underneath his bed and threw it at his little disbelieving sister. “Here, I packed this for you, for when you woke up. You can’t just wear….that”
Looking down Sandy saw she was wearing the same clothes she had been bitten in, the white tank top and the sweat pants, blood stained the front of her shirt and she felt her thick arm once again, her wrist where she was bitten, but the flesh was intact. “I was bit. I remember I was bit, you told me I was bit but… It’s not there.”
Danny began to walk out of the room and stopped when he came to her, touching her wrist. “Yeah, it healed one day. I thought I was crazy and so did anyone I told.”
A feeling of guilt began to eat at Sandy, she knew that her brother would always be there for her but she had never thought in a million years that he would give up eighteen months and risk his life to keep her alive, risk everything. It was more than any normal person would do. But she remembers what she had called him when they were young and she was always sick and got teased, when she could barely speak for months and they made their own dialect so he could speak for her. She called him hero.
He began once again to walk towards the front door.
Stopping her brother, still trying to adjust to understand. “Wait, where are we going?”
“We’re going to them. We’re safer in bigger numbers. I trust them. That is not something to say lightly in this world….Not anymore.” He adjusted the large bag on his thin frame and began to walk through the front door.
The young girl began to follow and stopped when she saw where the flowery linoleum met the white carpet, a large brown circle, a stain she had never seen before yet recognized. It felt like it had only been the day before that she could feel the teeth sink into her skin and now her dried blood was all that was left to tell the story. She knew it was the day that she would die and it was the day that she had died. The Sandy that was fearful and weak, the one that was scared of her own shadow was dead and so was the world she had known.
“Are you coming?”
The question broke the hypnosis that her own blood had taken.
Nodding yes, Sandy made her way over the carpet and the linoleum and through the door, saying goodbye to her old life and her old world, she closed the door. Everything seemed to happen so fast, but that is how this new world worked. Only the quick survive.
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