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It came out of his skin, ripping and tearing. Claws gripped the flayed skin, a black head the shape of a panther with a long snout and a jutted jaw, slid from the opening, surveying its surrounds. It lunged forward, forcing its thick muscular body forward, struggling, wriggling its way through, and ripping the man’s torso apart in the process. There was no pain. He watched the creature strode to and fro, claws clicked on the vinyl covered floor. Malevolent eyes, green and deep stared at the man. Its lip curled up exposing a row of jagged teeth, tips gleamed in the fluorescent lights. Water dripped off its slick coat creating a puddle on the floor. 

The lights flickered. The creature was invisible in the darkness. With each flash of light, it had moved closer like stop-motion photography. Suddenly it was on the bed, growling, hungry and eyeing his destroyed chest. It eyed his exposed heart. 

“Wake up,” came a female voice with a very stern tone. “Warwick, wake up.” 

The creature eyed the woman, licked its lips, and poised on the bed. 

“Don’t make me restrain you.” 

Warwick’s eyes snapped open, momentarily startling the woman. 

“That’s better,” she said, absentmindedly brushing down her nurse apron. She grabbed his wrist and looked at her watch. “You must calm down,” she scolded. “All the machines went into alarm mode.” 

“Leave now, it’s watching you.” His voice was a harsh whisper full of urgency and concern. 
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