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IT’S DARK AND COLD here. The ground is lumpy, cold, and damp, and I can feel small stones sticking into my side.

How did I get like this? I don’t remember clearly what happened. All I do remember are teeth. Big...long...teeth. And fear—yeah, I remember that. Fear and teeth.

A shiver runs down my body. My hands search for injuries in the darkness, I can’t see anything, but I can feel wetness on my stomach. Further down—my God—I’m naked.

What’s happened?

Noises I can hear noises. Someone was moving about. A hand touches my shoulder. I don’t scream, but I want to.

Danny, I tell myself, you’re a man, grin and handle it.

The hand moves toward my eyes now. They’re open, the feeler knows this. The voice whispers to me, but the words make no sense.

Pain. I don’t suffer any pain. Even fear of my location has lost its strength. I breathe deeply of the dank, moist air. There’s a foul taste to it. Yet, I like it, something about the foulness is invigorating.
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