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Shauna was a big girl. With thick legs and tree trunk arms. Her pants could never be loose enough, though she shopped in the plus size section of Sears. At work she was all smiles and cheerfull comments, but at home she would lie in her porclein bathtub and scrub at the pale, white flesh of her body. She stripped out of her flowery pink sundress and out of her xl panties, then flicked off the light to avoid looking at herself. Shauna could still see though, the light from the streetlamp outside glowed in the frame of her bathroom window all night.


MEmories of a furry white body sleeping on the counter as she bathed, flooded her mind, and she sighed. Pickles had been given to a family friend when Shauna had moved out, as her new appartment didnt allow cats. She missed her pet horribly, but knew she couldnt sneak one in, and she was alergic to most small mammals other than cats and dogs. Which were both against the rules.


 She stepped into the steaming bathtub, wincing at the painfull heat, but sinking lower regardless. Untill only her head showed , and her arms and wrists as she held onto the edge of the tub with a sort of childish terror. Finally her body relaxed, and she closed her chestnut eyes, and her hands dropped down into the water. She fished around for the soap at the bottom, and slung her leg over the side of the bathtub to scratch roughly at it with her nails and the pungent soap. 


Over her thighs and kneecap, down her calf then back up to her knee. Down to her feet, beetween her toes, back up to her knee, then her thighs, then her calves again. Shauna had a system, a way that she did things. Even washing herself had turned into a routine, but she didnt mind. She paused though, while scrubbing the side of her hip, and felt the raw skin with the tips of her fingers for what it was that she had passed over. There it was again, a small, raised line. She curiously scratched at it, but it did not seem to come off. Shauna hauled herself out of the bathtub, and flicked on the light. Disgusted with herself she looked at the thing on her leg, a large, blue spidervain had made itself known on her skin. It was joined by many others, but most were not raised as this one was. Overtaken with disgust, she grabbed at the pink bic razor on the ledge above the tub, and bit into it, breaking the plastic and popping the blade halfway across the room. She retrieved it, sat down on the toilet seat, and poked the spidervain with the sharp edge of the blade. She pressed harder, and dragged it across the vein. Sitting back against the cool porcelein of the toilet, she waited for blood to creep its way down her thigh, but nothing happened. She furrowed her brow, tugged her  wet, tangled hair away from her face, and cut anouther line across the vein, making a small "X". 


Nothing happened.


No blood, as Shauna had expected. It hadnt even hurt much, though that wasnt abnormal, she didnt feel much pain with so much padding beetween her skin and her muscles. She hunched over, and inspected the X on her thigh, poked it curiously, and gasped as something small and black popped through the center of the cuts. She sat back, her hand over her gaping mouth, and watched with wide eyes as a long, thin stick about half the width of a needle, squirmed farther and farther out of her skin. 


Small gurgling sounds erupted from Shaunas mouth as anouther thin stick joined the first, and they both started to squirm. She cried, and leaned as far from her own leg as she could, trembling and dripping water onto the lynolium floor. Once the two little things had emerged from her wale-like thigh, they were followed by more and more of the small, wiggling things, untill eight thrashed and clawed at the skin around the razors cuts. The things widened the hole, pushing and flailing untill a round, black blob popped out after the them, and Shauna realized they were legs. They were attatched to something small, something squirming against a white thread burried deep in the small insicion on her leg. And it was a body. 


She leaned over her leg, and watched intently, horrified, as the tiny thing wriggled around on the wide expanse of her naked thigh, and then broke loose of the thread it was attatched to, and skittered towards her stomache. She gasped, and it paused, and turned in a circle, then stopped. She touched her hand to her belly button, a few inches from the creature, and it raced up her sausage like fingers to rest on her knuckle. Bringing her hand up close to her face, she stared incredulously at the spider on her hand. 





"Well now I understand why they call them 'spiderveins'"





She murmered to herself, or possibly to the arachnid on her dimpled finger. It darted to the tip of her finger, and she turned her hand over for it to race across her palm, then her wrist, then back up to the tip of her finger. 





The next day at work a small black dot could be seen darting out of Shaunas hair periodicly throughout the day, but only Liz, her cubicle neighbor, noticed.





"Wazzat?" 





She asked as she popped her gum.





"Harry."





Shauna had replied matter-of-factly.





"You always name your lice?"





Liz popped her gum again.





"Hes not lice, hes a spider."





"Thats a bit weird. Is he like, one of those foreign ones?"





"I dont know..."





"Ok... okay... well dont let the great kahuna see him, e'll have a bird."





And Liz's red mop of hair disapeared back down the other side of the partion, and a second later the clacking of typing resumed. Shauna turned back to her work, and Harry skittered over her forehead to sleep on her nose. On the way home she recieved a few odd looks while riding the subway, but stranger things had been on that train, so few payed attention to the mousy haired woman with the spider crawling over her shoulders. She climbed the stairs to her appartment, huffing noisily from the effort, and waved at her landlord, her red face barely managing a smile while she hauled herself up three flights of stairs. Finally she slammed the door behind herself, locked it, and flopped onto the couch. Harry crawled down the front of her blouse, he had almost doubled in size. He was now almost as big as the quarter among the pile of change on the coffee table.


He crawled across Shaunas long pleated skirt, and settled in the smooth cloth covering her knees. She smiled, and poked the spider with the tip of her short nail. Looks like bugs didnt affect her alergies. Looks like Shauna had a new pet, and her landlord could do nothing about it.


