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JUNE 2009

I wake up to the sunrise on my left, unable to remember where and who I am. My body lies curled on the rough forest ground, surrounded by fallen leaves and branches, pine cones and needles, animal dejects. My head aches, my stomach burns, my legs are cramped. Off in the distance I can hear birds sounding the alarm for the new day. I can sense dawn's tendrils reach out for me, and sweat beads my brow, in sudden fear. What am I scared of? Gently, I roll over on my back, and stare at the trees. Darkness still tints the sky, and the twinkle of stars draws my attention. Why am I in the woods? Why did I sleep here?

Siggi.

We must have come here together. I roll again, search for signs of her presence, her parents will be frantic if she failed to go home. Search myself for signs of our lovemaking, the tender burn to my loins, the throbbing of my groin. There's nothing. No sign of Siggi, either. Then I remember, we're no longer together. She left me when one of her friends caught her snogging me. So much for the love she professed.

Then what am I doing here in the woods, alone, at daybreak? Why have I spent the night here? My own mother must be worried, although he'll be glad to see the back of me. Again, a surge of mementos hits the frontal lobe of my brain. Or what I presume being the frontal lobe, can't even remember my studies. But I remember what he said. They're not my parents. I was adopted. My real mother was a junkie who died of an overdose after giving me away to an abusive man and a weakling of a woman. No one wanted me and that's the truth I need to come to terms with.

Suddenly, it all comes rushing back at me. I was going to leave, wasn't I? Now that I'm sixteen, I can do it. Was going to Oslo, leave all this behind me. The moment school was out for the Summer, I was going to get my stuff, the money I amassed over the years with my odd jobs, and hit the road, Jack. And don't you come back no more. I was going to do that. But school hasn't yet let out, it's still May, isn't it? Why can't I remember anything? What the hell happened last night? How did I end up in the woods? I try to focus my thoughts, clear my head, but there's a thick, red film that seems to drape over everything, keeping me from clarity. Everything is red, now. My stomach burns even more, and my ears catch every little sound around me. I must have drank too much. Yes, that must be it. One final yahoo, one last hurray for the broken heart inside me. I went out and drank myself stupid, mourning Siggi's loss, the end of our fling, or whatever it was. I drank to forget and forget I did, ended up in the woods with no idea to how I got here. Did I barf, is that why my stomach burns?

My nostrils flare as I search for the bitter scent of vomit, there's nothing. No, that's not correct. There's something, but it's not vomit. My head turns to the right, the left, I can't seem to find the will to sit up. Eyes happen upon a large stain on the dry earth, a stain that darkens the brown of the forest ground to a darker shade. That must be it, I barfed my stomach out and am now paying for the excesses of the previous night. Even though there's no headache, nor that rotten feel in my mouth, the vile taste of unwashed remnants of my vomit. There's an ache, though, to my gums, as if I'm teething. Or as if I lost my teeth? My sight happens upon a white pebble, small and bloodied. It's actually a tooth, and I knew it would be there. Somehow I knew it would be there. What did I do last night that cost me a tooth?

I close my eyes against the sudden glare of a rising sun. My stomach cramps in hunger, the kind of hunger I've not yet experienced, used as I am to being famished. He did starve me, but that was long ago. Now that I top over him in every sense, he no longer has the guts to physically abuse me, nor keep food away from me. And I do make my own money, so I can eat whenever I need. This is another kind of hunger. One I never knew before. Red crosses my closed eyelids, I can feel the blood pumping in my veins. Sights of blood streaming through veins fill my head, and my mouth waters. What the fuck is this? My body spasms, in pain the likes of which I never felt before. And I have felt all kinds of pain. He's broken plenty of bones in my body when I was younger, the kids at school have beaten me up more often than not, I know what pain is. Siggi was the only thing that made it better, but she betrayed me.

Betrayed me.

Sudden bursts of images explode in my head.

A text, wasn't there a text from her, asking me to meet her here in the woods?

I sit up, head reeling, am forced to lay forehead to knees before I faint. My gums scream in torment, I can taste blood in my mouth, and it only serves to get my juices flowing, my stomach shrieking in famine. I push it all back, there are more important issues at hand right now. The faintness gone for the moment, I search for my mobile, fish it out of a pocket on my denim jacket. The tee shirt I'm wearing clings to my chest, caked with something brittle and dry. Before I check my phone, I pull the fabric away from my skin; it comes off with a ripping sound, glued as it was to my midriff. Being black, I can't make the colour of the stain, but I can see the hole in it. Not so much a hole as it is a tear, a rip. Another burst of flashing images crosses my mind, I shake and force them away, this must be vomit. Bringing the fabric up to my nose, I inhale and my mouth waters compulsively.

Oh this is bad.

What the fuck is this? My gums scream in agony as a flush of blood fills my mouth and my teeth rip through the flesh and skin. How can I be teething? I'm not six anymore, if I lose a tooth now, it's lost forever. But something is happening with my mouth, teeth are breaking through my gums. I reach the soft pillow of one thumb to my lips, shove it in, search around. Here, at the front, how sensitive that spot is. It hurts when I touch it; it hurts when I don't. Another jolt of hunger rips through my stomach, I double over, gums forgotten. The mobile slides off my hand and I'm suddenly reminded of what it was I wanted to check. Ignoring the pain, I reach for it and go through the texts. Yep, here it is. Siggi did text me to meet her in the woods. I'm guessing she was a no-show. Fucking bitch. Why do I love her still, why have I loved her all along, if she only used me? Did I really think her feelings for me would end up overcoming everything else? Did I really think she loved me back? Hah, what a fool I am. He's right, I'm worthless.

The forest explodes in sound as the sun rises higher. Morning is here. The screen of my mobile catches my eye, the number of missed calls is uncanny. Most are from my mother, but a few are from numbers I don't recognise. There's one from Siggi, too. I suddenly happen upon the date, but this can't be right. My mobile must be wrong, or it would mean I lost three whole days.

Three whole days.

This can't be possible, can it?

Another flare of painful cramps hits my stomach, fuck this, I can't take it anymore. This time it lasts for a long, dragging moment, bile rising up my oesophagus, limbs shaking, sweat oozing down my back. Like claws ripping me apart from the inside. Then a scent floods my nostrils, a sound reaches my ears. Thump thump thump thump. Like a heartbeat. My heartbeat? The rhythm is faster than mine, it's not me. How can I be hearing a heartbeat that isn't mine? What the hell is happening to me?

It comes again, the cramps, and now they take hold of my entire body, I shake all over. I feel weak, and feverish. My gums explode in a surge of burning agony, my mouth is filled with blood as something akin to sharp knives bursts through the flesh of my jaws, which seem to extend impossibly. Everything hurts, my body's betraying me. My head is a well of agonising torment, my cheekbones are breaking apart, my chin bursts into a million shards, the pain in my belly is torture. And my mouth keeps watering, slobbering drool down my front. To the constant sound of that endless thump thump thump. Endless. I must end it or go mad.

Brain no longer in command of my body, I find myself standing up, the nails of my fingers grown to claw-like utensils. My legs propel me forward, through the woods, I dodge trees and bushes and ferns in inhuman speed, when did I get this fast? I wasn't half as agile when they came after me.

I halt, brain going back to being master of my entire self.

They came after me. Who the hell came after me? I seem to remember running away from something, someone. Before I can make sense of these random thoughts, my legs are pumping again, the thump thump thump forcing me onwards. I race as quick as my body takes me, in search of this agonisingly sweet sound. Wait, can a sound be sweet? It's what's at the end of this sound that is sweet, this much I know. Sweet and nourishing and filling. I speed faster towards it, and without warning, my body comes to a halt at the head of a clearing. The thump thump thump sound is so near, now. The heartbeat. Blood pumping through living veins and arteries, rushing through the body in its wild race of giving life.

I spot the owner of that heartbeat, it's a fucking elk. 

A. Fucking. Elk.

How can I hear an elk's heartbeat at such distance? And why does my mouth water even more at the sight of it, the thought of its blood?

What the fuck is happening to me?

I lose control. I completely lose any hold I managed to have over myself. My brain is kicked shut by some form of primordial survival instinct I never even knew I had. The pain to my stomach flares in an impossible way, my fingers reach up to my mouth and touch sensitive bleeding gums, there are teeth coming out of them. Not teeth, I realise, as they propel forward into my mouth, these are fangs. Thick, sharp, long, strong fangs.

What the fuck is happening to me?

A hidden part of my brain glares in fear, terror trying to take over whatever force has grabbed hold of my head. But it's pushed back and silenced, as I find my body moving silently against wind, approaching the distracted elk. I pounce, and it's too quick for me to even realise what's happening. My hands wrap around its head, my teeth – no, fangs; these are fangs – sink into the fur, the thick skin, rip the flesh apart, open up a wound from which a spurt of warm, red blood squishes out and into my mouth. I fasten on it; the elk terrified into a frenzy, trying to dislodge me. It starts to run with me fastened to it, but desists after a few paces. It knows the score, I think, that death has come for it, that its eternal night is here.

I am the night, I suddenly realise; for this elk, I am the night.

My body knows what to do, even if my brain fails to believe what's going on. Mouth wide open, I suck the blood, drink full of it, gorge on the thick liquid that seeps out of this beast into another beast, I am the beast. My stomach quietens, no more pain, no more cramps, only a sense of fulfilment that spreads warmth and comfort through all my body. This is good, this is nourishing, this is food. This is my food, now, I seem to understand, and nothing else will do, nothing will fill me as completely as this.

Blood.

––––––––
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I'M BACK WHERE I STARTED this morning, and half the day has already passed me by. I can't remember much of it after the elk. I killed it, drank my fill in blood, all its blood. I'm disgusted with myself, the beast was innocent, and I'm a killer. I'm the beast. 

I sit where I woke up, my backpack is still here, this is deep into the woods, few people venture this far except for kids looking for a hide-out, I think. But I was the one kid who always needed a hide-out, from the other kids, from the man who raised me, a hide-out where Siggi and I could meet in secret and indulge. I miss her. The image of her fills my mind, icy blue eyes, fair skin, the blonde-white hair. That smile, lopsided and mischievous, and the glare of her pupils when she looked at me, as if she couldn't get enough, hungered for my touch, my attention, my love. She was always hungered for me, despite her shame, and now I hunger for her. I wonder what her blood would taste like, and my crotch wakes up at the thought of biting into the naked skin of her inner thigh, tasting the red ooze while I make her come. But Siggi betrayed me, didn't she?

Another burst of images runs across my head, and I suddenly remember it all.

The kids at school accused me of raping Siggi. 

Raping. 

Said she'd told them what I did, forcing myself upon her. 

Forcing. 

She wanted it as much as I. Lied to the others, ashamed of having given in to what was forbidden.

Me. 

I was forbidden because the other kids disliked me, despised me, and Siggi wanted to be popular, wanted to be liked. She also wanted to be loved, and I was the one she set her sights on. But when push came to shove, the girl wasn't strong enough to hold on to the stigma of being pointed the freak's girlfriend. Fucking cunt that she is. She lied and said I forced her to do all those things. Set them on me. Then texted me to meet her here, when I was already sick with worry for her, only wanting to make sure she was all right and they hadn't hurt her. Why did I have to love her so much? She set a trap for me and I came willingly into it. I came here to the woods to meet her and ended up running for my life.

Yes, I remember it all. The other kids, the ones who've bullied me from the start, they were all here, waiting for me. I ran, but they chased me through the woods. At some point, I slipped on a root, fell face down to the mossy earth. They came at me, picked me up. I was held down while they took turns punching and kicking the hell out of me. Then he came, that wanker Ole Larsen, the kid who's had his sights on Siggi all along. It must have been hard, realising it was me she preferred over him. Makes me laugh even though there's nothing funny to it. She needed me, and it was me she wanted, but in the end, her loyalty was to that fucker. Not me. Never me. Like the man who raised me said, no one could ever come to love me. I don't know where I had my head, to believe this goddess of a girl could have felt anything for me other than lust. Of course she sold me out to those wankers, she never did love me, no matter what she said.

I wonder why she called me. Why was there a missed call from her, was she checking on me? Or setting another trap? Did they want to make sure I was dead?

Because they came to kill me. Ole Larsen took my pocket knife and stabbed me with it. He stabbed me with it. Not just once, mind. He did all he could to make sure I died. The others were scared; it was suddenly all too real for them, I think, so they let go of me. But the harm had been done already, and they're as much to blame as good old Ole, as Siggi herself. Fucking cunt. A sudden red rage wipes coherence from my mind, all I can think of is ripping her throat as I did the elk's. Let her blood ooze onto the ground as mine did. Let her life seep as mine did. Let her die as they left me to die, out here in the woods, bleeding myself dry, alone and terrified. For I remember being scared, I remember being lost, knowing I was dying out here alone, with no one to hold my hand and keep me company as night came to claim me. Only I didn't die. I'm still here, aren't I?

Because I am the night.

Because somehow I am the freak they always said I was. Somehow, those kids sensed the oddness in me long before I even knew. He did too, that's why he could never bear my presence. She did as well, my adoptive parents felt it, but they're simple people, couldn't know what it was. All they knew was that something about me stopped them from bonding, from loving me. The same thing that stopped Siggi from feeling for me what I feel for her. The same thing that wouldn't let me die. A beast lives inside me, always has, one that rose up from the darkness the moment I lost my life. One that wouldn't let me die, because it had been waiting all these years to live. One that even now wants to take hold of me and use my body for its life.

Only I'm that beast. I know what I am, how could I not? The fact this is real still eludes me, it can't be, surely I must be going mad. The stabbing didn't kill me, but it cost me my sanity. How can I even think to name myself such as the thing of legends, of lore, of what mankind invented? Surely I'm crazy, and didn't even drink the blood of that elk, I imagined the whole thing. My hand comes up to my lips, wipes them clean, smearing blood all over my face. Blood, yes. I did attack the elk and drank its blood. How can I doubt what I've become, what I must have always been? How can I fail to name myself this new thing, and accept I no longer belong in the world of men, if ever I did? There's no going back, now. I am what I am. The woods must be my home from now on, in here I must stay, hidden from people lest I endanger them. I don't want to kill anyone. 

Fuck, I don't even want to kill the animals as I did that elk. There must be a way. There must be a way to control the hunger, the intake of blood. There must be a way to live safely with this, and to accept what I now know I am.

A vampire.
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DECEMBER 2009

How long was it, that I died? I've lost count of days, weeks merged into other weeks, months into months. Seasons have changed, Spring to Summer to Autumn. I don't know where I've been all this time, my feet took me up north through the woods, shunning towns and villages and cities. I wanted to avoid the killings; I swear I did. But the hunger is too much, and it speaks too loud, and when my teeth sink into the vein, I can't control what happens. Animals died, plenty of them. 

Then, a breakthrough. 

One day, as I fastened on a reindeer, took only enough to sustain me. And the next day too, and the next. Suddenly, it was easy to stop drinking, despite the call of the pumping blood, despite the throbbing of the vein. I bit, I took – just enough to keep me going – I set them free and left. My mind cleared, as well, I could think once more, remember who I was, what happened, how it all happened. And Siggi's eyes, I remembered her ice-cold blue eyes and how much I longed to feel them upon me again.

I had to come back. Although aware of the risk, I needed to see her again. So I hiked back to my neck of the woods, literally, and hid in the forest for days, too cowardly to make it to the village, too cowardly to come for her. Sitting in the snow, back resting against a tree, I lost myself in dreams of her, memories of our love. The way she danced on an empty dance-floor, like no one was watching, hips swaying to the sound of music, hair falling down her back in a sleek curtain of silk, lips parted begging for me to ravage her mouth. Her soft, warm skin naked under my fingers, as I ran them through her body, her navel, the blond mound of her womanhood, the curve of her full breast. How she clung to me, legs wrapped around my waist, swaying to the rhythm I imposed, until we were both far too spent to go on. Her voice echoing in these woods, as she shouted how much she loved me, time and again, that raspy voice of hers.

'Jeg elsker deg, Marcus, jeg elsker deg,' she'd shout, and I believed her, and loved her more for it. I'd have given my life for Siggi, and because I love her, I must see her again. Even if for the last time. Truth is, I don't know what to do with my life. I don't know where to go from here, how to live. Am I to be confined to the woods, the wild, am I no more than an animal, a beast? Am I to shun all human contact? Or am I to take this new life I've been given, even if I don't understand it, even if I don't know why I have it? Who were my parents that made me thus? I had to return, not only for Siggi, I had to return and see what the people who raised me know. Find out where my roots lay, where I came from, who I came from. I fear I'm going crazy, after all. In the midst of my constant thoughts of Sigrid, I find myself hungered for vengeance, this body I inhabit demanding revenge for what was done to it, for how it was abused and beaten and hurt. 

Revenge.

It sounds so sweet and calming in my mouth. Like a swill of vodka, the one Siggi and I used to drink here in these woods, before we fell down naked and made love. My entire being begs for it: a drink, revenge, her body under mine, her body swallowing mine. I must see her again.

When night falls and my resolve demands I take action, my legs propel me forward, to the village. I walk these streets as if I'd never left; I know them all too well. Years and years of running around through the maze that makes for this place, so I could find the best escape routes from the kids who tormented and beat me, have assured I know the lay of this land as well as I know the cravings of my hunger. Which has fallen to beg for something other than elk blood. I know what it wants, this yearning inside me. I know who it wants it from. So I come to stand beneath her window, and my ears, that are now so sharp and attuned to every little sound, catch the soft murmurs of her breathing, only to fill my mind with memories of Sigrid asleep in my arms. 

How I loved this girl! Why has she turned on me, how can you turn against those that love you the most and do anything for you? She never deserved me, the fucking cunt.

I hate her.

But I stand underneath her window, listening to her breathing, sleeping, dreaming away. Some nights she can't sleep, or won't, and the sounds I catch are of a different kind, her breathing no longer paused, mounting at the rhythm of her increasing pleasure, until she finally explodes by her own hands. I long to be the one making her come like that; I long to go down on her as I used to, find her shaking and trembling like a fragile flower in my arms again. I long to be the one, but understand I never will again.

Because now it falls down to him, that bastard Ole Larsen, the boy who killed me. What amazes me the most is the lack of worry or compassion these two seem to carry. How can neither be haunted by at least some amount of worry that what they did comes out? How can they not fear someday, someone will find my rotting corpse and the cause of my death? They don't know what I am, don't know my body's no longer there. How can they make love and sleep at night and never shed a thought towards me, the boy they killed? How can they exist and not be ripped apart by guilt over what they did? They took a life, that's no easy feat. Ole must be a psychopath, surely, if he can go about his days so collected after having murdered someone. He's a psychopath and must be stopped. He must also be stopped from ever touching her again, she was never his. Siggi's body is too pure to be lavished by one as tainted as he. I won't allow for it. I won't allow for them to go on with their lives so free, when they've condemned me to live in hiding, stuck to the shadows, shunning my humanity.

A plan starts forming in my head, and I wonder if I'm not losing it completely. I decide to let go, after hour upon hour plotting my murderers' demise. To clear my head, I direct my steps towards the nearest bar, where I can drink alone and ponder on the route my actions shall take me on. Turns out, this was a bad idea. The moment I enter the place, reeking of old beer and vomit, piss and alcohol, I sense him. I actually feel him, like a slimy hand reaching out for me. I recognise the touch, the mental print, as if it were physical. My eyes search the place, I push the hoodie over my head, the last thing I want is to be seen, recognised. Then I make my way to the counter, where he sits with a few of his cronies, drinking and chatting away. I sit to his right, his back turned to me, and I listen to their conversation, while the bartender serves me a vodka I down in one gulp.
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