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SENSITIVE CONTENT WARNING

This book contains sensitive themes including: traumatic experiences, mental health disorders, psychiatric institutionalization, suicidal ideation, and disturbing supernatural content. Discretion is advised. This is a work of fiction.
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CHAPTER 1: NIGHTMARE OR REALITY?
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Taking a human life isn't easy—especially your own. I'm not a killer, not a liar, not a deceiver. I only made one small mistake: leaving my home in the early hours of the morning.

I'm a normal girl. Or well, I was. I'm twenty-two years old. I study and work to live independently from my parents, in a small apartment that feels like a palace to me.

It all started on a normal day eight months ago. It was quite late, already three in the morning. I was hungry. I'd stayed up binge-watching my favorite series. I don't have a boyfriend, and watching TV is my favorite distraction. As usual, my stomach was empty and there was nothing in the fridge.

The solution was right outside my building: a small fast-food place with delicious, cheap food. I know it wasn't a good hour to go out, but fortunately I lived in a "safe" area of the city. Or so I thought.

Back then, I didn't believe in superstitions. I couldn't understand how in such a cosmopolitan, modern city, people could give importance to tales about creatures from hell that emerge in the middle of the night to feed on the living. We were living at the start of the second Christian millennium, and people were saying the world would end. But for me, the world only ended for those who died. Scientifically, I knew it would take billions of years before this planet ceased to exist. The rest were just theories.

So I just grabbed my apartment keys and left the building. Passing by the front desk, I told the doorman I'd be back soon. I only had to walk through the green area. It was a bit dark, but it wasn't dangerous because there was no entry for people outside of residents and owners, plus it was monitored by closed-circuit television.

I was walking alone in the darkness. Instinct put me on alert, so I quickened my pace. When I was visualizing the end of the path and imagining a delicious hamburger, hot dogs, pizza, maybe...

I don't know how something yanked me into the bushes—some supernatural force that knocked me off balance.

I thought it was a mugger, but I was so wrong.

I couldn't see anyone, but something had me pinned to the ground. I wanted to scream so badly, but my throat wouldn't respond. I only felt whispered thoughts from another person in my mind. They said: "I also want a child from a virgin."

And it laughed mockingly. Terror invaded me. I could only breathe anxiously.

When I felt my clothes ripped off in one pull, I almost died of fear. When my underwear was removed slowly and I felt the panting breath of someone or something on my neck as they spread my bare legs, and I felt for the first time something penetrating my sex, it was very painful, but I couldn't do anything to stop it.

Then I felt how the pain transformed into immense pleasure. I gave in to the invader's intentions and I confess that I enjoyed it.

Until a heat invaded me and my legs trembled. It was so overwhelming, but at the same time it made me want to scream. That thing was tearing my insides apart like some kind of acid. My muffled screams and the sensation that I would soon die... I couldn't find the prayers in my mind to ask for forgiveness. I couldn't find the concept of God in my mind. It was so intense that I lost consciousness.

I don't know what became of me, and when I woke up I was in my bed, agitated. Everything was normal, or at least it seemed that way.

"It was a strange nightmare," I thought.

I got up to go to the bathroom and I was sore, tired, like I had no energy. Everything was very strange. I was thinking about that weird dream as I entered the bathroom and sat down to take care of my morning needs before showering.

I was showering like a zombie when I became somewhat aware: blood was running from my sex.

"My period must've come," I thought. I was lying to myself, blaming my irregular period.

Well, the days after my "nightmare" passed and I suddenly felt nausea, disgust, vomiting, and an aversion to the male sex that almost caused me problems at work. They noticed I was aggressive. I really didn't know what was happening to me.

Two months passed. Since I felt worse and worse, I decided to go to the doctor. I told him my symptoms. He looked at me somewhat mischievously from the corner of his eye. He ordered a blood test and referred me to a gynecologist. I asked that it be a woman who examined me.

When I had the tests done and also the examination, everything came back fine, very normal. I returned home a bit calmer, but far from improving, I got worse.

I felt something moving in my insides and I ate the most outrageous combinations to satisfy a desire that seemed innate.
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