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“Knowing your own darkness is the best method for dealing with the darkness’s of other people.”

                                                                Carl Gustav Jung

PREFACE

How she got herself dressed this morning, she’ll never know. Somehow, though, she took a shower and put on pajamas. She slept in her clothes last night (Too much to drinking does that to you) Curled up on the bed, book on her night table, “Greek Mythology” to aid on her lack of sleep and next to it, her journal. Little black book that held her inner and darkest thoughts. You see, Norah is not like your average girl next door, inside of that innocent and somehow childlike face lays a morbid mind. 
She needs to get herself together. Tears meeting under her chin and being absorbed by the cloth of her thermal. Depression is no joke. Closing her eyes and taking deep breaths takes her to a time when she was young. Her grandfather used to say: ‘you have to be strong, and never underestimate you power to endure your obstacles. Even if it means to fight your aggressors with words of kindness’.
She smiles as another tear runs down her cheeks. Pouring herself another drink she mutters. ‘How can you fight, when your only aggressor is yourself?’.  

Two empty bottles on the floor, now she is curled up under her blanket and soon becomes a prisoner of her dreams. 
What A Morning

She woke up.  The day was already off to a bad start.  Norah reached over to slap the snooze button while burying her face on the pillow.  Holding herself up on both elbows, head in hands, she felt the pulse of her pounding head.  Eyes shut, her mind started racing. She was hit with the reality of the day ahead.  The pounding turned into circling. Welcoming guests, typing the same reservations for hotel stays, dealing with drunken customers at night that would check in for a few hours of cheap sex, dodging calls from her mom, money-hungry insurance companies, and her pathetic ex. She was now asleep again, her mind wrestling with a boring nightmare involving her life’s adversary: repetition.  Even while asleep, she found the strength to despise it.  
Seven minutes later, the sound of her alarm derailed her concentration.
“Fuck!”  She said under a sigh of readiness. 

Norah pulled the covers off, and tried to ignore the rush of cold air that enveloped her body.  She stood up and felt her head floating five feet and ten inches above the ground.  She was hung-over. 
Steadily walking over to the window, she opened the shades and took a moment to look, as she did most mornings.  Something about looking out the window always made her feel a little better.  
It was a rainy morning, but it looked so serene. While a couple cars rolled by floating harmlessly through the scene.
She jumped in the shower, and 10 minutes passed, she was ready. Barely having enough time for her commute, she grabbed two cereal bars and headed out.

It was an easy 5 minute walk to the building, and while chewing on her cereal bar, she spotted

Someone lying on the floor. He looked like a beggar and she had no patience or sympathy for those. But people were staring, and to not look like a jerk she slowed her paste just to pretend she was concerned.


The man was panting rapidly and lying on the pavement. 'Are you…okay?' She asked him.  Hesitating to get any closer, looking at him with disgust. 

He rolled his eyes and pulled his black trench coat tighter around him. As he did this, he exposed a large bruise on his neck. She would have assumed it was just a love bite, except it started gushing with blood. There was a deep scratch on top of the bruise, and blood was flowing freely out, mixing with the growing rain until it became a pale little river. 

She found a tissue in her bag and gave it to him.
'Oh, thanks. It'll stop soon anyway,' the man replied, quietly. He pulled up the collar on his coat so the wound was no longer visible. 

'Were you in a fight?' She asked.
He looked away, giving the impression he did not wish to talk about it.


She didn't want to pry into the matter but how could she help it? The man was shaking and she was now genuinely concerned. That’s a first. 

The stranger's face expression was a bit frightening. He looked up at her. She gasped.

'Sorry to have scared you, I used to be good-looking once'.

 He said, in his bizarrely soft voice, as if he was talking to someone who had broken his heart. 

Norah asked once more if he was ok.

-‘ Everything is not OK. I can feel it, in the quiet part of the day while reflecting my thoughts inward. I feel the currents stirring; some unforeseen tragedy is about to unfold. Whatever it is, it's going to be HUGE, the Dark Ones are coming…RUN, RUN WHILE YOU STILL CAN! AHHHHHHHH!!!!’.
She was a gasped, and quickly ran to stay away, as his screech was loud, and his eyes threatening.

She reached her work place and while breathing heavily and hands on her knees…

‘Good morning miss’ Said Marcus, the building’s security guard. ‘What a morning, eh?’

She nods with a shy smile and makes her way in. As she rides the elevator she sighs…

This is going to be a long day.
Death
Norah had just been dropped off on her door step. What has happened? A train of thought sped through her head as the cold breeze of the night made the concrete stairs painful to touch.  Smiles, noise, a toast, laughter, flashing lights, nameless faces, windshields and traffic signs, followed by a late night drive-thru, a handsome yet mysterious man offers her a drink, an apartment, wine glasses, and a kiss to her neck, or a bite? She’s not sure; all these thoughts flew by her imagination, piercing her consciousness like an injection of memories.
She can barely let herself into the apartment. At least the key worked and she had some control over her environment, or did she? Was she imagining things? Norah felt weak, and in pain, her whole body was aching, and for some reason she felt like summing up her life on the spot. While sitting down on the steps, memories reach the surface, memories linked to each other by smell, taste, bodily feeling. The memories born forth from her brain patterned themselves in then the most relevant theme.

She had seen a lot, traveled a lot, experienced too much for one woman to do so young. Disappointment generally ran the game here, everything she hadn’t managed to do properly, the wasted time. Loss of childhood too quickly, missed opportunities as she had not the experience to pick the choices that would eventually prevent what was now the culmination of her life.

For a while there she lost grip of reality, didn’t know what had happened, in and out of light and dark, unsure if what she saw around her was real. Couldn’t quite focus on them, but objects were moving around her, whispering away. Feeling powerless to even move or ask for help. 
She made it inside, and fell on the couch. Flickering her eyes, hoping to focus; she tries to get up, her hands seem to fail as they tremble.

 ‘Why am I in so much pain? I feel like I’m dying’

Unable to move a muscle, she just stared up at the ceiling and decided to close her eyes, 

Having not a single clue of what was going on, yet giving up, feeling like there was nothing

To live for, sinking into the darkness and dying right there and then.

Awaken

‘These walls cry to me and wake me from my slumber. Walls of insubstantial 

Darkness. I look around myself and drink the sable ocean with my eyes. Nothingness that could be anything my dark fantasies crave. My dark fantasies?’
The sound of a passing truck had awoken her from her dream. She stretched her body and sit up. Her dark and fear fueling perverse fantasies ring her brain as she’s thinking in desperation, in desperate soulful metaphysical hunger. In her mind, her terrible fantastical mind: Malformed things with malicious fangs asymmetrical forms that wrack her perceiving into pain. Her perceiving thoughts, poor, wretched, hapless thoughts are focused, and don’t seem to fade.

Norah quickly slapped herself ‘What? Snap put of it! Is this a dream?’

-Now I remember. Before I had slept I had written in my journal an evil text. For enjoyment I say, for my own passing of time. Truly and deeply I thought such things should not be expressed. My story was more a memoir of a certain demon that had come to me invisible night, had come to me to whisper devilry in my ear. All my conscience I set in chains somewhere deep inside of me, leaving me free to write these words that make the demon real. I had only listened because I wanted to enjoy it. The expression I had not taken seriously, my words of how and why this demon was made; more fantasy than anything. My dark fantasy, its now a darker reality. 
Now fearful breaths are difficult in her chest. This hunger is taking over her. She gets

up and make her way to the bathroom. Takes a moment to breathe and place her trembling hands on the sink for support. She feels her face tracing the outline with two of her fingers. This wasn't her face. This clearly felt like someone else's. But how? It was a something. I that wasn't human, it couldn’t be. She looked awful, like she was locked in a dungeon and was forced to starve for 3 months.

She stands still, looking in the mirror. Her mind is not clear as to what she sees
Looking back at her. Dark eyes beneath a dark blue disguise, lips pale and seemingly unable to ever smile back. 
“Who are you?!?” She croaks into the darkness like a dying bird distressed. And

hears no reply. It is just her, and what she has become. She crawls back up to take one more

look at herself. It is there she sees, truly, horribly, this form, this miserable blasphemy to sight is worse in reality than her mind’s rendering. 

Again the sound, the same one that had awoken her was coming from her, from her stomach’s

Growling was a twisted sound, and a pain that shook her violently.

Norah made her way to the kitchen, searching frantically for something to eat. Looks over to the sink, and sees a piece of steak she left defrosting before she went out last night.

Blood drips from the thick, raw slice of meat. She starts salivating as the growling gets louder.

‘Smells so…delicious’ She would have never wanted to see blood before. But now, stares at it,

Wanting to lick it right off it…
What am I doing?!? Am I a…

She gasps and screams…

A dark one!!!
Hunt, Prey, Kill

The dark ones were crafty mysterious ones, who stole silently through the homes as the people retired for the night. Norah had become one of them. Her will no longer controlled

By her, her impulse, hunger, pushing her to get out and feed.

She slowly closed her eyes, in pain she can no longer think clearly, she shakes her head and

Snaps. A slight grin and she’s out through the door. 

 And as she desperately searched the town for something to eat, she couldn’t help but notice a homeless child asleep under a bridge. She carefully watched as the young one yawned and stretched out. Swiftly but silently, the dark shape her body became, moved closer to him sliding right by him at incredible speed.

The boy stirred a bit, and she observed him with one of the most loathsome of stares.


A complete and thorough sweep of the premises was accomplished as the child rested upon the flat cardboard box on the floor, oblivious to the dark doing about him. Finally Norah

gave in to the hunger, opening her mouth wide, as she salivated and sharp fangs came out.

 The boy woke up and looked straight at her, he was so frighten that not a sound could be uttered. By instinct, her hands were quickly placed on his cheek, violently turned his head to the side and began to feed.

 As she lays the body back on the floor, Norah lifted her head and looked at the dark sky with a satisfying look and a smirk on her bloody mouth. A cold breeze whistled in.

 Funny, how after the change her body was not the same. The only temperature her body registered, what that of the warm blood of of that poor child, coiling through her veins and renewing her strengths like the best drug you could ever take. Wonderful, feeling new, indestructible even….She wanted more.

 Norah tried to enter a home, but was unable to, vampires cannot enter

A home unless they are invited in. There, on a corner, a drunken man attempting to open his house’s door. She passionately devoured him, as if her new and whole so-called existence depended on it.

A woman opened the door, she had heard a noise and made her way out, and immediately screamed upon her demonic presence. It was his wife, and her scream alerted her

children and they begged in their squeaky little voices, imploring her to go away and leave them alone.

 Yes, that look on their faces, she knew them well, it’s the look of fear. Screams followed.

Her face victorious.

· No please, Take me…not them. I’m begging! 
The pleading voices play on repeat, while she loses control. She reacts to a group of mysterious shapes behind her as they chant… Darkness is rising!
To be continued…..

