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	Foreword 

	 

	This volume begins with a vibration. Not loud, not spectacular, just a small phone display in the year 2002, a new message, a “kiss” made of only a few characters that shifts an entire life.

	In my earlier volumes, I was always searching: for demons in hell, for distraction, for validation, for anything that might fill the emptiness inside me. In Miami, I felt for the first time what love can be like when it rolls over you like a wave and carries everything away. But with Elias, something else begins. Something deeper. Longer-lasting. More vulnerable.

	Volume 7 tells the story of a vampire who, for the first time, soothed the devil inside me. It is a love story that begins over the course of two months like a rush and slowly turns into an everyday life that holds me up and overwhelms me at the same time. It is no longer only about nights in clubs, kisses in the dark, or sex in places where you were only ever meant to pass through. It is about text messages, about sentences like “I love you” and “You are my darling,” about every tiny moment in which I feel: someone sees me. Completely.

	Everything you read in this volume—every message, every timestamp, every small detail—appeared exactly that way on my display or in my diaries. Nothing was invented to make it more dramatic. My heart handles the exaggeration all by itself. I wrote these lines down back then without knowing that one day I would share them with the world. Maybe that is exactly why they are so honest.

	 

	In this volume, Elias is not just “the vampire from Era.” He is the man I loved most deeply at that time in my life. Through him, I learn how beautiful it feels when someone thinks of you every morning, even if he is chronically late getting up. I learn how much a single “Good morning, my darling” in a text can change the whole day. And I learn how brutal it feels when trust starts to crack even though the love is still there.

	Standing between all these messages is John. He is my mirror, my anchor, my quiet chronicler. With him, I talk through every text, every pause between them, every missing word. He asks the questions I so often run from myself: Why do I believe the ex more readily than the man who texts me “I love you” every day? Why do I fight myself so fiercely when I finally have what I searched for over so many years?

	Volume 7 is no fairy tale with a glittering happy ending. It is a record of love from a time when every text message still cost money, when phones had buttons, and when a single “kiss” on a display could be louder than any declaration of love spoken in real life. It is the story of two men falling in love in hell while one of them is far too often fighting his own shadows.

	In these chapters, you will find a great deal of closeness: nights in a narrow bed, conversations at two in the morning, shared plans for vacations, rings, and a “we” that feels bigger than anything that came before. But you will also see the cracks: jealousy, old wounds, mistrust that does not come from the present, but from a life that came before it.

	 

	 

	 

	I am writing these lines many years later, with different eyes. Back then, I was in the middle of it. Today, from the outside, I can see it clearly: Elias was my great love. Not perfect, not easy, but real. In every text, every scene, every argument, every reconciliation, there is a young man experiencing for the first time what it means to be seen unconditionally, while at the same time being terrified of losing exactly that.

	If you read this book, you are allowed to smile when I once again react with far too much drama to a short message. You are allowed to tremble with me when I stare at my display in the evening, afraid he will not text again. You are allowed to cry with me when words are missing even though the love is there. And perhaps, in all of it, you may recognize a piece of your own first great love.

	This volume is my heart in the form of text messages. A glowing display in a dark hell. A reminder that a “we” can sometimes be the greatest revolution in a devil’s life.

	Welcome to Volume 7 of Shadow of My Soul.

	Welcome to Elias and me.
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Chapter 1. Vampire Texts and Heart Whispers

	 

	I am sitting on my sectional sofa after my shift at Barflow. It is August 22, 2002, 9:34 p.m., and through the open window, hell outside sounds like nothing more than a distant murmur.

	As always, John has claimed his usual place beside me, a glass of sparkling wine in his hand, the ashtray between us. The television is on with the sound muted, some meaningless program doing nothing except throwing light into the room.

	Elias is not here, and yet it feels as if he is sitting with us on the edge of the sofa anyway, somewhere between my phone, my thoughts, and my heartbeat.

	“So,” John says, studying me, “you told me you had something to tell me, something that changed your heart. And you look like you had a romance novel for breakfast.”

	I let out a soft snort and run my finger over the display of my phone lying on the coffee table. “It wasn’t breakfast,” I say. “More like a birthday party, a destroyed bathroom, and a vampire who texts more persistently than every demon in my contacts combined.”

	John leans back, lifts his eyebrows slightly, and takes a sip of sparkling wine. “Start at the beginning.”

	I take a deep breath. “You still remember how it all started with Elias,” I begin. “Not in the bathroom. Much earlier. A year and a half ago, when he first showed up in our hell. Painted, perfumed, with tons of makeup on his face and always glued to Tom’s side.

	“I thought he was unbearable. Too loud, too over the top, too much drama crammed into one body. And every time I walked down Kettengasse, there was Tom somewhere with Elias attached to his lips. I could have exploded every single time.”

	“You often did explode,” John remarks dryly.

	I grin for a second. “At least on the inside. I kept telling myself it annoyed me because Tom was making out with him right there in the street. Tom, with whom I’ve had this strange kind of us for years, the kind nobody can quite explain, where friendship ends and the heart begins. And then there was this vampire, in eyeliner, lipstick, and a face that practically screamed, Hello, I’m part of the show.”

	John tilts his head and looks at me closely. “Did it ever occur to you that maybe you were jealous of the wrong person?”

	“What do you mean?”

	He brushes an imaginary crumb from the sofa fabric, as if arranging his thoughts. “Maybe you weren’t just jealous because Elias was kissing Tom. Maybe part of you was jealous of Tom because you would have liked to be the one kissing Elias.”

	The sentence hangs there for a moment, as if someone has held the air still. I feel my stomach attempting a small somersault while my head protests and my heart is not nearly as certain.

	I stare at my phone for a second. “I don’t know,” I say quietly. “Maybe. Back then I would have told you that was ridiculous.

	 

	 

	“But then there was Stefan’s birthday. The bathroom. The night half of Cologne heard me moaning, and the bathroom décor apparently decided to throw itself off the shelves. And after that Elias wasn’t just the vampire on Tom’s lips anymore. Suddenly he was the one who knew my neck and could find every weak spot in me without asking twice.”

	John nods, as if he has been waiting for exactly that. “And now you’re sitting here looking at your phone as if it’s a heart monitor.”

	I slide the phone into the middle of the coffee table. The display lights up, the green background bathing the little thing in that familiar glow. “I gave him my number,” I say. “On a beer coaster, in Barflow, three hours ago. And since this evening, he’s been going for it.”

	“He texted you?”

	I laugh softly because the question sounds so careful. “Six times. Since my shift ended.”

	John’s eyebrows shoot up at once. “Six?”

	“Do you want to hear them?”

	“That’s exactly why I’m here.”

	I take the phone in my hand, flip it open, and scroll to the messages. The sight of the list alone is enough to make me smile. “His first one came right after his shift,” I say, and read aloud:

	22.08.02, 6:14 p.m. …hope I wasn’t too pushy just now, well I have the number now and if you still have a free memory slot… love, Elias

	 

	John lets out a laugh. “He starts humbly. Very gently: Was I too pushy, by the way I have your number now.”

	“Just wait,” I mutter, scrolling. “He was only warming up. The next one came not much later.” I read the next one without hesitation:

	22.08.02, 8:02 p.m. well then, if I ask very nicely now and promise to send only sweet messages…

	 

	John laughs. “He’s already negotiating. Only sweet messages. No spam, no drama, just hearts in the subtext.”

	“There is no such thing as Elias without drama,” I say with a grin. “But he’s trying to package it nicely.”

	I tap further. “Then, eight minutes later, probably because he couldn’t keep his fingers off the phone:”

	22.08.02, 8:11 p.m. !Kiss! …and not maybe!

	 

	“That sounds like him,” says John. “Not many words, just a lot of exclamation marks.”

	“And a lot of kiss,” I add. “Then comes his work schedule, fully delivered in SMS format.” I hold the phone so John can see the text, but I read it aloud anyway, because it feels good having the words in the room:

	22.08.02, 8:38 p.m. Mon. Tom birthday, Tue off, Wed till 6 p.m., Thu from 6 p.m., Fri till 6 p.m., Sat and Sun till 2 a.m. so then, we can/could be happy to see each other…

	 

	John raises his eyebrows and gives a soft whistle. “He’s laying out his whole week for you. That reads like: Here’s my life, take your pick, I’ll work around you.”

	“Yes,” I say. “And you know how rarely anyone works around me. Usually I’m the one trying to somehow fit shifts, demons, and hangovers into the same life.”

	I scroll on. “He still wasn’t finished,” I say, and read:

	22.08.02, 8:49 p.m. …the breakfast thing is completely serious now and no joke… in that sense! By Saturday at the latest you can just come over after your shift…

	 

	John starts laughing, and I can see how much the thought alone delights him. “Breakfast,” he says. “With Elias. That’s not a joke, that’s an invitation into another time zone. He doesn’t just want you in the bathroom, he wants you on a plate the next morning too. Pretty bold.”

	I can feel myself going soft inside at the word breakfast. Breakfast with a vampire who normally only exists in night light. There is something about that.

	“And then,” I say, “came the last one for today. His holiday special, basically.” I read the final message slowly, because the first time I saw it, it left me briefly speechless:

	22.08.02, 9:12 p.m. …so only two more sleeps, almost like christmas, oh and one more thing, I never claimed not to find you likable… love

	John leans back, takes the phone from my hand for a second, reads the lines once more, then places it carefully back on the table.

	“That doesn’t sound like someone who just wants a bit of attention,” he says. “You’ve had plenty of messages. Some wanted sex, some wanted validation, some just didn’t want to be alone. These sound like anticipation, planning, and one giant kiss that is basically already on its way to your door.”

	I let my head sink back against the sofa. “It scares me,” I admit. “Pie was far away. So far away that I sat on a plane already knowing I was flying back into my hell and he was staying there, in his Miami, between the sea and Score. That sadness felt safe, because it was clear from the beginning that it would end. With Elias it’s different. Tomorrow he’ll be standing across Kettengasse again, with his makeup and that smile. He is right here. In my actual life.”

	“And he’s texting you as if he already misses you the second his shift ends,” John adds.

	“Yes.” I sigh. “Six messages in one evening. Every time my phone vibrates, I find myself hoping his name is the one on the display. And at the same time, I keep asking myself whether I’m ready for something that doesn’t exist between two continents, but between two bars.”

	John smiles that small, knowing smile he always gets when I am stuck in emotional chaos. “Do you know what I hear when you talk like this?”

	“Probably something wise,” I mutter.

	“I hear someone who hasn’t been sure since Miami whether his heart even wants closeness anymore. And now you’re sitting here reading vampire texts out loud and glowing in between, even while pretending you’re just annoyed.”

	I want to object, but at that exact moment the display lights up, as if the universe has decided to prove John right. A new message. Sender: Elias.

	I look at the phone as if it is a small time bomb filled with heart-shaped confetti. John laughs.

	22.08.02, 9:46 p.m. first of all thanks for the flowers and second I’d have to lie if I said I could cook well, but I’m all the more willing to experiment and quick to learn.

	And shortly after that, another one follows.

	22.08.02, 9:55 p.m. …was that actually an invitation to dinner just now? although we’d probably end up cooking together, more fun anyway and I’d already know when…

	 

	I take the phone in my hand, breathe out, and feel my heart jump.

	Maybe John was right.

	Maybe I wasn’t only jealous of the kisses Elias gave Tom.

	Maybe something had been there much longer already, something inside me that needed exactly these messages before it dared to finally speak out loud.

	And as I open the new text, I know this story began with a beer coaster and is continuing now in heart-whispers appearing in small green letters on a tiny display.

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 2. Vampire Texts and Doubt in a Glass of Sparkling Wine

	 

	John is with me again, as he is on so many evenings, as if this were our little marriage without the paperwork. We are sitting on my sectional sofa, hell humming dully behind the windows, and if someone looked at us like this, they might think we were the perfect couple: glasses of sparkling wine in our hands, an ashtray on the table, my phone between us like a third roommate.

	“So?” he asks, looking at me with that gaze of his that cuts straight through every excuse. “Has he texted yet?”

	I pull my legs up under me, take the phone in my hand, and cannot help grinning. “Of course,” I say. “Three more texts came in last night before we went to sleep.”

	I flip the phone open, the green light comes on, and I read aloud:

	22.08.02 10:11 p.m. that’s exactly the day I meant! But all the same Monday breakfast is a done deal too have a nice evening still and you did save my no. after all

	 

	John raises his eyebrows. “Monday breakfast,” he repeats. “The vampire is already thinking in terms of breakfast. That’s next level.”

	I laugh softly. “That wasn’t all.”

	 

	I scroll further and show him the next line on the display.

	22.08.02 10:16 p.m. Kiss

	 

	“That was a whole message,” I say, “just to send a kiss. No sentence, no explanation, just that one word.”

	John takes a sip of sparkling wine, looks at the display, then back at me. “You do realize every text costs money,” he says. “That’s not some accidental hit-send moment. He is spending money on one word.”

	“That is exactly what I thought too,” I murmur. “If someone texts only ‘Kiss,’ he is paying for four letters. That says something about what I am worth to him. He could have waited until tomorrow. He didn’t.”

	I tap further until the next message appears. “And this was his tenth one overall,” I say, and read aloud:

	22.08.02 10:38 p.m. …I’m coming to collect that.

	 

	John smiles. “So you sent him a kiss back,” he says. “Otherwise there would be nothing for him to collect.”

	I can feel my cheeks turning warm. “Maybe,” I say, pointedly looking away.

	“You like him more than you admit,” John says. “Otherwise you wouldn’t blush just because he wants to collect a kiss.”

	 

	I pretend to ignore him and open the last message from yesterday. “Of course, no day is complete without a proper ending,” I say, and read:

	22.08.02 10:44 p.m. wish you a good night and sweet dreams! Oh and thanks for your number and I really thought it was nice now! Smack

	 

	I set the phone back down on the table as if it has turned hot and look at John.

	“I don’t know what to make of it,” I admit. “I really do think he’s sweet, that doesn’t take me long to figure out. But I keep wondering whether he already thinks we’re together.”

	John smiles, though his eyes stay serious. “Would that be so terrible?”

	I hesitate. In my head, images rush past: Elias in the bathroom with his eyeliner, Elias at the bar in Era, Elias in my texts talking about breakfast and kisses.

	“I don’t know,” I say at last. “I’ve never had anyone like him. He’s chaotic, loud, painted, but he gives as much as I do. He texts, he shows interest, he makes plans without me having to beg for them. I’m not used to that.”

	John nods slowly.

	“That’s exactly what you need,” he says. “Someone who gives as much as you do. Not someone who sits back and waits for you to wear yourself out. He’s like you, only on the other side of the street. The texts show that. That’s not someone casually scattering his attention in three other directions. That’s focus, and that’s something your life hasn’t seen much of.”

	I lean my head against the back of the sofa and stare at the ceiling.

	“We have to take it slowly,” I say carefully. “If we start running right away, we’ll burn through it in three weeks and end up standing alone on Kettengasse again. Maybe it lasts longer if I don’t go at it full speed from the start.”

	“You’ll manage,” John says. “Miami changed you, I can see it in everything you do. You don’t jump at every opportunity anymore. You look more closely now. That’s new. Maybe it’s time to let someone into this new version of you.”

	His words stay with me.

	Something really is different since Miami. Pie showed me what love feels like when it has no future, only depth. Since then, I know my heart is no longer satisfied with every game. Elias is not a vacation love, not some beach fantasy. He is pure hell: Kettengasse, Era, Barflow, right here where I live.

	“I’m seeing him on Saturday after work,” I say softly. “He sent me his whole schedule so I’d have no excuse. We’ll see what happens.”

	John lifts his glass and gently taps it against mine. “To Saturday,” he says. “To a vampire who sends kisses by text and offers breakfast. If anyone deserves a chance, it’s him.”

	I clink glasses with him, take a sip, and as I set my drink down, my eyes slide automatically back to the phone.

	No new flashing light, no vibration, only the knowledge that somewhere out there is someone who is probably checking his display just as often as I am.

	 

	Maybe love does not always begin with some grand cinematic moment.

	Maybe sometimes it begins with four letters appearing at 10:16 p.m. on a little green screen: Kiss.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 3. A Morning Greeting from the Vampire

	 

	It feels strangely refreshing how much time John and I spend together. Sometimes it seems as if we are an old married couple who never actually make plans and still always end up side by side on the sectional sofa. Today is one of those days again. It is 4:48 p.m. We had coffee this morning, now there is a glass of sparkling wine in front of each of us, and somehow the hour of the day makes that feel completely acceptable.

	John pulls one leg up onto the sofa, leans against the backrest, and studies me. “So,” he asks in that tone of his that already knows the answer, “has he texted?”

	I can feel a smile creeping across my face before I even say anything. That question alone feels warm. I flip open my phone, the green display lights up, and there it is in black against green:

	23.08.02 11:15 a.m. Good morning! Dragging myself out of bed right now and that’s always really hard for me because I still have to go to uni later why are you awake already? Kiss

	 

	I read the message out loud, word for word.

	John laughs. “At that hour he’s dragging himself out of bed and wants to know why you’re already awake. The boy really doesn’t know you yet.”

	 

	I shake my head. “That’s what I thought too. What exactly am I supposed to be doing in bed at 11:15? I’ve already done half the flat by then.” It is that typical Elias charm, half complaining, half flirting, and somehow it still makes me laugh.

	“And he never loses that charm,” I say as I scroll on. “This came five minutes later.”

	I read:

	23.08.02 11:21 a.m. Slut! Don’t you have to work today?

	 

	John raises an eyebrow. “Slut?” he repeats. “The vampire is brave.”

	“I told him I’m on the late shift today,” I explain. “So I need to get something out of the day before hell swallows me whole.”

	“Of course,” John murmurs. “You and your relationship with nightlife.”

	I tap to the next message.

	23.08.02 11:30 a.m. Too bad otherwise we could have turned breakfast into dinner tonight, but then we can just keep looking forward to it! So now I’m off to shower.

	 

	I look up, and John is grinning broadly. “He thinks in concepts,” he says. “Breakfast at night, showering, anticipation. He’s already rearranging his day around you.”

	“To be fair,” I reply, “he really is making an effort. He’s planning when we’ll eat, when we’ll look forward to each other, and he’s keeping me updated on the state of his bathroom schedule.”

	“That sounds very much like I’m letting you be part of my day,” John says.

	“Yes,” I say, “and sometimes waiting for a reply can still feel like forever.”

	John shrugs. “You call nine minutes forever?” he asks calmly. “Then you’re in love.”

	I want to protest, but at that exact moment I read the next line:

	23.08.02 11:35 a.m. then maybe see you later have fun!

	 

	I sigh and smile at the same time. “He always wants the last word,” I say. “Looking at this, he doesn’t stop until he’s put the lid on the conversation himself.”

	“Yes, he does,” John says. “And he gets away with it too. You let him.”

	I pretend not to hear that and keep scrolling through the list. Then John suddenly leans forward a little. “He really thinks about you a lot,” he says. “Looking at your message history. There’s more here.”

	I nod and read aloud:

	23.08.02 2:54 p.m. well aren’t you being nice and busy taking care of your little househusband duties? I’m still at uni and have to listen to total bullshit here… hugs & kisses

	 

	“I told him I’d cooked,” I explain. “Playing the good little househusband for once. Pasta, kitchen, reality.”

	 

	John laughs. “He’s sitting in uni listening to something that annoys him, and you’re in your hell turning on the stove. He checks in from his misery and asks about your pot. If that isn’t domestic intimacy, I don’t know what is.”

	I open the next message:

	23.08.02 3:10 p.m. now you’re making my mouth water… although that just gives me something to really look forward to next week! Have fun and enjoy it.

	 

	I let the phone drop slightly into my lap. “That one almost got to me,” I admit. “He could have just written enjoy your meal. Instead he turns it into anticipation for next week.”

	John takes a sip of sparkling wine, looks at me over the rim of the glass, and tilts his head slightly. “One thing has to be said,” he begins. “I think he’s completely in love with you. Who texts this consistently, this attentively, if it’s only a little game? He pulls you into his morning, into his uni day, into his hunger. He is building you into his everyday life.”

	I can feel something inside me tightening, a warm pull that frightens me at the same time. “Who knows why he was always kissing Tom,” John says. “Maybe he was trying to get closer to you. Maybe you were the one he was really watching all along. Do you know?”

	I stare for a moment at the display, at the timestamps, the numbers, the words flying back and forth between us over the last few hours. “Okay,” I say quietly, “I’ve honestly never thought about it like that.”

	 

	John does not smile mockingly, only gently. “Maybe it’s time you did,” he says. “You read his messages as something happening to you. Maybe you should start reading them as something you also deserve.”

	I slowly close the phone and set it on the table, as if I am afraid another message might land before I have finished feeling the thought through.

	It is only one day, I tell myself. A morning greeting, a few kisses in text form, a little university frustration, and a hunger for a meal that does not yet exist.

	But between those lines sits a vampire who calls me slut, offers me breakfast, and shows me that he is thinking not only about my nights, but about my afternoons too.

	And while John sits beside me, sipping his drink and reading in my face what I still do not want to say out loud, I realize that I have already started wondering what it might feel like if this vampire one day lit up not only my display, but ended up sitting beside me on this sofa too.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 4. Night Shift and Vampire Love

	 

	I come up the stairs feeling as though I have already lived through ten nights in one. My shift at Barflow was long, loud, and packed with demons who all wanted something, yet not one of them asked how I was doing. By the time I finally close the apartment door behind me, I am completely exhausted.

	Shoes off. Jacket dropped somewhere. I do not even let myself collapse onto the sofa. I go straight for the phone.

	A glance at the clock: 2:02 a.m.

	For ordinary people, that is the kind of hour when you sleep. For me, it is the hour when I need John. Between us, there has never been such a thing as too late when the heart is involved.

	Ring. Ring. Ring.

	Then his voice, awake, warm, never stressed, never annoyed. “Aiden, what’s driving you to me at this hour? Trouble with Elias?”

	I have to laugh. “No, exactly the opposite. He is so sweet. I was completely stressed at work tonight, hell had once again pulled out every trick it had, but when he stopped by for a moment, my mood suddenly shot to an absolute high.”

	“I can hear through the phone how happy you are,” John says. I can hear his smile when he says it.

	I walk into the bedroom, let myself sink sideways onto the bed, the receiver still at my ear, and stretch my legs out. “He was still texting me until just now too,” I say. “Right up until I left.”

	I pick up my phone from the bedside table, flip it open, and read John the first text:

	23.08.02 6:07 p.m. would’ve wished you lots of fun too, still going to the gym later and maybe we’ll see each other for a moment…

	 

	John laughs softly. “He wanted to see you,” he says. “He could just as easily have gone home after the gym. He didn’t. He’s thinking, maybe we’ll catch each other for a moment. You are firmly built into his after-work plans.”

	I scroll on. “Later he sent this, when I was already fully drowning in stress:”

	23.08.02 6:48 p.m. too bad I’m at the gym right now … otherwise I would’ve paid you a visit now and what a visit it would’ve been! have fun and I have to go to Era later anyway.

	 

	I grin myself reading it again. “‘And what a visit it would’ve been,’” I repeat. “He never overdoes anything quietly.”

	“That,” John says calmly, “is exactly the vampire you’ve always been looking for. You didn’t need another demon who never truly saw you. You needed a vampire who sets you free from the demons.”

	I go quiet.

	 

	In my head, all the images start running: all those nights, all those demons, all those kisses that felt thrilling at first and then hollow later. And then this one vampire, sucking on my neck as if he somehow found the direct path to my soul.

	“All the demons I ever kissed were nothing compared to him,” I murmur. “That’s the crazy part.”

	I scroll further through the thread. “And then, when hell was truly on fire at Barflow, this came in:”

	23.08.02 10:41 p.m. and lots of stress, right? or time for a quick hello? Kiss

	 

	I hear John take in a breath. “If your heart can’t tell from that that he loves you, then I don’t know what else to tell it,” he says. “He knows you’re stressed, still asks if you have time for a hello, and then adds a kiss at the end. That’s not some obligatory little message.”

	“I know,” I say softly. “He’s a vampire completely unlike anything I’ve ever known.”

	“And you didn’t want him,” John reminds me. “Good thing you stayed at Stefan’s party. Otherwise you’d be lying alone in bed tonight being annoyed at some demon who never texted back.”

	I scroll to the messages that came after midnight. By then hell outside had already gone quieter, but inside my phone there was still life:

	24.08.02 0:03 a.m. …just realized I really like you a lot! have fun still..

	 

	I stop for a second. “That sentence alone,” I say. “‘…just realized I really like you a lot!’ Who writes something like that so directly?”

	John lets out a quiet snort. “Someone who isn’t pretending with you. Someone who notices something has shifted and actually says it instead of hiding it away in his own private hell.”

	I read the next one:

	24.08.02 1:42 a.m. well then, add to your diary that I’m insanely happy to be getting to know you… smack and sweet dreams

	 

	John laughs. “Even your diary gets brought into it,” he says. “He knows you write your life down. And he wants to be in it. That’s saying something.”

	I smile.

	It is true. The fact that he even knows I press my life into pages says how closely he is watching me.

	I read out the final text from the night:

	24.08.02 1:57 a.m. then sleep sweet, big guy, and dream something nice!

	 

	It is almost as though I can hear his voice when I see the words. “He’s so affectionate,” John says softly on the other end of the line. “With every message he sends you. There’s nothing cynical in that, nothing half-hearted. It’s warm, playful, sincere. Exactly your kind of thing.”

	I breathe out slowly. The exhaustion sits heavily in my bones, but inside my chest there is this light, floating feeling.

	“Elias is simply a dream of a vampire,” I say, more to myself than to John.

	“Then start dreaming,” he replies, “but keep your eyes open.”

	We talk for a few more minutes, though really everything important has already been said. When I finally hang up and let myself fall flat onto the bed, the phone stays beside my head as though it is sleeping
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