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My head is pounding. My eyes are shut but I think I can open them now, I just don’t want to. I’m afraid of what I might see when I do. So, I’m just going to lie here a bit longer and pretend to sleep.

Okay, I have to get up now. I’m opening my eyes... slowly. Oh my God, it’s happening again! I have no idea where I am. How did I get here? DAMN IT! WHAT IS GOING ON HERE? WHY IS THERE BLOOD EVERWHERE? Am I hurt anywhere? I don’t feel anything. SHIT! WHAT THE FUCK IS HAPPENING TO ME? How am I going to get home without someone being scared of me and calling the cops? Maybe this place has a shower or sink where I can wash off?

UGHH! THIS IS DISGUSTING! I’ve seen gas station bathrooms that look cleaner than this! But, I have to get all this blood off me, so here it goes. I pull back the shower curtain and there it is, the biggest damn rat I’ve ever seen. It scares the living shit out of me! I let out a scream, but then I try to cut my voice off in mid shriek because I don’t want someone coming in here to see what’s wrong before I have a chance to get the hell out of here—wherever here is.

Rinsing myself off, I put on the bare minimum of clothes I have and wrap myself up in a towel I find in the bathroom. I get out of there as fast as I can, and when I start walking around, I figure out where I am. I’m in the ghetto part of town where all the drug dealers and hookers do their business. One guy stops his car and asks me how much I charge. I tell him to fuck off, spittle flying from my lips in horror at his audacity. He calls me a stupid whore before driving off. I know I need to keep walking.

It takes me a couple of hours, but I finally make it home. Luckily, I keep a hide-a-key in a pretty obscure spot near my doorway. I’ve had to use it a lot lately. I black out and wake up covered in bloody clothes, or sometimes no clothes and just blood. I’m never cut, so I have no idea where it all comes from, but I have this horrible bloody taste in my mouth. The fear of the unknown is what terrifies me the most.

I put the key in the door and walk in, making my way straight to the bathroom to turn on the shower. I feel a bit better in my clean tub with my soap and shampoo. I get washed off and go to my closet to pick out something to wear. The TV is on in the background and there is a special news bulletin. The guy on TV says that a body has been found in the woods not too far from the ghetto part of town I was in when I woke up. He says it is yet another bloody scene where the victim has two neck punctures. It has now been five bodies this year that have been found this way and police still have no leads.

This is also the about the fifth time I’ve woken up covered in blood in a strange place. That can’t be a strange coincidence. But who are these victims? I don’t know any of them. Every time they show one of their faces on TV, none of them look familiar. This is just too weird. Am I insane? I seem normal most of the time. I’m able to go to classes and get my work turned in on time. I’m able to hold down a part time job waitressing. Can an insane person do that? I don’t know.

I do occasionally get drunk with friends, but none of them have ever told me I start howling at the moon or anything. Most times I remember everything that had happened by the next morning. But there was this one time...

My friends and I went out to party one Friday night after mid-terms. There was Becky, Lynn, and Mia. We met up with some of the guys from school and went on the University Ave strip Pub Crawl. 

I got pretty wasted that night because Mia suggested we do a shot every time a guy hit on Becky. Becky is very hot and guys hit on her all the time. Sometimes Mia and I feel like her bodyguards. Seven guys and seven shots in, not to mention all the beers, and I was starting to feel sick. I went to the bathroom to puke, and when I did, I couldn’t stop. I thought about Adam Sandler’s line from The Wedding Singer when he was talking about the kid who was passed out in the alley to Drew Barrymore when he said, “I think I saw a boot come out of him.” I would not have been shocked to see my shoes come out of me that night.

After a bout with the dry heaves I finally passed out. But when I woke up, I was covered in bloody clothes in a strange apartment. I was so freaked out, I just got the hell out of there. A few days later is when the cops found the first body with neck punctures. I didn’t think anything of it at the time. But now, I am noticing that every time I pass out and wake up in a weird place covered in blood, pretty soon the cops find another body with punctures in the neck. 

I’ve never been one to believe in superstitions, old wives’ tales, astrology or any other bullshit. I am probably the only college age female in America that still hasn’t watched any of the Twilight movies. I know there are no such things as vampires. But this thing is really freaking me out. Could I be the one killing these people? I don’t even know them. Why would I do that? I’m not a mean person. 

I have to do something. I can’t just go around offing innocent town folk. Spending the rest of my life in prison is not an option either. I can’t do that. I would not do well in prison. I’m not bad enough. 

Spending my life in a padded room wrapped in a straitjacket is not the way I want to spend the rest of my days either. Where can I go where they will keep an eye on me and I won’t get stabbed? Or become a doctor’s new lab rat? What about a rehab facility? I don’t really know what goes on in one of those places because I’ve never been to one. I don’t have any family members that have either. Maybe I should check one out.

Of course, there is one problem with checking into a facility. What happens when whatever has been happening to me happens there? I don’t even know what it is. What if I just completely flip out? I might end up in the straitjacket after all. I wish I knew what to do.

Business as Usual

I’ve decided the only thing to do for right now is to try and act is if all is normal. I will go to class and to work. I will hang out with my friends. I will basically just keep a low profile until I can figure out what the hell is happening to me. I’m trying to come up with a way to find out what is going on. The problem though is this doesn’t happen every day. It is more like a once in a while sort of thing. I never know when it will happen, so that makes it tough to catch myself in the act. I thought about having one of my friends move in with me. But what if I attack her and kill her one night? I can’t risk it.

Maybe I can set up some video equipment and try to keep an eye out for anything unusual happening to me. The problem with that is I really don’t have the extra money for this. I could set up a camera with a security company, but that costs money. Then there is also the fact that whatever is going on with me will be recorded and seen by another person. That could end up putting me in prison.

The more I debate this, the more some kind of rehab facility is the best option. That’s what I will do. In the meantime, I’m going to go to class.

In my sociology class, I sit next to Mia and Becky. Both of them come in and ask what happened to me the other night. 

“What do you mean?” I ask them.

Becky sits up ramrod to explain. “One minute you were fine. The Next minute you were saying you had to go. Were you sick?”

“Yeah,” I say. “I was not feeling well at all. I had to puke, so I just went home.”

“So, did you make it home okay? We were worried about you,” Mia asks.

“I made it eventually,” I tell her, thinking that may have been a mistake.

“What do you mean eventually?” she says with a hint of fright.

“Nothing,” I blurt. I was thankful the teacher began to speak, forcing them to drop the subject.

After class is over, we head to get something to eat. The lecture was boring as usual, but I took some good notes. We talk about our usual stuff as I go over them and Becky rattles on about her latest boy toy. Mia and I give her advice on how to get rid of him when she decides he’s not the right guy... again.

Then Mia brings up the previous conversation.

“So you made it home eventually, eh?” she says.

“Yeah. Can we just drop it?” I answer back.

“No. Ns,” Becky chimes in. “Booty Call? Come on girl, dish,” she says.

“No Booty Call,” I say back, wishing I could come up with a better story. “Sorry to disappoint.”

“So where were you then?” Mia asks again.

“Uhh. I’m not exactly sure,” I sheepishly admit.

“What the hell do you mean?” Mia asks not-so-politely.

“Let me ask you something. What was the last thing I said at the party before I took off?” I ask Mia, honestly curious about my behavior that night.

“You said it was time for you to go and you’d take a cab home and not to worry,” Becky says.

“That’s it?” I ask. 

“Pretty much,” Mia responds with a shrug.

I ask her if I was acting weird or anything. She said I looked like I might have had a headache. So apparently I am either a killer actress or I couldn’t have felt that terrible. Not enough to totally black out and not remember anything after that. Hell, I don’t even remember that. This is just getting more bizarre by the minute.

I have to do something. If I am the one puncturing people’s necks, I have to do something. I think rehab might be the way to go.

At Rehab

I’ve decided to go to rehab today. I’m not sure how to go about checking in though. Do I need a doctor to sign something? Who pays for it? Surely all the crack heads and heroin addicts aren’t cutting these people checks. I guess I will just head down there and tell them I need to check myself in.

I packed a few things like a toothbrush, hairbrush, dental floss, and some underwear and a change of clothes. I’ve made arrangements for Mia to get my mail and keep an eye on the place. She is pretty shocked that I am doing this. She told me that she doesn’t think I need it. But I told her that I am blacking out and waking up in strange places, so obviously something is not right.

A arrive at the rehab center and walk up to the receptionist behind the glass partition. 

“Excuse me,” I say to her, getting her attention.

“Yes, can I help you?” she politely replies.

“I think I need to check in,” I say back to her.

“Okay. First you need to fill these forms out,” she says while handing me a clipboard and a pen. 

Just as I sit down and begin filling out these forms, a doctor comes in and sits beside me. 

“Hello, I’m Dr. Walsh,” he says. “Why do you think you need to check in with us?”

“I have been blacking out,” I tell him.

“How often does this happen?” he asks. “Every night?”

“No,” I answer him back sternly. “Maybe about once a month or so.”

“And how long has this been going on?” he asks.

“About five or six months.” I say back to him, my nerves starting to increase as the moments pass.

“Okay. Well, that sounds like it could be a problem. Go ahead and fill these forms out and we’ll get you in a room,” he says.

I finish filling out the papers and give them to the girl behind the glass through that little opening in the window. She takes them and tells me to have a seat and someone will be with me shortly.

Pretty soon a woman in a nurse uniform tells me to follow her. She takes me to my room. In there, I have a roommate. I wasn’t expecting that. She didn’t say anything at first. She let me come in and unpack my stuff before she said anything.

“So,” she says. “You got a name?”

“Trish,” I answer.

She holds out her hand for me to shake.

“I’m Greta,” she says. “Welcome to Shangri-La,” she says with a bit of sarcasm. “You’ll get used to it.”

“So what’s your story, if you don’t mind me asking?” she continues.

“Oh. I’ve been blacking out a bit lately. I drink a bit too much and can’t remember what happened. Nothing too major I suppose,” I say to her. 

“Yeah, that’s pretty tame compared to a lot of the girls here. And the guys too,” she says. “Some of us are really fucked up.” 

“Well. At least you’re here trying to get help. That’s something,” I say, trying to sound reassuring. 

“I’m only here because I got pinched. It was either here or jail,” she says honestly.

“So what happens next?” I ask.

“You get to spill your guts to a bunch of strangers,” she says while laughing. “Don’t worry. It’s not so bad. Sure beats lockup anyway.”

“I guess,” I say back to her, not sure if it’s really the case.

I get all my stuff unpacked and put away and lie down on my bunk. It’s not exactly comfortable and I miss my own bed already. While lying there staring at the ceiling, I think back to the first time I woke up with blood everywhere, not sure where I was. 

I was at a club near campus drinking Jack and Cokes at the bar like they were water. I remember Mia telling me to slow down a bit. I paid her no mind and ordered another drink. I remember a guy coming over and asking me if I wanted to dance. I went out on the dance floor with him. Pretty soon he started to get a little handsy with me. I didn’t mind though. I was feeling it just as much as he was.

We decided to go out for some air. Next thing I knew, we were making out. He asked if I wanted to go back to his place. I said yes and I texted Mia to tell her I was going with the guy I was dancing with so we could have sex. She told me I should be careful and to text her to let her know I got home all right.

That’s about all I remember. What happened after that? Did we go to his house or apartment? Did we get a hotel? What was his name? Did we have sex? I can’t remember. The only thing I remember was waking up in a bathroom with blood all over my clothes and face. I washed myself in the sink. It turned out I was at a titty bar. Apparently nobody thought enough about a girl covered in blood in the toilet to call anyone. I didn’t hurt anywhere so the blood wasn’t mine unless I puked it up.

I thought about going to see a doctor in case that is what happened, but then I decided not to. I felt fine, so I thought there was no need. After a while, I thought it was one of those weird things that happened that will never be brought up again, so I just forgot about it. Then for a few weeks, everything was normal, so I thought about it even less. 

But then, about four to five weeks passed and something similar happened again. I was at a party at one of the sorority houses on campus. Of course, plenty of alcohol and weed was on hand. I’m feeling pretty good, I’m dancing with a guy, we start making out, things get a little hot and heavy, and I don’t remember anything after that. I wake up the next morning all bloody again. This time I wake up in the woods. I have no clue how I got there. I made it home after walking about an hour or so, got cleaned up, and went to class.

But a couple days later, there were news reports about another male in his early twenties who was reported missing. I didn’t think much about it until they showed both of their pictures on TV. I didn’t recognize either of them, but both seemed familiar. Were they at the party? I couldn’t remember. 

But the next day, a news report came on and they said that a body had been found. A young man in his twenties had been found in a land fill outside of town. Police assume the body had been put in a dumpster and dumped out before anyone noticed. They would do an autopsy to determine the identity. A few more days went by and sure enough, the body was the first guy who had been reported missing about a month ago. Dental records had to be used to identify the body as it had been too badly decomposed. It was also impossible to determine what the cause of death was since the body had been pretty busted up being dumped into a truck and then dumped out and run over.

I didn’t know why, but I was really bothered by it. I didn’t know the guy, but I almost felt like I had lost someone close. It was just another weird feeling and they were really starting to add up. What was happening with me? Am I an alcoholic? It didn’t seem like it because really, I don’t drink that often. When I do I usually don’t know when to quit, but it isn’t like I have to have a drink to function.

The scariest part was yet to come however. About ten days later, the cops found the body of the second guy in the woods, not too far from where I woke up that second time covered in blood. His body was in a bit better shape. After the results of his autopsy came back, it was determined he bled to death from a puncture wound that was in his carotid artery. Now I’m freaking out. 

After a while, I finally start to feel sleepy. I close my eyes and quickly fall asleep. It seems like I just got to sleep when I am startled awake. It’s a nurse.

“Morning sunshine!” she says to me a bit sarcastically while handing me a cup. “Fill this up for me.”

I groggily head to the bathroom. She follows me in there. I give her a strange look as if to say Can I have some privacy here?

“Sorry. I gotta watch you pee. I need to make sure it’s actually your pee in the cup. You understand.”

“Yeah. I guess.” 

I bend down and hover over the bowl so I can stick the cup underneath myself and catch the stream. It’s not easy to do especially with a stranger gawking at you. She stands there with her arms folded looking like she’s going to smack me if I don’t pee right now.

“Okay” I say. “Sorry. Just give me a minute.”

It trickles out at first but then I am able to relax and let it come. I stick the cup in the stream and fill it up and pull it back out but I am still peeing. Should I sit? No. I have already peed all over the seat and the floor so I just hover until I’m done.

“Don’t worry about the mess,” says the nurse. “We have people for that. Just get dressed. Breakfast is coming up soon.”

“Okay,” I say as I pull up my panties. Well, that’s humiliation number one for the day. Survived it. 

I come out of the bathroom and my roommate is waiting to get in. She has a cup in here hand and the nurse is right behind her. That’s weird. How would they get drugs into a place like this? I guess there’s always some smart people who figure out a way. So I guess I have to do this first thing every morning. Great.

My roommate comes out and the nurse leaves. 

“You get tested every morning?” I ask her.

“Yeah,” she says. “They’re really big on piss testing around here.”

“Do people actually smuggle drugs into here?” I ask.

“All the time,” she says. “Hell, you don’t really have to. They got plenty of them in here.”

“Really?” I ask sounding surprised.

“Sure. With some of the people who are in real bad shape they give them drugs to try and get them off slowly. They gradually cut down on the dosage and hopefully they can quit without going through a hell of a withdrawal. But a lot of them they just try and nurse them through withdrawals and then clean them out. That’s why they piss test so much. There’s a lot of ways to get a fix while you’re still in here.”

Later on, the nurse calls me into her little office. I go in and she says to have a seat.

“You came back clean as far as drugs.” She says, sounding a bit surprised. “No positives. Not even marijuana or alcohol.”

“That’s good right?” I answer.

“Yes it is,” she says. “Which begs the question. Why are you here?”

“I already told you guys, sometimes I get really drunk and blackout,” I answer with a bit of exasperation.

“Have you tried AA?” she asks.

“No,” I say back. “I came here first.”

“Okay, well, we will observe you for a few days, but since there is no drinking allowed in here, I don’t know what good we will be able to do for you. You’re already clean,” she says.

“So what do you suggest?” I ask.

“Well, the way I see it, you have two choices. One, you stay off alcohol altogether, or two, you go see a shrink. Maybe he will put you in a sleep study where they can give you some alcohol and see what happens to you,” she says.

In the meantime I have to stay in rehab. We have these group sessions where a doctor comes in and we sit in a circle and everyone spills their guts. That is kind of interesting, listening to all these people tell their stories. Some of them have had a really tough life. I feel bad for them.

One of the girls told a story about how her mother died when she was twelve. Her father never got over it so when she was thirteen or so she started drinking and smoking weed to try and get him to get angry at her. But he was so broken-hearted over losing his wife that he started drinking with her. The two of them would just get wasted together. 

Before her mom died, he was one of those TV dad types. Home was all about getting good grades, cheerleading, behaving well, doing you chores, blah blah blah. Then it was all about drinking and getting high to kill the pain after she died. Such a sad story.
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