Dark Tales XIII

The Metamorphism of a Man Eater
I starred at myself in the mirror and the cannibal stared back. My stomach was churning away; contracting and ripping itself apart. The last person I fed on must be why I feel so bad, maybe she had the flue or some sort of disease. But no even before this I had these stomach cramps; they weren’t as strong as these. Maybe man wasn’t supposed to eat human flesh. I haven’t feed on anyone in over 3 weeks. Maybe this is my stomach hungering for more. Although I had experienced hunger before, something must be wrong. What other side-effects do I have? Everyday I wake, and have to spit out blood. My gums are constantly bleeding and aching. Baring my teeth in the mirror, I saw the thing red outline of my teeth, raising my finger towards my incisor tooth. I pushed it gently, a shockwave of pain rode through my mouth, but to my surprise the tooth moved. Like a baby tooth when you’re younger, I thought to myself I could just rip it out.  
I reached in to my mouth gripping the incisor. The pain of merely touching was bad enough, but I had to do something I couldn’t eat normally mushy food let alone tough human muscle. Pulling slowly at the tooth, blood streamed from my gums, running along my fingers and slowly making its way across my hand.  The tooth came out a few millimetres but I couldn’t continue the pain was too much, I looked in the mirror. One tooth hung below the others like a vampire’s tooth, the constant pain that was in my gums had seemed to stop, like I just pulled a thorn from my foot. I could hardly go about my daily business looking like this.  I grabbed the tooth once more. Inhaling deeply as my mouth began to fill with blood, I twisted the tooth free from my gum. Whatever was holding it on snapped and the whole tooth came out. Starring at the incisor in my hand, my mouth now full of blood I spat into the sink. I didn’t much like my own taste of blood; it was rather metallic and dull, other peoples blood was far more interesting. I trace my tongue along the gap in my teeth to feel a very sharp hard part. I had pressed to hard with my tongue and I had cut myself. At first I thought it was a piece of tooth left from self dentistry. But as I looked closely in the mirror I saw and learnt what was happening to me. 
I was evolving; it made perfect sense to me now. That shard of tooth wasn’t a shard; it was a new sharper incisor my body was developing into a more efficient man eater. It had made sense, my heightened smell; I didn’t even need my glasses anymore. The pains in my stomach were probably adapting to process the tough meat some more. I looked at my watch. 3 AM. It was late and I had work tomorrow, i walked out the bathroom and went straight to my bed. I climbed into my sheets and I reached for the light switch. I stopped and a crooked smile appeared on my face. I told myself “Teroy, you can also see in the dark” I closed my eyes and went to sleep.
I awoke the next day, work wasn’t till the afternoon. Normally around this time of the month I would be searching for a new victim. I felt the urge for something bigger and better, considering I am new and improved. I walked to the bathroom, lying on the sink in front of the mirror was the tooth from last night. I looked at my teeth in the mirror now, there was no gap, and in its place was what looked as a diamond like tooth. It had popped itself out during the night. My stomach was still giving stomach cramps but it had softened over night as well. I spat out the blood collected in my mouth from over night. And looked again at my normal incisor, it was blunt and soft. I ran my tongue along the back teeth, to see if they were all loose. But only the upper front teeth were bleeding and soft. By merely touching them with my tongue I cringed in pain. There must be a way of getting rid of all these teeth quickly. It only took 7 hours for the others to fill in again. I didn’t have work till 2. That gives me 5 hours. I left the bathroom and headed for my toolbox. Opening the box I moved a few spanners and screwdrivers around until I found my pliers. Returning to bath room mirror, I opened my mouth up wide, raised the pliers to teeth and gulped down hard. I screamed in pain, as I ripped the first tooth out from its socket. It landed in the sink with a rattle. I moved on to the next tooth, another rattle and another rattle. The sink was filling up with blood; the mirror was spraying with droplets of blood. I panted, sweat covered my brow. The sink covered in blood with 5 red teeth and a pair of blood covered pliers lying in it. I turned around and went back to my bed room to sleep.
As I suspected when woke, the tooth fairy had come and delivered me a pimped up set of shredders. Each tooth able to slice through even the hardest materials, I know I tried it out of on a couple of objects. From Aluminium Cans to stainless steal knifes. The stomach cramps still haunted me; they weren’t going away or improving. Just staying with me, the contractions as my muscles pull at each other. I didn’t want to take any muscle relaxants or pain killers I didn’t want to get into the way of evolution. I was becoming something greater than man, I was moving up the food chain, and I didn’t want any drugs to hinder this natural process. Getting to work in a coffee shop in a bad part of town wasn’t the best job around, but it paid my bills and I preferred to be around people. I always preferred other peoples company to my own. It’s just a shame I have habit of eating people who get close to me. It was a slow day at work, and I drifted back to my origins how I first started this metamorphic journey. 

I was 16 at the time that was 3 years ago. Since then I have eaten 4 children, 6 teenagers and 2 old people. Most of the people I pick are weak and unable to defend themselves. I Prefer women to men, girls seem to take better care of there bodies and taste a little sweeter. Maybe somewhere in my head I have the idea of eating men is slightly too homosexual, but my first cuisine was actually my best male friend. At the time I wasn’t too picky on what sex he was, he was food and I was hungry. 16 years old, and group of my friends decide for one of there birthday, we should all go camping in the woods. Of course if anyone has tried camping in any English forest you will know how hard it is. You need permits and guides and proper equipment checks, it takes all the fun out of it.
