The Hunger
By Dianna J. Street


The smell of rotting flesh hung stagnant in the air.  It was too hot and steamy to fish a body out of the North Canadian River. Mosquitoes were as thick on the living as flies on the dead. With a solid wall of vegetation surrounding them, Mother Nature hung “Do Not Disturb” sign on the Bend. For Leroy and Junior, body retrieval was nothing new.  

The Bend, as it had been called since man moved to these parts, was a place where sounds neither animal nor human reverberated through the woods. Only Aloysius felt comfortable here and today he was floating face down. Junior rolled the body over.  Aloysius’ black skin was gray and had chunks missing. “Looks like the wildlife got to him first. I’ll have to get him back to the office for a time and cause of death.” 

The hair on the back of Leroy’s neck stood at attention. “We’re being watched.” Grabbing his rifle from a nearby tree, he walked behind Junior thumbing the safety. “Hurry up.”  

Junior pulled on a pair of thick, latex gloves. “Don’t be so skittish. You’re making me nervous.”


Leroy turned his sheriff’s cap around backwards, “Listen,” he whispered sniffing the still air. Black thunderclouds threatened, but under the smell of rain there was…something else. 


“I don’t hear anything.”


“That’s my point. A minute ago I couldn’t hear you over those damn cicadas. This ain’t right.” Leroy glanced over his shoulder.  “Just hurry.”   

As Junior zipped the body bag a low growl rumbled through the woods.  His head snapped up, “What’s that?”  

“Are you looking high and right?” An old tree had fallen leaving its skeletal remains to be tangled with leaves and ivy.

“Yep.”


A pair of yellow eyes stared out of the darkness. 


“That’s what has been watching us.”

“You think it’s a coyote?”


“Something bigger.” It wasn’t any animal Leroy hunted. 

“Grab the other end and we’re out of here.” The two men slid the body in the back of the county’s suburban. 

“Move Aloysius to the front of the line, I want to know how he died.”

“Think he’ll be like the rest?”

“Possible.

“I think he’s been dead too long.”

“That could just mean he was the first. And if he was we’ll have a starting point.”

“You’ve got it,” was all Junior said.

***

Leroy checked the hunting gear, stored in the back of his truck, and sniffed the air. The sweet smell of rain lay heavy on the breeze. He took another look at the black clouds and slid into the cab, backed out of the parking space heading toward the Bend. 

He parked his truck where Junior’s suburban had been hours earlier. A robin chirped and in the distance cicadas and tree frogs sang. Things were not back to normal, but close. Leroy slung the gun over his shoulder, loaded up with extra ammunition and walked to the fallen log.  

Pushing a tangle of ivy aside, he found tracks imbedded in the moist dirt. Leroy traced distinct claw prints with the rounded pad outline of a wolf, but toward the back was a slight oval indentation. He followed the trail to the edge of the Canadian River. A faint sob drifted in with the wind. Up river was a woman, sitting in the mud by the water’s edge, dressed in white. Light radiated around her in the sunless evening.  


He took a step closer snapping a small branch in his path. It sounded like a gunshot in silence. That was when he noticed how quiet it had gotten. The woman sat up quickly and turned to mist, melting into the thick humid air. Her cries stayed with Leroy, making his heart ache. “Ghost or angel?” he whispered to himself. Thunder echoed somewhere south of them.

Aloysius Jackson’s ramshackle house stood at odd angles, propped by neighboring trees. Thunder reverberated through the woods, only Leroy thought it was more of a growl. Goose bumps raced down his limbs and hair at the back if his neck rose. Leroy shrugged out of the sling, checked the shotgun, and racked the slide harder than necessary. The sagging porch creaked under his weight when he eased the weathered door open. The woman stood alone in the one room shack. Her pale skin glowed in the dim light. A primal part of his brain screamed run!  He gripped the gun tighter, “Excuse me, ma’am. Do you live here?”   


She dropped into a crouched position. Her eyes changed from a crystal blue to an inhuman yellow. She looked wild.   

Leroy raised the gun, taking aim. 

A low growl rumbled through the room. The woman crawled closer, sniffing the air. Her eyes flashed red then returned to blue.  
“Sorry,” Leroy stammered. “I didn’t mean to scare you. I’m investigating Mr. Jackson’s death.”
She took another step closer.  

“I…I thought Aloysius lived alone.” His mind scrambled to make sense of what he’d seen. Leroy took a step back, bringing the barrel up.  


She stood. Her features softened to something out of a dream.     


“I’ll come back another time.” He felt for the door knob afraid to take his eyes off of her. 


“Aloysius,” she purred, “was my…companion.” Her words washed over him, warm and needing. It caressed his senses, probing every part of his being. 

Leroy froze. The fluid way she walked toward him sparked a fire in his groin. He itched to feel his skin against hers. His mind spun, something was wrong. With feet rooted to the floor Leroy’s body leaned toward her.    

“I need someone to care for me, now that my…” the corners of her mouth drew up into a sly grin. “…Aloysius is gone.” Her voice touched a place in his soul making him ache for more. “Feed me.”


Leroy’s fingers went limp. The shotgun fell to the floor. 

“Kiss me.”


She tasted of honey, that mixed with a rich musk sent, intoxicated him.  Her tongue wound around his, enticing. He pulled her closer, fulfilling his own hunger. Soft and inviting, her touch sent jolts of excitement through his body. Leroy had never known such bliss. Something shifted. Her tongue plunged farther down the back of his throat. Searing pain snapped his body and mind back together. He pushed against her silken skin, feeling hard iron beneath.  Her lips drew back, sinking teeth into his cheeks. She held him, forcing herself farther in. Leroy was ripping open from the inside.  He couldn’t breathe, spots danced before his eyes. 
***


Leroy opened his eyes, disorientated. Junior was standing over him. “What the hell happened?” he said pulling Leroy into a sitting position.  


“I’m not sure.” When he stood his knees buckled and he fell into his friend. “What happened?”

“I finished the autopsy and when I went to deliver the results you were gone. Dennis said he saw you driving out this way so I thought I’d come out here to show you what I found.”


“I’m glad you did. Well, let’s have it.”

“On the way to the truck I want to have a look at you.”

 She straddled him and to his horror his body responded, sending blood flowing from his brains to his crotch.  Her warmth pressed into him and he could smell her.  The musk scent he had associated with her earlier was now a musty smell of rotted vegetation and stagnate water. 
“I’d forgotten how sweet an untouched soul can be,” she cooed.  “Stay with me.  I can give you pleasure like you’ve never felt.  Of course there is a price.”


His memory flooded back to the feeling of being torn apart.  He trembled when she leaned closer her mouth parting in a kiss.  Leroy cried out.

“I can take it all now,” she said running her fingers across his jaw.  “It’s very painful, but quick.  Stay with me and you’ll never feel pain again.”

Tears ran down Leroy’s face.


“It’s not that bad.”  She leaned closer, brushing his lips.  “Submit to me.”  Her need compelled filled him.  She had control over his body, but not his mind.  “Submit to me.  Did you know Aloysius was over two hundred years old?”  She ran her tongue down his neck then back up to nip at his ear.  “Submit,” she whispered.  “I can make it sweet.” 

Electricity shot through his nerves, making his body tingle.  Lust sparked him until desire set him ablaze.  The stimulation was overwhelming as his stood poised on at the point of ejaculation.   He bent to her need, and his.  “Yes,” he breathed.  There was no fighting her power and they both knew it.  
She hovered over him, changing.  Her nose stretched dragging lips with it to form a canine muzzle.  Wild untamed hair spread down the length of her back forming a shining coat of sliver fur.  Her clear blue eyes faded to yellow.  She stood, a wolf that walked like a human, tail swishing in triumph.  At the door she turned back to Leroy, smiling.  Her eyes turned red as she faded into smoke and was gone. 

He was doomed.
