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HUNlRESS
by Tim Waggoner
This was my first time at Basin Street. I make it a rule
never to visit the same place twice. Not that I fear detection
or capture. If I were detected it would yield little more than
a headline on a cheap supermarket tabloid. And capture is
a distinct impossibility. You can't hold a spirit. Not when
it doesn't wish to be held.

welts. They had wrapped themselves in chains. I supposed
them to be the Damned, though they were far too cheerful
to be convincing.
I wondered what these costumed children would think
could they meet the cold, harsh shadows they mocked.
Shadows such as myself. The thought turned my smile into

I was more than just a spirit that night. My form was
that of a woman, mid-twenties, with brunette hair which
hung in bangs over my forehead and touched the back of
my neck. My skin was pale, my lips red. I wore a white
blouse and blue jeans. My body was long and thin-a
model's body. Not the pipecleaner-limbed languidness of
Europe, but rather the controlled sexuality of, if not the
girl next door, the woman in the next office. The one who
sells business suits by managing to make them look like
teddies. It was one of my most effective guises. I thought
it would work well for this night.
I was waiting alone at a table just big enough for two.
The wait used to be my favorite part of the hunt, back when
it was all new to me, but that was centuries ago. At first it
was exciting, delirious. I walked like a god among mortals.
Now, after thousands, hundreds of thousands of nights just
like this one, I no longer felt like a god. I saw myself, on
those few occasions that I even bothered to think about it,
as a shark. And like a shark, which must swim constantly
in order to extract oxygen from the water, I traveled
without let. One night a bar, another a street corner,
another a back alley ...
And I gave as much thought to
these places as a shark did the water it swims in. Now the
waiting wasn't anything to me.
Dance music throbbed from gigantic speakers, a driving
beat overlayed with electronic runs that were supposed to
sound like bells. The music filled the room with a constant
beat I could feel through the floor. I prefer to sit right next
to a speaker and let the music fill me, but it discourages
conversation, so I don't usually indulge myself. At the
table next to me sat a ram-headed man dressed in a green
robe. He was drinking beer through a straw and talking
with a girl whose tight red leotard sported a forked tail. A
horned tiara topped off her ensemble. Her companion's
mask was amateurish. The hair was obviously fake and the
horns were far too short to be menacing. Still, it was
amusing.
A woman in a black dress, low cut and torn at the hem,
with red nails and raven circles around her eyes walked
past, her arms around the waist of a young man in a
gargoyle mask wearing a T-shirt which read "Go to Hell.•
I smiled as they went by and lit a cigarette.
The bar was tended by a pair of men who bore bloody
homemade scars on their faces, necks, arms-it seemed
every bit of their exposed flesh was covered by sticky-red

agnn.
A waitress came by and I ordered a glass of burgundy.
As I waited for my drink, I watched the dance floor. It was
filled with all manner of creatures jumping and swaying to
the music. As I watched, a man who couldn't have been
more than twenty-five approached me. He was wearing a
charcoal gray business suit. His hair was slicked back and
he wore a false goatee. It was time for it to begin and I
realized with a bit of a shock that I was disappointed. In
the back of my mind I was already wondering where I
would be tomorrow night.
"Good evening, my dear," he said cheerfully. He thrust
paper and pen at me. "Would you be interested in the deal
of a lifetime?"
I took his pen and laughed. He stood patiently, a smile
on his lips. I glanced over his contract. He'd done it in red
ink, to resemble blood. He'd even gone to the trouble to
smear it in a few places. The irony was delicious.
"Where do I sign?"
He smiled back. •At the bottom, of course." He spoke
loudly to be heard over the music, but in an easy manner.
Still, I could feel his nervousness. He was uncertain of
himself, yet he was here. I liked that.
"Would you like to sit down so we can discuss terms?"
For a moment I thought I had been too direct. He
hesitated, and I thought be would mumble some excuse and
go, but then he smiled again and sat down.
"I'll think you'll find my terms very reasonable."
"I'm sure I will.• The waitress brought me my drink.
He insisted on paying for it and ordered himself a
Michelob. I thanked him politely, then sipped my wine,
waiting for him to make the next move.
"My name's Jerry."
"Mine's Lana."
"Pleased to meet you, Lana.• He offered his hand. I
found it a most endearing gesture. I held his hand for just
a half-second too long. I tasted bis flesh through mine,
drank in the salty-sweetness of his skin.
The waitress returned with his beer. He took a long
sip, his eyes scanning the dancers. I knew from experience
he was buying time to think of what he should say next. I
took the opportunity to examine him more closely. His
hair was more brown than black. It would be much lighter
whenever he washed out the substance he'd used to slick it
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back. His face was thin. It was a face that hovered on the
edge of appearing unhealthy. But that didn't bother me.
Bodies are merely empty shells. It's what fills them that is
important. I caught his light green eyes and in the instant
I held his gaze, I bored into and down to his soul. Most
people's souls are hidden, buried deep within the flesh, but
his was close to the surf ace. It was one of the purest I'd
seen in a very long time. My need screamed at me to take
him right then. But I restrained myself. There would be
time for that later.
The contract lay on the table between us. He rolled it
up carefully and replaced it inside his jacket, slipping it into
a pocket behind a small pad of drawing paper.
I smiled gently. "Are you an artist?"
He opened his mouth to deny it, then sighed. "Not
really. I play around with it some, but that's about it."

I understood now why the contract had been so well
done. He had a talent for this sort of thing. "Is that a sketch
pad? I'd like to see it."
He looked embarrassed. "I'd really rather not."
"Please?"
He was uncomfortable, but he gave in and handed me
the pad. There was only one picture, a rough pencil sketch
of a woman. I realized with a start that it was me.
He was very embarrassed now. "Now you know why
I didn't want to show it to you."
"But why not? It's very good." I couldn't understand
why he hadn't shown it to me. Clearly be bad intended to
keep it to himself. But why? He was here, in his own way,
for the same thing I was. Why wouldn't he make use of
such an effective lure?
"I sometimes sketch when I come to places like this.
Gives me something to do when I'm by myself, you
know?" He spoke hurriedly to cover his embarassment.
"Besides, what with all the costumes, I thought I might
come across something really interesting to draw.• ·
"I see." I examined the sketch closely. The way the
woman in the drawing held her head gave her an air of
intelligence. Her lips were not the sensual fantasy I expected, but rather soft and kind. Most striking were her
eyes. They were dark and tired. I looked so ... human.
The music faded out then and the lights came up on the
floor. Without beat or anonymity to keep them going,
people wandered back to their tables or off to get a drink.
"How are all you demons out there tonight?" the DJ
asked, much too loudly and cheerfully. "You all look like
hell!"
There were a few answering howls and shrieks from
some of the more inebriated patrons, and quite a few
obscenities as well.
"We'll get right back to the dancing for all you boys
and ghouls out there in just a couple of minutes."
"Jesus," jerry said, shaking his' head. "Boys and
ghouls."
"First off, I want to remind you that Rock 109 will be
sponsoring a sneak preview of the new movie Hellbeast
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this Thursday at eight o'clock at the Cinema Seven. I've
seen some reviews, gang, and this one's supposed to be
scarrrry! Also, don't forget to vote for your favorite
demon tonight. I've got the ballots, so just come on over
to the booth and get them. You've still got half an hour to
get your votes in. Remember, the winner of tonight's
contest will take home one hundred dollars and will automatically be registered for Rock 109's trip to Hawaii. All
right, enough talk. Let's get back to raising hell!" Thank. fully, the music started. It wasn't long until the dance floor
was filled again.
"So why didn't you come in costume?" Jerry asked.
Just not in the mood?"
I shrugged. "I couldn't think of anything.•
I hadn't known about the contest beforehand. I wander
at random, following my instincts. Just before the club
opened, I chose my form and changed from shadow and
mist into the woman Jerry saw before him. If I had known
about the contest, I could have created a costume from my
substance, as I did the blouse and jeans. Perhaps in my
younger days such a joke would have appealed to me. Now
it seemed more effort than it was worth.
"I really like your outfit," I said. "It's very clever."
"Thanks."
"Where'd you get the idea from?"
"I work at avideo store, so I see a lot of movies. I love
those old deal with the devil flicks. You know, the ones
where Satan's always very urbane and dapper? I get a kick
out of seeing the Prince of Darkness portrayed as a kind of
insurance salesman."
I giggled, but this time it was only half-affected. There
was no devil, not in the form Jerry mimicked. But there
were myself and others of my kin. And urbane and dapper
we are not.
The conversation lagged for a moment, and we took the
opportunity to finish off a little more of our drinks. "Do
you really want to hang around for the rest of this contest?"
Iasked.
He smiled. "Well, I did go·to a lot of trouble to get all
decked out. Took me almost ten minutes."
"I was thinking maybe we could go someplace and
talk."
"What's wrong with talking right here?" His smile
faded just a bit. "Look, I like you, Lana, but. .. not so fast,
okay?"
"Sure." I forced myself to relax and give him a smile,
but inside I was furious. He wasn't ready yet, and I hadn't
realized it! This had never happened before. I was so upset
I nearly got up and walked away. But then I realized
something. This really hadn't happened before. Once
again I was living the hunt, not merely going through the
motions. For the first time in ... no, for the first time, the
outcome of an evening was in doubt for me. And it was
exciting.
I nodded toward the dance floor. "Who do you think
will win?"

"The contest?"
He sat his empty bottle down and
looked around the room. "I don't know. Maybe that guy
over by the bar, the one in the purple robe."
The man Jerry pointed to was tall, almost seven feet.
He wore a robe of deepest purple, embossed with stars and

silver crescent moons. His mask was pale yellow, and a
single spiral horn jutted from the middle of its prominent
brow. One eye was a hole cut out for him to see, but the
other was a rubber sculpture, torn from its socket and
hanging bloodily down to the cheek.
"Why him?" I asked.
"I don't know. He just looks like a real demon, you
know? I guess I think a demon should look like something
scarier than you can imagine. For me, that guy comes the
closest."
I nodded, wondering if Jerry would have a chance to
change his mind before the night was over.
"What would you do if they were real, Jerry?"
"What, you mean if there were such things as demons
and monsters?"
"No." I gestured to the dance floor. "What if they were
real? Right now."
He thought about it for a moment. "This is probably
going to sound stupid, but I would draw them. See, the
reason I like to draw things is because, while I do it, I feel,
I don't know, like I kind of get into what it is I draw. I
understand it, on a different level than the kind of understanding you get by just thinking about something or
talking to someone. As just a bunch of people in costume,
they're fun to look at and sketch. But if they were really
demons, I'd draw them so I could understand, really understand what it was like to be one."
"What if you didn't like what you discovered?" I
glanced down at his sketch of me.
"I'm not interested in liking something when I draw it.
I just want to understand it."
I smiled and fingered the edge of the paper. "And what
did you learn about me from this?"
"That I wanted to come talk to you."
"Come on."
"Really. You think I came over just because you're
pretty? If that was all I saw, I wouldn't have bothered."
"Beauty is unimportant to you?"
He smiled. "Not at all. It's just that there are dozens
of better looking guys than me here tonight. And they
were all eyeing you before I came over. Hell, most of thei:n
still are, waiting for me to strike out so they can have their
shot. A girl as pretty as you are is awfully intimidating to
a guy like me. I'm not exactly Mr. Universe."
"Then why did you come over?"
He picked the sketch up and looked at it. "It's hard to
explain. Usually when girls pretty as you come to a p~ce
like this, they spend all their time looking around, checking
out the guys, enjoying the music, whatever. But you, well,
you weren't really paying attention to what was going on

around you. You were focused on what was going on
inside you. Kind of brooding, I guess."
I forced a laugh. "And you find that attractive?"
He put the sketch back down with a smile. "I guess. It
made you stand out in a way your beauty couldn't. What
were you thinking about anyway?"
I hesitated,
"Nevermind, • he said. "You were probably just thinking about work or something, and I read too much into it."
He tapped his fingers on the table in time to the music.
"Would you like to dance?" be asked. The question was
casual, but his eyes showed that be was afraid I would say
no, certain I would give some apology, I already had a
boyfriend, a fiance, maybe.
"Sure.•
He grinned and I found myself grinning back. He
stood, took off his jacket, and draped it over the back of
his chair.
He offered me his arm in a mock-gentlemanly manner.
"Madame?" There was his own anticipation, his own need,
not really so different from my own, beneath the word.
"Sir." I rested my hand in the crook of his arm as he
led me to the floor.
The dancers moved aside, giving us a tiny space. The
walls next the sound booth were mirrored and showed the
two of us in the midst of whirling and gyrating creatures.
Jerry turned out to be not a bad dancer at all. I felt free to
let go just a bit more, to show off a little. It had been a
while since I had a chance to really cut loose on the dance
floor. By this point in the evening, my escort and I have
usually moved on to bigger and better things. But I was
surprised to find myself actually having fun.
I found myself succumbing to the beat, losing myself in
the music. The beat was in the floor, in my feet; I breathed
it, tasted it, drank it in. And before me was Jerry. I began
to see him, not as bone and meat, but as shifting patterns
of energy, pulsating with delicious life. I couldn't stop
myself any longer. I reached out and began to take him, to
drain his life into myself.
Just then I caught a glimpse of our reflections out of the
corner of my eye and I stopped dancing and stared. There
was Jerry, slowing down as his life energy began to trickle
out of his body. Around him were other dancers, most
costumed, but a few wearing regular clothing. And there,
right next to Jerry, was a white-faced woman standing
deathly still. But I couldn't tell her apart from the other
women on the dance floor. She was just another in the
crowd. And for a dizzying, sick moment I asked myself,
Just what am I?
But then a man in a skintight black leotard painted to
resemble a skeleton whirled away from his partner and
came between me and my reflection.
Jerry lost the beat for a half-second and he swayed,
light-headed. I reached out to steady him. "Beer catching
up to you?"
He was uncertain, confused. "I guess so."
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"It'll pass. Just take it easy." My confusion had broken
the connection before I could take more than a little of his
life force. What had I been thinking of, trying to take him

in public like that? But I hadn't been thinking. And with
that, I had the answer to my earlier question. I was Hunger,
and that's all I was.
The song ended and there was a brief moment before
the next one, a moment filled with clinking glass and the
soft buzz of conversation beyond the edge of the dance
floor. The lights dimmed and a slow song came on. Some
people left the floor, while others went into their partners'
arms. Still others emerged from the shadows to embrace
and sway to the music.
The momentary mingling of our life forces had made it
far easier to sense his feelings, and I knew that he wanted
to touch me, wanted me to touch him. I placed my hands
lightly on his shoulders. His hands trembled slightly as
they rose to my waist. I took a half-step closer to him, and
he to me. The floor seemed to flow beneath us, like we
were treading lightly on the surface of a cool, tranquil lake.
Jerry pulled me closer. I could not only sense his
emotions, I could feel them as intensely it was as if they
were my own. I didn't just know his hope and excitement;
they became mine. The sudden intimacy was most. . .
disturbing. I put a mild block between us. I am Hunger,
I reminded myself. Nothing else.
He pulled back and looked at me. "Are you okay?"
"Fine." He wasn't very reassured, so I pulled him close
once more and let my body reassure him forme.
We held each other through that song and two more.
His hair was in my face and I breathed in the dizzying
aroma of maleness, of cologne and sweat. My tongue
darted out of its own volition and flicked across a strand of
his wet hair. I relished the taste of him. The need was full
on me now.
I whispered in his ear. "Could we go get some air?· I'm
starting to feel a little ill."
We left the dance floor and returned to our table. "I'll
be fine once I get out of here."
He nodded as he slipped into his jacket. His goatee was
coming off. He pulled it free and tossed it on the table. I
reached for my purse, and paused as I saw the sketch lying
there. I picked it up and put it in my purse. We weaved
through the tables and smoke toward the exit.
Once outside, I breathed deeply. "That's much better.
Thank you."
"Are you sure you're okay?"
"I guess it was just too much wine. What time is it?"
He checked his watch. •A little after two."
I sighed. "I was hoping we could get a bite to eat, but
it's a little late for me. I should go back in and call a cab.•
"You don't have to do that. I could give you·a ride
home."
I smiled. "I'd like that."
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****
We'd been driving only a few minutes when I told Jerry
I was feeling sick again.
"Do you live close by?" I asked.
"About ten, twelve miles. We could be there in a few
minutes. You might feel better if you could lie down for
a while."
"That might be a good idea at this point."
We soon pulled into the parking lot of his apartment
complex. He was on the second floor, and I allowed him
to help me up the stairs.
He opened the door to his apartment and stood back
to let me enter. It was a one bedroom, big enough for one,
perhaps two when the occasion demanded it.
He shut and locked the door. "Is there anything I can
get you?"
"A glass of water would be nice."
He went into the kitchen. I heard him open a cupboard
and turn on the tap. I looked around the room and realized
that what I had first taken to be framed pictures were
instead Jerry's artwork. A landscape, a kitten, an old man,
a skyline at night.
He came back into the room and handed me my glass
of water.
"I thought you were shy about your work."
"I am. These are for me. Not too many people ever
get to see them."
I smiled at the implied compliment. "I'm honored, sir."
I took a sip of water.
"Let's go sit down," he offered.
I nodded and he led me to a couch. I drank a little more.
"I think I'm better now, Jerry. Thank you for taking
such good care of me. You're very sweet." I leaned over
and kissed him lightly on the lips.
It took him by surprise. "You're feeling better, I take
it."
"I'm starting to feel all right, but I'm not sure I'll make
a full recovery. Unless.. ."
"Unless what?"
"Another kiss or two wouldn't hurt."
He grinned and pulled me to him. The kiss was intense
and my hunger welled up. But I held myself back. Just a
little longer and it would be so much better.
He undressed me slowly, clumsily. He hadn't done this
that many times and his hands were unsure. His lips moved
over my skin as I unbuttoned his shirt. Then I undid his
belt and helped him out of his pants. We hugged, and the
hunger sang within me. I could feel his own hunger calling
tome..
We got down on the floor and we joined.
He was unpracticed, but what he lacked in skill he made
up for in earnestness. He was a rare one-totally open and
giving of himself. There would be no tearing, no rending

of body and spirit that makes a soul bland and tasteless. He
was opening the doors for me, one by one, until he would
be mine.
Right before I feed, my perceptions shift and instead of
seeing a man's face, I always see the bright flare and pulse
of his lifeforce as he builds to orgasm. But it didn't happen
this time. I watched, for the first time, the face of my prey.
Watched him revel in his body's sensations, saw his tender

expression as he kissed my neck, my face. Saw deep into
his eyes as he looked into mine.
I wondered if it had been like this before. Had all their
faces shown the same emotions? Had all their feelings
been ... real? All night I had been thinking of Jerry as
special. But what if they all had been special?
We flowed together, pulsed one against the other with
building urgency. The sensations my body gave me were
nothing compared to the waves of Jerry's Self which
crashed into me. As be neared orgasm I dissolvedthe block
and easily stripped away what remained of his psychic
defenses.
I watched his face as his breathingquickened. His skin
was flushed and I couldn't get over how alive he was. Over
his shoulder, I saw one of bis drawings on the wall. The
one of the kitten. And I realized something. It hadn't been
my lure that drew him to me. He had come over to my
table because he had seen beyond my disguise. He had seen
what no one else ever had. Me.
He held me tight as he came. His soul shone full and
bright, and I reached deep to feed.
But for the first time I understood what it was I took
from my prey. I understood Life.
And I spared him.
We rested in each other's arms for a while. After a bit
he asked me, not How Was Yours or Was it Good, but
"How are you?"

"I'm fine."
His brow furrowed with worry. "You're crying."
"I am?" I touched my cheek and found it wet.
"Is something wrong?"
I shook my head. "Could you just hold me some
more?"

. ......
I was gone by morning. I had reverted to my true form,
little more than a bit of unseen fog, and slept as I drifted
through towns and cities, across countrysides. I'm sure
Jerry was hurt and puzzled by my absence when he awoke,
but I couldn't stay with him. No matter how much I
understood, I would never be nothing than more than a
mockery of what he thought I was.
But I did leave him with something. His sketch of me.
The next night was another town, another bar. The
placewasseedy, the tablesscarred by ancient graffitti which
held the crusted black scum of years of cigarette ash and
spilled beer. The body I chose that night was young and
blonde. I wore a tight, thin T-shirt and shorts.
The clientele could hardly be considered sophisticated.
The majority of patrons were already drunk, though it was
still early, and were bellowing out the words to a song on
the jukebox.
A man walked up to my table. He was thin, reedy, skin
weathered by time and work. He had been handsome
once, before he'd seen too much of life, but be retained
enough of his former looks to approach me with confidence.
"You're new 'round here, aren't you?"
"Yes, I am. Care to show me around?"
His smile became a grin. "I'd like that."
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I stood. He offered me his arm and I took it. Later I
tore the soul free from his body and devoured it whole. I
had to look at his face the entire time, had to see his eyes
as the life left them. I see all their faces now.
It goes on like that. Every night someplace else. But
not always someone else. Sometimes I can't go through
with it. And I've noticed I'm getting weaker.
What happens to a shark when it can no longer make
itself eat? It soon dies, sinks to the bottom and is buried in
mud, forgotten.
But one thought will make that long descent easier. I
will not be forgotten. Not as long as there's a small, framed
sketch on a wall somewhere.

SKUUGRIP
byJanetElliott W~
But then,
Athena sprang from a headache.
This stabbing pain, like slivers of glass flints,
could be birth pangs.
This scraping pain, like continental glass plates,
could be skull bones sliding
as the unborn Athena grows to skull size
and more.
She was fully armed when born, full grown.
Her spear hammers the top of my head
even now.
I can't think. She has my wisdom.
Zeus survived the birthbut he was a god.
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CIRCIEWAY
by JanetElliot: Wa~
I, Hunter, arrow cast
I know your magic ways
I track your secret ways
I am your brother
-we arc together
power and love are one.
You arc mine, end point of my arrow
You live in me
I am your strength
I am Your gift.

I, Mother-healer, touch
and you arc one
sing, and you arc safe
hold you with Her arms and hands
feed you with Her earth warm love
birth and suck and keep you
in Her name.
I, Speaker, tell the roads
tell the pathways of the journey
tell the names, beginnings, ends
tell the songs that capture gods
tell the dance and throw and touch
tell the Changes.

I, Dancer, trace the circle of the ways
spark fire magic circles in the dust
scout the path that all will chance
dance the unmarked Path I make.

