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Hunger for Life
By Toni Peers
I am nothing more than a parasite.  I have an incessant, uncontainable urge to tear at fresh flesh, devour it.  I am a slave to the life I lead for there is nothing else.


I watch them, the living, going about their daily lives. They fuss over hair and makeup as they look at their reflections in shop windows.  Stupid vain people, it is the heat running through their veins they should be worrying about.  That heat tells me lots of things - from it I can smell their diseases, learn their vile habits.  Nothing escapes me, as their scent seeps through their pores.

I choose my prey carefully. I quickly learnt that the burly ones who fight back aren’t worth the bother - they taste rancid and have a toughness in the flesh as if they have been through one fight too many.  The weak have a flimsy, wan taste, like they had already given up long before they encountered me.  So I look for flesh that has tenderness and lust and just a touch of self preservation for that extra thrill to my system.

I watch a couple of them now from my vantage point in the alley. Cities are always the best place to track prey; the living go there to be anonymous.  They don’t ask too many questions, for fear they might have to reveal the truth about themselves.  Cities consist of a myriad of unexplored labyrinths and unlit corners, ideal places for my kind to hide.  Cities are the place to be when you are undead.  

The first scent worth investigating belongs to a tall brunette girl, in a flimsy blue sundress.  She is constantly scratching, which is clearly a nervous habit - my senses tell me she has nothing wrong with her.  She casts a fearful glance in my direction, but she can’t see me; I remain in the shadows until twilight, I am more camouflaged then.  I reject her though, her flesh is unpalatable, it is pumped full of painkillers and antidepressants - anything which takes away the bitter taste of life for her.


So I turn my attention to the second of my potential prey: a man in a grey suit.  I have seen several women glance his way, so he is definitely what they would call appetizing. He flirts with them so he is obviously confident, and I would like to sample this flavour in him.  He has some fight in him too, for I can feel his blood heating as he becomes increasingly aggravated by something - I wonder if this blonde woman hurrying along the street is the source of his irritation?  Sadly it appears she is with him - I prefer to eat alone, the complication of capturing two of the living not being worth the gain, so the grey suited man is free to fight for another day.
As the evening draws in and the shadows begin to spread across the pavement, I move further through the city, continuing to use the shadows as a cloak.  Time is of no consequence to the undead, it is the one thing we have in abundance - we are not hurtling at great speed towards our own end. It is an irony that we crave that essence of what is living and yet, the living wish not for life but to not be dead - there is a difference.

At last night is upon us and I can walk amongst them.  With darkness comes ignorance the light is their friend, they feel more confident and able to live when it is with them; darkness brings fear, they are reluctant to look each other in the eye – fearful that evil emerges at sundown.  They are wrong, evil is always present, we just take darkness as our sanctuary because it is easier to exist there.

At last I identify tonight’s choice: a young woman in sandals and baggy clothing; her mid length, auburn hair is tied loosely at the back of her neck and her blood is screaming with vitality.  Her scent tells me she has fire inside – a will to live, her appearance tells me she will be easy to seize, a captor’s dream!

I move slowly upon her and grip her pony tail tightly in my long, spindly fingers.  I caress her skin with my cheek like a thirsty lover.  She stiffens in fear.  The smell of her energy is overwhelming – yes, she will make a good feast.  She tries to fight me at first.  She screams for help, but there is no one to save her - the living move quickly from such incidents. Selfish, subconscious, self-preservation is always triggered in such situations – it never fails.  I do not need to fight her, in her panic she becomes entangled in her baggy clothing, and she does the work for me. I don’t kill her yet though, what I crave only really exists whilst she is alive.

I pull her into my favourite feeding hole, a dark, narrow underpass leading to the long-closed station; I want to take my time with her.  I begin to gnaw greedily at her flesh and then I slow down to let my tongue crawl beneath her crumbling skin.  

Her fear has incapacitated her - the paralysis gives no indication of the adrenalin throbbing through her veins.  Oh yes! I lick the fluid of life from my teeth and for a moment I am in ecstasy as the life force ebbs from her and flows into me.  If I were alive my heart would be beating alarmingly fast at this moment, the blood surging through my system greedily trying to reach a climatic crescendo, and for a moment I do feel as though I am alive.   It feels like nothing else, it engulfs me and I feel that I am at the pinnacle of all existence.  Time races, I am surging with her life force and I never want it to end.  Please don’t die yet, I beg her, I don’t want this feeling to end.  Ever.

Eventually she slips away, my transcendent lover.  My reincarnated heart slows to the dead beat that it always held.  For a moment I was almost alive again and now the realization that I am not surges upon me like grief.  Once more I feel the hunger for life envelop me and so I turn back towards the city streets for my salvation.

