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      I was a psychopath. A taker of lives.

      I was cold, calculated, and merciless.

      Over the years, I hunted for my perfect prey and took those lives without hesitation. I fed on the thrill of controlling them and, ultimately, watching them exhale their last breath.

      I was sick, and there was no cure for what I had.

      But then I saw Isla, and I knew one thing: I wanted her.

      She fascinated me in a way not even extinguishing people had.

      So I followed her, watched her, and when the time was right… I took her.

      She wasn’t like the others. Her defiance and fearlessness ignited something even more twisted inside me. She made my dark beast rise and take notice until she was the one who consumed me.

      That should terrify me. Instead, it captivated me.

      She was my perfect trophy.

      I thought taking her life would be the ultimate high. How wrong I was.

      I became obsessed. And as our sinister connection deepened, I wrestled with my primal urges—torn between the desire to destroy her and the unsettling need to claim her as mine.

      Would my dark and twisted desires keep her safe, or would it end up consuming the both of us?
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      The apartment was silent now, save for the soft sound of her breathing.

      Only when I was confident she was asleep did I slip out of the closet, careful not to make a sound as I moved toward her side of the bed. I looked around her room and noted the little details.

      Her clothes, her tattered book that was dogeared, and a few small trinkets scattered on her dresser. I turned and silently opened the drawer she’d been in, tracing my fingers over the folded underwear and matched-up socks inside.

      I hooked my finger under the elastic of a small pair of black panties and brought them to my nose, inhaling deeply. I shoved them in my back pocket—even though they only smelled of laundry detergent, and just because they were hers—and closed the drawer.

      She had a cheap plastic bracelet sitting atop the dresser, and I pocketed that as well. I was taking souvenirs. Proof that I’d been here and that she was part of me now, even if she didn’t know it. Her wallet was also on the dresser, and I scanned her ID, memorizing her name and all the little details that made her… her.

      Isla.

      A unique name for a woman who gave me such unique feelings.

      I moved back toward the bed and stood over her as she slept soundly, completely unaware a predator could take her life before she even opened her eyes. Her face was calm as she slept, despite the fire I’d seen in her eyes earlier when she spun around after bitch-slapping that motherfucker—the same one I’d be taking care of soon enough.

      As much as this thrill turned me on, I kept myself in control. I moved to the other side of the bed and slowly lowered myself onto the mattress right beside her. I didn’t touch her at first, but I was close enough to feel the heat of her body and smell the scent of green apple even more potently.

      I closed my eyes and inhaled deeply, taking in her scent until it filled my lungs.

      I moved closer, and the motion of the bed shifting caused her to stir slightly in her sleep. I couldn’t define why she—this moment—felt different. And I hated it. I hated that she had this power over me… that she made me feel anything at all. But I loved it as well.

      I lay beside her, listening to the rhythm of her breathing and watching the steady rise and fall of her chest. She stirred and rolled onto her back. The sheets slipped down to just barely concealing her breasts. She was topless, her tits perky and lifting the material, as her nipples were rock-hard.

      I didn’t stop myself as I gently cupped a mound and ran my thumb over the peak, watching in dark arousal as it hardened further. My cock throbbed incessantly, and while I cupped her perfect tit with one hand and thumbed her nipple, I used my other hand to grab my thick cock through my jeans.

      Rubbing myself wasn’t enough, so I popped the button on my jeans and pulled the zipper down, being slow and quiet. She was out as she slept on, and I felt adrenaline move through me as I pulled my dick free and started jerking off.

      I let go of her breast, grabbed the edge of the sheet, and pulled it downward until her chest was revealed. She hummed softly, and I stilled, watching her face to see if she’d wake up. Her breathing was still even, so I started jerking off again as I cupped her bare breasts.

      God, she looked good, unaware I was touching her and masturbating right next to her. Before I woke her up, I slipped out of the bed, cock still in hand, and moved around the mattress so I could jerk off right over her.

      While staring at her tits and pert nipples, I ran my palm up and down my shaft, feeling my balls draw up tight as my orgasm rose to the surface. My breathing hitched for a moment before I controlled it and held in my groan as my climax claimed me, and I began to ejaculate.

      I angled my cock at her tits and let my orgasm paint her in milky jets. Thick white ropes shot out of my cock slit and covered the mounds. And God, she was so perfect, because she slept on while I defiled her.

      I shook my shaft, making sure all the cum dripped out of the crown, and tucked myself back in. And then I stood there and just admired how good she looked, painted up like my whore.

      With one last look at her face, I turned and left. But I knew this wasn’t the end. I’d be back. I’d be stalking her until the moment was right and I took her life.

      I now knew killing her would give me the most intense high I’d ever experienced.

      I wanted her to be my ultimate prey.

      And this was an obsession I couldn’t control.
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      My cock was hard, and it was because I was about to feed my dark beast yet another life.

      A therapist might say I got sexual gratification from stalking and hunting. And I supposed I did, to an extent. I was sure there were plenty of psychological reasons why I acted the way I did, why my body always reacted in this way when I was murdering someone.

      But I didn’t care about the why or how of what I did. I just cared about how the need and urges grew with each passing day and that, until I acted on them and fed my monster, it would gradually consume me.

      Heavy breathing. Rush of adrenaline. Stiff cock. Sweat beading my brow.

      I had all those symptoms right now from my illness as I kept to the shadows and stalked the man I’d be killing tonight.

      I curled my hands into tight fists, then relaxed them. I did this repeatedly as I moved closer to him, a piss-drunk motherfucker who I’d been watching for weeks now.

      My mind whirled with thoughts of why I was doing this… again. It was the psychologists and psychiatrists I’d been forced to see as a child to blame for me even thinking about anything but bloodlust at this moment.

      Make no mistake—I had no fucking conscience.

      I was made to see the professionals after being caught trying to cut off the hands of one of the older boys in my foster home. I’d been put through the ringer, each of them trying to find out why an innocent six-year-old would do such a heinous act.

      I never told them I caught the fucker trying to hurt the foster family’s beloved pets.

      With my past a mystery, seeing as they found me—three years old at the time—wandering the streets at night, covered in blood, and wearing nothing but some dirty shorts, I was a puzzle to them.

      I’d been told I must have dealt with severe physical, emotional, or sexual abuse during my childhood. But with a past as unknown as mine, they were only able to speculate.

      My deep psychological scars no doubt led to my lack of empathy and difficulty forming healthy relationships.

      My childhood trauma—because surely being found covered in blood and wandering at night had to mean trauma was involved—could manifest in violent tendencies to regain control or cope with unresolved pain.

       As a teenager, they said I exhibited traits of psychopathy, that I viewed others as objects to manipulate or harm without emotional consequences.

      They were right, but I knew how to play the game. I knew how to mimic so that I was deemed fit to be in society and not a threat to myself or anyone else.

      Pulling me back to the present, the man staggered, drunker than shit, and probably unaware he was being stalked because he was prey tonight.

      He reached out and braced a hand on the brick building, the alleyway he wandered and stumbled down smelling of garbage.

      Someone threw a bottle in the distance, and the sound of breaking glass echoed through the alley.

      “Who’s there?” he slurred and spun, losing his balance and sagging against the brick wall.

      I said nothing, just stalked closer until I was a few feet from where he stood. His head lowered, his body involuntarily swayed from how drunk he was.

      I was still so fucking hard, but my arousal had nothing to do with this man. I was aroused because I was about to take a life, and that's what really got me off.

      The man had no idea I’d been watching him. For weeks now, I followed and studied him. I learned every disgusting habit, every filthy secret he thought no one knew, and the ones he didn’t care if everyone knew.

      This fucker wasn’t good at hiding anything—not from a person like me. No, men like him were sloppy and careless. They thought the world owed them something, that they could take whatever they wanted.

      And this one... he was going to pay for it all tonight.

      He played the part of a respectable and successful motherfucker, a face you’d pass on the street without a second thought or worry that he’d double cross you. But behind closed doors, he let his mask slip.

      The abuse of his wife, the fear he inflicted on the people around him… it was something he had to pay for. It was something I had to give him to sate my dark beast.

      Brandon Mackle wasn’t just violent; he was cruel. His wife had to hide her bruises, and his daughter flinched at the very sight of him. And this asshole got off on it—making the women in his life break one bit at a time.

      And he thought no one would stop him.

      But I would. Right now.

      I wasn’t a savior. I was the devil, and I was here to make the world a shittier place for people like him.

      Truth was… I didn’t care about his wife or daughter. Not really. I wasn’t here to protect them. I picked Brandon simply because he did shitty things to innocent people, so my actions, like what I was about to do, might be justifiable in others’ eyes if I were ever caught. Not because I needed to justify it to myself to kill a fucker.

      But men like Brandon deserved to be reminded that the world was full of monsters worse than them.

      And I was one of those monsters.

      Hurting him wasn’t just something I wanted to do—it was something that I had to do. It was a necessity for my survival, because the compulsion and sick and twisted desire was a never-ending cycle within me.

      Tonight, Brandon would feel truly powerless.

      And I couldn’t wait to look into his eyes and watch as he realized he was about to die, then the light fade out of them.

      “Hello, Brandon.”

      Although my voice was low and deep, he heard me, felt my breath on his nape, and spun around, nearly falling as he hurried backward. He reached into his jacket, and I knew he carried a small knife with him. But no weapon would save him, not from the likes of me.

       I let him pull the weapon out, and as he pointed it at me, I could see in his expression that he was trying to place where he’d seen me, whether or not he knew me, and what the hell was going to happen.

       I kept enough distance to where his blade couldn’t touch me, but it wouldn’t matter if he cut me. The pain meant nothing to me when the result was his death.

      I looked at his hand that was wrapped tightly around the handle, knowing he probably did the same thing to his wife’s wrists and neck as he hurt her.

       My dark beast rose close to the surface, clawing to get out, my deranged and twisted need to kill intensifying.

      I was sure—for just a moment—he thought he might get out of this. His fight-or-flight instincts were working overtime. But behind that façade, as I looked deep into his eyes, I could see he knew the truth. His eyes were wide and frantic as he gripped the knife like it could save him.

      It was almost funny, really. I tilted my head, a smirk tugging at my lips. “You plan on cutting me with that, Brandon?” I asked, my voice laced with a casual indifference.

      I stepped forward, watching his panic spike. That amused me. In one fluid motion, I caught his wrist and twisted hard enough he yelped and dropped the weapon. The blade hit the ground with a small clang against the pavement, and I stooped just long enough to pick it up.

      His gasp of fear was satisfying as I pulled him close with the hand still wrapped around his wrist, our faces barely an inch apart. “I’ve been anticipating this for weeks,” I whispered, knowing I no-doubt looked and sounded like the psycho I was.

      In a split second, my grip switched from his wrist to his throat, and I shoved him against the brick building, feeling the impact reverberate through him. He struggled in my hold, but I was stronger. I had his knife in my hand and wrapped my fingers tighter around his throat, leaving my grip barely loose enough that he could swallow, which I felt against my palm.

      Not even the stench of the garbage a few feet away could mask his fear.

      I leaned my full weight into his body and squeezed my hand even tighter around his neck until I cut off his airflow. His survival instinct kicked in, and he clawed at my hand, desperate to get away.

      For long seconds, I just stared into his face, seeing blood vessels break in the whites of his eyes, watching as his face turned red, then purple. His mouth opened and closed as he tried to breathe.

      All while my cock throbbed.

      I was so fucking hard.

      Watching the life fade from another human, and me being the one who took it, gave me the greatest fucking high.

      I knew he felt the evil intent around me, because his fear turned into something else. His eyes grew impossibly wider, and he shook his head, maybe thinking I was really a sick motherfucker and would fuck him before I killed him… or after.

      I was fucked up, but not that much.

      I squeezed his throat tighter until I knew with just a little more pressure I'd break his trachea. Brandon’s struggling was getting weaker, asphyxiation claiming him with its dark, unbreakable hold on him.

      With his knife in my other hand, I lifted the blade and looked at it for a second, the muted streetlamp catching the metal and causing it to gleam.

      “I’m going to cut you up, Brandon,” I said conversationally. “And as much as I’ve been fantasizing about this for weeks, I’m now unsure of how I want to make you hurt.”

      My brutality and savagery couldn’t be matched, and killing him so quickly by merely choking him to death just wouldn’t do. That would never be enough to feed the beast, so I loosened my grip a tiny bit so I could make this last longer.

      His gasps were weak but pained, his fear tangible in the air. I closed my eyes and just let my other senses take over.

      I listened to him struggle to breathe.

      The scent of his horror and fear poured off of him.

      The feel of his pulse started to beat slower under my vise-like grip.

      I opened my eyes and looked into his face, tears streaming down his cheeks, sweat coating his forehead. I couldn't wait any longer.

      With precision, I brought the tip to his cheek and dragged it down, opening his skin. He couldn't cry out with my hand still around his throat, so all he did was whimper. I groaned as I pushed the blade in even deeper. The coppery scent of his blood filled my nose, and another groan left me.

      This is who I am. This is what I need.

      I kept dragging the blade down, and when I got to his neck, I let go of his throat and immediately sliced open his jugular. Spurts of blood sprayed out from the gaping wound, but I wasn’t done.
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