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My heart was pounding like a freight train inside of my chest as I deftly crept towards my kill. I love the art of murder. As a matter of fact, murder had throughout my life become an all-consuming passion of mine. It wasn't just a hobby or a passing interest; it was more of a lifestyle choice than anything. Nothing else could compare to the feeling of adrenaline coursing through my veins, making my blood feel red-hot like lava, bubbling beneath the surface of my skin. It was my motivation to up the intensity in this animalistic game I tend to play with my victims.

I like to terrify them as much as I can before taking their life. Terrified prey makes the best prey. There's nothing quite like seeing fear in their life-filled eyes and knowing, with a profound sense of accomplishment, that I created it. That flicker of realization—the moment they understand that death is not just approaching, but is standing right in front of them—is where the true magic lies. Then it's all the more pleasing when I get to watch the soul, or essence that is them, leave their eyes as my knife helps me drain them of all that life-giving liquid. I feel true power knowing that I completely terrify my victims the way I do. It's kind of a second part of me that has ingrained itself into my murderous side, an inseparable shadow.

There's no reason for it; I don't have any kind of grudge against them personally. In fact, as a rule, I don't generally know the people that I kill. There is a clinical purity in that. It's much more satisfying having little to no connection to myself if their body would happen to be found. The lack of an emotional tether keeps the work clean. It's also not like I collect bodies; I have no further use for them once I've finished dispatching them. They had lived out their purpose at that point. Once the light has been extinguished and the vessel is empty, they are merely discarded shells. I liked to leave the bodies to be discovered. That's why it was extra important to be careful when having my fun. Leaving evidence behind is the biggest no-no.

I tried to leave it looking like there was no rhyme or reason for my doing the things that I do. I simply love it and want it to be allowed to continue. The number one reason that people get caught for murder is they start being looked at as a suspect for one reason or another. Whether that reason was because they talked too much, admitted their crime to the wrong person, or simply got too sloppy didn't matter. The problem was with them becoming a suspect in the first place. It must always be strangers, never someone too familiar. Killing someone you know was pretty much asking to be talked to by the police, not recommended if you're trying to remain unconnected.

I am descending like an unknown darkness upon a good-looking couple who are running from me like I was a demon they had just watched escape a portal from hell. The shadows of the street seem to stretch and warp around my movement, making me an extension of the night itself. I hadn't even hurt either one of them yet, and here they were both afraid for their lives. Anyone else besides me would consider this irrational behavior—to flee from a shadow, a silhouette that hasn't yet drawn blood. I, however, knew exactly what I had planned... and they were right to scream, for I mean to kill them.

It was purely the act of murder I was after. I wanted nothing to do with sex in any way, shape, or form. There is no lust in my work, only the hunger for the end. I don't want to rape his girlfriend, or him for that matter. I just wanted to feel their bodies twitch and go limp as I help the last of their blood drop out of their bodies. I don't think that's asking too much for the beautiful experience I was about to give them. I was offering them relief from a painful existence. I was offering them relief from the very fear that currently gripped their lungs.

They say the best way to even face a fear is to confront it head-on, right? Well, I don't want to disappoint whoever "They" are.

The first one of them to be reached wasn't the girlfriend this time. I know, what a shock. And it wasn't even that he was trying to stay behind and protect the woman he loved; it was only because he was slower than her. Judging from the sound of his heavy breathing—a ragged, desperate rasping—he was a chain smoker. He was breathing like he had just run a marathon, and it had literally only been about two blocks that I was following them. The damp night air seemed to thicken with every panicked gasp he took.

As I came up behind him, I reached up and grabbed his collar. It was now sticking up off his polo shirt after all the physical commotion recently, such as the running and stumbling trying to escape. His muscles were starving for oxygen that was readily available in the night air, yet he couldn't grasp it. As my hand gripped his fabric, I yanked him backwards, knocking him violently off balance. He was still trying to run, but the top half of his body wasn't able to as I jerked back against his momentum. He tripped over his own legs and fell backwards, scrambling to get back up in a frantic, animalistic panic before I was right on top of him. He was running purely on instinct now; he wasn't even thinking about what he could do, he was just a creature fleeing the predator.

I grabbed the knife I had in my right hand with my left, tossing it as I had done a hundred times from hand to prey—a practiced, rhythmic motion. All the while, I was staring right into his wide-open eyes, watching the pupils dilate with terror. I walked around him, holding his shirt so he couldn't just dart away and force me to chase him again. I continued until I was facing him, the knife tip pointed directly at his face, hovering inches from his eyeball.

"Calm down," I said in my most motivational voice, as if I were a coach offering guidance rather than an executioner. I quickly yelled for his girlfriend as well, "Honey, I think I've got a little something here you might not want to leave behind."

Even in her panic, she still had the sense to stop for a second as she was running, looking back at us sitting in the middle of the street. She was breathing heavily, and I knew it would be hard for her to start running fast right away if she started again; her muscles were already beginning to fatigue from the initial fright. I could see she was really confused on what exactly she should do at this moment. Her eyes were darting back and forth between me and her lover, and her lips were pursed almost as if she were about to say, "What?" She truly seemed to love her man, but she also understood that I was more than the two of him together could handle.

She had no fight in her eyes. She was afraid for her life, and that fear was the only thing that created a slim sliver of bravery in her—the bravery of the cornered. I could see just from looking in her eyes that she was torn. On one side, she wanted to run, to flee with everything she had, to escape me and my terrorizing gaze.

In all honesty, I had done nothing more than walk towards them at first. She noticed me and became afraid. She hid behind her man, and I just continued walking, deliberately slow, savoring the buildup. When I started to get closer, maintaining my calm, cool composure, he finally stepped up.

"What do you want, man?" He asked with a shaky voice too young for a question of confrontation. The tremor in his tone was delicious.

I said nothing. I simply pulled a knife out of my pocket, careful to let them see the light glimmering off the steel from the meager amount of streetlight available out here. There was nobody else around, so I wanted to be a bit nefarious as I played my part. At that point, she pulled his arm to start walking, and he followed suit without hesitation.

The quickness with which he started walking after her made me laugh. It was a dark, ominous laugh that echoed behind them, bouncing off the empty storefronts. While I was following them, I flashed my knife again—a sudden, silvery flash in the dark—and she began to panic and start running. He looked back at me and then at her, and decided he would take his chances being closer to her than I, and followed her example, running with all his might.

I knew there was nowhere to go besides down an alleyway up the block, which led to nothing but empty space and a closed-off end with a fence. If they were going to hide from me, it would have to be by sneaking around buildings before I turned the corner, hoping I didn't switch it up on them and start walking the other way around the building to catch them in reverse. She had been making this more fun for me since the height of the chase; I wanted her to have a sacrifice, from me, just for her.

I put my hand up in front of me, waving my finger for her to come towards me and her lover again. She started crying, but complied slowly. I could see her knees shaking and wobbling as she walked back towards us. She was absolutely horrified at what might happen. I wondered what kind of trauma had been in her past to make her so afraid of a knife-wielding stranger. I mean, there wasn't really even a shimmer of bravery in her at all; just panic and running from me in the pathetic manner she had. It was less the run of a track star and more the run of a band geek.

She looked at me with a question in her eyes, like: *Should I really come to you?* I just smiled at her warmly and shook my head 'yes' as she kept walking toward me. I wanted to let her know that this was the right choice for her to make. I could see the hood of her sweatshirt had a string in it, so I told her to pull that string out of her hoodie as she walked towards me. She wouldn't dare do anything risky while I had my blade pressed into her man's throat. He already had a thin white line where the steel had been pressing; she was going to avoid making that red at all costs. She complied and handed me the string within seconds. I then told her to tie one hand of hers with one end of the string. She had to use her teeth to get it tight enough to satisfy me. I told her to double knot it so it was around her wrist and wouldn't slip off.

She probably figured she was about to get raped at knifepoint. In her mind, I'm sure that was still better than being murdered. I told her to tie his other hand to her hand so that they were bound together, hand-in-hand. I wanted to make it as romantic as I could for them.

Now that they were tied together, hand in hand, I made them face each other and look into each other's crying eyes. She got on her knees in front of him, and they faced one another. They both wanted to be brave for the other about the situation they were going through together right now. I told her to give him a kiss—telling him that she loved him and not to be afraid. There are many things in life to be afraid of; facing a situation with panic is one of them. You can do things like forget to keep your wits about you and question things. She leaned forward, her head shaking slightly like a shiver. She kissed him on the lips softly.

"Is that all?" I asked seriously. "Come on, show him you love him. Tell him, 'I love you,' and give him a kiss."

She said, "I love you," between a couple of sniffles, and leaned forward to kiss him again—this time, closing her eyes and pressing her soft lips up against his more meaningfully.

Suddenly, she felt a warmth spreading across the chest of her shirt. Her first thought was that maybe one of them was, for some reason, reaching out to grab her breasts. If it was her boyfriend, she wondered what the hell was wrong with him doing that at this moment. If it was the guy with the knife, she had a whole other world of problems to worry about.

As she opened her eyes, she tried to recoil from what she saw in front of her. As she had been kissing her lover—a sweet kiss in a sour moment—I had taken the knife and shoved it through the side of his neck, carefully holding his head so she wouldn't feel the jolt. As he was bleeding out, he was bleeding all over her, making her sweater warm and heavy with the sudden weight of him. She tried to scream as she stood up to run.

Since she was tied to him, though, she couldn't do anything but try lifting his body up to carry it with her. Of course, she failed. I grabbed her by the face with my other hand before she could start screaming again. I didn't want her to get too loud and alert anyone; there wasn't anyone usually out at this hour, but I didn't want to take any chances that someone might hear her and come by. Just a safety precaution I liked to take to avoid witnesses and things like that.

As she looked at me, I could tell she was panicked and in complete shock. She couldn't believe that this was really happening; I don't think she actually believed it had just happened. When she looked up at me and her eyes met mine, I felt that would be the perfect moment to reach up and, in one smooth motion, slice her throat open with my knife. As she stared into my eyes, I saw hers go from wide and shocked looking to surprised and a little angry, before finally rolling into acceptance as she started to lose consciousness herself. She slowly slumped to the ground in a mesmerizing, almost seeming like it was on purpose, slow manner.

It was a beautiful thing, watching the moment of death.

I guess honestly that all depends on how the murder was committed. There are many more beautiful art forms of murder than others. For instance, the beautiful spray of blood, the warmth, the way the skin is so pure and then, once it's sliced open, all of it looks the same. It all pours the same red, life-giving liquid as the next.

Guns were similar in terms of their appeal. It's definitely entertaining to watch a dark hole in a body turn into a fountain. It's interesting how cuts and bullet holes can take a while to actually start bleeding. I'm not a huge fan of them, as they make things too easy, but you still have to worry about evidence and people possibly hearing the gun go off.

My least favorite is strangling. Strangulation, as far as I'm concerned, is the lamest form of murder. When I see killers that are habitual stranglers, I have to wonder if they were really putting their hearts into it or not. Strangulation is more a form of passionate death. It can be beautiful when done in the heat of the moment, but generally, it is meant for quick dispatching—for people who can't handle the real art involved in murder.

I would like to be remembered for all of the murders I've committed over the years. There have been some really good ones that I had created; mysteries that were better left to their imagination rather than explained. Things that were so twisted and irrational that the full story could only be guessed at. Sometimes I make it a point to be as brutal as I can. In death, you can only give the respect you are given. Whether you are dealing the pain or dealing with it makes no difference; there's a code to murder on both ends. If you're going to be involved in murder, at least make it something that will be talked about for years to come.

They talk about darkness inside of a human being that makes them the way they are. I've never noticed anything besides a natural feeling I've always had. In all actuality, I don't really understand the decision not to murder that people make on a daily basis. There's no reason for it; why would anyone hold back these true feelings of passion when the situation demands it?

I even remember killing from an early age. When I was five years old, I recall seeing a bird that had fallen out of its nest onto the ground. It was chirping, probably trying to call its mother to hopefully save it from this hell it had moved itself into by falling out of the nest. I walked up to it and picked it up by the neck, bringing it close to my face. It was chirping—but not quite so desperately as before; it probably thought I was there to help it. But instead of help, I started to squeeze its fragile little neck, just curious to see what would happen.

Soon the chirping ceased because the bird could not make any noise since my hand was cutting off its ability to breathe, like a snake squeezing its prey. I kept squeezing harder and eventually heard a cracking, and it stopped moving altogether. That was the day I realized that life was precious—and that it could be taken even if by accident.

I remember my mother coming out and seeing what happened. She didn't know that I had just had a deep realization of what life was and how weak and frail it could be; she just thought that I had accidentally picked it up and squeezed it too hard, and not much else was said about it. But I never forgot that day.

Not long after that, maybe a year or so, I was playing on the playground with a bunch of other kids and this little boy was getting ready to go down the slide. Every time, right before he got to the top, he would make this sound effect that was like a bird chirping. I was constantly being reminded of that bird, and it made me think of how easily I had taken its life. I didn't really know that killing someone was a bad thing, and in fact, at the time, my mother didn't show me that it was bad. I happened to look over at his mother, who was looking down reading a book, not paying attention, and before I knew it, my hands had pushed the little boy—instead of down the slide, I had pushed him off of the jungle gym. He fell, hitting his head on a bar and flipping around, landing on his head again, this time with a sickening crunch.

That fall didn't kill him, but it did ruin his life. I remembered seeing him sometime later; he was in a wheelchair and didn't remember anything that happened to him that day. They thought he had just fallen off and hit his head like kids do, but I knew better. I never said a word to anyone about it. That was because of the intensity his mother had shown when she realized her baby was on the ground, unconscious and not moving. I didn't want that kind of intensity she was showing directed at me, who had been the one who hurt her child. I at least had enough sense to know that much at such a young age.

Instead, I circled around with a couple of the other kids, squatting down and feigning concern for this little boy, which seemed to satisfy everyone. His mother was frantic. She didn't want to listen to anyone who was trying to calm her down; she would slap at their hands and grab her son, holding him while crying and screaming. "It's going to be okay!" she would say, over and over. She made it very apparent that her life would be empty without him. Later on, I would take the boy's life in my teens; I would always say I did it to ease his suffering, but in reality, it was just to finish the job I had started so long ago.

I just seem to have been born without remorse. I've never felt it; I've never once thought that I was or felt sorry for anyone. Life is what life is, and we're all handed a different deal; it's up to us to play the game the best we can with what we're given. There is no direction, there is no guidance besides what parents tell us—things they themselves have learned and regurgitate, in hopes that we can learn what they regurgitate to us and further spew that vomit on future generations until it's one big mess of control and nobody knows what the real truth is anymore. They know only what they've all learned and had heaved upon them.

No, my direction would be much different than that. I don't care about humanity as a whole; we all die. I just like to choose when people die rather than let fate decide. It's more fun that way.
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Almost right as soon as her body hit the ground, lights came on like a spotlight on me. The sudden intrusion of brightness felt violent, slicing through the comfortable shroud of the night and exposing the raw, wet reality of what I'd just done. My heart hammered against my ribs—not with guilt, but with the jarring realization that someone had just seen. Not just anyone, either; it was an actual cop who happened to be patrolling close by that I hadn't noticed. They usually didn't patrol this late, and this was absolutely not normal behavior for the police around here. This town was a ghost town late at night, a graveyard of sleeping houses and empty streets. I hadn't expected this.

I heard him yell, "Freeze!"

The command hit me like a physical blow. I jumped up, my muscles reacting before my brain could even process the threat, and started running away from him and the bodies. The heavy, metallic scent of blood was still thick in the air, but now it was joined by the sound of pursuit. I could hear his feet shuffling as he ran after me. They sounded heavy, labored—he was struggling to shuffle as an improvised rhythm against my much faster, more fluid stride. As he reached the spot where the bodies lay, where the life had only moments ago been extinguished, I heard him gasp. A shaky, breathless, "Oh my God!" escaped him. He fumbled for his radio even as the chase intensified, the clicking of the device punctuating his desperate pursuit.

He was definitely out of shape; I could hear it in every ragged, wheezing breath he drew. As long as he didn't shoot me in the back, I wasn't concerned that he would catch up. To him, this was a nightmare, a sudden rupture in the fabric of his mundane life. To me, it was just an unexpected complication in a night that had been going far too smoothly.

"Dispatch, we've got a live one here," his voice crackled, strained and high-pitched with adrenaline. "I've got two casualties. It is unknown at this time if they're alive or dead. I'm in pursuit, at the corner of 11th Street and Waukesha Avenue, over."

I ran fast, my lungs burning with a delicious sort of fire, trying to put distance between myself and that siren-caller. I loved to murder, but I didn't relish the idea of having and having to remember my murders while sitting in prison rather than being free and able to actually commit them. Prison was a cage for the body, but it was also a cage for the impulse. I needed the streets; I needed the shadows.

The cop, however, was surprisingly fast for someone so out of shape, and he was actually gaining on me! For the first time, I felt a small, cold rise of panic creeping up my spine. Out of all the cops out there—the fat, donut-eating, out-of-shape, lazy fuckers—I had managed to attract the fat track star. It was an insult to my skill.

I had run from cops before, but never for very long; I was actually very good at getting away from them, possessed of a certain predatory grace that made me nearly invisible in the dark. But this time, as I leaped over a wooden fence into the backyard of another property, disaster struck. My foot hit a patch of moisture on the top rail—a slick, unexpected residue—and my momentum betrayed me. I lost my grip and wound up on the ground, hitting my ass with a bone-jarring thud that rattled my teeth.

As I was scrambling to get back to my feet, a shadow detached itself from the darkness of the yard. A large Rottweiler, sensing an intruder, rushed me. It didn't bark; it simply lunged, its massive head colliding with my side as it grabbed my arm in its jaws. I felt the immense pressure of teeth gripping my flesh tightly, and the sound of my shirt beginning to rip under the sheer force of its yanking.

I knew this would alert the cop. The dog's growls and the commotion were a beacon, marking my exact location for the man who was not far behind. I struggled, clawing at the dirt, trying to pull myself up, but it was no use. The Rottweiler was a wall of muscle, countering my every attempt to rise and run by pulling me back down towards its level. It was a frantic, humiliating wrestling match with an animal that had more strength than sense. I had to resort to something desperate; I jammed my thumb deep into the dog's eye socket. It let out a high-pitched yelp and released my arm, recoiling to paw frantically at the wound. The dog sat there, distracted by its own pain, and for a second, I thought I was clear.

But I was too late.

"Freeze!"

The voice came from the edge of the yard, accompanied by the unmistakable, heavy click of a handgun being cocked. The beam of his flashlight swung toward me, blinding and interrogative. He stood there, weapon leveled, his silhouette jagged against the night. "Don't move or I will shoot you where you stand."

I stopped in my tracks. I stood perfectly still, my back turned to him, feeling the heat of his gaze on my spine.

"Turn around," he commanded. There was a terrifying intensity in his voice, a grim certainty that suggested he believed he had already won this match. He thought he had trapped the predator.

I turned around slowly, unable to stifle the building, nervous grin that stretched across my face. The sheer absurdity of the situation was too much to suppress. There was no way I was going to jail tonight. I would go to the Grave first, or put him in his, whichever came first. The thought was a promise, not a threat.

I started walking towards the officer with my hands held behind my head, projecting a forced compliance. Beneath the nape of my neck, nestled between my shoulder blades, I felt the familiar weight of my knife. It sat in a custom little harness I'd made for hiding purposes—a narrow, tight-fitting sheath designed specifically to keep a buck knife secure and invisible even during physical exertion.

He seemed nervous, his aim wavering slightly as he pointed the gun up towards me again, his finger tensing on the trigger. "Stop!" he shouted.

I hesitated, but only for a heartbeat. I kept approaching, my eyes locked onto his, staring intently, trying to hold his gaze and break whatever resolve he had left. I wanted him to see the emptiness in my eyes.

"It's okay, Officer," I said, my voice smooth, almost soothing. "I surrender. All you need to do is handcuff me."

I kept walking, a slow, rhythmic approach. My hand was already moving, sliding downward toward the base of my neck, fingers tightening around the grip of the blade hidden in the harness. I knew that I needed to dispatch him before any of the other officers arrived. The sirens were audible now—a low, approaching wail in the distance. They were still a ways away, but time was hemorrhaging.

I took a couple more steps, and then, for some unknown reason, right before I was about to pounce, I felt my entire body twitch. It was a sudden, violent spasm, as if my nerves had suddenly lost control for
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