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The Rescuer

It has been forever since I can remember feeling a woman’s warm and sensual touch. Here in my dark and compressed space, drenched in all its cobwebs and dust, I linger onto the last minutes my victim will have to live. It has been forever since I have had control over a female, since I have been able to be the one to inflict pain. I drown in my own pleasure as her crimson blood soaks the arm of my shirt and the breast of her torn blouse. I encircle the deep incision on her neck with my index finger, my stimulation increasing with each passing moment. Her wound is beautiful, almost breath-taking, as I replay the last few struggles and screams of her pitiful, meaningless life. She had no life before me, I gave her life. I gave her the ability to feel and be touched by a real man. I showed her a real man. I showed her genuine pain and torment. I pick up her lifeless corpse, as I feel excitingly through the tears in her clothing. She is such a beautiful creature, but more beautiful now that she is dead, forever belonging to me. I did her a favor, as I did all the other women now lying next to her in my special room. I like to keep all of them, just in case I might miss one of them in the future. I like to keep them safe. That is why I keep them here, deep beneath the surface, far away from treacherous and dangerous people. They are all safe with me. I saved them. Now, the world needs more saving, more protection. 

I watched her intensively from the dark shadows inhibiting the lonely street side. She had unknowingly forgotten to close her blinds, yet, continued to undress herself. I could hardly look away even as other people passed. Suddenly, she was startled by something and quickly threw on a robe and left the room. Disappointed, I slowly made my way to the corner bar, hoping she may re-appear moments later. Hours later, I had become too drunk to even remember my purpose for being there in the first place. It was then I picked up my heavy body and carried it off to my place, eager to regain some strength and energy.  
The sun arose, and instantly my mind was filled with the same excitement and angst, I had felt the night before while watching her. I had to have her, with all her beauty and mysteriousness. I had to protect her from the lonely and angry world that had hurt me. I scurried through the lonely halls of my broken home, and I searched for a way to bring her back with me. I gazed upon my glittering collection of knives that lay displayed on my darkest wall. I though the shine of the heavy and anxious metal might brighten it up a bit. I paced along that wall for a few seconds, careful to choose one that would do the job beautifully and painfully. Finally, I decided to select the one I was most comfortable with. I chose The one that I used for most of my…rescues. It was long, but not too long that I was unable to maneuver it well. It had sharp, jagged teeth that allowed me to tear into her flesh and spill her blood. It even had slight traces of old memories left upon it. The death tool was a beauty, and it was perfect.
I began my way out the door, my heart racing. I tucked the knife safely in its protective case, secured it and buried it deep in my pocket. I was ready now and I wasexcited. I anxiously searched for the bar on the corner I had gone to that night. Sweat soaked my face and clothing, while my heavy breath continued to disturb my blinding bangs. My heartbeat grew heavier and faster as I remembered the familiar stone work and detailing of the bar’s windows. A few steps further from that corner would invite me right back into my haven. I stood there, only for a moment, to prepare myself for this sacrifice I was about to make. It was up to me to protect these women, and It was up to me to make sure this went smoothly. 
A few tired moments later, it was over. Her shiny, deep blood covered my hands and my clothing. Her face was wet with tears and sweat. She had put up quite an extravagant fight, and her legs and arms began showing signs of bluish-purple splotches. Blood poured from the multiple open wounds I had created on her astonishing figure. Her wounds lay deep and dark. I struggled to move her body and wrap it delicately in her soft cashmere blanket. My fingers fumbled and locked as I carried her down the stars, careful to be unseen and unheard. 
I noticed that I took larger steps while carrying her, my delicately dead beauty. It was not long until I had reached the master suite. This room belonged to me and was apart of me, more than any other room in the entire house. I loved how I could hide in it. I admired how it so perfectly matched my inner essence. It was dark and I was dark. The room was painfully lonely, as was I, and when I resided in this space, we were both content. 
I laid her fragile and cool body on the bare surface of my hideout. This is where I laid most of my women. This is where I would happily gaze into their glazed and empty eyes, accepting the thanks and appreciation I imagined in them. I sat next to her, proud of my achievement, as UI fumbled with the buttons of her slacks. Her hair was in complete disarray. Her golden, formed locks lay peacefully around her face and shoulders, blood soaked. I had saved her. I had saved another innocent woman from the torturous world that surrounded and kept her hostage. I would forever keep her safe, in the locked dungeon with the others. There she would truly be happy. There she would await with the others, another friend, with whom to share her experience with her beautiful rescue. 
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