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    Dedication:
For those drawn to the quiet fractures beneath the surface. where obsession disguises itself as devotion.
Some minds are not broken all at once. They simply learn, little by little, to mistake the darkness for home.
 
                        Content Warning.   
This is a dark work of fiction intended for mature readers. Beneath the violence lies a story shaped by trauma, childhood wounds, addiction, and the harm it inflicts on everyone involved. The narrative delves into fear, control, morality, and the blurred boundary between love and possession. contains stalking, kidnapping, psychological and physical violence, addiction, and graphic depictions of murder and dead bodies.This work does not romanticize or justify abuse, violence, or destructive behavior.


    



  	
        
            
               "He's more myself than I am. Whatever our souls are made of, his and mine are the same."
— Wuthering Heights, Emily Brontë

      

    


 

                                  Prologue.

The dark floor in our house always gleamed as if it had just been polished to a mirror shine.

Not with varnish. My mother didn’t trust varnish. She scrubbed the parquet with an old damp towel, slowly, on her knees. Always with the grain, never against it. The wood was old, nearly black oak that absorbed the lamplight in the evenings and returned it in a dull, muted glow.

If you bent low enough, you could see blurred reflections of the furniture, the windows, and the lamp with its dark shade in the polished surface. Its light spread across the boards in a dim olive-green tint, like old glass or light filtering through dirty water.

As a child, I often lay on my stomach on that floor, tracing my fingers along the cold seams between the boards. The wood smelled of water, old soap, and something sharp and medicinal that I couldn’t explain back then.

My mother used to say that a clean floor was the only form of order anyone could guarantee in this world.

Back then, I believed her.

I remember that evening with painful clarity. The rest of my childhood feels blurred somehow, worn down like the same parquet beneath our feet.

The olive light from the lamp stretched across the floor in a long rectangle. The oak boards still gleamed, slightly damp after cleaning.

I sat on the floor rolling a toy car across the smooth surface, chasing it down the hallway and watching its tiny wheels leave almost invisible tracks in the thin layer of water.

That was when I saw her hand.

At first, only the hand. Resting just beyond the light. Pale. Motionless. The fingers bent at an unnatural angle.

The syringe was still lodged in her vein.

I stared at it for a long time with a strange kind of patience, in no hurry to understand what I was seeing.

I remember slowly crawling closer. My breath fogged against the polished wood. Her hair had spilled across the floor like a dark stain. Her face was turned slightly to the side, and the olive light touched only her cheek.

I touched her fingers.

Her skin was cold.

The parquet beneath my knees was cold too, but differently. It was the living cold of wood that remembered water and hands moving along its grain.

Back then, I didn’t know the word overdose. I didn’t know the word addiction. I didn’t understand the word death.

But I knew how those things could fill an entire house, as if the room itself had sunk into the heart of a swamp.

And in that silence, for the first time, I felt something I would later learn to call fear.

Moments like that don’t just pass. They reshape the architecture of the mind. A child raised next to addiction never develops a real sense of safety. Love in a house like that is unstable. It comes and it goes.

Today, you were held.

Tomorrow, you find that same person lying on a cold floor.

The brain begins to blur the lines. Tenderness and threat. Closeness and loss. Love and fear.

Later, I realized something else.

Addiction does not always look like a needle in a vein.

Sometimes, it looks like love.

Some people collect stamps. Some collect old books.

And some spend their entire lives collecting people.

We search for lost fragments inside them. Features, voices, glances, intonations that remind us of someone we lost or never truly had. Small shards of something whole. And from those shards, we try to create a painting of our own.

Even when one fragment is always missing.

Even when we know it will never be complete.

Especially then.

Because obsession is a form of love too.

And perhaps the most dangerous addiction of all.

                                 chapter 1. 

                      — The Hunt Begins —

It was February fourteenth. I came home later than usual.

The city felt strangely quiet for Valentine’s Day. Muted light spilled through restaurant windows, the scent of wine lingered in the air, and cold snow drifted down from the black sky like powdered sugar. Couples passed by holding hands, leaning into each other as if trying to hide from the rest of the world.

I watched them with the same detachment people reserve for a stage behind glass. Beautiful, but never entirely within reach.

By the time I got home, the stairs barely creaked beneath my feet. The house stood dark and silent. The key turned softly in the lock, but the door was already unlocked.

I stepped inside and immediately felt the cold marble beneath my soles. It rose through my body in a slow wave, from my feet to my knees. The air itself seemed motionless.

“Darling, I’m home.”

My voice drifted down the long hallway, sliding along the bookshelves, brushing against the staircase before returning to me in a muffled echo.

No answer came.

I closed the door slowly, carefully, as though any sudden noise might disturb some fragile balance. I took off my jacket automatically and hung it over the back of a chair. The fabric whispered softly against the wood.

The house was too quiet.

I walked into the kitchen. The light there was dim. A single lamp burned above the counter, casting a dull circle across the marble. Two wine glasses stood on the table.

Empty.

Beside them sat a glass bottle of cold water. Drops of condensation slid slowly down its sides, leaving thin trails across the glass.

I stepped closer and noticed a small object beside one of the glasses.

A pregnancy test.

I picked it up. Two clear pink lines.

For a moment, everything around me became strangely unreal. The air itself seemed to lose its density.

“Samantha…”  I said quietly, even though she wasn’t there.

The word lingered in the stillness as I moved around the table, still gripping the test in my hand. The plastic pressed into my skin, and only then did I notice that my hand had started trembling.

That was when my eyes caught something on the floor.

At first, it looked like a shadow. A dark stain against the pale marble. But when I stepped closer, it began to take on color. Thick. Dark red. Almost black.

Blood spread across the tiles in slow uneven lines, filling the natural veins of the marble as if the stone itself were trying to pull it inward.

For a second, my brain refused to accept what my eyes were seeing. But the smell told the truth first. Metal. The thick warm scent of blood filled the air, pressing against my lungs and tightening around my throat until my breaths turned shallow and short.

I took one step. Then another.

Samantha lay at the foot of the stairs.

Her body was unnaturally still in that familiar, strange silence that comes only when life leaves someone suddenly. Her pale hair spilled across the marble in soft strands. Where it touched the blood, it darkened, sticking together in thin strings. Blood had soaked through her clothes as well.

One arm stretched across the floor as though she had been trying to reach for something.

Or someone.

I stood above her without moving. The pregnancy test was still in my hand, and there was no longer any doubt.

I had found her dead.

And in that moment, I realized two things.

First, I cannot save anyone. I cannot keep anyone from slipping away.

Second, in a few minutes, I was going to hate myself for the fact that my first feeling had not been grief.

The wounds. There were so many of them.

At first, they seemed chaotic, almost abstract. But the longer I looked, the clearer it became. This was not an accident. Not one strike. Not two.

There had been many.

I didn’t count them aloud. I simply stared.

My brain did it for me.

Twenty.

Maybe more.

Slowly, I pulled my phone from my pocket. My hand barely obeyed me. My fingers barely felt like my own, stiff somehow. When I dialed the number, it took me two tries to press the right digits.

Short tones.

Somewhere very far away.

Then a click.

“ 911, what’s your emergency?”

A woman’s voice. Calm. Even. Almost colorless.

“I’m…”
 “Haytham. Haytham Woods.”

For several seconds, I looked at Samantha. At her hair spread across the floor. At the dark blood.

“…and I’ve found my wife murdered.”

A brief silence fell. Someone on the line turned a page quietly.

“Haytham, state your address.”

I said it slowly, without looking at anything in front of me. After that, everything started moving very fast. Too fast.

My house was no longer quiet.

At first, the sirens appeared, distant and muffled. Then the door opened. Then uniformed officers came in, one after another, bringing in the cold night air and the smell of wet asphalt. Heavy boots struck the floor with dull, final sounds. voices rolled through the rooms. Metal stands clicked as they unfolded with dry mechanical precision. Evidence bags rustled softly. Yellow tape cut across the space.

A crime scene.

My home.

They sat me down at the kitchen table. The same table where, not long ago, two wine glasses had stood. Now the cold marble was covered with rubber gloves, notebooks, and clear plastic evidence bags. Someone was taking photographs near the sink. Someone was speaking into a radio. A detective across from me was writing. Another one was asking questions.

“When was the last time you saw your wife alive?”

The question came calmly. No pressure. As if the answer didn’t matter all that much.

For a second, I held my breath. The image of this morning surfaced in my mind. Light. Coffee. Sugar.

“This morning.”

The detective looked up from his notebook.

His gaze was attentive, but not sharp. More professionally distant.

“What exactly happened?”

I looked down at my hands. Only then did I notice a dark stain on my wrist.

“She was making breakfast,”  I forced my voice to stay even. “ And she gave me my medication.”

The pen moved across the page.

“What medication?”

“ Mood stabilizers.”

A few seconds passed as he wrote.

The room felt tight. The only thing breaking the silence was the low hum of the ceiling lamp. Somewhere deeper in the house, a camera clicked.

“Has anything unusual happened recently?”

I exhaled slowly.

“Maybe.”

His eyes lifted.

“ Explain.”

“Over the past few months… I felt like I was being followed.”

Now he was watching more closely.

“ Followed?”

“I kept noticing the same figure. In different places. Near the house. In the parking lot by the store. Sometimes across the street.”

The detective leaned slightly forward.

“Did you ever see their face?”

“ No.”

“ Then describe what you saw.”

I closed my eyes for a moment.

A silhouette surfaced in my memory. Dark. Blurred.

“Average male height, around five foot seven.”

I paused.

“Covered face, hoodie. Dark clothes. Always.”

The pen scratched again against paper.

A dull pressure pulsed at my temples. My nerves felt stretched tight, like wires under current. I watched the detective’s steady handwriting, his careful movements.

Two officers stood near Samantha’s body. They spoke quietly, assuming I couldn’t hear.

“ Look at her hands.”

A short pause.

“Damn… all her nails”

I lifted my head.

Her hands lay on a white sheet spread by the forensic examiner. The lamp light made her skin look almost translucent.

Samantha’s nails were broken. Cracks, torn edges, dark half-moons of blood beneath them, as if she had been grabbing at something.

Or someone.

One of the officers leaned in closer. With tweezers, he carefully lifted a fragment of a nail still barely attached to her finger. A small sound. Then he placed it into a clear evidence bag. The plastic rustled softly.

I looked away.

Even though my house was now filled with forensic investigators, and soon there would be reporters outside, cameras, microphones…

it was still my home.

And here, just a few hours ago, I had found my wife dead.

I went upstairs. No one stopped me. The stairs echoed softly under my feet with that same dry, familiar sound I had heard hundreds of times before. Only now it felt different. Too loud. Too empty. Maybe they let me go because they thought someone like me needed space after something like this. Or maybe they were just too busy with their procedures.

I locked myself in the bathroom.

I turned on the tap. Water hit the shower floor with a sharp metallic sound. Steam slowly rose toward the ceiling, filling the small room with a dense haze. The mirror fogged up immediately, my reflection dissolving.

I turned the water to its limit and stepped under it.

It was almost unbearable. Burning against my skin, as if it was trying to erase something from me. The smell of home, memories, this day.

Drops ran down my face, my shoulders, my chest. I stood still. The hot water hammered against me while, on the other side of the thin wall, the house remained locked in that same heavy silence, now missing one breath forever.

And all I could think about was her.

Samantha.

Her hair, light, almost white in sunlight, soft like warm pollen between your fingers. When she stepped outside on a clear day, it seemed to collect the light and quietly give it back to the world. Her eyes were blue. Not bright, not icy, but calm. Deep. There was always something strangely soothing in them.

Samantha looked at people in a particular way. Not quickly, not superficially. It was as if she saw them completely, with all their cracks, fears, awkward weaknesses. And, most strangely of all, she knew how to love people as they were. How to understand them. Even me.

She was… my safe version of the world.

When my life started to crack, quietly at first, almost invisibly, and then loudly, like breaking glass, when emotions came in waves, sharp, dark, uncontrollable, she was the one who took my hand and pulled me back. Sometimes gently, sometimes with force. Back to somewhere there was still air.

We had only been married for a month. Quietly. Almost unnoticed by the world. No big hall, no loud relatives, no cheap toasts or awkward smiles. Just a small registry office, the smell of old paper and hairspray, cold light falling from tall windows. I remember her hand in mine. My fingers were holding hers a little too tightly.

But I didn’t let go immediately. There was a strange, almost childish feeling that if I loosened my grip even for a second, she would disappear. Dissolve into the air.

We met two years ago. I came to see a psychiatrist.

By then, my life had already started to fall apart in a slow, methodical way. Not with a crash. More like old plaster peeling from a wall. First dust, then cracks, and then suddenly you realize half the wall is simply gone.

Work. Relationships. Friends. Everything collapsed faster than I could process it.

It had always been like that.

I had a strange talent. Breaking things I touched. People too.

After a few sessions, the psychiatrist gave me a diagnosis. Borderline personality disorder. The words came out dry, as if he were describing a faulty mechanism. The office was quiet. A clock on the wall ticked slowly, too evenly, too confidently.

The doctor sat across from me, hands folded.

“You told me about your mother,” he said. “About her addiction. About instability at home. You said she would sometimes disappear… for days. Sometimes for weeks.”

He paused briefly, as if carefully arranging the words.

“For a child’s psyche, that becomes a constant state of threat. When a child grows up around addiction, there is no stable foundation. Love and fear start to merge… until they almost become the same thing.”

“One day a mother is there, holding you,” he continued, “and the next she is lying unconscious on the floor. that destroys the basic sense of safety.”

Emotions, he said, could become sharp. Explosive. Rage. Emptiness. And a constant, suffocating fear of loss.

He spoke about it like symptoms.

But for me, it was simply the air I had been breathing my entire broken life.

I couldn’t control my emotions. But fear, I could.

Fear made me careful. Clingy. Sometimes dangerous.

And then Samantha appeared.

She worked as a nurse, an assistant to my psychiatrist. She didn’t prescribe medication, but she knew everything about it: names, dosages, side effects. She moved through the clinic’s corridors quietly and confidently, as if she knew every sound this place could make.

I remember our first day.

I was sitting in the corridor. The lighting was cold, almost clinical. The walls were too white. The air smelled of antiseptic and soap.

My hands were resting on my knees, but I was gripping my fingers so tightly the knuckles had turned white, my nails pressing into my skin. An old habit. The way I kept myself contained when something inside me started to boil.

I was staring at the floor, sometimes at the wooden parquet, but this time it was grey tiles, when I heard footsteps.

She stopped beside me.

I looked up.

Samantha was holding a folder. Her light hair was tied into a loose knot, a few strands falling across her cheeks. She looked at my hands, at my pale fingers, then straight into my eyes. No fear. No hurry.

“Please come in. The doctor will see you now.”

Her voice was soft. Calm. And somehow… warm. Not the performative warmth people use at work, polite and practiced. Hers was different.

From that day on, she began appearing in my life more and more often.

At first, just a voice in the hallway. Light footsteps outside the office door. The quiet click of folders being closed. Her brief “next patient,” spoken in an even, steady tone.

Then she became the one who brought water after difficult sessions.

I remember one of those days. The office felt suffocating, as if I had been sitting there for hours without air. I stepped into the corridor feeling like I had been taken apart and not quite properly put back together.

Samantha was sitting at a desk. She looked up at me, attentive but without unnecessary sympathy, and silently handed me a glass of water.

Slowly, she became more than just part of that place.

She knew things about me almost no one else did. My darkest thoughts. The ones I spoke out loud in the office while staring at the floor. And still, she stayed.

It was strange, because Samantha came from an entirely different world.

Her family was an old medical dynasty. Not in the cinematic, exaggerated sense of the word, but in something closer to tradition passed down along with a surname.

Her ancestors had served as private physicians for wealthy families since the nineteenth century. In their family home, she once told me, there were still old patient journals preserved, thick leather-bound books filled with neat handwriting and the names of people who once owned half the city.

Her grandfather was a surgeon. Her father a cardiologist with his own private clinic. Her brothers, two older ones, were exactly what you would expect from such a family: successful, confident men with spotless biographies. One a neurosurgeon. The other one the director of a major medical center.

Samantha, however, was a strange anomaly in that perfectly structured system.

She never became a doctor. Always a nurse. An assistant. A shadow beside someone else.

She lost her job several times. Once because of me… and because of our unprofessional relationship.

I remember her talking about it almost casually, sitting on the kitchen counter and looking out the window.

“ It’s not the first time,”  she said then with a faint smile. “ And probably not the last.”

There was no resentment in her voice. As if she had long ago accepted being the one who never quite fit into her own family.

Maybe they kept taking her back into clinics because she was the youngest, and the only daughter of a well-known family.

In old families, that sometimes matters more than professional achievements. Or maybe it was something else.

Samantha had a strange talent. People around her calmed down. Even people like me gradually became easier to handle.

And she became something more to me.

The one who knew my thoughts.

And the best dosage against them.

For someone else, it might have looked strange, even dangerous. But for us, it became something almost natural. Our lives began to intertwine slowly, like threads in an old fabric.

At first, there were casual conversations. Then coffee after her shifts. Then evenings when she stayed at my place because it was too late to go home. And one day, we simply realized we had already been living together for a long time.

So we got married.

Without noise. Without celebration.

Almost naturally. As if it was the only possible ending to a story that began in the cold corridor of a private psychiatric clinic. The only possible path forward.

At least… that was what it felt like back then.

I opened my eyes. Water was still running down my face.

And the image returned.

Samantha on the tiled floor. Blood. Her broken nails.

I shut off the tap abruptly.

The sound of the shower cut out at once. Only a few drops kept falling from the showerhead, hitting the tiles with dull, hollow sounds. Water slowly ran down my body, over my shoulders, my chest, my torso. It cooled on my skin, leaving thin trails across muscles.

I reached for the towel hanging on the metal rail. The fabric was dry, rough. I wiped my face, then my hair. My fingers were still slightly trembling.

I opened the bathroom door.

The upstairs hallway was dim. Light from downstairs filtered through the stairwell, breaking into long pale shadows.

I walked into our bedroom. And that word — “our” — suddenly sounded unnatural in my head.

The room looked as if it had been left frozen in the middle of an ordinary quiet day.

The bed was neatly made. Samantha always made it in the morning, even when she was in a hurry. The blanket lay smooth, without a single wrinkle, the pillows slightly indented




















































































































































































































