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"Don't. Read. This.
But you will, won't you? Just like you always do. You defy expectations, you do whatever the FUCK you want...I-I- didn’t mean for you to have to find out this way. The truth is... I'm drowning. Drowning in this obsessive, consuming crush I have on you. It's ugly, I know. Despicable. But I can't seem to stop myself.

I have been stalking you.

You probably don't even remember me.It's been years, I know. Years since we last spoke, since you even looked at me twice. But the memory of you, laughing, your eyes sparkling... it's never faded.I've been watching you. From afar at first, of course. Then... closer. I've slipped into your house, while you were away, while you slept. I've watched you shower, the steam obscuring your form, the water cascading down your skin. 

I would do anything to ruin it if it meant I could have a chance at spreading your legs apart while I moan my way towards your tight, wet paradise- especially after you workout, I only imagine what those lips of yours would taste like, how salty and intoxicating it would be, your little lotus blossoming at my touch while you pull my hair, dragging me closer and closer to you. The thought of you, flushed and breathless, beneath me... It consumes me. The taste of your sweat, the feel of your hair in my hands... I crave it. I need it.

Euphoria. That's the word. That's the feeling I'm chasing. And I'll have it. By choice or by force.

You're unaware, oblivious. Blissfully unaware of the storm brewing inside me.

I envy your life. Your laughter, your relationship with that idiot-husband. It's idyllic, perfect. And I... I want to shatter it. To replace it with something else. Something... ours. This... this confession... It's a warning. A threat. Now you remember.

You remember me, don't you? You know who has been watching you. You know who desires you.

And you know... that I won't stop until I have you.That is, if you live long enough to find out.

Because if I can’t have you, neither can he.”
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My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic drumbeat echoing the pounding in my ears. The words on the page swam before my eyes, blurring into a chaotic mess. Nausea washed over me, the familiar scent of garlic and onions suddenly nauseating. I dropped the stack of printer paper, the zip ties clattering to the tile floor. It lay there, a grotesque testament to someone's twisted obsession.

"What the hell!" I gasped, my voice hoarse.

Raul leaned against the doorframe, his broad shoulders filling the opening, a picture of domestic tranquility. "Hey babe? I'm going to be upstairs if you need anything else – trash is taken out."

"O-Okay," I managed to stammer, my gaze glued to the disturbing message.

"You good? You look like when your dad called you about your mom."

"Come here and look at this," I said, my voice trembling.

He approached cautiously, his brow furrowed in concern. He picked up the stack of papers, a playful smile on his lips. "What is this? Some kind of weird manifesto?"

He began to read, the smile fading from his face with each passing sentence. His eyes widened, a flicker of panic replacing the playful amusement. "Baby, if this is the same guy who—"

"Don't," I choked out, clutching the edge of the counter. "I wanted to move past this."

"We need to call the police, drop this off – anything!" His voice rose, a tremor of anger in his tone. He clenched his fists, the veins in his temples bulging. "The last time I didn't get involved, look at what happened!"

He lifted his shirt, revealing a network of ugly, twisted scars marring his left pec. "He stabbed me, and I couldn't do anything about it!"

His eyes welled up with tears. The playful facade was shattered, replaced by raw fear and simmering rage. He paced the kitchen, his movements jerky and agitated.

We stood there, the silence heavy and suffocating. Raul was spiraling, reliving the trauma of the past. I understood his fear, his protectiveness. But I also knew that involving the police would only bring more unwanted attention.

"Maybe this time, something would be different," I whispered, my voice barely audible.

"Or not," he muttered, his eyes fixed on the floor.

The back door creaked open, a sudden gust of wind sending a shiver down my spine. We both froze, every sense on high alert.
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The late afternoon sun cast long shadows across the manicured lawns of the suburban neighborhood. Mr. J strolled down the sidewalk, his posture a curious blend of arrogance and insecurity. He adjusted his collar, the crisp fabric of his dress shirt a stark contrast to the turmoil raging within him. He had just delivered his message, a chilling manifesto of his obsession, tucked neatly beneath the trash bag in Jodi's overflowing bin.

He savored the anticipation, the delicious uncertainty of her reaction. Would she be terrified? Disgusted? Or, perhaps, intrigued? The thought sent a shiver of excitement down his spine. He had been planning this for months, meticulously observing her routine, learning her habits. He knew the layout of her house, the creak of the floorboards, the time she usually left for her morning run.

His gaze lingered on the houses, each one a potential sanctuary for a happy family. He envied them, their laughter, their effortless intimacy. He yearned for that kind of connection, that sense of belonging. But his attempts at forging meaningful relationships had always ended in disaster. He was awkward, socially inept, a shadow lurking on the periphery of social gatherings.

Then he saw her. Jodi, with her radiant smile and infectious laughter. She was everything he wasn't: confident, outgoing, effortlessly charming. He was instantly smitten, captivated by her every move. He started small, observing her from afar, memorizing her routines, collecting seemingly insignificant details – the color of her car, her favorite coffee order, the time she spent at the gym.

His obsession grew, feeding on his loneliness and isolation. He spent hours fantasizing about her, imagining their lives together. He would create the perfect life for her, a life free from the petty constraints of everyday existence. He would be her protector, her provider, her everything.

But his attempts to engage with her were always met with indifference, with polite but distant smiles and fleeting glances. He was invisible to her, a ghost haunting the edges of her world. And that, more than anything else, fueled his rage.

He had to have her.

He would have her.

He turned and walked away, the setting sun casting long, eerie shadows that seemed to stretch and writhe like malevolent spirits. The neighborhood, once a picture of tranquility, now felt sinister, charged with the energy of his dark desires. He had crossed a line, there was no turning back now. The game had begun.
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The fear began subtly, a persistent prickle of unease that wouldn't quite dissipate. It started with the unsettling feeling of being watched, the phantom brush of someone's gaze on the back of her neck. Jodi would catch herself glancing over her shoulder, searching for unseen eyes, only to find nothing but the indifferent gaze of strangers.

At first, she dismissed it as stress, the usual anxieties of motherhood and a demanding job. But the unease lingered, growing more intense with each passing day. Small things started to happen: a misplaced object, a chilling draft in a room that had been closed, the faintest whisper of a sound from the attic late at night.

Raul, ever the pragmatist, tried to reassure her. "It's just your imagination, sweetheart. You're working too hard."

But Jodi knew better. This wasn't imagination. This was something else, something sinister and unseen.

The escalating incidents began to chip away at her sense of security. She started locking the doors more frequently, checking under the beds and in the closets before going to sleep. She installed a security system, the beeping of the sensors a constant, unwelcome reminder of the invisible threat.

The fear began to seep into every aspect of her life. She became hypervigilant, scanning every face in the crowd, every rustle in the bushes. Her once joyful walks with her son were now tainted with anxiety, her eyes constantly darting around, searching for signs of danger.

The impact on her family was undeniable. Raul, despite his attempts at reassurance, grew increasingly concerned. He started staying late at the office, citing extra work, but Jodi knew he was patrolling the perimeter of their home, a silent guardian against the unseen threat. Their son, once a carefree and inquisitive child, became withdrawn, his playful spirit dampened by the pervasive fear.

Jodi felt like a prisoner in her own home, trapped by an unseen enemy. The fear, once a distant whisper, had grown into a deafening roar, consuming her every thought, every waking moment.
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