
ENDLESS STALKING AND OTHER STORIES

––––––––

CONNOR WHITELEY

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means. Including information storage, and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemble to real places, names and people are simple coincidence.

Any questions about the book, rights licensing, or to contact the author, please email connorwhiteley@connorwhiteley.net 

Copyright © 2025 CONNOR WHITELEY

All rights reserved.

DEDICATION

Thank you to all my readers without you I couldn’t do what I love.

[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

ENDLESS STALKING

[image: ]


Navaeh flat out hated stalkers with an utter passion. When she was a young girl, her mother had been stalked by an ex-boyfriend and she still remembered her mother’s rapid breathing, constant shaking and look of pure terror in her eyes at the slightest shadow.

Stalking really did ruin lives. Especially when her mother took her own life a few years later after the police had refused to do anything. There simply wasn’t enough proof that her ex-boyfriend was stalking her mother. Thankfully, her ex-boyfriend died of a drug overdose a few years later.

Navaeh just hoped beyond hope it was slow, painful and he was scared of dying. Just like her mother whenever she left the house.

She shook the horrible memory away as she went down a narrow, long street in Hell’s Place, the former council estate on the outskirts of Canterbury, England where people got murdered, disappeared and other weird and twisted things happened every day.

The narrow street was filled with tall apartment towers that rose high up into the sky, almost like the dirty towers trying to claw at the sky. Maybe the towers wanted freedom, peace or just a little bit of sun.

Navaeh was actually grateful the narrow road was completely engulfed in shadow. In the shade, it was cool with a slightly refreshing breeze with hints of freshly cooked bacon, crispy hash browns and BBQ seasoning from someone’s dinner.

She had been outside in the late afternoon sun and she could still feel the awful sweat rolling down her back. The back of her black t-shirt clung to her skin, and thankfully her black trainers and jeans didn’t. 

There was no one else in the road. No dogwalkers, no young university students, no one at all. Navaeh brushed a long curl out of her eyes and it was almost likes she was in a ghost town. 

There were plenty of red, black and white cars of all different makes and models. Yet most of them were from two decades ago. No one in Hell’s Place was rich. At least her target’s car was easy enough to see.

Robert Ashton was sitting in his large black Land Rover under a lamppost with the bulb smashed down. The Land Rover was bigger, bulkier and just far newer than all the other cars in the street. Navaeh had never bet a day in her life, but if she was a betting girl, she supposed the only reason why no one had smashed the Land Rover was because everyone was too scared.

Everyone knew in Hell’s Place, it was simply better to never notice, never ask, never challenge anything. Because if you listened to the rumours (which you really should), you would die or another twisted and weird thing would happen to you.

Navaeh bit her lower lip. If only if she had paid attention, she wouldn’t need to trap people in time loops to create energy to keep her boyfriend alive for the next two thousand years as he travelled back to see her.

She should have known better than to create a Time Machine in Hell’s Place. All she wanted was to see the man she loved again.

And Robert Ashton was going to help her do it.

“Robert Ashton,” Navaeh said tapping on his driver’s side window.

A moment later, the Land Rover’s window scrolled down and Navaeh was surprised. Robert was actually a really hot, attractive man who she would have happily had sex with on a night out.

Robert’s broad shoulders, large biceps and killer jawline made him look like a model, instead of a creepy stalker in his final year of biomedical science at Kent University. Robert smiled at her. He looked even better in his freshly pressed white shirt, trousers and a golden necklace round his neck.

Navaeh bit her lower lip so hard, it drew blood. She had to focus on why she was doing this. She had to trap Robert in a time loop to save Archie, her love.

“How is Matilda today?” Navaeh asked, pointing to the high-powered camera Robert had on his lap. “Have your cameras revealed anything in her apartment?”

Robert frowned and his hands formed fists.

“Relax,” Navaeh said. “I am not going to report you. I know you take naked photos of her, you sell them online and you and your little freaky buddies jerk off to them most nights,”

Robert laughed. “Who the hell are you? A private investigator? Matilda’s friend? What?”

Navaeh shrugged. “I am none of the above but I am here to make you an incredible offer. You once dated Matilda, right?”

Robert licked his lips at the memory and Navaeh could tell he was already imagining him and Matilda having sex. His wayward parts were already rock hard.

After a moment, Robert picked up his high-powered camera, aimed towards one of the flats and took a few pictures. 

“Yeah, we dated for six months then the bitch rejected me,”

Navaeh smiled. He was going to be so easy to manipulate, control and then she would be one step closer to getting her own boyfriend back. 

“What if I told you, I could create a time loop so you and Matilda could relive your time together forever. You would relive a single day over and over and she could never escape you,” 

Navaeh shivered at her own words and Robert licked his lips like a predator looking at prey. She hated how she was implying Matilda wouldn’t have a right to escape. At least the Time Loop wouldn’t impact Matilda, she could simply live in the real timeline without anything happening to her.

It would only take Robert out of this timeline forever, so he couldn’t hurt anyone else.

Robert readjusted his camera’s aim, clicked a button and took a few more pictures. 

“I don’t want to relive a single day,” Robert said pulling out his phone. “I want her to live every day with me and every day will be different. She will be mine,”

Navaeh laughed. Of course, he was crazy, an idiot and impossible to control. He probably already thought that Matilda was his property and she was just being a silly little girl and acting.

“She isn’t going to come back to you,” Navaeh said. 

She looked round. There was still no one in the street, and she didn’t know if her time loop powers could create one against a person’s will. She wasn’t even sure she wanted to find out. 

Robert took a final set of pictures and grinned.

“Yes she is. I’m going to sell all my remaining pictures of her tonight, I’ll blackmail her and if she doesn’t want to get back with me. I’ll email the photos to the entire university,”

That couldn’t be possible, that wasn’t right, that wasn’t fair. Navaeh’s hands formed fists. She might have been a physics student so she didn’t know much about computers, but surely that wasn’t possible.

“One of my so-called creepy friends is a computer expert,” Robert said showing her some nude photos of Matilda.

Navaeh slapped his phone away. 

“Why are you so focused on destroying her life? There are so many women out there. Why focus on her and her alone?”

Robert shrugged and his wayward parts got even harder. “You’ve seen her tits and that body. She’s so good to fuck every night. And come on, no other woman wants to talk to me.”

It was no wonder no woman wanted to talk to him. It was clear as day Robert might have been hot as hell but he was just a perverted creep who only saw women as sex objects.

Navaeh shivered at the idea of Robert and his friends stalking, taking photos and perving over women without their knowledge. All her sweat went dry because she was not hot anymore. She was icy cold.

Icy cold with disgust.

She had to get rid of him.

“I will give you a final choice,” Navaeh said. “Agree to the Time Loop willingly or you will end up there anyway,”

Robert picked up his high-powered camera, aimed and started taking more pictures at an apartment. 

Navaeh grabbed him, closed her eyes and she focused on throwing Robert into a time loop.

Nothing happened.

Navaeh’s grip tightened as she used Robert’s memories against him. She imagined on Robert and Matilda having fun consensual fun, they were fucking and kissing and Robert was having the time of his life. 

“Not bad,” Robert said putting down the camera and wrapping his hands round her throat.

Navaeh opened her eyes, clawed on his immense biceps and panicked.

Was this how her mother felt? Was this similar to the fear she experienced every day? Was she going to die?

Robert grinned, his wayward parts deflated as his trousers turned wet and he tightened his grip.

Navaeh shook her head. She wasn’t dying. She wasn’t being another victim. She was going to get her way. She was a survivor.

She always survived, she was going to see Archie again and she was going to defeat Robert once and for all.

Navaeh slammed her hands on his biceps, she slammed her eyes shut and she focused.

Robert screamed as she imagined Robert’s perfect day with Matilda. They had sex in the morning, at lunch and in the evening. Matilda was always happy, smiling and giggling around him and Matilda was the most submissive that particular day than she had ever been in their entire relationship.

Robert disappeared and Navaeh opened her eyes and smiled. 

Robert was locked away and Navaeh felt the wonderful warmth of his time energy filling her body. The time energy came from all the years, all the things and all the futures he would never get to live now he was locked away forever in the time loop.

She looked up at the immense apartment blocks and she had no idea which one Matilda lived in, but now she was safe, she wasn’t being stalked and none of her pictures would ever be exposed.

Robert’s phone buzzed and Navaeh nodded as she noticed all of his creepy, perverted friends lived in Hell’s Place.

She walked away, excited to find her next victim and she looked forward to trapping them all in time loops of their own design. Navaeh stepped out into the boiling hot evening sun and she was so excited to save more survivors, stop more stalkers and get more energy to save the man she loved.

A perfect end to a perfect day of ending stalkers.
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HELL STONES
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Becky Johnson carefully placed the cold, perfect, wonderfully smooth stone back on her bedside table right before she went to sleep. She stared at the wonderful stone that sat right next to another stone that was exactly the same. Both stones were milky white, pure and the greatest days of her life.

Becky enjoyed listening to the calm, relaxing snoring of her second husband as he lay in bed next to her. Of course, he was taking up all the room in the bed yet again, but it would all be over soon.

She really liked how the small slivers of bright yellow light from the Hell’s Place street lights came in through their broken bedroom window. Becky’s large bedroom might have been pitch-black (exactly how she had designed it) but she liked seeing the slivers of light illuminate her precious stones. 

The sweet hints of lilies, roses and lavender filled the entire bedroom. It was the least that Becky could do given what was going to happen, and she did love that rich, sweet concoction of flowers. 

Becky reached out and gently stroked the first stone she had ever gotten. She smiled as she remembered that perfectly warm, toasty day in early spring when she was a child.

Her and her big brother had been playing in a small stream near their house. There wasn’t a cloud in the sky, they had been splashing and laughing and Becky had loved every single second of that day.
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