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​Chapter 1 : The First Woman
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Rain fell over London like a curtain of gray silk.

The streets glistened beneath the orange glow of streetlights. Cars rolled through puddles. Shopkeepers locked their doors. Office workers hurried toward trains, eager to escape the cold evening.

For most people, it was an ordinary Tuesday.

For someone else, it was hunting night.

Amanda Reeves pulled her coat tighter around her shoulders as she walked down Kensington Lane.

Thirty-eight years old.

Divorced.

Living alone.

The last three years of her life had been a struggle.

The divorce had destroyed more than her marriage. It had shattered friendships, strained family ties, and left scars she rarely spoke about.

Yet tonight she felt strangely hopeful.

Earlier that afternoon, she had received news that a publishing company wanted to discuss her manuscript.

For the first time in months, she had smiled without forcing it.

She stopped at a bakery.

Bought herself a small chocolate cake.

A ridiculous little celebration.

But she didn't care.

People deserved happiness wherever they could find it.

As she stepped outside, her phone buzzed.

A text message.

Her younger sister.

"Still celebrating?"

Amanda smiled.

"Of course."

"Don't eat the entire cake."

"No promises."

She laughed quietly.

The sound disappeared into the rain.

Across the street, someone watched.

Someone who had been watching for nearly forty minutes.

Amanda never noticed.

Why would she?

The figure remained inside a parked vehicle.

Invisible.

Patient.

Waiting.

The phone rang again.

This time it was her mother.

Amanda answered.

"Hello?"

"Amanda."

Her mother's warm voice filled her ear.

"How was your day?"

Amanda smiled.

"Good."

"Only good?"

"Fine. Very good."

"That's better."

They talked for several minutes.

Small things.

Family things.

The kind of conversation people forget.

The kind of conversation that later becomes precious.

When the call ended, Amanda stood alone again.

The rain had become heavier.

She looked toward the road.

A taxi approached.

Its yellow sign glowed through the darkness.

Amanda raised her hand.

The cab stopped.

She climbed inside.

The driver smiled politely.

"Evening."

"Evening."

"Where to?"

Amanda gave her address.

The driver nodded.

The journey began.

Nothing seemed unusual.

Nothing seemed wrong.

The driver appeared ordinary.

Middle-aged.

Quiet.

Professional.

The sort of face people forgot immediately.

Amanda looked through the window.

Rain streaked across the glass.

Traffic moved slowly.

The city felt peaceful.

Safe.

The driver glanced into the rearview mirror.

Just once.

Then again.

His eyes lingered slightly longer the second time.

Amanda didn't notice.

She was thinking about the future.

About books.

About happiness.

About second chances.

The things people think about before they die.
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Three days later.

Chief Inspector Daniel Reeves stared at the crime scene photographs.

His coffee had gone cold.

His head hurt.

His patience had vanished.

The images spread across his desk like pieces of a nightmare.

Amanda Reeves.

Dead.

Found inside her apartment.

No signs of forced entry.

No fingerprints.

No weapon.

No DNA.

Nothing.

The forensic report sat beside the photographs.

Equally useless.

The victim had apparently allowed her killer inside willingly.

That fact bothered Reeves more than anything else.

People usually feared strangers.

Amanda hadn't.

Which meant she knew her killer.

Or trusted him.

The question was why.

A knock interrupted his thoughts.

Detective Sarah Collins entered.

Young.

Sharp.

Exhausted.

Much like everyone else in the department.

"Any luck?" Reeves asked.

She shook her head.

"No."

"Nothing?"

"Nothing."

Reeves rubbed his forehead.

The room felt smaller every day.

The investigation was going nowhere.

And the newspapers were beginning to notice.

Sarah dropped another file onto his desk.

"We checked coworkers."

"Results?"

"Clean."

"Friends?"

"Clean."

"Family?"

"Clean."

Reeves sighed.

"Wonderful."

Sarah managed a weak smile.

At least someone still had enough energy for sarcasm.

Reeves looked at Amanda's photograph again.

A woman smiling beside a river.

Happy.

Alive.

Completely unaware of what awaited her.

He hated photographs like that.

They always reminded him that every victim had once been ordinary.

Had dreams.

Had plans.

Had people waiting for them.

Then someone erased everything.

And all that remained were pictures.
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The funeral took place beneath gray skies.

Amanda's mother cried quietly.

Her sister cried openly.

Friends stood together in silence.

Nobody knew what to say.

Words felt useless.

Across the cemetery, reporters gathered beyond police barriers.

Questions echoed through the crowd.

Who killed her?

Why?

Was the murderer still free?

No answers came.

Only silence.

A cold, uncomfortable silence.

One that followed people home.
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The killer watched the funeral from a distance.

Not close enough to attract attention.

Not far enough to miss details.

He observed everything.

The tears.

The grief.

The flowers.

The sadness.

A strange feeling stirred inside him.

Not guilt.

Not remorse.

Something else.

Satisfaction.

Justice.

At least in his mind.

Because Amanda represented something.

Not a person.

Not a victim.

A symbol.

A reminder.

A wound that never healed.

His hands tightened around the steering wheel.

Rain tapped softly against the windshield.

People moved through the cemetery.

Tiny figures beneath umbrellas.

The killer watched them leave.

One by one.

Then he started the engine.

And drove away.
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The second murder happened seventeen days later.

The victim was named Claire Donovan.

Forty-two years old.

Divorced.

Found dead inside her townhouse.

No evidence.

No witnesses.

No forced entry.

No clues.

Exactly like Amanda.

That was when fear arrived.

Real fear.

The kind that spreads faster than facts.

Television channels interrupted regular programming.

Newspapers printed giant headlines.

Radio hosts discussed theories.

Social media exploded.

Serial killer.

Maniac.

Cult.

Revenge killings.

Conspiracy.

Everyone had an explanation.

Nobody had proof.

People locked doors earlier.

Women avoided walking alone.

Taxi drivers reported declining customers.

Businesses closed sooner.

The city changed.

Fear always changes cities.

—-
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Chief Inspector Reeves sat inside a conference room surrounded by worried faces.

The mayor.

Senior officers.

Government officials.

Everyone wanted answers.

Nobody had any.

The mayor leaned forward.

"Tell me what we're dealing with."

Reeves hesitated.

He hated speculation.

But facts were running out.

"We believe both murders were committed by the same offender."

The room became quieter.

"Why?"

"The methods are nearly identical."

"Any suspects?"

"No."

The mayor's expression darkened.

"No suspects?"

"No."

"No evidence?"

"No."

The silence that followed was painful.

One official shifted uncomfortably.

Another stared at the table.

The mayor finally spoke.

"What aren't you telling us?"

Reeves looked around the room.

Then answered carefully.

"Both victims were divorced."

Several heads lifted immediately.

That detail changed everything.

Because now there was a pattern.

And patterns meant intent.

Someone was selecting victims.

Someone was hunting.

The realization settled over the room like ice.

—-
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Late that night.

A man sat alone inside a taxi.

Rain drummed softly above him.

The city lights blurred across wet glass.

His shift had ended hours ago.

Yet he remained parked beside the river.

Watching.

Thinking.

Remembering.

His eyes drifted toward an old photograph resting inside the glove compartment.

A younger version of himself smiled beside a woman.

His wife.

Before everything collapsed.

Before betrayal.

Before humiliation.

Before hatred.

The photograph had survived.

The marriage hadn't.

His expression hardened.

The past always returned.

Every night.

Every memory.

Every wound.

He closed the compartment.

Started the engine.

And disappeared into the darkness.

Far away, another woman stepped out of a restaurant.

Laughing.

Happy.

Unaware that somewhere in London, a killer was already watching.

Waiting.

Choosing.

And the worst was still to come.
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​Chapter 2 : Fear Has a Face
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London had seen murder before.

The city had survived bombings, riots, gang wars, and terrorists.

Yet fear was different when nobody understood it.

Fear became something alive.

Something that walked beside you.

Something that waited outside your door.

Three days after the second murder, London was no longer the same city.

Television screens glowed in living rooms across the country.

News anchors discussed the murders with grave expressions.

Experts debated motives.

Psychologists offered theories.

Retired detectives speculated endlessly.

Nobody knew the truth.

That was the problem.

People could tolerate danger.

What they couldn't tolerate was uncertainty.

And uncertainty was spreading faster than any disease.
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Chief Inspector Daniel Reeves sat in his office staring at a newspaper headline.

THE DIVORCED WOMEN KILLER STRIKES AGAIN

He hated journalists.

Not all of them.

Just the ones who invented names before police found facts.

The nickname had appeared overnight.

Now every newspaper was using it.

The Divorced Women Killer.

Simple.

Terrifying.

Memorable.

Exactly the kind of thing that made public panic worse.

A knock interrupted his thoughts.

Detective Sarah Collins entered carrying another stack of files.

Reeves groaned.

"Please tell me those aren't more witness statements."

Sarah laughed.

"If I lie, will it improve your mood?"

"Not even slightly."

She placed the stack on his desk.

The pile was enormous.

Hundreds of pages.

Every citizen suddenly believed they had seen something important.

A suspicious man.

A strange car.

A shadow.

A scream.

A face in a crowd.

Most reports were useless.

Some were ridiculous.

One witness claimed the killer was an alien.

Another insisted he was a government agent.

One woman believed her neighbor's cat was involved somehow.

Sarah had spent two hours reading that particular statement.

She still wasn't sure whether it was a joke.

Reeves looked at the files.

"I should have become a plumber."

Sarah smiled.

"Too late."

"Unfortunately."

For a moment they laughed.

The first genuine laughter either of them had experienced in days.

Then reality returned.

And the laughter disappeared.

Because two women were dead.

And somewhere out there, someone was preparing to kill again.
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Across the city, Helen Brooks sat alone in her apartment.

She couldn't sleep.

The television remained on despite the late hour.

Every channel discussed the murders.

Every conversation led back to fear.

Helen hated it.

She hated feeling vulnerable.

Hated checking her locks repeatedly.

Hated jumping whenever someone knocked on her door.

Most of all, she hated what the murders reminded her of.

Loneliness.

Two years earlier, her marriage had ended.

The divorce had been ugly.

Painful.

Exhausting.

She thought she had finally moved forward.

Now strangers were discussing divorced women as though they belonged to some endangered species.

She turned off the television.

Silence filled the room.

For a few seconds she felt better.

Then her phone buzzed.

A message from her friend.

ARE YOU STAYING HOME TONIGHT?

Helen typed quickly.

YES.

YOU?

ABSOLUTELY.

NOT TAKING CHANCES.

Helen smiled despite herself.

Fear had turned social gatherings into survival meetings.

Everyone checked on everyone.

Friends who hadn't spoken in months suddenly reappeared.

Families called each other constantly.

Perhaps that was one small positive thing.

Tragedy sometimes reminded people what mattered.

The smile lasted only seconds.

Then she glanced toward the dark window.

And remembered the killer was still free.
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The man driving the taxi listened to the radio.

The murders dominated every station.

The hosts sounded excited.

Almost entertained.

As though death were a game.

His jaw tightened.

People always enjoyed tragedy when it belonged to someone else.

The radio host laughed.

A caller offered another absurd theory.

The killer switched stations.

Then switched again.

Eventually he turned the radio off completely.

Silence felt better.

The city moved around him.

Passengers entered.

Passengers left.

None of them remembered his face.

That was the beauty of his profession.

People trusted taxi drivers.

More importantly, they ignored them.

A businessman climbed into the back seat.

Spent twenty minutes complaining about work.

Never asked the driver's name.

Never looked directly at him.

Never noticed anything.

The driver dropped him off.

Collected payment.

Continued driving.

Invisible.

Completely invisible.

Exactly the way he preferred it.

—-
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The third victim almost died that Thursday.

Almost.

Rebecca Owens had spent the evening celebrating her birthday with coworkers.

Thirty-nine years old.

Divorced.

Optimistic despite life's disappointments.

She left the restaurant shortly before midnight.

Rain was falling again.

London seemed determined to remain wet forever.

Rebecca laughed while saying goodbye to her friends.

One of them pointed toward a taxi.

"Need a ride?"

Rebecca
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