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​​​​​​​​​​Dedication:
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To those judges who rejected me and chose trash instead—Logan is here to show you what you missed. Watch me rise, baby.

If a psychopath stalker presses a knife to your throat while a possessive mafia boss makes you choose one...

What do you do?

Do you choose? Or do you run?

You better run, little girl.
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​​​​​​​​​Author’s Note
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Before you start reading, please take this to heart.

First of all, I want to make it clear that this book ends on a cliffhanger. While rewriting and editing, many new chapters were added to ensure a better flow to the story. As a result, I felt it was necessary to divide the book into two parts. So, this first part ends here, but rest assured—the story continues in the next book.

If you’re not a fan of cliffhangers, I completely understand. You may want to proceed with caution. However, if you’ve already read this book and found yourself disappointed by the ending, please remember that not everyone shares the same opinion. Kindly refrain from posting negative reviews that could deter others who are enjoying the journey. Everyone deserves to experience this story for themselves.

Second, I wrote this book during a dark time, and it reflects that—it’s as messed up as my mind was. This is a roller coaster of emotions, and there’s no hero here. If you’re looking for cute romance or a savior, you won’t find them within these pages. This story is dark and will only get darker the deeper you go, so I value your mental well-being—please read responsibly.

The psychopath stalker? Well! He’s going to blow your mind. Don’t question his sanity; I’m telling you now—he’s insane. And this is a dark romance, so if the heroine ends up with the most dangerous, fucked-up guy, don’t be surprised.

This isn’t a reverse harem, as the title suggests, and yes—there are plenty of red flags. But with my weak eyesight, I only see green ones :)

Are the men in this book possessive, problematic, obsessive, that belong in hell? Yes, obviously.

Would the psychopath stalker chase you through the woods, sing a song while he’s chasing you, and tell you you’re his? Also, a big yes.

But would the stalker put hidden cameras in your apartment, watch you sleep, kill for you, and treat you like his obsession? Hell yeah. No doubt!

On a serious note, this book is a work of fiction and doesn’t mean I condone the characters’ actions. All the quotes written at the start of the chapters are my original work. Please do not copy or reproduce them without permission.

Their Midnight Obsession is a dark romance with flashbacks, cliffhangers, and plenty of twists.

Happy reading!

Eyrsa K. Blackwood
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​​​​​​​​​PLAYLIST:
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5 Seconds of Summer ‒ Teeth

Jung Kook – Closer to you (feat. Major Lazer)

Billie Eilish - Copycat 

Sam Smith - Unholy ft. Kim Petras 

K_DA - VILLAIN ft. Madison Beer, Kim Petras 

Lil Nas X - MONTERO (Call Me by Your Name)

Sam Tinnesz – Play with Fire (feat. Yacht Money)

Maroon 5 – Animals

Diggy Graves – Red Vineyard

The only song that inspired me to write this book is “Circus Psycho” by Diggy Graves:

Welcome to the late-night circus

Where you could be a freak on purpose

Under the sheets, you know I'm lurking

You know me, do you like what you see?

Do you like what you see?
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​​​​​​​​​Content Warning:
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This book contains explicit content, mature themes, and some scenes of violence. It addresses sensitive topics such as self-harm, suicide attempt, trauma, child abuse, rape, kidnapping, torture, PTSD, and murders. There is also a character who experiences Alexithymia (discuss fictionally). This book is dark and may be disturbing to some readers. Reader discretion is strongly advised.

Please be aware that your mental health and well-being are important, and it is crucial to engage with this material only if you feel comfortable.

Please note that this is my first book, and while I’ve held back on some of the darker elements, it is a dark romance. Please read with caution and know that the themes may be intense.
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​​​​​​​​​INTRODUCTION:
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​​​​​​​​​THE SECRET STALKER
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Luna Percy was never meant to belong to anyone but me. She was always mine. To her, I was merely a specter—a ghost haunting the darkest corners of her dreams. I had taken on the role of her protector, a silent guardian ensuring that no man, worthy or not, could lay a finger on her.

Every midnight, I lingered in the shadows, my heart a sacrificial offering to the cause of her safety. But who would shield her from the monster I could become?

She was my addiction, my all-consuming obsession—my relentless madness that thrived in the midnight hour.

She was my love, yet she was also my doom. A single lifetime would never be enough; I craved her eternally, hungering for her presence as if she were the very air I breathed. Nothing would stand in my way.

This obsession—a primal, insatiable need—would never be tamed or restrained. I yearned to step out from the darkness and claim her as my own, but I stayed hidden, watching, waiting.

Then he arrived, tearing her away from me: Salvo Ambrose, aka The Royal Fucking Devil. The most feared leader had fixated on her, and I knew he would ignite a fire that could consume everything I held dear. 

He sparked the flames, and I would gladly drag him into his own inferno to reclaim what was rightfully mine—her, forever.
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​​​​​​​​​LUNA PERCY
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For a second, I flashed back to that night, five years ago—my eighteenth birthday. It was supposed to be a celebration, filled with laughter and joy, but instead, it turned into a nightmare that haunted my every waking moment.

Shadows had engulfed the house, and screams had shattered the air. I still remember how I had frozen, unable to move, as terror had wrapped around me like a second skin. The echoes of my screams still haunted me, even in the quietest moments.

I often wondered if I could have saved myself, if I could have fought back. But deep down, I knew that the real battle began the moment he raped me.

Years later, the shadows returned, creeping back into my life. Someone watched me, lurking in the darkness, haunting my every midnight moment. I could feel his eyes on me, a heavy weight pressing down on my chest, suffocating me in the stillness of the night. It was a cruel game, and I was the unwitting pawn, trapped in a nightmare that refused to end.

My psychopathic stalker claimed me, but he wasn’t alone.

On this earth, two possessive psycho men fought for my soul, each determined to possess me in their twisted games. If anyone thought my story would unfold as a reverse harem, they were mistaken. You’d be surprised to hear that one of them had to die.

The stakes were high, and the lines between sanity and madness blurred with every encounter. Only one could emerge victorious, and as the shadows closed in, I knew I would have to choose one of the men—whether I wanted to or not. I had always wanted to believe in fairy tales, but reality felt more like a nightmare. 

Was I strong enough to face the demons chasing me, or would I forever be trapped in their twisted game? 
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​​​​​​​​​SALVO AMBROSE (THE ROYAL DEVIL)
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Drugs, weapons, and black powder smuggling—that was the foundation of the Ambrose legacy my father built, and I inherited. Chaos and manipulation were my lifeblood, and I thrived in their grip. Cruelty wasn’t just a trait—it was my way of life. My heart was carved from ice, and no plea for mercy ever thawed it. The world was in my grasp, bent to my will. People feared me, and with good reason. They called me by many names: The Black, The Dark King, but the one that echoed most was The Royal Devil.

The internet was littered with videos of my enemies, broken and mutilated, enduring a slow death that served as a warning to anyone who dared cross me. I ruled with a brutal hand, my empire built on the ruins of shattered lives. I was a billionaire not by chance, but by conquest. No one challenged me and lived to tell the tale.

I was heartless—untouched by pity or remorse—until my eyes fell on her.

Luna Percy.

She was unlike anyone I had ever seen. With her short, brownish-black hair framing her delicate face and those mesmerizing dark honey-brown eyes, she stood out in a world full of chaos. Her innocence radiated through the darkness, an alluring contrast to the cruelty I thrived on. She was beautiful, fragile in a way that made me want to break her just to see if she would shatter. But I also wanted to protect her, to claim her in a way no one else ever could.

I was consumed by her.

In a single moment, she became the only thing worth my attention—the one thing I couldn’t control but desperately wanted to possess. 

The truth was, I wasn’t the only one who wanted Luna. There was a shadow lurking in the corners of her life—a stalker who dared to claim her as his own. I’d watched the way he crept around, feeding off her fear and vulnerability, and it ignited a fury within me.

Life was a chessboard, and I was the one pulling the strings. But in the game, I couldn't help but wonder if my moves would lead to victory or destruction. No matter how her stalker played his hand, I would make Luna mine—consumed by her, body and soul.

No one, not even him, could take her from me.

The rules were simple—control, possess, and never let go. That was my world, my game. The stakes were higher than ever, and there was no room for mistakes. His pathetic moves wouldn’t even come close to threatening what was rightfully mine. I would break her free of him, and in the end, she would be nothing but mine, tethered to me in every way.
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​​​​​​​​​CHAPTER 1
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LUNA'S POV

“Why do the people need colors when their soul is painted black?”

— (Eyrsa K. Blackwood)

24 March 

12:35 am

AGE 18

Sicily, Italy

"Who's there? Is it you P...Papà?" I darted down the wooden stairs in my short black dress, barely reaching my thighs. The wooden planks groaned beneath my hurried steps, each creak echoing through the silent house like a warning. In the stillness of the night, the sound seemed almost alive, chasing after me with every descent. I had slipped out with my best friend, Zola Knight, for a party. It was my 18th birthday, and we were supposed to have fun all night.

But I had to come home early. Papa had promised me a surprise visit. He was always traveling due to his career in real estate, closing deals, managing properties, and securing legacies, but tonight was different. Tonight, he was coming home for me.

The only sound now was my faint breathing, shallow and uneven, as though the air in the house had thickened with something unseen. The shadows seemed to press in tighter as I descended, and then it came—a faint shriek cutting through the quiet.

It wasn’t just any sound. It was a man’s scream. My father’s.

I froze mid-step, my fingers clutching the banister. My heart pounded in my chest as I strained to listen, but the house had gone eerily silent again, as if holding its breath. Why would he scream? Papa didn’t scream. He faced boardrooms full of investors without flinching. Maybe it was nothing—an illusion born of exhaustion and the late hour.

But deep down, I felt it. Something wasn’t right. The rain poured heavily, and thunder roared outside, each flash of lightning casting jagged patterns against the cracked glass windows of our house. Despite the chaos outside, I needed to confirm he was okay. Our small home plunged into darkness, the only light coming from the sharp bursts of lightning illuminating the hallway as I approached my father's room. Each step I took on the wooden floor echoed unnaturally, the sound stretching out like a warning in the suffocating silence.  

My stomach twisted as the unmistakable sound of sharp footsteps broke through the air behind me. My breath caught mid-inhale, freezing in my chest. A cold, prickling sensation crawled up my spine, spreading like ice beneath my skin. My heartbeat thundered in my ears, louder than the storm outside, each pulse pounding like a drum. My legs felt like lead, refusing to move, yet my muscles were taut, braced for something—anything.  

I swallowed hard, but my throat remained dry, the lump in it refusing to go down. With every ounce of courage I could muster, I forced myself to turn around, each movement slow and deliberate, as though I were trying not to wake a sleeping predator. My mind raced with flashes of every horror movie I’d ever seen, their terrifying moments merging into one relentless reel of dread.  

When I finally turned, the corridor behind me stretched out, empty and silent. No one was there. But that didn’t stop the feeling. The heavy, suffocating weight of being watched lingered, pressing down on me as though the darkness itself was alive and waiting. 

"Papà, are you here i...in the middle of the n... night?" My voice wavered, shaking with unease. No response came, only the ragged rhythm of my own zigzagging, terrified breaths. I pressed on, each hesitant step toward my father's room magnifying the echo of my footsteps, softer ones trailing just behind me. My heart clenched, sinking deeper into my stomach as an ominous feeling slithered over me—a sense that tonight, or very soon, everything would unravel.  

A thunderclap tore through the night, rattling the windows, and I flinched as if the storm itself had lashed out at me. Just as I reached the corner leading to my father’s room, a sound rippled through the air—familiar and yet dreadfully out of place.  

"Happy b-birthday to you, happy birthday to you, h-happy birthday, my little principessa, ha..."  My father's voice, trembling and distorted, echoed from a speaker somewhere in the house. I froze, my feet rooted to the icy floor beneath me. A chill coursed through me, wrapping around my body like a suffocating shroud. My breath hitched, and I felt the first sting of tears threatening to spill. But I held them back—I had to.  

"P...Papà, where a... are y... you?" My voice cracked, barely a whisper against the oppressive silence. The darkness around me seemed alive, pressing closer with every beat of my frantic heart. My mind raced, conjuring terrifying images I couldn’t stop, but my heart urged me forward. “Maybe... maybe it’s a surprise,” I whispered to myself, clinging to the fragile thread of hope.  

One step.  

Five steps.  

Fifteen steps.  

Each movement felt agonizingly slow, the distance stretching into an eternity as I neared his door. My hand shivered as I reached for the cold brass knob, and with every ounce of courage I could summon, I twisted it open.  

The sight before me shattered me.  

The air left my lungs in a ragged gasp, and my legs buckled beneath me. The room swirled with darkness, yet the scene burned itself into my memory with a clarity that would never fade. From that night on, this moment became a part of me—a weight I would carry forever. 

Some memories clung like chains, heavy and unyielding, refusing to let go no matter how desperately you tried to escape. They left scars etched deep into your soul, a constant reminder of their presence. And in that instant, as the door creaked open and my world collapsed, I knew I would never truly heal. 

My father’s pale, shirtless body hung from the ceiling, swaying gently with the creaking rhythm of the fan. Blood dripped relentlessly from his throat, looking painfully fresh, pooling on the bed below. The lamps on his side tables flickered, casting an eerie, sporadic glow across his lifeless form. Jagged scars marred his chest, leaking rivulets of crimson that stained the room with horror.  

Drip. Drip. Drip.  

The sound was deafening in the oppressive silence. His blood soaked the freshly made bedsheet, a grotesque contrast to the neatness that had once filled this room. I wanted to scream, to cry out, but no sound escaped me. My body turned to stone, rigid and unresponsive, as though even being thrown into fire wouldn’t evoke a reaction. Numbness enveloped me, wrapping around my mind like an impenetrable fog. His body moved in slow, agonizing circles, blood dripping in time with the thunderous roars of the storm outside, every moment unraveling in excruciating slow motion.  

I tried to breathe, but my lungs betrayed me, refusing to draw in the air I so desperately needed. Tears blurred my vision, cascading down my cheeks, but I couldn’t let them free me. A faint, trembling shriek just barely escaped my lips before a cold hand gripped me from behind, silencing the sound in my throat.  

I felt him—his body pressing against mine, his chest firm and rock-solid as it pinned me in place. Panic clawed its way up my spine, paralyzing me further. His other hand moved with calculated slowness, tracing from my thigh to my abdomen, each touch leaving icy tendrils of dread in its wake. My attempts to breathe became futile as his grip tightened around my air passage, cutting off my world.  

Hot breath brushed against the nape of my neck, sending a violent shudder through my frozen frame. I could feel his nose against my neck as he dragged it slowly upward, his tongue following the path before he bit down hard on my earlobe. Tears streamed faster, the terror stealing whatever strength I had left. His scent—sharp, musky, intoxicating—overpowered my senses, suffocating me further. He was too close, too present, his breath heavy with a twisted hunger that made my stomach churn.

A sinister chuckle rumbled from his throat, sending a shiver crawling up my spine. He whispered in my ear, his breath hot and rancid with alcohol, "Buon compleanno, mia principessa." (Happy birthday, my princess.) My body froze, the words cutting through the air like a blade. I squeezed my eyes shut, desperately trying to shut out the horror that had already consumed me. His muscled arms tightened around me as if he meant to crush every breath from my body.

The storm outside howled, its violence a mere whisper compared to the madness inside. The shadows seemed to have a life of their own, creeping over me, tightening their grip with every passing second. There would be no one to save me from the nightmare taking shape, and I stood powerless against it.

His hand slipped from my abdomen; a chilling void left in its wake. I could feel my heart pounding, each beat louder than the thunder outside, until it was the only sound in the room. Then, with deliberate slowness, his hand reappeared, holding a gun. My body stiffened, my blood running cold. The tremors started deep within my bones, and I could feel them shaking me uncontrollably, as if my very soul was rebelling against what was happening.

The cold metal of the gun traced the path from my chest down to my lower abdomen, its weight a stark reminder of the danger I was in. As it moved between my legs, I fought to control my breathing, the terror constricting my lungs until I felt as though I might suffocate. I tried to struggle, my body writhing, but it was like fighting against steel—useless and futile. His laughter filled the room, dark and cruel, feeding off my fear.

And then, in the blink of an eye, he pulled the trigger. The sharp sound of the gunshot shattered the silence, followed by the deafening explosion of glass as two lamps were blown apart. My entire body went rigid, my heart stopped in my chest. Darkness swallowed the room, except for the occasional flash of lightning that illuminated the scene before me.

I was paralyzed. My vision blurred with the remnants of tears I couldn’t shed. Every inch of me screamed for escape, yet I couldn’t move. The storm outside raged on, but it felt as though time itself had stopped, leaving only the eerie silence of the room and the feeling of him pressing into me from behind. His groin ground against me, and I could feel the heat of his body, a sickening contrast to the chill of the air. I shut my eyes tighter, praying for this nightmare to end. ‘It’s just a dream, Luna. Wake up. Please, just wake up.’

But his voice pulled me back to the nightmare. "Scared, princess?" His words slithered into my ear like venom, heavy and soaked with alcohol, laced with a cruelty that made my stomach flip. I wanted to scream, to fight back, but the words wouldn’t come. His breath was foul, and the smell of alcohol burned my senses, making me sick. His voice, though thick with drunkenness, still carried the same wicked malice. I was trapped in the dark, a prisoner to his madness. And all I could do was endure.

Suddenly, I realized he was as cold as a lifeless corpse. The icy trace of his touch remained on my skin, sparking a tremor that rippled through my entire body. He released me from his grip, and I inhaled deeply, greedily drawing in as much air as my lungs would allow. Each breath felt like it could be my last. I closed my eyes, wishing that, somehow, I would wake up from this nightmare. 

His footfalls echoed in the quiet room, and despite the desperate urge to flee, I refused to open my eyes. Maybe, if I kept them shut tight enough, the night would disappear, leaving me safe in my bed again. His boots mocked me as they clicked rhythmically against the floor, the sound crawling beneath my skin, sending tremors deeper into my heart than I had ever known. Tears spilled from my closed eyes, blending with the rain that continued to pour heavily outside, as if the sky, too, wept for my misery.

A sob tore from my throat, leaving me gasping, my chest rising and falling with desperation. I tried to focus on the sound of the rain tapping against the window, that gentle rhythm which, under normal circumstances, would have soothed me. But tonight, it was the only noise my mind refused to accept. The only thing I could hear were his footfalls—slow and deliberate—each step a calculated step towards my undoing. 

"Open your eyes, princess," his voice boomed, now deepened and rougher, like a growl coming from the pit of his throat. I assumed his larynx was on the verge of breaking, his voice cracking with the weight of whatever twisted satisfaction he was gaining from this moment.

Reluctantly, I opened my eyes, praying for a different reality—maybe I was standing in a garden full of roses, the soft night air wrapping around me. But the truth was far worse. As my eyes adjusted, lightning struck the window, briefly illuminating his figure. His piercing eyes locked onto mine, dark with a venomous rage, full of hatred and fire. I couldn’t decipher whether his eyes were dark blue or black. The intensity in his gaze burned through me, as if I were staring into the depths of a raging ocean, threatening to swallow me whole. In that moment, if eyes could ignite a soul, I would have turned to ash. The room fell back into darkness, and I traced his silhouette in the fleeting shadows. 

Another lightning strike lit up the room, casting a harsh glow on him. He stood there, in an expensive suit, his tie discarded, his jacket casually draped over his shoulder—like it was made to showcase his broad, muscular frame. Blood stained his shirt, a cruel reminder of the violence he had already unleashed. A sudden rush of anger boiled within me, but it was quickly replaced by the overwhelming sense of fear that took over my entire body.

His face was obscured by a black cloth, but the hatred in his eyes still shone through, burning like a deep blue or black ocean ready to destroy anything that crossed its path. His calm demeanor unnerved me more than anything. He seemed so used to this—the chaos, the violence—like it was second nature to him.

A sob escaped my throat, raw and broken, as he took another step toward me. "N... no. Please. l..leave m...me," I stammered, my voice shaking with fear, my body instinctively pulling back as he drew closer. But his steps were slow, deliberate, like the quiet stalking of a lion hunting its prey, and I couldn’t escape him.

"P...p... please," I gasped, the words barely leaving my lips as panic threatened to swallow me whole. I wished for anything, anything at all, to stop this—an illness, a stroke, anything that would end my torment in this moment. But he didn’t stop. His eyes blazed with that same furious intensity, and in the next instant, his features were illuminated again by a flash of lightning. His eyes locked onto mine, colder now, deeper—like an ocean of anger that had no end.

In another life, I might have been drawn to his gaze, mesmerized by the depth of those dark orbs. But in this life, in this nightmare, all I wanted was to disappear into nothingness. His steady, predatory approach sent a shiver down my spine, my legs trembling, and I stumbled in my panic. I barely caught myself, my back hitting the cold wall behind me with a sickening thud. 

I whimpered, helpless, as more tears fell from my eyes. Before I could even react, he caged me against the wall, his strong arms trapping me. His body pressed against mine, hard and unyielding, and I felt his breath hot on my skin, each exhale like a warning that there was no escape. He was the nightmare I could never wake from.  

"L...L... eave me," I whimpered, the words barely escaping my throat as nausea surged within me. The stench of alcohol on his breath made my stomach twist, his proximity choking. His hot, rancid breath seared my skin, and the dark room became consumed with the sound of my sobs and gasps for air. Every breath felt like I was choking on the horror. I buried my face in my hands, desperate to shield myself from the unbearable weight of his presence. 

"Shh, princess,” he cooed, his voice low and mocking. "I don't like screeching owls." A fresh wave of tears spilled over, my body trembling uncontrollably with panic as his cruel words echoed in the silence. 

"If you don’t stop crying, I’ll carve your throat open, just like your dear fucking father." The chilling words pierced the air, making my blood run cold. He reached up with his rough hand, brushing stray hairs from my face, and I felt his coarse fingers remove mine from my tear-streaked cheeks. A scream bubbled up, but his grip on my chin was sudden and firm, locking me in place. My teeth chattered violently as his touch sent an icy jolt through me.

"Be a good girl, princess. Will you?" His voice was smooth, yet laced with a sinister command. I didn’t respond, too scared to utter a word, too lost in the terrifying depths of his eyes. I searched for any trace of mercy, any flicker of humanity, but all I found was cold, dark emptiness. 

“When I ask something, I expect an answer, la mia bella principessa.” (My beautiful princess.) His fingers tightened around my chin, squeezing so hard I could feel the bones beneath my skin protesting. His eyes, burning with malevolence, glinted in the dim light. I nodded frantically, my heart pounding in my throat, but the fear lodged there kept me silent. 

"Words, princess," he growled, the demand pulling a sob from deep within me. I was losing my will to fight, crushed under the weight of his dominance. 

"Y... yes, I'll be a good g... girl. P... please l... leave me." My voice cracked, every word an agony of fear. The moment the words left my lips, his laughter shattered the air—a low, twisted sound that reverberated through the room like an omen of torment. His laughter was followed by a sudden jerk on my hair, dragging me forward, my scalp burning with the violent tug. I shrieked, my body protesting every inch of the movement, but his grip was unrelenting. He forced me forward, throwing me onto the bed, my limbs feeling like they were made of lead. He shoved me onto the bed with such force that the impact stole the breath from my lungs. Every muscle in my body tensed, a wave of dread washing over me as my eyes locked on my father’s lifeless body above. Blood still dripped slowly from the wound, staining the sheet in a grotesque rhythm. The faint creak of the fan above me seemed too loud in the silence of the room.

My heart hammered painfully in my chest, as if trying to escape the nightmare that was unfolding. His presence was like a claustrophobic cloud, his cruel eyes scanning me, taking in my vulnerability with satisfaction.

"Good girl," he muttered, his voice dripping with malice. "Now, let’s see if you’re as obedient as you claim to be." He loomed over me, and I could already feel the cold, unforgiving weight of his actions pressing down on me.

The storm outside was nothing compared to the storm raging inside me. My body trembled, not from the cold, but from the terror flooding my veins. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t scream. I couldn’t breathe without feeling the weight of his gaze, his touch, smothering every ounce of hope left in me. His shadow blocking out the dim light. His eyes were cold—icy, endless voids that burned into my skin, making every inch of me tremble. I opened my mouth to scream, but the sound caught in my throat, swallowed by the strangling terror gripping me.

"Someone help me... Please... help..." My voice cracked, desperation leaking from the edges of my words. But as I cried out for help, a sharp slap cut across my cheek, sending my face crashing into the stained sheets. The blood coated the side of my face, mixing with the bitter tang of fear that lingered in the air.  

A sickening sense of dread sank deeper into my bones as I felt his hands on me, unzipping his slacks with a predatory ease. I froze, the realization of what was about to happen crashing into me like a wave. My body went numb. I couldn't move, couldn't think, couldn't do anything but wait for the inevitable horror.

He pinned my wrists above my head with one hand, his grip like iron, removing any chance of escape. His other hand ripped into the fabric of my underdress, tearing it with a brutal force that left me gasping. I kicked, struggled, screamed with every ounce of energy I had, but it was futile. The tears blurred my vision, mixing with the darkness that crept closer with every passing second. 

"Going out looking like this sexy, princess," he sneered, "Looks like you're not such a good girl after all." His laugh was low and venomous, curling around me like a snake.

"Non toccarmi," (Don’t touch me,) I screamed, my voice raw, desperate. But he only laughed harder, a sound full of malice and cruelty.

"You know what happens to bad girls," he taunted, his voice a whisper of wickedness. He leaned in, his breath heavy against my ear. "I destroy naughty girls in the most wicked way.” Each word was like a knife, slicing through the remnants of my sanity. I twisted beneath him, but he was unrelenting. The storm outside roared in the distance, its thunder a mournful echo to the scream trapped in my chest. My eyes flicked to the lifeless body of my father, and in that instant, I wished I were the one lying there, dead instead of him. 

A flash of lightning illuminated the room, revealing his form above me. The room seemed to shrink, the walls closing in, but there was nowhere to hide from the monster before me. I closed my eyes, as if doing so would make him disappear, but the pressure of his body on mine was all too real. 

And then, a sharp pain pierced through me as he entered me roughly, so intense it seemed to tear at the very fabric of my being. My body jolted, and a loud shriek tore itself from my throat, raw and unfiltered. Every muscle clenched in agony, as though my skin, my bones, my heart—everything—was being pulled apart. It felt like a hard rod was thrust deep into me, its coldness seeping through my veins. My chest tightened as if someone had wrapped their fingers around my ribs and was squeezing until the air itself could no longer reach my lungs.

The sensation of tearing, of being stretched beyond my limits, caused my insides to convulse, and yet, there was no relief. It was as though my body was being split open from the inside, too fragile to withstand the brutal force of what was happening.

I gasped, my muscles spasming, but no matter how much I struggled or how much I begged for it to stop, there was no release, no mercy. Only the searing, unrelenting pain that consumed me entirely.

He was pounding into me, relentless and furious, as if he could erase the very essence of me with each brutal thrust. My body screamed in pain, but my mind was blank, numb to the agony. I knew this would haunt me forever. I knew that from this night on, I would never again feel safe in my own skin.

"Scream for me, princess," he growled, his pace growing more frantic. "I want to hear you scream." His words were like poison, sinking deep into my soul, leaving nothing but emptiness in their wake. The storm outside howled, and I could feel the world around me slipping away. 

What had I done to deserve this? The clouds above seemed to mourn with me, their thunder drowning out my cries. That night, he didn't just take my virginity—he stole my innocence, my dignity, and a part of my soul. A crack split open in my heart, and something inside me died that night. My soul felt fractured, as if I’d been broken beyond repair. The girl I used to be was gone, replaced by a shadow of pain I didn’t know how to escape. Each tear that fell only reminded me of what I’d lost—my father, my purity, and the girl who once believed the world was safe.

They said heroes would save you in your darkest hour, that if you called, they would come. But on this night, there were no heroes. No saviors. No knights in shining armor. Only monsters—villains who wore masks of charm and smiles. Maybe, just maybe, I could be one of them. 

That night, at the stroke of midnight, everything changed.

Pain gripped my mind, a vise that squeezed tighter with each passing second. I couldn’t move. Couldn’t breathe. My body trembled, but no sound escaped from my lips as I sank into the abyss of violence. The only comfort was the cold embrace of unconsciousness.

"Welcome to the abyss, my princess," he whispered, his voice a cruel lullaby. And then, everything went dark.  
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LUNA’S POV

“Eventually, we all find ourselves in the embrace of maturity.”

— (Eyrsa K. Blackwood)

Five years later

5:47 PM

Age 23 

Manhattan, NYC

Dear Papà,

It’s been five years. Zola and Claudia, my only true friends, say that time heals all wounds. Some days, I want to believe them, but most days, I’m terrified it’s just another false hope. The years since that fateful night—the night that changed everything—have blurred together. I still don’t know if I’ve truly begun to understand how it all shaped me. Sometimes, I wonder if I’ll ever find myself, or if I’m just stumbling into who I am, one misstep at a time.

I like to think you’re watching over me, smiling. I hope you’re in a better place because this world... this world is cruel, Papà. But I’m trying. By the way, your little princess got another job as a waitress at a club called Devil’s Hideout. It’s a big deal here in New York City—everyone knows about it. Life here is exhausting, chaotic, and loud, but I’m doing my best to keep up. Zola and Claudia are already working themselves to the bone, and I’m trying to pull my weight too. It’s my first day. Honestly, I’m nervous. I don’t know if I’m ready, but I don’t have a choice, do I? The only way is forward.

Anyway, I should go now. Please say hi to Mom for me. You both mean everything to me, even now. I miss you both so much. I always will. I can't help but long for the day I’ll die and we’ll be together again, Papà—to see you and Mom, to feel whole once more.

Love always,

Luna Percy 

Closing my diary, a mix of relief and sadness washed over me. The weight of my emotions lingered, like a storm cloud that refused to dissipate. Writing to my dead father had become my escape, my way of confronting the things I couldn't always put into words. It was like I was pulling the messy, feral thoughts out of my head, setting them free on the pages. With every word, I let go of a little bit of the heaviness that clung to my chest.

Overhearing Zola and Claudia argue a bit, I couldn’t help but grin. They were my backup, my constant in this wild city. Their bickering was just another layer of our weirdly comforting routine. Through all the chaos, we had each other. Their voices were a reminder that even when everything felt like it was falling apart, I wasn’t alone. We stuck together, finding solace in the small moments, in the laughter that always seemed to follow our shared struggles.

I quickly stole a glance at myself in the mirror. Besides applying a little makeup I borrowed from Zola, my reflection still felt hollow. My eyes—those damn eyes—looked like a vast emptiness, a void that nothing could fill. They were a mirror to the dark corners of my soul, the ones that refused to fade, no matter how much I wished they would.

The sorrow etched itself into my face, like the lines of a story I hadn’t wanted to live. The grief was there, in every contour, in every silent pause when I thought about the years that had passed. I hadn’t changed. I wasn’t better. It was as if the mirror held a reflection of a life I couldn’t fully grasp—one that had been stolen from me long ago.

And then there were the memories—the ones that never let go. The incident, five years ago. It still felt fresh in my mind, like a wound that had never quite healed. The sting was still there, sharp and raw, as if the pain had never left. I could feel it, deep in my bones, every time I stared into those eyes that didn’t seem to belong to me anymore.

My phone buzzed, its bright screen interrupting my thoughts. It was a text message.

Unknown: You're looking absolutely stunning in black, obsession. Just like I imagined.

I gasped, my heart racing as I looked around my small, dimly lit room. But my eyes couldn’t find anything. I had a stalker—a psychopath, obsessed and clinging to me in ways I couldn't escape. I had already searched the whole apartment multiple times, but I hadn’t found any cameras. I double-checked every corner, every crevice, but nothing. Still, the feeling of being watched never left me. 

He came at midnight. Every night. Watching me. Haunting me.

Unknown: You look even more stunning when scared, obsession.

I froze. My skin prickled with cold dread as my mind raced back to the countless messages from this unknown number since I’d moved from Italy to New York four years ago. At first, I thought maybe it was just some weird public survey or a wrong number. But this? This was no mistake.

I felt him sometimes. His presence. Late at night, it was as if he were sitting in an armchair beside my bed, just watching me. His gaze invisible but heavy, pressing into my skin like a suffocating weight. It sent chills down my spine, the kind that never seemed to leave. It creeped the hell out of me. He knew everything about me—every detail—but what did I know about him?

I paused. Wait. What did I know?

He was a man, that much was clear. Tall. Muscular.

He knew my past, stalked me in the present, and I knew that in the future, he would do the same. He followed me everywhere, lurking in the shadows, always one step behind. No matter where I went, no matter how far I tried to run, he was there—watching, waiting. His obsession had no end, no limit. I could feel him in the corners of every room, in the silence of every night. And worse, I knew he was always planning, always watching for the perfect moment to strike.

I always locked my room door, bolted the windows shut, but it didn’t matter. No matter how many barriers I put in place, he always seemed to find a way in. I wasn’t safe. He was a nightmare, a shadow that haunted my waking hours. 

I didn’t know his name. I didn’t know where he lived. I’d never heard his voice, nor had I seen his face. He’d been stalking me for four years now. He only communicated through text, calling me "obsession" each time. A nickname I never wanted.

But in person? He never spoke. He never made a sound. He never showed his face. I never saw him in daylight, never caught a glimpse of him in the world I lived in. He existed only in the dark. The daylight was my only refuge, but even then, I could feel him watching, waiting for the night to fall so he could return to his silent stalking.

Every time I woke in the dead of night, I’d catch a glimpse of him—his silhouette just barely visible in the dark corners of my room. Always gone before I could move. Always just a whisper of a nightmare that could’ve been real.

It felt like I was living in a horror movie, except it wasn’t playing on a screen—it was my reality. Each midnight, the clock would tick, and I would lie there, paralyzed with fear. My room, once a safe haven, now felt like a trap. The fear of not knowing who he was, or where he was hiding, was suffocating. It had become a never-ending nightmare; one I couldn’t wake from.

Unknown: Going to Devil’s Hideout looking this freaking hot. I swear, if a man touches a single hair on your head, I’ll cut his balls off and shove them through his throat. Am I clear, obsession?

The text made my stomach churn. His threats weren’t just threats. He did whatever he said. And now, if he said he would cut off a man’s balls and shove them down his throat, he would do it. And he would make me watch. A memory resurfaced in my mind; one I couldn’t escape. How he tortured Rio by taking out his left eye just because Rio had winked at me. Rio was a good man. We were just friends back in university when I was graduating. He was the only one I felt comfortable around, the only one who didn’t make me feel like an outsider.

But my stalker didn’t just threaten his life—he sent me Rio’s eyeball in a damn velvet box, wrapped in a plastic sheet, after my last exam. I remembered how I screamed, how the whole room froze in terror, how I couldn’t make sense of what I was seeing. It wasn’t just the horror of the act, but the cold reality that this monster was capable of anything. The box, the message—it was a warning.

I remembered the text message I received after. 'If you tell anyone, if you even dare to speak about this, I’ll make sure every one of your friends suffers. You won’t be able to protect them, obsession.' I could feel the weight of the threat in his words, and the fear wrapped itself around my chest. There was no escaping him, no running from his twisted obsession. Many people slowly disappeared from my life. Rio never contacted me, and I never saw him again.

I decided, then and there, to ignore him. To not let his sick obsession dictate my life. I grabbed my bag, checked my reflection in the mirror, and walked out of my room. But as I stepped into the living room, the sounds of Zola and Claudia arguing about something trivial filled the space, distracting me from the darkness that still clung to me. They were still bickering, as always, their voices light, yet carrying a strange comfort.

But no matter how much they argued, nothing could drown out the fear, the paranoia, the knowledge that someone, somewhere, was watching my every move. My stalker was always there. Watching. Waiting. And tonight, I knew, would be no different.

"Seriously, Claudia? Scott? He's like a friendly puppy, while Stiles is the real hero material," Zola mocked, rolling her eyes with exaggerated disappointment. She was wearing her favorite purple sweatshirt and loose pants; the kind of outfit she could spend the whole day in without a care. Her blonde hair cascaded low on her back, a perfect contrast to her bright green eyes that seemed to shine every time she talked about Stiles from Teen Wolf. I bet they’d watched the show at least fifty times by now, maybe more. It was one of those things Zola never got tired of, and neither did Claudia. Their obsession with Stiles, Scott, Derek, Liam—and the show in general—was borderline legendary in our group.

"Please! Stiles is just a walking disaster waiting to happen. Scott is strong, hot, and... dreamy!" Claudia made those over-the-top dreamy faces that made us want to gag. She was wearing a pale pink hoodie and a pair of well-fitted jeans, casual but effortlessly stylish. Her light-brown hair was dyed with streaks of dark blue, the color popping against the soft pink of her hoodie. Claudia owned her own bakery, just a few houses down the street from us.

"Dreamy? Claudia, you need to update your definition of dreamy. Stiles has the brains, the wit, and the charm. Scott is just... furrier." Zola gasped dramatically.

"And that’s exactly why he's adorable! I’d take a loyal werewolf over a sarcastic sidekick any day," Claudia shot back with a playful smirk, clearly enjoying the back-and-forth.

"Loyal? He can't even control his transformations! What if he ruins your bakery one day? Cupcakes with a side of fur?" Zola scoffed, tossing her hands in the air, clearly trying to win the argument. I just stood there, fixing my hair one last time before the gusts of wind outside ruined the effort.

"Oh, please! I'm pretty sure Stiles would trip over the cupcakes before Scott even got close." Claudia’s laugh was infectious, and just as their banter reached its peak, I decided to intervene.

"Alright, alright, break it up, you two. I’m heading to my job at Devil’s Hideout," I said, turning toward the door. They both knew that by now, but it still made me feel a little lighter to say it out loud.

"Nice, Luna! May the devilish drinks flow in your favor!" Zola threw her fist in the air like she was making some grand, celebratory toast.

"And may the werewolves be on their best behavior!" Claudia added with a wink, her possessive obsession with werewolves never far from the surface.

I chuckled heartily, shaking my head at them both as I grabbed my jacket and headed for the door. "I’ll take a cab, so you two can continue your supernatural debate in peace."

"May the cab driver be as fast as a vampire fleeing from sunlight!" Zola gave me a wide grin, her green eyes sparkling with mischief.

"And as courteous as a gentleman werewolf." Claudia added, raising her eyebrows in mock seriousness, clearly still thinking about werewolves in some possessive way.

I laughed at their playful banter and stepped out of the apartment, already hearing their voices fade as they resumed their argument about which characters were better.

As soon as I stepped out into the chilly air, the wind swept through me, making me second-guess the jacket I had chosen. For a moment, I entertained the idea of turning back, slipping into the warmth of my room, and letting the world pass by. I shook my head, ignoring the cold wind that rattled my teeth, and forced my feet to move toward the corner. My phone buzzed in my hand, and I glanced down at the screen to see a text from Zola.

Zola: If you run into trouble, just remember: werewolves have claws, but we’ve got back up!

I couldn't help but smile. Maybe it was the cold, or maybe it was the idea of a fresh start at Devil’s Hideout, but for a moment, the world felt a little bit more manageable. I glanced over the street and a mischievous grin caught my attention.

There he was, leaning casually against his Ferrari, eyes scanning me from head to toe. His blond hair was tousled, falling messily over his forehead, giving him that effortlessly handsome look. He was good-looking, sure, but I had known him since childhood. And in my eyes, that made him nothing more than a cringy playboy— A bastard who always seemed to find a way to make me nauseous, no matter how hard I tried to avoid him.

Why was he here, of all times? Ugh. I only tolerated him because he was Zola’s billionaire brother, who liked to spoil us with unwanted expensive gifts and lavish attention. That was his trick—luring girls in with all the shiny things, using his wealth and charm to get what he wanted: to get into our panties. And if I wasn’t careful, I knew exactly where that would lead: me naked on his bed.

I glanced at him, but quickly averted my gaze, pretending like I didn’t see him. I had already booked a cab, and the cold evening air in Manhattan bit at my skin, reminding me that I was eager to leave before my body froze in the chill.

Sebastian’s steady steps echoed toward me as I checked my phone, pretending not to care. But then I heard that voice, the one I knew all too well—smirking, slick, and full of that fake charm he could turn on in a heartbeat.

"Want a ride, sweetheart?" he called out, his tone dripping with that filthy flirting I had grown so tired of.

I didn’t even look up. “No thanks. I already booked a cab,” I muttered, scrolling through my phone, hoping he’d take the hint and leave me alone.

But of course, he didn’t. "Oh, him? I told him I’d drive you," he said with a smile that was a little too boyish, a little too sweet.

“What?” I almost shouted, incredulous. “Why the fuck did you do that?”

Sebastian flashed that charming, infuriating smile. “Because my Ferrari is desperately waiting for your ass, sweetheart.” I felt my eyes narrow in frustration. Any other girl might have fallen for it, but not me—not anymore. I knew all about his games. Still, I wasn’t in the mood for a fight.

I tried to turn away, but before I knew it, he had opened the passenger door of his car and was standing there like a gentleman, all polite smiles. I hesitated. It was already half-past five, and I didn’t want to be late for my first shift. With a deep breath, I climbed in, slamming the door behind me. My phone buzzed in my lap, and I grabbed it, only to feel a shiver run down my spine as I read the message.

Unknown: Getting in a car with that fuckwad. Obsession, did I need to teach you how to be a good girl?

The anger surged through me, hot and quick. Who the hell did he think he was, making threats like that? I didn’t give a damn about him.

Me: Yeah, just getting my pussy wet and spreading my legs for him. 

I cursed myself immediately after hitting send. It was a reaction—just a way to protect myself, to show I wasn’t scared. But it was also a reminder of how sick this all was. How fucked up my life had become. I didn't want to provoke my stalker, but he was controlling every aspect of my life, and I hated it. I hated him. The way he manipulated me, made me feel small, like I had no choice but to comply. Every time I tried to break free, he tightened his grip, and I was left with nothing but the bitter taste of helplessness.

Unknown: Watch your tongue, baby. You don’t want me to make your sweet ass bleed with my dick or remove his fucking head from his neck. Do you, obsession?

The words sent a cold wave of dread crashing through me. I could practically feel the chilling promise in his text. I remembered all too well the way things had spiraled out of control in my life. David from college, who had been beaten by a gang of thugs for asking me out. Rufus, whose leg and ribs were shattered after he proposed to me. Rio—God, Rio. He’d lost his left eye because he’d winked at me. The memories flooded my mind, each one worse than the last.

Sebastian’s voice jerked me back into the present. “So, Luna, first night on the job. Excited?” I realized he had already started driving, the low purr of the engine filling the air as the sleek Ferrari glided through Manhattan's bustling streets. The towering skyscrapers rose like giants on either side, their countless lights flickering like stars in a city that never slept. The streets buzzed with life—cabs honking, people rushing, the hum of conversations blending with the distant wail of sirens. Yet, inside, I felt empty. A hollow ache had taken root deep within me, spreading like a shadow. The glittering cityscape outside only heightened the void I couldn’t seem to escape, its vibrance mocking the heaviness that sat in my chest.

I couldn’t help the dry laugh that escaped my lips. “Yeah.” But then he leaned in a little closer, his voice a low murmur, “You look beautiful tonight, Luna. That little black dress suits you.”

I could smell the mint on his breath as he spoke, mixed with the faint scent of copper. I shifted in my seat, uncomfortable, as the tension thickened between us. I wore a black dress that fell just below my thighs, paired with black shoes. My brownish-black hair was pulled into a messy bun, and the little makeup I wore accentuated the hollow look in my brown eyes—eyes that had seen too much.

“Save the compliments, Sebastian,” I snapped, trying to regain control of the situation. “I didn’t agree to this drive for a fashion review.”

He chuckled, the sound grating against my nerves. “Come on, Sweetheart, you can’t deny you enjoy a little attention. Especially from someone like me.” He had always made me uncomfortable, always tried to touch me whenever we were alone. It was like a game to him, one where I was the prize, and I hated it. 

After my father’s murder, I’d ended up living with Zola’s family for a year. Her parents had taken me in after the accident, after everything went to hell. I remembered the way Sebastian had cornered me in their house; the way he had tried to force me into something I wasn’t ready for... I couldn’t escape. His hands had been everywhere, brushing against places they shouldn’t, as if he thought I would just give in. My body had frozen, my heart racing, but I hadn’t been strong enough to push him away. His smile had never wavered, but his eyes—they had been dark with something I hadn’t wanted to understand at the time.

No one cared when I was the last person standing. I was alone—just a lonely girl whose mother had died giving birth to her, whose father had been murdered so ruthlessly, and the girl whose body had been violated in ways I couldn’t even put into words. The world didn't care about me, and it never had. 

Sebastian's hunger always made me uncomfortable in that house. I had no one, not a soul to turn to, just a hollow echo of a girl who had been broken long before she even had a chance to live. I was a girl who had nothing left to give—my heart shattered, my soul bruised, and all I could do was wait for someone to care, but no one ever did.

But then Zola’s parents had died in that crash, and She, Sebastian, and I had moved to New York that same year, trying to start fresh. But here I was. I had an obsessed psychopath stalker who would never let me live in peace.

"I know I'm your type," Sebastian's voice broke my thoughts.

I shot him a cold glance. “Trust me, Sebastian. I’ve had my fill of attention. And you’re not my type.”

He raised an eyebrow, clearly amused by my indifference. “I don’t think I’ve met a girl who’s immune to my charm.”

“Consider it a first, then,” I said, my voice flat.

He laughed again. “You know, Luna, most girls would kill for a night out with me.”

“Well, they can have my turn. I prefer my company drama-free.” I almost murmured the words to myself, my voice barely audible over the hum of the engine. Sebastian grinned, clearly enjoying the banter, but I remained unaffected. The tension between us was suffocating, lingering like a dense fog as he drove through the dazzling city lights. I wrapped myself in my own thoughts, trying to block him out.

When the car finally rolled to a stop, I stepped out, adjusting my dress as the chilly Manhattan air wrapped around me like a warning. Sebastian’s footsteps were steady, deliberate, as he approached with that same malicious grin he always wore when he knew he had the upper hand. Lust flickered in his eyes, a predatory gleam that made my stomach twist. My body tensed, instinct screaming at me to move, but I was already too late.

He stepped closer until my back pressed against the cold, smooth surface of his car. I was trapped, caged between his arms as he leaned in, the faint scent of copper mixing with something darker—something suffocating.

My mind reeled, dragging me back to that night five years ago when an unknown touch by an unknown murderer had burned like acid on my skin. My chest tightened as I stood frozen, my heart hammering wildly against my ribs. "Breathe, Luna. He’s not that rapist. Just breathe," I reminded myself.

"Well, Luna," Sebastian drawled, his voice dripping with false charm. "It’s been a pleasure driving you. Maybe I’ll swing by later to check on you."

I clenched my jaw, forcing my expression to remain neutral. Weakness was something he fed on, something he would twist and use against me. And Sebastian? He wanted nothing more than to see me falter. "Save yourself the trouble," I shot back, my voice cold, though my insides churned with unease. "I can handle myself. No need for a babysitter."

He took another step closer, his sly grin stretching wider. His minty breath fanned across my face, and my fingers twitched with the urge to shove him away. "You might change your mind," he murmured, his tone low and dripping with implication. "I can be very persuasive."

Just as I was about to lash out, my phone buzzed in my hand. The sound was sharp, cutting through the air like a lifeline. My hands trembled as I reached for it, fumbling to unlock the screen. The message glared back at me like a brand:

Unknown: Wait and watch, obsession.

I stared at the screen, my blood running cold. My stalker hadn’t forgotten about me. And now, he was watching. The hairs on the back of my neck stood on end, and an icy chill crawled down my spine. The oppressive weight of fear pressed against my chest, heavy and suffocating. I knew what this feeling meant.

He was here. My stalker. I didn’t need to see him to know—I could feel his eyes on me, watching, hunting. His presence always carried that dangerous energy, an unspoken threat that wrapped around my mind like a vice.

Sebastian was still far too close, his body crowding mine, his breath warm against my cheek. My pulse hammered in my ears as I pressed my hands against his chest, trying to shove him away. But before I could, a sharp, metallic clang split the air like a gunshot.

A crumpled can flew from nowhere, slamming into the car’s hood with a loud thud. The sound startled me so violently that my breath hitched. Passersby turned their heads, pausing to gawk at the commotion.

I froze, my heart pounding in my chest like a wild drum. And then, before I could gather myself, another deafening crack echoed. This time, the projectile—a mangled can—smashed through the car window, the glass shattering into a glittering spray of shards. I screamed, raising my handbag instinctively to shield my face.

The air buzzed with panic as people gasped and muttered around me, their voices distant over the roar of my heartbeat. My instincts took over, and I bolted away from the car, my heels clacking unevenly against the pavement.

Another explosion ripped through the evening. Heat surged against my back as flames roared to life. I spun around just in time to see the entire Sebastian’s car engulfed in fire, the orange glow licking hungrily at the evening sky. My stomach twisted in terror and disbelief.

My jaw dropped as I watched the fire consume Sebastian’s prized car. The flames crackled and hissed, an eerie symphony of destruction. What the hell just happened? My stalker burned his car. My mind raced, trying to piece together the twisted logic behind it. Was this jealousy? Possessiveness? Or was it something far darker—a glimpse into the deranged psyche of my stalker?

And then I saw him. My stalker.

A figure leaned casually against the farthest lamppost, just beyond the blaze. My breath stopped as my gaze locked onto his. The flames cast flickering shadows across his silhouette, obscuring his features, but those eyes... those eyes burned through the chaos. They glowed with a sinister intensity, drilling into me, stripping me bare of any courage I might have pretended to hold.

He stood there, motionless, as if he owned the night, as if this carnage was nothing more than a game to him. Slowly, deliberately, he reached up and adjusted his hat, tilting it forward until his face disappeared entirely into shadow. My pulse quickened. Even now, when he was fully cloaked in darkness, his presence was a weight I couldn’t ignore.

The world around me blurred into insignificance—the murmurs of bystanders, the distant wail of sirens. All that existed was the burning wreckage of the car and my stalker, standing just beyond it, a harbinger of destruction.

And then he turned. Without a word, without a sound, he disappeared into the shadows, melting into the street like a ghost.

I stood there, slightly shivering, my breath ragged. My hands clutched at my bag; my knuckles white. My legs felt weak, like they would give out beneath me at any second. My stalker was gone, but his presence lingered like the smoke curling from the destroyed car.

The flames roared louder, and so did the questions in my head. What did he want? Why wouldn’t he leave me alone? A shiver of dread coursed through me as I realized one horrifying truth: he wouldn’t stop.

Not until he had me.
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