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He Watches. He Waits. He Wants Her Entirely.
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Chapter 1: The Watcher in the Window
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The rain came down in cold slashes, a rhythmic tapping against the glass of Emery Valen’s fourth-floor office. Thunder rolled somewhere above the city like a restless god watching from the clouds. Inside, the glow from her desk lamp cast long shadows against the wall, soft amber light trying to hold back the encroaching dark.

Emery liked working late. The silence of the building soothed her, a contrast to the chaos that often entered through her door during the day. As a clinical psychologist specializing in obsessive-compulsive disorders, she knew better than anyone how fragile the mind could be—and how easily it could fracture under the weight of desire.

She glanced at the clock: 11:13 PM.

Perfect.

Her final notes for the day were nearly complete when she felt it again—that... pull. The eerie sense of being observed. Slowly, methodically, she turned her head toward the window.

Nothing.

Just the flicker of neon from the building across the street. Just the soft shiver of leaves swaying on a rooftop tree. Still, her pulse ticked up, that primal part of her brain whispering, You’re not alone.

She shook it off.

Paranoia was a common side effect of her field. Too many stories, too many unhinged patients projecting obsessions like ink in water. Emery had boundaries. Firm, clean lines.

Control.

She rose to pour herself a glass of water from the office kitchenette, her heels clicking softly against the hardwood. She told herself the room was empty. She told herself she was being ridiculous.

Until she returned—and saw the envelope.

Her blood iced.

It hadn’t been there a minute ago. A plain black envelope rested dead center on her keyboard. No name. No stamp. Just perfectly placed.

She hadn’t heard the door open.

She hadn’t heard anything.

Her fingers hesitated before picking it up. A chill crawled up her spine. The envelope wasn’t sealed. Inside was a single card—thick, textured, expensive. The words were handwritten in black ink, each letter controlled and beautiful.


“I see you.
I know you.
I crave what hides behind your smile.
Let me in.”

There was no signature.

Emery’s heart knocked against her ribs. She immediately checked the office door—locked from the inside. She hadn’t moved from her desk in ten minutes. No one should’ve been able to get in.

Was this a prank? A patient? Someone trying to rattle her?

She took a breath and steadied herself.

No panic.

That’s how it started—with cracks. Fear, left unchecked, spread like rot.

She slid the card back into the envelope and dropped it into her drawer. She’d report it tomorrow. Maybe someone on staff thought it was a sick joke. She couldn’t afford to look shaken. She had a reputation. An image.

But as she turned off the lights and grabbed her coat, something caught her eye.

Movement.

Her window faced the alley between two high-rises. Normally deserted this late, but tonight... someone was there.

A man.

Standing in the rain.

Perfectly still. Facing her window.

Wearing a mask.

Not a ski mask or anything crude. It was elegant, bone-white, covering his whole face except the mouth. It looked almost... theatrical. Like something from an opera or a masquerade ball. But there was nothing playful about the way he stood. Nothing casual in the stillness of his body.

He tilted his head, just slightly, as if acknowledging her.

As if he knew she’d seen him.

Emery froze.

Their eyes locked—or would have, if she could see his. But that mask was a wall. A barrier. A riddle with no face.

She yanked the blinds closed, heart hammering. She didn’t move for a long time. Didn’t breathe. Didn’t blink.

When she finally dared to peek again, he was gone.

—
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Emery didn’t sleep that night.

She kept the lights on, sitting in her living room with a cup of untouched tea and her phone clutched tight in one hand. She considered calling the police. But what would she say? That someone left her a card and stood in the rain? That he didn’t break in or threaten her, just... watched?

It wasn’t illegal to stand in the rain.

It wasn’t illegal to look.

But it felt like a violation. Like he had peeled back her layers and found the truth beneath her mask—and was now daring her to admit it.

Because there was something else.

Something worse than fear.

Excitement.

Her breath caught when she realized it.

She hadn’t felt this alive in years.

It was wrong. She knew that. But part of her—the part she kept buried beneath doctorates and designer blouses—thrilled at the idea that someone was watching her. Not casually. Not passively.

Intensely.

Hungrily.

The card’s words replayed in her mind, soft as a seduction:


“I see you.”


What did he see?

Did he know what kind of fantasies lived in the corners of her mind?

The kind she’d never say aloud?

The kind she barely admitted to herself?

She rose and walked to her window, pushing the curtain aside an inch.

Nothing.

Still, she whispered, “Who are you?”

The city offered no answer.

Only rain, and the lingering trace of a gaze that refused to leave her skin.
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Chapter 2: A Message in the Dark
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Emery Valen stepped into her apartment the next night with her keys clutched like a weapon and her heart performing tiny, traitorous flips in her chest.

She had double-checked every lock on her way home. Made three detours. Glanced over her shoulder a dozen times. But the strange part?

She wasn’t scared.

She was anticipating.

Somewhere in the twisted dark of her psyche, a shadowed part of her wanted him to reach out again. Wanted the unknown. The danger. The game.

She hated herself for it. But she couldn’t deny it anymore.

The man in the mask had scratched at something buried inside her—something hungry and starved.

She kicked off her heels, walked into the dim silence of her apartment, and locked the door behind her. The air was cool. Still. Safe.

Or so she thought.

She didn’t notice the phone right away.

Not until she passed the kitchen table.

Her own cell was in her bag. But sitting on the table—centered perfectly like the envelope last night—was a second phone. A burner. Matte black. No case. No fingerprint.

Her breath hitched.

She stared at it for a long time.

It didn’t ring. Didn’t vibrate. Just sat there like a waiting mouth.

Emery reached out slowly, like the device might bite. She picked it up, tapped the screen.

No passcode.

Only one message sat in the inbox. A single, unread text.


“Turn off the lights.”


A chill trailed down her spine.

Her eyes snapped to the window.

Was he watching now?

She crossed the room, each step too loud, too slow. She clicked off the overhead light. Shadows swallowed the walls. The city’s amber haze bled through the curtains.

Then, the phone buzzed in her hand.

New message.


“Good girl.”


Her knees nearly buckled.

Heat flared in her cheeks—and lower.

She swallowed hard. “What the hell is wrong with me?” she whispered.

Another buzz.


“Nothing. You’re perfect.
I see what you hide.
I want to feed it.”

Her fingers shook.

This wasn’t some random pervert. This was someone who knew her. Someone who’d studied her. Not just her face, her routines, or her schedule—her mind.

He was inside it.

She should have felt violated.

Instead, she felt... seen.

The phone buzzed again. A third message, longer.


“You wear your professionalism like a cage.
But I see the fire underneath.
The fantasies. The ache for someone who won’t ask, only take.
You want a man who’ll devour your control piece by piece until you forget who you’re pretending to be.”

Her mouth went dry.

She dropped onto the couch, knees drawn up, phone gripped like a lifeline.


“You’re sick,” she typed.
“You need help.”

A moment passed.

Then—


“So do you.
That’s why you’ll keep reading.”

Another message appeared instantly.


“What you need isn’t in a textbook.
What you crave isn’t safe.
But I can give it to you.”

Emery’s thumbs hovered. Her thoughts scrambled for clarity, but her body betrayed her—tense thighs, fluttering stomach, damp heat blooming between her legs.

He knew her.

Too well.

She took a steadying breath and typed:


“Why me?”


This time, it took him a moment.

Then:


“Because you walk the edge every day, pretending not to want to fall.
I’m here to catch you.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs.

She glanced toward the window again, fingers trembling. “Show yourself,” she whispered into the empty room.

The reply came immediately.


“Not yet. You’re not ready.
But soon.
Until then... a taste.”

Before she could react, another message arrived. An image.

She hesitated... then tapped it.

It opened to a photograph. Grainy. Black and white.

It was her.

Sleeping.

In bed. On her side. The outline of her body under the sheets barely concealed.

Her blood turned to ice.

This wasn’t voyeurism from afar. He’d been inside her home.

Close.

Too close.

Her instincts screamed. Call the police. Call anyone.

But she didn’t.

She stared at the image, knees pulled to her chest, breath shallow.

Because the scariest part wasn’t that someone had broken in.

It was that a part of her wasn’t horrified.

A part of her... thrilled.

The image was intimate, almost reverent. She didn’t look violated.

She looked worshipped.

Another buzz.


“You looked so peaceful. I didn’t touch you. I just watched.
For now.”

She swallowed. Her head said
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