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This is not a standalone novel and is intended to unfold over a few volumes. It ends in a cliffhanger.

This is a dark depiction of the world of organized crime and mafia, not for the faint of heart.

This story contains mature themes, sexual situations, strong language, graphic violence and explores sensitive topics which some readers may find upsetting or triggering. Reader discretion is advised. Intended for adults 18+ only.

Please do not read this series if you are easily offended. The opinions expressed by the characters in no way reflect the opinions of the author.

If you relate to any of the topics discussed, such as domestic abuse, mental health, blackmail, extortion or assault, please remember that you are not alone. Speak to somebody, or call the Samaritans, Childline, the police and so on.

Any alternating point of views are made clear with the chapter title names.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

BLURB

[image: ]


Immerse yourself in the deliciously dark & sexy romance, "Savage Stalker". In a city gripped by terror, a calculating serial killer sets his sights on a woman, intending her as his next victim. However, when his dark obsession transforms into an unexpected infatuation, he spirals into madness, eliminating her husband and claiming her as his own.
In the shadowy recesses of a city gripped by fear, a relentless serial killer lurks, leaving a trail of chilling chaos. His insatiable appetite for darkness leads him to a woman, unsuspecting and blissfully unaware, who becomes the object of his morbid fascination.

As the sinister stalker fixates on his next victim, the plot takes an unexpected twist. Rather than succumbing to the cold grip of death, the woman becomes an unwitting object of his twisted affection. In a ruthless act, he eliminates her husband, forever altering the course of her life.

Trapped in a macabre dance of obsession, the woman is thrust into a nightmare where survival is contingent upon navigating the whims of her captor. "Savage Stalker" is a dark tale of a serial killer's twisted desires, where the boundaries between captor and captive blur, and the chilling question lingers: Can she escape the clutches of her captor's infatuation, or will she succumb to the shadows of a love born from the depths of madness?
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There she was...

Walking home through the Sierra Nevada, the same route she always went through after she finished work.

Her face chiselled to perfection, her pouty plump lips shining with red lipgloss, her big eyes inked with eyeliner.

She always looked so beautiful...

She always looked the part.

One foot in front of the other, one foot in front of the fucking other...

Her delicious, sinful fucking body jiggled as she walked.

Her dress could barely contain those curves that were spilling everywhere.

I watched her walk out of the park, and make her way onto the main road.

And that was when I began to drive slowly...

Slowly putting my foot down on the brakes, to reduce the speed of my blacked-out Ferrari.

Windows so tinted, that nobody could ever see who was inside the car...

Yet I could see the world, and everything in it.

Inching behind her, my eyes burning with the desire to claim this worthless whore, and have her all to myself.

Not wanting to take my gaze away from her for one fucking moment.

Stupid little whore...

She should have known better.

Dressing in that tight, sexy dress at this time of night, like she wanted every man on the street to fucking look at her.

Like she wanted to be forcefully dragged by her ears and long black hair to the boot of my car, having her screams and cries muffled as I had my way with her.

I would burn every bastard down with a flame-torch before I allowed them to take what was rightfully mine.

She might not have known who I was.

She might not have known I even existed...

But I knew her.

I knew her very well.

I’d been watching her, following her...

Thinking about her every second of the day.

Just calculating the perfect opportunity for me to make my move.

There wasn’t a moment in time where her delicious curves didn’t replay themselves over and over again in my head.

Thinking about snatching her...

Plunging my throbbing cock into her ass, taking her away from everything and everyone she knew, to the point that all she could see in her life was me.

In due time, I would take her off these streets...

And have her at my knees, begging for mercy.

Begging for me to stop.

But I wouldn’t.

After having my way with her in every single way I’d imagined, when I’d been stroking myself to thinking about her every single fucking night...

I would discard her, and torture her to death like the horrible slut she was.

The shadows of a love born from the depths of madness.
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I stood in the shower, feeling the hot water pour over me, as I quickly ran soap over my body, and washed my hair.

It was time for another dreaded day at work.

I’d overslept, and I was already running a little late.

Working in a corporate environment, I always had to look the part, cake my face in a shit-ton of make-up, and dress the part, so I couldn’t come in without putting an effort in, as much as I wanted to rush and bolt out of my apartment as quickly as possible.

It was the amount of pressure at work, forcing us to maintain a professional image, because we never knew when a potential investor was going to come in, and we’d have to sit down for a meeting to convince them to sign over a shit-ton of money.

Lately, my entire routine had just been going to work, my boss having me do a shit-ton of overtime I didn’t sign up for, and then coming home, and I barely got to spend any time with my husband, Daniel.

I was the breadwinner out of us both, at the moment.

I’d got my big-time business executive job, at the firm of my dreams, after working and studying countless hours to get here.

Neither me nor Daniel had been born into riches.

It was actually the opposite.

We’d been born into poverty, and had to work our way up to create a better life for ourselves.

He’d been my boyfriend since high-school.

Daniel hadn’t gone to university like I had, because his mother had fallen ill at the time, so he’d dropped out of his education in order to take care of her.

Recently, his mother had recovered, and lived separately with one of his cousins who took care of her.

But now, Daniel couldn’t find a proper job, because of his lack of qualifications and skills, and lack of work experience, to get any job in a reputable industry.
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