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“Some treasures are worth more than gold—and some shadows are deeper than fear.”
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The moon hung low over Eldridge, casting pale beams of light on the sleek glass façade of the Eldridge Heights Tower. Inside, the muted sounds of city life echoed through the narrow hallways, undisturbed by the bustling horde. It was the perfect night for a heist—or so he thought. Benny had planned this job meticulously. After weeks of observing the daily routines of the building’s tenants, he was ready. Dressed in dark clothing, he moved silently through the shadows, bypassing the state-of-the-art security system with little trouble. As a maintenance man with a belt full of tools, it was easy. Too easy. With lock-pick in hand, he slipped quietly into the empty penthouse, the prize: a magnificent collection of jewelry belonging to the wealthy owner, a prominent socialite well known for hosting lavish soirées. Daymian. As he crossed the threshold into the penthouse, his heart began to race with anticipation. The space was a treasure trove—golden necklaces, diamond-studded bracelets, and rare gemstones glittered under the soft glow of the ambient lights. He quickly filled a velvet bag with as much as he could carry and was about to head back to the utility stairs when he heard a faint sound. The sound grew louder, the echoes reverberating against the high ceilings. Benny froze, his eyes alert. Footsteps! Someone was returning. Adrenaline surged through him as he darted towards the laundry room door at the far end of the hall. The front door swung open. The unmistakable voice of the penthouse owner filled the air, echoing off the marble floors. “I’ll just put this in the laundry then I can rest! What a night!” Benny’s pulse quickened. He couldn’t get caught. As the voice became clearer, he spotted a laundry chute just beside him. With no time to waste, he climbed inside, pulling the heavy lid shut above him, his heart racing loudly in his chest. The chute was dark and cramped, and Benny could feel the vibrations as the housewife moved around the penthouse above. He slid down, gasping as he tumbled into the laundry room below. He hit the floor silently, landing on a pile of fresh linens. “Don’t come down here!” he whispered to himself, scanning the dimly lit room. The washing machines hummed softly, and he could hear faint voices drifting down the hallway. The laundry room held a single window that opened to a narrow ledge outside. He crept toward it, forcing the window open as quietly as he could. The cool night air rushed in, and he peeked out. Below him, the alley was dark and deserted, the perfect escape route. He heard footsteps again—a tenant, nearly home. Time was running out. Benny climbed out onto the ledge, feeling the chill of the night against his skin. He quickly attached his rappelling gear—his usual method for steep escapes—and with one hand gripping the rough brick, he double-checked his harness and lowered himself over the side. He took quick breaths as he descended, watching as the ground rushed up to meet him. He was going too fast. Needed to slow down. Suddenly, a light flicked on behind him; the tenant had entered the laundry room, sparking panic. Benny glanced back, his heart nearly stopping as he saw the silhouette moving toward the window. He had to move faster. With a twist of his body, he dropped silently, landing softly in a crouch on the asphalt below. The tenant’s voice rang out angrily, “Who left this window open?” But he didn’t wait to look; Benny sprinted toward the alley. He felt the thrill, euphoria—a rush unlike anything he’d ever experienced. He darted into the darkness of the alley, slipping through the shadows, blending perfectly, invisible beneath the cover of night. Behind him, the tenant yelled for help. Benny could hear the distant wail of sirens beginning to approach. Unperturbed, he melted into the crowd, leaving no trace of his escape.
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