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Dedication

To those who were warned…

and chose love anyway. 




Disclaimer

This novel is a work of fiction created for entertainment purposes only. All characters, events, and situations are fictional. 

The story may include elements of suspense, danger, emotional intensity, and romantic tension. Reader discretion is advised. 

The author does not intend to portray real individuals, companies, or incidents, nor does this book offer legal, professional, or personal advice of any kind. 




Introduction

Some warnings are meant to protect us. 

Others are meant to test us. 

The Man I Was Warned About is a story about choosing connection over comfort, truth over safety, and love over fear. It explores what happens when desire refuses to stay quiet and the past refuses to stay buried. 

This is not a story about perfect people making easy choices. It is about flawed hearts, dangerous truths, and the courage it takes to stay when leaving would be simpler. 

Step into the shadows. 

Some love stories begin where the warnings end. 
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Chapter One – The Warning

Clara Hayes had learned to recognise warnings the way some people recognised perfume— faint at first, then impossible to ignore once it settled. 

This one arrived disguised as instinct. 

She noticed him on a Thursday evening, just as the street lamps flickered awake and London exhaled its tired breath. He stood outside the narrow townhouse opposite hers, sleeves rolled up, coat folded over his arm, as though he had walked out of another life and forgotten to explain himself. 

Tall. Still. Watching. 

Clara paused on her front step, keys warm in her palm. People came and went on this street all the time—writers, consultants, couples who didn’t last—but this man didn’t move like someone passing through. He moved like someone who knew how to leave without being seen. 

He looked up. 

Their eyes met. 

Something sharp and uninvited slid through her chest. 

He didn’t smile immediately. That was the first thing she noticed. Men usually smiled too fast, too wide, eager to soften themselves. He waited a beat too long, as if gauging whether she was a threat. 

Then he smiled—not charming, not polished. Careful. 

“Evening,” he said.

His voice was low. Worn in. 

Clara forced herself to breathe. “Evening.”

She went inside without looking back, annoyed at the awareness curling under her skin. It lingered long after she closed the door, long after she told herself she was imagining things. 

 

Her sister’s warning came the next morning.

“You don’t trust men who arrive alone and unpack nothing,” Lucy said over the phone. “That’s rule number one.”

Clara smiled, stirring her coffee. “You’ve just invented that rule.”

Lucy hummed. “Maybe. But I’m usually right.”

Clara didn’t mention the way he had looked at her. As if he already knew her shape.

 

They met again three days later. 

She was halfway down the street when a scarf slipped from her shoulder, landing softly at his feet. He picked it up before she even realised it was gone. 

“You dropped this,” he said.

Up close, he smelled faintly of clean soap and something darker beneath it. His eyes weren’t brown or grey, but something in between—storm-coloured. 

“Thank you,” she said, reaching for it.

Their fingers brushed. 

Not an accident. Not entirely intentional either. 

A quiet spark passed between them—electric and unsettling. He let go first. 

“I’m Ethan,” he said.

“Clara.”

He nodded once, like the name mattered. “Nice to meet you.”

He didn’t ask her out. Didn’t linger. He stepped back, giving her space that felt almost intimate in its restraint. 

She watched him walk away, aware of the heat he left behind. 

 

The first note appeared a week later. 

Slipped under her door. Plain paper. Block letters. 

YOU SHOULDN’T TRUST HIM.

Clara read it twice, her pulse loud in her ears. No explanation. No signature. Just a warning, sharp and deliberate. 

Her first thought was Ethan. 

Her second was worse—why would someone bother warning me at all?

That night, she saw his light still on across the street. Against better judgement, she crossed over and knocked. 

He answered immediately, as if he’d been expecting her.

“Is something wrong?” he asked.

She held up the note. “Do you know anything about this?”

