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    To the dreamer within me,For always believing in the power of imagination and the beauty of storytelling.This book is a piece of my heart and soul, a reflection of the thoughts I've nurtured for so long.To everyone who dares to dream—may you find your own light in the darkness.



    



  	
        
            
            "In the heart of every shadow lies the longing for light,

and in the brightest flame, a trace of darkness lingers.

Together, they tell the story of who we truly are."
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A story of love and power

"The grand ballroom sparkled with crystal chandeliers, and the laughter of the wealthy echoed against the marble walls. Hazel’s loved ones gathered to celebrate her eighteenth birthday. Soft classical music drifted through the air, mingling with the hum of laughter and conversation. Hazel descended the marble staircase in a flowing blue gown that shimmered like the ocean under moonlight. Her dark brown hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing a face alight with youth and quiet confidence. Guests raised their glasses in celebration, their smiles warm and genuine as they turned to watch Hazel make her entrance. Amid the warmth of the celebration, Hazel couldn’t shake the feeling that tonight marked not just an end, but the beginning of something far more uncertain. She couldn’t explain it—a whisper of unease threading through the joy, as though the night carried a secret it wasn’t ready to reveal.

“As Hazel stepped gracefully onto the ballroom floor, the

guests erupted into a heartfelt round of applause. Her father, Edward, stood at the center of the gathering, his proud smile radiating as he extended his arms toward her.

‘My beautiful Hazel,’ he said, his voice warm and steady,

drawing her into a brief embrace. ‘Eighteen already. You’ve made us so proud.’

Her mother, Emilie, joined them, her face glowing with pride as she adjusted a loose strand of Hazel’s hair. ‘You’re the star

tonight, sweetheart. Just look at you—radiant as ever.’

The guests began to form a semi-circle around Hazel as Ava, her best friend, nudged her playfully. ‘All this fuss for you,

birthday queen. Better get used to it,’ she joked, handing Hazel the knife to cut the cake.

The grand cake stood tall on a gilded table, adorned with shimmering blue and white icing that matched Hazel’s gown. Everyone chimed in for the birthday song, their voices blending in a harmonious cheer.

Hazel took a moment, her hands steady on the knife, to glance at the faces surrounding her—her father, her mother, Ava, and so many others who had watched her grow. For a fleeting

second, everything felt perfect. The warmth of their love and

admiration wrapped around her like a protective shield.

As she sliced through the first layer of the cake, the crowd erupted in cheers once more. The room filled with laughter, clinking glasses, and heartfelt wishes, all celebrating Hazel’s step into adulthood. But deep within, a quiet thought lingered

—a sense that tonight wasn’t just a celebration, but the calm before an unexpected storm”

As the candles on Hazel’s birthday cake flickered, the warmth of the celebration enveloped her. Laughter echoed in the

grand ballroom as her family and friends cheered, their

glasses raised in her honor. Hazel smiled, soaking in the love and happiness that surrounded her.

Yet, as the night wore on, a whisper of unease lingered in her heart—a feeling she couldn’t quite place. It was as if tonight’s joy was merely the calm before an unseen storm. She shook

off the thought, determined to savor the moment, unaware of the darkness brewing elsewhere.

Meanwhile, in a far darker corner of the city, shadows

stretched long across the walls of an abandoned warehouse. The faint hum of a flickering bulb filled the silence, casting its unsteady light on the cold concrete floor.

In the center of the room, Liam knelt, trembling, his face pale and drenched in sweat. He clutched his hands together,

pleading, as two towering bodyguards loomed over him with stoic faces. Behind them stood Ethan, David’s most trusted senior bodyguard. Ethan’s sharp gaze bore into Liam, his

presence suffocating.

“Please, Ethan, it wasn’t my fault!” Liam stammered, his voice cracking. “I swear, I didn’t mean to—”

Ethan stepped closer, his polished leather shoes clicking against the floor. He spoke with quiet menace. “Do you have any idea what you’ve done? You betrayed the Cruel King.

That’s not a mistake—it’s a death sentence.”

Liam’s pleas turned to incoherent sobs, but Ethan didn’t flinch. He turned his head slightly as a faint sound echoed

from the far end of the room. The heavy metal door creaked open, and the air seemed to freeze.

David entered with a measured stride, his every step

resonating with authority. His sharp features were partially shadowed, but his piercing gray eyes gleamed with quiet fury.

Dressed in a crisp black suit, he exuded control and

ruthlessness.

Liam froze, his sobs dying in his throat. When David stopped a few feet away, Liam collapsed to his knees, clasping his hands together in a desperate plea for mercy. “Please, I didn’t mean to! It was just—just a mistake!”

David tilted his head slightly, studying Liam with an air of

detached curiosity. He spoke, his voice calm and deliberate, yet sharp as a blade. “A mistake,” he echoed. “You don’t make mistakes in my world. You make choices. And every choice has a price.”

Liam broke into frantic sobs, tears streaming down his face. David reached into his jacket, pulling out a sleek black pistol. He stepped closer, the barrel of the gun aimed directly at Liam’s forehead.

“Mercy?” David said softly, almost as if tasting the word. “Do you know what mercy is? It’s a luxury I can’t afford.”

The sharp crack of the gunshot echoed in the room. Liam’s lifeless body slumped to the floor, the sound of his fall the only response to David’s cold resolve.

David handed the gun to Ethan, his expression unchanged. “Clean it up,” he ordered, his voice as cold as the grave.

Ethan nodded, his tone respectful. “As always, sir.”

David turned and walked away without a second glance, his silhouette disappearing through the same metal door. The room fell silent, save for the faint hum of the flickering bulb.

The night had passed, heavy with secrets and shadows, but a new day dawned bright and full of promise.

The first rays of sunlight streamed through Hazel Edward’s bedroom window, casting a warm glow over the neatly

arranged books and trinkets that lined her shelves. She

stretched lazily in bed, her dark brown hair spilling across the pillow, before the alarm on her phone buzzed insistently.

Hazel groaned, reaching over to silence it. Today felt different

—her first morning as an eighteen-year-old. The party was over, the laughter and lights a distant memory, but the weight of her thoughts from the previous night remained.

She dressed quickly in a simple yet elegant outfit, pulling her hair into a ponytail. By the time she descended the stairs, the comforting aroma of freshly brewed coffee wafted through the house. Her father, Edward, was seated at the breakfast table, flipping through the newspaper, while her mother, Emilie, hummed softly as she prepared breakfast.

“Morning, sweetheart,” Emilie said, setting a plate of toast and eggs on the table.

“Morning,” Hazel replied, taking her seat. She glanced at her father. “Dad, do you have a minute later? I want to talk to you about something.”

Edward looked up, his dark eyes filled with curiosity. “Of course. What’s on your mind?”

Hazel hesitated for a moment, then took a deep breath. “I’ve been thinking about joining you in the business. Not as a way to take the easy road, but to learn how to stand on my own. I

don’t want to rely on you forever. I want to make my own way.”

Her parents exchanged surprised glances, and Emilie smiled warmly. “That’s a big step, Hazel. Are you sure?”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything,” Hazel said firmly. “I want to learn, to grow, and one day, to create something that’s mine. I don’t want to live my life under someone else’s shadow

—not even yours, Dad.”

Edward’s lips curved into a proud smile. “You’ve always been bold, Hazel. If this is what you want, I’ll support you. But be ready—it won’t be easy.”

“I don’t want it to be,” Hazel replied, determination shining in her eyes.

As the morning unfolded, Hazel felt a renewed sense of purpose. The day wasn’t just the start of another year—it was the beginning of her journey toward freedom and independence.

While Hazel’s morning was filled with light and hope, another part of the city woke to shadows and fear.

David paced back and forth in his office, the rich aroma of

coffee wafting through the air as he took another sip from his mug. His brow furrowed, and his voice carried a tone of quiet suspicion.

“I’ve been thinking, Ethan,” he began, his gaze fixed on the city skyline outside the window. “Liam isn’t the one pulling the

strings. He’s just a pawn—someone else is the real mastermind behind all this.”

Ethan, sitting comfortably in a chair by the desk, nodded slowly, his expression mirroring David’s concern. “You know, I’ve been considering the same thing. Liam never struck me as the type to orchestrate something this big. There’s definitely someone else in the shadows.”

David turned to face Ethan, a spark of determination in his eyes. “Exactly. The question is... who?”

Ethan leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees, a faint smirk tugging at his lips. “We’ll figure it out, but right now, you’ve got bigger things to worry about.”

David raised an eyebrow. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

Ethan chuckled. “Tonight’s the grand opening of your new club, remember? You can’t skip this one, boss. Everyone’s going to be watching.”

David sighed, rubbing the back of his neck. “Great timing. Just what I need—another spotlight. Fine, I’ll be there. But

tomorrow, we’re diving deeper into this Liam situation.”

Ethan grinned. “Deal. But for tonight, let’s focus on making an impression.”

Meanwhile, Hazel hurried down the busy corridors of her university, clutching a notebook filled with ideas for her business management project. She had just finished an

intense lecture on market analysis, where the professor had emphasized the importance of data-driven decisions in

modern business.

The classroom buzzed with energy as students discussed their assignments, but Hazel’s focus was elsewhere. Today was a milestone. After wrapping up her classes, she was heading to her father’s company for her first day as an employee.

The thought of stepping into the corporate world excited her. As a business student, she had spent years preparing for this— studying case studies, mastering financial models, and

brainstorming entrepreneurial strategies. But working at Edward’s company meant more than just applying theory; it was her chance to prove she had what it took to thrive in the real world.

Arriving at the towering glass building, Hazel took a moment to steady her nerves. The receptionist greeted her warmly and guided her to the HR department. After a brief orientation, she was shown to her workspace in the marketing division.

The desk was small but modern, and as Hazel settled in, she

couldn’t help but smile. This was her moment—a fresh start to prove she wasn’t just her father’s daughter, but a capable

businesswoman in her own right.

Hazel spent the day immersed in her work, navigating her tasks in the marketing division with a mix of focus and

curiosity. She analyzed campaign data, brainstormed ideas for a product launch, and sat in on her first team meeting. By the time the clock struck five, her shoulders ached slightly, but

there was a sense of accomplishment in her stride as she gathered her things.

As she stepped out of the building, the evening breeze

greeted her, carrying the soft hum of the city’s bustle. She was about to head home when her phone buzzed.

“Hazel, where are you?” Ava’s voice rang out, brimming with excitement.

“Just got out of work,” Hazel replied, a small smile playing on her lips. “What’s up?”

“Meet us at the café. Now!” Ava demanded.

Hazel laughed softly, shaking her head as she made her way to the usual spot. When she arrived, Ava, Emma, and Violet were already there, their eyes lighting up the moment they saw her.

“There she is!” Violet exclaimed, waving her over. “Come on, sit. We need all the details.”

Hazel slid into a seat, grinning. “It was good, actually. A lot to learn, but it feels amazing to finally put what I’ve studied into practice.”

Emma leaned forward, a sly smile on her lips. “That’s great and all, but we have something more important to discuss.”

“What’s that?” Hazel asked, raising an eyebrow.

Ava smirked, her tone playful. “Party plans for tonight, of course. There’s a new club opening downtown—everyone’s talking about it. And guess who’s treating us?”

“Wait, what?” Hazel blinked, caught off guard.

“You,” Violet chimed in, grinning mischievously. “It’s your first day at work. That’s a huge deal. We’re celebrating tonight!”

Hazel sighed dramatically, though the smile tugging at her lips betrayed her amusement. “You guys are impossible.”

Emma clapped her hands together. “So, it’s settled. We’re going to the club. Be ready to have some fun, Hazel!”

Hazel rolled her eyes but couldn’t suppress a chuckle. “Fine, but I’m holding you all responsible if I end up exhausted

tomorrow.”

The girls burst into laughter, already planning what to wear and how to make the most of the night. Hazel, despite her mock protests, felt a surge of excitement. After all, what

better way to cap off her first day than with her best friends at the city’s newest hotspot?

As the sun dipped below the horizon, David stood in front of his mirror, adjusting the crisp collar of his black suit. The dim

lighting of his penthouse cast sharp shadows across the room, adding an edge to his already commanding presence. Tonight was no ordinary night—it was the grand opening of his new

club, and the city’s elite were buzzing with anticipation.

Ethan appeared in the doorway, leaning casually against the frame. “Looking sharp, boss. Ready to make your grand

entrance?”

David shot him a look through the mirror, a faint smirk tugging at his lips. “As ready as I’ll ever be. This isn’t exactly my scene, you know.”

Ethan chuckled. “True, but you own the place now. It’s all about making an impression—and collecting some fat profits, of course.”

David turned, grabbing his watch from the dresser and fastening it around his wrist. “Let’s just get this over with. The sooner I cut the ribbon, the sooner I can leave.”

“You say that now, but wait until you see the crowd. This place is going to be the talk of the town,” Ethan replied, stepping aside as David strode past him.

The drive to the club was quick but quiet, the hum of the city filling the car as David stared out the window. When they arrived, the exterior of the club was a spectacle in itself. A sleek, modern design with glowing neon accents, it screamed exclusivity. A red carpet stretched to the entrance, flanked by photographers and a buzzing crowd of guests eager to witness the launch.

David stepped out of the car, his presence commanding immediate attention. The cameras flashed, and murmurs

rippled through the crowd as he walked confidently toward

the entrance.

Ethan leaned in, his voice low. “You’ve got this. Just cut the ribbon, say a few words, and let them do the rest.”

David nodded, taking the oversized ceremonial scissors

handed to him. The crowd quieted as he stood before the ribbon, his deep voice cutting through the air.

“Thank you all for being here tonight. This club represents more than just entertainment—it’s a space for connection, creativity, and celebration. Let’s make it unforgettable.”

With a decisive snip, the ribbon fell, and the crowd erupted

into applause. Music pulsed from inside the club as the doors swung open, revealing an interior that was as glamorous as the exterior promised.

David stepped aside, letting the guests flood in, while Ethan clapped him on the shoulder. “See? Not so bad.”

David smirked. “Not bad at all. Now let’s see how this place holds up.”

Hazel stood in her spacious walk-in closet, staring at the array of dresses her friends had picked out for her. Ava, Emma, and Violet buzzed around excitedly, getting ready for what they

promised would be an unforgettable night.

“I don’t know about this,” Hazel admitted, slipping into a sleek emerald-green dress they’d insisted was perfect for her. It

shimmered just enough to feel glamorous without being over the top.

“Don’t start, Hazel,” Ava said, pinning up her hair. “It’s your first time at a club, and it’s the club everyone’s talking about. Trust us, you’ll thank us later.”

Emma grinned, holding up a pair of heels. “Exactly! You’re not skipping out on this. It’s time to let loose for once.”

Hazel sighed but couldn’t help smiling. “Fine. But if I hate it, I’m holding all of you responsible.”

Violet laughed as she slipped on a necklace. “Deal. But you won’t hate it. Tonight is about celebrating you—your first day at your father’s company and stepping into the real world.”

The girls made their way downstairs, where Hazel’s parents sat in the cozy living room. Her father looked up from his tablet

with a warm smile.

“Big plans tonight, Hazel?” he asked.

Hazel nodded, brushing her hair behind her ear. “Just going out with Ava, Emma, and Violet. They want to show me something new.”

Her mother smiled, her tone light. “Good. You’ve worked hard today—you deserve some fun. Be safe and enjoy yourself.”

Hazel couldn’t help but feel grateful for her parents’

unwavering support and open-mindedness. “Thanks, Mom. I’ll call if I need anything.”

Outside, her driver, Daniel, held the car door open for the group. As they climbed in, the city lights twinkled in the distance, growing brighter as they approached the club.

The scene outside the venue was dazzling. A red carpet

stretched toward the entrance, flanked by flashing lights and a line of eager partygoers. Hazel’s nerves bubbled to the surface as she stepped out of the car.

“Okay, this is a little overwhelming,” she admitted.

“Don’t worry,” Emma said, taking her arm. “We’ve got you.”

The bouncers waved them in, and as they stepped inside, Hazel’s breath caught. The club was stunning—vibrant lights, pulsing music, and a lively crowd filled the space. It was a world unlike anything she’d ever seen.

“This is incredible,” Hazel whispered, letting herself be swept away by the energy of the room.

Ava nudged her with a grin. “Welcome to your first club night, Hazel. Let’s make it unforgettable.”

The night was in full swing, the thumping bass reverberating

through the club as Hazel and her friends enjoyed themselves at their table. The air was alive with energy, but Hazel’s sharp

instincts picked up on an unsettling presence nearby.

A group of men loitered just a few feet away, their eyes fixed on Hazel and her friends. Their smirks and whispered

comments grew louder, emboldened by alcohol and the crowd.

“Hey there,” one of them called out, his voice dripping with mock charm. He stepped closer, zeroing in on Ava. “You ladies look like you could use some company.”

Ava shot him a glare. “Not interested.”

The man chuckled, his friends closing in around the table. “Oh, come on. Don’t be so uptight.”

Hazel’s eyes narrowed, her muscles tensing. She could feel her temper bubbling beneath the surface, but she stayed seated, watching them carefully.

One of the men leaned over Violet, his hand grazing her shoulder. “What’s wrong? We’re just being friendly.”

That was it. Hazel stood abruptly, her chair scraping against the floor. The sudden movement drew their attention, and she locked eyes with the apparent leader of the group.

“Touch her again,” Hazel said, her voice calm but laced with steel, “and you’ll regret it.”

The man smirked, stepping closer to Hazel. “What are you gonna do, sweetheart?”

Without warning, Hazel moved. Her hand shot out, grabbing his wrist and twisting it sharply. He cried out, stumbling back, but Hazel didn’t let go. She yanked him forward and planted a firm elbow into his gut, sending him crashing into a nearby table.

The club fell silent for a moment as heads turned toward the commotion.

“You little—” one of the other men snarled, lunging at Hazel. But she was ready. Ducking his clumsy swing, she delivered a swift kick to his knee, causing him to collapse with a grunt of pain.

Chaos erupted as the remaining men hesitated, clearly unsure whether to fight or flee.

From his private booth above, David watched intently, his glass of wine forgotten on the table. His guards moved forward, but he held up a hand, signaling them to stay put.

“Interesting,” David murmured, his gaze fixed on Hazel.

The bouncers finally stepped in, their imposing presence quickly scattering the remaining troublemakers. One of them turned to Hazel, his expression a mix of respect and concern.

“Are you all right, miss?”

Hazel nodded, her breathing steady despite the adrenaline coursing through her veins. “We’re fine, thanks to you.”

As the music resumed and the crowd slowly returned to their revelry, Hazel sat back down, her friends looking at her with a mix of shock and admiration.

“Hazel,” Ava said, her voice tinged with awe, “you’re like a superwoman.”

Hazel smirked, brushing her hair back. “Or just someone who doesn’t tolerate nonsense.”

From above, David’s gaze lingered on Hazel. There was something about her—a mix of strength and fire—that intrigued him more than he cared to admit.

As Hazel and her friends decided it was time to leave, they

gathered their belongings and made their way toward the exit. From his private booth above, David leaned slightly against the railing, his intense gaze following Hazel’s every move. She stood out in the crowd, her calm yet commanding presence etched in his mind.

“Interested in her?” a voice spoke behind him, breaking his thoughts.

David turned his head to see Jacob, his oldest and most trusted friend, stepping into the booth. Jacob’s easy smile

and sharp eyes betrayed his curiosity as he joined David at the railing.

David let out a small scoff, setting his glass down. “No, I’m not interested in her. It’s her personality. She’s...different.”

Jacob raised an eyebrow, clearly unconvinced. “Different enough to keep you watching her all night?”

David didn’t respond immediately. Instead, he shifted his gaze back to the crowd below, where Hazel and her friends were stepping out into the night. “She’s not like the others,” he said simply, his voice low.

Jacob chuckled, leaning against the railing beside him. “Well, I’d keep an eye on her if I were you. A personality like that can either be a great ally or a dangerous opponent.”

David said nothing, his mind already turning over Jacob’s words as Hazel disappeared from view.

Daniel, Hazel’s family driver, waited near the car as the group approached. One by one, Hazel’s friends were dropped off at their respective homes, their goodbyes filled with gratitude and excitement about the eventful night.

Finally, it was just Hazel and Daniel. The drive back to the

mansion was quiet, Hazel’s mind replaying the incident with the rowdy men at the club.

When they arrived, Hazel stepped into the grand entrance hall of her family’s mansion, greeted by the warm glow of the

chandeliers. Her parents were in the living room, waiting for her return.

Her father, a composed yet warm figure, looked up from his book. “How was your evening?” he asked, his voice steady.

Hazel hesitated for a moment before explaining the incident at the club. Her mother’s face tightened with concern as she listened, but her father leaned back in his chair, his expression shifting to one of pride.

“You did the right thing standing up for yourself and your

friends,” he said, his tone firm. “That’s the kind of strength I

admire in you, Hazel. You’re not afraid to face the world head- on.”

Her mother, however, frowned slightly. “But you need to be

careful, Hazel. Not everyone will back down so easily. What if something worse had happened?”

Hazel smiled reassuringly. “I can take care of myself, Mom. You know that.”

Her father nodded, placing a hand on her shoulder. “Your mother’s right to worry, but I’m proud of you. Never let

anyone think they can walk over you.”

With that, Hazel felt a sense of validation and comfort. She bid her parents goodnight, her mother pulling her into a brief but tight hug before letting her go.
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