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Chapter 1: Fateful Encounter
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The dim glow of the city lights spilled through the large windows of the hotel bar as Maple wiped down the counter. Her hands moved mechanically, but her mind was elsewhere. It had been another long, gruelling day. The weight of her father's medical bills loomed over her like a dark cloud that refused to lift. The kidney transplant was her father's only chance, and every dollar she made in tips brought her a step closer to saving his life. But each shift felt like a battle—one she wasn’t sure she was winning.

It was nearly closing time, and the bar was mostly empty except for a few lingering patrons. Maple glanced at her watch, eager to head home to Daisy, her little sister. The twelve-year-old had been brave throughout their father's illness, but Maple knew the burden of being strong weighed on both of them. It wasn't fair for Daisy to carry so much at such a young age. A sigh escaped her lips as she wiped the last glass and placed it back on the shelf.

The sudden shift in atmosphere startled her. It was subtle but palpable, like the room itself had taken a breath. The sound of footsteps, slow and deliberate, echoed through the bar, and Maple looked up.

He walked in as if he owned the place. No, not just the place—everything around him. Edison moved with a quiet, lethal grace, his tailored suit hugging his muscular frame, his jet-black hair swept back in a manner that made him appear both regal and untouchable. His sharp jawline, strong nose, and piercing dark eyes radiated danger and confidence. There was something predatory about him, as if the room bent to his will the moment he entered.

Maple froze, her breath catching in her throat as their eyes met. His gaze was intense, holding hers captive, and in that moment, the world seemed to shrink until it was just the two of them. She felt a shiver run down her spine, but it wasn’t entirely fear. It was something else, something much darker.

She had heard whispers about men like Edison—men who operated in the shadows of the city, controlling everything from illicit trades to the lives of those who crossed their paths. He was no ordinary man; he was a king in his own dark, dangerous world. The kind of man you didn’t want to get involved with. And yet, here he was, walking straight toward her bar.

Maple's heart raced, her instincts screaming at her to look away, to keep her distance, but she couldn’t. Something about the way he moved, the way he looked at her with a gaze that seemed to pierce through her soul, held her captive.

Edison reached the bar, standing tall, his presence commanding. He slid onto a stool, never breaking eye contact with her.

“Whiskey. Neat,” his voice was low, smooth like velvet, but with an edge that hinted at something darker lurking beneath the surface.

Maple’s hands shook as she reached for the bottle. She tried to steady herself, but the proximity of this man—his aura, his intensity—was overwhelming. She poured the whiskey and slid the glass across the counter toward him.

Their fingers brushed for just a second, but the electricity from that brief touch shot through her like a current. Her pulse quickened, her mouth dry as she forced herself to meet his gaze. His eyes darkened, and a smirk tugged at the corner of his lips.

“What’s your name?” he asked, his voice a dangerous whisper.

“Maple,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper. There was something about him that made it difficult to breathe, as if the air between them had thickened with tension.

Edison took a slow sip of his whiskey, his eyes never leaving hers. “You don’t belong here.”

The words hung in the air between them, cutting through the noise of the bar like a knife. Maple blinked, taken aback by the comment. She didn’t know what he meant, but it stung. She didn’t belong anywhere—not in this city, not in her life of endless struggle. But she wouldn’t let this man define her.

“And what makes you think that?” she shot back, her voice steadier than she felt.

His smirk widened, a glint of amusement in his eyes. He leaned forward, just enough for her to catch the scent of his expensive cologne—dark, smoky, with a hint of spice. “Because I can see it in your eyes. You’re not afraid of me.”

Maple swallowed hard, the weight of his words sinking in. Her heart hammered in her chest, her body trembling with a mix of fear and intrigue. There was truth in what he said. Any other woman would have been terrified of him—of his reputation, of the cold, calculated way he looked at her. But Maple wasn’t like the others. She had faced real fear—watching her father deteriorate, knowing that without the surgery, she’d lose him. Nothing Edison represented could compare to that.

“I don’t scare easily,” she whispered, her voice daring him to push further.

His expression shifted, the amusement in his eyes fading into something more primal, more dangerous. He reached across the bar, his fingers brushing a lock of her hair behind her ear. The touch was intimate, claiming, and it sent a shiver down her spine.

“We’ll see about that,” he murmured, his voice a promise and a threat wrapped into one.

Maple’s breath hitched as he pulled away, leaving her feeling exposed and vulnerable. She had no business being drawn to a man like him. His world was filled with shadows, violence, and danger—everything she had spent her life avoiding. But something about him called to her, a darkness that matched the storm brewing inside her.

As Edison stood to leave, he placed a crisp hundred-dollar bill on the counter, more than enough to cover his drink. He looked at her one last time, his eyes filled with a silent warning.

“This isn’t over, Maple.”

With that, he turned and walked out of the bar, leaving her standing there, heart pounding, hands trembling, and a single thought running through her mind: What had she just gotten herself into?
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Chapter 2: Secrets in the Shadows
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The cold night air hit Maple’s skin as she stepped out of the hotel, pulling her thin jacket tighter around herself. The streets were quieter now, with only the distant hum of cars and the occasional passerby. But despite the late hour, her mind raced, replaying her encounter with Edison. The way he looked at her, the way his touch lingered—it was intoxicating, but she knew there was danger in that allure.

Her phone buzzed in her pocket, snapping her out of her thoughts. Maple fumbled to pull it out, glancing at the screen. It was a message from her little sister, Daisy:

"Hey, sis. Don't worry about me. I went to bed early. Love you! 

A soft smile tugged at the corners of Maple’s lips. Daisy was always so thoughtful, far beyond her years. Maple wished she could give her sister a life free from worries, a childhood filled with laughter instead of concern for their father’s deteriorating health. But reality was cruel, and life had forced them to grow up too quickly.

She typed out a quick reply before slipping her phone back into her pocket. Her footsteps echoed as she made her way down the street toward the bus stop. It was a long journey back to the small apartment they shared, but Maple didn’t mind the solitude. It gave her time to think—time to figure out how she was going to keep their world from falling apart.

But as she rounded the corner, a shadow shifted in the alleyway. Her heart leapt into her throat, her instincts screaming at her to be cautious. The dim streetlight flickered, casting the alley in alternating light and shadow. Maple’s steps faltered as she noticed the figure leaning against the brick wall.

It was him.

Edison stood there, his figure partially obscured by the darkness, but she recognized him instantly. His sharp, calculating eyes gleamed beneath the streetlight, his stance relaxed but alert—like a predator waiting for the right moment to strike.

Maple froze, unsure of what to do. Why was he here? How had he known which way she would walk?

“Heading home?” Edison’s voice broke the silence, smooth as ever but laced with something dangerous. He pushed off the wall and began walking toward her, his presence commanding, suffocating.

Maple’s throat tightened. She swallowed, her voice barely above a whisper. “Why are you following me?”

He stopped a few feet away from her, his expression unreadable. “I don’t follow people, Maple. I observe.”

His words sent a chill through her, but Maple wasn’t about to be intimidated. She straightened her back, forcing herself to meet his gaze head-on. “Why me? What do you want?”

Edison’s lips curved into a small, almost amused smile, but there was no warmth in it. “You intrigue me.”

Her heartbeat quickened, and she hated how easily he got under her skin. The man was dangerous—everything about him screamed trouble. Yet here she was, standing in the middle of a dark street, captivated by the pull of his world. She couldn’t afford to get involved with someone like him. Her life was already complicated enough.

“I’m not interested in whatever game you’re playing,” Maple said, her voice firmer this time, trying to regain control of the situation. She turned on her heel, ready to walk away from him and his dangerous charm, but before she could take a step, his hand shot out, grabbing her wrist.

The touch was electric, sending a jolt through her entire body. She gasped, her eyes snapping back to his. His grip wasn’t tight, but it was enough to stop her in her tracks.

“I don’t play games, Maple,” he said softly, his voice like a dark whisper against her skin. “And I don’t let people walk away from me so easily.”

Maple’s breath hitched. She should have felt fear, but instead, she felt something else—something that both excited and terrified her. Edison was no ordinary man. He lived in a world filled with shadows, where people disappeared and power was everything. And for reasons she couldn’t understand, she was standing in the middle of it, caught in the web of his dangerous allure.

“You don’t know anything about me,” she whispered, her voice betraying her uncertainty.

Edison’s gaze darkened, his fingers gently releasing her wrist, but the intensity of his presence didn’t fade. “I know enough. I know you’re working yourself to the bone for a family that’s depending on you. I know your father’s surgery is going to cost more than you can afford. I know that every night you come home wondering if you’re going to make it through another day.”

Maple’s eyes widened, her heart pounding in her chest. How did he know all of this? She hadn’t told anyone—especially not a man like Edison. The realization that he had been watching her, learning about her life, sent a wave of unease through her. But there was something deeper at play here—something she couldn’t ignore.

“What do you want from me?” Maple asked, her voice cracking slightly under the weight of the moment.

Edison stepped closer, his towering presence casting a shadow over her. His hand reached out, brushing a strand of hair away from her face with a gentleness that didn’t match the danger he radiated. “I want you to trust me.”

Maple’s breath caught in her throat. Trust him? The very idea was absurd. Edison was the embodiment of everything she had been warned to stay away from. And yet, as he stood there, so close she could feel the heat of his body, she found herself torn between the instinct to run and the pull to stay.

“Why should I?” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

His dark eyes bore into hers, filled with a mix of desire and something more dangerous. “Because I’m the only one who can give you what you need.”

The words hung between them, heavy with meaning. Maple’s mind raced, her body betraying her with the intensity of the moment. She knew this was dangerous—knew that getting involved with Edison would only bring chaos into her already fragile life. But there was something about him, something she couldn’t resist.

Edison took another step closer, his breath warm against her cheek as he leaned down, his lips brushing against her ear. “Think about it, Maple. I can give you everything.”

And with that, he pulled away, leaving her standing there, breathless and trembling in the middle of the empty street. She watched him walk away, his figure disappearing into the shadows, but the memory of his touch lingered, a dark promise etched into her skin.

Maple stood there, her mind swirling with questions, her body humming with the aftershock of their encounter. She had wanted to stay away from him, to avoid the chaos that surrounded him. But now, as the silence of the night settled around her, she knew one thing for certain:

Edison wasn’t going to let her go.
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Chapter 3: Dangerous Temptation



[image: ]




The door to Maple’s apartment clicked shut behind her, but her heart was still racing, her pulse thundering in her ears. The encounter with Edison had shaken her more than she wanted to admit. His words, his touch—it all lingered, pulling at the edges of her resolve.

Maple leaned against the door, taking in deep, shaky breaths. She had to stay focused. Edison was dangerous, and whatever his interest in her, it couldn’t lead to anything good. Yet, despite her efforts to push him from her mind, she felt the unsettling temptation that came with his presence. It was as though he’d awakened something deep inside her, something dark and insatiable.

She crossed the small living room, trying to clear her head as she checked on Daisy. Her sister was asleep, curled up in a ball under a thick quilt, her small body barely making a dent in the mattress. Maple’s heart softened at the sight of her peaceful face, the innocence in her expression. Daisy had no idea of the storm brewing in their lives, and Maple was determined to keep it that way.

But how long could she keep Edison at bay?

Moving to the tiny kitchen, Maple poured herself a glass of water, the cool liquid barely soothing the fire that still burned in her chest. She needed to focus on her job, on making enough money to pay for their father’s surgery. That was the priority—nothing else.

But then there was Edison.

She could still feel the warmth of his breath against her skin, the way his fingers had brushed her face so lightly yet so possessively. He was dangerous, but there was something about him—something dark and seductive—that called to her in a way she couldn’t explain. He wasn’t just a man who walked in the shadows; he was the shadows themselves, wrapping around her like a vice she couldn’t escape.

As Maple stood in the dimly lit kitchen, her phone buzzed on the counter, the screen illuminating the small room. She hesitated before picking it up, her heart sinking when she saw the message.

"I can help you. Meet me tomorrow night. You know where."

—Edison.

Her fingers trembled as she clutched the phone. The message was clear. He wasn’t going to leave her alone. She should have been afraid—terrified, even—but instead, all she felt was a dangerous thrill coursing through her veins.

Maple knew she should ignore him. She should stay far away from a man like Edison. Yet, she found herself wondering what would happen if she didn’t. What if she let herself get closer to him? What if she gave in to the temptation that pulled at her every time their eyes met?

No. She couldn’t let herself fall into that trap.

But the pull was there, growing stronger with each passing moment. Edison had something to offer—something she needed. His words echoed in her mind: "I’m the only one who can give you what you need."

Her hand clenched around the phone, frustration and desire warring inside her. She couldn’t afford to be tempted by a man like him. He was a criminal, a powerful man who thrived in a world of violence and chaos. But the offer he dangled before her was too tempting to ignore. He could help her. He had the power to change everything.

And that’s what made him dangerous.

Maple took a long sip of water, trying to steady herself. She had to stay strong—for Daisy, for her father. She couldn’t let her life spiral out of control because of one man, no matter how intoxicating he was.

But even as she told herself that, she knew the decision was already made.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





