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Chapter 1 :The Unwelcome Spark



[image: ]




The night had been ordinary—at least, it should have been.

Daniel leaned back against the arm of the sofa, his tie loosened, the remnants of dinner and laughter still buzzing faintly in the background. His wife, Claire, was tidying up the table in the kitchen, humming softly to herself. And then there was Maya—Claire’s best friend.

––––––––
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Maya had always been around, ever since Daniel married Claire. She was the kind of woman who made every space feel warmer simply by walking into it—long, dark hair that caught the light, lips that always looked like they had just tasted mischief, and eyes that seemed to see more than she should.

––––––––

[image: ]


Daniel told himself he barely noticed her. But that was a lie.
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Tonight, she lingered. The others had left after dinner, but Maya stayed behind to help Claire with the cleanup. Her laughter drifted into the living room, sharp and playful, mixing with the clinking of dishes. And Daniel felt it—an energy that wasn’t supposed to exist, humming in the air like static before a storm.
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When Claire stepped out to take a call, the moment stretched into something dangerous. Maya leaned against the doorway, wine glass in hand, watching him with a smile that was too knowing.
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“You always look so... serious,” she teased, swirling the red liquid lazily. “Even when you’re supposed to be relaxing.”

––––––––
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Daniel’s eyes flicked to her, then quickly away. “That’s just me.”

––––––––
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She tilted her head. “Or maybe you’re just afraid to let go.”

––––––––
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The words hung between them, heavier than they should have been. It wasn’t what she said, but the way she said it—the subtle curve of her smile, the spark in her tone.
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Daniel’s chest tightened. He shouldn’t be reacting this way. She was Claire’s best friend. Off-limits. Untouchable.
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And yet, he couldn’t stop staring.

____
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[image: ]


Daniel shifted in his seat, trying to mask the way his body responded to Maya’s teasing tone. He reached for his glass of whiskey, buying himself a moment, but even the simple motion made her eyes track him—subtle, deliberate, as if she was watching far more than his hand.
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Maya leaned her shoulder into the frame of the doorway, her body half in shadow, half illuminated by the soft golden light of the living room. She wasn’t dressed provocatively—just fitted jeans and a loose silk blouse—but something about the way she carried herself made the outfit dangerous. The fabric dipped just enough at the collar to hint at the curve of her chest, and her bare feet padded softly on the hardwood floor, a reminder of how comfortable she felt in this house.
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Too comfortable.
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“You work too much,” Maya said after a sip of her wine, her eyes glinting as she regarded him over the rim of her glass. “Claire tells me you sometimes stay at the office until midnight.”
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Daniel gave a half-shrug. “That’s what pays the bills.”

––––––––
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She smirked faintly. “Maybe. But what’s the point of paying for a life you’re not even living?”

––––––––
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The words weren’t just casual; they were edged. Like she was testing him, pressing against some invisible boundary.

––––––––
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Daniel’s jaw tightened. He should’ve ended the conversation right there—laughed it off, changed the subject, anything. But instead, he found himself answering honestly.
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“Some things aren’t so easy to just... let go of.”

––––––––
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Maya’s lips curved slowly, like she’d been waiting for that crack in his composure. She stepped farther into the room, closing the gap between them, and set her glass on the coffee table. The scent of her perfume—something subtle, floral with a hint of spice—brushed over him.
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“I don’t think you’re afraid of work,” she murmured, her voice lower now. “I think you’re afraid of wanting the wrong thing.”
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Daniel’s head snapped toward her. Their eyes locked, and for the first time, he couldn’t look away.

––––––––
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The air thickened. The laughter from the kitchen was gone. Claire’s voice—still faintly speaking on the phone outside—was a distant hum, a fragile reminder of the line neither of them should cross.
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