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      The clock's hands seem to be moving at a glacial pace as I lean against the counter, absently wiping down the already spotless surface. The Poisoned Apple Café is empty now, the last customer having left fifteen minutes ago in a jingle of bells above the door. I’m just waiting to close up while outside, the city streets are bathed in the warm glow of the setting sun, casting long shadows across the cobblestones. I can hear the distant laughter and chatter of people enjoying the start of their evening, and a pang of longing shoots through me.

      What I wouldn't give to be out there among them, breathing in the crisp autumn air and letting the stress of the day melt away. Instead, I'm stuck here, trapped by the responsibilities of running my family's café. It's not that I don't love The Poisoned Apple—I do, with all my heart. But sometimes, the weight of my legacy feels like a heavy cloak draped across my shoulders, suffocating me with its expectations.

      I sigh, my gaze drifting to the antique mirror hanging on the wall behind the counter. My reflection stares back at me, blue eyes tinged with weariness and a hint of something else—a restless yearning for more than this mundane existence. The discovery of the old diary in the attic has only intensified this feeling, awakening a part of me I never knew existed. The secrets it contains whisper to me in the stillness of the night, promising a world of magic and wonder beyond the confines of this café.

      But that world seems so far away, a distant dream that I can barely grasp. The reality is this: the endless cycle of baking, serving, and cleaning, day after day.

      The bell above the door jingles, drawing my attention from the heart I'm swirling into a latte. I glance up, expecting one of my regulars, but instead find myself captivated by striking green eyes I've never seen before. He walks toward the counter with an easy grace, like a panther stalking through shadows.

      "Welcome to The Poisoned Apple," I say, my voice steadier than my suddenly racing heart. "What can I get for you?"

      He stares at me for a long moment—so long that I start to fidget, wondering if I’ve got something on my face.

      But then I stare back into his eyes…There's something about him that draws me in, a magnetic pull that I can't quite explain. It's as if he sees through the façade I present to the world, straight into the depths of my soul.

      His lips quirk into a lopsided smile. "Surprise me."

      I cock an eyebrow. "Feeling adventurous, are we?"

      "Always." His gaze lingers on me, enigmatic yet alluring.

      As I craft his drink, I feel the weight of his stare, sending tingles across my skin. Who is this mystery man? And why do I feel this inexplicable pull toward him, like gravity shiftingon its axis?

      "Here you go." I slide the mug across to him, our fingers brushing. Electricity zings through me at the contact. "A blueberry lavender mocha with a twist. Careful, it's got a bite."

      "I think I can handle it," he murmurs, holding my gaze as he takes a sip. "I'm Evan, by the way."

      "Snow." I absently tuck a raven lock behind my ear, caught in his magnetic pull.

      The air between us crackles with an undeniable tension, a sizzling current that sets my nerves alight. Evan leans in closer, his breath warm against my cheek as he murmurs, "Snow. A name as enchanting as the woman herself."

      Heat flares across my skin at his proximity, desire coiling low in my belly. I swallow hard, trying to regain my composure, but it's a losing battle. "Quite the charmer, aren't you?" I manage, my voice husky.

      "Only with those who captivate me." His fingertips graze along my jaw, leaving trails of fire in their wake. "And you, Snow, have utterly bewitched me."

      I lick my suddenly dry lips, my gaze dropping to his mouth. The urge to taste him consumes me, to lose myself in his embrace and forget the weight of the world for a little while. "You don't even know me," I whisper, even as I sway toward him, drawn in by an irresistible force.

      "But I want to." Evan's hand slides around to cup the back of my neck, his touch searing through me. "I want to unravel every delicious secret hidden beneath your beautiful surface."

      A whimper escapes me as he closes the remaining distance, his lips claiming mine in a searing kiss. I melt into him, my fingers tangling in his silky hair as our mouths move together in a sensual dance. He tastes of blueberries and sin, intoxicating me with each sweep of his clever tongue.

      Evan's hands roam my curves, igniting flames wherever they touch. He lifts me effortlessly onto the counter, settling between my thighs as he deepens the kiss. I wrap my legs around his waist, grinding against the thick ridge of his arousal. Wanton moans fill the air, the sounds of our passion echoing in the empty café.

      "I need you," Evan growls against my throat, his teeth grazing my racing pulse. "Need to feel your tight little cunt wrapped around my cock."

      His crude words only fan the flames higher, my core clenching with desperate need. "Then take me," I breathe, too far gone to care about propriety. "Fuck me, Evan. Make me forget everything but your name."

      With a groan, he yanks my panties aside and sinks two fingers deep into my dripping heat. I cry out, my head falling back as he strokes me expertly, stoking the inferno raging inside me. "So fucking wet for me already," he rumbles, his thumb circling my clit. "Such a dirty girl, aren't you Snow? Gonna look so pretty split open on my dick."

      I can only keen in response, my hips rocking shamelessly against his hand. Evan curses, withdrawing his fingers to fumble with his zipper. Then he's freeing his rigid length from its confines.

      A strangled gasp escapes me as Evan's thick length springs free, long and hard and absolutely mouthwatering. He strokes himself slowly, emerald eyes burning into mine with raw hunger. "Like what you see, beautiful?"

      I lick my lips, transfixed by the bead of moisture glistening at his tip. "God, yes. I want to taste you," I breathe, reaching for him.

      Evan captures my wrist, pinning it above my head as he leans in to nip at my bottom lip. "Later. Right now, I'm going to bury myself so deep inside your sweet cunt you'll be feeling me for days."

      His filthy promise sends a gush of arousal flooding my core. Evan notches himself at my entrance, the broad head of his cock nudging my slick folds. With one powerful thrust, he sheaths himself to the hilt, stretching me deliciously around his thick girth.

      "Fuck!" I cry out, my back arching off the counter as he fills me completely.

      "That's it, Snow. Take every fucking inch," Evan growls, his hips pistoning in a relentless rhythm. Each deep stroke hits that magic spot inside me, stars bursting behind my eyelids.

      I cling to his broad shoulders, my nails digging into his skin as he pounds into me. The obscene slap of flesh against flesh mingles with our ragged moans, the scent of sex heavy in the air. Evan's hand snakes between our sweat-slicked bodies, his fingers finding my aching clit.

      "Come for me," he commands roughly, rubbing the sensitive bundle of nerves. "Squeeze my cock like the greedy little thing you are."

      His dirty talk catapults me to the edge. With a hoarse scream, I shatter, my pussy clamping down on him like a vice. Evan buries his face in my neck, muffling his shout as my rippling walls milk him of his own release.

      We stay locked together, chests heaving, pulses gradually slowing. After a long moment, Evan carefully withdraws, leaving me feeling strangely bereft. He tucks a damp curl behind my ear, his touch infinitely tender compared to seconds before.

      "That was..." I struggle to find words, my sex-clouded brain sluggish.

      "Incredible," he finishes, his lips curling into a satisfied smirk. "And only the beginning, Snow. I meant what I said—I fully intend to unravel your every secret. In more ways than one."

      Despite the bone-deep satisfaction thrumming through me, a flicker of unease stirs at his cryptic words. Who exactly is this magnetic stranger? And what does he truly want from me, beyond the physical?

      Before I can gather my thoughts enough to ask, the clock chimes the hour, breaking the spell. Reality crashes back down around me.

      I blink, and he’s gone. My mouth falls open.

      What the—? Was it all just my imagination?

      But, I mean, surely it had to be because what stranger just walks into a coffee shop and has sex with the worker right there where anyone could walk in? Maybe I dozed off. Maybe I’m so bored, my imagination is overactive.

      I don’t know, but surely that couldn’t have really happened.

      Could it?

      I shake my head and move to close up. I need some rest. I’m obviously going insane from boredom.

      As I'm closing up, a glint catches my eye—a brass key peeking out from behind a loose brick in the wall. Curious, I wiggle it free, the metal cool against my palm.

      Twisting the key, a panel swings open to reveal a narrow staircase, leading up into shadowy heights. My heartbeat quickens. All these years and I never knew this was here!

      Grabbing a flashlight, I ascend the creaking steps, dust motes swirling in the beam of light.

      At the top, I find myself in a small attic room. Antique furniture huddles under sheets, and an ornate chest beckons from the corner.

      Inside, nestled in crimson velvet, rests a weathered leather-bound book. Hands trembling, I lift it out and trace the gold-leafed words on the cover: "Secrets of the Sorceress."

      I sink onto the floor and flip it open, yellowed pages releasing the scent of history. Elegant script dances across the paper, detailing a lineage descending from a coven of powerful witches. Story after story of rituals, spells, and a chauvinist blood feud with a sinister warlock who cursed our line.

      As I turn the pages, a polaroid flutters out—and
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