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The brilliant New York sun was setting, painting the busy LaGuardia airport in hues of orange and red. The airport buzzed with the rhythmic hum of bustling travelers, announcements over the loudspeakers, and the periodic roar of jets taking off and landing. In the midst of it, Trevor Smith stood out. Tall and handsome, with striking blue eyes, he commanded attention with his mere presence. As the heir to Smith Industries, he carried himself with an air of confidence.

Trevor’s polished oxfords echoed through the halls of LaGuardia Airport as he rushed past gates and signs, trying to catch his London-bound flight. After concluding an important business meeting, a flat tire on his rented limousine delayed him. Late for his plane, Trevor's day had spiraled into chaos.

As he turned a corner, he collided with a frail old woman who seemed lost in the airport's hustle and bustle. He caught her just before she fell, righting her with a soft hand.

“Oh, thank goodness you're here, Daniel!" the woman sighed, relief flooding her wrinkled face. Her gaze fell on Trevor as if he were a lighthouse in a stormy sea.

“I think there’s been a mistake, ma'am," Trevor said, "I'm not—"

Before he could correct her, the crowd parted, revealing two burly men in tailored suits, their eyes obscured by dark glasses. "Agnes," the taller one grumbled, "We've been looking everywhere for you."

Agnes tightened her grip on Trevor's arm, her thin fingers clawing into his suit jacket. "You found me, Vincent, and Daniel, too," she said, her voice trembling.

Vincent and his silent partner exchanged a glance, their scrutiny falling onto Trevor. 

Trevor stiffened. "Listen," he began, trying to keep his voice steady, "There's been a mistake. I'm not who you think I—"

A sudden sharp jab in his side cut him off. He glanced down and saw the silent man's concealed weapon pressing against his ribs. His throat tightened, his protest dying as he stared into the dark glasses of the man holding him at gunpoint.

"Keep quiet and don’t make a scene," a gruff voice whispered in his ear. Startled by the sudden turn of events, Trevor obeyed. He was escorted through a back alley, flanked by men in dark suits. A black SUV, tinted windows shielding the interior from view, awaited him. With a nudge of the gun, Trevor was forced into the vehicle.

As the car roared to life, the old woman, Agnes, got in the front seat. "We've got him, James," she spoke into a walkie-talkie.

"I'm sorry for this inconvenience," she turned to Trevor, her voice now soft, "You must understand, we can't take any chances. You are a wanted man."

"But I've already told you," Trevor protested, "I'm Trevor Smith, not Daniel! You've got the wrong man!"

A mirthless chuckle escaped Agnes as she glanced back at him, "We'll see about that."

“Vincent, blindfold him,” Agnes told the men sitting right to Trevor.

Trevor was scared. Stuffed between two bodybuilders, there was no way he could escape. Trying to stabilize his shaking body, he folded his arms across his chest. His mind raced with a thousand questions. He tried to make sense of the bizarre situation he found himself in. He felt the outline of his pockets, a sinking feeling engulfing him when he realized he didn’t have his phone or wallet with him. Mila, his Personal Assistant, was carrying his personal belongings. She was looking for flight information at the airport before they were separated. 

The car pulled up to a grand mansion nestled in the middle of lush gardens and cloaked by the shadows of the setting sun. The wrought-iron gates creaked open at their arrival. Armed guards in crisp uniforms roamed the premises, eyeing Trevor with suspicion as he was ushered inside.

Trevor was led into a large study, mahogany walls adorned with oil paintings and mounted hunting trophies. Vincent removed Trevor’s blindfold. Behind a large oak desk sat an intimidating man in his mid-sixties, his silver hair slicked back neatly. His icy eyes regarded Trevor with an unyielding gaze. This was James.

“Daniel O’Brien, finally we meet,” James announced, standing up. He was tall and broad-shouldered, his voice gravelly. He extended a hand, a wry smile playing on his lips.

It felt like a punch in his gut. The identity he was mistaken for was finally revealed. And it was one he was familiar with. Daniel O'Brien was a notorious name in London—the reckless heir to the O’Brien family.

"You've got it all wrong. I'm Trevor Smith, not Daniel O'Brien," Trevor retorted, ignoring the offered handshake. He saw a flicker of doubt cloud James's eyes but it was swiftly replaced with derision.

"Daniel, or should I say, Trevor," James sneered, taking his seat once again. "You must think me a fool. Do you honestly believe I would fall for such a cheap ruse?”

“I’m not lying! You can call my office. I’m the CEO of Smith Industries. I was mistaken for Daniel by some woman at the airport,” Trevor insisted, his voice strained with desperation.

James regarded Trevor with an assessing gaze, drumming his fingers on the desk, before shaking his head dismissively. "Enough of this. My sources are reliable. Agnes has never failed me before. You are Daniel O’Brien, and you will remain our...guest until your family comes to their senses.”

Trevor felt the blood drain from his face. This wasn’t just a misunderstanding. It was a kidnapping. He had to make James believe him, but without his IDs, the task seemed impossible.

He looked around the room, trying to grasp any detail that could provide a lifeline. He noticed a picture on the mantelpiece. A young woman with bright green eyes smiled at him from the frame. His heart lurched, a strange mix of fear and fascination swirling in his chest. 

“This is a misunderstanding. If you let me go, I won’t tell anyone.” Trevor pleaded.

“If your family stopped the developments in lower Manhattan, I would let you go right now,” James said.

“Could I make a phone call to my Assistant? She has all my IDs.” 

"No. We will make calls when it’s time. But I promise to make your stay...comfortable. No one wants to harm you here, so don’t make things complicated. Understand?" James gazed into Trevor’s eyes, sending a shiver down his spine.

The guards escorted Trevor to a room at the back of the mansion. It might have passed for a palace guest room if it weren't for the fact that he was a prisoner. The walls, draped in dark green velvet, glimmered in the light reflecting off the crystal chandeliers dangling from the intricately designed ceiling panel.

A large, four-poster bed took center stage, its curtains made of the finest silk, dyed a shade of muted gold. The pillows and blankets looked plush and inviting, embroidered with intricate patterns in threads of silver and pearl. Adjacent to the bed was a vintage writing desk. Atop it sat an ornate inkwell and a feathered quill, as if inviting Trevor to pen down his thoughts or perhaps a desperate letter.

The vast and arching windows were the room’s sole reminder of captivity. Heavy iron bars stood between the interior and the sprawling gardens below. 

As the heavy oak door shut behind him, Trevor knew his life was in danger. While frustration bubbled within him, he reminded himself to stay calm. He had to find a way to communicate with the outside world and find a way to prove his identity. 
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Trevor, who had barely slept, awoke to an aching head. He sat up in the unfamiliar bed, the events of the previous day rushing back. As if on cue, a knock sounded on the door, breaking him out of his thoughts. 

The door creaked open, revealing a guard whose stern face seemed out of place amidst the room's elegance. The man was tall, with cold gray eyes that appeared as if they had seen too much and felt too little. 

In his hands, the guard held a gleaming silver tray, laden with an assortment of dishes. There was a crystal glass filled with orange juice. A warm croissant lay beside a small pot of berry jam, steam still rising from the flaky pastry. There was a porcelain bowl filled with scrambled eggs and a pot of freshly brewed coffee.

"I didn’t poison it if that’s what you’re wondering,” the guard grunted, his voice as hard as the steel bars on the window. He placed the tray on the writing desk.

Trevor studied the man for a moment, noting the military precision in his posture, the way his eyes never truly met Trevor's. "I wasn't expecting to be fed at all," Trevor admitted, trying to keep his voice steady.

The guard's lips twitched, perhaps the hint of a smile or a sneer. "Orders from above. You're valuable, after all."

Trevor approached the desk, looking at the food. "Did they mention anything about my release?"

The guard's face returned to its mask of impassivity. "Eat your breakfast." He turned on his heel and walked towards the door.

"Wait," Trevor called out, desperation tingeing his voice. "At least tell me where I'm."

The guard paused, his hand resting on the door handle. For a brief moment, he seemed to consider answering, but then the mask was back. "Enjoy your meal." With that, he exited the room.

Trevor eyed the food warily. He had little appetite but forced himself to eat, knowing he'd need his strength for the challenges ahead.

Finishing his breakfast, he began to explore his confines. He tried the door again, the hope of a miraculous oversight dampened by the solid resistance. Frustrated, he flopped back onto the bed, staring at the ceiling. He hoped Mila and his security team would connect the dots, call the police, and initiate a search for him.

His thoughts were disrupted by a soft knock at the door. Expecting the stern-faced guard, Trevor was surprised to see a young woman instead. She stepped into the room as light from the barred windows illuminated her face, highlighting the soft hue of her skin and her navy blue dress. The fabric seemed to hug her curves in perfect harmony.

Her hair was tied in a tight bun. The bun revealed her elongated neck, drawing attention to a delicate silver necklace that lay against her collarbone. Her bright green eyes scanned the room, finally settling on Trevor. 

"Good morning," she said softly. "I'm Claire."

Trevor
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