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	  The Electrician's Infatuation

	  In the salty haze of the coastal fishing town, where the air carried the perpetual tang of brine and diesel from the harbor, David arrived at Mia's Seafood Shack for what should have been a straightforward electrical repair. He had been called in after a breaker tripped during the lunch rush, leaving the kitchen in disarray. As he pulled his van into the narrow alley behind the restaurant, he adjusted his toolkit with a casual confidence that turned heads wherever he went.

David was no stranger to the rhythms of this town, having grown up in its shadowed streets and learned the trade from his uncle, who ran a small electrical firm. At 24, with his sharp jawline, tousled dark hair, and a smile that could disarm even the most guarded souls, he exuded an effortless charisma that made clients linger a little longer than necessary. As he stepped inside the bustling kitchen, the scent of fried fish and garlic hit him like a wave, and there she was—Mia, barking orders to her staff with a fiery determination that matched the wild curls framing her face. She was in her early thirties, her skin sun-kissed from years on the docks, and her eyes held a spark of resilience that spoke of someone who had fought to keep this place alive amid mounting debts and fickle tourism seasons.

He introduced himself with a nod, his voice steady and warm as he said, "I'm David, here to fix that breaker. Heard it caused quite the stir." Mia glanced over, wiping her hands on a grease-stained apron, and for a moment, their eyes locked. There was something about her perhaps the way she stood her ground in a world that had chewed up so many others that ignited a flicker in him, a pull he couldn't quite shake. As he worked, kneeling beneath the fuse box with his tools spread out, he stole glances at her, noting the subtle details: the faint scar on her forearm from a childhood accident, the way her laughter cut through the kitchen noise like a knife. By the time he flipped the switch and the lights hummed back to life, his mind was already weaving fantasies, imagining excuses to return.

The job wrapped up quickly, but David lingered, chatting with Mia about the restaurant's aging wiring as if it were the most fascinating topic in the world. "These old buildings, they hide all sorts of surprises," he said, leaning against the counter with a grin that hid the gears turning in his head. She responded politely, mentioning how the place had been in her family for generations, but the conversation revealed cracks in her armor whispers of financial strain, the threat of developers eyeing the waterfront. As she walked him to the door, the sun dipping low over the ocean, David felt a surge of something darker, an obsession taking root like a wire short-circuiting under pressure. He knew he had to see her again, not by chance, but by design.

That night, back in his cramped apartment overlooking the harbor, David sat at his workbench, surrounded by coils of wire and circuit boards. His fingers traced the edges of a small device he'd been tinkering with, a simple timer that could simulate an outage. It wasn't the first time he'd used such tricks; a few female clients had fallen for his "heroic" fixes in the past, drawn in by his charm and the thrill of his timely appearances. But Mia was different—spirited, independent—and the thought of her needing him sent a rush through his veins. He mapped out the restaurant's schedule in his notebook, noting the peak hours when a blackout would cause the most chaos, his heart pounding with anticipation. This wasn't just about the job anymore it was about control, about weaving himself into her life until she couldn't ignore him.

The next day, David returned to the town center, blending into the crowd as he watched the restaurant from afar. He saw Mia haggling with suppliers at the market, her voice carrying over the stalls, and he imagined himself as her ally in this daily struggle. But as he turned to leave, a shadow crossed his path: a man with a hardened face and a duffel bag slung over his shoulder, striding toward the Shack with purposeful steps. David recognized him from town gossip, Mia’s estranged brother, Jake, who had vanished years ago after a bitter family feud over the business. Rumors swirled that Jake had returned to claim what he believed was his, fueled by old grudges and perhaps something more dangerous.

David's pulse quickened as he slipped into a nearby alley, his mind racing with possibilities. If Jake were here to stir up trouble, it could complicate his plans, forcing him to adapt quickly. He decided to bide his time, observing from the shadows as Jake entered the restaurant, their voices rising in a heated exchange through the open window. Mia's tone was defiant, demanding answers, while Jake's words dripped with accusation, something about stolen inheritance and unpaid debts. David felt a mix of jealousy and opportunity, if Mia was vulnerable, he could position himself as her protector.

By evening, as the town lights flickered on along the waterfront, David made his move. He rigged a minor fault in the power line near the Shack, ensuring it would fail just as the dinner crowd peaked. From his vantage point across the street, he watched the lights dim and chaos erupt inside. His phone buzzed with a message from Mia—somehow, she'd gotten his number from the repair log—pleading for help. A grin spread across his face as he grabbed his toolkit and headed over, his steps purposeful, ready to play the hero once more.

As he stepped through the door, the restaurant bathed in emergency lights, Mia rushed to meet him, her eyes wide with relief. "David, thank goodness you're here," she said, her hand brushing his arm in a way that sent electricity through him. But in the background, Jake lurked, his gaze suspicious, and David knew this was just the beginning of a far more dangerous game.

	
  
	
	  Dim Light

	  After David swiftly restored power to Mia's Seafood Shack amid the evening chaos, he found himself entangled in the undercurrents of her family disputes, with her estranged brother Jake casting a shadow of suspicion over the restaurant. Eager to exploit the vulnerability, David hatched a scheme to insert himself deeper into Mia's world, masking his growing obsession with a facade of helpfulness.

David lingered in the alley behind the Shack long after the dinner crowd dispersed, the salty breeze off the harbor doing little to cool the fire in his veins. He leaned against the rough brick wall, his toolkit at his feet, and replayed the evening's events in his mind. Mia's grateful touch on his arm had been electric, a spark that fueled his hunger for more, but Jake's brooding presence in the background had introduced an unpredictable element. The man was a wildcard, his hardened face and accusatory glares suggesting he wouldn't back down easily. David knew he had to act fast, turning the tension to his advantage.

As the town settled into the quiet hum of night, David pulled out his phone and scrolled through the repair log, his fingers lingering on Mia's number. He crafted a message with calculated care, feigning concern: "Hey Mia, after tonight's mess, we should talk about the wiring issues before they cause more trouble. How about a quick meeting at the Shack later? I can swing by around midnight." He hit send, his heart pounding not with nerves, but with the thrill of manipulation. This was his specialty—creating scenarios where he became indispensable, a knight in grease-stained armor.

Mia replied almost immediately, her response terse but appreciative: "Okay, midnight works. Jake's still hanging around, so let's keep it quick." David grinned in the dim streetlight, imagining her pacing the kitchen, torn between gratitude and wariness. He spent the next hour preparing, not just mentally, but physically. From his van, he retrieved a small flashlight and a notebook filled with sketches of the Shack's electrical layout—props to bolster his expert image. But beneath that, his true plan simmered: get Mia alone, or as alone as possible with Jake lurking, and steer the conversation toward her vulnerabilities.

By the time he arrived at the Shack, the waterfront was a ghost town, the only sounds the distant crash of waves and the occasional creak of old docks. The restaurant's back door stood ajar, a sliver of yellow light spilling out into the night. David slipped inside, his boots echoing softly on the tiled floor. The air was thick with the lingering scent of fried fish and tension, the emergency lights casting long shadows that danced like phantoms on the walls. Mia was already there, seated at a worn wooden table in the back room, her wild curls tied back haphazardly. She looked exhausted, dark circles under her eyes, but her posture remained defiant, arms crossed as if bracing for a fight.

"Thanks for coming," she said, her voice steady despite the fatigue. "With everything going on, I appreciate you taking the time."

David flashed his signature smile, pulling out a chair opposite her. "No problem at all. After tonight, it's clear this place needs more than a quick fix." He spread his notebook on the table, pointing to diagrams as if they were battle plans. "I've mapped out some upgrades—nothing major, but it could prevent future outages. We should discuss it before things get worse."

As they talked, David steered the conversation toward her struggles, his tone warm and empathetic. "I overheard some of the argument earlier. Jake seems... intense. Family stuff, right?" He leaned in closer, his eyes locking onto hers, channeling that effortless charisma that had worked on so many before. Mia hesitated, her fingers tracing the edge of the table, and for a moment, David thought he had her. But then the door creaked open, and Jake stepped in, his broad frame filling the doorway like a storm cloud.

"What the hell is this?" Jake growled, his voice rough from years of hard living. He eyed David suspiciously, his duffel bag still slung over his shoulder. "Another late-night chat? You're not fooling anyone, electrician."

The room tensed like a coiled spring. David rose slowly, keeping his movements casual to mask the adrenaline surging through him. "Just helping out, man. No need to get worked up." But inside, his mind raced—Jake's interruption was a complication, yet it could play into his hands if he positioned himself as the
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