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Chapter 1: Echoes of a Clean Shot

[image: ]


Six months gone.
Silence loud.
New name. New face. New crowd.
Autumn moved through Istanbul’s haze,
With memories sharp and nights ablaze.
She’d dyed her hair. She changed her gait.
But some ghosts...
Always wait.
A whisper in a market. A shadow near.
A chill down her spine—
Was he here?
Jace.
The name she’d buried deep,
The man she left without a sweep.
She’d watched him sleep, then disappeared—
Because loving him
Was what she feared.
Now a file lay on her hotel bed,
One target marked in burning red.
Her breath caught tight when she turned the page—
Jace Ryder.
Status:
Engaged.
She cursed the ache that pulled her chest,
Buried it deep like all the rest.
But just as she moved to shut the door,
A voice behind—
Too close to ignore.
“You goanna kill me this time, or ask how I’ve been?”
His smirk still burned, soaked in sin.
She turned—gun up, heart cracked clean.
“You followed me?”
“I never left the scene.”
He stepped in close. She stepped back.
But their chemistry snapped
Like a trap gone slack.
“You were dead,” she hissed. “I saw the file.”
He laughed. “You really think they'd let me die in style?”
The air turned thick.
Too much. Too near.
Between them:
Lust.
Regret.
And fear.
Then she lowered the gun, just enough—
Because his eyes still made her weak
And rough.
“You’re my target now,” she whispered slow.
“Then pull the trigger,” he said,
“Or don’t let me go.”
Because love may fade.
But a clean shot echoes
Forever.
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Chapter 2: Two Graves, One Heart
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They drove in silence through desert heat,
Old memories pressed in every seat.
One hour in, no words were said—
Just glances sharp enough to shred.
Jace gripped the wheel like a trigger again,
Autumn stared out, biting down pain.
“You left,” he said.
“Alive,” she shot.
“You bled.”
“You forgot.”
The tension hung like desert dust,
Caked in anger, layered in lust.
They’d buried love, they’d buried pride—
But graves don’t hold
When pain still rides.
“I got shot an hour after you left.”
His voice was gravel, low, bereft.
“No backup. No plan. Just red and black.
And the ghost of you
Never coming back.”
Her throat went tight, but still she lied,
“I read the report. You didn’t die.”
“But something did,” he said, then paused—
“The part of me that didn’t need applause.”
They pulled up fast to a quiet scene,
An old safehouse, half unseen.
Inside: dust, a broken chair,
And bloodstains smeared
Like no one cared.
She dropped her bag. He shut the door.
Their silence screamed
Like it did before.
Then suddenly—he grabbed her wrist,
Eyes wild, full of hurt and twist.
“You think this is done? You think we’re clean?
I buried two people in 2019.
One was a traitor I had to erase...
And the other—”
He choked—
“Had your face.”
Her hands shook hard.
She kissed him then.
Not soft. Not sweet.
Like war again.
A kiss that tasted just like guilt,
On ruins of the life they built.
Because every spy that learns to run
Digs two graves
When it’s said and done.
And somewhere deep, beneath that part—
She still held his
One
Dead
Heart.
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Chapter 3: The Handler’s Game
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A rooftop call, a private line,
A voice too smooth to not malign.
Autumn’s ear caught static breath—
The one who made her
Flirt with death.
“Nice to hear you breathing, Black.”
His tone slid in, all charm, all crack.
“You vanished. Broke the rules.
Left your heart with rebel fools.”
She didn’t flinch. “What do you want?”
“A trade,” he said. “Something blunt.
You bring me Jace. I wipe your slate.
No more ghosts. Just clean escape.”
She ended the call with shaking hands,
Trapped again in shifting sands.
Jace stood in the kitchen’s light,
Watching her like something might
Explode.
“What did he say?” His voice was calm.
But she could see the ticking bomb.
She didn’t lie. Not this time.
“He wants you dead... and me in line.”
He exhaled slow, cracked his neck.
“No surprise. He likes to wreck.”
“Maybe we run again,” she said.
“Maybe we don’t,” he answered instead.
She leaned on the table, eyes dimmed with rage,
“Why us, Jace? Why this stage?”
He poured a drink, voice low with flame,
“Because we’re the only two who ever
Broke
The
Game.”

Back at HQ, behind the glass,
The handler smiled, cool and crass.
“They’ll come crawling,” he told the crew,
“Love always makes the bullet...
Miss true.”
But in his drawer, locked and vile,
Was a photo marked with Autumn’s file—
A girl, a child, in black and red—
Next to the man she thinks is dead.
Because this game
Was never just about names—
It was about who
Lit
The first
Flame.
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Chapter 4: Kiss Me Like an Exit Wound

[image: ]


The safehouse creaked with coming war,
But they made love on the hardwood floor.
No silk. No games. Just teeth and skin—
Like sinners who’d already sinned.
She kissed him like a stolen hour,
Like danger made the body flower.
He gripped her waist, mouth at her neck,
No words. No rules.
Just full-on wreck.
But under heat, the questions stayed—
Who would run?
Who’d choose the blade?
And as their moans echoed through dust,
They both knew passion
Wasn’t trust.
After, she lay against his chest,
One breath in sync, one soul at rest.
He traced her ribs like counting sins,
Each one hers, and his,
And twins.
“Do you ever think we’re just pretending?”
His voice broke slow, almost descending.
“I think,” she said, “we passed that line
When we used our lips
To blur the sign.”
He smiled, but it didn’t reach,
“You’re still the one they want to breach.”
“And you’re still the one I didn’t kill,”
She whispered, “but maybe
Always
Will.”
Later, when sleep tried to pull her down,
She slipped the gun back
Without a sound.
Her fingers shook. Her eyes burned dry.
Because one day,
She might not lie.
He turned, half-asleep, eyes in bloom,
And said,
“Kiss me like an exit wound.”
She did—
Because what else can you do,
When love
Wants to
Bleed
You too?
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