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Chapter 1: Crosshairs and Kisses
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Midnight rain on a rooftop high,
Steel in her hands, truth in her eye.
Autumn knelt where angels fear,
A killer cloaked in silence and fear.
A breath. A blink. A name, a face.
No exit plan, no time, no grace.
He walked through shadows like he owned the dark,
His stride a whisper, his gaze a spark.
The trigger waited. Her finger twitched.
But something in her instinct switched.
He stood like he wanted her scope to see,
A trap, she thought, not victory.
“Green light,” said the voice in her ear,
But her silence screamed the louder fear.
She lowered her aim, disappeared in black,
Leaving no shot, no sign, no track.

Elsewhere, he waited in shade,
A gun in hand, debts unpaid.
No name, no past, a blurred disguise,
But he’d kissed that ghost between his thighs.
Autumn—his sin, his secret ache,
The lie he loved, the risk he’d take.
She was a whisper in a war-torn bed,
Now the target he was meant to dead.
But he didn’t move. He didn’t fire.
He told the voice, “She's not in my wire.”
Another lie. Another breath.
Two assassins dancing close to death.

Back home, soaked and slow,
She entered quiet, eyes aglow.
And there he was—half-dressed, half-known,
Her mission, her man, and yet not her own.
“Long night?” he asked with a casual flair.
“Yours too?” she threw, with a loaded stare.
The tension swirled like storm and sin,
A war they both were trapped within.
He brushed her cheek, she met his eyes,
Both tasting danger in sweet disguise.
Then lips collided, hard and fast,
A kiss that might just be their last.
Clothes fell like secrets they couldn’t keep,
They drowned in lust too dark, too deep.
Two bodies burned, but neither knew—
They’d each had the other in their scope, too.
And still—
Neither one pulled through.
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Chapter 2: Trigger Touch
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Sunlight slipped through linen thin,
A golden lie on guilty skin.
Autumn stirred in sheets still warm,
But peace, she knew, was never norm.
The scent of him still claimed the air,
A ghost of heat, a lover’s dare.
She reached beneath the pillow’s curve,
Cold steel met her steady nerve.
His side—empty. The silence deep.
No shower’s hum. No sound. No sleep.
She rose in silence, wrapped in white,
Eyes sharp in early morning light.

In the kitchen, truth stood still—
A phone, a message, a silent chill.
“Target not eliminated. Confirm breach.”
The words felt close enough to reach.
She didn’t flinch—but her heart did sway,
What game was Jace now here to play?
Before her fingers met the screen—
His voice cut through the morning scene.
“You looking for something?” Calm. Controlled.
But his eyes, like his gun, were icy and bold.
She turned slow, robe slipping down,
A queen in silence, no need for a crown.
“You left your phone unlocked,” she said,
Like a knife sheathed beneath her stead.
“I trust you,” he replied with ease,
But trust was poison dressed to please.

He closed the space with velvet heat,
His hand at her jaw, his touch discreet.
“Were you watching me?” he asked low.
“Would you know if I was?” her tone all show.
Fingers brushed, lips hovered near,
But behind the heat, there pulsed real fear.
They danced too close to a fatal spark—
Two hearts pretending not to be marked.
“I always know when I’m in danger,” he breathed.
“Then you know exactly what I am,” she seethed.
Their kiss was fire without control—
A war between body, mind, and soul.
Clothes on the floor, daggers in thought,
Pleasure a mask for the truth they fought.
Even when tangled in sheets that burned,
They both knew trust could not be earned.
Because hidden beneath every tender touch—
Were missions, lies...
And a trigger, too much.
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Chapter 3: Deadline to Kill
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She stood in glass with a soldier’s stare,
Tying back secrets with midnight hair.
Blades in boots, gun at spine,
Eyes like steel, lips red like wine.
The photo on the wall said his name—
Jace Ryder. Target. End the game.
Not a lover. Not tonight.
He was the mission. Kill on sight.
Every motion, fluid grace,
No room for fear on her painted face.
But her fingers hovered near that red—
The lipstick shade he liked in bed.

Somewhere else, beneath the gloom,
Jace walked a path like marching doom.
A message cold. A line drawn tight—
“You failed. No feelings. Clean it right.”
He lit a cigarette, stared at sky,
Ash falling soft like a goodbye.
She was more than intel, more than bed—
But weakness gets assassins dead.
He whispered low, “I’ll handle this,”
But the flame in his chest betrayed that hiss.
For how do you kill the one you crave,
When she’s the reason you misbehave?

That night, the candle flickered low,
Her coat fell silent, slow, like snow.
He stood there—shirtless, calm, and sly,
With danger carved into every sigh.
"Busy night?" His tone was sin.
"Nothing personal," she breathed, walking in.
Her fingers brushed the blade once more,
But lust disarmed what war had swore.
“You look like a woman with a secret,” he said.
“And you look like a man already dead.”
Then heat consumed what time forbade—
A kiss. A gasp. A touch half-blade.

His mouth on hers, her legs wrapped tight,
He held her like he owned the night.
But neither moved their hidden steel—
Their weapons stayed. Their truths concealed.
Even as he moaned her name,
Even as their bodies came—
Both were waiting for that slip,
That moment to betray the grip.
But it never came, just sweat and lies,
Two killers tangled in each other's thighs.
Love and murder in the same breath,
Making war sound like a lover’s death.
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Chapter 4: Lies Between the Sheets
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The fan hummed soft above their heads,
Their bodies bare across the bed.
Her back to him, her thoughts too loud,
A killer cloaked in linen shroud.
The scent of sex still clung like truth,
But Autumn's mind had slipped from youth.
Jace lay near, his arm around,
Yet every breath made her feel bound.
He whispered low, “I missed this place,”
But she saw shadows in his face.
“Missed me?” she asked, her tone a tease,
While heartbeats begged the truth to freeze.

“You think I fake this with the rest?”
“I know you do,” she half-confessed.
But when he turned and met her stare,
His gaze said things his lips don’t dare.
Not with you.
Those were the words
That stung her more than bullets heard.
Because love in their world made you bleed—
It wasn't warmth; it wasn't need.
It was survival, sharp and cold,
In arms that only death could hold.
Still, she kissed him. Still, she stayed.
For killers, that’s how trust is made.

When sleep claimed him with steady breath,
She rose, her silence soft as death.
Her clothes, her gun, her heart all packed,
But something in her soul held back.
She turned—
And met his waking eyes.
Still watching, still wrapped in disguise.
“Where you going?” voice like a knife.
“Bathroom,” she lied, calm as a wife.
“You’re dressed,” he said, no hint of play.
She smiled, “I got cold, okay?”
His voice dipped deep, like danger near—
“Unless
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