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Prologue 
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The rain came down like a curtain, turning the Manhattan skyline into a blur of shadow and light. Thunder rolled overhead, rattling the bones of the city. On the rooftop of an abandoned hotel, Agent Sienna Hart stood alone, her silhouette sharp against the storm-slicked ledge, gun drawn and aimed at the one man who haunted her more than any ghost ever could.

Jack Roman.

He emerged from the shadows, slow, deliberate, as if he didn’t have a care in the world. His black coat flapped in the wind, soaked to his skin, but his smirk was dry, cocky, and infuriatingly familiar.

“Still favor the Glock 19?” he asked casually, raising his hands as he stepped closer. “Or is that just for old times’ sake?”

Sienna’s jaw tightened. “Don’t move, Roman.”

“You always did like giving orders.” He stopped, his dark eyes locking with hers. “Didn’t stop you from kissing me last time.”

“That was before you betrayed me. Before you ran.”

“And yet... here we are again.” His gaze flicked to the tiny flash drive he pulled from his coat. “You want to know what Arlov’s planning? This is everything. Names, locations, dates. But I only give it to you.”

She didn’t lower the gun.

He took another step forward. “You don’t trust me. I get that. But you will need me.”

“I need your intel,” she said coldly. “Not your charm.”

“That’s where you’re wrong, sweetheart.” He grinned, but it didn’t reach his eyes. “Because in about sixty seconds, a helicopter full of mercenaries is going to hit this rooftop. And they’re not here for the view.”

As if on cue, the distant chop of rotor blades sliced through the air.

Sienna's heart skipped.

Jack's voice dropped, urgent now. “You want to save lives? Then lower the gun and run. With me. Or we both die tonight.”

For a long second, she didn’t move. Didn’t blink.

Then she made a choice.

Gun still clenched in her fist, she turned and ran—just as bullets tore through the rooftop behind them.

They jumped together, landing hard on a fire escape two stories down.

Sienna hit the metal grating and rolled, groaning, fury flashing in her eyes.

Jack leaned over her, breathing hard. “See? I’m still good for something.”

She punched him.

He laughed.

Somewhere behind them, the city kept burning.

And ahead of them—under the same cover—they were about to enter a war neither of them could walk away from.

Not as enemies.

Not as lovers.

Not as anything in between.
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The air inside the FBI briefing room was thick with tension, the kind that settled in your bones and refused to leave. Fluorescent lights flickered overhead, casting harsh shadows on the polished table where a small group of agents and senior staff sat quietly, waiting for someone to speak.

Sienna Hart stood near the head of the table, arms crossed, jaw tight. Her sharp green eyes locked onto Assistant Director Marcus Miles, who looked back at her with steady calm—an impenetrable wall of authority and resolve.

“You have to be kidding me,” she said, voice laced with disbelief and frustration. “You want me to pretend I’m engaged... to Jack Roman?”

Miles nodded once, his expression unreadable. “That’s exactly what I’m saying. Roman’s the only person with access to Viktor Arlov’s inner circle. Without him, this case goes cold. We need that intel. We need him.”

Sienna’s eyes flashed. “He’s a criminal. A con artist. The reason half my team’s on edge is because he’s been playing everyone—us included.”

Jack Roman lounged casually against the far wall, arms crossed, a cocky grin teasing the corner of his mouth. His dark eyes sparkled with amusement as if the entire room was his personal playground. “Ah, Agent Hart, always so serious. You really should lighten up.”

She didn’t deign to respond. Instead, she stared daggers at him, burning a hole through his smug grin. The years of running after him, trying to pin down the man behind the mask, and the sting of betrayal hadn’t dulled one bit.

Marcus cleared his throat. “This isn’t about trust or personal feelings. It’s about stopping Arlov before he becomes untouchable. Roman’s your ticket in.”

Jack pushed off the wall, stepping into the light. His tailored charcoal coat was damp from the rain outside, but he carried himself with effortless confidence.

“You’ll be posing as a recently engaged couple, relocated from Milan,” Marcus explained, sliding a folder toward Sienna. “You’ll move into a safehouse tomorrow. You’ll live together, act like you’re in love, and earn Arlov’s trust.”

Sienna’s breath hitched. “Live together? You want me to share a space—with him?”

Jack’s grin widened. “Don’t worry, sweetheart, I’m a great roommate. Well, as long as you like late-night pizza and bad movies.”

She didn’t smile.

Miles added, “You have four weeks to build the cover story. Get close to Arlov’s people. Gain access. Extract the intel. And remember—this isn’t a game. If you slip up, it’s more than your career on the line.”

Sienna swallowed hard, the weight of the mission settling over her like a storm cloud. She glanced at Jack, who caught her gaze and winked.

“Ready to say ‘I do’?” he teased, voice low.

Her jaw clenched, but her reply was sharp. “Let’s get one thing straight—I’m here for one reason only. To take Arlov down.”

Jack shrugged, eyes flashing with something unreadable. “And I’m here to make sure you don’t kill me first.”

As the meeting broke up, Sienna felt the old, familiar fire ignite inside her—the one that told her this mission would test every boundary, every rule she’d ever believed in. And that the man she was about to fake love might just change everything.
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The safehouse was nothing like Sienna had imagined. Tucked in a quiet, nondescript neighborhood just outside Manhattan’s buzzing heart, the two-story brick townhouse looked harmless enough—until you stepped inside. Inside, the air smelled faintly of lemon disinfectant and stale coffee, and the walls were lined with security cameras, motion detectors, and an array of electronic equipment that screamed “surveillance.”

Jack Roman was already there when Sienna arrived, leaning casually against the kitchen counter, a half-empty bottle of whiskey in one hand and a crooked smile playing on his lips. He looked surprisingly relaxed, as if this whole “undercover fiancé” thing was just another joke to him.

“Well, look who finally decided to show up,” he drawled, eyes gleaming with mischief. “Ready to play house?”

Sienna dropped her bag by the door, trying to suppress the irritation bubbling inside her. “Don’t get comfortable. We have a job to do.”

Jack shrugged, swirling the amber liquid in his glass. “Sure, sure. But if we’re going to pretend to be in love, we might as well figure out how to fake it convincingly.”

She raised an eyebrow. “That’s the last thing I’m interested in.”

“Come on, Hart. You can’t deny there was something between us once. Something that made you forget all the rules for a second.”

She turned away, the memory stabbing sharp and unwanted. “That was a mistake. I’m not that person anymore.”

Jack’s eyes softened for a fleeting moment. “Maybe. But that doesn’t mean we can’t use it.”

Their conversation was interrupted by the shrill ring of the safehouse phone. Sienna answered briskly, her voice professional. A voice on the other end gave her coordinates and a time: an upcoming gala hosted by one of Arlov’s trusted lieutenants.

Jack grinned. “Looks like our first real test.”

Over the next few days, they immersed themselves in their new roles—exchanging practiced glances, rehearsing conversations, learning each other’s habits. The line between act and reality blurred more than either expected. Jack’s charm was infectious, and Sienna’s walls began to crack under the weight of memories and stolen moments.

But every smile hid suspicion, every touch was measured, because beneath the surface, both knew the stakes: one misstep could mean the end of the mission—or worse.

As they prepared to enter the glittering world of Arlov’s elite, Sienna couldn’t shake the feeling that this game was about to become dangerously real.
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The gala was everything Sienna had expected—and more. The grand ballroom of the luxury hotel glittered with crystal chandeliers, the hum of whispered deals and clinking glasses filling the air. Well-dressed men and women moved through the crowd like predators stalking their prey, their smiles thin and eyes sharper than the diamonds they wore.

Jack Roman slipped beside Sienna with the ease of a man who belonged anywhere, his tailored tuxedo perfectly fitted, a devil-may-care grin playing at his lips. “Welcome to Arlov’s playground,” he murmured.

Sienna’s heart hammered in her chest as they made their way through clusters of influential guests, each step a careful dance on a knife’s edge. She watched the subtle handshakes, the exchanged glances—the silent language of power.

Their cover was holding—for now.

At the far end of the room stood Viktor Arlov himself: a tall, imposing figure with cold eyes and a smile that never quite reached them. He surveyed the room like a king overseeing his kingdom, and when his gaze landed on Sienna and Jack, it lingered longer than either expected.

Jack’s grip tightened on her hand, a silent warning.

“Remember,” he whispered, “we’re here to get close. Learn everything we can.”

As the night unfolded, they were pulled into a whirlwind of conversations, drinks, and subtle tests of loyalty. Sienna found herself locking eyes with Arlov’s trusted lieutenant, a man named Nikolai—sharp, calculating, and clearly suspicious.

It was in those moments that she felt the old tension between her and Jack flare to life. Every touch, every whispered word carried an electric charge neither could ignore.

But beneath the glittering surface, danger lurked. A whispered warning from a contact reached Sienna’s earpiece: someone had recognized Jack from his past.

The game was shifting. The stakes were rising.

And the line between enemies and lovers was beginning to blur.
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The moment Jack’s name was whispered into Sienna’s earpiece, a chill ran down her spine. The ballroom around them seemed to fade, the clinking glasses and polite laughter turning into a dull roar in her ears. Her eyes snapped toward Jack, who was standing just a few feet away, casually chatting with one of Arlov’s circle. But something in his posture shifted — a subtle tension, like a coiled spring ready to snap.

Sienna’s mind raced. If someone had recognized Jack, the entire operation was at risk. They couldn’t afford a mistake — not here, not now.

She tightened her grip on Jack’s arm as he turned toward her, eyes flickering with instant understanding. “We’ve got a problem,” she murmured, voice barely above the music.

Jack’s grin was gone, replaced by a steely edge. “Who?” he asked quietly.

“Someone spotted you. Nikolai’s eyes were on you the whole time. He’s already suspicious.”

Jack’s jaw clenched. “Nikolai’s no fool. If he connects me to the past, this mission—and both of us—are done.”

They exchanged a quick, urgent glance. There was no time for doubt. They had to act fast.

Jack leaned in, voice low and commanding. “Stick close. We stick to the story—engaged couple, newly arrived from Milan. No surprises.”

Sienna nodded, her heart pounding. They melted back into the crowd, moving with purpose but trying to appear effortless. Every step was a calculation, every smile a shield.

As the night wore on, they were drawn deeper into Arlov’s world. Lavish gifts were exchanged, deals whispered behind closed doors. Sienna felt the weight of eyes on them, measuring, judging. But it wasn’t just the enemy watching — it was also the fragile trust growing between her and Jack.

Later, away from prying eyes, Jack pulled Sienna into a quiet corner of the grand hall. The noise dulled to a murmur.

“You okay?” he asked, his voice softer now.

Sienna looked up at him, vulnerability slipping through her usual armor. “I’m trying. But it’s hard to keep pretending. To keep trusting.”

Jack’s hand brushed a stray lock of hair from her face, his touch gentle. “I know. Me too.”

For a moment, the walls between them crumbled, and something raw and real flickered in the space between lies and duty.

But duty was never far away. The mission loomed over them like a shadow, reminding them both that this dangerous dance was far from over.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 5


[image: ]


The morning light filtered weakly through the heavy curtains of the safehouse, casting long shadows across the room. Sienna lay on the edge of the bed, eyes wide open, staring at the ceiling as if it held answers she wasn’t ready to face. The events of the gala replayed relentlessly in her mind—the suspicion in Nikolai’s gaze, the whisper of danger trailing Jack, the fragile trust she couldn’t quite let herself embrace.

Jack was already up, moving around the small kitchen with surprising ease. He brewed coffee, the rich aroma filling the cramped space, grounding them in the quiet after the storm.

Sienna pushed herself up, running a hand through her tangled hair. “We need to talk.”

Jack turned, offering a small, tired smile. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

They sat across from each other at the worn wooden table, the silence between them thick but necessary.

“I hate that we have to fake this,” Sienna began, voice low but steady. “Pretending we’re something we’re not. But the truth is... I don’t know if I can keep pretending around you.”

Jack’s expression softened. “Neither can I. But maybe... maybe that’s the point.”

She searched his eyes, looking for the con artist, the liar, the man who had betrayed her trust so many times. Instead, she found something else—a flicker of something genuine.

“We’re walking a razor’s edge,” she said, voice trembling slightly. “One wrong move, and
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