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Chapter 1: The Spark
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Raven didn’t usually linger in places she wasn’t supposed to be. But the invitation—or was it a dare?—had been irresistible. The low hum of music filled the room as she stepped in, her heels clicking against the polished floor. Every movement was precise, calculated, yet the sway of her hips, the curve of her shoulders beneath the tight blouse, betrayed a tension she couldn’t hide.

––––––––
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From across the room, Zane’s gaze found her immediately. That sharp, predatory look made her shiver, even though her mind argued with her body. Keep it together...

––––––––
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He walked toward her, every step measured, each one sending a tremor of anticipation through her. The fabric of his tailored suit outlined his frame perfectly—strong shoulders, a lean waist, arms that hinted at strength. Raven couldn’t stop herself from noticing how the sleeves hugged his forearms, how the collar of his shirt sat just right against his throat.

––––––––
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“Raven,” he said, his voice low and teasing, almost a growl. “You look... incredible.”

––––––––
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She swallowed hard, heart racing. “Zane...” Her voice wavered, soft, uncertain. Every nerve ending seemed alive as he closed the distance between them.

––––––––
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Her fingers itched to touch him, to feel the warmth of his body against hers. She bit her lower lip, trying to steady the rush of heat crawling up her spine. Zane leaned slightly closer, hand brushing a stray lock of hair from her face, and a soft sigh escaped her throat—a breathless, almost involuntary sound.

––––––––
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“I’ve wanted this... wanted you... for longer than I can say,” he murmured, close enough that his breath tickled her cheek. Raven’s pulse quickened, a delicious mix of anticipation and hesitation twisting inside her.

––––––––
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She let her gaze drop, taking in the subtle play of his suit over his muscles, the confidence radiating from him. And even as her mind warned her, her body betrayed her desire, shivering slightly at the nearness, at the tension pulsing between them.

––––––––
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“Zane...” she whispered again, barely audible, and he chuckled softly, a low, vibrating sound that made her thighs press together almost instinctively.

––––––––
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“Don’t fight it, Raven,” he said, voice husky, hands now resting lightly on her waist, just enough to let her feel the weight and warmth of him. “Not tonight.”

––––––––
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Her breath hitched, a soft moan escaping as their bodies almost brushed, the tension crackling. Her mind spun—confusion, excitement, longing—all mingled as her fingers brushed his chest, feeling the taut fabric under her fingertips.

––––––––
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He caught her hand, pressing it lightly against him, and she gasped softly. “So warm...” she whispered, more to herself than to him. Her blouse clung to her chest in a way that made her acutely aware of every movement.

––––––––
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Zane’s lips curved in a slow, knowing smile. “You feel it too, don’t you?”

––––––––

[image: ]


Raven nodded slightly, almost trembling. Every instinct screamed at her to pull away, yet she couldn’t. Not when he was so close, not when the air between them was charged with heat.

––––––––
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A soft “Mmm...” escaped her lips as he brushed a thumb along her wrist, tracing her pulse. Her body arched subtly toward him, every nerve alight. The air between them was heavy, electric, and Raven realized with a thrill—this was only the beginning.
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____
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Raven’s heart raced as she tried to steady her breathing. Every nerve in her body seemed alive, buzzing with anticipation. Zane’s presence wasn’t just commanding—it was intoxicating, like gravity itself had shifted toward him.

––––––––
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His eyes darkened as he studied her, a slow, deliberate sweep that made her shiver. “You’re trembling,” he murmured, voice low, teasing.

––––––––
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“I... I’m not,” she tried to protest, but her voice cracked slightly, betraying her. Her hand twitched against his chest, brushing the smooth fabric in a barely-conscious gesture.

––––––––
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He leaned closer, just enough that she could feel the warmth of his breath against her ear. “Yes, you are,” he said softly, letting his fingers brush a strand of hair off her cheek. His touch lingered, just enough to make her pulse spike.

––––––––
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Raven’s mind spun. Why does he make it so impossible to think? Her gaze darted away, but her body didn’t obey. Her knees felt weak, thighs pressing together almost reflexively. She could feel the silk of her blouse sticking slightly to her skin with the heat of the room and the tension of the moment.

––––––––
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Zane’s hand moved lower, grazing her side, careful, tantalizing. Raven’s breath hitched. A soft, involuntary “Mmm...” slipped out, and she quickly tried to cover it with a cough.
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“Shhh...” he whispered, pressing a finger lightly to her lips. His other hand traced slowly from her waist up to her shoulder, lingering at the curve of her collarbone. “Let yourself feel it, Raven. Don’t fight it.”

––––––––
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Her mind screamed caution, but her body ignored her. Every brush of his hand left goosebumps in its wake, every inch of his proximity a fire against her skin. She thought of his strong arms, the way his tailored suit hugged the lean muscle beneath, the way his tie brushed his chest with a teasing flutter.
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“I... I don’t know if I can...” she whispered, breathless.

––––––––
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“You can,” he said, voice rough with desire, eyes locked on hers. “I’ll take care of you. Just follow me.”

––––––––
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He guided her to the leather sofa by the window. The soft hum of city lights below made the world feel smaller, more intimate. Raven sank onto the cushions, the silk of her blouse sliding slightly, revealing more of her shape than she realized. Her fingers pressed against the soft fabric instinctively, aware of how every move made her feel exposed yet thrilled.
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Zane leaned over her, weight just enough to make her feel his presence fully. His hand brushed a strand of hair from her face again, then trailed down her arm. Raven’s chest rose and fell rapidly. Every nerve ending was alive.

––––––––
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A soft moan escaped her, a breathless “Ahh...” as he rested his palm lightly on her thigh, not pressing too much, just enough to let her feel the warmth. Her mind was in chaos—desire, hesitation, confusion, thrill—all tangled together.

––––––––
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“You feel that?” he murmured. “That pull... the heat?”

––––––––
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“Yes...” she whispered, her voice trembling. “It’s... overwhelming.”

––––––––
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He smiled slowly, brushing his lips near her ear. “Good. That’s how it should feel. That’s how it’s supposed to be.”

––––––––
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Raven’s fingers twitched, brushing against the fabric of his jacket. She could feel the lean muscle beneath, every line of his body responding to the closeness. A soft, low hum escaped her throat as he adjusted slightly, pressing closer, letting her feel his strength without forcing her.

––––––––
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Her blouse shifted with the movement, the satin clinging to the curve of her chest and shoulders, accentuating every motion. Her own hands itched to explore, to feel, but she paused, letting the tension build, savoring the anticipation.

––––––––
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Zane’s eyes studied her like a slow-burning flame, noting every shiver, every gasp. “You’re exquisite,” he murmured, fingers tracing lightly up her side again. Raven’s breath caught. Her chest rose rapidly, nipples hard beneath the thin fabric, sending sparks of sensation across her body.

––––––––
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She bit her lower lip, hands trembling slightly, caught between curiosity and restraint. “Zane... I...” Her words faltered.

––––––––
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He leaned closer, his hand brushing her waist again. “You don’t have to say anything,” he whispered, “just feel it. Let your body speak.”

––––––––
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Raven shivered under the contact, a soft, involuntary “Ohh...” escaping as her fingers pressed into the cushions, gripping the fabric as if grounding herself. The world had shrunk to just him, just this moment, every nerve screaming in anticipation.

––––––––
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Zane’s hand trailed slowly down, grazing her thigh again, and she inhaled sharply. “So responsive...” he murmured, voice husky. “You have no idea what you do to me.”

––––––––
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Her fingers trembled as they brushed against his chest, feeling the strength beneath the fabric. Goosebumps rose across her arms as every touch, every breath, every glance set her skin alight.

––––––––
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A soft moan escaped her again—“Mmm... Zane...”—and he smiled, pressing closer. The heat between them was palpable, every second a careful dance of desire and restraint.

––––––––
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Her mind spun. What is happening? I shouldn’t... but I can’t stop thinking about him, about this...

––––––––
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Zane caught her gaze, his eyes dark and intent. “You’re mine tonight,” he murmured. “Only for tonight... but I’ll make you remember it.”

––––––––
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Raven’s heart hammered in her chest, pulse racing, breath coming in short, shallow pants. Her body was on fire with anticipation, desire, and confusion, all at once. The silk of her blouse shifted slightly, and she felt a thrill at the way the material slid over her skin, following every subtle movement.

––––––––
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“Mmm... Zane...” she whispered again, voice breathless, and he responded with a low chuckle, the vibration sending sparks of sensation through her.

––––––––
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The room seemed to shrink around them, the hum of the city fading into nothing as the tension, the heat, the craving between them became almost unbearable. Every touch, every brush, every glance was a promise of what was to come—an electric current that neither could ignore.
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