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Introduction 

Some loves arrive like a slow sunrise — gentle, patient, easy to ignore. And then there are others. The ones that hit you like a storm. The ones that burn before they heal.

This is that kind of love.

I never believed in fate. I never believed that a single glance could change everything. I was practical. Careful. I kept my heart behind a wall I had spent years building. I told myself that love was just chemistry, that passion was just biology, and that nothing could ever make me lose control.

Then I saw him.

One look. That’s all it took. One look, and the wall I had built so carefully crumbled like sand. One look, and I forgot every rule I had ever made for myself.

He was trouble. I knew it the moment our eyes met across the crowded room. He was the kind of man mothers warn their daughters about. The kind who takes what he wants and leaves before the morning light. The kind who burns bright and fast, and leaves nothing but ashes behind.

But I didn’t care.

I wanted to burn.

This is not a story about perfect love. It is not about gentle touches and shy glances. It is about the kind of love that consumes you. The kind that makes you forget your own name. The kind that leaves marks on your skin and scars on your soul.

It is about two people who were never supposed to meet, who had every reason to walk away, and who stayed anyway.

It is about falling. Hard. Fast. Without a net.

It is about the night everything changed. The first touch. The first kiss. The first time we gave in to something we both knew would destroy us.

And it is about what comes after — when the fire dies down, and you have to decide whether to walk away or stay and rebuild from the ashes.

This is our story.

It is messy. It is raw. It is real.

And it starts with a single look.





Chapter 1: The Night Everything Changed 

The city was drowning in neon. Rain slicked the streets, turning headlights into blurred streaks of gold and red. Zara stood outside the bar, her hand on the cold iron railing, trying to steady her breath. She had told herself she wouldn’t come tonight. She had promised herself she would stay home, drink tea, and pretend the world didn’t exist. But loneliness had a way of breaking promises.

She pushed open the heavy door. Warm air wrapped around her, thick with the smell of whiskey and sweat. Music pulsed from hidden speakers, low and rhythmic, like a heartbeat. The crowd was a sea of bodies moving together, lost in their own worlds. Zara slipped through them, heading for the bar.

That’s when she saw him.

He was sitting alone at the far end, a glass in his hand, his eyes fixed on nothing. His shirt was dark, sleeves rolled to his elbows, revealing forearms that looked like they had been carved from stone. His hair was messy, falling over his forehead in careless waves. He didn’t look at her. He didn’t look at anyone. But something about him pulled her gaze and held it.

She ordered a drink she didn’t want and sat two stools away. The bartender placed a glass in front of her. She didn’t touch it. She just watched him from the corner of her eye.

He was trouble. She could feel it. The kind of trouble that left scars. The kind you looked back on and wondered why you ever said yes.

But when he finally turned his head and his eyes met hers, she forgot how to breathe.

His eyes were dark — not black, but the deep brown of old wood, warm and dangerous at the same time. He didn’t smile. He didn’t nod. He just looked at her, and in that single glance, he stripped away every wall she had ever built.

Zara looked away first. She reached for her drink and took a long sip. Her hands were trembling. She told herself it was the cold. She told herself it was nothing.

But she knew it wasn’t nothing.

When she looked up again, he was gone. The stool was empty. The glass was gone. It was as if he had never been there at all.

She scanned the crowd, but he had vanished. Disappeared into the smoke and shadows like a ghost.

Zara finished her drink and walked out into the rain. The cold water hit her face, washing away the heat that had crept up her neck. She told herself it was better this way. She told herself that some doors were meant to stay closed.

But even as she walked home, she could still feel his eyes on her. And somewhere in the dark, she knew — this was only the beginning.

