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Introduction  
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Some stories aren’t about the first spark.  

They’re about the fire you try to ignore,  

the one that refuses to die,  

the one that burns down everything safe  

to make space for something real.  

This is that story.  

- Sage Monroe
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​Chapter 1 – The Firestarter
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The Miami heat had a way of clinging to skin, slick and sultry. Jasmine Torres felt every bead of it as she stepped out of her ride-share and stared up at the towering glass hotel that reflected the setting sun like a flame.

She adjusted her dress — black, slinky, and far too tight for a “networking event,” but that was the point. She hadn’t flown across the country to blend in.

Tonight, she had a goal.

Inside, the rooftop bar buzzed with low music, flirtation, and ambition. The city’s elite mingled with out-of-town influencers, all drunk on attention and overpriced tequila.

Jasmine ordered a drink she couldn’t pronounce and scanned the crowd. She wasn’t here for the party. She was here for him.

Roman Blackwell.

The name alone sent a pulse of heat through her. CEO of Blackwell Hotels. Older. Rich. Dangerous in the way calm men could be. She’d followed his rise from hotel heir to real estate king — and now she was in one of his buildings, wearing a dress designed to make him notice.

She didn’t have to wait long.

“Your drink,” the bartender said, sliding the glass across to her. But the real attention came from behind.

A deep, gravel-smooth voice: “Didn’t expect to see that kind of elegance tonight.”

She turned, slowly, eyes meeting steel-gray ones that gave away nothing — and everything.

Roman.

Jasmine’s lips curled. “Didn’t expect you to speak to strangers.”

“I don’t,” he said. “But you’re not one.”

He knew who she was.

Her heart kicked in her chest. “Oh really? You Google all your guests?”

“No,” he said. “But when a woman walks into my bar like she owns the place... I make it a point to know her name.”

His eyes dropped to her glass, then back up to her mouth.

“Taste it,” he said. “Let me see if it’s sweet enough.”

She took a slow sip. The drink burned like citrus and smoke. But Roman’s gaze? That burned more.

She leaned in. “It’s got a kick.”

He smirked. “So do I.”

​
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​Chapter 2 – Smoke and Mirrors
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Jasmine followed Roman’s gaze as he stepped slightly closer. The scent of him — warm leather, spice, and something subtly woodsy — curled into her senses like smoke. It didn’t help that the bar’s lighting, all amber and gold, made everything look like a slow-burning fire.

She knew the effect she was having on him. And she knew she couldn’t let it get to her — not too fast.

But God, this man radiated control.

“What’s your angle?” he asked, casually sipping his drink while never breaking eye contact.

Jasmine blinked slowly. “Who says I have one?”

Roman’s laugh was low, like a dare. “You came here dressed like that. At my hotel. On a night you knew I’d be here.”

She let her lips twitch into a smile. “Maybe I just like the view.”

His jaw ticked, just barely. “Do you?”

“Oh,” she said, “I definitely do.”

For a beat, silence hung between them — not awkward, but heavy. Charged. Jasmine felt it in her throat, her chest, between her thighs.

Roman leaned forward, resting a hand on the bar near her waist. “You look like trouble.”

“I’m more like a calculated risk.”

“And what exactly do you want from me, Jasmine Torres?”

His voice dropped just enough to send a thrill down her spine. She held his gaze as she replied, “I want in.”

Roman’s brow rose. “In?”

“Your next development. Your expansion project in Puerto Rico. I’ve done my homework.”

That caught him off guard — she saw it in the flicker behind his eyes.

“You’re not just here to flirt,” he said, intrigued now. “You came to play chess.”

She lifted her drink in a small toast. “Checkmate.”

He chuckled, shaking his head. “And here I thought you were a pretty distraction.”

“Oh, I am,” she said, brushing past him as she turned toward the glass railing of the rooftop. “But I’m also your smartest option.”

Jasmine could feel him behind her, close enough to touch. She resisted the urge to lean back into his warmth.
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