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Dedication

To those who find courage in chaos,

and to the hearts that choose love

even when danger pulls the trigger.
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This novel is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, organisations, and events are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locations is purely coincidental.

This book contains scenes of violence, suspense, and mature romantic themes. Reader discretion is advised.
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Danger does not ask permission before entering your life.

Neither does desire.

Desire That Pulls the Trigger  is a story where survival and seduction walk hand in hand. When an ordinary woman becomes the target of a deadly conspiracy, her world collides with that of a man trained to survive violence—but unprepared for love.

As secrets unravel and enemies close in, trust becomes fragile, passion grows dangerous, and every decision carries a price. This novel explores the thin line between fear and desire, loyalty and betrayal, and how love can emerge in the most lethal circumstances.

Step into a world where every heartbeat matters...

and every choice could be fatal.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Table of Contents

[image: ]





	The Shot That Changed Everything

	Eyes That Recognise Secrets

	The Man Behind the Weapon

	When Touch Becomes a Risk

	Blood on the Promise

	Ashes of Trust

	Desire Reloaded

	The Enemy Wears a Familiar Face

	Flames of Desire

	Triggered Hearts





	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1 – The Shot That Missed
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The bullet should have killed her.

It sliced through the air with a sound too soft to hear, too fast to fear—yet fate tilted by inches, and death missed its mark.

Aanya felt the wind of it brush past her cheek before the glass behind her exploded.

She screamed—not because she saw the gunman, not because blood spilled across the café wall—but because instinct screamed run.

People shouted. Chairs crashed. Coffee cups shattered like cheap bones. The café that had smelled of cinnamon and roasted beans only moments ago now reeked of gunpowder and terror.

Aanya ducked, hands over her head, heart battering her ribs like it wanted out.

This isn’t happening. This isn’t happening.

Another shot rang out.

Closer.

The table beside her splintered. Wood stung her arm. She staggered back, breath locked in her throat, eyes wild, searching for an exit that suddenly felt a mile away.

Then a hand grabbed her wrist.

Strong. Steady. Commanding.

“Move. Now.”

The voice wasn’t loud, but it cut through the chaos like steel.

She didn’t question it. Didn’t resist. Survival recognized authority before logic ever could.

He pulled her low, guiding her through overturned chairs and screaming bodies, keeping his body between her and the windows. Aanya barely caught a glimpse of him—dark jacket, hard shoulders, jaw clenched with lethal focus.

Another gunshot cracked.

Glass rained down behind them.

“Don’t look back,” he said. “And don’t stop.”

They burst through the kitchen doors into the alley. The sudden quiet was worse—too empty, too exposed.

Her rescuer shoved her against the brick wall, his forearm braced above her head, eyes scanning the street like a predator counting exits.

Only then did Aanya really see him.

Sharp cheekbones. Stubble shadowing a mouth that looked like it forgot how to smile years ago. His eyes—dark, alert, merciless—flicked back to her face.

“You hurt?” he asked.

She shook her head, words trapped behind shock.

Good, he thought—but didn’t say it.

Because relief was a luxury men like him didn’t indulge in.

Across the street, the shooter cursed under his breath.

The miss hadn’t been part of the plan.

He lowered the rifle and vanished into the crowd, already calculating his next move. Someone had interfered—someone trained.

That changed everything.

“Who was that?” Aanya finally whispered.

The man didn’t answer immediately. He listened. Counted footsteps. Measured the silence.

“No idea,” he said at last.

It was a lie.

He knew exactly what a professional hit sounded like. And he knew she hadn’t been a random target.

“You need to get home,” he added. “Now.”

“I—I can’t,” she said, panic finally cracking through. “Someone just tried to kill me.”

“Yes,” he replied flatly. “That’s why you can’t go home.”

Her stomach dropped. “What?”

“They’ll be watching your routine. Home is the first place they’ll check.”

She stared at him. “Who are you?”

A pause—fractional, dangerous.

“Someone who knows when a trigger’s been pulled for a reason.”
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