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Chapter 1: The Unexpected Encounter
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Lyra adjusted the strap of her dress as she moved through the dimly lit lounge. The fabric felt soft against her fingers, hugging her curves in ways that made her pulse quicken. She shook off the awareness of every eye on her, trying to focus on the cocktail menu—but every sense was alert, keyed in on the energy in the room.
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That energy hit her like a lightning bolt when she felt it: Jaxon.

––––––––
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He was leaning casually against the bar, the cuff of his shirt rolled up to reveal a hint of strong forearms, the fabric stretched snugly over lean muscle. His dark eyes caught hers before she could look away, and something in the air shifted—suddenly, it was just the two of them.
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Lyra’s hand brushed the edge of the bar as she approached, heart pounding. She felt heat bloom between her shoulder blades, her breath catching when Jaxon’s gaze slid over her, slow, deliberate, leaving a trail of warmth in its wake.

––––––––

[image: ]


“You didn’t expect to see me here,” Jaxon murmured, his voice low, rough, almost teasing.

––––––––
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Lyra swallowed, adjusting the hem of her dress unconsciously. “I... I didn’t,” she admitted, her fingers brushing a strand of hair back behind her ear. Her pulse jumped at the way he leaned closer, his presence filling her senses. “But... it’s a pleasant surprise.”
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“Pleasant?” Jaxon’s lips curled into a faint smirk. “I was thinking more... dangerous.”

––––––––
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Her lips parted in a soft gasp at the word, and a shiver ran down her spine. She could feel the heat of him even from mere inches away, the brush of his sleeve against her arm sending a jolt of awareness straight through her.
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Lyra tried to steady her thoughts, reminding herself she wasn’t usually caught off guard like this. But his nearness... the way he casually rested a hand on the bar just a whisper from hers... it was intoxicating.
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“So,” Jaxon said, tilting his head, eyes glinting. “Are you going to tell me your name, or do I have to guess?”

––––––––
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She laughed softly, the sound breathy, almost shy. “Lyra.”

––––––––
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“Lyra.” He let the name roll off his tongue, slow, savoring it. “It suits you... somehow, perfect for someone who’s about to make my night unforgettable.”

––––––––
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Heat pooled in Lyra’s stomach at his words, and she felt the flush rise to her cheeks. She tried to look away, but Jaxon’s eyes held her like a magnet, the kind of gaze that made every thought scatter and left only a delicious, pulsing awareness of him.
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“Careful,” she whispered, a tremor in her voice. “You’re... dangerous.”
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“And you?” His smirk widened. “Are you ready for it?”
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Lyra bit her lip, a small gasp escaping her as the tension coiled tighter. She couldn’t deny the thrill that raced through her—every nerve alive, every inch of her aware of him. And yet, there was a part of her that wanted more... wanted to see just how far this danger could take her.
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The night stretched ahead, full of whispered glances, subtle touches, and the kind of tension that promised everything, without a single move yet fully made.
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Lyra’s breath caught when Jaxon’s hand accidentally brushed hers at the bar. It was electric, teasing, and utterly consuming.
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“Just... don’t make me wait too long,” she murmured, the warmth in her voice betraying her own growing desire.
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“Oh, Lyra,” he said, a low hum in his throat. “I don’t think either of us is going to wait.”
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Her chest fluttered, fingers clenching the bar as she felt the magnetic pull stronger than ever. This was just the beginning.

_____

––––––––

[image: ]


Lyra sipped her drink, the liquid cool against her tongue, but it did little to steady the heat thrumming through her veins. Every time Jaxon shifted, even slightly, she caught a glimpse of his lean muscles beneath the snug fabric of his shirt, a tantalizing hint of strength and danger. Her fingers brushed the stem of her glass nervously, but her eyes kept finding him, drawn to the slow, deliberate way he moved.
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“You’re staring,” Jaxon said, his voice a low hum, close enough to brush against her ear, sending a shiver straight down her spine.
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Lyra’s cheeks warmed. “I... am not,” she lied, though her heartbeat betrayed her.

––––––––

[image: ]


“Mm-hmm,” he murmured, leaning just a fraction closer, his shoulder nearly grazing hers. “Not staring, huh? Then what’s that look? That heat creeping into your eyes?”
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She swallowed, aware of the subtle brush of his hand as he adjusted the cuff of his sleeve, fingers lingering on the edge of the bar near hers. That tiny contact made her pulse spike; her breath hitched.
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Lyra fought to steady herself. Focus, Lyra, she thought. You’re not supposed to fall for someone in ten minutes. Yet every subtle movement—the tilt of his head, the curl of his smirk, the faint hum of his voice—was like an electric current coursing through her body.
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“So... dangerous,” she repeated softly, her lips parting in a small, involuntary gasp. “That’s what you said earlier. Dangerous how?”
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Jaxon’s eyes glinted, dark and sharp, yet teasing. “Dangerous in all the ways you’re thinking... and some you haven’t even imagined yet.” He let his words linger, low and heavy, and Lyra felt her breath catch again.
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Her fingers brushed the rim of her glass, circling it slowly, trying to buy herself a moment to think. Her mind was a whirlpool of conflicting sensations: curiosity, excitement, fear, and a deep, undeniable longing that pooled warm between her thighs. Every time his gaze lingered on her lips, her chest fluttered. Every accidental touch of his hand sent a current straight through her spine.
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“I... think you might enjoy that kind of danger,” she admitted finally, voice trembling slightly.

––––––––
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“Think?” His smirk widened, and Lyra felt a shiver of anticipation run through her. “I don’t think, Lyra. I know.”

––––––––
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He leaned a little closer, his presence pressing in on her, the faint scent of his cologne enveloping her. It was a mix of warmth and spice, intoxicating, and she felt herself leaning subtly toward him without meaning to. Her fingers brushed his sleeve again—this time, not accidentally—and heat pooled in her stomach at the sensation.

––––––––
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Lyra tried to distract herself with a sip of her drink, but she wasn’t fooling anyone, especially not Jaxon. He noticed every subtle movement, every shift of her body, every flicker of her gaze.
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