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      Sebastian Rhame has built his empire on control—every deal calculated, every emotion locked away. So when he's forced to co-lead the most important merger of his career with Jordan Mercer, the one man who can unravel him with a single smirk, his carefully constructed world threatens to collapse.

      Jordan thrives on chaos, pushing boundaries Sebastian has spent years reinforcing. Where Sebastian sees strategy, Jordan sees opportunity. Where Sebastian demands order, Jordan brings beautiful destruction. They're fire and ice, control and rebellion—and completely wrong for each other.

      But when professional rivalry bleeds into something darker, more dangerous, the line between hate and desire becomes impossible to ignore. In boardrooms and hotel suites, their battle for dominance shifts into something neither can resist.

      One forbidden kiss changes everything. Now Sebastian must choose: maintain the control that's defined his life, or surrender to the one man who makes him feel alive.

      Some rules are meant to be broken. Some tensions are too irresistible to pull away from.
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      Step into Private Encounters — a world of standalone M/M romances where every story dives deep into hidden desires, public temptations, forbidden love, and thrilling new passions.

      From explosive enemies-to-lovers tension to heart-racing billionaire obsessions, each short story delivers a complete, unforgettable escape — no cliffhangers, no reading order required.

      Pick any story that calls to you — each encounter promises passion, heat, and heart.
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      When Sebastian Rhame stepped into the boardroom, everyone’s attention was immediately pulled to him.

      The door swung shut behind him with a soft thud, announcing his arrival. His dark gray suit fit flawlessly across his broad shoulders—sharp edges, sleek fabric that spoke of wealth and control. Every detail commanded respect, from his perfectly styled light brown hair with just a hint of wave that softened his otherwise calculating appearance, to the clean-cut lines of his jaw that served as a razor-sharp reminder that Sebastian's world operated by rules and expectations.

      For him, failure simply wasn't an option.

      His icy blue eyes scanned the room, measuring each person, sizing them up for possible weaknesses. His expression remained composed, as always, but beneath the surface simmered an intensity that couldn't be ignored. He'd been here countless times before, but today felt different.

      Today, Jordan Mercer was here.

      Sebastian's gaze shifted across the long table, assessing the attendees, lingering for a fraction of a second on the empty chair across from him. The seat that would hold Jordan Mercer for the next hour.

      Just the thought of the man sent a pulse of annoyance through him. Jordan was a complication—he always had been. But now, more than ever, he felt like a hurricane threatening to tear everything apart.

      The boardroom door opened again, and Sebastian's eyes instinctively flicked toward it, prepared for whatever walked through—prepared for anything except what he saw.

      Jordan Mercer strolled in with the ease of someone who had no concept of tension, as if the world bent to accommodate him. His blond hair was tousled, not a care given to how it fell across his forehead, messy and wild, giving him a youthful, disheveled look that contradicted the gravity of the situation. His hazel eyes sparkled with mischievous gleam, and his grin was infuriatingly carefree. His entire appearance felt more like a rebellious teenager than a man about to play a role in one of the most important mergers in their careers.

      Jordan wore a black leather jacket, sleeves pushed to the elbows, a white shirt underneath with the collar unbuttoned. The casualness—compared to the carefully tailored suits of everyone else—felt like a direct challenge to the room's formality, a subtle declaration that Jordan wasn't here to play by anyone else's rules, and especially not Sebastian’s.

      Jordan's eyes locked with Sebastian's the moment he entered. No hesitation, no sign of retreat. The tension between them sparked to life in an instant, palpable and thick, crackling with the weight of their shared history.

      They'd never seen eye to eye. Not even close. Jordan Mercer was hired on a whim; a few years ago, the company had a cleanse of corrupt employees and decided to start on a semi-clean slate. Jordan had been the most outstanding applicant, if you could ignore the fact that he was blacklisted from nearly every single company in the city. They called him all sorts of names: snitch, whistleblower, narc. Only Richard Langston was gutsy enough to give him another shot. Sebastian had vehemently opposed his hiring, but even he could not overrule Langston in the decision.

      And so Sebastian had grudgingly given his approval, and Jordan joined—or rather, disrupted—their office soon after. He was a blaze of fire, an unconventional professional in a field where appearances and reputation mattered more than skill. Most days he didn’t bother with a suit, nor did he give Sebastian any time before deciding it was his life’s mission to make the latter’s life a living hell.

      Worst of all, no one could complain much, because everyone knew how good he was at his job, that he was better than most of the people in the company.

      Except, of course, Sebastian.

      Jordan gave a lazy wave as he approached the chair opposite Sebastian. His steps were slow, deliberate, as though he had all the time in the world. When he settled into his seat, it was with an air of casual grace, as if this meeting was nothing more than a mild inconvenience. No urgency. No tension. Just the same cocky smirk, as if he enjoyed riling Sebastian up—if not for the merger, then for the simple joy of it.

      Sebastian's jaw tightened, but he didn't flinch. He never did. He wasn't about to let Jordan get under his skin, not now, not in front of a room full of people gathered for this critical meeting. Sebastian kept his posture perfect, his gaze unwavering as he leaned forward from his own seat. He adjusted his cuffs slightly—a habitual move that betrayed his need for control in moments like these.

      But no amount of composure could shift the apprehension between them. It was like two magnets of opposite charges in a confined space—pulled together yet kept apart by an invisible force that neither man fully understood, but both felt deeply.

      Jordan leaned back in his chair, eyes passing over the other board members as though they were mere background noise. His casual demeanor made it seem as though he operated on a different wavelength entirely, as if the stakes weren't nearly as high for him as they were for everyone else. His eyes flicked back to Sebastian, their unspoken challenge still present, the taunt hanging in the air between them. Jordan knew exactly how to push Sebastian's buttons—he'd been doing it for years—but this time, it felt different.

      Maybe it was the way the game had changed, or maybe it was the fact that Jordan's very presence was a constant reminder that Sebastian couldn't control everything. Not whatever merger he had, and certainly not the man sitting across from him.

      Sebastian's gaze swept over Jordan's appearance again, his jaw tightening slightly. The contrast between them couldn't have been starker. Where Sebastian was sharp and controlled, Jordan was a mess—but in the most charming way possible.

      There was something magnetic about him, something that drew people in whether they liked it or not. His disheveled look, his refusal to play by the rules, the way he made even the most high-stakes situation seem like a casual game—all of it was infuriating. And yet, it was hard to deny that Jordan had a way of making things happen, a knack for getting what he wanted without breaking a sweat.

      "You're late," Sebastian finally said, his voice smooth but cutting through the stillness. It wasn't much of a jab, but it was enough to make his point clear. He wasn't impressed by Jordan's antics, and he wasn't about to let them slide.

      Jordan raised an eyebrow, a slow, almost predatory smile curling his lips. "Maybe I'm just fashionably late," he teased, his tone light but laced with an edge Sebastian couldn't quite place. It wasn't disrespect—Jordan was too clever for that—but it was something else. A reminder that he didn't have to play by Sebastian's rules.

      And that, more than anything, was what irked Sebastian most.

      The rest of the board members shifted uncomfortably, sensing the tension between the two men. They'd seen it before—the rivalry that simmered just beneath the surface—but this time, it felt more intense, more personal. No one was willing to make the first move except Jordan, who broke the silence with a casual shrug.

      "Let's just get this over with," he said, his voice full of that same easy confidence. "I'm sure Sebastian's got a dozen contingency plans ready. Let's see which one he's going to throw at us today."

      Sebastian didn't react to the taunt. He didn't have to. He knew Jordan's game—knew it too well—but today, he wasn't going to play by anyone's rules but his own. Not when the stakes were this high. Not when everything they were about to do rested on his ability to maintain control.

      The rest of the room fell into hushed silence, everyone's eyes flicking from one man to the other. The energy between Sebastian and Jordan was electric—sharp, raw, and full of history. The merger might have been the reason they were all here, but it was clear the real battle was happening right in front of them.

      The atmosphere in the room was practically vibrating. Sebastian could feel it pressing in around him—thick, electric, suffocating. He didn't blink, didn't flinch. He had a reputation for keeping his cool, for staying calm when everyone else was ready to crack, but today, even he could sense something different in the air. This merger would be one of the most important deals they would make in the history of their company, and any disagreements that arose would be more than just petty squabbles.

      Jordan sat across from him, lounging in his chair like he didn't have a care in the world. His eyes still held that mischievous gleam, like he was seeing this meeting as nothing more than an opportunity to mess with Sebastian. It wasn't anything new, but today, with the stakes this high, it felt like the game had changed. The way Jordan moved, the way he leaned back, the way his smirk lingered—it was like he knew something Sebastian didn't, and it was driving him insane.

      Richard Langston, the man who had called this meeting, had yet to make a sound, but his presence was enough to keep everyone in check. Richard was all business, always, although even he couldn't stop the atmosphere from shifting whenever Jordan was in the room. With a deep breath, he broke the silence.

      "Well," Richard said, gravel thick in his authoritative voice. He glanced at Sebastian, who sat with hands steepled, eyes alert and calculating. Then his gaze flicked to Jordan, whose entire demeanor practically dared Richard to tell him what to do. "I'm sure you're both aware of the importance of this merger."

      Sebastian's jaw tightened, his fingers flexing slightly—a barely perceptible movement that only someone paying close attention would notice. He was ready to hear the plan. He'd already mapped it out in his head a thousand times, but the problem was, he wasn't the one in charge of decision-making today.

      "I'm confident we're all on the same page here," Richard continued, turning his attention to the group of board members seated around the table. "We're in the final stages, and it's critical that we proceed with precision. But we've had some complications. Some... personality conflicts," he added, his eyes flicking between Sebastian and Jordan.

      The words hit Sebastian like a slap. He wasn't about to play into the narrative of "conflict." There was no conflict on his end; he didn't get caught up in petty squabbles. Jordan was the one who thrived on it.

      "I've decided, after much deliberation," Richard's voice rang out again, bringing Sebastian's focus back to him, "that the two of you will co-lead the project moving forward."

      There it was. The bombshell.

      Sebastian's face didn't betray a thing, but inside, his mind was already racing. This wasn't what he'd anticipated. This was a power play, one that tied his hands to Jordan of all people. The realization sent a spark of irritation through him. He had to share the reins? With Jordan Mercer, of all people? The guy who couldn't follow a plan if his life depended on it?

      "Brilliant plan, Richard. I see no reason why that won't work," Jordan drawled, leaning forward slightly, his elbow on the table like this was just another casual conversation. His gaze locked with Sebastian's. "Right, Seb?"

      Sebastian's pulse quickened—a sharp but controlled surge of frustration. It took everything in him not to snap back. The fact that Jordan had the audacity to address him like that—Seb, like they were old buddies—made him want to grit his teeth.

      "Of course," Sebastian said, his voice smooth and even. "We'll work through it."

      Jordan grinned, knowing full well Sebastian was seething under the calm exterior. He always did know how to push buttons.

      Richard wasn't finished. He placed his palms flat on the table, like he was bracing for impact. "The success of this merger is non-negotiable. The consequences of failure are far too great for anyone to slip up. We need you both on the same page. There is no room for ego here." He let that last part hang in the air like a warning.

      The room was still, each board member silently digesting Richard's words. Sebastian's mind was already at work, calculating every potential move, every angle. This wasn't a setback—no, of course not. It was merely a challenge, and challenges were what he thrived on. But having to collaborate with Jordan? That added a new layer of complication to their circumstances that Sebastian had to tread carefully.

      "Any objections?" Richard asked, looking between them.

      Jordan met Sebastian's gaze directly, letting a slow smile curve his lips. The same smile that had been driving Sebastian crazy for years, the one that suggested Jordan knew something Sebastian didn't, the one that haunted him late at night.

      "None whatsoever," Jordan said, and he meant it.

      Sebastian remained quiet, but shook his head as a response to Richard’s question.

      "Just remember, I play to win," Jordan said, eyes glittering with mischief. "And winning, Seb... well, it's not always about being right. Sometimes it's about getting what you want."

      Sebastian's lips twitched, but he didn't rise to the bait. If Jordan thought he could rattle him, he was sorely mistaken. Sebastian could play this game, too. He just had to do it his way.

      "I'm aware," he said, cool and measured, his eyes unwavering from Jordan's. "And I'm also aware that winning means knowing when to work together. I trust you can manage that."

      Jordan's grin widened, but he didn't respond. Instead, he leaned back in his chair, casually toying with the hem of his jacket as though the entire meeting was a joke. Sebastian's jaw tightened, but he kept his cool.

      Richard looked between the two of them, frustration evident in the way the corner of his eye started to tick. "I don't care how you do it," Richard said, his tone now flat and blunt. "Just get it done. This merger, and possibly the legacy of our company, depends on your cooperation."

      The tension in the room was almost unbearable as Richard's words sank in. The eyes of every board member were now trained on Sebastian and Jordan, waiting for one of them to make the next move. Neither man was willing to be the first to back down.

      Sebastian's eyes never left Jordan's. Every muscle in his body screamed for control. Jordan was reckless, unpredictable, and always one step away from causing a catastrophe. But Sebastian had never been one to back down from a challenge. This was his game, his domain, and he would lead it to success, no matter the cost.

      As the meeting wrapped up, Richard nodded to each member, signaling it was time to leave. The board filtered out of the room, some with heads down, others whispering to one another. But Sebastian and Jordan remained, locked in a silent standoff. The battle for dominance wasn't over. It had only just begun.

      Jordan got to his feet, his chair scraping loudly against the polished floor. He gave Sebastian one last look, his eyes sparkling with a mix of amusement and something else—something Sebastian couldn't quite place.

      "I'll see you around, Seb," Jordan said, his voice low, almost like a promise.

      Sebastian's expression was unreadable as he stood slowly. He didn't acknowledge the taunt, didn't offer any parting words. Instead, he simply gave a nod, the motion barely perceptible.

      "Count on it."
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      The city outside was just a blur of lights flickering through the glass walls of Sebastian's office. The constant hum of downtown filtered in, a reminder of the world that still buzzed even as it grew late. Inside the office, though, the atmosphere felt almost suffocating—more like the calm before a storm than anything else.

      Sebastian sat rigidly in his chair, fingers poised on his keyboard, eyes never straying from his laptop screen. He didn't need to look at Jordan to know he was there, right beside Sebastian, smirking and leaning back like he owned the place. The sound of his voice, however, still hit Sebastian like an electric shock.

      "You really think that's going to work?" Jordan's voice was the perfect mix of casual and challenging, the kind that suggested he'd already dismissed Sebastian’s plans before he even heard them. He squinted, leaning forward, his chin barely, imperceptibly brushing against Sebastian’s shoulder.

      Sebastian's eyes lifted from his screen, cool and calculating. "I don't recall asking for your opinion."

      Jordan didn't flinch. Of course he didn't; he had the kind of arrogance that made him seem almost untouchable, like the world would bend to accommodate him. "Oh, come on," he said as he leaned back, raising his hands in mock surrender. "We both know I'm right. You don't honestly believe those numbers hold up, do you?"

      Sebastian felt the familiar tightness in his chest—the urge to shut Jordan down, to remind him who was in charge. He could feel the weight of Richard Langston's words still lingering in the air, and this damned merger project hanging over both of them like a sword ready to fall.

      "I believe they do," Sebastian said evenly, leaning forward just enough to let the slightest edge of threat creep into his voice. "Now, unless you have something constructive to add, I suggest you keep quiet."

      Jordan's grin widened, and Sebastian could almost hear the gears turning in his head, calculating how best to make Sebastian lose his cool. He wouldn't give him the satisfaction.

      Jordan pushed on, refusing to back down, as if the very idea of yielding was a personal insult. "Come on, man. This isn't high school. You're not the only one who knows how to play this game. I've got a few ideas of my own. Maybe you should listen to one of them for a change."

      "Maybe," Sebastian muttered, his voice cold but tight, "if you could refrain from making everything a competition, we might actually get somewhere before midnight."

      Jordan leaned on the desk this time, propping himself up on his elbows, his grin turning mischievous. "You make it too easy. It's almost boring, really. All this seriousness... it's like you're allergic to fun."

      Sebastian clenched his jaw, but his eyes never left Jordan's face. "I'm allergic to failure, actually. And that's exactly what you'll bring to the table if you don't get your shit together."

      "You're so sure of yourself, aren't you? But look, we both know the real issue here, Seb.” Jordan's eyes narrowed, but his smirk remained, refusing to let any real challenge slip through. “You don't want to share the spotlight. You like it when everything's your way. You're not a team player, and you know it. You've spent your entire career running solo, playing the lone wolf."

      Sebastian's fingers gripped the edge of his desk, the veins in his neck tightening as he fought the urge to respond with something sharp, something cutting. The truth stung in a way he didn't want to acknowledge, but he wouldn't let Jordan see it. Not now, not ever.

      "So what?” he said quietly. “I'll run this project the way it needs to be run, and if you can't respect that, you're welcome to step aside."

      Jordan raised an eyebrow, leaning back in his chair again. "Oh, I will. I'll sit back and watch you burn this thing into the ground, all while pretending like you know exactly what you're doing. Wonder what our dear Richard will have to say about that."

      Sebastian's patience was fraying, but he didn't let it show. He straightened up in his chair, his spine a rigid line of defiance. "If this fails, we both fail. This isn't a game, Mercer. It's a multi-million-dollar deal that could make or break everything we've worked for. So, for the love of God, stop trying to prove something and just do your job."

      Jordan's cocky grin faltered for a split second, but it was enough to make Sebastian notice. The guy was playing a part, just like he always did, but even he knew what was on the line.

      "Alright, alright," Jordan finally said, with just enough amusement for Sebastian to know it wasn’t alright at all. "I'm just saying... we should be thinking outside the box. This merger is a mess, and you can't pretend like your usual playbook is gonna cut it. You've got to bend a little, Seb. A little flexibility never hurt anyone."

      Sebastian remained quiet, eyes trained on his computer screen. He’d long decided his energy was better spent focusing on things that really mattered. Fortunately, Jordan was not one of them.

      "You really think we're gonna make this work with your little spreadsheets and projections?" Jordan leaned forward, his voice a little too loud, a little too sure of itself. "How long do you think that's gonna last? When things go sideways—and they always do—you're gonna wish you'd listened to me."

      Sebastian's jaw tightened. He'd been calm up to this point, responding with measured precision, as he always did. He was always the one to keep his cool, the one to be the steady hand when chaos threatened to erupt. But Jordan, with his incessant poking and jabs, had gone too far.

      "Enough, Jordan," Sebastian said, his voice low, sharp like a knife drawn too quickly. "I don't need your advice. I know what I'm doing."

      Jordan wasn't finished. His eyes locked with Sebastian's, challenging, daring him to do something about it. "You really think I'm gonna sit back and let you screw this up? You're a walking disaster waiting to happen, and I'm not going down with you."

      Sebastian was on his feet before he realized it. The chair screeched against the floor as he pushed it back with force. His hands shot out, grabbing Jordan by the front of his shirt, lifting him and slamming him back against the wall. The force rattled the glass walls, a sharp crack of sound that only heightened the tension in the room.

      “Walking disaster?” Sebastian repeated, tone bordering on disbelief. “Rich talk coming from you, snitch.”

      For a moment, the world seemed to freeze. Sebastian's breath came in short bursts as he stared at Jordan, pinned to the wall with nowhere to go. Jordan's eyes were wide, but there was no fear there—only the same cocky defiance that had driven him from the start, and that stupid, incredulous grin that Sebastian wished he could wipe off. His chest rose and fell against the wall, wild energy crackling through the space between them.

      Jordan didn’t reply. There was a strange, taut connection in the air, a power struggle that neither could pull away from. The moment stretched on, thick with danger. For a split second, they were two sides of the same coin, a meeting of wills that neither was willing to lose.

      Sebastian could feel his pulse pounding in his neck, could feel the heat of Jordan's breath against his cheek, a reminder that this wasn't some hypothetical situation. This was real. This was happening.

      And just as suddenly as it had started, Sebastian released his grip. He took a step back, his chest still heaving as the tension evaporated like vapor in the air. His fingers brushed over the back of his neck, the movement sharp and tight. He didn't look at Jordan as he straightened his tie, a gesture that was somehow both calming and distancing.

      Jordan didn't say anything at first, his body still pressed against the wall, as though trying to process what had just happened. He slowly pushed himself off the surface, standing up straight again, his eyes locked on Sebastian's, unreadable for a moment.

      "You're not gonna fire me, are you?" Jordan's voice was casual, but there was something underneath it—a tremor of realization, maybe.

      Sebastian didn't respond right away. His mind was already running, already planning the next steps, trying to regain the calm that had been momentarily lost. He glanced at Jordan, who stood there, rubbing his shoulder in an attempt to ease the pain from the impact.

      Without another word, Sebastian turned toward the door. He had to leave. Had to step away before he did something else. Something worse.

      "You should get out of here," Sebastian said quietly, his voice colder than before.

      Jordan didn't move at first, but then, with a sharp exhale, he turned and walked toward the door, his steps heavy but not hurried. He glanced back one last time, his eyes meeting Sebastian's with a look that was harder to read than usual. There was no apology, no sign of backing down.

      Just an understanding that, for tonight, they were both teetering on the edge of something neither could control.

      Sebastian didn't watch him leave. Instead, he stood still in the middle of the room, the weight of the situation pressing down on him. What had just happened between them wasn't just a moment of physical tension—it was something deeper, something neither was ready to confront. But Sebastian could feel it, gnawing at the edges of his thoughts.

      And as the door clicked shut behind Jordan, Sebastian stood alone, his thoughts tangled in the echo of the confrontation. The gravity of the decisions he was about to make felt heavier than ever, but one thing was clear: the line had been crossed, and there would be no going back.
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      The dim lamps of the hotel suite cast elongated shadows against the plush furniture. They were in Boston for talks with the company they’d drawn up the merger with, something that promised growth according to Sebastian’s files, but which proved more troubling than they’d expected.

      The workday had stretched far beyond its expected hours, full of meetings dragging on like an anchor that refused to release its grip. But now, they were here, in a luxury suite far too quiet for two men who had spent the better part of their day fighting each other. Or, more accurately, one fighting, the other simply waiting for the storm to come.

      Sebastian was the first to break the silence. Sitting rigidly at the desk, his arms crossed over his chest, his eyes were trained on the far wall as though it might provide some distraction. He didn't want to deal with Jordan tonight—not after what he’d done, not after the way things had gone down earlier that week. But here they were, stuck together in this oversized room, their flight delayed, where the only thing left to do was figure out how to survive the night without killing each other.

      Jordan, on the other hand, had already made himself at home. Sprawled across the king-sized bed in a way that was too comfortable, he had his arms behind his head, a grin tugging at his lips as though he were enjoying the tension that coiled quietly around them. He knew exactly what he was doing.

      "You know, I'm starting to think this whole trip was a bad idea," Sebastian muttered, his gaze flicking toward Jordan, who hadn't bothered to look up from his position on the bed. “If we can’t get back soon, we might miss the company gala tomorrow.”

      Jordan chuckled lightly, his voice smooth and deceptively carefree. "Oh, come on, Sebastian. Don't tell me you're already bored." He rolled his shoulders, shifting slightly so that his feet kicked the covers off just enough to send a subtle challenge in Sebastian's direction. "It's not every day you get me and a luxury suite all to yourself."

      Sebastian didn't answer immediately, but his clenched jaw spoke volumes. There it was again—the subtle provocation, the little power plays Jordan always seemed to slip into. He was pushing all the buttons Sebastian didn't want to acknowledge.

      "Don't get too comfortable," Sebastian finally said, his tone terse. "I'm not sharing the bed with you. You can figure out the couch or something."

      Jordan raised an eyebrow, a smirk creeping across his face. "Oh, you're gonna make me sleep on the couch? That's real generous of you."

      "Take it or leave it," Sebastian shot back, his posture stiffening as he sat up straighter. The idea of sharing that bed—after everything, not just that night—was unbearable. But he wasn't going to let Jordan win, wasn't going to let him make this feel like... more than it was.

      And what it was... Is nothing, Sebastian tried to convince himself. Absolutely nothing.

      Jordan's expression hardened slightly, but the amusement didn't fade from his eyes. "What's wrong? Scared to get too close to me?"

      Sebastian opened his mouth to retort, but the words got caught in his throat. The air between them had shifted, now thick with something far more dangerous than their usual arguments. Something far more volatile.

      "Stop," Sebastian muttered, shifting in his chair as if to stand, but he stayed rooted in his spot, his eyes narrowing at Jordan's devil-may-care attitude. "We're not doing this. I'm not⁠—"

      But Jordan had already rolled onto his stomach facing him, chin in his hands, watching Sebastian like a predator zeroing in on his prey.

      "You know, we could always play a game. What do you think about truth or dare?" His voice was laced with mischief, the suggestion hanging in the air like a dare of its own.

      Sebastian paused. His instincts told him to shut it down before it escalated. Truth or dare was for children or drunk high schoolers, and Jordan was unpredictable. But for some reason, tonight, that unpredictability felt like something more. Something... inevitable.

      "Fine," Sebastian bit out, his jaw clenched. "You want a game? We'll play. But I won't play by your rules."

      Jordan laughed low, the sound smooth and unsettling, and Sebastian hated the way it sent a strange shiver down his spine. "We'll see about that."

      A silence stretched between them again, but this time it wasn't just the air that had grown thicker—it was the space they occupied, the gravity of things they were both trying to ignore. Jordan's eyes were heavy with intent as he stared at Sebastian. The game, as innocent as it might have seemed at first, had already taken a darker turn. Sebastian could see it in his eyes.

      Jordan spoke first. "Truth or dare?"

      "Dare," Sebastian answered immediately, the word falling from his lips with an ease that startled him. He wasn't backing down. Not this time.

      Jordan's grin deepened. "I dare you to kiss me."

      There was a moment of stillness, a beat of silence that stretched long and taut. Sebastian's heart thudded heavily in his chest. The rational part of him screamed to shut it down. To walk away. To ignore the burning pull of curiosity, of challenge. But the moment between them was too charged, too fragile to ignore.

      He stood, his movements slow and measured. Jordan's eyes followed him, too focused, too intent. And for just a split second, Sebastian hesitated. But then, with quiet, steady resolve, he moved. He leaned down, just enough to close the distance between them, his breath warm against Jordan's lips.

      The kiss was slow at first—almost a test. A touch, just to see how it felt. But it didn't stay that way. What started as something tentative, something calculated, ignited into something raw, unrestrained. Sebastian's lips pressed harder, his hand moving to Jordan's jaw to tilt his head just so, and Jordan met him with equal force, sitting upright as his fingers curled into the back of Sebastian's shirt, pulling him closer.

      And then there was no space left between them. No room to breathe, no way to deny the spark that had been there all along, flickering just beneath the surface. The kiss was deep, heated, as if they had both been waiting for this moment to finally explode.

      When they finally pulled away, both were breathless. Sebastian's chest was rising and falling with an intensity that matched the wild pulse in his veins. He didn't know what this was—didn't know what it meant—but the way his body reacted, the way his mind seemed to short-circuit, told him everything he needed to know.

      "Well, that was..." Jordan trailed off, his voice low and rough, the smile still on his lips but tinged with an emotion Sebastian couldn’t quite place. "I didn't think you had it in you."

      Sebastian's eyes narrowed, but the words didn't come. He wasn't sure what he was supposed to say. Because the truth was, it felt good. Too good. And that terrified him.

      The room was silent, heavy with what had just transpired. Neither of them made a move to leave. Neither of them could.

      In the morning, they'd pretend it meant nothing. Just a moment of weakness. But neither could deny the heat, the lingering tension between them, as they lay in that same room, the space between them charged in ways neither had anticipated.
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      Back at the office the next morning, life carried on.

      Sebastian and Jordan both insisted the kiss meant nothing, but every conversation between them now carried an edge, a tension that wasn't there before. In the break room, while colleagues chatted about weekend plans and quarterly targets, Sebastian's icy blue eyes met Jordan's mischievous hazel ones across the counter.

      "Morning, Sebastian," Jordan said with a casual grin as he grabbed his coffee. "Sleep well? Or did you lose any sleep thinking about our little performance last night?"

      Sebastian's jaw tightened.

      "I'm here to work, Jordan, not to discuss theatrics," he replied coolly, though his tone betrayed a hint of something deeper. He took a sip of his coffee, trying to focus on the figures on his tablet. But every time he glanced up, Jordan was watching him with a spark that made him both infuriated and, against his will, intrigued.

      Later that day, during a routine meeting, their banter was unusually driven. When Sebastian presented his plan for the merger, Jordan leaned back in his chair with that same carefree smirk and interjected, "So, Seb, you really believe your plan will outsmart the competition? Or are we just playing for pride here?"

      Sebastian's eyes flicked to Jordan as he spoke, and though his words remained professional, his tone was edged with something dangerously personal. "The numbers speak for themselves," he said. "I suggest you trust the data instead of your gut, if you want to avoid a costly mistake."

      A few heads turned, and a stifled chuckle escaped from one of the board members. But even as the laughter died away, the tension between them simmered, lingering like a secret neither could ignore.

      That evening, the corporate gala was in full swing. The event was held at an upscale hotel, in a grand ballroom draped in shimmering fabric and dotted with sparkling chandeliers. Guests in their finest suits and gowns floated through the space, engaging in polite conversation and sharing anecdotes about the year's business mishaps.

      Yet, amid the clinking of glasses and soft murmur of cultured conversation, Sebastian's focus was solely on Jordan.

      Jordan had arrived with a woman on his arm—a striking socialite with a confident smile and a flair for drama. They were the talk of the party. He laughed at her jokes, placed a possessive hand on her waist, and walked with an air of untouchable nonchalance. And yet, every time Jordan glanced toward Sebastian, his smile seemed to carry a hint of provocation.

      Sebastian, in his impeccably tailored suit, couldn't help but fix his gaze on Jordan. His jaw was set, his posture rigid. Even as he mingled with other executives, his mind raced with questions and a growing resentment that he struggled to hide.

      When a familiar colleague clapped him on the back and whispered, "You seem a little tense tonight, boss," Sebastian only managed a curt nod. He couldn't shake the image of Jordan's playful smirk—the one that seemed to say he was always a step ahead, always teasing out secrets that Sebastian desperately wished to keep hidden.

      As the evening progressed, the atmosphere grew more charged. The soft hum of background music provided a backdrop for a deeper, almost dangerous conversation that was happening in every glance, every smirk, every deliberate movement. And then, in a quiet corridor away from the prying eyes of the ballroom, the tension finally boiled over.

      The hallway was dimly lit, with only a few strategically placed lamps creating shadows on the polished floor. Sebastian found himself near the service entrance, trying to catch a breath away from the crowded gala. He was momentarily alone—until Jordan appeared at the other end of the hallway. The sight of him, still effortlessly cool and with that signature mischievous glint in his eye, made Sebastian's pulse quicken.

      "Enjoying yourself?" Jordan's voice was low, almost conversational, but every word was a provocation. He stepped closer, his pace unhurried, as if he had all the time in the world.

      Sebastian's eyes narrowed. "It appears you're having a blast with your... guest," he said dryly, his voice betraying none of his inner turmoil.

      Jordan shrugged, a sly smile curling on the edges of his lips. "I'm not one to let someone else hold the spotlight, Sebastian. Besides, wouldn't you rather see me dancing with someone else than cowering behind my back?"

      The challenge in his tone was palpable, and something in Sebastian snapped. Without warning, his hand shot out, grabbing Jordan by the wrist and pulling him into the shadowed corner of the hallway. For a moment, time seemed to stand still. The sounds of the gala faded into the background as their eyes locked together.

      "Stop it," Sebastian hissed, his voice strained, as he pressed Jordan closer.

      Before either of them could think twice, their lips met in a kiss that was far from the controlled, hesitant contact of before. This kiss was urgent—raw, desperate, laden with the weight of all the words that had built up over the past weeks.

      "Sebastian," Jordan whispered, his voice a mix of challenge and something softer, something that hinted at vulnerability. In that instant, Jordan's mind flashed back to their very first kiss—that recklessly stupid dare in a hotel room that had changed everything between them. He remembered the shock, the confusion, and the undeniable spark that had shot through him. Now, as their lips met again, those memories from last night surged back, blending with the heated present in a confusing, exhilarating rush.

      Sebastian's hand trembled slightly as it cupped Jordan's face. "This isn't a game, Jordan," he murmured, his voice thick with emotion. "I—" His words trailed off as he deepened the kiss, as if trying to convey every conflicted thought and hidden desire that lay buried within him.

      Jordan's lips were soft yet insistent, and he responded with equal intensity. "Oh, I know it's not a game, Seb," he replied, his tone husky. "But maybe we both need to stop pretending that we're in control all the time."

      For a long moment, the only sound in that secluded hallway was the rapid beating of their hearts and the whispered hum of their shared breath. When they finally broke apart, both were panting, their faces flushed with the heat of the encounter. The acknowledgment of their need for one another hung in the air like a secret too potent to hide.

      Sebastian stepped back, his eyes searching Jordan's for any sign of mockery, any hint that this was all just another dare. But Jordan's gaze was different now—softer, almost introspective.

      "I didn't expect that," Sebastian admitted quietly, trying to regain his composure, though his voice wavered with the raw intensity of the moment.

      Jordan chuckled lightly, a dry humor threading through his words. "Yeah, well, neither did I," he said, a wistful tone creeping into his voice. "Funny how everything can change in an instant."

      Sebastian looked away, running a hand through his hair, as if trying to smooth out the chaos that now seemed to have taken root in his thoughts.

      "This means nothing," he said firmly, though his eyes betrayed his uncertainty. "Just a lapse in judgment. We're professionals, Jordan."

      "Are we?" Jordan questioned, stepping a little closer, his voice dropping to a near whisper. "Because it feels like we're drowning in all these pretenses, Seb. Maybe we've been trying so hard to keep our masks on that we forgot what it feels like to be... real."

      For a moment, Sebastian's composure wavered. He wanted to deny it, to cling to the professional veneer he'd built over the years. But the look in Jordan's eyes, that same mischievous yet desperate look, made it impossible.

      "You know as well as I do that business is about control," he said finally, his voice steadier than he felt. "We can't let personal feelings interfere with our work."

      Jordan shook his head slowly, a wry smile tugging at his lips. "Maybe not," he admitted. "But what if sometimes, losing control is exactly what you need? What if... what if it makes you more human?"

      Sebastian turned away.
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      Sebastian's office door slammed shut behind Jordan, the sound echoing off the polished wood and sterile walls.

      It had been another long day of meetings and discussions surrounding the merger, but everyone had been so frustrated that every attempt to bridge a gap or tackle an issue had been utterly fruitless. The last meeting ended half an hour ago, when Sebastian almost had to physically restrain himself from starting a screaming match with Jordan, who shot down all of his suggestions.

      After the meeting, Sebastian had fetched a coffee from the break room. Jordan thought it was a good idea to corner him there, narrowly mentioning what had happened between them. Sebastian dropped his mug in the sink and angrily walked away. Unrelenting, Jordan followed him.

      Now, here in Sebastian’s private office, the air was suffocating. Both men were usually masters of their own domains—Sebastian with his cool, calculated demeanor, and Jordan with that roguish defiance that never seemed to fade. But now, all their carefully maintained facades were crumbling.

      "You're scared, aren't you?" Jordan said, his voice low and edged with both challenge and something painfully sincere. "Scared of feeling something real, something you've locked away for far too long."

      Sebastian whirled around, eyes dark with a mix of anger and hurt. "Don't start with that," he snapped, his tone tight. "You don't know anything about me."

      Jordan stepped closer, reducing the space between them until the scent of his aftershave and the faint trace of his cologne filled Sebastian's senses.

      "Oh, but I do," he said, his voice rising, "because every time you get a little too close, I see it—the way your hands shake, the way you tense up. You're afraid of me, of what I make you feel."

      "Afraid? I'm not afraid!" Sebastian's retort came out harsher than he'd intended. He pressed back against the large mahogany desk, as if leaning on it would somehow anchor him. "I'm in control. I don't let feelings get in the way of what needs to be done."

      Jordan's laugh was short, bitter. "Control? Look at you now, Seb. You're clinging to your desk like it's a lifeline. You used to be able to handle things. Now, you're so afraid of making a mistake that you've forgotten how to live."

      Sebastian's jaw tightened, and for a moment, the controlled mask he wore cracked. "I don't make mistakes, Jordan," he said through gritted teeth. "I run a business, not a playground."

      "But it's not just business, Seb," Jordan pressed, closing the gap further, until his hand reached out and lightly brushed the side of Sebastian's face. "It's life. It's emotion. And I'm tired of watching you pretend that you're above it all."

      Sebastian's eyes flashed, and in a sudden, explosive moment, his hand shot out and gripped Jordan's shirt, yanking him toward the desk.

      "Stop pretending!" he roared, his voice a mix of anger, desperation, and something that neither of them could hide anymore. Their bodies slammed together as Jordan was forced against the desk, the cool surface pressing into his back as Sebastian's fingers dug into the fabric of his shirt.

      "Sebastian, what—" Jordan began, his tone incredulous, but his words were swallowed by the heavy silence that followed. The office, usually a sanctuary of order and logic, had transformed into a battleground of raw, unfiltered emotion.

      Sebastian's control disintegrated in an instant, replaced by a desperate need to prove he wasn't the man Jordan accused him of being. His voice was hoarse as he growled, "I'm not afraid of anything."

      But deep down, he knew that was a lie—he was absolutely terrified of feeling something real, of exposing the vulnerable parts of himself he'd locked away.

      Jordan's eyes met Sebastian's, and for a heartbeat, the anger melted into something softer—a mix of pity and longing. "You're so damn afraid, Seb," he whispered, his voice trembling with both accusation and care. "Afraid that if you let yourself feel this, you'll lose control. You're scared of being hurt, of being vulnerable... like with your father."

      At the mention of a long-buried memory, Sebastian's eyes widened, and his grip faltered for just a second.

      The night his father had walked out on him—leaving a young, heartbroken boy to piece together shattered dreams—had defined so much of his life. His father had been one of the top businessmen in the country, and his actions were publicized to the point that little kid Sebastian couldn’t step out of the house without a reporter shoving a microphone in his face. To make matters worse, his mother did all she could to milk out the most money from the scandal.

      It was a wound he'd never allowed to fully heal, and now, here in his office, Jordan was forcing him to confront it.

      "Don't," Sebastian spat, his voice cracking as he tried to pull away, yet his body remained tense, as if caught in a web he couldn't escape. "Don't you dare bring that up."

      Jordan's expression softened, but his tone didn't lose its intensity. "Because it's all connected, Seb. You've built these walls because you're terrified of being abandoned, of feeling pain again. I'm not here to hurt you. I'm here to show you that maybe... maybe you don't have to be so alone."

      Before Sebastian could respond, the distance between them vanished. It wasn't calculated, it wasn't careful—his hands found Jordan's jaw, his fingers digging in as if to ground himself, and then he crushed their mouths together. The kiss wasn't just heated; it was consuming, a reckless clash of longing and fury. Jordan made a sound, somewhere between a gasp and a groan, as Sebastian pressed him back against the desk, his grip tightening like he was afraid to let go.

      The room felt smaller, the air charged, every breath shallow. Jordan's hands, once hesitant, now pulled at Sebastian's shirt, tugging it loose, fingers splaying against his skin as if desperate to memorize the feeling. Sebastian responded in kind, shoving Jordan's jacket off his shoulders, yanking at his tie with a roughness that sent a shiver down Jordan's spine.

      The tension had always been there, lurking beneath the surface of their sharp words and stolen glances. But now, it broke free, reckless and uncontrollable. Papers scattered as Jordan's back hit the desk, Sebastian bracing himself over him. The table lamp tipped over, crashed to the floor, and its soft glow was replaced by the harsh flicker of city lights bleeding through the office windows.

      Jordan's fingers tangled in Sebastian's hair, nails scraping against his scalp as their lips parted only to clash again. Desperation laced every movement, every stolen breath between them. The weight of their past, the years of restraint, it all unraveled in this frantic, uncontrolled moment.

      "Seb—" Jordan started, but the word dissolved into a strangled moan as Sebastian's teeth scraped along his jaw, his lips tracing a path to his throat. Jordan's legs wrapped around Sebastian's waist, pulling him closer, eliminating any remaining space between them. The desk groaned beneath them, trembling with every shift of their bodies.

      The sound of voices echoed down the hallway.

      Sebastian froze first, his body tensed, his breath heavy against Jordan's collarbone. Panic flickered in his eyes, the sharp contrast of fear slicing through the heat of the moment. Jordan's fingers tightened on his shoulders, as if anchoring him, as if daring him to let the world catch up.

      The door handle rattled.

      Sebastian jerked upright, pushing off Jordan with a speed that sent more papers flying. Jordan scrambled after him, hands shaking slightly as he adjusted his tie, his hair disheveled, lips kiss-swollen. Sebastian grabbed the lamp from the floor, shoving it back onto the desk just as a knock resonated from the other side.

      "Sebastian?"

      A voice from outside, sharp, questioning, felt far too close.

      “I heard a crash. Is everything okay?”

      "We’re going to get caught!" Sebastian hissed in a whisper, his grip tightening on Jordan's shirt as he pulled him away from the desk. They tumbled back in a flurry of movement, knocking over a stack of files in the process.

      "Relax," Jordan whispered without urgency, a wry smile tugging at his lips despite the danger of being caught. "It's just Paul from accounting."

      “All good!” Sebastian yelled to Paul outside. He straightened his tie like it could somehow pull his world back into order, but the tremor in his fingers betrayed him. The room was a wreck—papers everywhere, desk askew, the faint outline of Jordan's hands lingering like phantom heat on his skin. He needed to fix this. To fix himself.

      Jordan, of course, wasn't making it easy. He scoffed, arms crossed as he leaned against the desk, his shirt rumpled, lips still slightly swollen. "That was⁠—"

      "A mistake," Sebastian cut in, his voice sharper than intended. He wasn't looking at him. He was looking anywhere but at him.

      Jordan let out a dry laugh. "Right. A mistake. Just like last time. And the time before that." He pushed off the desk, stepping closer. "Face it, Seb. You don't make mistakes—you make choices. And you keep choosing me."

      Sebastian's jaw tightened. "You think this is a game?"

      "You're really gonna pretend that didn't just happen?"

      Silence. The kind that sucked the air out of the room. Sebastian knew this moment—he'd lived it before, different locations, different circumstances, but always the same argument. Always the same damn pull.

      Jordan wasn't wrong. He was scared. Not of what just happened, but of what it all meant. What it always meant.

      Jordan exhaled, shaking his head. "I used to think you'd get tired of running, but I don't think you know how to stop."

      Sebastian finally met his gaze, something raw and unreadable flashing in his eyes. "And what would you have me do? Risk everything?"

      “Maybe.” Jordan took another step, their bodies inches apart. "Because I sure as hell already have."

      Sebastian hated how much that got to him. He closed his eyes for half a second, long enough to shove everything back down. When he spoke, his voice was steady again, controlled. "We're done here."

      Jordan studied him, something softer flickering in his expression. "You keep saying that," he murmured, brushing past him toward the door. As he reached for the handle, he glanced back. "Let me know when you're ready to stop lying to yourself."

      And then he was gone.
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      Jordan made it halfway down the hall before the weight in his chest turned into something unbearable. He'd walked away from worse—hell, he'd made a habit of it—but this wasn't some nameless, forgettable fling. This was Sebastian Rhame.

      And no matter how much he told himself otherwise, Sebastian had never been easy to walk away from. Even when he was being a complete ass.

      Jordan passed by the elevator, ignoring it completely. He needed time to think, to be alone, and being trapped in a metal box for two minutes after what had transpired was sure to drive him to insanity. His hand was on the door to the stairwell when he heard footsteps behind him, fast and determined. Then⁠—

      "Don't," Sebastian said, voice low but sharp enough to make Jordan's fingers curl against the cool metal of the handle.

      Jordan let out a slow breath, forcing a smirk as he turned. "You gonna fire me now? Or are we just skipping ahead to the part where you pretend this never happened?"

      Sebastian didn't bite. Didn't even blink. His tie was still slightly loosened, his hair slightly out of place—small details that, on anyone else, wouldn't have meant a damn thing. But on Sebastian? It was proof that Jordan wasn't the only one unraveling.

      "You can lie to yourself," Sebastian said, stepping closer. "But you can't lie to me."

      Jordan scoffed. "That so?"

      "You were shaking," Sebastian said, quiet but certain. "After."

      Jordan stiffened. "Jesus. Don't flatter yourself."

      Sebastian didn't let him escape, closing the space between them. "Tell me I'm wrong."

      Jordan clenched his jaw. He could do this—throw up the usual defenses, make a joke, push until Sebastian got frustrated and let him go. He could do it.

      Except he didn't.

      Because the truth was, Sebastian wasn't wrong.

      Sebastian exhaled sharply and turned away, pacing a few steps before running a hand through his hair. "I don't do this," he muttered. "I don't do—" He gestured vaguely between them. "This."

      Jordan crossed his arms. "And what exactly is this?"

      Sebastian sighed, dragging a hand down his face. "You don't get it."

      "Then explain it to me," Jordan challenged. "Because from where I'm standing, you're the one who’s running."

      Sebastian hesitated, and for a second, Jordan thought he'd shut down like always. But then⁠—

      "My father," Sebastian said, voice quieter now. "When he wanted something, he owned it. Controlled it. People. Businesses. Even my mother." He exhaled, like saying it out loud made it harder to breathe. "That's how I grew up. Watching him pull strings, make people feel small. I swore I'd never be like that. That I’d never need someone badly enough to turn them into an extension of myself."

      Jordan's throat went tight.

      "So yeah," Sebastian said, meeting his gaze. "I push you away. Because I don't want to be him."

      For the first time since the start of this mess, Jordan didn't have a quick reply. Because beneath all the control, the sharp edges, the calculated distance—Sebastian was scared.

      And Jordan understood that feeling all too well.

      He swallowed hard. "You ever think maybe I'm not afraid of you controlling me?"

      Sebastian frowned. "What?"

      Jordan ran a hand over his jaw, suddenly feeling exposed in a way that had nothing to do with his wrinkled shirt or the fact that five minutes ago, they'd been tearing each other apart in an office.

      "My dad wasn't like yours," Jordan said, voice rough. "Didn't have to be. He just—he knew how to make you small without ever raising his voice. Without laying a hand on you. You make enough choices based on someone else's expectations, and suddenly, you're not making them at all."

      Sebastian's face softened.

      Jordan forced out a breath. "So yeah. You break free of that, you kind of become ungovernable. And you don't do ungovernable, which, if it was anyone else, wouldn’t scare me. But it’s not anyone else. It’s you."

      Silence.

      Then—

      Sebastian stepped closer, carefully, like he was approaching something fragile.

      "You're not small," he said quietly. "Not with me."

      Jordan let out a breath he hadn't realized he was holding. "And you're not your father."

      "Yeah," Sebastian murmured. "I know."

      For once, neither of them pulled away.

      "Come home with me," Sebastian blurted out. The way his eyes widened just a fraction suggested he was just as surprised at his words as Jordan was.

      “You mean it?” Jordan was scared to ask. Would Sebastian say no? Would he change his mind, leaving Jordan walking away alone once again?

      But Sebastian nodded. “I’ve never been more sure of anything else.”
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      Half an hour later, Jordan was parked right in front of Sebastian’s house.

      He watched in the driver’s seat as Sebastian pulled into the driveway. His headlights turned off and the man stepped out, walking to the front door. He lingered then, gaze on Jordan’s vehicle. Waiting.

      Before he stepped out, Jordan took a deep breath. He wasn’t used to feeling like this, like everything was moving out of control, but when he met Sebastian’s eyes, all he could feel was a sense of comfort. Sebastian was just as scared as he was, and it soothed him more than he liked to admit.

      Jordan got out of his car and made the small walk to Sebastian's doorstep.

      "Prove this isn't just about physical attraction," he challenged, his voice low but steady, holding something both dangerous and honest.

      Sebastian didn't answer at first. He stood there, letting the weight of the words hang between them. He'd spent so long hiding behind walls of control, not just with Jordan but with everyone. Letting someone close enough to see all the broken pieces? That was terrifying. But he had a feeling Jordan had always seen through him anyway.

      Sebastian stepped forward, closing the space between them. He reached for Jordan, cupping his face with hands that were far too careful at first, as if trying to convince himself it was okay to touch him like this. But when their lips finally met, it was slow, like he was savoring the moment, the promise of what was to come.

      There was nothing tentative about it. It was deep, pulling them both into a world where everything else disappeared. It wasn't about lust, not anymore. This was more—a raw, unapologetic meeting of everything they'd been avoiding.

      Sebastian kissed him harder then, more urgently. The kiss wasn't just a kiss anymore—it was a statement. A claim. Jordan kissed him back with equal force, his hands sliding up Sebastian's chest, tugging him closer. There were no barriers now, no masks. Just them, in the quiet of the night, letting the kiss say all the things they'd both been afraid to say aloud.

      "Sebastian," Jordan breathed, pulling away just enough to speak. "Don't hide behind the bullshit. I need to know—what's really going on in your head?"

      Sebastian exhaled, his voice rough. "I'm not used to this. To... being real. I've spent so long trying to control everything in my life that I didn't know how to let myself feel anything else. But with you... it's different."

      "Even when you think you're hiding. I've always seen you."

      That hit Sebastian harder than any confession, any truth he'd ever told himself. He kissed Jordan again, harder this time, pulling him in so close that the world outside seemed to evaporate. All that mattered was this—what they were building here, in this moment, with the echoes of everything that had come before them.

      As the kiss deepened, they moved inside. The pair stumbled toward the couch, the urgency of their hands matching the urgency of their feelings. Clothes were discarded, too slowly for the heat between them, but neither cared anymore. This wasn't about hasty moves or rushed moments. This was about what they wanted, what they'd needed all along but had been too afraid to take. The intensity was overwhelming, but so right. It was like finally being able to breathe after holding your breath for too long.

      Their bodies tangled together, skin against skin, as they explored the raw, aching connection between them. It wasn't just the physical—though that was plenty intense—it was the emotional unburdening. Sebastian's hands shook as he touched Jordan's skin, feeling every inch of him, like he needed to memorize it, to understand it in a way he'd never allowed himself to before.

      "You're not just a distraction," he whispered against Jordan's skin. "You're more. You've always been more."

      Jordan met his gaze, his voice a hushed promise. "I'm here, Seb. I've been here all along."

      And just like that, everything shifted. They were no longer hiding. There were no walls, no control. It was raw, beautiful, and terrifying all at once—but they faced it together. They took their time, slow and steady, learning each other's rhythms in a way they never had before. It was healing, in its own chaotic, beautiful way, a mix of passion and understanding that they both craved. Every touch, every whisper, was a way to piece them back together.

      Hours later, they were in bed, tangled in each other's arms, the soft, comforting weight of exhaustion settling over them like a blanket. The room around them was dim, cozy—the kind of quiet space that felt like it was made for them. No more pretenses. No more fear. Just the two of them, finally letting themselves be.

      Sebastian shifted, pulling the blankets over them both. He could feel Jordan's breath steadying next to him, the peaceful rhythm of their bodies syncing together in a way that felt more real than anything he'd known in a long time.

      "I used to think control was the only way to protect myself," Sebastian said softly, his fingers tracing patterns on Jordan's skin. "But I realized that sometimes, you have to let go. To let someone else in."

      Jordan's hand found his, their fingers lacing together. And that was enough.

      The quiet hum of the city outside felt far away, muted in the stillness of the room. They didn't need anything else. In this moment, it was just them—tangled in sheets, entwined in each other's lives, no longer afraid to be vulnerable.

      Sebastian looked over at Jordan, his heart still pounding from everything they'd shared, but in the best way possible. He smiled softly, squeezing Jordan's hand. "I think I'm starting to understand. We're in this. For real this time."

      Jordan grinned back, his lips curling into that quiet, confident smile that always made Sebastian's chest tighten. "Always, Seb. You don't get to back out now."

      Sebastian laughed, the sound soft but genuine, and for the first time in a long time, he felt the weight of everything lift from his shoulders. He wasn't alone anymore. They weren't alone.

      As the world outside continued to turn, they settled into each other, the warmth of the bed, the intimacy of the moment, and the undeniable truth that, for once, they'd found something worth holding onto.

      And for the first time, neither of them was planning on walking away.
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      Wild Card

      Jordan Mercer stared at the acceptance letter in his hands, the words blurring together as his father's voice droned on behind him.

      "Northwestern's business program is exceptional, of course, but I've spoken with Dean Morrison at Columbia. He's willing to hold a spot for you if you decide to reconsider. The connections you'd make there would be invaluable for your future."
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            YOUR NEXT PRIVATE ENCOUNTER AWAITS...

          

        

      

    

    
      What would you like to read next?

      

      You could try another Love-Hate Connection story:

      Love-Hate Connection: Burning Boundaries

      He wanted a headline. What he found was a heartbeat.

      

      Or another slow burn story:

      Bought for Pleasure: His to Keep

      When control turns to obsession, nothing is off-limits.

      

      Or would you like something different:

      Season’s Heat: Saving Christmas Eve

      When rescue turns to desire, the night heats up fast.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            YOUR FREE GIFTS!

          

        

      

    

    
      Join my mailing list and unlock exclusive bonus content:

      [image: sparkles] The untold backstory to this book.

      [image: sparkles]A FREE copy of Unforgettable Encounter and the exclusive bonus story tied to it.

      [image: sparkles] Early access to new releases, giveaways, and behind-the-scenes extras.

      

      Sign up for your free copy now!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THE AUTHOR

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Ryan Moore]
        

      

      Ryan Moore is an emerging M/M romance author known for steamy, emotionally charged stories. Inspired by the Pacific Northwest, he blends heartfelt emotion with irresistible heat.

      When he’s not writing, Ryan enjoys kayaking, hiking, and camping. He lives in Seattle with his golden retriever, Alex, and an endless coffee supply.

      
        
          [image: Golden Retriever - Alex]
        

      

      Find him at www.private-encounters.com and on social media at the links below.

      
        [image: Goodreads icon] Goodreads

        [image: Facebook icon] Facebook

        [image: Instagram icon] Instagram

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BY THE AUTHOR:

          

        

      

    

    
      Available Now:

      
        
        [image: sparkles] All 99¢ and Free on Kindle Unlimited [image: sparkles]

      

      

      

      Love-Hate Connection (Enemies-to-Lovers Romance)

      Irresistible Tension

      Friction and Fire

      Burning Boundaries

      Heated Rivalry

      Hostile Attraction

      

      Power & Possession (Billionaire Romance)

      Unforgettable Encounter

      
        
          	
        A Taste of Forever (Sequel)
      

      	
        Invisible Foundations (Prequel 1)
      

      	
        Gilded Inheritance (Prequel 2)
      

      

      

      The Billionaire’s Game

      
        
          	
        Before the Game (Prequel)
      

      	
        After the Fall (Sequel)
      

      

      

      Fortune’s Edge

      Ruthless Arrangement

      Private Terms

      

      Hidden Desires (Forbidden Romance)

      Unspoken Lust

      
        
          	
        Before the Walls (Prequel)
      

      	
        Unspoken Truth (Sequel 1)
      

      	
        Unspoken Hearts (Sequel 2)
      

      

      

      Silent Cravings

      Touch of Temptation

      Beneath His Shadow

      Forbidden Devotion

      

      Public Connections (Strangers-to-Lovers Romance)

      Unexpected Sparks

      Express Heat

      Chance Encounter

      Late Night Confessions

      In the Spotlight

      

      Bought for Pleasure (Escort Romance)

      Price of Desire

      Bound by Him

      A Dance of Shadows

      His to Keep

      Owed & Owned

      

      Beach Secrets (Summer Romance)

      Coastal Heat

      Hidden Currents

      Heatstroke

      Tropical Vice

      Island Fever

      

      International Heat (Cultural Exchange Romance)

      Heat Beyond Borders

      Lost in Translation

      Foreign Affair

      Passport to Passion

      Dust and Desire

      

      Season’s Heat (Holiday Romance)

      The Soldier’s Secret

      Homecoming Heat

      Saving Christmas Eve

      Christmas Tide

      Midnight Rescue

      

      Coming Soon:

      Fault Lines: After the Protest

    

  


  
    
      If you liked this book, I’d like to ask for a HUGE favor. Would you be so kind as to leave an honest review on Amazon? It would be very much appreciated!

      Click Here To Leave A Review.

      

      If there is anything you didn’t like, please drop me an email at Ryan@Private-Encounters.com. I really want to make sure you enjoyed the experience and learn from my mistakes!

      

      Thank you!

      

      
        
          [image: Ryna Moore]
        

      

    

  

OEBPS/images/social-facebook-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        A Love-Hate Connection Story
      


      		
        About Private Encounters:
      


      		
        Discover the Untold Story Behind This Book — and Get a Gift!
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        1. The Clash
      


      		
        2. Walking Disaster
      


      		
        3. Dare
      


      		
        4. Games You Play
      


      		
        5. When Enough is Enough
      


      		
        6. Losing Control
      


      		
        Your Next Private Encounter Awaits...
      


      		
        Your Free gifts!
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        BY THE AUTHOR:
      


      		
        One Last Favour
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/alex.jpg





OEBPS/images/image6.jpg
Ryan Mosre





OEBPS/images/social-goodreads-screen.png





OEBPS/images/social-instagram-screen.png





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/images/it-arc-jacket.jpg
RYAN MOORE






OEBPS/images/rtx-1f449.png






OEBPS/images/profile-picture.jpg





OEBPS/images/rtx-2728.png





