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A Love-Hate Connection Story

They were rivals. They were enemies. Now, they can't stay away.

Liam Hawkins built his empire through ruthless ambition, burying the past behind boardroom
deals and billion-dollar success. But when a critical business partnership forces him to work
alongside Reid Sawyer—his former college rival—Liam is faced with the one man who’s always
managed to get under his skin.

Reid is as infuriating as ever. Charismatic, reckless, and entirely too tempting. What starts as a
battle for control quickly spirals into something far more dangerous—a collision of passion and
power that neither of them can ignore.

The tension between them has always simmered beneath the surface. Now, it’s about to explode.
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One night. One dance. One unforgettable encounter.

Grayson Hart wasn’t supposed to be at the Westwood masquerade. Crashing an elite gala was a
risk, but he never expected Logan Westwood—a powerful billionaire who sees right through
him.

A stolen moment turns into a night of passion, but by morning, Grayson is gone. Logan never

lets anything slip through his fingers—and this time, he’s not letting Grayson go.

Unforgettable Encounter is a seductive MM romance packed with sizzling chemistry, high-
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Chapter 1: Collision Course

Liam sat at the head of the conference table, surrounded by the sharp, efficient minds that ran
the corporation he had spent a decade building. His eyes moved from face to face, a look of
calculated confidence on his own. The glass windows behind him framed the city like a backdrop
to a show only he was the star of—an empire in the making, and he was its untouchable king.
Every sharp line in his tailored suit, every calculated gesture, had been crafted for a singular
purpose: success.

No one could touch him here, not in his own domain.

The voices in the room buzzed around him, detailing projections, milestones, and corporate
strategies. The tone was professional, calm—until the announcement came.

"Liam," his assistant's voice broke through the hum, soft yet sharp enough to draw his attention.
She stood just outside the circle of executives, her eyes flicking nervously between the room and
the papers she held. "There's something you need to hear."

Liam arched an eyebrow. The meeting was already running long, the deals far too important to
be interrupted. "This better be good."

She handed him the note. His eyes scanned the words quickly, the room's discussions fading
into the background as his focus narrowed.

Reid Sawyer.

Liam's chest tightened with a snap of irritation. It couldn't be. The very name hit him like a
sudden punch to the gut—a name he hadn't heard in years, but carried a weight he hadn't
realized was there all this time.

Reid Sawyer. The man who had once stood as the embodiment of everything Liam despised in
college: the effortlessly charismatic, arrogant, brilliant-but-too-untouchable-for-his-own-good
type. Back then, they had been rivals in every sense of the word. Their competition stretched far
beyond grades and accolades. While Reid had been content to sail through life with that smile
and his carefully cultivated charm, Liam had pushed, fought, and bled for every inch of his
success.

And now? Now, they were supposed to work together. The note confirmed it.

Liam's jaw clenched, knuckles turning white as he crumpled the paper. There was no space for
this. He didn't need this distraction. He didn't need Reid—not now, not in the middle of one of
the most critical phases of his career.

The thoughts spiraled quickly. Memories of late nights filled with competing flashed uninvited.
Reid's smirk, his ability to glide through life without ever breaking a sweat—everything about



him had grated against Liam. And now, to think that he was going to share this part of his life—
the one he'd worked so damn hard for—with him?

It made Liam's blood run hot.

The meeting dragged on, but his focus had shifted. He could already hear Reid's voice in his
head, that smooth, silken tone that had a way of getting under your skin, a quiet arrogance
wrapped in the guise of ease. He imagined Reid striding into his office with that same damned
smile, offering his "help," suggesting his own grand plans as though they were the only ones
worth considering.

The man had always been too damn charming.

But what irked Liam more than Reid's charm was how effortless Reid made it all look, like it was
all a game. And no matter how hard Liam fought—no matter how many sleepless nights he put
in—he never quite seemed to reach that same level of natural finesse.

And yet, the worst part? The part he hated admitting to himself? Was that somewhere deep
down, Liam had always envied him.

Where Liam had fought for recognition, Reid was effortlessly given it. Where Liam had built his
name from the ground up, Reid was handed opportunity after opportunity, simply because he
had that thing—that inherent skill to make everyone else feel like they were the ones privileged
to be in his orbit.

Liam's grip tightened around the armrest, the leather creaking under his hand. He knew he was
right to be frustrated. He should be angry. And yet—there was that other feeling. The one he
couldn't quite tamp down, the one that had always simmered beneath the rivalry. The one that
had drawn him to Reid in the first place.

Attraction.
It was sickening. Ridiculous. But it was there.

His mind raced back to early college days, when they were more than just competitors. When a
touch, a glance, a brush of the hand in passing had lingered longer than it should have. How the
tension between them, charged with something deeper than just rivalry, had always hung in the
air like smoke.

He pushed the thought away, unnerved by it, but it stuck to him anyway.

The rest of the meeting passed in a haze. All Liam could hear now was the beat of his own heart,
the pounding rhythm that made him feel like he was standing on the edge of a precipice.

At the end of the day, when the rest of the team trickled out of the conference room, Liam
remained seated. He stared out the glass windows, his reflection sharp in the sleek surface.

Tomorrow, he'd have to deal with Reid. He'd have to face the man who had once been his rival —
and now his professional partner.

He didn't know how this was going to end. But he did know one thing for sure: it was going to be
a fight. And Liam never shied away from a fight.
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The next day, Liam arrived early, determined to set the tone. His office—all clean lines and
minimalist design—reflected the control he'd fought to maintain over every aspect of his life.

When his phone buzzed with a text from the lobby announcing Reid's arrival, Liam's stomach
clenched. He stood, straightening his already immaculate tie, and moved to the window. From
thirty stories up, Seattle stretched before him like a kingdom—his kingdom—all steel and glass
glittering in the rare morning sunshine.

"Mr. Hawkins?" His assistant's voice came through the intercom. "Mr. Sawyer is here."
Liam took one deep breath, settling his features into careful neutrality. "Send him in."

Liam's mind was barely settled when the door to his office opened with a soft click. Reid glided
into the room, smooth and effortless as ever, with that sharp, confident stride that always
seemed to cut through the tension in the air. His suit was a deep charcoal, tailored to perfection,
the kind of fabric that whispered of power and luxury. He was unbothered by the high stakes
Liam had spent years cultivating. Reid had always been unbothered.

"Well, well, if it isn't the corporate king himself," Reid's voice came as easily as the first breath of
air after a storm. His tone was light, almost mocking, but with that familiar undercurrent of
charm that made it impossible to dismiss.

Liam's jaw clenched as he turned to face him. Reid's grin was exactly as Liam remembered it—
infuriatingly confident, like he was in on a joke only he knew. The years between them seemed
to evaporate in an instant, and there they were, back at square one.

"Reid," Liam greeted, his voice flat. He stood and offered a hand, though the gesture felt
strangely foreign, too formal. He wasn't sure why the act felt like something of a truce, when all
he wanted to do was wipe that smirk off Reid's face.

Reid's hand met his with an easy grip, but it wasn't the handshake that unsettled Liam—it was
the electric jolt that ran up his arm, the quiet tension that thrummed between them. Their
fingers brushed too long, and for a split second, Liam felt it. That old pull. That unmistakable
charge.

His mind screamed to pull away, but Reid held firm, his grip lingering more than necessary.
Liam's pulse raced, a familiar irritation in his chest, but it wasn't just the anger that was there.
No, it was something deeper—something that burned hotter and faster than he cared to admit.

"Long time no see," Reid said, his voice low, but the playful glint in his eyes never faltered. "Still
trying to take over the world, or have you decided to rest on your laurels?"

Liam's hand jerked away as though it had been burned. "I don't need to rest, Reid. Some of us
actually work for what we get," he shot back, the words leaving his mouth without thought.

Reid chuckled, the sound like a rich drink poured into a glass. Smooth, deep, and impossible to
ignore. "I suppose that's one way to look at it." He shrugged, unruffled. "But, you know, I've
always thought there's more than one way to win the game."

Liam narrowed his eyes. Reid had always been good at making his words sound like
compliments, even when they were daggers wrapped in silk. It made Liam want to punch him,



but it also made him want to get closer, to understand how someone could be so effortless, so...
magnetic.

"Let's just get this over with," Liam said, tone clipped.

Reid's grin didn't falter. He merely walked toward the sleek conference table, placing his
briefcase down with a deliberate calmness that only added to Liam’s unease. Reid was too
comfortable in his skin, as always. The easy confidence he exuded seemed to make every room
feel like it was just a playground, and Liam was the one still struggling to catch up.

Liam forced himself to sit, his chair creaking under the weight of his growing frustration. He
couldn't let Reid see how much he was getting under his skin. He wouldn't fall for Reid's games.
Not now, not after all this time. He had built his life, his empire, without needing Reid's
approval. Without needing anyone's approval.

The meeting started, and for a while, it was all business. Talk of deals, strategies, and
projections. But every time Reid spoke, that smile of his never fully left, and every word felt like
it had some underlying message—something that threatened to pull at Liam's focus, make his
thoughts scatter.

And then, just as the conversation veered back to the specifics of the project, Reid leaned in
slightly, as though the words he was about to say were for Liam and only him.

"Still think you can do this without me, Liam?" Reid's voice dropped, smooth as velvet, with an
edge that was impossible to ignore. "You know, I don't mind being the bad guy in your story. But
it might be a lot easier if we work together."

Liam's blood boiled at the implication, the suggestion that Reid held any kind of power over
him. But worse than that was the feeling that he wanted to listen to Reid. He wanted to hear
what came next, wanted to know how Reid would try to pull him into his orbit again.

"I don't need you," Liam said through gritted teeth. "I never have."

But the words didn't sound convincing, even to him. The truth was that as much as he fought, as
much as he wanted to shove Reid out of his life, the man had a way of slipping under his skin, of
making everything seem easier than it was.

Reid's gaze never left him, his smile widening as if he could read every flicker of uncertainty in
Liam's eyes.

"Maybe not," he said casually, "but you don't mind the challenge, do you?"

Liam's heart thudded heavily in his chest. He didn't answer.

The room felt suddenly too small, the walls pressing in on him, every breath coming heavier
than before. Liam's thoughts were a mess. Reid's words swirled around him, too tempting, too
close. The attraction simmered beneath everything—the unspoken tension from years ago that
neither of them had ever fully addressed.

But Liam wouldn't give in. He wouldn't let Reid win. Not this time.

As the meeting came to a close, both men stood, their eyes locking for a moment longer than
necessary. Reid's smirk was gone now, replaced by something that was harder to read. But in
that lingering look, something unsaid hung in the air, thick and undeniable.



The door clicked softly behind Reid as he left, and Liam stood there, his mind in turmoil. He
hadn't asked for this. He didn't want this. But deep down, he knew that the battle had just
begun.

And he was already losing.



Chapter 2: Pressure Points

The office was silent except for the soft hum of computers and occasional shuffle of papers. The
fluorescent lights flickered every now and then, casting an unsteady glow over the sleek, glass-
walled conference room. Outside, the city lights twinkled, distant and unreachable. But inside,
everything was close. Too close.

Liam's eyes burned from hours of staring at his computer screen, numbers and charts blurring
together. He leaned back in his chair, trying to stretch out the tension in his shoulders. His
fingers ached, but it wasn't the work that made him feel so on edge. It was Reid.

The project they'd been forced to collaborate on had spiraled into something neither of them
expected. What started as a professional partnership had quickly become a warzone. Every
decision felt like a battle, every discussion a fight for control. And as always, Reid was there in
the thick of it, with that infuriating grin that made everything more complicated than it should
have been.

It wasn't just the arguments that got under Liam's skin; it was the way Reid did it. The way he
leaned in too close during meetings, his breath brushing past Liam's ear as he offered his
opinions. The way his gaze lingered a fraction too long when their eyes met, as if he could see
through every wall Liam built, every piece of armor he put on.

Liam hated it. And he hated that he couldn't stop feeling the pull every time Reid crossed into
his space.

He clicked through his emails with more force than necessary, fingers tapping impatiently
against the desk. The door to the conference room opened, and there was that unmistakable
sound of polished leather shoes clicking against the floor.

Reid.

Liam didn't look up at first. He didn't need to. The air changed the moment Reid entered—a
subtle shift that vibrated with tension. It was always like this when they worked late. The
pressure of the deadlines, the exhaustion of the long hours, but beneath it all, something
heavier. Something unspoken.

Reid moved to the table with that easy, calculated pace of his, setting down his leather folder
with an audible thud. His jacket, still impeccable despite the late hour, caught the overhead
lights just right, and for a split second, he looked almost too good to be in this room, in this
moment.

"Still at it?" Reid asked, his voice smooth, like he was enjoying the challenge more than Liam
could stand. "I thought you'd be ready to wrap it up by now."

Liam's lip curled into a tight, humorless smile. "I would, but some of us are still trying to fix the
mess you've made."



Reid's smile didn't falter. He knew exactly what he was doing, that every word he said was a
spark waiting to ignite an argument neither of them would back down from. It was a game they
both played, but it felt more like a war every time.

"Is that so?" Reid's voice was low, almost contemplative as he walked closer, taking his seat
opposite Liam. His eyes didn't leave him, the intensity in them sending a rush of heat to Liam's
chest.

"You think I'm the one messing this up?" Liam leaned forward, his palms pressed flat against
the cool surface of the table. "Maybe you're too busy trying to make everything about you to
notice how far off we're drifting."

Reid's chuckle was soft, the kind that told Liam Reid was enjoying this far too much. "You know,
you're cute when you're angry." The words were spoken with casual arrogance, but underneath
them was a challenge—a dare. As if Reid knew exactly what was happening. As if he was daring
Liam to do something about it.

Liam's blood heated. He opened his mouth, ready to fire back, but he stopped himself. It wasn't
about the project anymore. It hadn't been for a while. Every conversation felt like it was leading
somewhere else. Every touch, every glance was a slow burn. The way Reid leaned in a little too
close, the way their hands brushed as they exchanged files, the way his eyes never seemed to
stray too far from Liam's. It was all so painfully... close.

But no. Not this time. He wasn't going to give in.

"You think this is some game, don't you?" Liam's voice was harsher than he intended, the words
biting into the space between them.

Reid didn't respond right away. Instead, he reached across the table, one hand resting lightly on
the edge of Liam's folder, fingers grazing the paper in a slow, deliberate motion. The brief touch
made the hair on Liam's neck stand up. He could feel it—the heat of Reid's hand, just inches
from his own. Their eyes met, and the moment stretched between them like a taut wire, about to
snap.

Liam's pulse raced in his throat, jaw clenched so hard he could feel his teeth grinding together.
He fought against the sudden urge to reach out, to close the distance between them. He could
feel Reid's gaze on him, the weight of it heavy, like a pressure building in his chest.

"Is it?" Reid's voice was almost a whisper, but there was nothing casual about the way he spoke
now. It was an invitation. A challenge. A provocation.

Liam's fingers curled into fists, nails digging into his palms as he tried to steady himself. He
refused to let Reid get under his skin like this.

"I'm not here to play games, Reid," he said, the words low, a warning.

Reid tilted his head slightly, his lips curling up into that damnable smirk. "I didn't think you
were."

For a long moment, neither of them moved. The silence stretched, tension crackled in the air
like static electricity, and Liam's every nerve was on fire.

It wasn't just the meetings anymore, nor the work. It was something else—something far more
dangerous, intoxicating.



Liam hated it. Hated how easily Reid could pull him in, how easily his words, his presence, his
touch could unravel everything.

But the longer they sat there, the more it became impossible to ignore.

Reid pushed the chair back slightly, his hand brushing against Liam's as he rose to his feet, the
brief contact sending another shock through Liam's system.

"I think we're done here for tonight," Reid said, his voice calm, as though the air between them
hadn't just crackled with everything they weren't saying.

Liam nodded stiffly, pushing the thoughts and feelings back down, shoving them into his mind’s
deepest corners. He wasn't going to fall for this. He wasn't going to let Reid win.

But as Reid turned to leave, Liam's eyes followed him, and he couldn't help but wonder if it was
already too late.
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Morning brought no respite. Their project—redesigning the central business district for Seattle's
most prestigious developer—was tangled in competing visions. Liam's clean, stark lines against
Reid's organic flow. Pragmatism versus aesthetic audacity.

By ten, the office hummed with activity, and even the largest conference room felt suffocating
when Reid arrived for their meeting. Liam's staff exchanged glances, having learned to sense the
electric tension that crackled whenever the two shared space.

"Your cost projections are off," Liam said without preamble, sliding a folder across the polished
table.

Reid didn't even glance at it. Instead, he dropped a flash drive beside Liam's hand, his fingers
grazing Liam's knuckles.

"And your timeline is wishful thinking," Reid countered, letting the touch linger a fraction too
long. "I've run new simulations. The foundation alone needs another four weeks."

The meeting deteriorated from there, professional disagreements barely masking the personal
struggle underneath. Liam's team fell silent, witnessing what had become a familiar dance of
dominance between the two men.

By afternoon, tempers frayed. The meeting room emptied until only Liam and Reid remained,
locked in a heated debate over structural integrity that had nothing to do with buildings and
everything to do with power.

"You're being deliberately obtuse," Reid accused, loosening his tie as Seattle's rare heat wave
penetrated even the climate-controlled office.

Liam's eyes tracked the movement, a momentary distraction he couldn't afford. "And you're
being reckless," he countered, voice tight. "Just like always."

"I don't think you're getting the point here, Liam.” Reid’s voice was smooth, clearly savoring the
taste of every syllable. “Maybe you're just not cut out for this."



Liam took a deep breath. He could feel the heat of Reid's proximity, the sharp scent of his
cologne mingling with the air of the room. It was suffocating. The weight of it pressed on him,
like a storm cloud waiting to burst.

"You have a habit of thinking you know everything, don't you?" Liam snapped.

Reid tilted his head, his lips curling into that infuriating smirk. "You're just angry because I'm
better at this than you."

Liam knew he was trying to provoke a reaction. Unfortunately, it worked.

Liam's breath hitched in his throat. The air between them crackled with tension. He wanted to
shove Reid away, knock that smirk off his face. But there was something else—something
darker, something far more dangerous. He could feel it burning in his chest, making his heart
race, his skin flush.

Reid took another step forward, leaning in just a little too close, his breath brushing over Liam's
cheek. Liam's fists clenched harder, nails digging into his palms. The proximity was unbearable.
The tension between them was palpable, a magnet pulling them together even as they tried to
fight it.

"Just admit it, Liam." Reid's voice dropped an octave, his tone softer, more dangerous. "You're
frustrated because you can't control this. Can't control me."

The accusation struck deep. Safety had been Liam's obsession since childhood. Foster care had
taught him harsh lessons about insecurity, about how quickly everything could be taken away.
His meticulous planning, his controlled approach to every aspect of life—these weren't just
professional traits. They were survival mechanisms.

Liam's teeth ground together, entire body tight with restraint. He wanted to step back. He
wanted to put space between them, but he couldn't. Not anymore. He was suffocating, and the
only thing he could think about was how close Reid was. How close he had always been.

"You're reckless, Reid," he spat, moving toward him. "And you don't even care about the
consequences."

"Maybe I don't," Reid replied, a challenge in his voice, and that was it—that was the line they
had both been tiptoeing. The moment they both knew was coming but neither of them was brave
enough to face.

"That's always been your problem," Liam continued, unable to stop the words tumbling out.
"You've never had to worry about consequences, or picking up the pieces when everything falls
apart. Some of us didn't have that luxury."

Something flickered in Reid's eyes—a flash of hurt, quickly masked. "You think you know me so
well," he said, voice dangerously quiet. "You've spent a decade creating this version of me in
your head—this privileged golden boy who never struggled a day in his life. It's bullshit, Liam.
Complete bullshit."

The air thickened, the tension in the room so palpable it was suffocating. They were too close
now, too near to ignore the heat between them. Liam could feel Reid's breath against his skin,
hot and steady, and everything in him screamed to take control. To do something. To make Reid
see—feel—the same thing he was.



Lightning flashed outside, illuminating Reid's face in stark relief—the sharp angle of his jaw, the
intensity in his eyes, the slight tremble in his hands. Thunder followed seconds later, rumbling
through the building like a physical manifestation of the tension coiling between them.

Without thinking, Liam roughly pulled Reid by the collar. He saw Reid's eyes flash with surprise,
but it only lasted a moment before they darkened with something far more dangerous. The room
seemed to shrink as they collided, the force of their bodies pressing together, as if the air had
been sucked out of the space. Reid's hands gripped Liam's shoulders, spinning him until Liam's
back was slammed against the wall.

The impact ricocheted through Liam's body, his head spinning, but the pain didn't register. The
only thing he could focus on was Reid's body, so close, so powerful. He could feel the heat
radiating off him, the steady rise and fall of his chest.

The kiss was sudden, rough, aggressive. Their lips collided in a clash of heat and frustration, the
taste of salt and adrenaline on their tongues. Liam could feel Reid's body press hard against his,
filling the small space between them. It was a battle, each of them trying to dominate, take
control. Their hands were everywhere—gripping, pulling, tugging—clothes shifting, bodies
pressing closer, as if they couldn't get enough of each other.

Liam's head spun, his heart hammering in his chest. Every inch of him felt alive with sensation.
He could taste Reid's anger, his arrogance, and underneath it, something else—something raw,
burning hotter than the frustration that had been building between them for weeks.

But the kiss didn't last. It was too much. Too raw, too real.

Liam broke away first, pulling back so quickly it felt like a jolt of electricity shot through his
veins. He gasped for air, hands trembling slightly as he wiped his mouth, as if that would
somehow erase what had just happened, what they had just shared.

Reid's breathing was just as ragged. His eyes, dark and stormy, locked onto Liam's, the tension
between them unbearable. Neither of them spoke, silence stretching between them like a taut
wire. But neither of them looked away, not yet.

"Damn it," Liam muttered, his hands curling into fists again. He couldn't look away from Reid,
couldn't stop himself from feeling the heat that still lingered in the air between them.

Reid smirked, his lips still swollen from the kiss. "What's the matter, Liam? Don't tell me you're
going to pretend that didn't just happen.”

Liam swallowed hard, trying to steady himself, trying to force his body to obey. He wasn't going
to let Reid win. Not this time. Not like this.

"I don't know what game you're playing, but it's not funny," Liam growled, his voice rough, a
little too harsh. "This—whatever the hell that was—changes nothing. We're still working
together, and I still don't trust you."

“Trust?” Reid raised an eyebrow, his fingers brushing his lips, a mockingly thoughtful look
crossing his face. "You think I care about your trust? I know exactly what you're feeling, Liam.
You're frustrated, confused. And you don't know how to deal with it."



Liam stepped back, running a hand through his hair, trying to shake off the feeling that still
clung to him. The kiss was a mistake. He had to keep telling himself that. He had to keep
pushing the feeling aside, or it would swallow him whole.

But Reid wasn't done. Of course, he wasn't. He never was.

"Tell me, Liam," Reid said, his voice softer now, almost teasing. "Was that kiss really just a
mistake? Or are you just afraid to admit that you want more?"



Chapter 3: Pushing Boundaries

After their confrontation at the office, the tension had transformed into something more
precarious. Their interactions became a choreographed dance of avoidance and deliberate
provocation. For two weeks, they'd maintained a careful distance, with Reid deferring to Liam in
meetings with calculated politeness that fooled everyone but Liam himself.

The project's next phase required close collaboration, trapping them in endless meetings,
forcing proximity neither was prepared to handle. Every day was an exercise in restraint, every
encounter charged with the memory of that kiss—the one they never spoke about but couldn't
forget.

Reid was sitting too close. Too close for comfort. The conference room was supposed to be a
space of collaboration, but the air between them was charged with something more treacherous.
The tension, thick and suffocating, clung to their every move.

Liam tried to focus. His fingers gripped his pen too tightly, knuckles turning white, mind racing
through the numbers on the page. But no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't escape him. The
warmth of Reid's body was like a magnet, drawing him in.

And then, a brush of fingertips along his inner thigh, fleeting but undeniable.

Liam froze. His body went still for a fraction of a second, a split moment of shock, before heat
surged through him, raw and unsettling. Reid's hand had slid beneath the table, so casual, so
easy, brushing against him like it was nothing. A small, simple touch, yet so loaded with
intention. It burned through him, all the way to his core.

His jaw clenched. Liam turned slightly to the side, shifting in an involuntary attempt to put
space between them. But it was too late. He could still feel it—Reid's presence, a pressure that
weighed heavier than the table between them.

He needed to breathe.

A steady exhale left his lips, but inside, a storm was building. He was furious, enraged, but there
was something else. Something dark and thrilling, something he couldn't pinpoint exactly. His
mind whirled, the professional mask cracking bit by bit. Focus, damn it, he told himself. But it
was futile.

The words on the page blurred, and the constant hum of Reid's voice barely registered. It wasn't
the ideas he was offering that cut through him like a razor; it was the way his gaze lingered, the
knowing smirk that curled at the edge of his lips, the way his voice caressed the words, like a
whisper designed to pull him in.



Liam's pulse was erratic. His body was screaming at him to push Reid away, to get the hell out of
this damn room, find space to breathe. But every time he turned, every time his eyes met Reid's,
that pull, that magnetism, shifted the air.

Reid had always been like this. So damn confident. So sure of his place in the world. But now, it
wasn't just cocky self-assuredness that set him apart. It was something else—something so
intense that Liam could taste it. It was raw and primal, something neither of them could ignore,
though both of them tried.

Liam cleared his throat, hoping the tension in his voice wouldn't betray him. "You're still
missing the point." He leaned forward slightly, trying to regain some semblance of control. But
even as the words left his mouth, he could feel it—the weight of Reid's attention pressing down
on him.

Reid's eyes gleamed. A subtle tilt of his head. And then, the briefest brush of his leg against
Liam's under the table. Just a touch, a fleeting graze that made Liam's breath catch again. His
hands, which had been gripping the pen too tightly, went slack. The muscles in his jaw
tightened, but his eyes never left Reid's.

Liam wasn't going to let this—whatever it was—happen. Not here. Not now.

But the pull was too strong. It had always been there, buried beneath their rivalry, beneath every
argument and fight.

Every look they'd exchanged since that first meeting was another thread, another tug at the
distance between them. And now, sitting side by side in this conference room, the distance was
disappearing. Disintegrating.

He should stand up. He should walk out. But he didn't. He stayed, rooted to the spot, his body
betraying him with every beat of his heart.

Reid leaned just a little closer, his voice low, almost teasing. "Are you sure you're seeing things
clearly, Liam? Or are you too distracted?"

The words were taunting, but the way Reid said them—like he knew exactly what he was doing—
made Liam's blood boil. That was the problem. Reid had always been able to get under his skin
with that smirk, with that charm.

But now, it was something different. Liam shifted in his seat, his leg brushing against Reid's, the
barest touch. But it felt like a jolt of electricity, quick and violent, leaving him breathless.

He gritted his teeth. Focus. You can't let this happen.

Reid was pushing him, pulling him, like a rope being tugged at both ends, and Liam was so
damn close to snapping. His thoughts blurred into a haze of frustration and desire, a chaotic
storm that left him gasping for air.

Every time he tried to concentrate on the project, his mind was pulled back to Reid—how his
voice sank into the room, how his eyes darkened with that ever-present challenge. The touch
that still lingered like fire against his skin. Reid's voice, teasing, yet somehow laced with a
challenge that Liam couldn't ignore, broke through his thoughts. "You're distracted again, Liam.
Something on your mind?"



There was a wealth of meaning in that question—an acknowledgment of what had happened
between them, the kiss they'd shared and never discussed, the way they'd been circling each
other like predators. It was a deliberate provocation, and Liam knew it.

Liam's lips pressed together, eyes narrowing, every part of him screaming to push Reid away. To
regain control. But the moment their eyes locked, the world seemed to disappear. The only thing
left was the weight of their proximity, something primal, that neither could outrun.

"I'm not distracted," Liam finally bit out, his voice tight. The words were a lie, and they both
knew it.

Reid's smirk deepened, gaze unrelenting. "You know, it's hard to stay focused when you can't
even keep your thoughts straight."

Liam's fist slammed onto the table with a quiet thud. He couldn't take it anymore.

But Reid didn't back down. He leaned closer again, just inches from Liam's ear. The heat of his
breath against Liam's skin sent another shiver racing through him, a quiet thrill that he couldn't
suppress.

"You're just afraid," Reid's voice was an intimate whisper. "Afraid of what this is."

Liam closed his eyes, swallowing hard, fighting the heat that crawled up his neck. "Shut up," he
rasped, but his voice cracked under the weight of the words, under the undeniable truth.

When he opened his eyes, Reid was watching him with an intensity that stole his breath. There
was hunger there, unmasked and unapologetic, but something else too—a vulnerability that
Liam had never associated with Reid. For a fleeting moment, Liam glimpsed past the arrogance,
the confidence, to something raw—a need that mirrored his own.

Reid's hand brushed against Liam's leg once more, and this time, Liam didn't pull away. He
couldn't. He was already too far gone.

The battle had already been lost.
And they both knew it.

KEFHX

The company's quarterly mixer should have been a respite—neutral territory where they could
maintain professional distance. Instead, it became another battlefield in their private war of
attrition.

Liam arrived first, immaculate in a navy suit that emphasized the breadth of his shoulders, the
lean lines of his body. He worked the room with practiced ease, the consummate professional,
though his eyes continually drifted to the entrance, anticipating Reid's arrival with a mix of
dread and something darker.

When Reid finally appeared, the energy shifted. He commanded attention without effort,
moving through the crowd with that easy grace that had always infuriated Liam. His charcoal
suit was perfectly tailored, smile genuine as he greeted colleagues, but his eyes found Liam
immediately, a moment of recognition that felt like a physical touch across the crowded space.



They circled each other all evening, maintaining a careful distance. Conversations were
performative, smiles tight, each interaction loaded with subtext only they understood.

"Your revised proposals impressed the board," Reid said during one brief exchange, standing
close enough that Liam could smell his cologne—something woody and expensive. "They
particularly liked the sustainable elements."

It was a professional compliment, nothing more, yet Liam felt it like a caress. "Your presentation
helped," he conceded, the nearest thing to praise he'd given Reid since they'd begun working
together.

Something flickered in Reid's eyes—surprise, perhaps pleasure. The moment stretched between
them, heavy with possibility.

Later, as the event wound down, Liam found himself alone on the balcony, savoring the cool
night air and rare moment of peace. The distant sounds of the party filtered through the glass
doors, but out here, he could breathe.

"Hiding?" Reid's voice cut through the silence as he stepped outside, two glasses of whiskey in
hand. He offered one to Liam, their fingers brushing during the exchange.

"Strategic retreat," Liam corrected, accepting the drink.

Reid leaned against the railing beside him, close enough that their shoulders nearly touched.
"From what?"

The question hung between them, loaded with meaning.

"You know exactly what," Liam replied. He took a sip of whiskey, welcoming the burn.
Reid's laugh was soft, genuine in a way his public persona rarely allowed. "Always so direct."
"One of us has to be."

The silence that followed wasn't uncomfortable—it vibrated with tension, yes, but also with
something like understanding. For the first time, they weren't fighting. They were just existing
in the same space, acknowledging the force between them without trying to dominate it.

"We could be good together," Reid said finally, the words carrying weight beyond their
professional implications. "If you'd stop fighting me at every turn."

Liam turned to face him fully. In the dim light of the balcony, Reid looked different—the sharp
edges softened, the arrogance tempered with something more complex. "Is that what you want?
For me to stop fighting?"

"No," he admitted. "I just want you to admit that the fight is only part of it."

The honesty was disarming. Liam found himself without a ready response, caught between
desire and the habit of resistance that had defined their relationship for so long.
"Liam," Reid said, his voice suddenly husky. "This isn't just about the project anymore. It never

"

was.

Before Liam could respond, the balcony door opened, spilling light and sound into their private
moment. A group of colleagues emerged, forcing them apart, the moment lost but the words
lingering in the night air.



The rest of the evening passed in a blur of professional small talk and stolen glances, both men
keenly aware that something fundamental had shifted. Neither knew exactly what came next,
but both understood that their carefully maintained equilibrium was breaking down, giving way
to something neither could fully control.

And for men who had built their careers on control, that was the most terrifying prospect of all.



Chapter 4: Hotel Room - Confinement and
Confrontation

Their next project milestone required travel—a site visit to Portland where their client was
expanding operations. The trip should have been routine. A short flight, meetings, then home.
But a sudden storm system had shut down all flights back to Seattle, stranding them overnight.

The suite was far too small for the distance between them. High-end furnishings and luxurious
amenities couldn't mask the uncomfortable weight of the air. The glass walls framed the city's
skyline, but neither man noticed the view. The room, immaculate and sterile, felt like a cage.

Late October in Portland brought sheets of relentless rain, hammering against the windows with
a rhythm that only heightened Liam's awareness of their isolation. The client had apologized
profusely for the inconvenience, offering them a night in the city's most exclusive hotel. With
every other traveler stranded by the same storm, accommodations were scarce.

"Only one room left," Reid had said earlier, his voice just shy of smug. "Unless you want to sleep
on the floor."

Liam had narrowed his eyes, the tightness in his chest not from the situation but the company
he was forced to keep. But with the meeting with investors the next day, neither of them could
afford to miss a night's sleep. Begrudgingly, they'd agreed.

Now, standing here in the room with the door closed behind him, Liam was regretting it more by
the second.

Reid didn't seem to care. Of course he didn't. He was always so damn unbothered, like nothing
could touch him. His gaze was focused on the window, as if pretending this wasn't happening.
As if the man he was sharing this space with didn't feel the undeniable tension that made the air
thick with unspoken words.

Liam shifted his weight from foot to foot. He should've known it wouldn't be easy. Being here
with Reid was like being locked in a room with fire and gasoline. One wrong move, and
everything would burn.

"So," Liam started, clearing his throat, "where do you want to sleep?"

Reid half-turned, the barest glint of amusement in his eyes. "I've got the bed." His tone was
flippant, as if the arrangement was nothing more than a small inconvenience. But Liam saw
through it.

"Of course you do," Liam muttered, mostly to himself. The bed was the one thing that couldn't
be ignored. It loomed between them like a threat.



Reid shrugged out of his suit jacket, draping it carefully over the back of a chair. The simple act
of removing a layer felt oddly intimate in the confined space. Liam averted his eyes, busying
himself with unpacking his laptop for a makeshift workspace at the desk.

"We should finalize the presentation for tomorrow," he said, voice deliberately neutral. Work
was safe. Work could anchor them, keep other tensions at bay.

Reid nodded, moving to stand behind Liam as he booted up the computer. He leaned over
Liam's shoulder to see the screen, close enough that his breath stirred the hair at Liam's nape. It
was unnecessary—the desk was large enough for them both to sit side by side—yet Reid chose
proximity.

For an hour, they worked in this strange limbo, discussing schematics and budgets with voices
that grew increasingly strained. The professional veneer wore thinner with each passing minute,
the real conversation—the one about what was happening between them—simmering just below
the surface.

The argument started small, just a ripple in the tense silence that had settled over them after the
awkwardness of the last hour. They both knew it was coming—this was the storm they'd been
dancing around since the moment they stepped into the room. Their project had been fraught
with tension for days, every disagreement a new spark, a flare-up that threatened to burn them
both alive.

Liam stood by the window as Reid flipped through the pages of the project binder. He could feel
the heat of Reid's presence just behind him, the weight of the silence unbearable.

"I'm telling you," Reid's voice was deceptively calm. "Your approach to this isn't going to work.
You're trying to play it safe again."

Liam's jaw clenched. His fingers gripped the edge of the desk, the cool metal biting into his
palms. He could feel the anger building, a familiar rush of frustration. It wasn't just the project
anymore—it was everything. The constant power struggle, the way Reid always made everything
feel like a challenge. Every word, every touch, felt like a game of dominance and submission.

"My approach is calculated,”" Liam snapped, his voice tight. "You're trying to rush things. We're
dealing with professionals here, Reid. You want to take unnecessary risks, and you're going to
jeopardize everything."

Reid didn't flinch. His gaze was unwavering, dark eyes locked on Liam with an intensity that
made his stomach tighten. "Calculated," he muttered, mocking. "Calculated doesn't win, Liam. It
keeps you stuck in the same damn place."

The rain intensified outside, battering the windows like a manifestation of Liam's growing
frustration. Lightning flashed, momentarily illuminating the room in stark white light, catching
the sharp angles of Reid's face, the defiant set of his jaw.

"You think you know everything?" Liam's voice was low, dangerous. His hands balled into fists
at his sides. "You're so full of yourself."

Reid stepped forward, his presence overwhelming. "Maybe I do know better than you," he
growled, the words dripping with arrogance. "I'm tired of playing it your way, of being held back
by your—what's the word?—safety net."



The air thickened, the tension in the room so palpable it was almost suffocating. They were too
close now, unable to ignore the heat between them. Liam felt Reid's breath against his skin, hot
and steady, and everything in him screamed to take control. To do something. To make Reid
see—feel —the same thing he was.

Lightning flashed again, illuminating Reid's form in stark relief—the intensity in his eyes, the
slight tremble in his usually steady hands. Thunder followed seconds later, rumbling through
the building.

Without thinking, Liam surged forward, slamming his lips onto Reid’s with a recklessness both
were surprised by. Reid was quick to react, tugging him closer by the belt loop of his pants. The
space disappeared as they collided, bodies pressing together. Reid’s hands moved to his hips,
pulling, gripping, pressing against him.

It was a battle, each of them trying to dominate, take control. Reid's hands wandered, on his
chest, his neck, his hips, pulling him in. The kiss deepened, and for a split second, everything
else disappeared. No project, no argument, no rules. Only the fury of their bodies remained,
colliding in a chaotic rhythm, hungry and relentless.

When Reid finally broke the kiss, gasping for air, his eyes locked onto Liam's with an intensity
that felt like a challenge—like they were standing on the edge of something darker than anything
they'd ever imagined.

Liam's heart raced. His hands were clutching Reid's shoulders, like he was holding on for dear
life. "What the hell is this?" he whispered.

Reid's lips curled into a smirk, but it wasn't triumphant. It wasn't anything like that. "I think we
both know what this is."

For the first time, in that moment, it hit Liam—he wanted this. He wanted Reid.
Reid leaned in, his lips brushing against Liam's ear. "I won't stop, Liam. Not until I win."

The words should have angered him, should have snapped him back to reality. Instead, they sent
a shiver down his spine, a thrill of anticipation that had nothing to do with professional rivalry
and everything to do with the man pressed against him.

"I'm not letting you win," Liam replied, voice steady, though his hands shook with the weight of
everything he couldn't say.

The storm outside provided a fitting backdrop to their own internal tempests. Rain lashed
against the windows, occasionally illuminated by strikes of lightning that cast the room in stark
contrasts of light and shadow. Each flash revealed more—the disheveled bed, their discarded
clothes, the raw hunger in their eyes.

Reid took a small step closer, enough to stir the room's stillness. His eyes, dark and unreadable,
locked onto Liam's with a knowing gaze. The air was thick now, saturated with unspoken words
and raw desire.

Liam swallowed hard. "What the hell do you want, Reid?"

Reid didn't answer immediately. His hands twitched at his sides, fingers curling as if to grab
something, anything—perhaps the control he'd always had over Liam. Slowly, he stepped closer,
until the space between them was gone.



It was a gesture, subtle at first, as Reid reached out. His fingers brushed over Liam's forearm,
slow and deliberate. A barely-there connection that sent an undeniable spark rushing through
Liam's veins.

Liam's jaw tightened. He could pull away. Could tell Reid to stop, walk away and pretend that
whatever this was didn’t exist.

But his body didn’t listen.

He moved, reaching up to rest against Reid's chest. The air between them vibrated with tension,
breaths shallow, eyes never leaving each other's gaze. Time was suspended in that moment, and
the world beyond the room felt very, very far away.

Their lips finally met, urgent, full of want. There was nothing tender in the kiss—it was rough,
filled with hunger and tension. The clash of their mouths was brutal, intense. Hands clutched at
fabric, pulling, until the only thing left was the bare, raw feeling of skin on hot skin.

There was no room for words, no space for anything except the collision of their bodies and the
emotions they'd spent so long ignoring.

The back of Liam's knees hit the edge of the mattress, and for a moment, they paused, both
breathing heavily, eyes locked in silent question. This was the point of no return. They both
knew it. Cross this line, and there would be no going back to what they were before.

Liam made the decision, pulling Reid down with him as he fell onto the bed. The weight of
Reid's body pinned him to the mattress, solid and real. Their kisses grew deeper, more
demanding, hands exploring with increasing urgency.

"I've wanted this," Reid admitted, a rare moment of vulnerability. "For longer than I should
have."

The confession caught Liam off guard. It was one thing to give in to physical desire—another to
acknowledge that this had been building for years.

"Shut up," Liam growled, not ready to face the implications. He pulled Reid back to his mouth,
silencing further admissions, losing himself in sensation instead of emotion.

They moved together with a natural rhythm that belied their usual friction. For men who spent
years in opposition, they fit together with surprising ease, anticipating each other's needs,
responding to unspoken cues. The storm outside crashed and raged, matching the intensity of
their encounter, nature's perfect accompaniment to the storm they'd created.

Afterward, they lay side by side, breathless and dazed, sheets tangled around their bodies. Rain
continued to drum against the windows, but softer now, the worst of the squall having passed.

"So," Reid said finally, breaking the silence. "That happened."

Liam stared at the ceiling, mind racing to make sense of what they'd done. "It can't happen
again."

Reid propped himself up on one elbow, studying Liam in the dim light. "You don't mean that."

"This complicates everything." Liam's voice was tight, controlled, trying to rebuild the walls that
had just been thoroughly demolished.



"It was already complicated," Reid countered, reaching out to trace a finger along Liam's
collarbone. "The only difference is that now we're being honest about it."

Liam closed his eyes, feeling the gentle touch like a brand on his skin. "Honest?" he echoed,
bitterness in his tone. "Is that what we're calling it?"

"What would you call it?"

Liam had no answer for that. How did he define what just happened between them? A
momentary lapse in judgment? A release of tension? Something deeper and more terrifying? He
settled for silence, which Reid seemed to take as an invitation to continue.

"You've spent years convincing yourself that what you feel for me is hate," Reid said quietly.
"When we both know it's never been that simple."

The words hit with uncomfortable precision. Liam turned, meeting Reid's gaze directly for the
first time since they collapsed onto the mattress.

"And you?" he challenged. "You've spent just as many years provoking me, pushing my buttons.
What's that about, Reid? What do you really want from me?"

The question hung in the air between them. Reid's usual smirk faded, replaced by something
more serious, more genuine than Liam had seen from him in years—perhaps ever.

"Maybe I just want you to see me," Reid admitted finally. "Not the version of me you created in
your head—the privileged golden boy who never struggled. The actual me."

The vulnerability in his voice surprised Liam. It didn’t fit with the Reid he thought he knew. And
that was the problem, wasn’t it? He built a version of Reid in his mind, far from the truth,
shaped by jealousy and rivalry.

"I don't know how to do this," Liam confessed. "Whatever this is."
Reid's smile returned, softer now. "That makes two of us."

Thunder rumbled in the distance, a final reminder of the storm that trapped them here. In its
wake, an unexpected calm settled between them—not resolution, not understanding, but
perhaps the beginning of something different than before.

Liam knew that morning would bring complications, that they'd have to face the consequences
of crossing this line. But for now, in the dark quiet of their room, he allowed himself to exist in
this new reality where Reid wasn’t just his rival, but something far more intimate.

And for the first time in years, he wasn’t fighting to keep Reid at a distance. Instead, he found
himself wondering what might happen if he simply let him in.



Chapter 5: The Morning After

The room was quieter in the morning, save for the soft rustling of sheets and the low hum of the
city waking up. Sunlight filtered through the blinds, casting a muted glow across the space. The
weight of the night lingered, unspoken tension that hung in the air like smoke after a fire.

The storm had passed sometime in the night, leaving behind a washed-clean sky and the faint
scent of rain. Portland sparkled below their hotel room, the Willamette River catching morning
light like scattered diamonds.

Liam rose first, blinking against the unfamiliar warmth, his body aching in ways he hadn't
expected. He lay there, tangled in the sheets, mind racing. The night had been wild, chaotic,
untamed. But now, with the light creeping in and the aftermath of their bodies entwined in ways
that shouldn't have been so unforgettable, Liam was unsure what to feel.

Years of animosity and attraction had finally combusted in a night of raw passion that left marks
on both their bodies—evidence of something neither could deny any longer. Liam traced a bruise
on his hip, remembering the intensity of Reid's grip, the desperation in his touch.

A soft chuckle stirred beside him, and Liam turned just enough to see Reid propped up on his
elbow. His smirk was wide, self-satisfied, like a cat who'd caught its prey and had no intention of
letting it go. In the morning light, without the armor of his tailored suit, Reid looked different—
more human, vulnerable. His usually perfect hair was tousled, a shadow of stubble darkening his
jaw, a softness to his eyes that Liam had never seen before.

Reid's gaze flickered to Liam, and his fingers traced the curve of Liam's neck. "You're going to
wear that mark for a while, you know," he teased.

Liam's breath caught in his throat, the heat of Reid's touch sending a jolt of electricity through
his chest. His hand instinctively went to the spot on his neck where Reid's mouth had left its
mark, a bruise that felt like a mark of possession.

"You're lucky you didn't take a chunk out of me," Liam muttered, trying to sound annoyed, but
there was no bite in his voice.

Reid leaned in, his lips brushing over the sensitive skin of the bruise. "Didn't know you were so
sensitive," he murmured, his tone low and teasing.

A shiver ran down Liam’s spine. "You're not funny," he snapped, but even he knew his words
were hollow.

He should be pushing Reid away. This morning-after intimacy wasn't part of the plan—if there
was a plan at all. Last night had been about release, about finally giving in to the tension that
had been building for years. It was supposed to be a resolution, not a beginning. Yet here they



were, bodies still drawn to each other like magnets, neither quite able to establish the distance
that reason demanded.

Reid sat up, stretching lazily, the muscles in his chest rippling beneath the thin blanket. "I'm not
trying to be funny," he replied, voice thick with satisfaction. "I'm just reminding you who came
out on top last night."

Liam's chest tightened, his body tensing as if he couldn’t decide whether to argue or throw Reid
across the room. The rush of adrenaline from the night before was still fresh in his veins, and he
couldn’t stop the flicker of heat that stirred in his belly.

"Is that what this is to you?" Liam asked, surprising himself with the question. "Just another
competition?"

Something flickered across Reid's face—uncertainty, perhaps. It went so quickly that Liam might
have imagined it. "Isn't that how we’ve always been?"

The question hung heavy in the air, and Liam had no ready answer. Rivalry had been the
framework of their relationship for so long that neither knew how to exist without it.
Competition had been safe—it provided boundaries, rules, a way to channel the more dangerous
currents that flowed beneath.

Liam's hand curled into a fist, and he quickly rolled out of bed, pulling the sheets off as he stood.
He needed distance. Space to breathe, to think. "We have to work together," he said finally,
turning away. "This can't... interfere."

He heard Reid shift in the bed behind him, the rustle of sheets as he moved. Then footsteps, and
suddenly Reid's presence was too close again, radiating heat just inches from Liam's back.

"Is that what you're worried about?" Reid asked, his breath warm against Liam's shoulder. "The
work?"

"What else would I be worried about?" Liam responded, the question deliberately hollow.

Reid's fingers traced a line along Liam's shoulder blade, so light it might’ve been imagination.
"Maybe that this isn't just about sex. That there's been something between us since Princeton.
Something we always ignored."

Silence stretched between them, thick and deafening. Neither moved for a few moments, both
trying to wrap their heads around what happened, what it all meant. The truth of Reid's words
lingered in the air, too honest for this early hour, too raw for the fragile peace of morning.

Reid, ever the master of deflection, stepped back and reached for his phone on the nightstand.
"I'm thinking about a date tonight. You should join me," he said, words trailing into the air. He
was clearly trying to provoke Liam, though the challenge was subtle.

Liam's jaw tightened, hands digging into the edge of the table beside him. "You can go to hell,"
he snapped, though it was a response driven more by confusion than actual fury.

Reid looked up at him, eyes glinting with amusement. "Why so bitter? You're the one who
started it, you know. And you can't say you didn't enjoy it. I remember how you were reacting
last night."



The implication hung in the space between them. Liam's face flushed, but he refused to
acknowledge the way Reid's words sank into him.

"I don't care what you think," Liam muttered, turning to grab his things. But his heart was
racing, the knot in his stomach only tightening as Reid's casual flirting continued to grate on
him.

Last night hadn't just been about physical release—it had been about breaking through the walls
they'd built between them, about finally acknowledging the current that had always run beneath
their rivalry. They'd spent a decade circling each other, neither willing to admit that their
obsession might be rooted in something deeper than competition.

"Sure you don't," Reid said lightly. He tapped out a quick text, eyes narrowing as he read the
reply.
Liam could feel the heat of Reid's gaze on him, and for a split second, he wanted to turn around,

to throw a challenge right back at him. To demand answers about what this was, what they were
doing, where it was headed. But vulnerability had never been his strength.

Instead, he walked to the door, pausing just long enough to glance back over his shoulder. "This
isn't over."

Reid's gaze follows his form, eyes holding stern promise. "I know. It's just getting started."

The words were laden with meaning neither was quite ready to explore. Their rivalry had
evolved into something more complex, more dangerous. The boundaries that once defined them
had blurred, leaving them in uncharted territory neither knew how to navigate.

As Liam stepped out, closing the door behind him, he knew with absolute certainty that nothing
between them would ever be the same again. The walls they'd built—professionally, personally—
had been breached, and what lay ahead was both terrifying and inevitable.

This was, indeed, just the beginning.

KEX¥HX

The flight back to Seattle passed in tense silence. Seated side by side in business class, they
maintained the pretence of reviewing work documents, though neither could actually focus. The
space between their arms on the shared armrest became a battleground—each subtle shift of
position a negotiation, each accidental touch electric.

They returned to separate lives in Seattle, the familiar rhythm of their professional rivalry now
complicated by the knowledge of how their bodies fit together. In meetings, Reid maintained a
careful distance, but his eyes told a different story—heated glances, lingering touches.

At night, alone in his apartment, Liam found himself checking his phone, wondering if Reid was
doing the same. Three days passed. Then four. They never spoke of Portland. Not directly. But it
colored every interaction, every conversation with subtext only they understood.



On Friday, the project team cleared a major regulatory hurdle. Champagne flowed in the
conference room, congratulations were exchanged freely. Liam, ever controlled, limited himself
to a single glass, watching from the periphery as his team celebrated. Reid circulated with easy
charm, but Liam noticed he was only drinking sparkling water.

As the gathering wound down, Reid approached. "We should discuss the next phase," he said,
tone professional. "Tomorrow. My place or yours?"

The question was innocuous enough that anyone overhearing would assume nothing more than
work commitment. But the undercurrent was unmistakable.

"Mine," Liam decided. "Ten o'clock."
Reid nodded. "Looking forward to it."

Liam watched him leave, wondering if he'd just made a terrible mistake or the best decision of
his life. Either way, there was no turning back now.

Epilogue

Three weeks later, Seattle's signature rain beat a steady rhythm against the windows of Liam's
penthouse. It was late—past midnight—but sleep eluded him. The soft glow of his bedside lamp
cast long shadows across the room as he reviewed the final renderings for their joint project.

The buzzing of his phone broke the silence. A text from Reid.
Still up?

Liam stared at the screen, thumb hovering over the keyboard. Their professional relationship
had settled into something approaching cooperation since Portland. During the day, they
maintained a careful distance, but nights were different. Nights brought texts like this, a silent
acknowledgment of what was growing between them.

Yes.

The response was simple but loaded. An admission. An invitation.
His phone buzzed again almost immediately.

I'm downstairs.

Liam's heart pounded as he moved to the intercom, buzzing Reid into the building without
allowing himself to overthink. Minutes later, a soft knock on his door signaled that the time for
pretending was over.

When he opened the door, Reid stood there—rain-soaked and breathtaking. No smirk, no
arrogance. Just him, raw and honest.

"I'm tired of fighting this," Reid said simply.

Liam led him inside, and as the door closed behind them, he realized that some battles weren’t
meant to be won—they were meant to be surrendered to.

And sometimes, surrender was its own kind of victory.
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About the Author:

romance.

In his new series, Private Encounters, Ryan invites
readers to lose themselves in a world of hidden desires,
intense passions, and the thrilling journey to love. He
currently resides in Seattle with his golden retriever,
Alex, a well-worn notebook, and an endless coffee
supply, ever ready to capture the next story waiting to be
told.

You can find me on social media at:

6 Ryan Moore - Author

or follow the series at:

ﬁ Private Encounters

Ryan Moore is an emerging voice in M/M erotic
romance, known for crafting steamy, emotionally
charged stories that explore the complexities of desire
and connection. A native of the Pacific Northwest, Ryan
grew up with a love for storytelling, finding inspiration
in the region’s brooding landscapes and vibrant, diverse
communities. With a background in literature and a
passion for exploring unconventional romances, Ryan
has developed a unique style that blends heartfelt
emotion with irresistible heat.

When he’s not writing, he loves spending time outdoors
— kayaking in Seattle’s waters, hiking through national
parks, and camping under the stars. At home, he enjoys
cooking and entertaining friends, drawing inspiration
from both his travels and his everyday surroundings to
infuse a fresh perspective into the world of M/M
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Please do me one last favor - review this book!

P.S. It means the world to me that you read my book. Writing is my passion, and I look forward
to your feedback. |

So, if you liked this book, I'd like to ask for a HUGE favor. Would you be so kind as to leave a
review on Amazon? It'd be very much appreciated!

Ryan Moare

Click Here To Leave A Review.



https://www.amazon.com/review/create-review?&asin=B0F7K3KV68
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