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The moment Sienna Calloway stepped into the boardroom, she felt the temperature drop. Or maybe that was just the effect of locking eyes with the last person she ever wanted to see. Dominic Hayes.

He was leaning back in his chair like he owned the place, one arm draped over the backrest, the other lazily adjusting his cufflinks. Smug. Arrogant. Infuriatingly attractive. She hated that last part most of all.

Sienna gritted her teeth and ignored the way her pulse spiked. "I thought this was supposed to be a meeting with the executive team," she said, forcing a polite smile. "Not a waste of my time."

Dominic smirked. "Nice to see you too, Calloway. Miss me?" Her nails dug into her palm. "Like a migraine." "You always did know how to flatter a man."

Sienna dropped into her chair, forcing herself to focus on the folder in front of her instead of the way his voice dripped with that signature blend of amusement and challenge. This wasn't the first time she'd been forced to endure Dominic’s presence, but it never got any easier. They’d been at each other’s throats since grad school, always competing, always circling each other like predators waiting for the other to slip.

It had started in business school. She had been top of their class, at least until Dominic transferred in during their second year. He challenged her on everything, always one step ahead, always pushing, always beating her by the smallest margins. Every class project, every case study, every debate—they were neck and neck, a battle neither of them had ever been willing to concede. He taunted her, specifically, at every turn.

And it wasn’t just academics. At networking events, he'd steal potential connections right from under her nose, and more than once, he'd taken an internship opportunity she'd had her eye on. By the time they graduated, she was convinced he thrived on making her miserable. But that wasn’t the real reason she hated him.

The real reason was the night before graduation. The night had started out like so many others—bickering over who had the sharper mind, who had the better job offer, who had won more competitions. A heated exchange over cocktails in a dimly lit bar, their voices growing lower, their words sharper. She had planned to leave first, but he made some smug remark she couldn't let go. So she stayed. Another round of drinks. Another challenge. Another inch closer.

She didn’t remember who touched whom first, only that suddenly, the fight between them had shifted. One moment, they were hurling sharp words; the next, they were tangled together in the backseat of a cab, breathless, desperate, her hands in his hair, his grip possessive on her thigh. Then his apartment—somehow, impossibly, they had made it that far before their self-control snapped completely. His hands in her hair, his breath hot against her neck, her body pressed against the cool glass of his apartment window. A night she never should have let happen. A night she'd spent years trying—and failing—to forget.

And now, years later, here he was, smirking at her like he still had the upper hand. Like he still knew exactly how to unravel her.

Only now, their battlefield had shifted to the corporate world. And this time, the stakes were higher.

"Let's get one thing straight," Sienna said, leaning forward, her voice low and controlled. "I don't care what backroom deal got you into this room, but don't expect me to roll over just because you think you can smirk your way into getting what you want."

Dominic chuckled, dark and rich. "Calloway, I don’t need to smirk my way into anything. I get what I want because I'm better." Her blood burned, but before she could fire back, the CEO entered the room, cutting off whatever scathing remark she had locked and loaded. The meeting began, but her focus was shot. Every time Dominic shifted beside her, she felt his presence like a heat pressing against her skin.

Her stomach twisted as the CEO began speaking, his voice a distant hum in her ears. It wasn’t until she heard Dominic’s name mentioned again that she snapped back to the moment.

"As most of you know, Mr. Hayes has been leading the merger negotiations with our newest acquisition," the CEO said. "He’ll be working closely with all department heads during this transition."

Sienna stiffened. Of course. Of course, he was here for this. The company had just acquired a smaller competitor, and now, it seemed, Dominic was the one overseeing the entire process. Which meant she would be working with him. Constantly.

Her blood simmered. "You're leading the transition?" she asked, keeping her tone neutral despite the irritation curling inside her. Dominic gave her a slow, knowing smile. "Surprised?" he asked, his eyes dancing. "Disappointed," she muttered, flipping through her notes to avoid looking at him. His chuckle was low, almost intimate. "Don’t worry, Calloway. I’m sure we’ll find a way to make this work." She highly doubted that.

When the meeting finally ended, she was the first to stand, desperate for space. She had to get away. As she stepped through the door, his voice slid over her shoulder, smooth and taunting. "You should be careful, Calloway. That temper of yours? One day, it's going to get the best of you."

She turned sharply, meeting his eyes, their bodies almost touching. "And you should be careful, Hayes. Because one day, someone's going to put you in your place."

His smirk widened. "Looking forward to it."
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[image: ]




The hotel bar was quiet, the air thick with low murmurs and the clink of glasses. Sienna wrapped her fingers around her whiskey glass, watching the amber liquid swirl before taking a slow sip. She hadn’t planned on staying in a hotel tonight, but after the meeting, the idea of going home, pacing her apartment, and letting her thoughts spiral seemed unbearable.

She had told herself it was just practicality. The company had booked rooms at the hotel for out-of-town executives working through the merger, and since there would be early meetings, it made sense to stay close. But deep down, she knew the real reason she was here. Avoidance.

Avoidance of the tension still thrumming under her skin. Avoidance of the way Dominic’s smirk had lingered in her mind longer than she wanted to admit. Avoidance of the past clawing its way forward when she least expected it. She wanted to put it all behind her and pretend she was on vacation.

She sighed, setting the glass down with more force than necessary, frustration clawing at her insides. It wasn’t just irritation—it was something deeper, something restless, something unresolved. Just one drink, then bed. That was the plan. She needed to put this day behind her, needed to forget the way Dominic had looked at her across the boardroom like he was still playing a game only he knew the rules to.

But then a familiar voice cut through her thoughts, rich and infuriatingly smooth. "Make that two." Her fingers curled around the edge of the counter as Dominic slid onto the stool beside her. A flicker of heat coursed through her before she crushed it down. "Are you following me now?" she asked dryly, keeping her gaze locked on the bar in front of her.

"Don’t flatter yourself, Calloway. Some of us just have good taste in drinks." Sienna exhaled, her patience wearing dangerously thin. "Go away, Hayes." "And miss out on this?" He leaned in slightly, his voice a deliberate caress. "You looking all flushed and irritated? It's one of my favorite looks on you."

She turned to glare at him, ready to fire back. But this time, he didn’t let her. "Admit it," he murmured, tilting his glass, watching her over the rim. "You were thinking about me."

She scoffed. "You are the last person I would ever waste a thought on." "Liar," he teased, his tongue finding its way to his upper lip.

She sighed, more heavily this time. His confidence was maddening, and worse, it wasn’t entirely unfounded. The tension between them crackled, dangerous and impossible to ignore.

Sienna swallowed hard, gripping her glass tighter. This was a mistake. He was a mistake. But damn it, she had never been able to walk away from a challenge.
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