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The airport bathroom was quieter than the terminal outside it, but not silent.

Jonathan Pryce stood at the sink longer than necessary, fingers resting against cool porcelain as he stared at his reflection. Fluorescent light flattened everything—his face, his tie, the ambition he wore like armor. He looked composed. Unremarkable. A man between flights.

Inside, something else stirred.

He adjusted his tie, then his jacket, movements slow, deliberate, as if giving himself time to decide. His pulse was steady, but his awareness sharpened with every passing second. The hum of electricity in the lights. The muted echo of rolling luggage beyond the door. The faint scent of disinfectant layered over something warmer—human, intimate.

Pressure had a way of finding outlets.

Jonathan had learned that early. Pressure didn’t disappear. It collected. It pressed inward until the smallest release felt like oxygen.

He dried his hands carefully, folded the paper towel with unnecessary precision, and glanced once more at the mirror. Junior senator. Newly elected. Promising. Watched.

He chose the stall at the far end.

The door closed softly behind him, the latch clicking into place with a finality that made his breath catch just slightly. He sat, posture straight, shoulders squared, as if this were merely another private moment stolen from a relentless schedule.

But his body knew better.

The quiet wrapped around him. His senses tuned themselves to the space—the faint scuff of shoes on tile, the distant cough, the rhythm of his own breathing. Heat gathered low in his abdomen, slow and familiar, a sensation he had trained himself to ignore and never entirely could.

This wasn’t desperation. He told himself that every time.

It was hunger.

He shifted his foot forward, just enough for the leather of his shoe to cross the narrow boundary beneath the divider. The movement sent a subtle jolt through him, a spark of anticipation that tightened something deep in his chest.

Nothing happened.

He waited.

Waiting was always the hardest part. The stretch of seconds where he could still pull back, still decide this was foolish, unnecessary, beneath him. In that pause, everything he stood to lose crowded his mind—committee assignments, donors, whispered assumptions that followed him like shadows.

And still, the craving didn’t fade.

A movement from the other side.

A shoe adjusting. Not retreating. Lingering.

Jonathan’s breath slowed deliberately, but his skin felt too warm, too awake. His awareness narrowed to that small, charged space beneath the divider, to the promise of recognition without faces, want without consequence.

The tap came—light, unmistakable.

His entire body responded.

Not dramatically. Not violently. But with a deep, visceral surge that made his fingers curl against his thigh. Heat flared, sharp and electric, and for a moment he closed his eyes, letting the sensation crest. The risk, the anonymity, the simple knowledge that he was seen—wanted—without being known.

He tapped back.

The response was immediate. A brief pressure, a confirmation that sent a pulse of pleasure through him so intense it bordered on relief. His jaw tightened. His breathing deepened despite his efforts to keep it controlled.

This—this—was the release he craved. Not just physical, but psychological. The momentary shedding of vigilance. The permission to want without explanation.

Then—

“Sir?”

The voice cut through the air like ice water.

Jonathan froze.

The foot withdrew instantly, the contact severed so cleanly it left an echo behind. His heart thudded once, hard, before discipline reasserted itself.

“Sir? Are you okay in there?”

Authority. Or the suggestion of it. Calm. Professional. Too close to danger to ignore.

Jonathan straightened, every instinct snapping back into place. “Yes,” he said evenly. “Just a moment.”

Silence followed—heavy, listening.

In that pause, the arousal didn’t vanish. It lingered beneath the surface, unresolved, a quiet ache he would carry with him. But panic never took hold. He had learned how to contain things like this. How to lock them away and walk forward as if untouched.

Footsteps moved off.

Jonathan exhaled slowly and stood. He adjusted his jacket, smoothed his tie, and flushed the toilet out of habit more than necessity. When he stepped out of the stall, the other door was already opening. A man he didn’t recognize avoided his gaze, washing his hands too quickly, shoulders tense.

They did not look at each other.

They did not acknowledge what had passed between them.

That, too, was part of the ritual.

Jonathan returned to the sink, washed his hands again, and caught his own eyes in the mirror. His face was calm. His pulse had settled. Only the faint tightness in his chest betrayed anything else—and even that would fade.

By the time he reentered the terminal, the moment had already begun to recede, folded neatly into the place where he kept everything that couldn’t exist. He boarded his flight, opened briefing notes, and answered questions with practiced ease.

Containment was a skill.

Years later, no one would remember the junior senator who spent three minutes too long in an airport bathroom.

But Jonathan Pryce would.

Because desire, once awakened, didn’t disappear.

It waited.
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Pryce

Jonathan Pryce learned the weight of the gavel by feel.

Not the physical object—though it rested solidly in his hand—but the invisible pressure that accompanied it. The room fell quiet when he lifted his gaze. Conversations tapered. Staffers froze mid-note. Senators who had spent careers commanding attention waited for his cue.

Majority Whip.

The title settled into him with an almost physical sensation—like a tailored jacket he had waited years to wear. It fit. Too well, perhaps.

“Proceed,” Pryce said, voice even.

The meeting moved forward, predictable in its rhythms. Votes counted. Language softened. Leverage applied delicately, where it would do the most good. Pryce tracked it all without effort. This was the work he had trained for—the public mastery, the private calculus.

And yet.

His attention flickered, briefly, toward the edge of the room.

Callum Reid stood near the back wall, tablet tucked under one arm, posture alert but unobtrusive. He had learned quickly how to occupy space without drawing focus—an essential skill in this building. Pryce had noticed it the first week.

He had noticed Reid immediately.

Reid was not young in the way interns were often young. No nervous eagerness. No bright-eyed awe. He was late twenties, graduate credentials impeccable, prior Hill experience folded neatly into a résumé that suggested intention rather than aspiration.

And Pryce desired him.

The acknowledgment came without drama, without denial. It settled into Pryce with the same quiet certainty as everything else he trusted about himself.

He did not desire carelessly. He did not desire often. But when he did, it was total—an awareness that sharpened his senses and demanded discipline in equal measure.

Reid shifted his weight slightly, attention tracking the exchange at the table. Pryce’s gaze lingered just long enough to catalog the movement: the line of his shoulders beneath a well-cut suit, the focus in his eyes, the calm competence that radiated from him without effort.

Dangerous.

Pryce returned his attention to the meeting before anyone could notice. He had not survived decades in public life by indulging tells.

Still, the awareness remained—low, steady, unmistakable.

When the meeting adjourned, Pryce gathered his notes and stood. The room exhaled. Chairs scraped softly. Voices resumed at half-volume.

“Mr. Reid,” Pryce said, not looking at him.

“Yes, Senator.”

The sound of Reid’s voice did something inconvenient to Pryce’s concentration. Not softness. Not flirtation. Just clarity. Grounded. Controlled.

“Walk with me.”

They moved down the corridor together, Pryce a half-step ahead by habit. Staff parted for them without comment. Reid matched his pace easily, close enough that Pryce could feel the heat of his presence—not imagined, not metaphorical. Real.

“Your read on the caucus?” Pryce asked.

“Three soft yeses,” Reid replied. “One hard no. Two undecided who want cover.”

“Names.”

Reid provided them without hesitation.

Pryce nodded. “Good.”

They reached Pryce’s office. The door closed behind them with a familiar seal of privacy. Pryce removed his jacket and set it carefully on the chair, acutely aware of Reid’s gaze—not intrusive, not improper, but present.

Pryce welcomed it more than he should have.

“You’re settling in,” Pryce said.

“Yes.”

No qualifiers. No self-promotion.

Pryce leaned back against the desk, folding his arms. “You understand the constraints of this position.”

Reid met his eyes. “I do.”

“And the expectations.”

“Yes.”

“And the risks.”

A beat—brief, telling.

“Yes, Senator.”

The word Senator landed between them like a boundary line. Pryce appreciated that Reid respected it. He also resented it.

“You’re efficient,” Pryce said. “Discreet. You don’t speak unless you’re certain.”

Reid inclined his head slightly. “I learned early that certainty travels further than enthusiasm.”

Pryce felt a slow, controlled pull in his chest—recognition answering recognition.

Desire did not announce itself as hunger. Not for him. It arrived as awareness. As the body’s quiet insistence that something mattered.

He imagined—briefly, involuntarily—the pressure of Reid’s attention focused solely on him, stripped of professional context. The thought sent a faint current of heat through him, immediately contained.

This was not indulgence.

This was information.

Pryce straightened. “You’ll stay close this week.”

“Yes.”

“There may be long hours.”

Reid’s mouth curved faintly. “I anticipated that.”

Pryce held his gaze a second longer than necessary. Not a challenge. Not a promise.

A test.

Reid did not flinch.

Pryce turned away first, moving toward his desk, the decision already made and carefully locked into place.

He desired his intern.

He would not act on it.

He would control it, contain it, bury it beneath layers of discipline and precedent—just as he had done before.

And yet, as Reid exited the office, Pryce felt the familiar, unwelcome truth settle into him with calm inevitability.

Desire, once acknowledged, did not disappear.

It waited.
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Reid

Callum Reid learned quickly where not to stand.

Too close to power and you were noticed.

Too far from it and you were irrelevant.

He positioned himself in the narrow band between—close enough to hear everything, distant enough to be overlooked. It was a skill he’d honed long before stepping into Jonathan Pryce’s office for the first time.

Intern.

The word still amused him. It sounded young. Temporary. Harmless. None of which applied.

Reid was twenty-eight. Law degree finished. Hill experience behind him. He hadn’t come here to learn how the building worked. He’d come to learn how men like Pryce used it.

And Pryce noticed him.

That awareness had arrived almost immediately—quiet, unmistakable, unsettling. It wasn’t the obvious kind of attention Reid had learned to deflect over the years. No lingering stares. No casual compliments disguised as mentorship.

It was focus.

Pryce watched him the way he watched votes—carefully, analytically, with intent. Reid felt it during meetings, in corridors, in the quiet moments when Pryce’s gaze landed on him and held just long enough to matter.

Reid had told himself not to read into it.

He had failed.

As he moved through the morning’s tasks—briefing memos, vote counts, staff coordination—his awareness kept circling back to Pryce. The man’s presence had gravity. Not loud. Not performative. It drew people in without asking.

And Reid was not immune.

He stood at the back of the meeting room again, posture easy, attention sharp. Pryce chaired the session with effortless authority, voice steady, hands calm. Reid watched the way senators leaned in when Pryce spoke, the way conversations bent around him.

Power was attractive. Reid had always known that.

What unsettled him was how personal the attraction felt.

It wasn’t abstract admiration. It wasn’t ambition wearing desire’s clothes. It was physical in a way Reid had learned to catalog and ignore—a tightening in his chest when Pryce’s voice dropped, a heightened awareness when Pryce passed too close in the hallway.

Dangerous territory.

Reid had worked for powerful men before. Some had flirted clumsily. Some had tested boundaries deliberately. Pryce did neither.

Which made it worse.

When Pryce called his name—Mr. Reid—it wasn’t possessive. It was precise. It suggested expectation, not ownership. Reid felt the pull of it anyway, a subtle heat he refused to indulge.

After the meeting, Pryce asked him to walk with him.

Reid kept his expression neutral as they moved down the corridor, though his pulse had quickened despite his efforts to remain unaffected. Pryce walked half a step ahead, as always, but close enough that Reid could feel the presence of him—solid, controlled, warm.

Reid gave his analysis cleanly, efficiently. He always did. Pryce listened without interruption, absorbing, calibrating.

When they reached Pryce’s office and the door closed behind them, Reid felt the shift immediately.

Privacy changed everything.

Pryce removed his jacket, movements unhurried, and Reid had to fight the instinct to look away—or worse, to look too closely. The room seemed smaller with the door shut, the air subtly charged.

“You understand the constraints of this position,” Pryce said.

“Yes,” Reid replied. He meant more than Pryce knew.

The risks were not abstract to him. He understood them intimately—career-ending, reputation-shattering, irrevocable. And still, standing there, he felt the unmistakable awareness of Pryce’s attention, measured but intense.

Reid recognized it because he felt it mirrored inside himself.

Desire, he knew, did not always announce itself loudly. Sometimes it arrived as clarity. As the body’s insistence that something mattered.

He noticed the details he shouldn’t—the faint crease at the corner of Pryce’s mouth when he focused, the quiet confidence in his stance, the discipline it must take to carry so much and reveal so little.
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