
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Kisses After Rivalry
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Chapter 1: Office Showdown
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The conference room was tense. Papers fluttered on the polished table, laptops hummed, and the faint smell of burnt coffee lingered in the air.

“Honestly, I don’t see how this plan could succeed,” Ryan said, arms crossed, leaning back in his chair with a confident smirk.

Across from him, Liam rolled his eyes. “And I don’t see how you can ever admit when you’re wrong,” he shot back, voice sharp but controlled.

Their colleagues shifted uncomfortably, trying not to get caught in the crossfire. The two of them had been competing for the same promotion for months, and it was clear neither was willing to back down today.

Ryan leaned forward, tapping the table for emphasis. “Numbers don’t lie. Your projections are optimistic at best.”

“And your ‘numbers’ are outdated,” Liam countered, flipping his laptop around to display charts and graphs. “Maybe try looking at the actual data instead of clinging to assumptions.”

The room went silent for a moment, save for the rhythmic clicking of keys. Then, unexpectedly, Ryan smirked, a flicker of admiration hiding behind his competitiveness.

“You’re infuriating,” he muttered under his breath, just loud enough for Liam to hear.

Liam’s brow furrowed, suspicion sparking. “What was that?”

Ryan chuckled, leaning back in his chair. “Nothing. Just... frustratingly impressive.”

Liam blinked, caught off guard by the unintended compliment. A strange warmth pooled in his chest, quickly suppressed by the competitive edge he relied on to survive the office battlefield.

As the meeting adjourned, the tension lingered. Papers were gathered, laptops snapped shut, and yet both men stole glances at each other as they walked toward the elevator. Enemies, rivals... maybe something more.
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Chapter 2: Coffee Collision
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Ryan hurried down the street, briefcase in hand, muttering under his breath about deadlines and incompetent assistants. Coffee was non-negotiable — his morning survival ritual.

Just as he reached the café door, he collided—literally—with someone coming the other way.

“Oh! Sorry—” Ryan began, glancing up, and froze.
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