
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Between Two Worlds
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Chapter 1 — Collision Course
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The glass towers of the city glinted under the late afternoon sun, sharp edges slicing the skyline like knives. Alex adjusted the cuff of their blazer and stepped into the boardroom, heart hammering with the same mix of anticipation and dread that had become routine in the corporate jungle.

Today’s meeting was more than routine—it was make-or-break. A high-stakes merger, months in the planning, could elevate Alex’s career to unprecedented heights. But there was one obstacle, one person whose mere presence seemed to darken the room: Jordan.

Jordan leaned casually against the polished table, a smirk playing at the corners of their lips. Confidence radiated from every angle, their sharp suit and sharper gaze making it clear they owned this battlefield just as much as the empire itself.

“Alex,” Jordan drawled, voice smooth, cool, laced with something that sent a shiver down Alex’s spine. “I hope you’re ready for this.”

Alex forced a tight smile. “I was born ready,” they replied, though every instinct screamed that today’s battle would be unlike any other.

The meeting began. Numbers, charts, projections—all standard corporate warfare—but the tension between them was anything but standard. Every proposal Alex made was countered with precision, Jordan’s pointed questions and veiled challenges cutting through the room like knives.

And yet, beneath the rivalry, Alex felt it: a pull, subtle and undeniable. Jordan’s gaze lingered for a fraction too long when they disagreed, a flicker of something unspoken behind the professional mask. It was infuriating. Distracting. And somehow, thrilling.

When the meeting finally adjourned, the boardroom emptied, leaving Alex and Jordan alone amid the remnants of strategy and ambition. Silence stretched between them, thick and electric.

“You’re sharper than I expected,” Jordan said finally, tilting their head. “Maybe too sharp.”

Alex met their gaze evenly, forcing a smirk that hid the rapid beat of their heart. “I could say the same about you.”

A pause, heavy and charged, hung in the air. Then Jordan’s smirk widened, a dangerous glint in their eyes. “This isn’t over,” they said, voice low, almost a promise.

Alex swallowed, knowing it wasn’t just the corporate game that had begun. Something far more dangerous—and far more compelling—had started between them.

And neither of them would walk away the same.
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Chapter 2 — Hidden Agendas
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The hum of fluorescent lights and the low murmur of keyboards filled the office late into the evening. Alex sat alone at their desk, scanning the latest financial reports with a sharp eye. Something wasn’t right.

Margins that had looked solid earlier were suddenly dipping in ways that made no sense. Figures didn’t align, projections had been subtly altered, and whispers in the email chains hinted at internal confusion—confusion Alex knew wasn’t accidental.
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