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Chapter 1 – First Impressions
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Alex’s first day at Stanton & Blake Marketing started exactly how they feared it would: with a meeting they weren’t prepared for and a colleague who seemed determined to make it their personal battlefield.

The conference room smelled faintly of stale coffee and ambition. Sunlight slanted through the floor-to-ceiling windows, but Alex barely noticed. They were too busy trying to organize the scattered notes in front of them while their new manager, Claire, outlined the week’s priorities.

“And for this next campaign, I want Alex and Jordan to collaborate,” Claire said, looking between them. Her tone suggested this was either a brilliant idea or a disaster waiting to happen.

Alex glanced at Jordan for the first time. Sharp suit. Sharper expression. A posture that screamed don’t mess with me. Dark hair swept neatly to the side, eyes narrowed in that evaluating way people do when they already think they’re better than you.

Jordan extended a hand. “Welcome to the team,” they said, voice polite but with an edge that sent a tiny thrill and a little irritation up Alex’s spine.

Alex shook it anyway, firm and even. “Thanks. I’m looking forward to... seeing how we work together.”

Jordan’s lips quirked into a smirk. “That’s one way to put it.”

The meeting began, and it quickly became apparent that their collaboration would be anything but smooth. Every suggestion Alex offered was met with a raised eyebrow or a subtle correction. Every point Jordan made was challenged, not aggressively, but just enough to ignite sparks.

“So you’re suggesting a social media push targeted at millennials,” Jordan said, voice smooth, carefully neutral. “Interesting. But how do you plan to reach the demographic that actually engages rather than scrolls past?”

Alex bristled. “I was planning on a multi-platform approach with analytics-driven targeting. But sure, I’m all ears for your critique.”

Jordan leaned back in their chair, gaze steady. “It’s not a critique. It’s... professional curiosity.”

Alex felt their pulse tick up. “Right.” Professional curiosity. Sure.

The meeting continued like this for nearly an hour, an intricate dance of ideas, corrections, and micro-challenges. At one point, Alex caught themselves leaning forward, voice sharper than intended. “Maybe we should try listening before assuming failure.”

Jordan raised an eyebrow. “Maybe we should try not being defensive before hearing a good point.”

The words hung in the air. Sparks. Literally sparks, Alex could swear.

Claire cleared her throat, breaking the tension. “Okay, team, I think we have enough to move forward.” She glanced at both of them. “I know this will be... challenging, but I believe in you.”

Alex slumped slightly in their chair, exhaling. “Challenging is one word for it.”

Jordan smirked again, eyes gleaming. “Infuriating might be another.”

Alex met that smirk with a narrowed glare, teeth clenched behind a forced smile. “We’ll see who’s infuriated by the end of this week.”

And with that, the first day—and the first battle—was officially underway.

What Alex didn’t know yet: under the irritation, under the carefully maintained professional facade, there was something magnetic about Jordan. Something dangerous. And as much as Alex wanted to deny it, that danger was about to become impossible to ignore.

Because enemies weren’t supposed to make your heart race—but Jordan just did.
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Chapter 2 – Office Wars
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Alex’s second day at Stanton & Blake Marketing felt like walking into a war zone disguised as a modern office.

It started with the emails.

Alex had carefully drafted a proposal for a new client campaign, double-checked the statistics, and hit “Send.” Then, an hour later, a sharp ping echoed from their inbox. Jordan’s name flashed in the sender field.

“Interesting approach. Curious how you’ll handle the engagement metrics without my adjustments. –J”

Alex stared at the screen. Adjustments? They hadn’t requested any. And the tone... polished, but undeniably smug.

They typed a reply, careful to be professional: “Noted. I’ll integrate the data where necessary.”

But before hitting send, another ping. Jordan again: “Looking forward to seeing your version. Exciting to watch you learn.”

Alex clenched their jaw. Learn? Who wrote this? The passive-aggressive email wizard? Apparently, it was Jordan.

By mid-morning, the rivalry had escalated to the shared workspace. Every time Alex typed, Jordan’s gaze hovered—sharp, evaluating. Every time Jordan made a comment in a meeting, Alex felt the itch to argue, even over minor details.

Then came the post-it notes.

Alex reached for their coffee and froze. On their desk: “Don’t forget who actually keeps the clients happy.”

They turned to find Jordan smirking across the room. Alex resisted the urge to throw the cup.

“Office decor?” Alex asked, voice dripping politeness.

Jordan shrugged. “A little encouragement. You’re welcome.”

Alex rolled their eyes but couldn’t hide a small, reluctant smile. It was infuriating how the smirk made their chest tighten.

Later, during a brainstorming session for the Miller campaign, the competition turned more direct.

“I think we should target micro-influencers,” Alex suggested.

Jordan raised an eyebrow. “Micro-influencers are saturated. Engagement is shallow. My approach reaches a broader audience more efficiently.”

Alex bit back a sarcastic retort and instead leaned in, lowering their voice. “Maybe you’ll find my approach surprisingly effective.”

Jordan’s eyes flicked up, meeting theirs, and for a split second, the tension morphed into something else—something that wasn’t entirely professional.

By the end of the day, Alex realized the strange truth: the more Jordan challenged them, the more they noticed the subtle sparks—heated glances, quick smiles, and that infuriating charm that made Alex’s pulse skip despite themselves.

Packing up their bag, Alex muttered under their breath, half to the office, half to themselves: “I hate this... and I kind of... don’t.”

Across the office, Jordan smirked at their screen. They weren’t entirely sure why, either.

The war had begun. But already, it was turning into something far more complicated than either of them expected.
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Chapter 3 – Forced Collaboration
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Claire called Alex and Jordan into her office the next morning, her expression the perfect mix of authority and mischief.

“You two,” she said, tapping the tablet in her hand, “are now officially partners for the Ellison account. It’s high-profile, and I expect your combined genius to impress.”

Alex blinked. “Partners?”

Jordan’s smirk was immediate. “Oh, this will be fun.”

Alex’s hand itched to say “No, it won’t,” but they forced a polite nod instead.

By mid-afternoon, they were seated side by side at a glass conference table, laptops open, stacks of client research between them. The room hummed with fluorescent light and tension.

“So, we start with demographics,” Alex said, scrolling through the data. “Millennial and Gen Z segments show high engagement on visual platforms, so—”

Jordan leaned over, intercepting the screen. “Actually, engagement rates on TikTok are skewed; Instagram and micro-targeted ads yield more ROI for this client. See these charts?”

Alex huffed softly. “I see them. But have you considered the long-term brand loyalty metrics? Quick wins aren’t everything.”

Jordan raised a perfectly sculpted brow. “And yet you want to ignore efficiency?”

Alex shot back, “I’m not ignoring efficiency. I’m balancing it with strategy—something you seem to overlook in your rush to win.”

Jordan’s lips twitched into a grin. “Ah, the classic Alex philosophy: nuance over numbers. Charming.”

Alex stared. “Infuriating.”

And so it went for hours. Every suggestion was met with a counterpoint, every point carefully dissected, every subtle smile from Jordan an impossible distraction.

At one point, Jordan reached for a pen and bumped Alex’s hand. Instinctively, Alex pulled back—but not fast enough. Their fingers brushed. Heat lanced through Alex’s chest. They cleared their throat, forcing focus back to the screen.

Jordan noticed, of course. “Oops,” they said, voice teasing. “Or maybe... not.”

Alex ground their teeth but didn’t respond. Words were impossible right now.

Despite the friction, progress was made. Slowly, grudgingly, they found a rhythm. Jordan suggested a creative approach, Alex refined it with data, and together, the project began to take shape. It wasn’t seamless—but it was better than either could have done alone.

By the time the office emptied, they sat in silence, eyes flicking between screens, both aware of the unspoken tension that lingered in the room.

Jordan finally leaned back, smirking again. “You know... we make a decent team.”

Alex looked up sharply. “Don’t think that means I like you.”

Jordan chuckled softly. “I wouldn’t dream of it.”

But as Alex packed their bag, they caught themselves watching Jordan, noticing the tilt of their head, the way their lips curved when thinking, the dangerous ease with which they held attention.

Alex sighed. This is going to be a very long project.

And for reasons they didn’t want to admit, a very compelling one.
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Chapter 4 – Lines Blur
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The office was quiet, the hum of fluorescent lights the only sound as Alex and Jordan remained at the conference table long after everyone else had gone home. The Ellison campaign was due tomorrow, and neither of them was willing to leave until it was perfect.

Alex rubbed their eyes, staring at the charts on the screen. “I swear, if I see one more misaligned KPI, I might scream.”

Jordan leaned back in their chair, stretching, gaze sweeping over Alex with an odd softness that made Alex’s stomach twist. “You’re tense,” Jordan observed. “Do you ever relax?”

Alex snapped their head up. “I am relaxed.”

Jordan’s smirk was slow, knowing. “Sure you are.”

They fell into silence again, both typing, clicking, recalculating. But as the night deepened, the tension shifted subtly.

When Alex’s laptop pinged with a notification, their hand jerked slightly. Jordan noticed, tilting their head. “Something wrong?”

Alex hesitated, then said quietly, “Just... a personal message. From a friend. Nothing important.”

Jordan’s expression softened. “You’re usually so guarded. It’s... surprising to see you like that.”

Alex froze. “I’m not like that.”

“You are,” Jordan said, not teasing this time. Just... noticing. “And it’s... okay.”

Alex’s pulse quickened, caught off guard. “You don’t... you don’t have to say that.”

Jordan shrugged, leaning slightly closer. “Maybe I do. Maybe I’m tired of the walls.”

Heat rose to Alex’s cheeks, but they turned back to their spreadsheet













d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Falling for the





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





