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Part 1: Just the Two of Us
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The cabin was warm with wood fire, full of the scent of pine and freshly brewed coffee. Sophie stood near the coat rack, sliding on her long wool jacket, cheeks flushed from laughter. Emma was already at the door, holding her phone, buzzing with energy.

“You boys going to be okay without us for a few hours?” Sophie teased, grinning over her shoulder at Noah.

“We’ll survive,” Noah said, flashing a smile he didn’t quite feel.

Liam didn’t answer, busy flipping a log with the iron poker in the fireplace, his shoulders tight.

Emma looked over at him, raised an eyebrow. “Don’t burn the place down. And please try not to kill each other.”

“Not making any promises,” Liam muttered.

Sophie laughed and kissed Noah’s cheek. Emma gave Liam a playful shove, then linked arms with her best friend, and they disappeared out the cabin door with the familiar sound of boots on wood and muffled voices fading into the snowy distance.

Then, silence.

It settled in like dust. Heavy. Unmoving. The kind of silence that prickled under the skin.

Noah wandered into the kitchen and grabbed a bottle of water. Liam stayed by the fire, jaw tight. They didn’t speak for a while.

The tension had been there since day one. Their girlfriends were best friends, sisters, basically, but Liam and Noah had never clicked. Too different. Too proud. Too fucking annoyed with each other’s presence.

Noah finally broke it. “You didn’t have to be such a dick just now.”

Liam turned. “Excuse me?”

“Emma was joking. But you....you just snap. Every time.”

“Oh, please. She coddles you. Like you're some fucking golden retriever.”

Noah let out a dry laugh. “Better than acting like you’re too cool to breathe the same air as anyone else.”

Liam stood, heat rising under his collar. “What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

“It means,” Noah said, stepping closer, “that I’m tired of walking on eggshells around you. You’ve had a stick up your ass since the minute we met.”

Liam’s nostrils flared. “You think you know me?”

“I know enough. You play the alpha like it’s a game. But you're just another insecure guy with a nice face and a bad temper.”

The air split.

Liam lunged forward, shoving Noah hard in the chest.

Noah stumbled back but caught himself, eyes wide. “Oh, you want to fight now?”

“Maybe I do.”

Noah didn’t hesitate. He shoved Liam back, harder this time. They collided with the coffee table, knocking it off balance. The thud echoed through the cabin.

“You want to fucking go?” Liam growled, chest heaving.

“Try me,” Noah spat.

Hands gripped shoulders. Bodies collided. It wasn’t a clean fight...more of a messy clash of frustration, heat, and something else neither of them could name. They wrestled to the floor, limbs tangled, muscles straining. They cursed under breath, teeth bared, breaths ragged.

And then it happened.They stopped.

Just stopped, frozen, faces inches apart. Sweat beading. Chests rising and falling like drumbeats. The line between aggression and something else blurring fast.

Liam’s voice dropped. Rough. “The fuck are we doing?”

Noah’s fingers were still gripping Liam’s shirt. His voice was low, hoarse. “I don’t know.”

Neither moved.

And then Noah leaned in. Not for  a kiss. Just a nudge of breath against Liam’s mouth. A test.

Liam didn’t flinch.

Something shifted.

And the night began.
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