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  Sparks in the Executive Suite


Evany Burner paused outside the glass doors of the executive briefing room, her fingers tightening around the leather portfolio she carried. The morning light from the city skyline poured through the windows, but it did nothing to calm the sudden tightness in her chest. She had prepared for this merger meeting all weekend. She had not prepared for him. 
She pushed the doors open and stepped inside. Her heels clicked against the polished floor, and every head turned. Except his. Evan Justice stood at the far end of the long mahogany table, sleeves rolled to his forearms, commanding the space as if he had owned it for years instead of days. His broad shoulders filled out the tailored shirt, and when his dark eyes finally lifted to meet hers, the air thickened.
Evany’s stomach dropped. The old pull hit her low in her core, a familiar heat she had spent years burying under contracts and late nights. Evan did not smile. He simply watched her, that intense gaze tracing the line of her posture like he was remembering exactly how she used to move under his hands.
“Evany,” he said, voice smooth and low. “Right on time, as always.”
She forced her legs to carry her forward. “Evan. Or should I say COO Justice now? Congratulations on the promotion. Quite the leap from the last time we spoke.”
A few of the junior executives shifted in their seats, sensing the undercurrent. Evan’s mouth curved, not quite a smile, more a challenge. “You always did like to keep things professional. Even when they weren’t.”
Evany reached her usual seat near the head of the table, but Evan remained standing. The briefing materials were already spread out, projections glowing on the screen behind him. She set her portfolio down and met his stare again.
“I assume you’ve reviewed the acquisition terms,” she said, keeping her tone crisp. “We’re still waiting on the European division’s counteroffer. I want us aligned before we present to the board.”
“Aligned,” he repeated, tasting the word. “We used to be good at that, didn’t we? Back when you actually listened to what I had to say instead of deciding everything on your own.”
The words landed with the precision of a scalpel. Evany felt heat rise along her neck, but she refused to look away. “That was a long time ago. I make decisions based on what’s best for the company now. Not personal history.”
Evan moved around the table, closing the distance. The other attendees watched in silence, caught between the tension and the need to start the meeting. He extended his hand, the gesture smooth, almost formal.
“Then let’s begin again, professionally,” he said. “Evan Justice. New COO. Looking forward to working closely with you on this merger.”
Evany placed her hand in his. The contact was electric. His palm was warm, his grip firm but not crushing, and he held on a beat longer than necessary. A spark traveled up her arm and settled deep between her thighs, reminding her of every night they had spent tangled together years ago. She felt the old longing uncoil in her core, sharp and insistent, and she hated how quickly her body answered.
She pulled her hand back first. “Evany Burner. Head of Strategy. I suggest we stick to the numbers today.”
Evan’s eyes darkened with something that looked dangerously close to hunger. “Numbers were never the problem between us. It was the leaving that stung.”
One of the analysts cleared their throat. Evany ignored it. She sank into her chair and opened her portfolio, but her pulse refused to settle. Across the table Evan took his seat as well, his presence filling the room like smoke.
“Let’s talk about the integration timeline,” she said, voice steady even as her thoughts raced. “I’ve flagged several risk areas in the cultural overlap. Your team’s aggressive approach might clash with our existing structure.”
“Aggressive gets results,” Evan replied, leaning forward. His forearms rested on the table, drawing her gaze to the corded muscle there. “You used to appreciate that quality. Or have you forgotten how effective we were when we stopped playing it safe?”
Evany’s lips parted, then pressed together. The memory flashed unbidden: the two of them in a tiny apartment after graduation, debating futures late into the night, bodies pressed close, promises whispered between kisses. She pushed it down.
“I remember what happens when ambition overrides everything else,” she said softly, the barb aimed true. “Some of us chose careers over complications. It worked out.”
Evan’s jaw tightened, but the teasing note returned to his voice. “Did it? Because the way you’re looking at me right now suggests the complications never really left.”
The meeting dragged on with projections and spreadsheets, yet every exchange between them carried the weight of unfinished business. Evany countered his points with sharp precision, and Evan answered with that commanding calm that used to make her knees weak. The other executives contributed when they could, but the room’s energy centered on the two of them.
At the close of the briefing Evan stood again. “Evany, stay a moment. I want your thoughts on the private equity angle before we finalize the deck.”
The room emptied slowly. Evany remained seated, heart hammering. When the last person left, Evan circled the table until he stood beside her chair. He offered his hand once more, this time to help her rise.
She took it. The second contact lasted longer. His thumb brushed across her knuckles, a deliberate stroke that sent another rush of heat through her. Evany rose to her full height, close enough to catch the faint scent of his cologne, the same one he had worn in college. Her breath caught.
“We can’t do this,” she said, voice low. “Whatever this is.”
Evan’s gaze dropped to her mouth, then lifted. “We already are, Ellie. The only question is how long we pretend the spark died.”
She stepped back, breaking the contact. The pull in her core remained, insistent and undeniable. Evan watched her retreat with that same knowing look that promised he would not make it easy.
“See you at the next session,” he said. “Try not to run this time.”
Evany turned and walked out, the echo of his voice following her down the corridor. The merger had only just begun, and already the old wounds and hungers were threatening to tear through every careful wall she had built.






  
  Midnight Merger Tension


The office lights had dimmed hours ago, leaving only the glow of Evany's desk lamp and the distant hum of the city outside the floor-to-ceiling windows. It was past midnight, and the merger files lay scattered across the long conference table like evidence of a battle neither of them wanted to admit they were fighting. Evany rubbed her eyes and leaned back in her chair, her tailored blazer long discarded over the backrest. She had stayed late on purpose, hoping to finish the integration timelines alone. Evan had other ideas. 
He stood across from her now, sleeves rolled up again, dark eyes focused on the spreadsheet glowing on his laptop. "The numbers don't lie," he said without looking up. "Your division's projected growth is too conservative. We need to push harder on the synergies if we want this deal to close cleanly."
Evany tapped her pen against the table. "Conservative keeps us from overpromising. You always did favor the aggressive play. Some things haven't changed."
Evan glanced up, a hint of a smile playing at his mouth. "And you always played it safe when it mattered most. That part hasn't changed either."
The words hung between them. Evany felt the old pull in her core again, the same one that had started in the briefing room that morning. She stood and walked around the table to grab another stack of reports, needing the distance. "We should focus on the European counteroffer. It's late. You don't have to stay."
"I do if we're going to get this right," he replied. His voice dropped lower. "Besides, I remember how you work when no one's watching. You get stubborn. Someone has to keep you honest."
She set the reports down harder than necessary. "Honest. That's rich coming from you. You walked into this company knowing exactly who you'd find here, and you didn't think to warn me."
Evan closed his laptop with a quiet click. He crossed his arms over his broad chest, the motion drawing attention to the strength in his forearms. "Warn you? Ellie, you made it clear years ago that your career came first. I figured you'd handle seeing me again like the professional you claim to be."
The nickname slipped out, and it hit her like a spark. Evany turned to face him fully. "Don't call me that. Not here. And don't pretend this is just business. You took the COO job knowing it would put us back in the same room. Why now, Evan? After everything?"
He stepped closer, the space between them shrinking. "Because the company needed someone who could handle the merger without flinching. And because I never stopped wondering what would have happened if you hadn't chosen the promotion over us."
The argument cracked open then, old wounds bleeding into the present. Evany's voice rose despite her efforts to keep it controlled. "I left because staying would have meant giving up everything I'd worked for. You wanted me to follow your path, to put your moves first. I couldn't do that. I won't apologize for building a life that didn't revolve around waiting for you."
Evan's jaw tightened, but his eyes stayed locked on hers. "You didn't just leave for a career. You ran. You packed up and took the offer in New York without even asking if we could make it work across cities. We were engaged, Ellie. You threw that away for a title and a corner office."
"And you never fought for it," she shot back, stepping into his space now. Her heart hammered. "You let me go. You said if I couldn't commit fully then we were done. So don't stand here acting like the victim when your pride got in the way of everything else."
The tension snapped. Evan moved first, his hand cupping the back of her neck as he pulled her forward. Their mouths collided in a heated kiss, urgent and unpolished, years of absence fueling the contact. Evany's lips parted under his, tasting the familiar heat of him. Her hands gripped his shirt, pulling him closer even as her mind screamed that this was a mistake. The desk pressed against her hips when he backed her into it, papers scattering to the floor with soft rustles.
The kiss deepened. Evan's tongue swept against hers, commanding and direct, one hand sliding down to grip her waist while the other stayed tangled in her hair. Evany felt the chemistry reignite in a rush, her body remembering every contour of his, every way he used to make her melt. A soft sound escaped her throat, half protest and half need. She arched into him, the hard edge of the desk digging into her thighs as his body pressed flush against hers.
Evan broke the kiss just enough to speak against her lips. "Tell me to stop and I will. But don't lie and say you don't feel this too."
Evany’s breath came fast. Her fingers tightened on his collar. "This changes nothing," she whispered, but she didn't push him away. The kiss resumed, hotter, her resolve fraying with every stroke of his mouth. Outside the windows the city lights blurred, and the late-night office became a cage of old longing and new danger. The merger wasn't the only thing on the table anymore.
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