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Reckless Hearts 

Chapter 1: Collision Course
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The music was too loud, the air too thick, and the night already spiraling toward something reckless.

Exactly how Shervin liked it.

He leaned back against the bar, glass dangling loosely between his fingers, eyes scanning the shifting bodies under flashing neon lights. The underground club pulsed like a heartbeat—wild, unpredictable, alive. Sweat, perfume, alcohol, heat—it all blurred into one intoxicating rush.

Someone laughed too loudly beside him. Someone else brushed against his shoulder, deliberate, inviting. Shervin smirked but didn’t turn. If he wanted attention, he could have it. If he wanted someone, anyone, he’d have them.

That wasn’t the problem.

The problem was nothing ever lasted longer than the night.

He tipped his drink back, letting the burn settle low in his chest. For a moment, just a flicker, the noise faded—not around him, but inside him. A quiet space he didn’t like to acknowledge. Didn’t like to sit in.

So he didn’t.

“Another?”

The bartender was already reaching for the bottle.

Shervin gave a lazy nod. “Make it stronger.”

“Thought you liked to stay in control.”

Shervin’s smile sharpened. “I like to feel like I’m losing it.”

The bartender laughed, but Shervin didn’t.

Because that part was true.



Outside, the night hit differently.

Cool air. Open space. The distant hum of engines and city life instead of suffocating bass. Shervin rolled his shoulders as he stepped onto the street, already pulling his keys from his pocket.

A sleek black car waited under the streetlight like it belonged to him—and it did.

Speed wasn’t just a thrill. It was an escape.

No past. No future. Just the moment.

He slid into the driver’s seat, engine roaring to life beneath his hands. The vibration ran through him, grounding him in a way nothing else did. Not people. Not conversations. Not promises.

Especially not promises.

A few other cars were already lined up farther down the road. Familiar faces, familiar hunger. No rules. No limits. Just adrenaline and ego.

Shervin stepped out, exchanging nods and smirks. Someone clapped him on the back.

“Thought you weren’t coming tonight.”

“Changed my mind,” Shervin replied easily.

“What, got bored breaking hearts inside?”

Shervin huffed a quiet laugh. “Something like that.”

It wasn’t wrong.

He didn’t stay long enough to break hearts. He just... never stayed.



“Are you serious right now?”

The voice cut cleanly through the noise.

Not loud. Not aggressive.

Controlled.

Shervin turned, mildly curious—and then paused.

The man standing a few feet away didn’t belong here. Not in the chaos of revving engines and cocky grins. Not in a place built on risk and bad decisions.

He stood straight, composed, dark eyes sharp with disapproval as he looked between the cars and the group of drivers.

“Do you all have a death wish,” he continued, tone steady but edged, “or is this just how you spend your free time?”

A couple of the guys laughed.

“Relax,” one of them said. “No one asked you to stay and watch.”

“I’m not watching,” the man replied. “I’m asking why this is necessary.”

Shervin found himself stepping closer before he even realized it.

Up close, the contrast was even clearer.

Where everything around them was chaos, this man was precision. Clean lines, controlled posture, eyes that didn’t flicker away or soften under pressure. There was something rigid about him—but not weak.

No. Definitely not weak.

Interesting.

“Necessary?” Shervin echoed, tilting his head slightly. “That’s your first mistake.”

The man’s gaze shifted to him, assessing.

“And what’s that supposed to mean?”

“It means,” Shervin said, slipping his hands into his pockets, “not everything has to be necessary.”

A beat of silence.

Then, “That’s a convenient excuse for bad decisions.”

Shervin’s smile returned, slow and deliberate. “You sound like someone who’s never made one.”

“Everyone makes mistakes,” the man replied. “Some of us just don’t turn them into hobbies.”

A couple of people nearby snickered.

Shervin felt the hit of it—not insult, exactly. More like... resistance.

Most people either leaned into him or backed off.

This one did neither.

“What’s your name?” Shervin asked.

A flicker of hesitation—brief, but there.

“...Mohammed.”

The name settled in Shervin’s mind with unexpected weight.

“Shervin.”

Mohammed gave a small nod, like he was acknowledging information rather than engaging.

“So, Shervin,” he said, glancing toward the cars again, “are you trying to prove something, or is this just about adrenaline?”

“Does it matter?”

“It might,” Mohammed said calmly. “If you’re going to crash.”

Shervin let out a quiet laugh, stepping closer—close enough now that the space between them felt intentional.

“Worried about me?”

“I don’t even know you.”

“Exactly.”

Something shifted then.

Not in the environment. Not in the noise or the movement around them.

Between them.

A pause that stretched just a second too long.

Mohammed didn’t step back.

But he didn’t step forward either.

“I should go,” Mohammed said finally.

“Then why haven’t you?”

The question landed softer than Shervin expected.

Mohammed’s jaw tightened slightly, like he wasn’t used to not having immediate answers.

“That’s not your concern.”

“Maybe it is.”

“It’s not.”

Shervin studied him for a moment, something unfamiliar threading through his usual confidence.

Curiosity.

Not surface-level. Not fleeting.

Something sharper.

“Stay,” Shervin said, quieter now. “Just watch one race.”

“I already told you—”

“One race,” Shervin repeated. “Then you can go back to... whatever it is you do instead of living.”

That did it.

Mohammed’s eyes flashed, irritation breaking through the calm.

“You think this is living?” he asked. “Risking your life for a few minutes of excitement?”

“I think,” Shervin said, voice dropping just slightly, “it’s better than feeling nothing.”

Silence.

Real silence this time.

Mohammed’s expression shifted—not softer, but... different. Like he’d caught something in Shervin’s words that wasn’t meant to be seen.

“You don’t believe that,” he said quietly.

Shervin held his gaze.

Didn’t answer.

For the first time that night, something unsettled curled low in his chest—and it had nothing to do with speed.



Engines roared to life again, louder now, sharper. The race was about to start.

Shervin stepped back, breaking the moment.

“Watch,” he said, already turning away. “Or don’t.”

Mohammed didn’t respond.

But he didn’t leave either.

And somehow, that mattered more than it should have.



Minutes later, Shervin was back in the driver’s seat, hands gripping the wheel, pulse syncing with the engine’s growl.

But his focus wasn’t where it should’ve been.

It lingered—just slightly—on a pair of steady dark eyes standing at the edge of the chaos.

Watching.

Judging.

Seeing too much.

Shervin exhaled slowly, a grin pulling at his lips despite it.

“Yeah,” he muttered under his breath.

This night just got interesting.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: Wrong First Impressions
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Shervin didn’t think about him.

Not the next morning.

Not when the sunlight cut too sharply through his blinds, dragging him out of a shallow, restless sleep. Not when his phone buzzed endlessly with messages he didn’t bother to read. Not when he stood under the shower, letting the water run too hot, trying to burn off the remnants of last night.

He didn’t think about Mohammed at all.

Except he did.

It wasn’t constant. Not overwhelming. Just... inconvenient.

A flicker of dark eyes when he reached for his coffee. A steady voice echoing in the back of his mind—That’s a convenient excuse for bad decisions. The way Mohammed had looked at him, like he wasn’t impressed, wasn’t interested, wasn’t affected.

That part stuck.

Shervin leaned against the kitchen counter, staring down at his untouched mug.

People were always affected.

That was how this worked.

A slow smirk tugged at his lips, but it didn’t quite settle.

“Doesn’t matter,” he muttered, pushing off the counter. “He’s not my type anyway.”

He didn’t define what that meant.

Didn’t need to.



Across the city, Mohammed was having a much better morning.

Or at least, it looked that way.

Everything was in order. Clean lines, structured routine, silence that wasn’t suffocating but steady. His desk was organized, his schedule precise, his mind focused.

It should have been enough.

It usually was.

But today—

“You’re distracted.”

Mohammed didn’t look up immediately. He finished reviewing the line of text in front of him before setting the pen down carefully.

“I’m working,” he replied.

His friend leaned against the doorway, unimpressed. “You’ve read that same paragraph three times.”

Mohammed finally glanced up. “Then maybe it’s poorly written.”

“Or maybe,” his friend said, stepping inside, “you’re thinking about something else.”

“I’m not.”

A pause.

Then, deliberately, “It’s about last night, isn’t it?”

Mohammed’s expression tightened—barely noticeable, but there.

“I told you,” he said, “I shouldn’t have gone.”

“And yet you stayed.”

“That doesn’t mean anything.”

His friend raised an eyebrow. “You don’t stay for things that don’t mean anything.”

Mohammed didn’t respond.

Because that part wasn’t entirely untrue.

He had stayed.

Watched.

Observed.

And for reasons he didn’t fully understand, he hadn’t been able to just walk away.

The memory surfaced uninvited—Shervin leaning casually, speaking like nothing mattered, like everything was a game. Reckless. Careless. Exactly the kind of person Mohammed avoided.

Exactly the kind of person who caused damage.

“I misjudged the situation,” Mohammed said finally, voice firm again. “It won’t happen again.”

His friend studied him for a moment, then smiled faintly. “Sure.”



It should have ended there.

One encounter. One impression. Nothing more.

But life rarely worked that cleanly.



“Wait—you know him?”

Shervin turned his head slightly, following his friend’s line of sight.

And there he was.

Mohammed stood near the far end of the room, speaking quietly with someone Shervin vaguely recognized. Same composed posture. Same controlled presence. Like he carried his own atmosphere with him, untouched by everything around him.

For a brief second, something sharp flickered in Shervin’s chest.

Then he ignored it.

“Know who?” he asked, though he already knew.

“The guy over there,” his friend said. “Mohammed. He just started working with us on the new project.”

Shervin blinked once.

“...You’re kidding.”

“Nope. Why?”

Shervin let out a quiet breath, shaking his head slightly. “No reason.”

Of course.

Of course that’s how this would go.

Not just a random encounter. Not something he could forget or walk away from.

No.

Now he had to see him again.

Regularly.

Shervin rolled his shoulders, expression settling back into something easy, controlled.

“Introduce me,” he said.

His friend smirked. “Didn’t take you for the curious type.”

“I’m not,” Shervin replied smoothly. “Just being polite.”



Mohammed noticed them before they reached him.

Not because he was watching.

Because he was aware.

And Shervin—unfortunately—was hard to ignore.

There was a shift in energy wherever he went. Subtle, but present. Like things bent slightly around him.

Mohammed straightened almost imperceptibly as they approached.

“Mohammed,” the friend began, “this is—”

“Shervin,” Mohammed said calmly.

A beat.

Then Shervin smiled.

“Good memory.”

“I make a point of remembering things that might be relevant.”

Shervin’s eyes sharpened slightly at that. “And I’m relevant?”

“That remains to be seen.”

The friend glanced between them. “Okay... I feel like I missed something.”

“You didn’t,” Mohammed said.

“We’ve met,” Shervin added at the same time.

Another pause.

“...Right,” the friend said slowly. “I’m going to—uh—leave you two to catch up.”

He didn’t wait for a response before walking away.

Smart choice.



Silence settled between them, but it wasn’t empty.

It pressed.

Measured.

“You work here,” Shervin said finally.

“Yes.”

“That’s unexpected.”

Mohammed’s gaze didn’t waver. “Why?”

Shervin shrugged. “Didn’t take you for someone who’d end up in the same space as me.”

“That makes two of us.”

A quiet laugh escaped Shervin. “Still judging me?”

“I don’t need to judge you,” Mohammed replied. “You’re very clear about who you are.”

“And what’s that?”

“Reckless.”

The word landed cleanly.

No hesitation. No apology.

Shervin tilted his head slightly. “You say that like it’s a bad thing.”

“It is,” Mohammed said. “For everyone involved.”

Something in Shervin’s expression shifted—just for a second.

Then it was gone.

“Good thing you’re not involved, then.”

Mohammed held his gaze.

“That’s exactly my intention.”



The conversation should have ended there.

Clean. Final.

But neither of them moved.

“You stayed,” Shervin said suddenly.

Mohammed’s brow furrowed slightly. “What?”

“Last night,” Shervin clarified. “You stayed.”

“I told you—I was observing.”

“Yeah?” Shervin stepped just a little closer. “See anything interesting?”

A pause.

Mohammed didn’t look away.

“Yes.”

Shervin’s smile flickered. “And?”

“I saw someone who thinks control is optional,” Mohammed said. “And mistakes are harmless.”

The words were sharp—but not careless.

Measured.

Intentional.

Shervin exhaled slowly, something almost like amusement threading through him.

“You really don’t like me.”

“I don’t trust you.”

That landed differently.

Heavier.

More honest.

Shervin’s smile didn’t disappear—but it changed.

Softer at the edges. Less performative.

“Good,” he said quietly. “You shouldn’t.”

Mohammed blinked—just once.

Caught off guard.

It was subtle, but Shervin saw it.

And for some reason, that felt like a win.



A voice called Mohammed’s name from across the room.

He glanced over, then back at Shervin.

“I have work to do,” he said.

“Of course you do.”

Mohammed hesitated.

Just briefly.

Like he was considering something—and deciding against it.

Then, “Try not to crash anything today.”

Shervin huffed a quiet laugh. “No promises.”

Mohammed turned to leave—

“Hey.”

He stopped.

Didn’t turn around.

Shervin’s voice dropped slightly. “You’re wrong, you know.”

A beat.

“About what?”

Shervin’s gaze lingered on him, something sharper beneath the usual ease.

“I don’t think mistakes are harmless.”

Mohammed turned then.

Slowly.

Their eyes met again—and this time, something deeper passed between them.

Not just tension.

Recognition.

Of something neither of them had named yet.

“Then prove it,” Mohammed said quietly.

And walked away.



Shervin stood there a moment longer
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