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I tug the zipper of my dress up the last few inches, fingers brushing the back of my neck. The fabric clings, black and sleeveless, tighter than I remembered from the store mirror. My heels click once on the hardwood as I step back and check the fit in the hallway mirror.
“Ready?” Daniel calls from the living room. His voice carries that casual impatience he always has before dinners out.
“Almost.” I smooth the hem with my palms, take one more breath, and walk out.
He looks up from his phone. “You look good.” He doesn’t stand, just pockets the phone and grabs his keys.
We’re halfway to the door when headlights sweep across the blinds. A car idles outside. Daniel glances at me. “That’s him. You sure you don’t mind?”
I shake my head, even though my chest tightens. “No. It’s fine.”
Daniel opens the door. The cool night air slips inside, along with the deep rumble of the engine. A silver SUV pulls to the curb. The driver steps out, broad shoulders under a fitted button-down, sleeves rolled to his forearms, dark hair pushed back clean. His eyes find mine before anything else.
“Hunter,” Daniel says, smiling as he steps forward. “Thanks for driving.”
Hunter’s handshake swallows Daniel’s. Then his eyes move back to me, slower this time. “You must be Kayla.” His voice is lower than I expected.
“Yes.” My heel sticks slightly in the welcome mat as I step closer. “Nice to meet you.”
His grip is firm when he takes my hand, his thumb brushing the side of my fingers before letting go. The contact leaves a faint heat on my skin.
“Come on,” Daniel says, already heading for the passenger seat. “You can sit in back with my wife, man. I’ll ride up front.”
Hunter’s mouth tips into a half-smile. He opens the rear door, holds it as I slide inside, then circles to the other side. The SUV smells of leather and faint cologne. I adjust my skirt, knees pressed together, purse tight against my side.
When he gets in, his shoulder almost brushes mine. He closes the door, and the space shrinks even more.
“You two hungry?” he asks, shifting the gear.
“Starving,” Daniel answers from the front.
I nod, though my stomach is tight. Hunter glances at me as he turns the wheel. “You don’t talk much, do you?”
I force a small laugh. “I just met you.”
“That’s fair.” His hand rests loose on the shifter. Long fingers, veins faint under the skin. “I like to know who I’m driving around.”
Daniel chuckles. “She’s shy. Takes a bit to open up.”
Hunter’s gaze lingers, unreadable, before sliding back to the road. “Shy’s fine. Gives me something to work on.”
I shift in my seat, crossing one leg over the other. The hem rides higher on my thigh. He notices, I see his eyes flick down and back up, quick but deliberate. My pulse jumps, and I look out the window, the blur of streetlights no help at all.
The restaurant glows warm through tall windows, crowded but humming steady. Hunter pulls into a spot across the street, kills the engine. Daniel is already out, adjusting his collar as he heads for the crosswalk.
Hunter opens my door. His hand extends, palm up, steady. I hesitate before sliding my hand into his. The warmth of his skin runs through me as he helps me down, his grip firm at my waist a second longer than necessary.
“Thanks,” I murmur.
“Of course,” he says, eyes holding mine until Daniel calls back, “Come on, you two.”
Inside, the place is loud, cutlery against plates, conversations overlapping. The hostess leads us to a booth in the back, half-shadowed under a low light. Daniel slides in first, patting the space beside him.
“Sit here,” he says.
Hunter glances at me, then at the empty side across. “Why don’t I sit here instead,” he says, dropping into the booth opposite Daniel. His knee brushes mine under the table as I take the middle seat.
Menus arrive, glossy and stiff. I pretend to read, but Hunter leans forward, forearms on the table, watching me instead. “What’s good here?”
“I don’t know. First time,” I answer, voice low.
Daniel flips a page. “Steaks. Always safe.”
Hunter grins. “I’ll take your word for it.” He closes his menu without looking again.
The server returns. Orders go quick. When she leaves, Daniel launches into talk about work, some project, deadlines, a client dragging feet. His hands move as he talks, his phone buzzing once on the table.
Hunter listens, but his attention slides back to me. His gaze lingers at my neckline, then lower, before returning to my eyes. He tilts his head slightly, as though testing how long I’ll hold his stare. My breath shifts shallow. I look down at the folded napkin in my lap, fingers pressing into the linen.
“Kayla,” Hunter says suddenly. “What do you do?”
I clear my throat. “Marketing.”
Daniel adds, “She’s good at it too.”
Hunter nods, lips twitching at the corner. “Figures.”
“Figures how?” I ask, sharper than I mean to.
“Just… you carry yourself like you know how to sell something.” His eyes move over me again, slower this time. “Or someone.”
Daniel laughs, shaking his head. “He’s been drinking already.”
“Not yet,” Hunter says. His eyes stay locked on mine. “But I might start.”
The server drops drinks, wine for me, whiskey for Hunter, a beer for Daniel. Cold glass sweats under my fingers as I take a sip too fast.
Daniel’s phone buzzes again. He picks it up. “Sorry. Work.” He stands, pressing the phone to his ear, walking toward the hallway near the bathrooms.
Hunter waits until he’s gone. His hand slides under the table, brushing my knee. The touch is light, testing, but deliberate.
I freeze. My pulse thuds in my throat. His thumb presses once, slow, against the inside of my leg before lifting away. He leans back, sipping his drink, eyes calm, like nothing just happened.
Daniel’s voice carries faintly from the hall, low and clipped into his phone. Hunter’s glass rests on the table, amber liquid swirling as he tips it once, then sets it down. His eyes haven’t left me.
“You’re nervous,” he says quietly.
I grip the stem of my wine. “Because you’re staring.”
“You don’t like it?” His tone is even, not teasing, just asking.
I shift in the booth, heat creeping up my neck. “It’s… a little obvious.”
“Good,” he says.
My breath stutters. I look toward the hallway, but Daniel is still talking, hand cutting the air with each word.
Hunter leans forward, elbows on the table again. “You knew what you were doing with that dress.” His eyes track the line of fabric over my chest, the cut at my shoulder. “Don’t act surprised it worked.”
I press my knees tighter together. The napkin crumples in my hands. “You don’t even know me.”
“Not yet.” His mouth curves slightly. “But I’d like to.”
Daniel returns, sliding into the booth, dropping his phone beside his plate. “Crisis averted,” he says, taking a long pull from his beer. “God, I hate when clients can’t make up their minds.”
I push my wine glass away, fingers brushing condensation. My heart is still pounding too fast.
Dinner arrives. Plates steaming, the sharp scent of grilled meat, butter melting across baked potatoes. Conversation turns easy, Daniel talking, Hunter throwing in a dry comment now and then. I cut into my steak, chew, nod, but every time Hunter speaks, my eyes flick to him, waiting.
Halfway through, Daniel excuses himself again, this time to the restroom. I keep my fork poised over the plate, but my stomach twists too tight to eat.
Hunter sets his knife down, leans closer across the table. “He doesn’t watch you enough,” he says.
The words land hard. I don’t answer.
“You laugh when he’s not looking,” Hunter continues, voice low. “You keep glancing at the door like you’re waiting for something better to walk in.”
“That’s not true,” I whisper.
He tilts his head. “Isn’t it?”
My hands tremble as I cut another piece of steak, force it onto my tongue, chew until it tastes like nothing.
Hunter’s knee brushes mine again under the table. This time he doesn’t move it away.
Daniel comes back, drying his hands on a paper towel, laughing about the line at the sink. He sits, picks up his fork, and keeps eating.
Hunter leans back now, casual, sipping his whiskey as if he hasn’t pressed himself into me under the table, as if nothing has shifted.
The rest of the meal blurs, dessert offered, declined, the bill paid by Hunter with a quick flick of his card. Outside, the night is cooler, air sharper against my skin. Hunter opens the door again, his hand grazing my lower back as I slide inside.
Daniel buckles in, yawns. “Thanks again for driving, man.”
“No problem,” Hunter says, starting the engine. His hand shifts gears, knuckles brushing my thigh this time. Not an accident.
The SUV hums steady as we pull onto the main road. Streetlights flash over the dash, brief slices of white across Hunter’s face. His hand rests on the shifter, close enough that the back of his knuckle grazes my thigh with every change.
Daniel scrolls his phone, the glow lighting his face. “You mind if we swing by for one more drink? That new bar on Ashland.”
Hunter glances at me through the mirror, then back to Daniel. “Your call.”
I stay silent. My throat is too tight.
“Yeah, let’s do it,” Daniel says, already tapping out a message. “I’ll text Mark to meet us.”
Hunter’s hand slides down from the shifter, rests full on my leg now, heavy and warm above my knee. My breath catches. Daniel doesn’t notice, he’s busy typing.
Hunter squeezes once, then leaves his hand there, thumb dragging a slow line back and forth. I stare straight ahead, pulse hammering in my ears. The city rolls past outside the window, blurred lights and shadow.
Daniel laughs at something on his screen. “Mark says he’s already there. Perfect.”
Hunter’s hand drifts higher. Just a fraction. My fingers clamp around the edge of my purse.
The car slows, turns, parks in front of a corner bar. Music pulses faintly through the glass windows, neon lights buzzing over the door. Daniel hops out, slipping his phone into his pocket. “I’ll grab us a table.”
Hunter cuts the engine, but doesn’t move. His hand is still on my thigh, thumb pressing a circle into the fabric of my dress.
“You’re shaking,” he murmurs.
“I should go inside,” I whisper.
He leans in slightly, voice low. “You don’t have to.”
The door slams on Daniel’s side. He’s already halfway to the entrance. Hunter removes his hand at last, slow, deliberate. He steps out, rounds the SUV, and opens my door again. I slide out, legs unsteady, dress brushing my thighs.
Inside, the bar is crowded, dark wood tables, bottles glinting behind the counter, chatter layered over the thump of music. Daniel waves from a high-top in the corner. Hunter follows close behind me, his hand grazing my lower back again as he guides me through the press of bodies.
“Here,” Daniel says, pulling out a stool for me. He takes the one beside mine. Hunter claims the seat across.
Drinks come fast, beer for Daniel, another whiskey for Hunter, a cocktail set in front of me, pale pink with a curl of citrus. I sip, the sharp sweetness hitting hard in my chest.
Daniel talks, spinning stories louder now with the music. Hunter listens, head tilted, but his eyes stay locked on me. When I shift, crossing one leg, his gaze drags down, slow, deliberate.
Daniel waves for another round, turning toward the bar. Hunter leans forward, voice low enough only I can hear.
“You’re already wet,” he says.
The words hit like a blow. I stiffen, the glass in my hand trembling. I don’t answer, can’t. His eyes stay steady on mine, daring me to deny it.
Daniel turns back, grinning, another beer in hand. “This place is great, huh?”
Hunter leans back, sipping his drink, like he never said a thing.
The bar grows louder as the night drags on. Daniel is half turned in his seat, talking with a guy in a blazer who stopped to say hello. His voice carries, animated, while Hunter sits across from me, silent, watching.
My cocktail glass is almost empty. Ice clinks as I set it down. Hunter’s knee nudges mine under the table, slow, deliberate. I flinch, but don’t move away.
“You’re not drinking enough,” he says, his voice low.
“I’ve had two,” I answer, sharper than I intend.
He smiles faintly, that small curve of his mouth that makes my stomach drop. “Then you’re looser than you think.”
Heat floods my cheeks. I glance at Daniel, he’s laughing, back still turned. Hunter’s hand slides under the table, brushing the inside of my thigh. This time he doesn’t stop. His fingers push higher, pressing against me through the thin fabric of my dress.
My breath catches hard. I clamp my hand over his wrist, but he doesn’t pull away. His eyes stay locked on mine, steady, patient.
“Don’t,” I whisper.
“Say that louder,” he murmurs.
I freeze. My grip weakens. His hand presses firmer, and a pulse of arousal surges hot between my legs.
Daniel slaps the other man’s shoulder, turning back to us. Hunter moves his hand instantly, lifting his glass in one smooth motion. “Good to see you, Mark,” Daniel says, grinning. “Sit with us.”
Mark shakes his head, already heading back to his group. Daniel chuckles, finishing his beer. “Guy never changes.”
I force my hands flat on the table, fighting to steady them. My body still burns where Hunter touched me.
“Ready for another round?” Daniel asks.
I shake my head too fast. “No. I’m fine.”
“Yeah, me too,” Hunter adds, eyes flicking toward me. “She looks ready to head out.”
Daniel checks his watch. “Alright, yeah, we should go.”
The ride home is a blur. Daniel talks from the passenger seat, half-drowsy now, his words running together. I sit in the back beside Hunter again, pressed into the corner of the seat, trying to breathe evenly.
At a red light, Hunter leans closer. His hand covers mine on the seat between us, fingers lacing through. I start to pull away, but his grip tightens, warm and sure. He doesn’t look at me, just stares ahead at the traffic light.
The car moves again. Daniel mumbles something about needing water when we get home. Hunter’s thumb strokes the inside of my palm, steady, teasing.
When he pulls into our street, Daniel is already half asleep. Hunter parks, cuts the engine. Daniel gets out first, swaying toward the porch.
Hunter rounds to open my door again. I step out, heart hammering, and before I can move, his hand slides to the back of my neck. He pulls me close, his mouth crushing mine, hard, hungry.
I gasp into him, the heat of his tongue forcing past my lips. My hands press against his chest, but I don’t push. I don’t move at all.
The porch light flicks on as Daniel fumbles with his keys. Hunter lets me go, his mouth leaving mine wet, breath hot against my cheek.
“Goodnight, Kayla,” he whispers.
I stumble back, pulse wild, and follow Daniel inside.
Daniel stumbles through the door first, dropping his keys on the counter. “Water,” he mutters, heading for the kitchen.
I step inside slower, clutching my purse. The taste of Hunter still coats my mouth, raw and impossible to ignore.
Behind me, the door clicks shut. Hunter stays close enough that the heat of his body presses at my back. His hand slides low, quick, gripping my hip just once before letting go.
I spin toward him, wide-eyed. “Stop, ”
“Then walk away,” he says, quiet, steady.
My throat locks. I can’t move.
Daniel’s voice carries from the kitchen, the clink of a glass filling at the tap. Hunter steps closer, towering, his breath warm against my ear.
“You liked it,” he murmurs.
“No,” I whisper, but the word sounds weak.
His fingers trail the hem of my dress, lifting a fraction before falling away again. “You’re shaking,” he says. “Not from fear.”
Daniel coughs, then calls out, “You want water?”
I force my voice steady. “No, I’m fine.”
Hunter smiles faintly. He leans down, brushing his lips over mine in the barest touch, gone before I can react. My knees threaten to buckle.
Daniel pads back in, glass in hand. “Alright, I’m dead. Bedtime.” He drains half the water, sets the rest on the counter. “Hunter, you want the couch?”
“Fine with me,” Hunter says. His eyes never leave mine.
Daniel yawns, already moving down the hall. “Kayla, lock up?”
“Yeah.” My voice cracks. I grip the doorframe to steady myself.
The bedroom door clicks shut down the hall. Silence fills the space. Hunter moves first, sliding onto the couch, leaning back like he owns it.
“Come here,” he says.
I stay frozen near the door. “No.”
“Then keep staring,” he says, voice low. “Either way, you’ve already chosen.”
I swallow hard. My heels echo once on the wood as I step forward, stopping too close. His hand catches mine, pulling gently until I’m between his knees.
“Last chance to walk away,” he says, looking up at me.
I don’t move.
His hands slide up the backs of my thighs, dragging my dress higher inch by inch. My breath jerks sharp.
“Say it,” he whispers.
I shake my head, but my hips tilt forward anyway, betraying me.
He grins, low and sure, and pulls me down onto his lap. His mouth crashes against mine, hungrier now, his tongue deep, his hands gripping my ass through the thin fabric. I gasp into him, the sound muffled, my body arching against his.
The hallway creaks faintly. We freeze. Daniel’s footsteps pass once, then stop. A beat of silence. Then the toilet flushes, water running.
Hunter doesn’t let go. His hand presses at the small of my back, holding me in place. His lips drag down my throat, slow, claiming, before lifting away.
“We’ll finish,” he murmurs. “Soon.”
The bathroom door opens. Daniel’s steps shuffle back to the bedroom. The latch clicks shut.
Hunter leans back, still holding me on his lap. His eyes burn steady into mine. “You’re not leaving this here.”
My chest heaves. I know he’s right.
The house is quiet now, the only sound the faint hum of the fridge. Daniel’s door stays closed at the end of the hall.
I’m still on Hunter’s lap, my dress bunched high around my thighs. His hand grips my waist, keeping me there.
“You should go to bed,” I whisper. My voice is barely sound.
“You don’t want that,” he says.
I try to stand, but his grip tightens. His other hand slides between my legs, fingers pressing firmly through the thin fabric of my panties. My hips jerk against the touch before I can stop it.
“Hunter, ”
“Say stop,” he murmurs, eyes steady on mine.
The word won’t come. My breath shakes instead.
He pulls the fabric aside and slides his fingers over bare skin, slow, deliberate. Heat surges through me, my thighs clenching around his hand. I bite my lip hard to keep from making a sound.
“You’re soaked,” he whispers.
I close my eyes, my head falling against his shoulder. My body betrays me, grinding into his hand, desperate and shaking.
He lifts me suddenly, rising from the couch with me in his arms. My legs cling around his waist on instinct. He carries me down the short hall, every step a pounding echo in my ears.
Daniel’s door is only feet away. I clutch Hunter tighter, my heart battering.
He pushes into the guest room, kicks the door closed with his boot, and lays me back on the bed. The mattress dips, cool sheets sliding under my skin.
His shirt comes off in one motion, muscles shifting under the dim light. He pulls my dress over my head, dropping it to the floor. I lie there in only my bra and panties, chest heaving, caught between terror and heat.
Hunter bends low, his mouth capturing mine again, rough and consuming. His hand claws down my side, grips my hip, pulls me up against him. I feel the hard press of him through his pants, urgent and unrelenting.
My hands push at his shoulders, then pull him closer, betraying me again. His fingers slide under my bra, squeezing hard until I gasp into his mouth.
“Quiet,” he warns. “Or he’ll hear.”
The words make my pulse explode. My thighs part as his hand drags my panties down, ripping them free in one sharp tug. The cool air hits me, then his fingers push inside, stretching, filling, relentless.
I clutch the sheets, choking back a cry, my back arching off the bed. He pumps harder, his thumb grinding until my hips buck helplessly against him.
“You like this,” he growls against my throat.
“Yes,” I gasp, before I can stop myself.
His zipper lowers. A second later, he’s over me, pressing inside with one brutal thrust that steals my breath. My nails dig into his back as I bury my face against his shoulder, biting hard to stay silent.
The bed creaks once, steady rhythm building, his grip on my hips iron, his breath harsh in my ear. Every thrust drives me higher, past thought, past fear, until nothing matters except the way he fills me.
Hunter drives into me harder, the bed jolting against the wall with each thrust. I dig my nails into his shoulders, clenching, trying to hold back the sounds rising in my throat.
“Quiet,” he growls again, his mouth crushing mine to swallow the moan that slips free. His hand clamps at the back of my neck, forcing me deeper into the kiss as his hips pound against mine.
Daniel shifts in the room down the hall. The faint creak of floorboards makes my stomach drop. I freeze, trembling under Hunter.
“Keep going,” he whispers, breath hot in my ear. “Don’t stop now.”
He moves again, harder this time, his chest pressing me into the mattress. The sheets twist in my fists. My legs lock around his waist, dragging him deeper, even as my mind screams at me to stop.
“You’re mine right now,” he murmurs, voice rough, lips at my throat. “Say it.”
My body arches helplessly, words tearing from me. “I’m yours.”
He groans low, gripping my hips, slamming into me faster, each thrust jolting my body upward. Heat floods through me, unbearable, building sharp and tight. I bite down hard on his shoulder, muffling the cry as release rips through me, shuddering, my whole body convulsing around him.
He doesn’t slow. His breath grows ragged, sweat dripping down his temple onto my chest. His thrusts turn frantic, desperate, until he drives deep, holds, and spills inside me with a guttural moan pressed into my neck.
I shake under him, every muscle trembling, the sheets damp with sweat. He collapses against me for a second, his heartbeat hammering hard against my chest.
The hallway stays silent. Daniel hasn’t moved.
Hunter pulls out slow, leaving me raw, aching, wet. He kisses me once, hard and claiming, then rolls onto his back beside me. His chest rises heavy, his arm falling across his face.
I lie frozen, panting, the air thick and hot. My panties are gone, shredded at the side of the bed. My bra hangs loose where he tugged it down.
He turns his head, eyes locking on me, dark and certain. “That won’t be the last time.”
I can’t answer. My body still hums with aftershocks, guilt tangled with heat that won’t fade.
From down the hall, Daniel snores faintly.
I sit up, shaky, grabbing my dress from the floor. My hands fumble the zipper as I pull it over my head, covering myself. Hunter watches, silent, eyes sharp in the dim light.
I move to the door, pause with my hand on the knob. My chest heaves. My lips still burn from his kiss.
Without turning back, I slip into the hall, every step quiet, careful, carrying the weight of what I’ve just done.
The hallway feels endless, every floorboard threatening to creak under my bare feet. Daniel’s door glows faint with the strip of light from the bathroom. I ease it open, careful, holding my breath.
He’s on his side, one arm tucked under his pillow, the sheet pulled low across his waist. His breathing is deep, steady, the soft rise and fall that means he’s gone.
I slide inside, closing the door without a sound. My legs tremble as I cross to the bed. The dress clings to my skin, damp with sweat, the inside of my thighs still slick, swollen.
I peel it off again and let it fall onto the chair in the corner. My bra dangles half-open, straps loose, so I tug it away too. No panties left, Hunter tore them. My stomach twists at the thought.
The sheet rustles as I slip under it, the mattress dipping beside Daniel. I freeze, waiting for him to stir. He doesn’t.
The warmth of the bed closes around me. My body still thrums, every nerve alive. I squeeze my thighs together, but the wetness seeps, hot and humiliating. My skin reeks faintly of Hunter’s cologne, his sweat. My lips feel bruised from his mouth.
Daniel shifts once, rolling onto his back. His arm brushes mine, familiar, safe. He sighs in his sleep, nothing more.
I stare at the ceiling in the dark, chest tight, trying to slow my breathing. The image won’t leave me, Hunter’s eyes locked on mine as he pushed inside, the sound of his voice telling me I was his.
I bite my lip hard, fighting it back, but my hips twitch against the mattress, searching for friction. Shame floods me, but the heat won’t die. I press my thighs together harder, one hand slipping down before I catch myself.
Daniel exhales, rolling away again, facing the wall.
I curl into myself, body trembling, every inch alive with the memory. The guilt gnaws sharp, but underneath it, stronger, is the pulse of desire that refuses to fade.
Hunter is only a few steps away, lying on the couch, maybe still awake, maybe waiting. My heart slams at the thought.
I bury my face in the pillow, forcing stillness. My skin still tingles where he touched me. The sheets trap his scent against me, faint and inescapable.
Sleep doesn’t come. My eyes stay open in the dark, ears tuned to every creak of the house, every faint shift from down the hall.
I don’t know how I’ll face him in the morning. I don’t know how I’ll face Daniel either.
But I know I will.
And I know I won’t stop.
Sunlight cuts through the blinds, thin stripes across the bed. Daniel shifts beside me, yawning, stretching one arm overhead. His hand drops to my hip, casual, warm.
“Morning,” he murmurs. His breath smells faintly of beer.
“Morning,” I whisper, my throat dry.
He kisses my shoulder lightly, then sits up, rubbing his eyes. “Coffee?”
“Sure.”
He pulls on a t-shirt, runs a hand through his hair, and heads down the hall. The bedroom door stays open.
I lie still for a moment, my body sore, thighs sticky, Hunter’s touch still carved into me. My panties are gone. My stomach knots.
I slide out of bed, tugging my dress over my head quickly, and follow Daniel.
The kitchen smells of coffee grounds. Daniel fumbles with the machine, humming low. “We’ll head out around ten, yeah? Beat the traffic.”
“Okay,” I say, my voice quiet.
Hunter steps into the doorway. He’s already dressed, dark jeans, a plain shirt, his hair still damp from the shower. He leans against the frame, arms crossed, watching.
Daniel glances back. “Morning, man.”
“Morning.” Hunter’s eyes don’t leave mine.
Heat floods my chest. I force myself to turn away, opening a cabinet for mugs. My hand shakes faintly as I set them on the counter.
Daniel pours the coffee, distracted, talking about the drive home, about work Monday, about nothing at all. I nod at the right moments, though I hear nothing.
Hunter steps closer, reaching past me for a spoon. His arm brushes mine, deliberate. His voice is low, almost casual. “Sugar?”
I don’t answer. My breath sticks.
“Kayla?” Daniel says, handing me a cup.
“Yeah,” I stammer. “Thanks.”
Hunter stirs his coffee, watching the swirl of liquid, then lifts the spoon to his lips, tasting. His tongue flicks across the metal, slow. His eyes cut to me again, steady, knowing.
Daniel doesn’t notice. He leans against the counter, sipping, scrolling his phone with his free hand.
I grip my mug with both hands, burning heat against my palms, trying to anchor myself. My body betrays me again, hips shifting, thighs pressing tight together.
Hunter takes a slow sip, then sets his cup down. He wipes a drop from the corner of his mouth with his thumb. “Good coffee,” he says simply.
Daniel chuckles. “She picked it. Always knows the right stuff.”
Hunter nods, eyes still locked on me. “Yeah. I can see that.”
My chest pounds. I can’t breathe. I glance away, staring at the steam curling off my mug, but I feel his stare, heavy, unrelenting.
Daniel pockets his phone. “We should pack up in a bit.”
“Sure,” Hunter says, voice even. He picks up his cup, drains the rest, then sets it down hard enough to make the counter thud. His eyes flick down my body once more before he turns and walks out toward the living room.
I can’t move. My whole body trembles with the weight of what we did, and the certainty that it isn’t over.
Suitcases sit open on the bed. Daniel tosses shirts in without folding, humming under his breath. “We’ll be out in ten,” he says, grabbing socks from the drawer.
“Okay.” I crouch, tucking my shoes into the corner of my bag. My hands still shake faintly, though I try to keep them steady.
From the hall, floorboards creak. Hunter steps into the doorway. “Need help carrying anything out?”
Daniel shakes his head. “Nah, just a couple bags. We’re good.”
Hunter’s eyes sweep over me slowly, pausing at my bare legs under the short hem of my dress. My throat tightens.
“I’ll grab the cooler from the kitchen then,” Hunter says. He lingers one beat longer before walking away.
Daniel zips his suitcase shut, drags it toward the door. “I’ll load this in the car.” He kisses my cheek quickly. “Back in a sec.”
The front door closes. Silence.
I stand there, pulse pounding, staring at the half-packed bag.
Hunter appears in the doorway again, empty-handed this time. His eyes lock on me. “He’s outside.”
I shake my head fast. “No.”
“Yes.” He steps inside, closing the door behind him. The click echoes sharp.
I back up until my thighs hit the edge of the bed. “Hunter, ”
He moves closer, steady, sure. His hand comes up, brushing my jaw, tilting my face toward him. His thumb drags over my lower lip. “You don’t want me to stop.”
I grab his wrist, but I don’t push it away. My knees weaken, spreading slightly as I sit back on the mattress.
His mouth crashes against mine, harder than before, forcing the breath from my chest. His hand slides under my dress, gripping my thigh high, pulling it up around his hip.
The crunch of gravel outside makes me stiffen. Daniel’s footsteps, faint, circling to the trunk. Hunter doesn’t stop. His tongue plunges deep, his fingers digging into my flesh, his hips pressing between my legs.
“Hunter, please,” I gasp, my voice breaking.
He pulls back just enough to look into my eyes. “Say stop.”
I can’t. My lips part, but no words come.
He smirks, low and confident, then kisses me again, rougher, claiming. His hand drags my panties aside, what’s left of them, and his fingers slide over me, slick and ready despite my denial.
I bite into his shoulder, muffling the moan as my body arches into his touch. My thighs clamp around his hand, trapping him there.
The front door opens. Daniel’s voice calls, “Kayla?”
Hunter pulls away instantly, leaving me raw and gasping, legs trembling. He straightens, smoothing his shirt like nothing happened.
“In here,” I call back, forcing my voice steady.
Daniel steps in, wiping sweat from his forehead. “Car’s packed. You ready?”
“Yeah,” I manage, standing too fast, pulling my dress down over shaking thighs.
Hunter leans against the dresser, casual, eyes on me. He smiles faintly, unseen by Daniel.
I know then, I won’t resist him again.
The drive back is quiet at first. Daniel fiddles with the radio, settling on classic rock. He drums the wheel, humming off-key.
I sit in the back again. Hunter slides in beside me, the leather seat creaking under his weight. His thigh presses against mine, deliberate.
Daniel glances at us in the mirror. “You two comfortable back there?”
“Fine,” Hunter says. His hand drops to the seat between us, fingers brushing mine.
I pull back at first, but he follows, his pinky hooking around my finger, then more, until his whole hand grips mine tight.
The car hums steady down the highway. Daniel talks about traffic, about work next week, nothing important. I nod, pretend to listen, while Hunter’s thumb strokes over my knuckles, slow, rhythmic.
Minutes pass. His hand slides higher, onto my thigh. The hem of my dress rides up as he pushes it. My heart slams so loud I’m sure Daniel will hear it.
“Kayla, you good?” Daniel asks, glancing in the mirror.
“Yeah,” I choke out. “Just tired.”
Hunter’s lips twitch. His fingers push higher, parting my legs slightly. The engine’s rumble covers the sound of my breath catching.
The road narrows into two lanes. Daniel leans forward, focused, muttering about a truck ahead. Hunter uses the moment, his hand slips under the fabric, sliding between my legs, skin on skin.
I jolt, grab his wrist, but he doesn’t stop. His fingers press, part, slide inside me. My knees tremble, thighs clamping around his hand.
I bite down on my lip hard, stifling the moan clawing up my throat.
Daniel curses at the truck. “This guy’s crawling.” He speeds up, leaning into the wheel.
Hunter curls his fingers deep, finding the spot that makes me buck helplessly. His eyes lock on mine, steady, daring me to make a sound.
I squeeze his wrist, nails digging in, but my hips grind against him anyway, desperate. Heat builds sharp and unbearable, rising too fast.
Daniel flips the blinker, muttering, “Finally.” The car surges as he passes.
The pressure inside me shatters. My body jerks, thighs clamping hard around Hunter’s hand as release rips through me. I bury my face against the seat, biting my own arm to stay silent, trembling, shaking.
Hunter’s fingers slow, then slide out, wet and glistening in the faint light from the dash. He lifts them to his mouth, sucking them clean, his eyes never leaving mine.
Daniel laughs at something on the radio, oblivious.
I collapse back against the seat, chest heaving, sweat damp at my temples. My legs won’t stop quivering.
Hunter leans close, his breath grazing my ear. “Next time, I won’t stop at my hand.”
Daniel turns up the volume. “Almost home,” he says cheerfully.
I close my eyes, guilt tearing through me, but my body still thrums, hungry for more.
The garage door rumbles shut behind us. Daniel kills the engine, stretches his arms with a groan. “God, I hate that drive,” he says, grabbing his bag from the front seat.
I slide out slower, my legs still weak. My dress clings to my damp skin. Hunter steps out after me, brushing close enough that his arm grazes mine.
“Leave the bags till morning,” Daniel says, already heading inside. “I just want a shower and bed.”
“Sure,” I murmur. My voice is faint.
Hunter lifts both our suitcases with ease, carrying them up the steps. I follow, pulse still racing, thighs trembling with every step.
Inside, Daniel drops his keys on the counter and heads straight down the hall. “Be right back,” he calls. The bathroom door shuts, the sound of running water starting up.
I stand in the kitchen, frozen, clutching the edge of the counter. My hands won’t stop shaking. The air still smells faintly of Hunter’s cologne, clinging to me, everywhere.
Hunter sets the bags by the stairs, then turns. His eyes lock on me, steady, unreadable. He doesn’t move closer, not yet.
“You’re mine now,” he says, quiet, certain.
I shake my head, though my chest heaves, my body betraying me again with the throb between my legs. “No. This… this was a mistake.”
“Was it?” His lips twitch faintly. He steps closer, slow, deliberate. His hand comes up, brushing a strand of hair from my face. “You didn’t look like you wanted it to stop.”
I grab his wrist, trembling, but don’t push him away. “Daniel’s right there.”
“He won’t hear us.” His voice is low, confident.
The shower runs steady, masking sound. Steam curls faint from the crack under the door.
Hunter leans down, brushing his mouth against my ear. “You’ll think about me tonight. Even with him inside you.”
The words rip the breath from my chest. My knees threaten to give out.
The bathroom door creaks faintly. Hunter steps back instantly, casual, leaning against the counter like nothing happened.
Daniel reappears, towel around his waist, hair damp. He smiles at me, easy, trusting. “You coming?”
I swallow hard, forcing a smile. “Yeah.”
Daniel kisses me quickly, then heads into the bedroom. The towel slips lower on his hips as he goes.
Hunter watches, silent, eyes locked on me. He smirks, just enough for me to see, then turns, heading up the stairs toward the guest room.
I stand there shaking, heat flooding me again, guilt clawing at my chest.
I know I’ll go to bed with Daniel. I know I’ll let him hold me, kiss me, touch me.
And I know I’ll only be thinking of Hunter.
Daniel pulls the sheet back and slides into bed, his skin warm from the shower. He lies on his side, propped on one elbow, smiling down at me as I slip in beside him.
“You look wiped,” he says, brushing his fingers through my hair.
“Long day,” I whisper. My throat is still raw, my lips still swollen from Hunter’s kisses.
Daniel leans down, kissing me softly. His mouth tastes of toothpaste and mint. I kiss back, forcing my lips steady, though the taste only reminds me of how different Hunter’s was, whiskey, heat, roughness.
Daniel’s hand glides down my side, finding the curve of my hip. “You feel amazing,” he murmurs, pushing closer.
I bite down on the inside of my cheek, trying not to flinch when his thigh presses between mine. The ache there is still sharp, Hunter’s rhythm echoing through me.
Daniel kisses my neck, gentle, careful. His fingers tug at the hem of my nightshirt. I lift my arms automatically as he pulls it over my head. My breasts are bare, marked faintly red from Hunter’s grip. I pray he doesn’t notice.
“You’re beautiful,” Daniel says. He bends down, taking one nipple into his mouth, sucking slow. My back arches, but it isn’t from him, it’s the phantom memory of Hunter’s teeth scraping me raw hours ago.
I dig my nails into the sheet, forcing myself to stay still, to respond. My breath comes quick, shallow. Daniel’s hand slips down, between my thighs.
I stiffen. The wetness there hasn’t faded. It’s not from him.
He groans softly, mistaking it. “God, you’re ready for me.”
My stomach flips, shame burning hot, but I part my legs anyway, letting him slide inside. He moves slow, tender, kissing me as he pushes deeper.
I close my eyes, trying to lose myself in him. But all I see is Hunter’s eyes, locked on mine while he filled me rough, demanding. All I hear is his voice in my ear: You’re mine now.
Daniel thrusts steady, his forehead pressed against mine. “I love you,” he whispers.
My chest seizes. I kiss him back, swallowing the words I can’t return. My body clenches hard around him, not from love, not from tenderness, but from the raw, lingering hunger Hunter lit and won’t let die.
Daniel groans, shudders, finishing quickly. He collapses against me, breath ragged, his body heavy and warm. He kisses my shoulder once, satisfied, then rolls to his side, already drifting.
I lie there wide-eyed, my heart hammering, sweat cooling on my skin. The bed smells of him, but my body still reeks of Hunter.
I close my eyes, pressing my face into the pillow, but the ache doesn’t fade. I know I’ll dream of Hunter tonight.
And when I wake, I’ll want him again.
The sunlight is stronger when I wake. Daniel’s arm is draped across my waist, his breathing steady against the back of my neck. For a moment I stay still, hoping the pounding in my chest will ease. It doesn’t.
He stirs, presses a soft kiss between my shoulder blades. “Morning,” he says, voice low and rough with sleep.
“Morning,” I whisper, forcing the word out.
He pulls back the sheet, stretches, then sits on the edge of the bed. “I’ll start breakfast. You take your time.”
I nod, watching him tug on shorts and a t-shirt before he heads out. The door closes gently behind him.
I lie back, staring at the ceiling. My thighs ache, raw from the night. My lips are swollen. My skin still burns where Hunter’s hands had gripped me.
I shower quickly, scrubbing hard, though the heat lingers no matter how long I stand under the spray. When I step out, my reflection in the fogged mirror looks the same, but I feel changed, marked.
I dress and head to the kitchen. Daniel is at the stove, eggs sizzling, coffee brewing. He glances back, smiling. “Perfect timing.”
“Smells good,” I manage, sliding into a chair.
The front door opens. Hunter steps in from outside, hair damp, a sheen of sweat on his chest under a fitted shirt. He must have gone for a run. He wipes his forehead with the back of his wrist, then looks straight at me.
“Morning,” Daniel says cheerfully. “Coffee’s on.”
Hunter nods, walking past us to the counter. He grabs a mug, pours, takes a long sip. His eyes flick to me over the rim. He doesn’t look away.
I shift in my seat, pressing my thighs together under the table. My chest tightens.
Daniel sets plates on the table, eggs, toast, bacon. “Eat up before it gets cold.”
We sit. Daniel talks about plans for the week, work, errands. I stab at my eggs, barely tasting. Hunter eats slow, deliberate, his gaze steady on me every time Daniel looks down.
Halfway through the meal, Hunter reaches across for the salt. His hand brushes mine, firm, lingering longer than necessary. The touch shoots heat through me, my breath stalling. Daniel doesn’t notice, he’s reading something on his phone.
Hunter sets the shaker down, lips twitching faintly. He wipes his mouth with a napkin, his eyes never leaving mine.
When breakfast is finished, Daniel stands, stretching. “I’ll grab my laptop, get a head start on some emails.” He leaves the room, footsteps fading down the hall.
Hunter leans back in his chair, casual, his coffee cup in hand. “You’re thinking about last night,” he says, quiet enough for me alone.
I freeze, pulse hammering.
His mouth tips into a slow grin. “So am I.”
The sound of Daniel opening his office door drifts back. Hunter rises, collecting his plate. He walks behind me, close enough that his hand brushes the back of my neck, quick and unseen.
The touch burns long after he’s gone.
The kitchen is quiet again, only the hum of the fridge filling the space. My coffee has gone cold. I stare at the mug, hands gripping tight, trying to still the tremor in my fingers.
Daniel’s voice drifts faintly from his office down the hall, steady, casual, talking through a headset. Work mode. Oblivious.
Hunter reappears in the doorway, leaning one shoulder against the frame. His plate is gone. His mug dangles loose in his hand. He studies me in silence until my chest knots so tight I can’t breathe.
“You’re not done,” he says.
The words cut sharp. My pulse stutters. “I can’t, ”
“You already did.” He steps closer, slow, deliberate, until he’s behind me. His hand lands on my shoulder, heavy, thumb pressing at the side of my neck. “And you’ll do it again.”
I shiver under his touch. My lips part, but no denial comes out.
From the office, Daniel laughs at something on his call, his voice warm and easy.
Hunter bends down, his breath grazing my ear. “Tonight,” he whispers. “Find me.”
He straightens, his hand sliding off me, and walks away without another word.
The front door opens, closes. Silence. He’s gone again, out into the morning air.
I sit frozen at the table, staring at nothing, my body still humming from his touch. My thighs clench, heat spreading low and insistent. Shame burns, but it doesn’t kill the want.
Daniel steps back into the kitchen a minute later, still smiling from his call. He leans down, kisses the top of my head. “You good?”
I force a smile, nodding. “Yeah. I’m fine.”
He grabs his coffee, heading back toward his office. “Love you.”
The words hit hard. I whisper them back, barely audible. “Love you too.”
But my mind is already elsewhere. On Hunter’s mouth. On his voice in my ear. On what tonight will bring.
I press my thighs tighter, trembling, knowing I won’t resist.
Knowing I don’t even want to.
The day drags like glue. Daniel spends most of it in his office, door cracked, his voice steady on calls. I hover between chores, scrolling my phone without seeing, my body restless, aching, remembering.
Every creak of the floor, every shift of air makes me think Hunter’s back inside. He isn’t. Not yet.
By late afternoon, Daniel leans out of the office. “Hunter’s staying another night,” he says, casual. “I told him we’d grill on the deck. You don’t mind, do you?”
My pulse kicks. “No. That’s fine.”
“Good. He’s picking up steaks.” Daniel smiles, oblivious. “You two get along, huh?”
I force my lips into something like a smile. “Yeah. He’s… easy to talk to.”
Daniel ducks back into the office. I grip the counter, trembling, my chest tight. Easy to talk to. That isn’t what we’re doing at all.
By the time the sun dips low, the front door opens. Hunter steps inside with a bag of groceries, sleeves rolled, forearms taut. He nods once at me before carrying it to the kitchen.
Daniel follows, stretching his arms. “Perfect timing. I’ll light the grill.” He heads out the back door, sliding glass rattling shut.
Hunter sets the bag down, then straightens, close enough that the air shifts. His eyes burn into mine.
“Miss me?” he asks, voice low.
My throat tightens. “Don’t.”
He steps closer, cornering me against the counter. “Say you didn’t think about me all day.”
I press my hands flat against the wood, trembling. “Daniel’s right outside.”
Hunter’s mouth curves, slow and certain. “So?”
The clatter of grill tools drifts through the glass. Daniel hums off-key as he works.
Hunter leans in, his hand sliding up my thigh under my dress, fingers hooking the hem high. His lips brush my jaw, hot, demanding. “You’re already wet,” he murmurs.
I shudder, my body betraying me again, pressing forward against his touch. “Please, ”
“Please what?” His voice is gravel, steady, filling my ear.
The glass door rattles as Daniel shifts outside. Hunter freezes, his hand buried between my legs, his body pressed hard to mine.
“Kayla?” Daniel calls through the glass. “Grab the tongs for me?”
I swallow hard, shoving Hunter back with all the strength I can muster. He lets me, lips twisting into a grin.
I yank open the drawer, pulling out the metal tongs with shaking hands. “Here!” I shout back, too loud.
Daniel waves, smiling, before turning back to the grill.
I slam the drawer shut, chest heaving. Hunter leans against the counter, arms folded, eyes locked on me.
“You won’t last the night,” he says.
My knees almost buckle.
The grill hisses when Daniel lays the steaks down, flames licking up at the edges. He hums along with the music spilling from the speaker on the patio, a beer sweating in his free hand.
“Smells good already,” I say, settling into a chair at the table. The wood is warm from the afternoon sun, my legs sticking slightly against it.
Hunter carries a plate of vegetables out, setting it near Daniel, then pulls out the chair beside mine. He sits close, knees brushing, casual like it’s nothing.
Daniel doesn’t notice. He’s busy flipping the steaks, the sizzle sharp in the quiet yard.
Hunter leans back, stretching his arms over the backrest. His fingers graze my shoulder, just enough to make my skin prickle.
I shift, pretending to adjust my dress. “You don’t have to sit so close,” I whisper, low.
“Want me to move?” His voice is smooth, quiet.
I don’t answer.
He smiles faintly, lips twitching, and stays exactly where he is.
Daniel turns, holding tongs. “Medium rare good for you?”
“Perfect,” I say quickly, forcing brightness.
Hunter nods. “Same.”
Daniel grins, flipping the meat again. “Couple more minutes.”
Hunter leans forward, taking the bottle of beer in front of me. He lifts it, his lips wrapping around the rim, and drinks long before setting it back. His eyes stay on mine the whole time.
“That was mine,” I whisper, heat rushing to my chest.
“Not anymore.” His tongue flicks across his lower lip, catching the foam.
My pulse slams.
Daniel plates the steaks, carrying them over. He sets one in front of me, one in front of Hunter. “Eat up.” He sits across, oblivious, talking about the game on tomorrow night.
I cut into the steak, chewing slow, barely tasting. Hunter takes a bite, then spears a piece of zucchini, holding it out across the table.
“Try,” he says.
I hesitate. Daniel is mid-sentence, scrolling his phone with one hand, not watching.
Hunter nudges the fork closer. His eyes hold mine, daring.
I lean forward, lips parting. I take the bite from his fork, teeth brushing metal, my tongue slipping against it before I pull back.
“Good?” he asks, voice calm.
I nod, heat crawling up my neck.
Daniel looks up at last, smiling. “Glad you two get along. Makes things easier.”
“Yeah,” Hunter says, his gaze steady on me. “Easy.”
I grip my fork tight, pretending to focus on the food, but my thighs clench, my chest heaves, and every nerve in my body hums.
Empty plates stack at the edge of the table. Daniel leans back in his chair, beer in hand, cheeks flushed from the heat and alcohol. He laughs at his own story about some office screw-up, his voice carrying over the hum of crickets.
Hunter takes a slow sip of whiskey, quiet, steady. His eyes flick to me every time Daniel looks down.
“Another?” Daniel asks, shaking his empty bottle.
“You’ve had three,” I say softly.
He grins, winking. “That’s not an answer.” He stands anyway, heading for the cooler.
Hunter waits until he’s out of earshot. He tips his glass toward me. “You’re jumpy.”
I grip my knees under the table, fighting for calm. “Because you won’t stop.”
“You don’t want me to.” His tone is even, certain.
I glare at him, though my body betrays me, heat curling low in my stomach.
Daniel returns, a fresh beer in hand. He cracks it open, foam spilling slightly. “Hunter, you sure you don’t want another?”
“One’s enough,” Hunter says. He leans back, relaxed, his gaze still fixed on me. “I like to stay clear.”
Daniel chuckles, sipping. “That’s why you’re the smart one.” He launches into another story, this one about a college buddy, slurring slightly around the edges.
Hunter’s hand slides across the bench under the table, fingers brushing the back of mine. My pulse spikes.
I yank my hand back, quick, but he just smiles faintly, taking another measured sip of whiskey.
Daniel drains his bottle halfway, laughing at his own punchline. He wipes his mouth with the back of his hand, then points his beer at Hunter. “You need to loosen up, man.”
Hunter shrugs. “I’m loose enough.” His eyes don’t leave mine.
Daniel snorts, standing again. “Bathroom.” He wobbles slightly as he heads inside.
The second the door shuts, Hunter leans forward. “Tonight,” he says, voice low, rough. “You’ll come to me.”
My throat locks. “No.”
He smirks. “Yes. You’re already deciding how.”
I push my chair back, heart racing, but he catches my wrist under the table, firm, holding me still. His thumb strokes the inside slowly, possessive.
Daniel’s footsteps echo faintly in the hall. Hunter releases me, leaning back, calm again. He swirls the last of his whiskey, lifts it to his mouth.
Daniel reappears, grinning, dropping back into his chair. “Where were we?”
“Talking about old times,” Hunter says easily, his tone smooth, nothing betrayed.
I stare at my plate, chest pounding, thighs pressing tight together, the echo of his thumb burning into my skin.
Daniel strips down quick, tossing his clothes on the chair. He crawls into bed beside me, sighing as his arm drops heavy across my waist.
“Too much beer,” he mumbles, already half gone. His breath smells faintly of hops and smoke from the grill.
I lie still, my body tense, eyes wide in the dark. The room hums with the faint whir of the ceiling fan, the muffled crickets outside. Daniel’s breathing evens out fast, deep and steady.
I stare at the ceiling, heart pounding. My skin still tingles where Hunter’s fingers brushed me under the table, where his thumb pressed into my wrist.
A soft sound interrupts the silence. A faint tap. I freeze.
It comes again. Tap, tap, at the door.
Daniel shifts, snoring now. He doesn’t hear it.
I sit up slowly, my breath shallow. The door stays closed, but another sound follows: paper sliding against the floor.
My chest tightens. I slip out of bed, careful not to wake him, and crouch low. A folded note lies just inside the door, stark in the dim light. My hands shake as I pick it up.
I unfold it. Three words, scrawled in black ink: Come to me.
My pulse slams so hard I think it will wake Daniel. I crush the paper in my fist, holding it tight against my chest.
Behind me, Daniel snores on, oblivious. His arm stretches over the empty space I left, falling against the sheets.
I crawl back into bed, curling on my side, the note still clenched in my hand. My body thrums with heat, torn between fear and want.
I squeeze my thighs together, trembling, the ache sharp and unbearable. My lips still burn from Hunter’s mouth, my skin still carries his scent.
The note crinkles in my fist. I hide it under the pillow, burying it deep, but the words echo louder than any sound in the room.
Come to me.
I stare into the dark until my eyes blur, knowing I won’t sleep, knowing I’ll give in.
The clock glows past midnight, the green numbers harsh in the dark. Daniel’s arm is heavy across my waist, his breath warm and even against my neck. He’s deep under, lost to sleep.
I lie rigid, wide awake. The note burns under my pillow, every line of it pressed into me. Come to me.
My thighs ache from clenching, my chest tight with the need I can’t shake. My skin still tingles from his touch, from his voice at dinner, from the way he looked at me like he already knew the answer.
I slip my hand under Daniel’s arm, easing it away. He shifts, mutters once, but doesn’t wake. My heart nearly stops as I slide out from under the sheet.
The floor is cool under my bare feet. I move slow, careful, each step a test. Daniel snores once, low, steady.
I ease the door open, holding the knob to keep it from creaking. The hallway is dark, shadows long, silent except for the faint hum of the fridge downstairs.
His door is cracked. A sliver of dim light glows through, the bedside lamp left on. My breath sticks in my throat.
I hover at the threshold, frozen. My body screams at me to turn back, to crawl into bed beside Daniel, to bury the note and forget.
“Kayla.”
His voice, low, from inside. Certain, waiting.
My legs move before I think. I push the door open, step inside, and close it behind me with a soft click.
Hunter sits at the edge of the bed, shirtless, bare chest broad in the muted light. His eyes track me, steady, unblinking.
“You came,” he says.
I nod, my throat too tight for words.
He stands, closing the space between us in two strides. His hand slides into my hair, tugging my head back gently, his mouth crashing onto mine. The kiss is fierce, claiming, his tongue driving deep until I gasp against him.
I clutch his shoulders, trembling, pressing forward despite the voice in my head screaming no. My body knows only yes.
His hands drag my nightshirt up, over my head, leaving me bare. The cool air hits my skin, goosebumps rising as his palms cup my breasts, squeezing rough.
I moan, sharp, biting it back too late. He smirks against my lips. “Quiet,” he warns. “Unless you want him to know.”
My stomach flips, the risk making my pulse explode. I nod, breath ragged.
He pushes me back onto the bed, his weight following, his mouth hot at my throat, his hand sliding between my thighs.
This time, I don’t stop him.
The mattress dips under his weight, the sheets cool against my back. Hunter spreads my thighs with one hand, his gaze locked on me as if he owns every inch already.
“You’re shaking,” he murmurs, fingers trailing up the inside of my leg.
I grip the sheets, chest heaving. “Because this is wrong.”
His mouth curves. “But you came anyway.”
Before I can answer, his fingers slide inside me, slow, deliberate. My hips jolt against his hand, the sound tearing from my throat before I can stop it. I bite my lip hard, stifling it, but his eyes light up.
“Quiet,” he says, voice low. “Unless you want him walking in.”
The thought makes my pulse slam harder, heat flooding me.
He curls his fingers, finding the spot that makes me arch helplessly. My thighs close around his hand, trapping him there. He grins, lowering his mouth to my nipple, sucking rough, biting until I gasp into his hair.
I writhe, clutching at his shoulders, every nerve on fire. He pulls his fingers free, wet and glistening, then shoves his pants down just enough, his cock hard and ready.
“Say it,” he growls. “Say you want me.”
I shake my head, lips trembling. “I can’t, ”
He thrusts into me in one hard push, burying himself deep. My cry is muffled by his mouth covering mine, swallowing the sound as my body jerks around him.
The stretch burns, hot and raw, but the wave of relief is instant, overwhelming. I cling to him, nails clawing his back, pulling him closer, deeper.
“Fuck,” he breathes against my lips. “So tight. You’ve been starving for me.”
He pounds into me, each thrust jolting the bed, the creak dangerously loud. My eyes dart to the door, terror and heat tangled together.
“Hunter, please, ”
“Please what?” His pace never falters, his hips slamming into mine, his breath harsh in my ear.
My body gives before my words do. I arch, clenching hard around him, the orgasm ripping through me, shaking, uncontrollable. My hand flies to my mouth, muffling the scream as tears sting my eyes.
He groans, driving deeper, harder, until his own climax takes him. He buries himself to the hilt, spilling inside me, his body rigid, then trembling.
He collapses over me, chest heaving, sweat dripping onto my skin. His mouth grazes my ear. “You’re mine now. Don’t forget it.”
I shake under him, guilt tearing through the haze of heat, but my arms still wrap around his back, holding him tight.
Down the hall, Daniel’s snores break the silence. He doesn’t know.
Not yet.
Hunter is still buried inside me, his breath hot against my neck. My chest heaves, every muscle trembling, sweat cooling on my skin.
Then, creak.
The floorboard in the hall groans.
I freeze, my nails digging into his back. Hunter stills instantly, his cock pulsing deep inside me. His hand clamps over my mouth, firm, silencing the gasp that shoots out of me.
Footsteps. Slow. Heavy. Coming closer.
My eyes fly to the door. The thin strip of light at the bottom shifts as a shadow moves past.
Daniel.
My heart pounds so hard it hurts. My body tightens around Hunter in panic, but he doesn’t move, doesn’t even breathe loud. His hand stays over my mouth, his chest pressed hard into mine, pinning me flat.
The footsteps pause right outside the door.
I stop breathing.
Hunter’s eyes are on mine, calm, steady, like he’s daring me to make a sound. His hand presses firmer against my lips. My body shakes, the pressure unbearable.
The doorknob rattles once.
I bite down hard on Hunter’s palm, not enough to hurt, just enough to hold the scream trapped in my chest.
Then, after a long pause, the footsteps retreat. Slow. Fading. The bathroom door clicks open, water running, then the toilet flushes.
Hunter pulls his hand away, his lips brushing my ear. “See? You want the risk.”
I shiver, covering my mouth with both hands, trying to catch my breath. My thighs are still locked around him, holding him deep inside me.
“You’re dripping down my cock,” he whispers. His hips flex once, slow, deliberate, making me moan into my palms.
“Stop,” I beg, the word muffled.
He smirks, grinding deeper, his teeth grazing my throat. “You don’t want me to.”
The bathroom door shuts. Footsteps shuffle back down the hall. The master bedroom door creaks, then closes again.
Hunter thrusts once, hard, sharp, making the bed slam into the wall. I gasp loud, terrified, but Daniel doesn’t stir.
Hunter kisses me rough, swallowing the sound, then pulls out. Wetness floods down my thighs as he leans back, eyes dark, lips curled.
“Get back in his bed,” he orders. “And think about me while he holds you.”
I scramble up, shaky, pulling my nightshirt over my head, trying to hide the marks on my skin. My panties are gone again, torn somewhere in the sheets.
Hunter sits back against the headboard, chest bare, watching me with that same calm certainty. “Tonight was just the start.”
I grab the door handle, my pulse still hammering, my body still aching for him even as guilt claws through me.
I slip into the hall, silent, terrified, but unable to deny the wet heat still pulsing between my legs.
The hallway feels endless, each step too loud in the silence. I pause at our bedroom door, listening, Daniel’s soft snores drift through, steady, unbroken.
I ease the door open, holding my breath. The glow from the clock cuts a faint green across the room. Daniel is on his side, back toward me, one arm sprawled over the empty space I left.
I slide under the sheet, heart hammering, my nightshirt clinging damp to my skin. The mattress dips, his arm falling heavy across my waist again as if nothing ever changed.
My thighs stick together, slick with Hunter. I squeeze them tight, praying he won’t shift, won’t notice. The scent of sex clings to me, raw and sharp.
Daniel exhales, pressing closer. His face nuzzles into my hair, his breath warm at my neck. “Mmm. You’re warm,” he mumbles, half-asleep.
My chest seizes. “Yeah,” I whisper.
He kisses the back of my shoulder, soft and absent, then settles again, his breathing evening out.
I stare into the dark, the ceiling fan a blur above. My body hums with aftershocks, every nerve alive, shame and heat tangled so tight I can’t separate them.
Hunter’s voice echoes in my head: Get back in his bed and think about me while he holds you.
I tremble, and Daniel stirs at the movement, his hand sliding lower, brushing my hip. I go still, terrified, but he only sighs, shifting back into deeper sleep.
I close my eyes, trying to breathe steady, but my body betrays me again, hips twitching, thighs pressing together, wetness seeping against the sheets.
I bury my face into the pillow, silent, burning. My husband’s arm heavy across me, my lover’s mark still throbbing inside me.
I don’t sleep. Not for a second.
The smell of coffee wakes me. My eyes burn, gritty from not sleeping. Daniel’s side of the bed is empty, the sheet cool.
I drag myself up, pulling my nightshirt tight around me, and head for the kitchen.
Daniel is at the stove, humming, spatula in hand. Eggs sizzle, bacon pops. He grins when he sees me. “Morning, sleepyhead.”
“Morning,” I murmur, my voice raw.
Hunter sits at the table already, hair damp from a shower, plain t-shirt clinging to his chest. A mug of coffee steams in his hand. His eyes lift to mine, steady, unreadable.
My stomach twists. I pour myself a cup, the smell sharp, filling my chest, then sit across from him. I don’t look directly, but I feel his gaze like heat against my skin.
Daniel slides plates onto the table, cheerful. “Eat up before it gets cold.” He sits beside me, leaning over to kiss my cheek. “You okay? You seem quiet.”
“I’m fine,” I say quickly, stabbing at a strip of bacon. My hands shake faintly as I lift it to my mouth.
Hunter takes a slow sip from his mug, watching me over the rim. When he sets it down, his tongue flicks across his lip, deliberate.
I squeeze my thighs together under the table, shifting in my seat. My chest pounds.
Daniel forks into his eggs, scrolling his phone with the other hand. “Looks like rain later. We should head out early if we’re gonna stop at the lake.”
“Good idea,” Hunter says. His tone is casual, but his eyes stay locked on me.
I drop my gaze to the plate, chewing without tasting. The wet ache between my legs hasn’t faded. My panties cling damp, proof I can’t erase.
Daniel stands to grab more coffee. Hunter seizes the second. His hand brushes mine under the table, firm, unmistakable. My breath catches, eyes shooting up.
He smirks faintly, lips barely moving. “Still mine.”
Daniel turns back, handing me the carafe. “Top you up?”
I yank my hand back, nodding too quickly. “Yes, please.”
Hot liquid fills my mug, the smell almost dizzying. I grip it with both hands, hoping it hides my trembling.
Hunter leans back in his chair, finishing his eggs, calm as ever. Daniel chatters about the drive, about work tomorrow, about everything normal.
I can’t hear a word. My body is still trapped in Hunter’s orbit, pulsing with the memory of last night, every nerve alive with the knowledge that it will happen again.
And I know, I won’t stop him.
The sky is overcast when we load the car. Daniel packs the cooler in the trunk, humming, upbeat as always. “It’ll clear up by noon,” he says, tossing a folded blanket onto the back seat.
Hunter stands beside me, lifting the last bag in one hand. His arm brushes mine as he leans past, the heat of him making my chest tighten.
Daniel slams the trunk shut. “Let’s stop at the café on the way. Grab something for the road.”
I nod, clutching my purse tighter. Hunter only smirks.
The café is small, half full, the smell of coffee and pastry thick in the air. We slide into a corner booth, Daniel beside me, Hunter across.
Daniel waves to the waitress, already ordering for us. “Three coffees, couple croissants.”
Hunter rests his forearms on the table, eyes steady on me. His foot nudges mine under the booth. Once, then again, firmer.
I flinch, trying to pull back, but the space is too tight. His leg pins mine there, unrelenting.
Daniel laughs at something on the menu. “They’ve still got that giant cinnamon roll. Kayla, you used to love those.”
My voice shakes. “Not today.”
Hunter’s knee presses harder into mine. His hand drifts under the table, fingers brushing my calf, sliding slow up my leg.
Heat floods my chest. My thighs clench tight, but his hand keeps climbing. I grip my mug, praying Daniel doesn’t notice how hard it trembles in my grip.
The waitress returns, setting down plates and mugs. Hunter pulls back just long enough to thank her, his voice even, polite.
Daniel tears into a croissant, talking through a mouthful. “We should take the long way back after the lake, see the ridge. It’s a nice drive.”
Hunter’s hand finds me again, higher now, pushing the hem of my skirt up inch by inch. His eyes never leave mine.
I choke down a sip of coffee, the burn scalding my tongue.
Daniel reaches for my hand, squeezing it lightly. “Sound good to you?”
I nod quickly, forcing a smile. “Yeah. Perfect.”
Hunter’s fingers brush the bare skin of my thigh, slow, deliberate. The pressure of his leg against mine keeps me pinned, helpless.
Daniel wipes crumbs from his chin, oblivious. “Great. We’ll head out right after.”
Hunter leans back, finally pulling his hand away. He smirks faintly, lifting his coffee to his lips. “Looking forward to it.”
My pulse hammers, my body aching, the taste of coffee bitter on my tongue.
The café buzzes with voices, silverware clinking against plates. Daniel excuses himself for the bathroom, leaving his phone on the table.
The second he’s gone, Hunter leans forward. “Stand up,” he says, low.
My breath stutters. “No.”
He smirks. “Then I’ll make you.”
Before I can react, he slides out of the booth and grips my wrist, tugging me up. His grip is firm, steady, his eyes daring me to resist. Heat floods my chest as he leads me toward the back, past the counter, down a narrow hallway lined with restrooms.
The hum of voices fades behind us. The hallway is dim, quieter, the air smelling faintly of soap and bleach. Hunter presses me against the wall, his chest firm against mine, his mouth at my ear.
“You came to me last night,” he whispers. His hand slides under my skirt, fingers brushing bare thigh. “You’ll come again tonight.”
My knees buckle. “Stop, Daniel, ”
“Daniel’s pissing, not watching.” His lips drag down my neck, teeth grazing my skin. “You’re wet already.”
I bite down on a gasp as his fingers slip higher, pressing firmly through the thin barrier of my panties. My body jerks against him, traitorous, desperate.
“Hunter, please, ”
“Say it,” he growls. “Say you want me.”
The bathroom flushes. My eyes widen, panic clawing at my chest.
Hunter grins against my throat, unhurried, his fingers still teasing at my edge. “Scared?”
The door creaks open. Daniel’s footsteps echo closer. My heart slams.
Hunter pulls back at the last second, his hand leaving me raw and trembling. He steps aside, calm, leaning against the opposite wall as if nothing happened.
Daniel rounds the corner, drying his hands on a paper towel. He sees us and smiles. “You two found the quiet spot, huh?”
I force a shaky laugh, adjusting my skirt, praying he doesn’t notice my flushed skin, my trembling hands. “Just needed some air.”
“Let’s get going,” Daniel says cheerfully, tossing the towel in the bin.
Hunter falls in step behind us, his eyes locked on me, sharp and certain.
“You’re not escaping,” he murmurs under his breath as we head back to the table.
My legs quake, my chest tight, every nerve still humming from his touch.
And I know he’s right.
The drive home is quiet, the rain starting to patter against the windshield. Daniel talks now and then about work, about errands, about nothing that sticks. I nod at the right moments, my mind elsewhere, my body still buzzing.
Hunter sits in the back with me again. His thigh presses against mine, steady, unrelenting. His hand rests between us, palm up. I hesitate, then slide my fingers into his. He squeezes once, hard, and doesn’t let go.
Daniel doesn’t notice. He hums along with the radio, tapping the wheel, content.
By the time we reach the house, the sky is dark, the air thick with the smell of wet pavement. Daniel yawns, rubbing his eyes. “Shower, then bed. I’m dead.”
He heads down the hall first. The bathroom door clicks shut, water starting a moment later.
I stand frozen in the kitchen, my heart pounding, Hunter behind me.
“You know where to find me,” he says, voice low, certain. He heads upstairs, footsteps slow, deliberate. The guest room door closes.
I linger, trembling, then follow Daniel into the bedroom. He’s already under the water, humming through the shower spray. I sit on the bed, clutching the sheets, my body raw with need, my mind torn to pieces.
The shower cuts off. Panic seizes me, I shove back the covers, pretending to settle in. Daniel emerges, towel low on his hips. He smiles, leans down to kiss me. His lips are warm, familiar.
But I don’t feel it.
He dries off, pulls on shorts, and crawls into bed beside me. His arm drapes over my waist. “Love you,” he mumbles, already drifting.
“Love you,” I whisper back, my chest tight, the lie thick on my tongue.
I wait. Minutes crawl. His breathing slows, deepens, steadies. The house falls silent again.
I slip out from under his arm, careful, easing to my feet. My legs quake as I move to the door, each step a test.
The hallway yawns ahead, shadows stretching long. I pause, listening, only Daniel’s snores.
Hunter’s door is cracked, faint light spilling through. My chest heaves. My hand grips the knob, frozen.
Then his voice, low, waiting: “Come in.”
I push the door open. He sits on the edge of the bed, bare chest glowing in the lamplight. His eyes lock on me, steady, certain.
I step inside, close the door, and this time, I don’t hesitate.
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