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Chapter One, Echoes of the Cabin

 

The old cabin, a weathered forest service relic turned Airbnb, had lost its charm by the second night. The musky scent of aged wood, creaky floors, chipped furniture, and rusty clawfoot tub usually sparked my love for rustic grit. But the paper-thin walls and flimsy doors? Pure torture. Joey’s sharp laughter sliced through, relentless, inescapable. My boyfriend, the aimless leech I’d dragged to this college friend getaway, grated on my last nerve.

Fresh from a steamy shower, my skin prickled, the damp towel grazing my shoulders as I dried my hair. Joey’s latest stunt—quitting his barista job for some unpaid glass-blowing gig—burned in my gut. Betrayal twisted deep; I’d loved him but his job-hopping torched our plans to move out together. My chest tightened, fury crushing my dreams. Done. I was so done.

The hair dryer’s roar couldn’t drown the game night cheers from the kitchen—Joey’s voice piercing through. I didn’t care about their stupid games. When Kelly, Ben, Skylar, her new boyfriend Brandon, and Joey debated board games, I’d bolted for the shower’s solitude. Not because I hated games, but Joey’s presence was a splinter, his laughter jabbing my fraying patience.

I yanked on a black sports bra, the fabric tight against my breasts, and a gray tee brushing my warm skin. Lavender panties slid up, kissing my thighs, a fleeting comfort. Black sweatpants hugged my hips. All I wanted was to lock myself in our bedroom, plug into Spotify, and plot my escape from Joey’s dead weight. No goodnights—just me, music, and a future without his bullshit.

I unlocked the bathroom door and stepped into the hallway.

 




Chapter Two, Collision in the Dark

 

My first step slammed into a wall of muscle. A gasp tore from my throat, heart pounding, adrenaline surging hot and sharp. My skin tingled until I saw—not Joey. Brandon, Skylar’s new boyfriend, loomed over me, pure masculinity.

At twenty-five, he was a fantasy—tall, tattooed, muscles carved like stone. My body betrayed me, a flush creeping up my chest, nipples hardening against my bra, aching with forbidden heat. Guilt flared for Skylar, my best friend, and Joey, but Brandon’s pool-blue eyes locked on mine, sparking electric heat from my core. My pulse raced, torn between the slight shame in the moment and yearning for reckless need.

“Sorry, didn’t know you were in there,” he said, voice deep, smooth, sliding over me like whiskey, making my thighs clench.

“It’s fine,” I managed, forcing a smile, lips tingling. The kitchen’s dice-rolling faded, the hallway a charged bubble. We stared, tension thick, my body humming with dangerous attraction. Skylar’s laughter echoed, twisting my gut with slight betrayal, yet I couldn’t look away.

“Joining the game?” he asked, nodding toward the kitchen.

Joey was there—no way. I grinned, shrugging, skin buzzing from our near-collision. “Hiking wore me out. You?”

He shook his head, gaze drilling into me. “Not into board games. Prefer other games. Might be busy.”

“Oh?” My voice softened, curious, leaning toward his heat. “Busy? Like what?”

He didn’t answer, just grinned, eyes stripping me bare. My stomach fluttered, desire clashing with guilt for Skylar. The kitchen’s chatter—Kelly counting moves—heightened the tension. His stare saw through me, and I didn’t hate it. My heart pounded, torn between unease and hunger.

I stepped forward to break the spell. “Early hike tomorrow. Excuse me.”

“Why?” he asked, shifting aside, deliberate.

I smirked, holding his gaze, skin prickling. “Because I want to.”

He tracked me. “What for?”

I glided toward my bedroom, bare feet whispering on cold wood. “Solo hike. Need peace.”

His eyebrow lifted, skeptical. “Really?” He’d seen my shift with Joey on the trail—lovey-dovey to ice-cold. “Cool.”

Our stares lingered, heavy with unspoken truths, my body thrumming from his nearness. I squeezed past, his heat brushing me, sending shivers. “Bedtime.”

“How long’s Joey staying up?” he teased, eyes glinting.

I shrugged, voice playful despite the ache. “Till the game’s done.”

“Alright,” he said, tone laced with danger.

I shot a flirty grin, heart racing, and shut the bedroom door.

 




Chapter Three, Simmering in Solitude

 

The dark bedroom swallowed me, cool air on my flushed skin. Brandon’s electric rush faded, replaced by contempt as Joey’s voice seeped through the thin wall. One flimsy barrier separated me from the kitchen, where my friends and that loser laughed and rolled dice.

Joey’s muffled voice seeped through the cabin’s paper-thin walls, each word a jagged blade scraping against my already frayed nerves. My skin prickled with irritation, every inch of my body taut as I paced the cramped bedroom, the cold floor biting at my bare feet. A storm of anger churned in my gut, hot and unrelenting, fueled by the memory of Joey’s careless bombshell on the hike—quitting his barista job for some pipe-dream glass-blowing gig, unpaid and reckless. The betrayal sliced deep, a raw wound that throbbed with every heartbeat. We’d spent months weaving dreams of our own apartment, a shared life built on late-night talks and promises—our escape from the grind, a space to call ours. But Joey’s inability to commit, his infuriating habit of torching every job like it was nothing, shattered those plans into a thousand jagged pieces. My chest ached, a crushing weight of disappointment and resentment pressing down, suffocating the love I’d once felt so fiercely. I’d given him everything—my heart, my trust—only to watch him squander it with his aimless drifting. The sting of his failure wasn’t just his; it was mine too, a shared dream slipping through my fingers because he couldn’t hold it together. My hands clenched, nails digging into my palms as I fought the urge to scream. Back home, this would end—shit was going to change, even if it meant tearing us apart.

I yanked off my sweatpants, fabric dragging over sensitive skin, pooling at my ankles. The cold floor bit my feet, grounding me. I stormed to the dresser for my iPhone, thighs brushing, still warm from the shower. I needed earbuds, music, escape from Joey’s voice. My heart pounded, rage and resolve mixing.

The door creaked. Not Joey—his voice still echoed through the wall. A chill crawled over me, goosebumps prickling. Fear and anticipation twisted as I whipped around.

 




Chapter Four, Forbidden Fire Ignites

 

Brandon stood there, a storm filling the room. My skin flushed, nerves alight. “What the fuck are you doing?” I hissed, heart racing.

Closing the door behind him, he strutted toward me, unfazed, confidence a force. I spun, lavender panties clinging to my hips, bare legs trembling. “This is my room! Why are you here?” My voice shook, but heat pooled between my thighs, betraying me.

Brandon loomed over me, his towering frame a storm of raw power, closing the distance with predatory intent. His lips crashed against mine, his tongue sliding between my lips, hard and unrelenting, a deep, electric jolt that seared through my veins, setting my nerves ablaze. My pussy pulsed with a forbidden, aching need, a traitorous response that made my thighs tremble. He pinned me against the oak dresser, the wood biting into my lower back, a sharp edge grounding me in the chaos of my body’s betrayal. His strong hands gripped my waist, fingers digging into my skin, igniting a fire that roared from my core, spreading heat that made my breath hitch.

Guilt screamed in my mind, a piercing wail of shame—this was Skylar’s boyfriend, my best friend’s man, the one she’d gushed about with sparkling eyes and a giddy smile, her voice full of hope for a future I was now defiling. Skylar, who’d been my rock through every heartbreak, who’d braided my hair during late-night confessions, whose laughter was a lifeline—how could I
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