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Introduction

Some stories begin with love. 

Some begin with lies. 

And some begin with a choice that changes everything. 

Kiss Me Before You Hunt Me is a psychological romantic thriller that explores obsession, justice, betrayal, and the fragile boundary between love and control. 

In a world where truth is manipulated and memory becomes evidence, one man must fight not only to prove his innocence—but to survive the emotions that refuse to die. 

Because sometimes the person who loves you the most… is the one who destroys everything around you. 
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Final Note

Thank you for reading! 

As an independent author, reviews are the lifeblood that keeps my books alive. If you enjoyed this story, please take 30 seconds to leave a quick rating on my book. It helps other readers find my work! 




Chapter 1: The Governor's Son And A Forbidden Love

The city of Portland, Oregon, glittered beneath the evening sky. Lights from downtown buildings reflected against the Willamette River, creating a picture-perfect scene that tourists loved and photographers chased. 

For Ethan Calloway, however, the city felt less like home and more like a prison. 

At twenty-eight, Ethan had everything most people dreamed about. He was handsome, wealthy, well-educated, and the only son of Governor Richard Calloway, one of the most powerful political figures in the state. 

But none of those things made him happy. 

Standing on the balcony of his luxury apartment overlooking the river, Ethan loosened his tie and stared at the skyline. His phone buzzed inside his pocket. 

He didn't need to look to know who it was. 

A smile appeared on his face. 

Lily. 

The only person capable of making his complicated world feel simple. 

He answered immediately. 

"Hey." 

Her warm laugh flowed through the speaker. 

"You sound exhausted." 

"I attended three meetings, shook hands with two hundred strangers, and listened to my father talk about politics for four straight hours." 

"That bad?" 

"Worse." 

She laughed again. 

Ethan closed his eyes and listened. 

No matter how difficult his day became, hearing her voice always made everything easier. 

"When are you coming?" she asked. 

"I'm leaving now." 

"You said that twenty minutes ago." 

"I mean it this time." 

"You better. I ordered pizza." 

His eyes widened dramatically. 

"Now that's true love." 

"Not the pizza?" 

"The pizza is part of the package." 

She pretended to sound offended. 

"Goodbye, Ethan." 

He laughed. 

"Don't hang up. I'm on my way." 

A few minutes later, he was driving through downtown Portland toward Lily's apartment. 

The moment he saw her waiting outside the building, his mood improved. 

She wore jeans, a dark sweater, and her hair was tied loosely behind her head. 

Nothing about her appearance was extravagant. 

She didn't need it. 

To Ethan, she was the most beautiful woman he had ever met. 

As soon as he stepped out of the car, she crossed her arms. 

"You're late." 

"Traffic." 

"You're a terrible liar." 

He moved closer. 

"You missed me." 

She tried to maintain a serious expression. 

Failed. 

Completely. 

"Maybe." 

He pulled her into his arms. 

For a few seconds, the world disappeared. 

No politics. 

No security details. 

No expectations. 

Just Lily. 

When they finally stepped apart, she smiled. 

"You know, normal couples don't have to schedule dates around campaign events." 

"Trust me. I'd love to be normal." 

The smile on her face faded slightly. 

Neither of them said anything. 

They both knew the truth. 

Being the governor's son meant Ethan would never have a normal life. 

Inside the apartment, they settled onto the couch with pizza boxes spread across the coffee table. 

A romantic comedy played on television, though neither of them paid attention. 

Their conversation drifted from work to future plans. 

Eventually, Lily asked the question Ethan had been avoiding. 

"Did you talk to your father?" 

The atmosphere changed instantly. 

Ethan sighed. 

"Not really." 

"You promised." 

"I know." 

"What happened?" 

He rubbed his forehead. 

"He brought up Victoria Hayes again." 

Lily looked away. 

Victoria Hayes. 

The daughter of a wealthy political donor. 

Smart. 

Successful. 

Beautiful. 

And completely wrong for Ethan. 

Governor Calloway adored her. 

He believed she would strengthen political alliances and improve the family's public image. 

In his mind, she was the perfect wife. 

The problem was simple. 

Ethan loved Lily. 

Not Victoria. 

Never Victoria. 

"He still wants you two together?" Lily asked quietly. 

"More than ever." 

"And what did you say?" 

Ethan reached for her hand. 

"The same thing I've always said." 

She met his eyes. 

A mixture of hope and fear lingered there. 

"What was that?" 

"I love you." 

The words came naturally. 

Without hesitation. 

Without doubt. 

Lily smiled softly. 

Yet he could see concern behind her eyes. 

Because love wasn't the problem. 

His father was. 

Governor Richard Calloway had spent years building an image of strength, success, and political influence. 

A relationship with a woman from an ordinary background didn't fit his plans. 

And he never hid his opinion. 

The governor disliked Lily. 

Openly. 

The memory still angered Ethan. 

Months earlier, Richard Calloway had looked directly at Lily during a charity event and said: "Some people are meant to enter powerful families. Others are not." 

The insult had been obvious. 

Cruel. 

Unnecessary. 

Lily had handled it with grace. 

Ethan hadn't. 

Their argument that night had nearly destroyed his relationship with his father. 

Now the conflict continued growing. 

Like a storm waiting to break. 

Lily squeezed his hand. 

"You don't have to fight with him because of me." 

"Yes, I do." 

"No." 

"Yes." 

She shook her head. 

"Ethan, he's your father." 

"And you're the woman I love." 

Neither spoke for several seconds. 

Outside the apartment window, rain began falling softly against the glass. 

Portland weather. 

Predictable and unpredictable at the same time. 

Lily finally leaned against his shoulder. 

"What if he never accepts me?" 

Ethan looked at her. 

The question hurt because he had asked himself the same thing many times. 

"What if he doesn't?" 

She waited. 

His answer came without hesitation. 

"Then that's his loss." 

Her eyes watered slightly. 

Not from sadness. 

From relief. 

Because despite the pressure surrounding them, Ethan had never stopped choosing her. 

Again and again. 

Every single time. 

Hours later, after dinner and conversation, Ethan walked toward his car. 

The rain had intensified. 

Streetlights reflected across wet pavement. 

He glanced back at Lily standing beneath the apartment entrance. 

She waved. 

He smiled. 

Neither of them noticed the woman sitting inside a parked black sedan across the street. 

Watching. 

Waiting. 

Observing every moment. 

Her fingers tightened around the steering wheel. 

Her eyes never left Ethan. 

Not for a second. 

A photograph rested on the passenger seat. 

A photograph of Ethan. 

Several photographs, actually. 

Dozens of them. 

Some taken at public events. 

Others taken secretly. 

Without his knowledge. 

Without his permission. 

The woman picked up one picture and gently touched his face. 

A strange smile appeared. 

Possessive. 

Obsessive. 

Dangerous. 

"Lily Parker," she whispered. 

The name sounded like poison. 

Her expression darkened. 

Then she looked back toward Ethan. 

Toward the man she believed belonged to her. 

No matter what anyone else thought. 

No matter what it took. 

The rain continued falling. 

And somewhere deep within the darkness, the first thread of a deadly tragedy quietly began to form. 

The following afternoon, Ethan found himself sitting through another political luncheon he had no interest in attending. 

The ballroom of the Grand Meridian Hotel buzzed with conversations about polls, donors, and upcoming campaigns. Wealthy businessmen shook hands with politicians while reporters moved through the crowd searching for quotes. 

Ethan stood near a window, pretending to listen. 

His father stood at the center of the room, commanding attention as usual. 

Governor Richard Calloway was a man who seemed born for power. 

Confident. 

Charismatic. 

Respected. 

Feared. 

People listened when he spoke. 

They followed when he led. 

Unfortunately, he expected the same obedience from his son. 

"Ethan." 

The voice interrupted his thoughts. 

He turned. 

Victoria Hayes approached with a pleasant smile. 

She looked elegant in a navy-blue dress, every detail carefully chosen. 

Victoria wasn't a bad person. 

In fact, she was intelligent and kind. 

The problem wasn't Victoria. 

The problem was that she wasn't Lily. 

"Hello, Victoria." 

"You look thrilled to be here." 

He laughed. 

"Am I that obvious?" 

"Painfully." 

For a few minutes they exchanged polite conversation. 

Victoria eventually lowered her voice. 

"Your father is trying very hard." 

Ethan sighed. 

"So you've noticed too." 

"It's difficult not to." 

She glanced toward the governor. 

Then back at Ethan. 

"You should know something." 

"What?" 

"I told him I'm not interested." 

Ethan blinked. 

"What?" 

Victoria smiled. 

"I've told him several times." 

"Seriously?" 

"Seriously." 

Relief washed across his face. 

That relief made Victoria laugh. 

"You're not exactly subtle either." 

"I didn't mean—" 

"I know." 

She smiled warmly. 

"You love her." 

He nodded. 

Without hesitation. 

Without embarrassment. 

"More than anything." 

Victoria looked genuinely happy for him. 

"Then don't let anyone take that away from you." 

For the first time all afternoon, Ethan felt hopeful. 

Maybe things would eventually work out. 

Maybe his father would finally accept reality. 

Maybe—

"Ethan." 

His father's voice cut through the room. 

The hopeful feeling disappeared immediately. 

Governor Calloway approached with a serious expression. 

"Can we talk?" 

The tone wasn't a request. 

It was an order. 

Victoria excused herself, leaving father and son alone. 

The governor adjusted his cufflinks. 

"You've been avoiding me." 

"No. I've been busy." 

"Don't insult my intelligence." 

Ethan folded his arms. 

"What do you want, Dad?" 

His father's jaw tightened. 

"I want you to start thinking about your future." 

"I am." 

"No, you're not." 

The governor glanced around to ensure nobody could hear them. 

Then his voice became colder. 

"You're throwing your future away for that girl." 

Ethan immediately stiffened. 

"Her name is Lily." 

"I don't care." 

The response struck like a slap. 

Anger surged through Ethan. 

"Well, I do." 

Richard Calloway stared at him. 

"You don't understand what's at stake." 

"No. You don't." 

The governor's eyes narrowed. 

"Everything I've built can disappear because of one mistake." 

"Loving someone isn't a mistake." 

"It is when that person damages your future." 

Ethan felt his patience disappearing. 

Every conversation ended the same way. 

Every argument. 

Every disagreement. 

Always Lily. 

Always control. 

Always expectations. 

"I'm not discussing this again." 

"You will discuss it." 

"No." 

The single word shocked even the governor. 

For a moment silence hung between them. 

Heavy. 

Uncomfortable. 

Dangerous. 

Finally Richard spoke. 

"You're my son." 

"And I'm also my own person." 

"Not while carrying this family's name." 

Ethan stared at him. 

The words hurt more than he wanted to admit. 

Because deep down, he realized something. 

His father wasn't speaking like a parent. 

He was speaking like a politician protecting an investment. That realization broke something inside him. 

Without another word, Ethan turned and walked away. 

The governor called after him. 

Ethan didn't stop. 

Didn't look back. 

Didn't care. 

For the first time in his life, he felt genuinely exhausted by the endless battle. 

That evening, he drove outside the city. 

Away from politics. 

Away from expectations. 

Away from everyone. 

Except Lily. 

She met him at a quiet riverside park just outside Portland. 

The rain from the previous night had disappeared, leaving behind cool air and clear skies. 

Golden sunlight reflected across the water. 

Lily immediately noticed something was wrong. 

"You fought again." 

Ethan nodded. 

"He won't stop." 

She stepped closer. 

"What happened?" 

"The same thing that always happens." 

He sat on a wooden bench overlooking the river. 

Lily joined him. 

For several moments neither spoke. 

Sometimes silence said more than words. 

Finally Ethan broke it. 

"Have you ever thought about leaving?" 

"Leaving what?" 

"All of this." 

She looked at him carefully. 

"The city?" 

"The pressure." 

"The drama." 

"My family." 

Lily studied him. 

He sounded serious. 

More serious than ever before. 

"What are you saying?" 

Ethan stared at the water. 

"I'm tired." 

The admission surprised even him. 

"Tired of pretending." 

"Tired of arguing." 

"Tired of trying to make everyone happy." 

Lily reached for his hand. 

"You don't have to carry everything alone." 

He looked at her. 

Those simple words affected him more than any speech ever could. 

Because Lily never demanded anything. 

Never manipulated him. 

Never pressured him. 

She simply stood beside him. 

No matter what. 

And that meant everything. 

The sun slowly began sinking toward the horizon. 

The river shimmered with orange and gold light. 

For a moment the world felt peaceful. 

Quiet. 

Safe. 

Ethan brushed a strand of hair away from Lily's face. 

She smiled. 

"What?" 

"Nothing." 

"That's not true." 

He laughed softly. 

"I was just thinking." 

"Dangerous." 

"Very." 

She leaned closer. 

"What were you thinking about?" 

His eyes met hers. 

For a second neither looked away. 

Then Ethan spoke quietly. 

"I was thinking about how lucky I am." 

Lily's smile softened. 

"You have terrible luck." 

"Maybe." 

"Your father hates me." 

"He doesn't hate you." 

"He definitely hates me." 

Ethan laughed. 

"Okay. Fair point." 

She laughed with him. 

The tension between them finally easing. 

A gentle breeze moved across the river. 

Lily rested her head against his shoulder. 

Ethan wrapped an arm around her. Neither felt the need to speak. 

They simply sat together watching the sunset. 

Eventually Lily tilted her head upward. 

Their eyes met. 

The distance between them disappeared naturally. 

Slowly. 

Comfortably. 

Like something familiar. 

Ethan kissed her. 

Softly at first. 

Then a little longer. 

A little deeper. 

Not out of passion alone. 

But affection. 

Trust. 

Love. 

The kind built over years rather than moments. 

When they finally pulled apart, Lily smiled. 

"You know, that almost makes up for being late yesterday." 

"Almost?" 

"I'm still considering my options." 

He laughed. 

"Harsh." 

"Very." 

For the next hour they walked beside the river, talking about dreams they rarely shared with anyone else. 

A small house. 

A quiet life. 

Travel. 

Freedom. 

Things that seemed simple. 

Yet somehow felt impossible. 

As darkness settled across the landscape, Ethan drove Lily home. 

Neither wanted the evening to end. 

But reality always waited. 

When they arrived at her apartment building, Lily hesitated before leaving. 

"Ethan." 

"Yeah?" 

"Whatever happens with your father..." 

He waited. 

She squeezed his hand. 

"We'll figure it out." 

He smiled. 

Together. 

That single word remained unspoken between them. 

Yet both understood it. 

Together. 

No matter what. 

As Lily disappeared inside the building, Ethan remained in his car for several moments. 

Watching. 

Thinking. 

Hoping. 

What he didn't know was that another pair of eyes watched from farther down the street. 

Inside the same black sedan. 

The mysterious woman sat motionless. 

Photographs covered the passenger seat. 

Her gaze followed Ethan's car until it vanished. 

Then she looked toward Lily's apartment. 

Hatred flickered behind her eyes. 

A dangerous obsession was growing stronger. 

And soon, everyone connected to Ethan Calloway would pay the price. 

The following week passed in a blur of meetings, interviews, and public appearances. Ethan felt as though he was living two different lives. One belonged to the public—the governor's son who smiled for cameras and attended charity events. The other belonged to him alone, a life where Lily was the center of everything that mattered. 

Whenever he was with her, the pressure seemed to fade. 

One Friday evening, Ethan escaped another political fundraiser and drove directly to Lily's apartment. The moment she opened the door, he felt tension leave his body. 

"You look exhausted," she said. 

"I feel exhausted." 

She stepped aside and let him enter. 

The apartment smelled of coffee and vanilla candles. Soft music played from a speaker in the corner. 

Unlike the governor's mansion, where every room felt designed for appearances, Lily's apartment felt alive. Books were stacked on shelves. Family photographs decorated the walls. A half-finished painting rested near the window. 

It felt like home. 

Lily handed him a mug of coffee. 

"You need this." 

"You always know exactly what I need." 

She smiled. 

"That's because you're predictable." 

"I am not." 

"You absolutely are." 

He sat on the couch while she curled beside him. 

For a while they simply talked. 

Not about politics. 

Not about his father. 

Just ordinary things. 

Movies they wanted to watch. 

Places they wanted to visit. 

Funny stories from work. 

The simple conversations Ethan treasured most. 

At one point Lily rested her head against his shoulder. 

He wrapped an arm around her automatically. 

The action felt natural. 

Comfortable. 

Like breathing. 

Outside, rain tapped softly against the windows. 

Portland seemed wrapped in mist and darkness. 

Inside, everything felt warm. 

Safe. 

Ethan glanced down at her. 

"What?" 

"You know what." 

"I really don't." 

She smiled. 

"You're staring." 

"I like looking at you." 

Her cheeks turned slightly pink. 

Even after years together, she still reacted that way sometimes. 

He found it adorable. 

She nudged him playfully. 

"Flirting won't save you." 

"Save me from what?" 

"Helping me make dinner." 

His face immediately fell. 

"That's cruel." 

"It's necessary." 

Within thirty minutes they were standing together in the kitchen. 

The cooking process quickly became a disaster. 

Ethan accidentally dropped vegetables onto the floor. 

Lily laughed so hard she nearly knocked over a bowl. 

Then Ethan got revenge by flicking flour onto her sweater. 

Her eyes widened. 

"You didn't." 

"I definitely did." 

A flour war began immediately. 

By the time it ended, both of them were laughing uncontrollably. 

Lily's hair was covered in white powder. 

Ethan wasn't much better. 

She looked at him and shook her head. 

"We are adults." 

"Technically." 

"You're impossible." 

"Yet you love me." 

Her smile softened. 

"Unfortunately." 

He moved closer. 

The playful mood slowly changed. 

His hand brushed against her cheek. 

For a moment neither spoke. 

The laughter faded. 

The distance between them disappeared. 

He kissed her gently. 

Lily's fingers rested against his chest. 

The kiss wasn't rushed. 

There was no urgency. 

Only affection. 

The kind that came from knowing someone completely. 

When they finally pulled apart, she smiled. 

"You still owe me dinner." 

"I knew there was a catch." 

They eventually managed to prepare a meal that was surprisingly edible. 

Afterward they sat on the balcony wrapped beneath a blanket, watching city lights sparkle below. 

The night air felt cool. 

Lily rested comfortably against him. 

"Do you ever wonder what life would be like if nobody knew your name?" she asked. 

"Every day." 

"Really?" 

He nodded. 

"Imagine being able to go somewhere without security watching." 

"Or reporters." 

"Or political advisors." 

She smiled. 

"Sounds nice." 

"It sounds perfect." 

Lily looked up at him. 

"Then why don't you leave?" 

The question lingered between them. 

Because deep down, Ethan had considered it. 

Many times. 

Walking away from politics. 

Walking away from expectations. 

Starting over somewhere else. 

Yet life was never that simple. 

"My father would never forgive me." 

"You can't live your life for him." 

"I know." 

The truth was harder to admit than he expected. 

Part of him still wanted his father's approval. 

Even after all the arguments. 

Even after all the disappointment. 

A son never completely stops wanting that. 

The following morning Ethan returned to the governor's mansion. 

The estate sat on several acres outside Portland and looked more like a luxury



































































































































































































































































































































