derestimated just how heavy the man was. '
Dragglng Hunter’s unconscious body from the _
door further into the room proved to be far more
challenging than anticipated. Hunter's shoes
scraped against the hardwood floor as he was
dragged, while Dave's arms burned from the
effort.

‘Damn it, Hunter,” Dave muttered, sweat beading
on his forehead. “Even when you're out cold, you're

a pain.”

He paused to catch his breath, bending over
slightly, his hands resting on his knees. For a
moment, he considered leaving Hunter sprawled
on the floor, but that wouldn't work. If Hunter woke
up unbound, things could escalate quickly. Dave
knew Hunter was strong, maybe even stronger
than him. He didn't need to test that fact, all

needed to do was to make sure tt
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he stepped back, wiping his
- the back of his hand, hi




this and should be punlshed for it. She wouldn tb :
in this situation if she hadn't clung to something it
she couldn't have. Dave's father had told him never

to stubbornly covet what he knew he couldn’t
have. That was why he'd tried not to covet
anything of Hunter's, even when they sparkled in
his eyes. But Estelle’s greediness had led to his

pain, so she deserved whatever came her way,

Dave yanked at his tie, pulling it loose before
tossing it onto the floor. He popped open the first
two buttons of his shirt, his chest heaving with

frustration. He glared at the two unconscious

figures before him again, anger boiling inside him

at the threshold as he glared at them.

This wasn't supposed to happen.




buzzed with an alert when he was on hiswayto
Hunter's office to deliver his father's message as i
the loyal messenger bearer. He stiffened, his brow
furrowed in confusion when he noticed it was

from his invisible security system. He'd set up a
sophisticated system in his house that wasn't just
your typical alarm or camera. The system included
ultra-discreet cameras, hidden in mundane

objects like picture frames and light fixtures,
completely invisible to the untrained eye. He had
installed one just under his doorknob - a type that

sends an alert when touched.

His fingers flew across his phone as he pulled up

the live feed. Unlike most people, Dave had
deliberately avoided installing cameras in
common areas like the living room or the h us




bringing the torch to their face.

“Ryan?” Dave stood in shock, his heart raging with
anger as he watched Ryan move cautiously
around his house. Why is Ryan in my home, and
what is he looking for? Ryan didn’t know he was
associated with the attacks, did he? No, that can't
be possible. Dave had been discreet enough with
his actions, except for that party where he almost
got caught because the b***h screamed. His body
trembled with fear as he recalled slamming into
someone he later realized was Ryan. Did | let slip
something that could lead to me? Is that why Ryan

is snooping around?

“f**k " Dave cursed, pacing in circles as he tried to

calm himself and think. Ryan's presence at his




everythmg is asklng ifI'm okay

But then, an idea sparked in his mind, and a sly
smile spread across his face as he approached

her. She might have interpreted the look as
tiredness or bother because her brow furrowed

further in concern.

“Estelle,” he said, forcing a weak smile. “Yeah, I'm

fine. Just... stressed

She hesitated, her eyes scanning his face. “Are you

sure? You look... upset.”

He sighed, running a hand through his hair, “You
still have your keen eyes,” he chuckled, making it
seem like a joke. “l had a... You know what? Forget

it. It's nothing.”

“But—"




) things were slmpler

Estelle’s lips twitched into a faint smile, though it
didn't reach her eyes. “That was a long time ago,
Dave”

“But good times, right?” he pressed. “Come on, for
old times’ sake. One drink. It'll help me unwind,

and | promise not to bore you with my problems.”

She hesitated again, glancing at her watch. “l don't

know... ”

Dave's expression softened, and he sighed
dramatically. “I get it. | shouldn’t have asked.
That's completely wrong of me. It's just... | quess |
miss those days, you know? Before everything got

so complicated.”

Estelle’s face softened, guilt flickering in her eyes.
“Okay,” she relented. “Just one drink.”




However, as they pulled into the driveway, Dave's
heart raced, though he kept his outward demeanor
calm. Inside, he was alert, his senses on high as

he thought about Ryan's intrusion. He wondered if

he was late and if Ryan had found something that
pointed toward him, even though that would be
difficult. But what if he had made the mistake of

leaving something open?

Once inside, Dave led Estelle to the living room. *
Make yourself comfortable,” he said with a
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and rage bubbled just beneath the surface How l
did he find the room? He needed to find Ryan |
quickly.

He marched to the kitchen, his movements sharp
and deliberate. Pulling a small bottle of sleeping
tablets from a drawer, he crushed several into

powder and dumped them into a glass of wine.

Estelle was already seated when he walked back
to the sitting room. You could tell how tense she
was from the stiffness of her posture, but Dave
wasn't in the mood to study her. She was an

afterthought, one he'd deal with later.

With the spiked wine in hand, he walked toward

her with a lazy smile, one she reciprocated despite

her unease. He offered her the glass. “To old
times,” he said, clinking his glass against hers.




no ed, and then he was out.

Once outside, Dave jumped into his car. He'd seen |
the door to his secret room ajar earlier, it was clear
Ryan had found his way in. If Ryan discovered too
much, Dave's plans would unravel before they

even began.

He drove madly down the road, his hands tense on
the steering wheel. He needed to find that son of a
gun before Ryan went spilling whatever he had

found.

He spotted Ryan’s car on the dark, empty road and
his hands tightened on the wheel as rage
consumed him. Without further thought, he
pressed hard on the pedal and slammed into
Ryan's car with enough force to send it skidding
off the road until it finally halted, upside down.

Dave stepped out, his heart pounding with




him deeply, but he reminded himself it wa's-féi"

necessary action.

By the time Dave returned, Estelle was
unconscious, slumped in the chair as he had
predicted. He tied her up quickly, snapping a few

pictures before sending one to Hunter with a text

attached.

Maybe it was time to wrap this s**t up, and

everyone can be happy.

Hunter had arrived faster than Dave expected.

When the knock came at the door, he opened it
without hesitation, smacking Hunter across the
face with enough force to send him stumbling.

Hunter barely had time to process what was

happening before darkness consumed h







