
  
  
      
        
          Hunting Jason

          
		      
          Mariah Thayer and Marlee P Louis

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  
Copyright © 2025 by Mariah Thayer and Marlee P Louis 

All parts of this book, including persons, places, and events, are fictional or used fictitiously.

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Author's Note
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Match
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        You
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Tease
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Macallan 30
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Sir
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Played
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Newsletter Sign Up
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  
Author's Note



To set your expectations appropriately: Hunting Jason is the first novella of a series of dark contemporary shorts. This book contains themes such as stalking, strangling, and impact play, which may be problematic for some readers. 

(Seriously, if you're a family member, back away from this book right now and find something else to read. I do appreciate you, but this ain't the one.)







  
  
Match




Iglared down at the profile picture smiling up at me from my phone screen, then flicked it away with a swipe of my finger. "I hate this dating app bullshit." 

"Stop using it then." My best friend didn't bother looking up from her own phone, her long, dark auburn hair obscuring most of her face.

"I can't." I scowled, sending another picture spinning into the multiverse. "I paid for it."

Dani sighed and leaned over, watching in silence for a moment as I moved through the endless profiles. "Jason, why are you swiping right on every single one?"

A smiling blonde and her husband/boyfriend/potential-threesome-partner flashed by before disappearing to the right of my screen. "I told you. I paid for it."

Dani rolled her eyes and settled back into her seat. "You realize you're going to match with every single woman who sees your picture, right?"

"What?" I looked up in alarm. "Why?"

"Because you're hot, idiot. There isn't a woman alive that wouldn't want to fuck you."

"You don't." I smirked.

"...anymore," she finished for me. "Because..."

"Because I'm a selfish, emotionless prick who forgot your birthday three years in a row?" 

"That's a start." 

"I've changed, you know."

My phone vibrated in my hand, and I looked down to see the push notification flash - Congratulations! You have 57 new matches!

Dani pressed her lips together, unsuccessfully holding back a smile. She stood and leaned in to kiss me on the cheek, her fingers playing lightly at the back of my neck, sending ripples of electricity through my body. And then she was gone, the door to my apartment closing softly behind her, leaving me aching. I had changed, but Dani hadn't—friends was all we'd ever be. And that was my fault more than anything.

I sighed and looked back at my phone when it vibrated again, updating my matches to 65. Great. I was about to close it when a notification flashed across the screen: 1 New Message. That was fast. My thumb moved without thinking to open it, and I stared down at the text that stared back at me.

"It's about time, Jason. I've been waiting for you."









