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Jax's stare burns across the campfire. Four bottles in and our group's laughter has gotten louder, sloppier. I've been watching him all night—the way his beard catches the golden light, how his flannel stretches across his shoulders. He catches my glance and raises his cup in a silent toast. I look away, playing innocent, but we both know better.

"Fuck!" Marissa yells, stumbling back from her car trunk. "I forgot my tent."

The group's collective groan feels like the punchline to a joke that's been building all evening. Six friends, three tents. The math doesn't work anymore.

"I can sleep in my car," she offers, but it's a compact—barely fits her climbing gear, let alone her body.

"Take mine," says Connor, Jax's buddy. "I'll crash with someone else."

They sort it out. Connor with the couple. Marissa in Connor's tent. Which leaves...

"Looks like you need a spot," Jax says, suddenly beside me. His voice is low, meant just for me. "I've got room."

I take another swig of whiskey. "You sure about that?" I ask, letting the question hang with just enough weight to make his eyes darken.

"You afraid of me, Riley?" A half-smile plays on his lips.

"Are you afraid of me?" I counter, already aware we're starting a game I've been wanting to play since we met on this trip three days ago.

His laugh is a rumble that I feel in places whiskey can't reach. "Not a chance."

Our friends are too drunk to notice the electricity crackling between us. Or maybe they do, and they just don't care. Either way, as the fire dies down and everyone stumbles toward their sleeping arrangements, I find myself crawling into Jax's tent on all fours, hyper-aware that he's watching from behind.
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