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Some stories heal. Some stories burn. This one does both.
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​Dedication
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For the ones who know that love is never gentle.

For those who have burned and still reached for the flame,

who have carried scars not as shame, but as proof—

you survived.

This story is for you.



​

“There are loves that heal you,

and loves that ruin you.

The only ones worth keeping

do both.”
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​Content Warning
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This book is not soft.

It contains explicit sexual content, themes of obsession, emotional trauma, and raw intimacy.

The love within these pages is sharp, consuming, and dangerous—it does not apologize for how it burns.

Reader discretion is advised: enter knowing some fires scorch, and some scars linger.
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​Chapter One: In the Water’s Hold
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San Diego, just after sunset. The waves carried secrets, each one pulling something from me I’d tried for too long to bury. The horizon burned gold, fading into silver, and I let the tide creep over my feet as if the ocean could wash me clean.

I felt him before I heard him.

That familiar shift in the air, the tightening of my chest, the way my body seemed to wake in recognition. I didn’t need to turn—I knew he was there. Watching. Waiting. The man I had both longed for and sworn to protect myself from.

When his voice finally broke through—“I’ve missed this”—I almost hated how easily it cut through me. Three words, and already I was trembling, because part of me had missed it too and missed him.

I turned.

His eyes caught mine—soft, but carrying the weight that made me want to look away. I didn’t. I couldn’t. There it was: love I didn’t trust, hesitation I couldn’t shake, and a truth I’d tried to silence every night he wasn’t here.

And when his fingers brushed mine—tentative, asking instead of taking—I should have pulled away. But I didn’t.

I let him lace his fingers with mine. I let him remind me how it felt to be tethered to someone, even when I wasn’t sure if that rope would hold me or strangle me.

We walked silently along the shoreline, the tide licking at our ankles, the sky dimming above us. His thumb brushed my knuckles, a small gesture that said everything his mouth didn’t. And despite myself, I leaned into it.

When he stopped near the rocks and whispered, “Come here,” I didn’t hesitate. I stepped into him, my body fitting against his like it always had, like it had been waiting. His hands slid to my waist, grounding me, holding me in a way that made me feel both safe and dangerously exposed.

Then his mouth was on mine.

Soft at first, a question I wasn’t sure I had the strength to answer. But when his lips deepened, when my own parted without thinking, I knew the answer had already been written in me long ago. The gasp that escaped me betrayed everything I’d tried to hide—the want, the ache, the way I had never stopped belonging here.

He kissed down my neck, and I arched toward him, helpless against the way my body lit up under his touch. When his hand slid beneath the slit of my dress, fingers grazing the edge of my panties, my breath hitched. A part of me whispered stop. Another screamed don’t you dare.

And when he murmured against my throat, “I want to take my time with you, make you feel everything you’ve forgotten,” I almost laughed.

Because I hadn’t forgotten. Not one thing. Every kiss, every touch, every night I lay awake aching for him had carved it deeper into me.

So when his fingers finally pressed against me, firm and sure, I couldn’t hold back the moan that slipped from my lips. My hips betrayed me, rising to meet his hand, needing more. When he whispered, “You feel that? That’s mine,” my body clenched at the claim, even as my mind tried to deny it.

I needed him. God, I hated how much I needed him.

When he slid inside me with his fingers, curling just right, I shattered. My body moved against his hand, desperate, frantic, until the waves inside me broke, dragging me under. I cried out into his mouth, my body trembling, unraveling in the one place I’d sworn I wouldn’t fall again.

But I did.

And when he held me afterward, his chin resting on my shoulder, blanket wrapped around us both, I knew the truth.

I had let him claim me again.

And I wanted him to.
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​Chapter Two: Between Breath and Wound
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The ocean was still roaring, but it had faded into a distant hum, like white noise against the storm inside me. Every nerve in my body felt alive, trembling from what he had already taken from me—and from what I knew he wasn’t finished with. My thighs still quivered from his touch, and my breath caught in uneven waves.

He didn’t let me go.

His hand stayed on my waist, grounding and possessive all at once, his breath against my ear sending shivers down my spine. “I’m not done with you,” he whispered, and my whole body clenched.

God help me—I didn’t want him to be.

I nodded, lips parted, but the truth was more desperate than I wanted to admit. I needed him. Not just his body, but the way he could strip me down to the most fragile parts of myself and make me want to be seen that way.

Then he took my hand—my trembling, unsteady hand—and pressed it over the hard line of his arousal.

“Feel what you do to me.”

My knees weakened at the contact. Heat flooded me, and I rubbed him through his jeans without thinking, teasing at first, needing to remind myself that he wasn’t the only one capable of undoing someone with a touch. His body answered instantly, hardening even more beneath my palm. The small rush of power made me bold—until his hand snapped around my wrist.

The growl in his voice cut through me. “You don’t get to play with me like that unless you’re ready for everything that comes next.”

The warning should have scared me. Instead, it made my thighs squeeze together, aching, needy. I lifted my chin, meeting his eyes in the moonlight. Show me, I whispered, voice shaking but sure.

The world tilted.

One second, I was standing on the cool sand. Next, I was in his arms, legs wrapped around his waist, and mouth pressed to his. My laugh broke between our kisses, half disbelief, half surrender. He carried me as if I weighed nothing, his body all strength and hunger.

“Hold on.”

I clung to him, carrying myself across the sand until he set me down gently on a blanket near the dunes. The wind was softer here, the night wrapped close around us, and the moon's silver glow was the only light. My chest rose and fell too fast, my body already thrumming with anticipation.

He stripped slowly—his shirt first, then unbuttoning his jeans with a deliberate pace that made me ache. I watched every movement, my lips parting, my fingers twitching with the urge to touch him.

“Not yet,” he murmured, catching the plea in my eyes.

Instead, he slid my dress higher, his mouth trailing kisses up my thighs, each one hotter than the last. When his tongue brushed me, quick and teasing, I gasped and bucked against him, shame and need colliding in my chest.
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