
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Tethered In Flame

        

        
        
          Romance, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Angela Sargent

        

        
          Published by Angela Sargent, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      TETHERED IN FLAME

    

    
      First edition. October 1, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Angela Sargent.

    

    
    
      Written by Angela Sargent.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
     

 

For Tommy, whose heartbreak carved the contours of a steadfast friendship—may the quiet strength born from your pain remind us that even in sorrow, bonds are forged that endure beyond time.

 

And to my dearest love, who is eternally on fire, in whom I have found both anchor and spark—your presence steadies me, your heart ignites me, and your soul whispers that love, fierce and tender, can rise even amidst the fiercest storms.



    


Prologue: Shadows and Sparks

The rain fell in relentless sheets, pounding against the pavement like a drumbeat of fate. Amanda moved through the city streets, hood pulled low, hands stuffed in pockets, every step measured, guarded. She had long ago learned that the world could betray, could wound, could take everything from you in a heartbeat—and she had survived. She had risen, pieced herself back together, stronger, sharper, untouchable.

But tonight...tonight there was a pull she didn’t understand, a thrill that prickled beneath her skin. Her past—fractured, painful, full of betrayal—had made her cautious, sarcastic, untamed, and fiercely independent. Love wasn’t something she sought. Desire was dangerous. Trust was a luxury she could ill afford. And yet...something about tonight whispered otherwise.

Across the city, Bastian walked the dimly lit streets with the same storm of thoughts. Years on the force had hardened him, tempered him in ways that left him guarded, wary, and in control. He had loved, had trusted, and had been broken. Past relationships had left scars etched deep, reminders of betrayal and heartbreak that shaped the man he had become. A protector, a seeker of justice, someone who hid his heart behind discipline and dominance.

And yet...tonight there was a pull he couldn’t ignore, a spark in the darkness that dared him to reach beyond caution.

They didn’t see each other yet, not in the literal sense, but the currents of fate were already tugging, whispering, setting a stage neither fully understood. Two worlds poised on the edge, pasts shadowed by pain, both craving control, trust, and connection—but afraid of what surrender might cost.

Amanda ducked into a café to escape the rain, the warm glow washing over her like a fragile promise. The smell of coffee and sizzling breakfast filled the air, grounding her, and for a moment, she allowed herself to breathe. She didn’t know that across the counter, a man she would soon never forget would glance up from his own rare visit—strong, intense, magnetic—and feel that same inexplicable pull.

Bastian’s eyes swept the room without intent, scanning, noticing, until something—something small but undeniable—caught him. A spark. A shadow of recognition. He didn’t know why, but the sensation made his pulse quicken. A mix of curiosity, instinct, and something darker, something magnetic that drew him closer.

Both unaware that the threads of their pasts, pain, and desire were already intertwining, already reaching across space and time. Both unaware that this encounter—fleeting, electric, dangerous—was the beginning of a fire that would consume, tether, and transform them forever.

A glance, a spark, a tension in the air. Neither spoke. Neither moved. But somewhere in that pause, both felt it—the promise of domination and surrender, desire and trust, darkness and love—and the first step toward a connection that would shatter every wall they had built.

The storm outside continued to rage, but inside, in that quiet café, fate had already begun its work. Shadows and sparks danced in tandem, and by the time they would meet fully, hearts would be tethered, nerves alive, and desire unrelenting.

This was only the beginning.
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Chapter One: Chance Encounters
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The morning air carried the faint chill of early spring as Amanda unlocked the café door, the familiar creak a comforting start to her day. Inside, the scent of freshly brewed coffee mingled with the sweet aroma of pastries and the faint tang of sizzling butter on the grill. She moved through the kitchen like a conductor orchestrating a symphony—every plate, pan, and cup in precise rhythm with the hum of her routine.

Amanda’s hands were steady, flipping omelets, sliding sandwiches onto plates, wiping counters with mechanical ease that belied the storm of thoughts constantly swirling in her mind. Years of rebuilding her life after the chaos of abuse had trained her to focus on control, precision, and independence. Trust was something she gave sparingly, and vulnerability was a weapon she rarely wielded.

The door chimed as a man entered, the sound punctuating her rhythm. She glanced up—instinct, nothing more. And then, their eyes met.

He was tall, broad-shouldered, with a presence that commanded attention without demanding it. Dark hair fell just enough to shadow his eyes, and a faint crease between his brows suggested concentration. Amanda’s chest tingled, an unbidden flutter that made her pause mid-flip. She should have looked away, returned to her work, kept her walls firmly in place—but she didn’t.

His gaze lingered, scanning the café, assessing without judgment. There was a quiet intensity there, a depth that made her stomach twist in anticipation. Something about him was magnetic yet guarded, a storm beneath a calm exterior. Bastian, forty, a police officer temporarily stationed in this city, had been walking this line his entire life: authority, control, and a careful distance from everyone and everything he couldn’t trust. But in that instant, Amanda pulled at something in him, something unexpected, raw, and exhilarating.

Amanda, forty-five, a writer and part-time café worker, studied him in return. There was a strength in his stance, yes, but also a subtle vulnerability, an undercurrent of loss hidden beneath careful control. Her pulse quickened, a thrill that she hadn’t allowed herself to feel in years. They didn’t speak. They didn’t move. And yet, the space between them felt charged, electric, alive with unspoken tension.

The morning rush claimed the café, and Amanda busied herself with orders, trying to ground her rapidly beating heart. But even as she prepared plates, her mind kept drifting back to the man who had entered, the one who had dared to meet her gaze without flinching. There was a pull there, a thread she couldn’t ignore, delicate and dangerous.

Bastian moved to the counter, his eyes flicking toward her whenever he thought she wasn’t looking. There was something captivating in her precise movements, the way she carried herself with strength and independence. A flicker of admiration, of curiosity, of something deeper, passed through his gaze. He hadn’t planned to notice her, hadn’t planned for this pull. But the spark between them was undeniable.

Later, after the morning rush subsided, Amanda wiped her hands on her apron, letting herself breathe. She picked up her phone almost absentmindedly, scrolling through social media when a notification caught her attention: a message.

Bastian.

Her breath hitched. They had not spoken outside that brief café encounter, had not even exchanged names. And yet, here he was—reaching across the invisible distance, daring her to notice him again.

“Hi,” the message read.

Amanda hesitated, fingers hovering over the keyboard. A thrill ran through her at the simplicity of it, the audacity. Then she typed back:

“Hello. Didn’t expect to hear from you.”

The reply was almost instant.

“Good. I wouldn’t want it to be too easy. But I do like a challenge.”

And so it began—a delicate, dangerous dance. Flirtation mingled with confession, curiosity with caution. The messages were teasing, electric, charged with the tension of two people who had survived heartbreak, who carried scars yet still longed for connection.

Over the following days, Amanda and Bastian exchanged small truths and playful jabs. Amanda’s sarcasm shone through, a shield and a lure all at once. Bastian’s measured, magnetic control teased at her edges, challenging her without breaking her. Every notification brought a quickened heartbeat, a thrill that teased nerves and imagination alike.

They began to reveal pieces of themselves, cautiously but willingly. Amanda shared hints of the past she rarely spoke aloud—scars left by abuse, the painstaking work of rebuilding a life. Bastian revealed fragments of betrayal, heartbreak, and the burden of protecting others while keeping his own heart locked away. Vulnerability intertwined with flirtation, attraction edged with unspoken tension.

By the end of the week, the plan for their first meeting was set. Halfway between their homes, a city charged with anticipation. The digital thread that had pulled them together would soon be tested in real life.

Amanda’s pulse quickened at the thought, her fingers lingering over the keyboard. “Halfway,” she typed cautiously, testing the waters.

“Halfway,” Bastian confirmed. “Neutral ground. But know this—I plan on claiming every second of your attention while you’re here.”

Her pulse surged. “We’ll see about that,” she typed back, a smirk forming despite herself.

The spark between them had become a blaze. The edge of desire, of anticipation, of something dangerous yet irresistible, threaded through every glance, every message, every thought. Amanda knew, even as she went about her day flipping omelets and sliding plates across counters, that her life had changed in the blink of a glance and the thrill of a message.
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