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Disclaimer
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Dedication 

For anyone who’s ever burned too bright — and survived.
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18+ Content Warning

This book contains explicit sexual content, strong language, and mature themes including emotional trauma, complex relationships, and intense tension. It is intended for readers aged 18 and older.

If you are sensitive to any of these topics or are underage, please consider this before reading.
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PART ONE — LET IT BURN
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Scene One

The storm slammed the sky like it was owed something. Sheets of rain blurred the world, wind howling like a curse through the trees. Lena’s headlights barely cut through it. Tires screamed as she turned too fast into the gravel lot, the motel sign flickering — HALE’S — like it remembered her, like it hated her too.

She slammed the car door, leather jacket clinging wet to her arms. The office was dark. A single bulb glowed behind the cracked glass.

She banged once. Hard.

The door jerked open like it wanted to hit her back.

Silas.

Broad. Shirtless. Thunder behind his eyes.

“What the fuck—”

He stopped. Stared.

Her throat closed. He looked the same. Just more... pissed off.

“You,” he said, flat.

“I need a room.” Her voice was low. Tight. “Don’t worry, I won’t touch you.”

He scoffed. “Didn’t ask you to.”

The key thunked against her palm. Room 6. No smile. No warning. Just, “Generator’s dead. Flashlight’s in the drawer.”

She didn’t thank him.

Rain whipped her sideways as she crossed the lot, boots slipping in the mud. The room smelled like damp wood and heat. She flicked the switch — nothing. Of course.

Footsteps behind her. Slow. Heavy. She turned.

Silas filled the doorway, arms crossed, stormwater dripping from his chest.

“Only one room left,” he said. “Don’t get cute about it.”

Her eyes flicked to the bed — single. Fucked-up linens. One pillow.

“This is temporary,” she said, already unzipping her jacket.

“So are most mistakes,” he muttered, stepping inside.

Her shirt clung to her, soaked through. She peeled it off without thinking, tank top underneath plastered to her skin. His eyes dropped — just a flick — and she caught it.
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