
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: ]

A LOVE WRITTEN IN FIRE

Colleen Maas


A-STAR PUBLISHERS PLC

Copyright © 2007 by Colleen Maas

This electronic edition published 2025 by A-Star Publishing Plc

The right of Colleen Maas to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988

All rights reserved. You may not copy, distribute, transmit, reproduce or otherwise make

available this publication (or any part of it) in any form, or by any means (including without limitation electronic, digital, optical, mechanical, photocopying, printing, recording or otherwise), without the prior written permission of the publisher. Any person who does any unauthorised act in relation to this publication may be liable to criminal prosecution and civil claims for damages.

To the hearts that dare to love fiercely,

To those who fight for what truly matters,

And to every soul who believes that love, against all odds, can ignite a fire that never dies.

This story is for you.
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Love is rarely simple. It is a force that can uplift, challenge, and transform. It can ignite joy, spark desire, and test every boundary of courage and trust.

In A Love Written in Fire, I invite you into a world where passion and danger intertwine, where hearts collide amid suspense, and where love is not just an emotion but a survival instinct. Adrian and Elena’s journey is a testament to the power of connection—the fire that sustains us, even in the face of fear, uncertainty, and conflict.

This story is for anyone who has ever believed in love’s ability to endure, to protect, and to illuminate the darkest moments. It is for those who crave adventure, suspense, and the magnetic pull of romance that lingers long after the last page.

May this tale of love, courage, and fire captivate your heart, ignite your imagination, and remind you that sometimes, the fiercest storms lead to the brightest dawns.
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CHAPTER ONE – THE EDGE OF THE SEA
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The road to Brayfield Bay was nothing more than a thin ribbon carved through the forest, winding along cliffs where pine trees clung stubbornly to rocky soil. Elena Moretti gripped the steering wheel of her rental car as the Atlantic wind tugged at her hair through the cracked window. Each gust carried the scent of salt and wet stone, the tang of the ocean sharp enough to sting her lungs. She had driven for hours, leaving behind Florence, leaving behind smoke and ashes that had once been her life, her home, and almost her heart.

The town emerged slowly from the mist. Brayfield Bay was small, almost theatrical in its quaintness, as if someone had painted it into existence. Cedar-shingled cottages clung to the edge of cliffs, their windows glinting faintly in the gray light. Narrow streets led to a tiny harbor where fishing boats bobbed like restless children. The lighthouse at the far end blinked slowly against the overcast sky, casting a pale eye over the restless waters.

Elena parked her car near the pier, shut the engine, and let the silence settle around her. The roar of the waves was steady and insistent, a reminder that the world moved on, whether she was ready or not. She pulled her scarf tighter around her neck, the wool scratching gently, and stepped out into the wind. The first bite of cold air made her inhale sharply, drawing it deep into her lungs as if she could fill the emptiness inside with something new.

Her sketchbook lay in the passenger seat, untouched. She opened the door, touched its smooth cover, and hesitated. Florence, fire, smoke—her past clung to her fingertips like ash. She had promised herself she would start again here, but the pencil trembled when she imagined opening it. How could she draw when her heart still felt scorched?

A gull cried above the harbor. Its wings sliced through the gray sky, fearless and free. Elena closed her eyes and let the sound settle into her, imagining that for one brief moment, she could rise above grief too.

She walked down the narrow pier, worn wood creaking beneath her boots, and let her gaze drift to the horizon. The sea stretched endlessly, gray and restless, reflecting the storm clouds that gathered overhead. Each wave hit the rocks with a soft, relentless roar, as if it were speaking a language she had almost forgotten—the language of resilience, of persistence, of survival.

“You’ll freeze if you stand there much longer.”

The voice was calm, steady, carrying easily above the wind and surf. Elena turned sharply. A man stood several feet away near the edge of the pier, tall, broad-shouldered, wearing a dark coat that flapped around him in the gusts. His hair was the color of storm clouds, streaked with silver at the temples, tousled by wind. The faint shadow of a scar traced along his temple, almost hidden under his hair. He watched her without judgment, only curiosity.

“I like the cold,” she said softly, pulling her scarf closer.

He stepped a little closer, boots thudding against the wood. “Then Brayfield will suit you perfectly. Summer doesn’t visit often.” His voice carried the faintest trace of amusement, but the eyes—gray-blue, like the sea under an overcast sky—were serious, studying her with an intensity that made her pulse skip.

“I haven’t seen you here before,” he said.

“I just arrived. I’m renting the cottage on Harbor Lane,” she replied, keeping her voice level, cautious.

He inclined his head slightly. “Adrian Cole. I live up on the bluff.”

“Elena Moretti,” she said, taking the offered hand. It was warm, firm, steady. A jolt of electricity ran through her fingertips, subtle but undeniable. Her stomach twisted, a sensation she hadn’t felt in months—not since the fire, not since she had stopped hoping.

“Welcome to Brayfield Bay,” he said simply. “If you need supplies, the market closes early. And if you get lost... well, the town has three streets. You’ll find your way.”

She almost smiled. “Helpful.”

He chuckled softly, a sound like smooth stone tumbling over itself. “There’s a café just up the hill. Coffee’s bitter, pie’s worse, but the view... well, the view is something.”

“Maybe tomorrow,” she said, already anticipating the solitude she craved.

“Tomorrow, then,” he replied, and turned away.

Elena watched him walk, the wind catching his coat, the fog gradually swallowing his figure until he was just a shadow blending with the gray of the sea. Her heart thudded in her chest, uneasy, alive. She didn’t understand it. She hadn’t meant to notice anyone, much less feel this pull toward a stranger, a man who could not possibly know the story of her fire, of her grief.

She stayed on the pier until the first drops of rain began to fall, dotting the wooden boards, making them slick. The chill cut through her coat and scarf, but she didn’t move. The ocean below sounded infinite, relentless, indifferent. Yet in the roar, there was a strange comfort: the world would go on, and perhaps, one day, so could she.

Back in the car, she slid open the glove compartment and touched the sketchbook. It smelled faintly of new paper and graphite, a clean slate. She placed it on her lap, traced the edges with her fingers, and let herself remember how it felt to hold the tool that had once saved her from despair.

Her rented cottage was a short drive along winding streets lined with wild lupine and low stone walls. The house itself perched above the beach like a sentinel. Its cedar shingles glistened under the drizzle, and the windows reflected the gray of the sky. Inside, the air was a mix of cedar, sea salt, and damp wood. A lamp burned in the corner, casting a soft, golden glow across the room.

She unpacked slowly: clothes, a few kitchen items, and finally, the sketchbook. She set it on the table and hesitated, staring at the blank page. Memories of Florence, of smoke curling through her apartment, of heat and panic and loss, pressed at her mind. She drew in a slow, deliberate breath and picked up the pencil.

The first line trembled. The second, firmer, traced the silhouette of a man on a pier. His hair tossed by wind, the suggestion of a coat, the tilt of his shoulders—she captured him without knowing why. Each stroke felt like a confession, each shadow like a heartbeat.

Outside, lightning forked across the horizon, illuminating the ocean for a brief, stunning moment. The roar of the waves seemed to echo her own unspoken thoughts: that life was relentless, unyielding, but somehow beautiful.

Elena set the pencil down and leaned her forehead against the page. Her chest felt tight, her pulse strange and alive. She whispered softly, almost to herself, “Tomorrow.”

And for the first time in months, hope stirred—not loud, not demanding, but a quiet ember in the ruins of her heart.
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CHAPTER TWO – SHADOWS ON THE BLUFF 
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Adrian Cole’s house sat perched atop the bluff like a guardian over Brayfield Bay. From his balcony, the ocean stretched wide and gray, restless under a sky that threatened rain. Waves collided with the rocky cliffs below, a sound that had once been terrifying and now, strangely, comforting. The ocean was relentless, indifferent, and yet familiar—like the heartbeat of a life that had never fully belonged to him.

He stood there, coat drawn tight, hands resting on the railing, and allowed himself a rare moment of stillness. The wind tugged at his hair, the brine stung his skin, and somewhere in the distance, gulls called to one another. It was the kind of morning that forced reflection. And reflection was dangerous for him.

Adrian’s life had been marked by fire. Not just literal flames—the blaze that consumed his old home and took the life he had known—but figurative ones too: loss, betrayal, mistakes that had left scars deeper than anyone could see. He had rebuilt himself, brick by careful brick, retreating from intimacy, from risk, from connection. Love had been a dangerous experiment he refused to repeat.

Yet this morning, standing on the bluff, he had seen her.

A woman on the pier, dark hair whipping around her face, scarf wrapped tightly, eyes fixed on the horizon. There was something in the way she stood that struck him, a combination of fragility and quiet defiance. He couldn’t explain it, and he didn’t try. He only knew that for the briefest moment, something inside him stirred—a recognition, a spark, a warning.

He watched as she moved, small, deliberate steps on the worn boards of the pier. The wind caught her hair, revealed the tension in her shoulders, the careful way she carried herself. Adrian’s pulse quickened, but not for reasons he wanted to acknowledge. He had trained himself to remain untouchable, to observe from a distance. But there was an ache in her stance that mirrored his own, a quiet grief that called to something buried in him.

He had seen it before—in the faces of people who had survived fire, who had lost everything and rebuilt themselves too soon, too carefully. There was a weight to her, a story in her silence. He wanted to know it. He wanted to understand it. And that thought terrified him.

Adrian turned away from the railing and walked back inside his home. The interior was warm, dark wood floors polished to a dull shine, shelves lined with books, and the faint smell of cedar lingering in the air. He poured a glass of whiskey, stared at the amber liquid, and didn’t drink. He had learned long ago that drinking dulled the edge of memory but never erased it. The images of flames, of smoke curling through the hallways of his life, lingered stubbornly.

He thought of her again—the way she had tilted her head against the wind, the faint curve of her lips as she muttered something to herself, the way she held the sketchbook close. Something about that small gesture unsettled him. He had never known a stranger to have such an effect on him. And yet, he had learned to trust these instincts over the years. The gut knows, even when the mind refuses to admit it.

Adrian moved through the house almost automatically, setting the glass down on the counter, running a hand through his hair, and letting the memory of her linger. He could almost see her in the muted light of the harbor, her figure outlined against the gray waves. She was a puzzle he wanted to solve, a fire he didn’t dare touch, yet could not ignore.

The town was quiet this morning. Fishermen were just beginning to prepare their boats, seagulls wheeled overhead, and the faint smoke of breakfast fires drifted from chimneys. But the quiet was deceptive. Adrian knew that beneath the calm surface, life always carried its storms. And in her, he sensed the remnants of one such storm.

He poured himself a second glass of whiskey, moved to the balcony, and let the wind beat against him. The ocean roared, relentless and unforgiving, and he felt the mirror of it inside himself. He had learned to survive alone, to keep others at arm’s length, to hide the jagged pieces of himself. But standing there, watching the empty pier where she had been, he realized that some sparks could not be ignored.

Adrian closed his eyes. He could feel the memory of her presence on the pier—the way the wind had caught her hair, the tension in her hands, the subtle shift of weight as she balanced on the wooden boards. It was almost like he had known her before, or perhaps, that he had known this feeling before—the pull of someone who could break down walls he had spent years constructing.

He whispered her name under his breath, though he barely knew it: “Elena.”

The wind carried it out to the ocean, and for a fleeting moment, he imagined her hearing it, feeling it. He hated himself for caring so much, for feeling this inexplicable connection to a stranger. And yet, he could not deny it. Something had shifted. Something had begun.

Adrian turned from the balcony and moved to the study, running his fingers over the spines of books he had not touched in years. He had spent countless nights cataloging losses, writing plans, and making lists—everything necessary to maintain order. Yet nothing could prepare him for the disorder she had introduced into his carefully curated world.

He poured the whiskey into the sink, set the glass aside, and allowed himself to simply stand and breathe. He would not make a mistake. He would not fall. And yet, a part of him whispered—what if this fire, this ember of a woman on a pier, was exactly what he needed?

The clouds over Brayfield Bay darkened further, and rain began to streak the windows. Adrian moved back to the balcony, staring down at the harbor below. Somewhere out there, Elena was beginning a story that might intertwine with his. And he knew, with the certainty of someone who had stared into the flames and survived, that some encounters were inevitable.

Some sparks refused to die, no matter how carefully you tried to smother them.

And for the first time in years, Adrian felt the faintest thrill of anticipation—and fear—at what that spark might ignite.
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CHAPTER THREE – THE CAFÉ ON HARBOR LANE
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The morning air carried the sharp scent of salt and rain, dampening the streets of Brayfield Bay and giving the town a quiet, almost secretive quality. Elena zipped her jacket tighter as she walked along Harbor Lane, the wooden planks slick beneath her boots. She had promised herself a slow day—explore the town, unpack, and perhaps find something to sketch—but curiosity tugged her toward the café Adrian had mentioned.

It was small, almost like it had been lifted from a postcard: a weathered sign swinging above the door, the faint smell of coffee and baked goods drifting out to the street, and a single wooden bench by the window where people could watch the waves. The door chimed as she entered, a warm rush of air carrying the scent of sugar, cinnamon, and the faint tang of sea salt from the harbor.

The café was quiet—most locals had already left for work on their boats or along the docks—but one man stood behind the counter, wiping it with a damp cloth, and a small bell jingled somewhere in the back. She found herself scanning the room, and then—there he was. Adrian.

He stood near the window, coat slung over one arm, hair still slightly wind-tousled from the morning breeze. Their eyes met, and a flicker of recognition passed between them. He offered a small, almost imperceptible smile.

“Coffee?” he asked, as if it were the most natural thing in the world to see her here.

“Yes, black,” she replied, her voice steady though her pulse quickened. There was something in his presence that made her acutely aware of herself—her hands, her posture, even her heartbeat.

Adrian gestured toward the bench by the window. “You can sit. It’s the best spot to watch the harbor.”

She hesitated, then nodded and followed him. The wooden bench was slightly damp from the morning drizzle, but the cushions smelled faintly of lavender and old cedar. She sat, drawing in a slow, deliberate breath as she adjusted her scarf.

They sat in companionable silence for a few moments, listening to the distant cry of gulls and the rhythmic crash of waves against the rocks. Then Adrian spoke again, softer this time.

“You’re not from here,” he said.

“No,” she admitted. “I’m... passing through, I guess. For a while.”

He studied her, the gray-blue of his eyes like the storm-laden sea. “Passing through, or running from something?”

The question made her chest tighten. It was too accurate, too direct, and she didn’t know if she wanted to answer. Yet something in his tone—the gentle curiosity, the lack of judgment—made her consider it.

“Maybe a little of both,” she said finally, letting the words out like small stones she had been holding too tightly.

Adrian nodded slowly, as if he understood more than she had said. “The sea has a way of washing things clean, if you let it. Of making people start over.”

She looked out the window, watching the rain streak the harbor, and felt a strange comfort in his words. Brayfield Bay did feel like a place for beginnings, even for someone who had lived through fire and loss.

They ordered coffee, and while she waited, she let her gaze wander across the room: the faded paintings on the walls, the worn menus with scrawled chalk prices, the single potted plant on the counter that looked almost absurdly alive in the dim light. And yet, no matter where she looked, her attention kept returning to him—the quiet way he leaned against the window frame, the slight furrow in his brow as he watched her, and the faint scar at his temple that only deepened the air of mystery surrounding him.

When their drinks arrived, she was surprised at how warm the cup felt in her hands. Steam rose slowly, carrying the aroma of rich coffee and something earthy, almost grounding. Adrian watched her take a careful sip, his expression unreadable.

“You sketch?” he asked suddenly, nodding toward the small satchel she had brought in.

“Yes,” she said, setting her cup down. “When I... need to make sense of things.”

He tilted his head, curious. “Need to make sense of things. That sounds... heavy.”

“It is,” she admitted. She had learned to speak carefully, to measure every word, yet something about him made her want to share, to let someone in, if only slightly.

“Maybe it’s good,” he said, quietly. “To put the weight somewhere else. On paper, not inside you.”

She looked at him, startled by the depth behind his words. There was experience there. Pain. Understanding. Something that whispered of a past she could only guess at, something that resonated with her own scars.

The conversation drifted from small talk to town gossip, to the changing tides and the unpredictable weather of the Maine coast. Yet beneath the surface, a tension thrummed between them, subtle but insistent. A glance lingered too long, a touch of hands on the table brushed briefly, and each moment felt like it carried a weight neither wanted to name aloud.

Hours could have passed. Minutes could have stretched into lifetimes. The storm outside thickened, and rain lashed against the windows, yet inside the café, there was a fragile warmth, a fragile connection forming like sparks dancing on dry kindling.

When she finally rose to leave, the bench suddenly felt too large, too empty without him. “Thank you... for the coffee,” she said, her voice softer than intended.

Adrian’s eyes met hers, steady, intense. “Tomorrow, then?”

She hesitated, sensing the charge in the word, the unspoken promise behind it. “Tomorrow,” she echoed.

As she stepped back into the rain, the wind whipped her hair across her face, but she didn’t mind. Her heart was alive in a way it hadn’t been for months. Somewhere in Brayfield Bay, in the gray light and the wind and the crashing waves, something had begun to ignite.

And for the first time in a long time, Elena wanted to see what fire could do.
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CHAPTER FOUR – SECRETS OF THE TOWN 
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The rain had eased to a soft drizzle by late morning, leaving Brayfield Bay glistening under a pale gray sky. Elena wrapped her coat tightly around herself and stepped out of the cottage, the wooden deck still slick beneath her boots. Each breath she took carried the clean scent of ocean spray, mingling with the faint earthy smell of wet pine. She had promised herself she would explore the town slowly, cautiously, and yet her curiosity urged her forward.

The streets of Brayfield Bay were narrow, cobbled, and charmingly uneven, as if no one had bothered to modernize them in decades. Low stone walls lined the sidewalks, adorned with moss and the occasional wildflower daring to bloom in the cracks. Small shops, almost hidden behind wooden shutters, beckoned with their hand-painted signs: “Harbor Antiques,” “Seaside Curiosities,” and “Lydia’s Bakery.” The gentle aroma of fresh bread and cinnamon pulled her toward the last one, making her stomach tighten with anticipation and hunger alike.

Inside Lydia’s Bakery, the warmth was immediate, comforting. Copper pots hung from the ceiling, their surfaces catching the muted sunlight filtering through rain-speckled windows. A small bell jingled as she entered, and a woman with streaked gray hair and kind eyes waved.

“You’re new, aren’t you?” the woman asked, her voice warm but probing, like someone used to reading faces and intentions.

“Yes, I arrived yesterday,” Elena replied, offering a tentative smile.

“Ah, the Florence girl,” she said, tilting her head slightly, studying her. “You’re here for the summer, then? Or just passing through?”

Elena hesitated. The woman’s piercing gaze seemed to read her too easily. “Passing through,” she said carefully. “Maybe for a while.”

The woman nodded knowingly. “People rarely leave this town once it gets under their skin. Watch out for Brayfield Bay, dear. It’s full of charm... and secrets.”

Elena blinked, intrigued and slightly unsettled. “Secrets?”

The woman only smiled, a gentle curl of lips, and turned back to knead dough. The words lingered in Elena’s mind as she stepped back into the rain-soaked streets, wondering what mysteries lay hidden behind the quaint façades of the town.

Her path led her toward the harbor, where boats rocked gently on the tide. Fishermen moved with precise, practiced gestures, hauling nets and checking lines, the smell of salt and fish heavy in the air. She noticed subtle details: the way a gull perched on a weathered post, head cocked as if judging her movements; the faint carvings etched into the wooden railings of the pier, initials and hearts from couples long ago; the rhythm of waves hitting the rocks, constant and insistent.

And then she saw him.

Adrian stood near the cliff’s edge, coat pulled tight, gaze fixed on the horizon. He didn’t notice her at first, lost in his own world, and for a moment, Elena considered retreating, giving him space. But some unspoken force drew her forward. She walked slowly, trying not to disturb the delicate tension she felt in the air.

As she approached, Adrian turned, and their eyes met. There was no smile this time, only recognition, and perhaps, something deeper—an acknowledgment of shared solitude, of experiences neither spoke aloud.

“You’re persistent,” he said softly, his voice blending with the whisper of the waves.

Elena tilted her head. “Curious,” she corrected, a small, defiant smile forming.

He studied her, gray eyes like storm clouds, searching. “Curiosity can be dangerous here,” he said. “People don’t always welcome it.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
A LOVE
I _

d }% & _:.l‘ i
gL ' .I&E
(&

COLLEEN MAAS





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png
A LOVE
WRITTEN
IN FIRE

COLLEEN MAAS






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





