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CHAPTER ONE: THE SILENCE OF WOLFE
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Gracemount was the kind of town that ate secrets for breakfast and spit out silence before noon. There were no outsiders, not really. Anyone not born in the dirt of it, baptized in its dust, was a stranger. And strangers didn’t last long. But this one—this woman with smoke in her eyes and a scent like storms—didn’t seem the type to run.

Seraphine Moore stepped off the bus at sunset. The driver didn’t wait to see her clear the steps. The doors hissed shut behind her like a final warning. She stood there, long black hair spilling over a cream-colored dress, her bare arms painted in pale inked sigils too faint for the eye to fully catch. The wind caught her scent, and the wind carried word faster than any tongue.

She came for him.

The boy who hadn’t spoken in ten years.

The one whose family was taken by flame and fury.

The one the town called cursed, even when they smiled in his direction and nodded like he still belonged.

Elias Wolfe.

She didn’t ask for directions.

Didn’t need to.

The air was thick with him. With ash. With the unfinished hum of a spell that had never been broken.

She walked like someone following an invisible thread. Past shuttered storefronts and lazy-eyed men watching from porches. Past the church that only opened its doors on Sundays and the bar that never closed its mouth. They whispered behind her, of course they did. They always did when a woman like her showed up—alone, unbothered, unmistakable.

Her boots stopped outside The Holler.

The sun was bleeding out across the sky, and he stood on the wooden porch like part of it. Hat tilted low. Jaw tight. Muscles coiled beneath a denim shirt rolled up at the sleeves. Elias Wolfe didn’t move when he saw her.

Didn’t flinch.

Didn’t blink.

But his eyes locked on hers like he'd been waiting for this exact moment, this exact hour, this exact woman since the fire.

And she smiled, just barely. The kind of smile that had undone kings and killers both.

“You remember me,” she said. Not a question.

He didn’t nod. But something in his chest rose too sharply, and she knew. He knew her.

They always did.

Seraphine pushed open the bar door. Inside, the air was thick with beer and despair. A dozen heads turned. No one spoke. She took the corner booth like she owned the building, sat with her back to the wall, her eyes still on the porch. Waiting.

He didn’t make her wait long.

Five minutes later, Elias stepped inside. Silence fell like a guillotine. He crossed to her table, boots thudding slow and steady against worn floorboards, and slid onto the bench across from her.

No greeting.

No sound.

He didn’t need words. The tension between them was older than speech.

“You want it broken?” she asked, voice low.

He stared at her mouth.

“I can do it. But you’ll owe me.”

Still nothing.

She leaned forward. The table creaked. “You’ll owe me your body, Wolfe. Your silence. Your obedience. The magic that bound you wasn’t born of fire—it was born of betrayal. You want to speak again, you’re going to have to trust me enough to surrender.”

A twitch at the corner of his mouth. Not a smile. Something darker.

He reached into his back pocket, pulled out a small piece of scorched leather, and slid it across the table. She picked it up. A child’s name burned into it.

His sister’s.

Seraphine’s eyes darkened. “Then let’s begin.”

They left without a word.

The path to the Wolfe ranch was quiet. A dirt road that snaked between cornfields and forgotten sins. Night was falling hard, stars blinking into the sky like eyes that couldn’t close. When they reached the edge of the property, the barn stood like a broken tooth in the middle of the dark. Half-burned. Blackened. Still reeking of the past.

She didn’t hesitate.

Seraphine walked straight into the ashes, kneeling in the dirt as if greeting an altar. She placed her hands against the earth, closed her eyes, and breathed.

Magic buzzed under her palms, sharp and bitter.

“This place remembers everything,” she murmured. “The heat. The screams. The moment you tried to call out for them—and your voice was taken.”

Elias stood at the threshold, fists clenched. His throat worked. His eyes gleamed with something between rage and grief.

Seraphine rose.

“You were cursed by blood. A promise broken. Someone betrayed your kin, and the spell was cast in the moment of your silence.”

He didn’t move.

She walked toward him slowly, each step deliberate, deliberate as a closing trap. Her fingers reached up, unbuttoning his shirt without waiting for permission. Her skin barely brushed his chest, but he shivered like she’d slapped him.

“You want to speak again?” she asked, softer now.

He gave the smallest nod.

“Then give me everything.”

The shirt fell.

The air thickened.

She pressed a hand to his chest, right over his heart. “It’s not about desire, Elias. This is power. Submission. You’ll let me take control of your body. Let me trace the ruin inside you and reshape it.”

She didn’t wait for more assent.

Her hand slid down, palm flattening against the bulge at his jeans. His breath hitched.

Good.

He was listening now.

They moved to the floor, down in the very dirt where he’d knelt ten years ago and begged the gods to spare his family. She undid his jeans, slow, eyes never leaving his. Every movement was a test. Every glance a question.

He didn’t stop her.

He didn't touch her.

He let her do everything.

Her mouth replaced her hand, soft and wet, and when he shuddered, when his hips jerked up and his throat let out a raw, broken gasp—still no sound came. Not yet.

But he was close.

She climbed atop him, her dress slipping up over her thighs. She sank onto him in one steady motion, and his body bowed, fingers digging into her hips. Her eyes rolled back at the feel of him—thick, hot, perfect. She ground down slowly, watched his face twist with need.

“You want to speak,” she breathed, riding him hard now. “Say it. Say my name.”

His mouth parted.

Still no voice.

She leaned down, teeth grazing his throat. “Beg me, Elias.”

The tension inside him was violent, desperate.

He grabbed her wrists, held her down, thrust up into her so deep she saw stars. She didn’t stop him. She wanted him on the edge.

Right before the fall.

“Say it,” she gasped. “Give it to me.”

And then—

His body stiffened. His head fell back.

One word.

Raspy.

Barely there.

“Seraphine.”

It tore from his chest like a wound ripping open.

She came with him, her name echoing in the air, proof the spell had cracked.

They collapsed into the dirt, still joined. Still burning.

And she smiled, slow and cruel.

Because now that he could speak, she knew what came next.

He’d never stop saying her name.

And he’d never let her go.
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CHAPTER TWO: A TASTE OF OBSESSION
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Elias didn’t sleep that night.

He lay in the ash-blanketed ruins of what once was home, the taste of her still thick on his tongue, her name still raw in his throat. That single word—Seraphine—echoed louder than any scream he’d swallowed over the past decade. It had broken him open. And now something inside wouldn’t stop clawing to be let out.

She’d left before the moon reached its peak. Not with a goodbye. Not with a promise. Just a soft, amused glance over her shoulder as she vanished into the dark like a dream he wasn’t sure he was meant to remember.

But he remembered.

Every inch of her.

Every movement.

Every command.

Elias lay there for hours, body still humming with her spell, blood still singing with release. And then, just before dawn, he stood. He didn’t bother dressing. Shirtless, shoeless, his jeans still undone at the waist, he walked barefoot back toward the house, the cool morning dirt sticking to his skin.

He could speak now.

But the silence felt louder than ever.

Because now he had something to lose.

Seraphine didn’t return to town.

Not at first.

She disappeared just like her kind did—behind veils and shadows, in places men knew not to follow. But Gracemount whispered. The town was built on whispers. And the stories spread like wildfire.

That Elias Wolfe had finally broken.

That he spoke now.

That a woman had done it—with magic or lust, no one could tell, and maybe they were the same thing.

He walked into The Holler that morning and said one word: coffee.

The bartender nearly dropped the pot.

No one asked questions.

No one dared.

Because when Elias looked up from his stool, something in his eyes dared them to try.

But behind the quiet, behind the reemergence of a voice that had been dead for ten years, something darker was unraveling. Inside him. Around him.

Seraphine had said it would cost.

He’d thought he was ready.

He wasn’t.

That night he dreamed of her—bare feet across embers, her lips bleeding spells, her voice a slow poison.

And when he woke, his sheets were soaked and he was gasping her name again.

He rode out before sunrise, needing to see her, needing to know where she’d gone. But she wasn’t in town. Wasn’t in the woods. Wasn’t in the wind, even though it smelled like her.

He searched every place a sane man wouldn’t go.

And that’s exactly where she found him.

At the edge of the river, water still dark from last night’s storm, Elias stood shirtless, boots off, hair damp, chest rising and falling too hard for stillness. She stepped out from the trees like she’d been watching all along. Her dress was black this time, sleeveless, soaked up to the hem, clinging to her legs like a second skin.

“You followed,” she said, like it wasn’t obvious.

“I needed to see you,” he rasped, voice still rough, still finding itself.

She tilted her head. “Why?”

His jaw clenched. “You left.”

“You gave me what I wanted. The deal was complete.”

“No,” he said, voice louder now. “You broke the silence. That was just the beginning.”

She walked to the riverbank. He didn’t move.

“You think just because you can speak now, you own me?” she asked, mockingly calm.

He didn’t answer.

Not with words.

He moved.

Fast.

Crossed the muddy shore in three steps and caught her by the waist. She didn’t fight. Her breath hitched when he pulled her tight against him, wet dress sticking between them.

“I don’t own you,” he said, mouth brushing her ear. “But you started something in me, and you don’t get to walk away.”

Her fingers slid up his chest. “Say my name again.”

“Seraphine.”

It came out a groan, a need, a wound reopening.

She pressed her lips to his neck. “Do you know what obsession feels like, Elias?”

“Yes.”

“Do you know what it turns into?”

He stared down at her. “I don’t care.”

“Good,” she whispered. “Because I’m going to ruin you.”

He didn’t flinch.

Didn’t breathe.

Just slammed his mouth to hers like she was air and fire all at once.

They crashed down into the mud, into the river’s edge, tangled and fevered. Her dress bunched at her thighs again





























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
NATALIA ROSEWO0O0D,

A Forbidden Age-Gap Small Town Romance





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
NATALIA ROSEWDO0D

AForbidden Age-Gap Small Town Romance





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





