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CHAPTER ONE: WILD THINGS DON'T STAY QUIET
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The night was a secret she couldn’t resist.

Lina Carter ran like hell through the mesquite and brush, her boots crunching dirt and shattered moonlight underfoot. The desert wind pulled at her hair as she darted under the fence, the rusted wire snagging her jeans with a screech of defiance. Her breath came fast, exhilarated, chest heaving as the chill clung to her skin through the holes in her clothes. A thorned scratch bloomed red above her knee. She didn’t care. She didn’t even look down.

Hart Hollow rose ahead, quiet and hulking in the darkness like a slumbering beast. Every kid in Briar County knew not to trespass here. Weston Hart made sure of it with his signs, his silence, and the kind of glares that could stop a grown man mid-sentence. But Lina wasn’t a man. And she wasn’t one of those kids anymore. She was twenty now. Legal, reckless, and done playing by other people’s rules.

Especially her stepfather’s.

Especially the ones made to keep her locked in a goddamn gilded cage of good behavior and fake smiles while he chased elections and image.

The porch lights were off. That should’ve been her warning. She should’ve turned back. Should’ve stopped when the land felt like it was holding its breath. But she didn’t stop. She was too full of something hungry, something unsaid. She didn’t have words for it, but she knew the shape of it.

It looked like Weston Hart.

He was fire and leather and silence. A scarred man with shoulders like mountains and eyes that didn’t blink when he stared you down. Her stepfather had called him a threat to civil discourse. Said he was a cautionary tale of unchecked masculinity. Said he was dangerous.

And Lina?

Lina had never wanted anything more.

She crept around the barn. Her heart beat against her ribs like it wanted out. She pressed her hand to the wood, just to feel something solid. The boards were warm from the sun that had long since set, and she leaned into them for a breath before the voice came.

“You’ve got five seconds to step back from that wall before I make you regret whatever stupid idea brought you here.”

Her spine went rigid.

She turned, slowly, arms out like surrender was even an option.

And there he stood.

Weston Hart was a goddamn cathedral of a man—tall, brutal, all weathered muscle and tension. His chest was bare, gleaming faintly in the moonlight, every inch carved from years of ranch work and grief he didn’t talk about. His jeans sat low, worn from labor, and his hands were calloused fists at his sides.

His eyes didn’t move. They pinned her in place, unreadable.

Lina tilted her chin up. “You always threaten women at night or just the ones you secretly want to fuck?”

His brow twitched, just slightly.

“You don’t get to waltz onto my land and run your mouth.”

“I didn’t waltz,” she said. “I climbed. And bled a little.”

She pointed to the tear in her jeans, the blood trailing like a badge of rebellion.

“Congratulations. Want a medal?”

“No,” she said. “I want to know why you hate me.”

His nostrils flared. “I don’t hate you.”

“Then why do you look at me like that?”

He didn’t answer. Not in words. But something shifted in him—a tautness that snapped when he took one long stride forward. Then another. Until he was right in front of her.

Lina didn’t back down. She wouldn’t.

She didn’t flinch when he reached out, thumb grazing the cut on her thigh. The touch was unexpected—gentle, almost reverent—but his jaw clenched like it cost him something.

“You shouldn’t be here,” he said, voice dark and low.

“But I am.”

His hand moved. From her thigh to her hip, up her side, stopping just under her ribs. It hovered there, uncertain.

She felt the heat of it like a brand.

“Do you even know what you’re doing?” he asked.

“Yeah,” she whispered. “I’m handing the big bad wolf a match.”

He groaned. The sound was raw, guttural.

“Goddamn it, Lina.”

Then he kissed her.

It wasn’t soft.

It wasn’t hesitant.

It was claiming.

His mouth crushed hers, all heat and ruin, tongue pushing past her lips with ruthless demand. She moaned, fingers tangling in the hair at the nape of his neck as he hauled her closer, their bodies crashing like waves against rock. There was no slow, no sweet. Just desperation and years of wanting something they weren’t supposed to touch.

She bit his lip.

He shoved her against the barn wall.

The rough wood scraped her back through her shirt, but she didn’t care. He gripped her thigh, hiked her leg up around his hip, and ground into her like he meant to end her world.

“I shouldn’t want you,” he rasped against her mouth. “You’re a fucking line I was never meant to cross.”

“Then erase it,” she breathed. “Just for tonight.”

He stilled.

That pause—that heartbeat—was everything.

Then he spun her around, pressed her front-first against the wall. His hands moved fast. Up her arms. Down her sides. Unfastening her jeans with a brutal kind of precision. She felt the air hit her bare skin, sharp and electric.

“Last chance to change your mind.”

“I walked two miles in the dark and bled for this,” she said. “I think you know my answer.”

His groan was pure agony.

He slid his hand between her thighs, fingers slicking through the heat of her. She gasped, arching into his touch. Weston cursed behind her, the sound lost in the rustle of denim as he shoved his jeans down just enough to free himself.

He was thick. Heavy. She felt the blunt pressure of him at her entrance, the slow tease of his hips as he pushed just enough to make her whimper.

Then he slammed in.

She cried out, fingers scrabbling against the barn wall as he filled her in one long, brutal thrust. Her vision went white. He didn’t wait. He couldn’t. He grabbed her hips and fucked her like he owned her, like every pump of his cock was punishment for every rule she’d broken.

“You wanted this,” he growled. “You knew what I’d do.”

“Yes,” she choked. “Harder.”

He obliged.

The barn creaked under the force of them. Her body jolted with every thrust, every rough slide of him inside her, every filthy word grunted against her neck as he bent to bite her shoulder.

“You’re mine tonight,” he hissed. “No one else gets to see you like this. No one else gets to make you scream.”

“Then take me,” she begged. “Ruin me.”

He reached around, rubbed tight circles over her clit with calloused fingers until she was sobbing with need. Her orgasm tore through her like a storm, shaking her to the marrow. And still he moved, pounding into her like he’d never stop.

He came with a roar, burying himself deep, grinding hard as he spilled inside her with a final thrust that made her knees buckle.

They stayed there, collapsed against the wall, panting in sync. His hand covered hers. She felt the tremble in it.

“You don’t get to pretend this didn’t happen,” she whispered.

“I’m not,” he said. “I’m just trying to figure out how much worse it’ll get before it destroys us.”

Lina turned her head. Met his eyes.

“Then let it destroy us.”

The silence that followed wasn’t empty.

It was the start of something that didn’t have a name.

Yet.
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CHAPTER TWO: BREAK THE RULES, BE THE FIRE
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Weston’s cabin was too damn quiet the morning after.

Lina stood barefoot in the center of the living room, wearing only his flannel, the one he’d tossed across the floor in a fit of heat hours ago. It hung loose on her frame, swallowing her shoulders, but it did nothing to hide the marks on her throat, the ache in her thighs, or the way her heart beat like a secret she wasn’t ready to tell.

The sun broke across the mountain ridge like it knew what she’d done. Like it was watching, waiting for her to regret it. But she didn’t.

She felt alive for the first time in years.

The scent of him still clung to her skin—woodsmoke and sweat and something darker, something she’d never smelled before but recognized like it was burned into her.

Possession.

Her fingers brushed the edge of his coffee table. It was scarred, probably hand-carved, the kind of solid furniture passed down through generations of men who didn’t care much for polish. There were papers scattered across it, maps, feed reports, a worn leather-bound notebook with angry black slashes through dates and names. She touched nothing.

Because she didn’t belong here.

And Weston? He’d made that damn clear the moment he rolled away from her before dawn and stalked out without a word. No goodbye. No warning. Just the slam of the door and the distant sound of his truck heading up the northern ridge.

She should’ve left then. Taken it for what it was.

A mistake.

A wild night fueled by anger and rebellion and lust too hot to keep buried.

But Lina Carter didn’t run from the fire. She poured gasoline on it.

The floorboards creaked behind her. She didn’t need to turn around to know he was there. His presence was a storm. She felt it in her spine, in her blood, in the way the hairs on her arms rose like the air itself knew how dangerous he was.

“Put that back on,” Weston said roughly.

She looked down. The shirt had slipped halfway off her shoulder. Her skin was bare where his teeth had left bruises.

“And if I don’t?” she asked without turning.

He crossed the room in two slow, measured steps. “Then I’ll rip it the rest of the way off and remind you whose mouth put those marks on your skin.”

Lina turned then. Her eyes met his. “Yours.”

His jaw flexed.

She stepped closer. “Don’t pretend you didn’t want that. Don’t act like last night was some kind of mistake.”

“You think it wasn’t?” he snapped.

She didn’t flinch. “No. I think it was inevitable.”

He looked tired. Raw. Like he hadn’t slept at all. His hair was still wet from the creek he probably bathed in. His shirt clung to him, damp, and she could see the muscles of his chest move with each breath like they wanted to break free from the restraint.

“You don’t belong here,” he said finally.

“No. I don’t belong in my stepfather’s house either. I don’t belong in town. I don’t belong in church or on pageant floats or in the photos he stages for his political campaigns.” Her voice cracked. “But here? Last night? I belonged.”

Weston cursed under his breath and turned away like he couldn’t stand to look at her.

“I can’t do this with you,” he muttered.

“Too late,” she whispered.

He stopped. His shoulders rose with a breath that sounded more like a growl.

“You think you know what this is?” he asked. “You think it’s just some hot little rebellion you’ll get over when the next boy with a pickup and a six-pack smiles at you sideways?”

“I’ve had boys,” she said. “You’re not one.”

He spun back, eyes blazing. “Damn right I’m not.”

“Then act like it.”

He crossed the distance between them in three steps. His hand cupped her jaw, fingers digging just enough to make her gasp.

“You want a man?” he asked, low and dangerous. “You want all that comes with that? You want rules, boundaries, the kind of discipline that’ll make you scream until your throat’s raw?”

She didn’t blink. “Yes.”

His mouth crashed down on hers.

He didn’t ask this time. Didn’t wait.

He dragged her back to the couch, flannel be damned, and bent her over the armrest like she weighed nothing. Her legs tangled in his, and she moaned as he yanked her panties down, not gentle.

“This is what happens when you play with fire, little girl,” he snarled against her ear. “You get burned.”

Then he spanked her.

Hard.

The sound echoed in the room like a shot. Her breath hitched, pain sparking into pleasure as he hit her again. His handprint bloomed red and hot across her skin.

“You like disobeying?” he asked, voice gravel and smoke. “You want me to punish you for it?”

She gasped, pushing back against him. “Yes, Weston.”

His groan was feral.

He slammed into her with no warning, cock thick and pulsing, forcing a scream from her lips as he filled her in one brutal thrust. Her fingernails clawed at the leather, thighs trembling as he set a punishing rhythm.

She was drowning.

He was relentless.

Every stroke was deeper, rougher, a claim written in the bruises he left behind. He bent low, bit her shoulder, licked the sweat from her spine, fucked her like he hated her for making him want her.

“You wanted a man,” he growled. “Now take it.”

She sobbed his name, coming hard, clenching around him until he growled something broken and shoved in deep, coming with a grunt that made her toes curl.

They collapsed together.

He didn’t move.

She didn’t speak.

And the silence was no longer peaceful. It was a war zone filled with everything they couldn’t say.

When he pulled out, it was slow. Deliberate. His cum slid down her thigh, and he watched it like it meant something.

Maybe it did.

She turned, facing him on shaking legs. “Still think it was a mistake?”

He didn’t answer.

Instead, he dragged her to the shower, washed her gently, held her when she trembled, and kissed her forehead when she cried without knowing why.

But when the water stopped, when the towels were damp and her hair clung to her cheeks, he whispered against her temple, “You can’t stay, Lina.”

“I’m not leaving.”

“You’ll ruin me.”

She looked up. “Good.”

And that’s when Weston Hart finally cracked.

Because he kissed her again, soft this time.

And he didn’t let go.

Not even when the sun rose high and the ranch called his name.

Not even when the phone rang and her stepfather’s voice came screaming through the receiver.

Not even when he knew that keeping her meant breaking every rule he’d ever set.

Because Lina Carter had already burned through the first one.

Never fall for the fire.
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