
[image: ]

Copyright Page

Break the Cowboy: A Forbidden Age-Gap Small Town Romance (The Obsessive Cowboy Series)
By Natalia Rosewood
All Rights Reserved ©2025 Natalia Rosewood.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Author’s Note: All characters in this story are fictional and 18 years of age or older.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

CHAPTER NINETEEN

CHAPTER TWENTY

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

Sign up for Natalia Rosewood's Mailing List

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER ONE
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The first time Ava Quinn saw Maddox Hayes, he was shirtless, bloody, and laughing like a sinner at the gates of hell.

Montana sun burned gold across the dirt lot outside Iron Crest Ranch’s stables, stretching his shadow long behind him. He leaned against the rusted side of a busted-up trailer, a whiskey bottle dangling loose in one hand, his knuckles scraped raw. The corner of his mouth curved in something too dark to be a smile, and too wild to be anything sane.

Ava paused at the edge of the lot, heels sinking slightly into the dust, and stared.

This was the man she was supposed to fix?

Six feet two, maybe three, all muscle and grit. Dark hair curled damp at the nape of his neck. A fresh bruise blossomed across his ribs, visible beneath the sheen of sweat and the heavy weight of a worn leather belt slung low on his hips. His jeans were torn at the knee, stained with mud and blood. There was a swagger to his stance even in stillness, the kind of posture that came from surviving things most men wouldn’t walk away from.

He didn’t look at her. Didn’t acknowledge her presence. Just raised the bottle, took a slow pull, and winced.

Ava adjusted the strap of her bag and crossed the lot toward him.

“Maddox Hayes?”

The bottle lowered. His eyes slid toward her, slow and deliberate.

Up close, the effect was worse. His gaze was molten, the color of old bourbon, framed by lashes too thick for someone with blood under his nails and violence stitched into his skin.

“You the shrink they sent to civilize me?” His voice was gravel laced with amusement.

Ava ignored the bait. “I’m Ava Quinn. Licensed trauma counselor. The board contracted me to handle your evaluation. I’m here for six weeks.”

He pushed off the trailer, straightening with a slow stretch that made his abs ripple and his belt buckle glint in the sun. His movements were casual, unhurried. Like a man who knew exactly how he affected people—and didn’t give a damn.

“Six weeks,” he repeated. “That’s optimistic.”

Her chin lifted. “You were given a choice, Mr. Hayes. Either accept the therapy or lose your contract and get blacklisted from every pro circuit left.”

“I didn’t say I didn’t want you here.” He stepped closer, and Ava’s pulse kicked. “I just think we’re both gonna enjoy this more than we’re supposed to.”

She didn’t move back.

Not when his scent hit her—sweat and dust and leather.

Not when his eyes dropped, slow and unapologetic, from her mouth to her blouse to the line of her slacks hugging her hips.

Not even when he leaned in, heat rolling off him like a furnace.

“I’m not here to enjoy anything,” she said, steady but tight. “I’m here to do a job. You’re here to stay sober, attend sessions, and not get into any more fights.”

His smile was all teeth. “That sounds boring as hell.”

“I’m not your entertainment.”

“Could’ve fooled me, sweetheart.”

A muscle in her jaw ticked. She pulled her clipboard from her bag, flipped the page. “I’ll need to assess the property. I’m required to document any environmental triggers that could affect your recovery.”

His eyes danced. “Triggers, huh? You mean like whiskey, bar fights, and women who dress like they wanna be punished?”

Her fingers tightened on the pen.

“I dress like a professional,” she said coldly.

Maddox’s gaze lingered on the neckline of her blouse, the delicate gold chain around her throat, the way her blouse curved over her breasts. Then it lifted, meeting her eyes with something darker than amusement. Something slow-burning and deliberate.

“I said what I said.”

She turned on her heel and walked toward the barn.

He followed, boots crunching behind her.

The inside of the barn was dim, cool, lined with stalls and the earthy scent of hay and sweat. She moved briskly, cataloging the space, jotting notes. Maddox leaned against the stall door behind her like he had nowhere better to be.

“You always this uptight, Doc?”

“I’m focused. There’s a difference.”

“You ever loosen up?”

She turned. “Is this how you behave with all your therapists?”

He grinned. “Only the ones who look like they want to be bad.”

Her cheeks heated.

He didn’t miss it. His smile shifted, the air between them thickening like storm heat.

“I’ve read your file,” she said, pushing forward. “You’re violent. Volatile. A liability to your team and yourself. You’ve broken three bones in the last six months, lost two sponsors, and refused psychiatric care four separate times.”

His brows arched. “And yet, here you are.”

“Here I am,” she agreed tightly.

He stepped forward. “Tell me, Doc. What’s a nice girl like you doing digging into a mess like me?”

“I’ve worked with addicts. Veterans. Ex-cons. I don’t scare easily.”

“You should.”

Something in his tone made her heart stutter.

She stepped back. He didn’t follow. Just stood there, watching her with that look that wasn’t quite hungry, wasn’t quite cruel, but hinted at something in between. Something she didn’t dare name.

“You’ve got two options,” she said, steadying herself. “Cooperate. Or I write my report, and you go down in flames.”

“Flames can be fun.”

She exhaled. “You’re exhausting.”

“Then pace yourself, Ava.”

She froze.

He’d used her name. No sarcasm. No smirk. Just the syllables, slow and dangerous on his tongue.

She turned and walked out of the barn.

Behind her, his laugh followed like smoke.

Ava retreated to the cabin she’d been assigned, a simple two-room space tucked behind the main house. Inside, she closed the door and pressed her back against it.

Her heart was pounding. Her skin felt tight. Her pulse refused to slow.

This was going to be harder than she thought.

She unpacked slowly, setting her books and files on the desk, organizing her notes. Every time she paused, she thought of him. The cut on his brow. The bruises. The swagger. The heat.

The warning in his eyes.

Maddox Hayes didn’t want help. He wanted a reaction. He wanted to dominate the space, the conversation, the air itself.

And God help her, part of her wanted to let him.

Not because she was weak. Not because she was unprofessional.

But because there was something about him—something raw and aching, something twisted and unspoken—that mirrored the things she buried deep inside herself.

A knock came at the door.

She opened it, expecting the ranch owner.

It was Maddox.

He leaned in the doorway, a bottle in one hand, and the other braced over the frame like he owned the damn place. His jeans were low, his chest bare, a fresh scrape on his shoulder.

“Thought you might want to see what you’re working with up close.”

She narrowed her eyes. “Is this supposed to intimidate me?”

“No. It’s supposed to tempt you.”

Her breath caught.

He stepped inside.

She didn’t stop him.

Didn’t move when he walked to her desk, set the bottle down, and turned.

“What do you want, Maddox?”

He studied her.

“The truth? I want to see how long you last.”

“Before what?”

“Before you stop pretending you’re here to fix me.”

She held his gaze. “I am.”

“No. You’re here because you’re curious. About what I am. About what I’ll do. About how it’d feel if you let me touch you.”

Her throat tightened. “You’re delusional.”

His smile deepened. “Then prove me wrong.”

He turned and walked out, leaving the bottle behind.

Ava stared after him.

The silence in the cabin felt louder than his footsteps ever could.

She didn’t drink.

She locked the door.

She didn’t sleep.

Outside, somewhere in the dark, Maddox Hayes laughed.

And she knew, in a way that made her stomach twist and her hands shake—this wasn’t therapy.

This was war.

And it had already begun.
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Ava woke to the scent of smoke.

Not fire. Not danger. Just the low, bitter perfume of a cigarette lit too early and too close to her open window. She pushed off the thin blanket, the sheets twisted around her legs, skin slick with sweat. Montana nights were supposed to be cool, but her body hadn't cooled since Maddox had walked out her door hours ago, dragging the air with him.

She stepped quietly across the wood floor and pulled the curtain back.

There he was.

Sitting on the porch rail like he owned it, shirtless again, cigarette between his lips, boot tapping a slow rhythm against the slats. He wasn’t looking at her, not directly. But the drag of smoke, the way his chest lifted, the turn of his head—it all told her he knew she was watching.

She opened the door.

“Is there a reason you’re here?”

His eyes flicked to her. The same molten gaze. “Couldn't sleep.”

“So you thought you’d loiter outside my window at 3 a.m.?”

“I like the view.”

Ava folded her arms across her chest. She’d thrown on a robe, thin cotton tied tight at her waist, but she could feel the weight of his eyes dragging along the outline of her body.

She didn’t move.

He took another drag and exhaled slowly. “You always sleep so restless?”

“You always watch so much?”

“I’m just observant.”

“You’re invasive.”

He grinned. “And you’re intrigued.”

She stepped out onto the porch, barefoot. The wood was cold under her feet, grounding. “You don’t scare me, Maddox.”

He stood in one fluid motion, coming closer. Not quite touching, not yet, but near enough that she could feel his heat again.

“I should.”

She tilted her head up, met his eyes. “Why? Because you’re broken?”

“No,” he murmured, voice dipped in dark velvet. “Because I know exactly what to do with a woman like you.”

A shiver trailed down her spine. She hated that he knew it. Hated that part of her wanted to know what he meant.

“I’m not interested in games.”

“Sure you are,” he said. “You're just used to being the one holding the leash.”

She didn’t flinch, but something inside her coiled tight.

“You think you know me?”

“I know enough,” Maddox said, stepping closer now, close enough that his chest nearly brushed hers. “You’re all pressed and polished and in control. Until someone presses the right spot. Then you come undone just like the rest.”

She should’ve walked away. Slapped him. Shut the door and locked it behind her.

But she didn’t.

She stayed.

“You’re projecting,” she said coolly. “You see weakness in everyone because you can’t face your own.”

Maddox’s smile faded. For the first time, something passed behind his eyes. Not anger. Not arousal.

Hurt.

He looked away, and the moment snapped.

“Go back inside, Ava,” he muttered, turning from her. “This ain’t your hour.”

She didn’t move right away.

Just watched him disappear into the dark, the ember of his cigarette fading like a heartbeat in the black.

The next morning, she found him in the corral.

The rising sun bathed the ranch in soft gold, casting long shadows across the fence posts. Maddox was already riding, shirt soaked with sweat, hat low over his brow. He moved with a kind of violence barely restrained—each buck of the bull answered with a fierce command of his body.

She watched from the fence, heart ticking faster with every second.

He dismounted like he didn’t care if he landed wrong. Tossed the rope to the ground and walked past her without a word.

“You were reckless out there.”

He stopped, shoulders tight. “That’s the point.”

“You think if you crash hard enough, someone’ll finally care?”

He turned. “I don’t need anyone to care.”

“Bullshit.”

He was on her in a blink, crowding into her space, jaw tight.

“You don’t get to dig in my head, Ava. You’re not ready for what’s in there.”

“Try me.”

His hand shot out, fingers curling around her wrist—not hard, but firm enough to make her breath hitch.

“You wanna know what’s in my head?” he growled. “It’s you. Your voice. Your fucking eyes. Your prim little mouth saying words you think keep you safe.”

“Maddox—”

“I don’t want your therapy.”

Her voice dropped
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