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      Two women meet over wine—slow glances, lingering touches, a spark neither of them expected.

      What begins as playful chemistry becomes something far more intoxicating. A stolen kiss unravels restraint, awakening a hunger that refuses to be ignored.

      But desire is only the beginning.

      As passion deepens, secrets surface and carefully guarded lives begin to shift. To claim the love blooming between them, they must risk comfort, certainty, and the versions of themselves they thought were fixed.

      Because some kisses are fleeting.

      And some rewrite your future.
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      The first time Camille stepped into Zoe’s studio, the air itself seemed to shift, as though the room had been waiting—not just for a visitor, but for her. Zoe had always loved this space, with its slanted skylights and walls lined with half-finished canvases, the scent of linseed oil and turpentine clinging to every surface like a second skin. But now, the familiar smells sharpened, twisted into something richer, headier, as if the very molecules had rearranged themselves in anticipation. A trace of Camille’s perfume—warm vanilla, something spiced and dark beneath it, like rum left to steep too long—curled through the air, and Zoe’s fingers twitched at her sides, suddenly restless.

      Outside, the rain had been a steady, hypnotic rhythm all afternoon, the kind of sound that lulled her into a trance while she worked. But now, it seemed to quicken, the drops striking the glass with a new urgency, as if even the storm had noticed the change. Zoe watched, transfixed, as Camille paused just inside the doorway, shaking water from her coat. The movement sent droplets scattering across the worn hardwood, tiny constellations catching the dim light from the skylights. The woman’s presence filled the space in a way Zoe hadn’t known was possible—suddenly, the high ceilings felt lower, the walls closer, the entire world narrowing to the way Camille’s full lips parted as she exhaled, her breath curling white in the cool air.

      Zoe’s pulse stuttered. She had imagined this moment a dozen times since Camille’s first email—cool, professional, detached—but now, with the woman standing there, the studio felt too small, too alive. The floorboards creaked beneath Zoe’s bare feet, the sound louder than it should have been, as if the room itself had taken a sharp inhale.

      "I hope I’m not late," Camille said, her voice a rich contralto that vibrated through Zoe’s ribs, settling somewhere deep in her chest. She unwound a deep burgundy scarf from her neck, the fabric slipping through her fingers like silk, the movement deliberate, almost teasing. Zoe’s gaze snagged on the faintest glimpse of collarbones dusted with freckles, the smooth expanse of brown skin just above the neckline of her sweater—soft, vulnerable, a contrast to the sharp confidence in her eyes.

      Zoe swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry. "No. You’re—" Her own voice sounded rough, unfamiliar. She cleared her throat, forcing her fingers to unclench from the edge of the workbench. "Right on time."

      Camille’s eyes—dark, liquid, knowing—flickered over Zoe’s paint-splattered jeans, the rolled-up sleeves of her oversized sweater, the smudge of charcoal she could feel streaked across her cheekbone like a brand. A slow, approving smile curved her lips, and Zoe’s stomach tightened. "Good," Camille murmured. "I was worried I’d missed you."

      The words sent an absurd thrill through Zoe’s body, heat pooling low in her belly. Missed her. As if Zoe were the one worth chasing, worth rushing for. She forced herself to breathe, to ignore the way her skin prickled under Camille’s gaze. "Thank you for responding to the ad," she managed.

      Camille tilted her head, the movement sending a ripple through the close-cropped curls that hugged her scalp like a crown. "When someone advertises for a model for a series exploring ‘the interplay of power, submission, and sensuality,’" she said, her voice dropping to something softer, more intimate, "how could I resist?" Her fingers traced the edge of Zoe’s workbench, brushing over tubes of oil paint, the worn handle of a palette knife. The touch was light, almost reverent, but Zoe felt it like a brand. "Especially when the portfolio showed such… promise."

      Zoe’s breath hitched. The portfolio had been a risk—a collection of her most personal sketches, the ones she never showed in galleries, the ones that burned with something raw and unfinished. She had almost deleted the listing a dozen times, her finger hovering over the key, her stomach twisting with doubt. But something had stopped her. Hunger, maybe. The same gnawing, restless thing that had her waking in the night with her fingers twitching, aching to create something that mattered.

      Camille’s gaze lingered on Zoe’s hands—paint-stained, calloused, the knuckles still bearing the faint scars from a pallet knife slip years ago. "You have a way of making stillness look like it’s about to move," she said, her voice a low hum, almost a caress.

      Heat flooded Zoe’s neck, her cheeks, her pulse thrumming in her throat. She looked away, her fingers curling into her palms. "The changing area is through there," she said, gesturing toward the folding screen in the corner. Her voice was steadier than she felt. "I’ve laid out the first piece. We’ll start with sketches today, if that’s⁠—"

      "Mm." Camille didn’t move. Instead, she turned slowly, taking in the studio with the deliberate attention of someone memorising a map. Her fingers trailed along the edge of the workbench, brushing over the scattered tools, the half-empty coffee mug Zoe had forgotten hours ago. The touch was light, but Zoe felt it like a current, electric and unsettling. "You’ve been hiding up here," Camille said at last, her voice soft, almost conversational.

      The observation sent a jolt through Zoe’s chest. "What?"

      Camille’s lips quirked, a knowing smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "Three successful gallery shows in two years. No interviews. No photographs of the artist. Not even a bio beyond ‘Z. Laurent, mixed media.’" She glanced back at Zoe, her expression unreadable. "Why is that?"

      Zoe’s breath caught. No one had ever noticed that before. Or if they had, they’d been too polite—or too disinterested—to ask. She crossed her arms over her chest, suddenly aware of how exposed she felt. "I don’t—" She exhaled, her fingers pressing into her own arms. "I don’t like being the focus."

      "But you like being seen." Camille’s voice dropped, softened, wrapping around the words like a secret. "There’s a difference."

      Zoe’s throat tightened. God. This woman had walked in five minutes ago and already she was—what? Peeling her open? Unravelling her with nothing but a look and a few carefully chosen words. She turned away, her gaze snagging on the half-finished canvas propped against the wall—the one she’d been too afraid to touch for weeks. "I suppose I do," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. "But not like that. Not me. The work. That’s what matters."

      Camille’s smile turned knowing, almost predatory. "And what does this work want to say?"

      Zoe met her gaze, the air between them thick enough to cut. The rain outside had slowed to a dull patter, the studio wrapped in a hush that felt like a held breath. "That’s what we’re here to find out," she said at last.

      For a long moment, neither of them moved. Then Camille’s fingers stilled on the workbench. She turned fully toward Zoe, her posture shifting—softer, somehow, but no less commanding. The light from the skylights caught the angles of her face, the sharp line of her jaw, the way her lashes cast shadows on her cheeks. "I don’t take my clothes off for just anyone," she said, her voice a velvet blade, smooth and dangerous. "Not even for art."

      Zoe’s throat went dry. "I didn’t assume you did."

      "Good." Camille’s eyes darkened, her gaze dropping to Zoe’s mouth before flicking back up. "Because this isn’t just about posing, is it? You want more than that."

      It wasn’t a question. Zoe’s pulse hammered in her throat, her fingers twitching with the urge to reach for her sketchbook, to capture the way Camille’s lips parted just slightly, the way her breath hitched—almost imperceptible, but Zoe saw it. Felt it. "I want—" She stopped. Swallowed. "I want to capture the moment before. The tension. The anticipation."

      Camille’s chest rose, fell. "The moment before what?"

      Zoe’s hands trembled. She could lie. She could give some vague, artistic answer, something about light and shadow, about the space between two people. But the truth clawed at her throat, desperate to be free. "Before the first touch," she said, the words spilling out, unchecked. "Before the surrender. That second where you’re still choosing—even if you’ve already decided."

      The studio felt suddenly smaller, the rain outside a distant roar in Zoe’s ears. Camille’s gaze burned into hers, dark and endless. "And what do you choose, artist?" she murmured.

      Zoe’s breath caught. She didn’t answer. Couldn’t. The weight of the question pressed down on her, heavy and intoxicating.

      Camille’s smile deepened, slow and dangerous, her teeth flashing white in the dim light. "I’ll change," she said
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