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      In a world where the past collides with the present, two women must navigate the tangled web of their shared history. Once enemies, now reluctant allies, Elena and Mira are brought together by fate and fueled by hidden emotions. As they confront their unresolved feelings, will they find the courage to transform their animosity into something deeper?

      Hidden Love, explores the complexities of love, forgiveness, and the possibility of second chances.

      Low-spice lesbian romance relationships.

      Hidden Love is a 2026 rewrite from a novella published in 2024.
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      Elena

      

      The vodka poured smooth and precise over the ice, the bottle twisting in my grip like an old lover’s touch. I slid the glass toward Jack, his usual Thursday-night spot already worn into the bar’s polish.

      "Another perfect pour," he said, lifting the drink in salute. "Never disappoints."

      I smirked. "Practice makes perfect."

      But my focus fractured the second I turned away. A flicker of auburn in the crowd—Mira—and my pulse kicked like a drum. The bottle tipped, vodka spilling over my knuckles, sharp and cold. I swore under my breath, swiping the mess away with a towel. Years since I’ve seen her. Years since I’ve let myself think her name.

      She stood near the dance floor, head tilted toward her companion, that damn half-smile playing on her lips like she owned the place. Like she owned me, once.

      Javier’s voice cut through the haze. "Boss? Lime wedges are low."

      I exhaled, forcing my spine straight. "Prep more. And stock extra glasses—rush is coming."

      He nodded and vanished. Good kid. Too eager. Reminded me of myself before I learned how easily trust could turn to ash.

      I kept my hands busy, my smile easy, but my skin prickled with the weight of Mira’s presence. What the hell is she doing here? The question gnawed at me, but I wouldn’t give her the satisfaction of looking again. Not yet.
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      The office door clicked shut behind me, sealing out the lounge’s hum. For the first time all night, I let my mask slip—just for a breath. My back hit the wood, eyes closed, fingers pressing into my temples.

      God, she looks the same.

      The memory ambushed me: Mira laughing in golden sunlight, her fingers tangled with mine, her voice whispering forever like it was a promise instead of a lie. Then the crack of her slap, the venom in her words—"I trusted you." The way her eyes had gone from hurt to hollow.

      I clenched my jaw. No. I don’t do this anymore. The Ember Lounge was my kingdom, built on the ruins of that girl’s heartbreak. I didn’t have time for ghosts.

      A sharp knock. "Boss? Phone’s for you—Jack from Solstice."

      I snatched the receiver. "Elena speaking."

      "Confirming Tuesday’s delivery, 10 AM," Jack said, all business.

      "Got it." My pen scratched across the notepad, but my gaze strayed to the lounge’s glass partition. Mira was at the bar now, her stare a brand against my skin.

      The world narrowed to her. The noise blurred. My grip tightened on the phone, plastic groaning.

      "Elena?"

      I blinked. "Tuesday. 10 AM. Yeah."

      I hung up. My palms were damp. Damn her.

      She didn’t look away. Didn’t smile. Just watched, like she could see straight through the armor I’d spent years forging.

      I wiped my hands on my slacks, squared my shoulders, and stepped back into the fire.

      Let’s see what you want, Mira.
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      Mira

      
      The sound of Chloe’s laughter pulls me from sleep, warm and bright as sunlight spilling through the curtains. I stretch, savouring the weight of the morning before slipping from bed. Bare feet on cool hardwood, I follow the sound to the kitchen where my daughter sits at the table, her golden hair wild, her grin gap-toothed and sticky with jam.

      "Morning, sunshine," I murmur, and she launches herself into my arms.

      I hold her close, breathing in the sweet, soapy scent of her—shampoo and fabric softener and the faintest hint of strawberry. For this moment, the world is simple. Good.

      I set her down and turn to the stove, cracking eggs into a bowl, adding milk, salt, pepper. The sizzle of butter in the pan, the way the toast crisps at the edges—small, perfect things. I plate the eggs, grab the jam, and slide the breakfast in front of Chloe with a flourish. "For you, my lady."

      She digs in immediately, chattering between bites about school, about her friends, about the bunny she’s named Sir Hops-a-Lot. I lean against the counter, coffee in hand, watching her. This—this—is the part I’d bottle if I could. The easy joy of her, the way her laughter fills the kitchen like sunlight.

      But the past is a shadow at the edge of my vision, always there, always waiting. I shake it off. Today isn’t for regrets.
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      We move through the morning like a well-rehearsed dance—braiding her hair, packing her backpack, the ritual of shoes and socks and last-minute hugs. Chloe skips ahead on the walk to school, her energy boundless, her excitement infectious. I envy her that. The way she meets each day like it’s a gift, unburdened by yesterday.

      Mrs. Henderson waves from her garden, her gloved hands busy with roses. "Beautiful day, isn’t it?"

      I smile, because it is—crisp air, blue sky, the kind of morning that feels like a promise. But beneath the postcard perfection of Rainbow Creek, I know the currents run deeper. Secrets. Old wounds. Things left unsaid.

      Chloe tugs my hand at the school gates. "Ice cream after school?"

      I crouch to her level, brushing a curl from her forehead. "You bet. Strawberry or chocolate?"

      "Both!" she declares, and I laugh, pulling her into a hug.

      The bell rings. She waves once—"Love you, Mommy!"—before disappearing into the crowd of backpacks and laughter. I watch until the door swallows her whole, then turn toward the bookstore, my chest tight.
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      The Storyteller’s Nook smells like home—old paper and vanilla, the faintest hint of coffee from the back. Sarah’s already at the counter, her dark curls piled into a messy bun. "Fresh pot’s on," she calls. "You look like you need it."

      I do. But there’s no time. The community meeting at Harmony Hall starts in twenty, and I’ve got ideas to pitch.

      The walk is short, but my pulse
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