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      Burning Slow

      A lyrical slow burning sapphic romance ignites between two artists—Gloria, a painter with fire in her veins, and Cassandra, a sculptor who carves desire into every curve. Their fate collides in the sun-drenched haven of Wildwater Cove, where art, lust, and liberation entwine.

      Together, they forge Colors of Sapphic, a studio pulsating with queer passion—a sanctuary where LGBTQ+ voices flourish, where touch is worship and creation is devotion. This is more than love; it’s a reckoning—of self, of pride, of the raw, unapologetic truth of who they are. Through prejudice and pleasure, they mentor, they create, they burn, leaving behind a legacy of art as bold and intoxicating as their love.
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            Blank Canvas

          

        

      

    

    
      I’ve always been a woman who speaks in colour. Not in words—those have always felt too rigid, too confined—but in the slow drag of a brush against canvas, in the way crimson bleeds into gold when I’m too lost in the moment to care about precision. Art has been my sanctuary long before I understood why I needed one. It’s where I spill my secrets, where the parts of me I don’t yet have names for can unravel without judgment.

      My name is Gloria Beeton, and I didn’t know I was starving until I saw her.

      Wildwater Cove is the kind of place that feels like a half-remembered dream—all salt-kissed air and cliffs that jut into the sea like the bones of some ancient, slumbering giant. The light here is different, softer, as if the sky itself has been dipped in watercolours. I came for the solitude, for the way the horizon stretches endlessly, mirroring the vast, uncharted spaces inside me. I stayed because of the sunsets. And then, because of her.

      Cassandra Adams.

      Even her name tastes like something forbidden. The first time I saw her, she was standing at the edge of the cliffs, the wind tangling in her golden hair, her laughter carried on the breeze like a melody I’d been waiting my whole life to hear. She was wearing a dress the colour of storm clouds—grey and shifting—and it clung to her in ways that made my fingers itch for a sketchbook. I should have turned away. Should have pretended I hadn’t noticed the way her hips swayed when she moved, or how her emerald eyes caught the last of the sunlight and held it like a secret.

      But I didn’t.

      I stood there, breath caught in my throat, until she turned and saw me. Our gazes locked, and something electric passed between us—something that had nothing to do with the crackling energy of the approaching storm and everything to do with the way my pulse jumped beneath my skin.

      She smiled. Just like that. Slow, knowing, as if she’d been expecting me.

      And I was ruined.
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      After that first encounter, Cassandra became my muse in ways that went far beyond the canvas. I painted her in every light—dawn’s first blush spilling over her collarbone, the golden hour turning her skin to liquid amber, the bruised indigo of twilight clinging to the hollow of her throat. I told myself it was just art. That the way my hands trembled when I mixed colours for her lips was just my perfectionism, that the heat pooling low in my belly when I imagined the weight of her gaze on me was just the summer humidity.

      But I was lying.

      Because Cassandra wasn’t just a subject. She was a revelation.

      We fell into an easy rhythm, the two of us. Picnics on the beach with cheese still warm from the market and wine that tasted like sunlight. Long walks through the woods, where the air smelled of pine and damp earth, and her fingers would brush against mine just often enough to make my breath hitch. She’d laugh at something I said, and the sound would wrap around me like a promise, settling deep in my chest where it hummed, relentless.

      I’d never been so aware of my own body before. The way my nipples tightened when she leaned in too close to admire a painting. The ache between my thighs when her thigh pressed against mine as we sat on the cliff’s edge, legs dangling over nothing. The way my skin prickled with heat every time her breath ghosted over the shell of my ear when she whispered some observation about the stars.

      I told myself it was just friendship. That the way my heart stuttered when she touched me was just admiration.

      But then, one evening, as the sky bled into violet and the first stars blinked awake, I found myself saying her name like a prayer.

      “Cassandra.”

      She turned to me, her hair a halo of gold in the fading light, her lips parted just slightly. “Hmm?”

      I should have stopped. Should have swallowed the words down and let them dissolve into the salt on my tongue. But the truth was a wild thing inside me, clawing its way out.

      “These paintings,” I said, my voice rough. “They’re not just… art. They’re you. You’re in every stroke. You’re the reason my hands shake when I try to capture the way the light hits your cheek. You’re the reason I can’t sleep at night.”

      Her breath hitched. I watched the way her throat worked as she swallowed, the way her fingers flexed against the rock beneath us.

      “Gloria,” she murmured, and my name on her lips was a caress, a confession.

      I turned to face her fully, my pulse roaring in my ears. “I don’t know how to say this without sounding like a fool,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. “But I think… I think I’m falling in love with you.”

      The silence that followed was so thick I could taste it. Then, slowly, Cassandra reached out, her fingers tracing the line of my jaw with a tenderness that made my eyes burn.

      “You’re not a fool,” she said softly. “Because I’ve been falling for you since the first time you blushed when I caught you staring.”

      And then she kissed me.
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      Her lips were softer than I imagined. Warmer. The first press was hesitant, a question, but when I melted into her, when my hands found her waist and pulled her closer, she made a sound—low, hungry—and deepened the kiss.

      The world narrowed to the slide of her tongue against mine, the way her fingers tangled in my hair, the heat of her body pressed flush against me. I’d kissed men before, had let them touch me in ways that were polite, expected. But this—this—was different. This was fire. This was need.

      When we finally broke apart, breathless, her forehead rested against mine, her lips swollen, her eyes dark with desire.

      “We should go somewhere private,” she murmured, her voice rough.

      I didn’t need to be told twice.
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      The meadow was hidden, a pocket of wildflowers and tall grass tucked away from the path. The blanket beneath us was soft, the air thick with the scent of honeysuckle and the salt of the sea. Cassandra lay back, her hair fanned out around her like a golden pool, her dress riding up her thighs just enough to tease.

      I straddled her hips, my hands braced on either side of her head, and just looked at her. The moonlight painted her in silver, turning her skin to marble, her lips to sin.

      “You’re beautiful,” I whispered, because it wasn’t enough, because no words would ever be enough.

      She reached up, her fingers tracing the curve of my breast through the thin fabric of my blouse. “So are you.”

      Then her hands were in my hair, pulling me down, and our mouths crashed together again. This kiss was different—desperate, demanding. Her teeth nipped at my lower lip, her tongue sweeping in to claim me, and I moaned into her mouth, my hips rolling against hers instinctively.

      The friction was maddening. Even through the layers of fabric
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