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For those who learned to control everything...

And discovered that some things are worth feeling anyway.
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In London’s world of art, reputation is everything.

Victoria Evans has built her life on precision, control, and na unshakable sense of order. As a respected curator, she knows exactly how to protect what matters and how to keep emotions from interfering.

Nathan Bennett is the opposite problem.

A brilliant architect with a reputation under fire, he stands at the center of a controversy that could destroy everything he has worked for. When their worlds collide, what begins as a calculated solution quickly turns into something far more complicated.

A carefully constructed engagement.

A public image designed to restore trust.

A private arrangement with one rule: no feelings involved.

But proximity changes everything.

The more time they spend together, the harder it becomes to separate what is real from what was never meant to be. Beneath the controlled appearances and measured words, something unexpected begins to take shape.

And this time, walking away may cost more than staying.

Because some connections are not built on perfection.

They are built on choice.

Frames of Something True is a sophisticated, slow-burn romance set in London, where control meets vulnerability, and two guarded hearts must decide if love is worth the risk.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 – Controlled Imperfections
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London did not ask for permission. It simply existed, layered in history, softened by rain, and quietly relentless.

Victoria Evans preferred it that way.

From the tall windows of the gallery, she watched the city blur into shades of gray and gold. Black cabs moved in steady lines along the wet streets, reflections stretching across the pavement like brushstrokes. Umbrellas opened and closed in rhythm with the rain, and somewhere beyond the buildings, a distant siren lingered just long enough to remind her that nothing ever truly paused.

Inside, everything was exactly as it should be.

Measured.

Intentional.

Controlled.

Victoria shifted her gaze to the sculpture in front of her. Marble, pale and luminous under the soft lighting, shaped into a figure that seemed caught between movement and stillness. The artist had named it Becoming.

She would have called it Almost.

“Victoria?”

She did not turn right away.

“Mm?”

“Board meeting in tem minutes,” Claire said, stepping closer but not too close. She knew better. “They are all here.”

Of course they were.

Victoria adjusted the sleeve of her blazer, smoothing a crease that did not exist. “I will be there.”

Claire hesitated. That alone was enough to pull Victoria’s attention away from the sculpture.

“They are expecting na update,” Claire added.

“They will get one.”

Her tone was calm, even, precise. Not sharp. Not defensive. Just certain.

There was a difference, and Victoria had spent years making sure people recognized it.

Claire nodded, though the concern did not fully leave her expression. “About the renovation.”

Victoria turned then.

Her blue eyes were clear and focused, already processing what had not yet been said. “What about it?”

“They want a final decision.” Claire glanced briefly at her tablet before looking back up. “The architect is here.”

A brief silence settled between them.

Not empty. Just deliberate.

“Already?” Victoria asked.

“He insisted.”

That told her everything she needed to know.

Victoria’s gaze returned to the sculpture, tracing the delicate lines carved into stone. Art required patience. Respect. A willingness to understand what already existed before attempting to change it.

Architecture did not always share that philosophy.

“What is his name?” she asked.

Claire checked her screen. “Nathan Bennett.”

The name landed with a quiet weight.

Not unfamiliar.

Just... misplaced.

As if it belonged somewhere she had not yet accessed.

Victoria did not like that.

“Tell them I will be there in five.”

Claire hesitated again, more subtly this time. “He has a reputation.”

Victoria allowed the faintest hint of a smile, one that never quite reached her eyes.

“They usually do.”

“Not like this,” Claire said carefully.

That made Victoria pause.

Not outwardly. Not in any way that would be noticed by most people. But internally, something shifted. A recalibration.

“What exactly have you heard?” Victoria asked.

Claire lowered her voice, though they were alone. “The project in Kensington. The one involving the historic facade.”

Victoria’s expression did not change.

But she knew.

Of course she knew.

Every curator in London knew.

A restoration that had somehow turned into partial demolition. A heritage group threatening legal action. Articles questioning judgment, integrity, intention.

And one name attached to all of it.

Nathan Bennett.

“Allegations,” Victoria said.

“Yes.”

“Not facts.”

“Not yet.”

Victoria turned back to the sculpture, studying the fine tension captured in stone. The moment before something either held or broke.

Perception mattered.

In her world, it always had.

“Anything else?” she asked.

Claire hesitated, then nodded. “The board believes moving forward with him could affect the gallery’s reputation.”

There it was.

Not about the building.

Not about the art.

About image.

It always came back to that.

“And yet he is still here,” Victoria said.

“He requested to present his own proposal. In person.”

Confidence.

Or desperation.

Sometimes they looked the same.

Victoria reached out, stopping just short of touching the marble surface. Close enough to feel the cool stillness of it. Solid. Unyielding. Certain of what it was.

Uncompromised.

She withdrew her hand.

“Prepare the documents,” she said.

Claire blinked. “You are going ahead with the meeting?”

“I am deciding whether I am.”

That was the only answer she was going to get.

Claire nodded and stepped back. “I will let them know.”

Victoria did not move right away.

The city continued beyond the glass. Rain against windows. Movement without permission. Life without control.

Inside, everything remained exactly as she intended.

Or so it seemed.

She turned, her heels echoing softly against the gallery floor as she walked toward the door. Each step measured. Each breath steady.

Control was not something she performed.

It was something she relied on.

Just before reaching the exit, Claire spoke again.

“He is already in the conference room.”

Victoria paused.

Just for a moment.

“He does not usually wait,” Claire added.

Victoria allowed a quiet, almost imperceptible smile.

“Then he is about to learn.”

She opened the door.

And stepped out to meet the man whose name had already begun to disrupt a balance she had spent years perfecting.
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