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      Love’s Second Act

      Two women, years apart, reunite with a single spark—and a very loud question: what if love changes everything this time? In this FF sapphic second-chance lesbian romance, Ava and Jamie are about to find out whether the chemistry they never managed to forget can survive the lives they built and the fear that came between them. With steamy love simmering beneath every smile and every nearly-missed confession, their path to happily-ever-after depends on one brave choice: stopping the past from running their future.
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      The theater lobby hummed with electric anticipation, the air thick with the scent of buttered popcorn and the musk of expensive perfume. Ava stepped through the glass doors, her emerald-green dress catching the light like a jewel under the chandeliers’ golden glow. The fabric whispered against her skin with every movement, a silken caress that did little to steady the wild rhythm of her heart.

      She exhaled slowly, fingers brushing the delicate beading at her waist. This is it. The words echoed in her mind, both thrilling and terrifying. Around her, the crowd pulsed with energy—laughter, the clink of champagne flutes, the rustle of silk and wool. Whispers curled through the air like smoke:

      "That’s Ava Sinclair—her new play is supposed to be groundbreaking."

      "I heard it’s raw. Unflinching."

      Ava’s pulse jumped. Raw was one word for it. Dangerous was another. The play was a confession, a love letter to the past she couldn’t outrun. Her gaze flicked to the posters lining the walls—her name emblazoned in bold script, the title a secret only she and Jamie would truly understand.

      A hand brushed her elbow, light but insistent. "Ava, darling, you’re a vision," Victoria murmured, her voice a smooth purr. The older woman’s black gown clung to her like a second skin, her sharp eyes missing nothing. "Nervous?"

      Ava turned, offering a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. "Terrified, actually."

      Victoria laughed, low and knowing. "Good. Fear means it matters." She leaned in, her perfume—something dark and floral—wrapping around them. "Speaking of things that matter… I’ve heard a certain someone might be here tonight."

      The air left Ava’s lungs. Jamie. The name alone sent a jolt through her, sharp as static. She could still feel the ghost of Jamie’s fingers tracing her collarbone, the way her voice had roughened when she whispered Ava’s name in the dark.

      She forced a steady breath. "Jamie’s in the city?"

      Victoria’s smirk was infuriatingly cryptic. "Wouldn’t that be something?"

      Ava’s fingers tightened around her clutch. The past was a shadow she’d spent years trying to outrun, but tonight, it was center stage. The crowd shifted around them, a sea of faces, and for a heartbeat, she swore she saw a familiar curve of shoulder, a flash of dark hair⁠—

      Then it was gone.

      Victoria squeezed her arm. "The curtain’s in ten. You ready to set the world on fire?"

      Ava lifted her chin, the weight of the moment pressing against her ribs. "I was born ready."

      But as she turned toward the auditorium, her gaze snagged on a figure near the bar—a woman in a tailored suit, her posture unmistakable. The breath stalled in Ava’s throat.

      No. It couldn’t be.

      Then the woman turned, and Ava’s heart stopped entirely.

      Jamie.

      * * *

      As the lights dimmed and the audience settled into their seats, Ava found herself perched on the edge of her chair, her heart executing an erratic rhythm against her ribs. The velvet upholstery beneath her felt impossibly soft, luxurious in a way that only amplified her anxiety. She closed her eyes, drawing in a breath that carried the mingled scents of expensive perfume and anticipation—the particular electricity of a theater on opening night.

      The crowd's murmur faded into expectant silence, and Ava's pulse kicked into overdrive. Her words, her carefully crafted vulnerability, were about to materialize on that stage. She gripped the armrests hard enough that her knuckles blanched, needing something tangible to anchor herself as the moment approached.

      A soft rustling made her turn. Someone was settling into the seat beside her. In the theatrical gloom, Ava caught only fragments: the elegant line of a profile, the curve of a cheekbone, an earring catching what little light remained. Her breath snagged.

      It couldn't be.

      Ava had spent years seeing Jamie everywhere—in the tilt of a stranger's head, the cadence of an unfamiliar laugh. But this close, this real, it couldn't possibly⁠—

      The woman turned slightly, and in that moment of profile-to-profile awareness, Ava felt something shift inside her chest. She wanted to whisper the name, to test it on her tongue, but the question died before it could take shape.

      She'd imagined this encounter a thousand times. In her fantasies, Jamie's voice would be that familiar contralto, warm as aged whiskey. "Hello, Ava," she'd say, leaning close enough that Ava could catch her scent—something clean and understated, utterly Jamie. "I couldn't miss your night. Not for anything."

      In those daydreams, Jamie's hand would find hers in the darkness, fingers threading together with the ease of long familiarity. Ava would feel that touch like an electric current, eight years of longing condensed into the pressure of their palms meeting. Jamie's thumb would trace slow circles against her skin, wordless reassurance and something far more dangerous—the promise of what could be reignited.

      The theater darkened further, and the stage bloomed into sudden, brilliant life. Light spilled across the rows of seats, painting everything in shades of gold and shadow. Ava's attention should have followed the actors, her own carefully constructed dialogue unfolding before her. But she remained acutely aware of the woman beside her—the subtle rise and fall of her breathing, the way she leaned forward with evident interest.

      Ava felt herproduction was not for the full audience, but for that seat. For the possibility that Jamie was actually there, witnessing the pieces of Ava's soul she'd woven into every monologue, every pause, every raw confession her characters made.

      As the first act built toward its climax, Ava felt something crystallize within her. This night had already become a threshold. Whether the woman beside her was actually Jamie or just another ghost Ava's desperate heart had conjured, something fundamental had shifted. The past she'd been running from had caught up, and instead of terror, she felt something closer to readiness.

      When the curtain fell on Act One, Ava turned—and there, in the sudden brightness of the house lights, was a profile she knew better than her own reflection.

      Jamie.

      Older, yes. Different in ways Ava couldn't quite catalog in that first suspended moment. But unmistakably, irrevocably Jamie. Their eyes met, and Ava saw her own shock reflected back at her, along with something else—something that made her mouth go dry.

      "Hi," Jamie said softly, and that single word contained years of absence, regret, and something that burned far too bright to name.

      Ava's voice emerged barely above a whisper. "You came."

      "I promised I would," Jamie replied, and the raw honesty in those words—the implication that she'd been there all along, waiting for this moment—made Ava's breath catch all over again.
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