

    
        
          Her Boyfriend's Muse

        

        
        
          Romwell Dennis

        

        
          Published by Romwell Dennis, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      HER BOYFRIEND'S MUSE

    

    
      First edition. November 5, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Romwell Dennis.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232133405

    

    
    
      Written by Romwell Dennis.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1: Through The Lens

Chapter 2: The First Session

Chapter 3: Lines & Light Shadows

Chapter 4: The Crossing Point

Chapter 5: Exposure

Chapter 6: What I Want

Sign up for Romwell Dennis's Mailing List

Further Reading: The Vacation Swap

Also By Romwell Dennis

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 1: Through The Lens
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The afternoon light slanted across the wide windows of the small studio, softening the edges of everything it touched. Dust motes drifted lazily in the air, caught in the spill of sunlight that stretched over the white backdrop where Aria stood. She brushed a strand of hair from her face, laughing lightly as Tessa fussed over the camera settings again.

"Hold still," Tessa said, squinting through the lens. "I swear, this thing hates me today."

Aria smiled, her voice teasing but kind. "Maybe it's just trying to tell you to take a break. You've been at it since morning."

Tessa shook her head, her messy bun coming loose as she huffed. "No chance. If I don't nail this lighting setup by Monday, I'll be doomed. They're expecting a full series for the portfolio review, and I've got—" She checked the battery meter and groaned. "—two working hours left and one unreliable model."

Aria made a mock gasp, pressing a hand to her chest. "Unreliable? Excuse me, I've been standing under this spotlight for three hours, trying to look like I know what to do with my hands."

"That's because you do know," Tessa said with a grin, circling her. "You have a natural ease. I could use ten of you."

Aria gave a soft laugh and turned toward the backdrop again, the fabric cool against her bare arms. She'd changed into a light cream blouse that caught the afternoon glow, the folds of it falling gracefully over her frame. She'd never thought of herself as photogenic, but Tessa always made her feel like she belonged in front of the camera, not just behind it.

Somewhere behind them, a faint sound of movement came from the back of the studio. It was Leo.

He'd come in quietly, as he often did, leaning one shoulder against the doorframe. The quiet confidence he carried made him blend into the room and command it at the same time. His dark shirt was rolled to his elbows, revealing forearms dusted with paint and graphite smudges from whatever art project he'd been working on earlier.

Tessa didn't notice him yet because she was too busy adjusting her tripod but Aria did. She caught the shift of shadow when he moved and his eyes followed the light across her face with an attention that was both professional and longing.

"Leo, grab me that reflector?" Tessa called out absently when she finally caught sight of him.

He crossed the room with easy steps, the quiet scrape of his shoes on the floor being the only sound in the still air. He handed her the large circular reflector, his gaze flicking back to Aria as he did.

"You two make a good team," he said, his tone casual but weighted.

"More like an overworked and underpaid one," Aria replied, her voice light, though she felt a warmth rise under her skin that had nothing to do with the light pouring through the windows.

Tessa gave a small laugh, crouching beside the tripod again. "She's my secret weapon. Honestly, I don't know what I'd do without her."

"Don't exaggerate," Aria said softly, but her heart fluttered all the same.

"Not exaggerating," Tessa murmured, focused through the lens again. "You're open and real. It's not about perfect features, it is more like a connection. And you have that, Ari."

The words hung between them for a moment, gentle and sincere. Aria smiled, tucking a piece of hair behind her ear, the gesture shy but natural. She held still again as Tessa adjusted the angle.

"Turn your head just a little," Tessa said. "Yes, like that. And relax your shoulders."

Aria obeyed, breathing slowly, letting her mind silence itself. The rhythm of the camera clicks became soothing, a steady pulse in the warm afternoon. She could almost forget Leo was there, except she couldn't.

He was silent now, standing just out of frame, watching as Tessa moved from side to side. There was nothing overt in his gaze, but it carried the weight of an artist's eye, perhaps, or something more layered. The kind of attention that made her aware of every line of her body and every breath she took.

Tessa stepped back, lowering her camera. "Okay," she said, smiling. "That's the one. That's exactly the tone I wanted."

Aria exhaled, her muscles easing. "Good, because my face is officially numb from pretending to be graceful."

"You were graceful," Tessa said, scrolling through the previews. "See?" She turned the screen toward Aria, who leaned closer, studying her own reflection captured in pixels. It didn't even look like her, not entirely. There was softness there, yes, but also strength.

"That's beautiful," she murmured.

Leo's voice came from behind, low and thoughtful. "It is. The light suits you."

The way he said it made Aria's stomach flutter, a simple comment, but spoken with that calm intensity that made her feel both seen and unsteady. She turned slightly, offering a polite smile. "It's all Tessa's doing."

"Maybe," Leo said, his eyes still on her. "But some things the camera can't create. It just finds them."

Tessa, still flipping through shots, didn't catch the undertone. She laughed. "See? Even he thinks I'm getting better at this."

"Yeah," Aria murmured, her gaze meeting Leo's for the briefest heartbeat. "You definitely are."

A comfortable silence followed as the sun began its slow descent, and as the shadows stretched across the studio floor. Tessa adjusted her equipment for another round, humming softly to herself. Leo lingered by the window, the light catching the edge of his jaw with an unreadable expression.

Aria turned back toward the backdrop, her fingers brushing the hem of her blouse, willing herself to focus. But somewhere deep inside, she felt the weight of that gaze again that was impossible to ignore.

And though she didn't yet understand it, something in that room had shifted, subtle as light changing on a lens, but certain as a spark before flame.

The session had stretched well past noon, and the energy in the small studio had mellowed into something warm and languid.

Tessa set down her camera at last, rubbing her shoulders with a tired groan. "Okay, I think we can call it a wrap before I start taking photos of the ceiling," she said, half-laughing.

Aria exhaled softly, rolling her neck. "Thank heaven. I think I've forgotten what it feels like to sit."

"You were wonderful, though," Tessa said, walking over with a grin. "you really make my job look easier than it is."

Aria smiled. "You're the magician, Tess. I'm just the prop."

"Not even close," Tessa said, stepping into Leo's waiting arms. "You're the muse."

Leo chuckled quietly, his hands sliding around Tessa's waist as she leaned into him. "And the muse deserves a break," he murmured, pressing a kiss to Tessa's temple. She turned in his arms, kissing him back with a soft, familiar brush of lips that spoke of comfort and years of easy affection.

Aria turned away, pretending to adjust one of the light stands that didn't need adjusting. She told herself it was out of politeness, but the truth was, something about watching them stirred a strange ache inside her that was complicated and unwelcome.

Still, she couldn't help glancing over once more. Leo's gaze met hers over Tessa's shoulder heavy with something that made her chest tighten. He looked away first, his hand running down Tessa's back in a gesture that was almost absentminded.

"Sorry," Tessa said softly to him, still wrapped in his arms. "I know I've been ignoring you all week. This portfolio thing is eating my life."

He smiled faintly. "You're doing what you love. I get it."

Aria could hear the affection in his tone, the steady calm that made Leo so effortlessly magnetic. She busied herself with the backdrop curtain, aware of every word, and every sound.

A few moments later, Tessa pulled away, brushing her palms down her jeans. "Alright, I'm going to the washroom before I collapse," she said, grabbing her phone from the counter. "Don't eat all the snacks before I'm back."

"Wouldn't dream of it," Leo said, smiling.

As soon as she disappeared down the hallway, the studio felt quieter. A silence that wasn't empty but full.

Leo turned toward Aria. "Are you hungry?"

She blinked, caught off guard. "A bit, yeah."

"I was thinking of grabbing something, maybe KFC and some drinks for all of us," he said. "Want to come with? It'll be quicker with two."

"Sure," she said before she could talk herself out of it.

They stepped outside together, the cool air a relief after the warmth of the studio. The late afternoon sun glowed softly and hazy over the street.

They walked side by side, a few steps apart, their shadows stretching long across the pavement.

"You really do have a gift, you know," Leo said after a while, his tone conversational but sincere.

Aria looked at him, puzzled. "A gift?"

"For being in front of the camera," he said, glancing her way. "It's not something you can teach. There's this... ease about you. You don't pose, you become the picture."

She gave a small laugh, half-embarrassed. "That's generous of you. I mostly just follow Tessa's directions and hope I don't blink at the wrong moment."

"I don't think so," Leo said, shaking his head. "You have an instinct. It's rare. You know how to hold still, but somehow, you still keep everything alive. Most models can't do that."

Aria looked ahead, unsure what to do with his words. Compliments weren't new, but from Leo, they carried weight. He wasn't the kind to flatter, he observed, studied and saw.

"Maybe it's just because I'm comfortable with Tessa," she said. "She's like family. It's easy to be myself with her."

He nodded slowly. "That's part of it. But I think it's also something in you."

They reached the crosswalk, the light changing to green, and crossed together. The afternoon breeze lifted strands of her hair, and she tucked them behind her ear, trying not to overthink the way his words settled in her chest.

When they reached the small food court across the street, Leo held the door open for her. The smell of fried chicken and soda syrup wrapped around them, familiar and warm. They ordered quickly, then waited near the counter as soft pop music played overhead.

Leo leaned against the counter, watching her with a thoughtful expression. "Actually," he said after a
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