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      From coastal US to the sun-drenched cliffs of Santorini to the golden hills of Tuscany, Gloria and Cassandra chase light, love, and the kind of passion that refuses to fade.

      Years have passed, but the spark remains: in the way Gloria’s hands still tremble at Cassandra’s touch, in the way Cassandra’s voice turns rough with need, in the quiet moments between kisses where the world narrows to just this—two artists, two lovers, still creating their greatest work.

      A love story as vibrant as the landscapes that inspire it, this is a romance of second chances, of bodies that remember even when time tries to interfere, and of a passion that only deepens with the years. Because some masterpieces are never meant to be finished—only lived, and loved, again and again.
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      Wildwater Cove had always been ours—long before the law caught up with what our hearts already knew. We’d spent years stealing glances, brushing fingers, whispering promises in the dark that we dared not speak in the light. Not because we were ashamed, but because the world wasn’t ready for us. Not yet.

      Then, one autumn morning, the news broke: our state had finally, finally, made it legal. Same-sex marriage. Two words that sent a jolt through me so fierce I nearly dropped my coffee. I turned to Cassandra, who was already watching me, her dark eyes alight with something dangerous—hope.

      “We don’t have to wait anymore,” she said, her voice low, rough.

      I didn’t hesitate. “Then let’s not.”

      We got engaged that same day.

      There was no grand proposal, no bending knees or diamond rings—just the two of us, tangled in the sheets of her bed, the salt-scented wind blowing through the open window, her mouth still swollen from mine. I traced the line of her collarbone, my fingers trembling. “Marry me,” I whispered. “Before the world can tell us we can’t.”

      She caught my hand, pressed it to her chest, right over her heart. “You don’t even have to ask.”

      The secret we’d carried for so long wasn’t a secret anymore.

      That evening, we told no one. We kept it close, just for us, like a spark we weren’t ready to let the wind touch. Instead, we made love with a desperation that came from years of wanting, of needing, of knowing that soon, we’d stand in front of everyone we loved and say what we’d only ever dared breathe in the dark.

      I choose you. Only you. Forever.

      And when we finally did tell them—when we walked into The Drunken Gull, our favourite pub, and I held up my hand, her grandmother’s sapphire ring glinting under the dim lights—Wildwater Cove lost its damn mind in the best possible way.

      But that’s not where our story starts.

      It starts years before, in the quiet, in the stolen moments, in the way Cassandra’s hands would linger just a second too long when she passed me a book in the shop, in the way my breath would catch when she looked at me like she was already mine.

      It starts with the secret desire we both carried—the one that whispered, This could be real. This could be ours.

      And the moment the law changed, we didn’t just want it.

      We took it.
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      The town erupted when we announced our engagement. Wildwater Cove had always been ours, but in that moment, it felt like the whole world had conspired to celebrate us. The bakery sent over a cake—chocolate, my favourite—decorated with edible flowers. The bookshop displayed our engagement photo in the window, and the old fisherman at the dock, who’d known Cassandra since she was a girl, pressed a bottle of his homemade wine into her hands, his gnarled fingers patting her shoulder. “About damn time,” he’d grunted, but his eyes were kind.

      The wedding was a blur of colour and laughter. The hall dripped with rainbows—streamers, flowers, the stained-glass hues of the windows casting jewelled light onto the faces of our friends, our family, our people. I wore a gown that clung to my curves, the fabric whispering against my skin with every step. Cassandra’s suit was tailored to perfection, the cut accentuating the strong lines of her shoulders, the way her waist tapered before flaring out over her hips. I couldn’t stop staring at her. Neither, it seemed, could she.

      When I walked down the aisle, her gaze locked onto mine, dark and intense, her breath hitching just slightly as I approached. I saw the moment her composure cracked—the way her lower lip trembled, the sheen of tears in her eyes. “You’re stunning,” she mouthed, and I felt it, the heat of her words, the weight of them.

      The vows we exchanged were intimate, raw. “I promise to be your safe place,” she said, her voice steady despite the tears tracking down her cheeks. “To listen when you speak, to cherish your body as fiercely as I do your heart. To never let you forget how deeply you’re desired.”

      My own vows came out breathless. “I promise to match your fire, to meet you in every storm, to let you see me—all of me—even when I’m afraid. To love you with my whole self, every single day.”

      The kiss that followed was met with cheers, but I barely heard them. All I knew was the press of her mouth against mine, the way her hands cradled my face, the taste of her—wine and promise and home.

      The reception was a whirlwind of music and dancing. Cassandra spun me across the floor, her hand firm on my waist, her laughter infectious. When the slow songs played, she pulled me close, her body flush against mine, her breath warm against my ear. “Do you have any idea how badly I want you right now?” she murmured, her voice a dark velvet whisper.

      I shivered, my body responding instantly. “Then take me,” I challenged, my lips brushing the shell of her ear. “But not here. Not yet.”

      Her pupils blew wide, her grip tightening just slightly before she nodded, a slow, deliberate promise.

      We slipped away before the night was over, stealing out into the cool evening air, the stars overhead a glittering canopy. The cliff house—our cliff house—was waiting, the fire already lit, the bed turned down. Cassandra didn’t waste time. The moment the door closed behind us, she had me pressed against it, her mouth crashing onto mine, her hands tangling in my hair.

      “I’ve been dreaming of this,” she growled against my lips, her teeth nipping at my lower lip before soothing the sting with her tongue. “Of you.”

      I moaned, my fingers clawing at the fabric of her suit jacket, desperate to feel her skin. She let me undress her, her breath coming faster as I peeled away each layer—first the jacket, then the crisp white shirt, the buttons popping free with impatient flicks of my wrists. When I knelt before her, my hands on her belt, she hissed, her fingers threading through my hair.

      “Gloria—”

      “Let me,” I murmured, looking up at her through my lashes. The way she watched me, dark and hungry, made my pulse roar in my ears.

      I took my time. The zip of her trousers, the slow drag of fabric over her hips, the way her breath hitched when I pressed my lips to the inside of her thigh, her skin soft and warm beneath my mouth. She was already wet when I touched her, her arousal slick on my fingers, her hips jerking forward with a needy whimper.

      “Please,” she begged, her voice rough, her hands gripping my shoulders.

      I didn’t make her
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