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      Two women go for their dreams. Will the stage fright and shyness of one of them, and the outgoing character of the woman she loves, force them apart? Can two women, so different, find a creative and love union together?

      She has the gift, the talent, and the stage fright from hell—plus a growing, undeniable pull toward the one woman who sees straight through her.  Love Melody is messy, sweet emotional sapphic romance about rising talent, risking your heart, your career, and your comfort zone for the kind of love that changes everything.
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      The keys resisted her, ivory and black biting back at her fingertips as if the instrument itself had turned hostile. Every wrong note lingered in the rehearsal room, suspended in the stale air that gathered between the metronome's tick and the worn-out piano bench. Janice's voice caught and fractured when she tried to sing through the passage, the sound thin as paper against the silence that swelled in its wake.

      Dan exhaled sharply. He didn't say anything at first. He didn't need to. His silence had always carried its own particular weight—a pressure that accumulated in the space between breaths—and Janice felt it settle across her shoulders like something she'd been asked to carry without being told how far.

      She adjusted her grip and tried again. Her hands wouldn't steady. The piano felt foreign beneath her palms, as though it had been replaced overnight with a replica of itself—something that looked right but refused to cooperate. Her breath skimmed the surface of her lungs. However hard she tried, she couldn't seem to pull it in deep enough to reach anything useful.

      "Come on, Janice." Dylan's voice was firm, not unkind, but stretched tight along its edges. "You can get through this."

      She nodded, though she didn't believe it. Uncertainty moved through her like a current she couldn't locate the source of, a low-voltage hum that made everything feel slightly wrong.

      Another attempt. Another slip. The melody came apart before it could properly form, trailing into nothing.

      Dan stepped closer. The frustration on his face wasn't theatrical—it was quiet and tired, which was worse. "You're better than this. I've heard you be better than this."

      The words landed harder than he'd intended. Janice's vision blurred at the edges. The room seemed to tilt, the walls drawing inward, and with them came the particular pressure of memories she'd spent considerable effort keeping sealed. The rehearsal space had always been her refuge—the warm grain of old wood, the piano's familiar resonance, the particular quality of dust that gathered along the window ledge—but now it felt stripped of that comfort, every imperfection magnified until she could think of little else.

      "I just need you to push through," Dan said, quieter now, though the urgency remained.

      Push through what, exactly? The shaking in her hands? The way her chest tightened without warning, as though her ribcage were slowly reducing its radius? The conviction that something inside her had come apart some time ago and had never properly healed, only been held together by habit and stubbornness?

      She tried once more, but her fingers fumbled the chord change. The note rang out—loud, unforgiving, the kind of sound that fills a room and refuses to dissipate.

      Her throat closed. She set her hands flat on the keys and felt the full weight of what she'd been carrying press down through her arms into the piano itself, as though the instrument might absorb some of it if she held still long enough. "I can't," she managed, the words barely clearing a whisper.

      Dan reached for her, but she was already in motion. The door banged open against the frame and shut again with a sound that echoed long after her footsteps faded down the corridor.

      He remained where she'd left him, hands still half-raised, the unfinished melody hanging in the air like something that had never quite existed.
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      The phone vibrated against the nightstand, insistent in the dim hotel room. Nora stared at it for a moment before picking it up, the screen casting pale light across her face in the half-dark.

      An offer. San Francisco. Permanent placement at a gallery with genuine reach—the kind of institution whose name carried influence, whose exhibitions got written about in places that mattered, whose staff built careers that lasted.

      She read the message twice, trying to absorb it from the inside rather than simply parsing the words.

      Outside the window, the city went about its business—headlights threading through busy intersections, neon sign reflections smearing across wet glass. The hotel room itself was immaculate and precisely impersonal: tailored bedding in neutral tones, an abstract print selected to offend no one, a carefully curated absence of character. A space designed for rest that somehow made rest feel impossible.

      She sat on the edge of the bed and let the weight of the offer settle without rushing to meet it.

      This was what she'd worked toward. Years of long evenings building exhibitions from modest budgets and borrowed goodwill; arguments over projects—passionate at the time, cringe-worthy in hindsight—that had shaped her taste even when they'd failed. A reputation assembled piece by careful piece, mostly when no one was paying attention. The position would offer her stability and scale together, visibility of the kind that opened other doors. A wider stage, and a decent chance to fill it.

      Her mouth curved at the thought, though the expression didn't quite make it as far as her eyes.

      On the desk across the room sat a framed photograph she'd packed almost without thinking, tucking it in between a cardigan and a folder of printed reference sheets. Janice, mid-laugh—caught in the fraction of a second before self-consciousness reasserted itself. Nora beside her, closer than either of them had planned to be when the evening had started. The photo had been taken during an impromptu jam session at a café neither of them had visited before or since, a Tuesday night that had turned into something neither of them had a name for yet.

      Nora crossed the room and picked the frame up, running her thumb across the edge of the moment preserved inside it.

      Janice had a way of undoing her that was difficult to explain without sounding slightly unhinged. It wasn't dramatic. It didn't arrive with fanfare. It was quieter than that—an honesty that surfaced without warning and left Nora briefly uncertain of her footing, in a way she'd come to suspect she needed. Being admitted into Janice's world, even partially, had felt rare. Unrehearsed in a way that most things in Nora's life were not.

      But San Francisco meant distance. Not simply miles, but the texture of distance—time zones, different rhythms, the slow drift that happened when two people stopped sharing the same mundane backdrop. It meant choosing momentum over the particular uncertainty she'd been sitting with lately, the kind that felt like possibility rather than threat. It meant not knowing whether the fragile, unfinished thing between them could survive the gravitational pull of ambition pointing away from it.

      She set the frame back down and placed the phone face-down beside it.

      The offer wasn't a question of capability. She could do the job. She would do it well, and probably enjoy a good deal of it. She knew that with the same certainty she knew her own handwriting.

      The question was cost.

      Nora drew her knees to her chest, listening to the muted pulse of the city filtering through the glass—the faint compression of tyres, the intermittent rhythm of traffic signals, the white noise of ten thousand things happening at once. For years her path had been linear in a way she'd found deeply reassuring: each decision stacking neatly on the last, each step preparing the ground for the next. Now the line forked, and both directions looked plausible, and both led somewhere she genuinely couldn't picture.

      Both directions held promise. Both held a specific kind of loss.

      She closed her
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