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            A Not-So-Sad Day

          

        

      

    

    
      The sound of rain pounding against the studio windows barely managed to drown out Ann’s sobs, a twenty-eight-year-old woman staring at her reflection in the mirror, barely recognizing herself. Her eyes were swollen, mascara streaked, and a sadness seemed to have settled in every corner of her body.

      It had been a year and a half since her relationship ended, but the pain was still there, like a wound that refused to heal. That morning, as she absentmindedly scrolled through her phone, she saw the photo: her ex smiling next to someone else. A picture so simple, yet so devastating.

      A pang hit her chest. She had given everything in that relationship—time, affection, energy—and now only an uncomfortable emptiness remained, an echo that hurt more than she wanted to admit.

      A soft knock on the door interrupted her thoughts.

      “Ann, they need you on set,” a voice called from outside.

      She took a deep breath, trying to pull herself together. With trembling hands, she grabbed a paper towel, wiped the tears still wet on her cheeks, and reapplied her lipstick. She straightened her shoulders, adjusted the evening dress she was modeling, and with whatever dignity she had left, stepped out of the dressing room.

      Her work couldn’t stop, even if her heart was in pieces.

      The studio buzzed constantly: the click of cameras, murmurs of assistants, the smell of makeup and new fabric. Ann walked toward the set with steady steps, though inside she still felt the trembling left by recent tears. The lights greeted her like a warm slap of reality; the work continued, and she had to shine even if her soul felt crushed.

      A makeup artist approached to give her the final touches. “Just a bit more powder, you look gorgeous,” she said with a kind smile. Ann nodded, though her mind was elsewhere, or perhaps somewhere else in time.

      Then she saw him.

      Patrick, the lead photographer, appeared among the lights with a calmness that seemed to command the space. He was thirty, with the body of someone who knew his way around the gym, and a focused expression that exuded authority without a word. He wore a white shirt rolled up to the forearms and dark jeans that highlighted his relaxed yet confident posture.

      Ann felt her breath hitch for a moment. It wasn’t just his looks—that balance of roughness and elegance—but the way he moved, deliberate, measuring each step as if the space belonged to him.

      “Ready, Ann?” he asked, keeping his voice low.

      She nodded, trying to maintain composure.

      “Yes, of course.”

      The shutter clicked through the air. Patrick observed her with professional focus, but at times, when she tilted her face or swayed her hips with subtlety, a spark lit in his eyes.

      Ann noticed it. And it completely distracted her.

      During the session, she made small mistakes: a poorly held pose, a gaze out of focus, a misstep in heels. Each time she faltered, Patrick paused briefly, lowered the camera, and gave her a slight, knowing smile—a gesture that mixed understanding with something else… something she couldn’t define.

      “Relax,” he whispered the first time she slipped. “No rush.”

      But his words, rather than calming her, only stirred her more. There was something in his tone: firm, confident, almost provocative.

      The lights dimmed briefly to adjust the angle, and Ann took the moment to inhale deeply. Her heart raced—not from physical exertion, but because of him. Patrick radiated magnetic energy, a presence impossible to ignore. And the harder she tried to focus, the more she found herself looking at him, getting lost in that figure who watched her with precise, almost clinical attention… and at the same time, with restrained desire.

      When the session ended, Patrick stepped close just enough to hand her a bottle of water. His fingers brushed hers for a moment, and Ann felt a shiver run up her skin.

      “Good job,” he said, looking her directly in the eyes.

      She barely managed to respond with a smile.

      The set fell silent after the last shot. Assistants began packing lights, cameras, and sample dresses. Ann, exhausted but satisfied, said her polite goodbyes. Inside, she still felt the trembling left by Patrick’s gaze.

      Back in her dressing room, feet aching and heart restless, she collapsed into the chair in front of the mirror, letting out a long sigh, one of those that seems to drag both fatigue and thoughts at once. She removed her earrings, unzipped the dress, and began shedding the flawless image she had maintained all day.

      For a moment, she allowed herself to close her eyes. Her mind replayed flashes from the session: the lights, the camera flashes, Patrick’s deep voice guiding her calmly.

      “A little more profile… that’s it. Perfect.”

      Just remembering his tone made her shiver, unsure why.

      As she turned to grab her bag, she noticed something on the dressing table. A small piece of paper, carefully folded. She picked it up curiously and opened it:

      “Patrick”

      — followed by a phone number written in blue ink.

      Ann blinked, confused. She remembered that the photographer’s badge had that same name. A smile escaped her without meaning to. Had he come by her dressing room? Had he asked someone where to leave it?

      Her heart began pounding so fast she had to steady herself on the edge of the vanity. She didn’t know whether to feel flattered, surprised, or scared. She only knew that something inside her—a mix of curiosity and desire she hadn’t felt in a long time—had just awakened.

      She carefully tucked the paper into her bag, as if it were something fragile and secret. Then she looked into the mirror one last time.

      She no longer saw the broken woman who had cried that morning.

      There was something different in her reflection.

      A small spark.

      Ann grabbed her coat, left the dressing room, and disappeared into the studio corridors, with a feeling that perhaps the day that had started with tears… wasn’t so sad after all.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 2


          

          
            A New Love

          

        

      

    

    
      Three days had passed since that photo shoot, and the name “Patrick” was still spinning in Ann’s mind. It was a quiet afternoon; sunlight filtered through the curtains of her bedroom as she rummaged through her bag for a lipstick. Among cosmetics, receipts, and a notebook, she found that carefully folded piece of paper.

      The number was still there, written in blue ink, slightly crumpled from rubbing against her things. Ann stared at it for a moment, hesitating, biting her lower lip.

      “Why not?” she finally whispered, picking up her phone.

      She sent a short, casual message, not thinking too much about it. She didn’t expect an immediate reply, but Patrick responded shortly after, with a friendly, relaxed tone. From that day, they began talking almost every day.

      During the first month, the topics were light, almost innocent: jokes about work, comments on movies, little compliments that slowly became more personal. Sometimes they talked until the early hours. He seemed more insistent, more open in showing his attraction, while Ann, cautious but curious, enjoyed the new attention.

      Patrick shared anecdotes from his photo sessions, his gym routine, his taste for well-done details. She responded with stories of her life as a model, her travels, her ballet training, and that natural, playful laugh that drove him crazy during some calls.

      A couple of weeks later, they crossed paths again at another job. Ann was modeling bikinis for a summer brand. When Patrick saw her appear, her fair skin glowing under the studio lights, his breath hitched uncontrollably. She moved with a confidence that disarmed him—her curvy figure, brown hair cascading over her shoulders, and those blue eyes that seemed to see right through him.

      Patrick, with his strong, tanned body, dark hair, light brown eyes, and neatly trimmed beard, tried to stay professional. But the attraction was undeniable.

      Ann struck a provocative pose, modeling the bikini with almost effortless sensuality. Patrick was captivated by her beauty: the snug outfit seemed to surrender to the curves of her body, especially her ass, threatening to burst the fabric, and her generous, firm breasts, rising and falling with every breath. It was a hypnotic display, a living temptation.

      Patrick looked at her like someone contemplating a forbidden dessert, on the verge of losing control.

      “Do you like them?” Ann asked, leaning slightly toward him, letting her ample breasts escape the boundaries of the session’s script.

      Patrick nodded silently, breath caught, and snapped the photo.

      “Keep that one for yourself,” she whispered, winking, the deep blue of her gaze sparkling with mischief.

      “You look stunning,” he managed to say, his voice hoarse.

      “Seems like he likes it too,” Ann teased, lowering her gaze toward Patrick’s crotch.

      He flushed instantly, trying to regain composure. Clearing his throat, he adjusted the camera and continued the session, concealing his obvious arousal.

      After the shoot, Ann couldn’t get Patrick’s reaction out of her mind. She spent the rest of the day recalling the expression he tried to hide. That night, laughing to herself, she sent a message: “Sorry for distracting you today.”

      Patrick replied immediately: “If that’s distracting, it should happen more often.”

      Ann answered playfully: “Well, at least I saw you’re well-equipped…”

      And he, keeping the tone: “You can check anytime you want.”

      “Maybe…” she replied, adding a mischievous smiley.

      The days continued with flirting and increasingly direct messages until they met again at another session. This time, Ann was modeling heels for a fashion magazine. She wore a short wine-colored dress that accentuated her toned legs, honed from years of ballet.

      Patrick, camera in hand, moved slowly around her. At one point, he leaned a little too close, approaching her feet.

      “You have beautiful feet,” he said softly.

      Ann smiled faintly, keeping her eyes on the lens.

      “You can touch them anytime you want,” she replied in the same tone, almost a whisper.

      Patrick caressed her feet with an almost reverent tenderness. His fingers traced Ann’s skin gently, pausing at the tips of each toe, barely brushing them, as if afraid to break the spell. Then he lifted his gaze to her, biting his lip, holding back the desire that threatened to overflow.

      He swallowed hard, trying to stay calm. No one on set seemed to notice what was happening. When the session ended, he straightened and whispered:

      “This evening… let’s have dinner. There’s an Italian restaurant nearby.”

      Ann raised an eyebrow, amused.

      “Bellucci?” she asked.

      He nodded.

      “At eight.”

      She stood, adjusted her dress, and winked before saying:

      “Perfect. But before anyone sees us this distracted, let’s finish our work, okay?”

      Patrick smiled. The tension between them was so clear that anyone watching closely would have guessed what was about to happen.

      The Italian restaurant was a warm, elegant corner, with soft lighting, tables covered in white linens, and a faint aroma of red wine and spices in the air. Instrumental music filled the space without interrupting conversations. Ann and Patrick crossed the threshold with a mix of nerves and anticipation; it was their first date outside of work, and both knew it.

      The waiter who greeted them—a tall young man, distinguished bearing, light green eyes, athletic build, and a friendly smile—introduced himself with an Italian accent.

      “Good evening, table for two?”

      Patrick nodded, and Ann barely had to glance at him to notice his eyes linger a moment too long on the waiter’s back. Luca, his name tag said, led them to a table by the window. Despite being only twenty-five, his movements were elegant, almost feline, and his body seemed sculpted perfectly for the black uniform he wore.

      Ann noticed. She smiled mischievously, saying nothing, while Patrick quickly turned his gaze away, trying to hide it.

      “Nice place,” he commented, breaking the silence.

      “Yes, very… cozy,” Ann replied with a teasing smile.

      Luca handed them the menus, leaning just enough for Ann to notice Patrick’s faint blush. When alone with her, Ann rested her elbow on the table and said playfully:

      “Seems the waiter left you breathless.”

      Patrick let out a nervous laugh.

      “Don’t exaggerate. He just seemed… nice.”

      “Of course,” she said, playing with her wine glass. “Nice, and with a very nice ass.”

      Patrick blushed, and Ann savored the moment before changing the subject, giving him a moment to breathe.

      The conversation flowed naturally. They talked about their work, the simple things that kept them sane between shoots, and how much they enjoyed the freedom in their routines. Ann shared that she loved singing in her free time, especially at karaoke, where she could let herself go completely.

      “And ballet,” she added proudly. “I’ve been practicing it since I was a child. It keeps me flexible.”

      That last word, pronounced with intent, made Patrick lift his gaze with a slow smile.

      “Flexible, huh?”

      “Much more than you imagine,” she replied with a wink.

      Patrick talked about his passion for video games, his gym routine, and how he preferred weights over cardio.
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