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            "Between the sheets of longing and the spine of regret,we write ourselves in ink that never dries.Lovers are chapters, some bold, some quiet,but the ending is always written in the margins of the heart."

 

-G.C
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Taking that as his cue, he began to move. Long, measured strokes at first, letting Camille acclimate to the sensation. But soon primal need took over. Ezra's thrusts grew harder, faster, pounding into her willing body.

Camille cried out in ecstasy, her body on fire with pleasure. Each powerful thrust sent 

The room smelled of fresh lilies, a fragrance that Ezra loved, though it was a stark contrast to the heavy cologne Aiden always left lingering on her skin. Camille sat on the edge of the bed, her fingers absently twisting the edge of her silk robe as her mind flitted between the two men who had upended her life.

Aiden was chaos—a thrilling, reckless ride with no brakes. Wealth dripped from his every pore, and his world was one of champagne-fueled nights and whispered secrets. His touch left marks, physical and emotional, but it was never boring. Yet, beneath the wildness was a wall she could never breach, a part of him that always felt out of reach. Germophobic and precise, Aiden's quirks often clashed with his darker desires. She had once laughed at the irony, but now it gnawed at her.

Ezra, on the other hand, was a haven. With his worn leather journals and soft-spoken words, he had a way of making her feel seen. He listened—truly listened—to her dreams and fears. He wasn’t the storm; he was the shelter. His hands, though less practiced in the art of dominance, knew exactly how to pull her apart in ways that left her breathless. With him, she could be vulnerable, stripped of all pretenses. He loved her—all of her, even the parts she often tried to hide.

But how could she choose?

The knock on her apartment door snapped her out of her thoughts. Camille took a deep breath before opening it, revealing Ezra—rain-soaked and holding a bouquet of daisies. “I know you’re not a roses girl,” he said with a sheepish smile. His sincerity hit her like a wave. She stepped aside, letting him in.

“You didn’t have to come over in this weather,” she said, taking the flowers and setting them in a vase.

“I wanted to see you,” he replied, his voice steady. “I’ve been thinking about you all day.”

Her heart twisted. How could he be so honest, so open, while Aiden’s affection always felt like a game she was destined to lose?
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