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Woven Breaths

A novel of forbidden touch, longing glances, and love stitched in silence.

In the hushed wings of a prestigious textile museum, where ancient tapestries whisper secrets through thread and color, conservator Nina finds herself drawn into a dangerous intimacy with Liam, a brilliant, guarded scholar with hands as precise as his gaze is unreadable. Their connection begins with friction—professional, intellectual, and electric. But beneath the hum of restored fabrics and dimly lit exhibition rooms, something raw pulses between them.

As they are paired on a series of sensual restorations, their encounters grow increasingly charged—gloved hands brushing, breath shared over centuries-old embroidery, and late nights blurred by wine and unresolved tension. What begins as professional curiosity transforms into obsession, desire, and a bond stitched tighter than either expected.

But when opportunity and ambition threaten to pull them apart, both must confront their past wounds and the fragile line between preservation and surrender. Through secret letters, tear-soaked nights, and touches too sacred to name, Woven Breaths tells the story of two souls learning that love, like fabric, frays, binds, and sometimes—miraculously—holds.

Sensual, lyrical, and emotionally rich, Woven Breaths is a story of art, intimacy, and the threads that tie us, even when stretched across continents and time.

"Some threads fray, some tear—but the ones tied in silence, stitched by yearning, never truly come undone."

Woven Breaths

(A Story of Touch, Temptation, and Tangled Hearts)
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Chapter 1: Fabric and Friction
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The museum's textile wing was unusually quiet that afternoon, the kind of hush that clung to ancient fabrics and whispered histories. Rows of centuries-old tapestries lined the walls like silent spectators, each one pulsing with the weight of touch, thread, and time. Nina preferred it this way—solitude soothed her. With her gloved hands and careful tools, she could disappear into warp and weft, losing hours to faded dyes and the scent of linen aged in shadows.

Today, she was knee-deep in the restoration of a 17th-century Flemish tapestry, one whose pastoral scene had long since blurred into muted tones and flaking borders. Her fingers traced outlines of vines and lovers beneath willow trees. She was immersed, focused, and entirely unprepared for the interruption.

"You're reinforcing the silk overlay instead of extracting it?" a voice behind her asked—low, confident, tinged with a challenge.

Nina turned, annoyed but composed. A man stood a few feet away, his museum ID clipped to a lanyard that swung against a crisp, dark shirt. His eyes—blue, sharp—took in her work with the cool scrutiny of someone used to being right.

"I am," she said. "Because the overlay is original. Removing it would destroy the nuance."

"Or preserve the design underneath," he countered, stepping closer. "Depends on which story you're trying to save."

She rose to her feet. Close now, she noticed a faint scar along his jaw, and the way his gaze didn’t just linger—it searched. There was heat in it, the kind that prickled. She lifted her chin.

"You're Liam Hale," she said. "Guest curator from the British Textile Conservatory."

He smiled, slowly. "And you're Nina Velasquez. Conservator of delicate arguments."

She should have turned back to her tools. Instead, she stayed in the moment like a taut thread, pulled but not yet snapping.

"I respect your credentials," she said coolly. "But this piece doesn’t need rescuing from its own age. It needs respect."

"Respect can become worship," he replied. "And worship resists evolution."

His words sparked irritation, but deeper down, something less academic flickered—a heat that had nothing to do with intellectual disagreement. Her skin was alert to him, aware of how close he now stood. The air felt charged, like static waiting to leap.

The following hour passed in a slow unraveling. They examined opposite ends of the same tapestry, their banter still edged but quieter. At times, they lapsed into silence. But silence, Nina realized, could be louder than words.
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Every touch leaves a stitch.
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