
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



Love in Frames




Copyright Page

Love in Frames

© 2025 Kim M.

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Cover design and interior layout © 2025 Kim M.

For permissions, inquiries, or correspondence, please contact: kimmwrites2@gmail.com



  	
  	
			Dedication

			
		
    This book is a love letter and not just to the idea of love itself, but to India, to the colors, the chaos, the rhythm, and the stillness that coexist so beautifully within her heart.

It was born from my deep admiration for a country that breathes art and emotion in every corner, from the shimmering glow of oil lamps during Diwali to the timeless melodies of Bollywood cinema that can make even strangers weep together in the dark.

Though I have never set foot in India, my heart has long belonged there, drawn to her spirit, her poetry, her quiet strength. One day, I hope to see her not through photographs or stories, but through my own eyes, to stand within the heartbeat of the land that has already captured my soul.

Love in Frames is a celebration of that devotion, of passion unspoken yet deeply felt, of two worlds colliding to create something extraordinary. It is also my personal tribute to the culture that has shaped my storytelling, my imagination, and my heart.

To India, for teaching me that love doesn't always need to be perfect, only real.

And to everyone who has ever loved across boundaries, cultures, or fear — this story is for you.

Kim M
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Chapter 1
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Shreya sat by the airplane window, the soft hum of the engines drowning out her thoughts. Paris looked like a painting beneath her, streaks of gold and grey brushed by clouds. She pressed her forehead against the glass, half anxious, half in awe. Six weeks. That’s all it was supposed to be.

Six weeks of coordinating a marketing campaign for a film that had already consumed her team’s sanity back in Mumbai. She wasn’t meant to be the one traveling.

Her boss had caught the flu, and Shreya, being the most “responsible” one, was suddenly Paris-bound with a suitcase full of nerves and half-packed clothes. As the plane began to descend, she whispered under her breath, “Please, no drama. Just work, chai and back home.”

But somewhere inside, beneath her calm surface, a quiet thrill stirred and that maybe this trip would be more than business. Outside, Paris gleamed in the late afternoon sun. Streets were like ribbons, cafés spilled onto sidewalks, and the Eiffel Tower pierced the skyline like a promise. Shreya smiled despite herself.

At baggage claim, the smell of roasted coffee mingled with perfume and foreign chatter. She texted her colleague: Landed. Heading to hotel.

Her phone buzzed back: Matheo Lurant will meet you at the production office tomorrow. He’s... intense. Good luck.

Shreya frowned. Intense? That could mean anything. She sighed, pulling her suitcase toward the exit. She had no idea that by tomorrow, that single word , intense would take on an entirely new meaning.

The taxi went through narrow Parisian streets, the city unfurling like a dream, cobblestones glistening from a recent drizzle, accordion music drifting faintly from somewhere unseen. Shreya leaned her head back, letting the rhythm of the city settle over her. For the first time in a long while, she felt small — in a good way. He phone buzzed yet again:

> Priya: “Touchdown, Bollywood queen?” Shreya grinned.

> Shreya: “Oui oui, madame. Safely landed and already broke from airport coffee.” Priya’s reply came instantly.

> Priya: “Good. Now remember the rule, no falling for a French guy. They’ll charm you with croissants and leave you crying over baguettes.” Shreya laughed out loud, earning a look from the driver.

“Noted,” she typed. “No French heartbreaks. Only

French carbs.”

Still smiling, her thoughts drifted home, to her parents in Mumbai. Her father, always lighting incense at dawn, reciting prayers before the small temple in their living room. Her mother, meticulous and gentle, who believed every answer could be found in the Bhagavad Gita or turmeric milk. Their beliefs stretched beyond rituals and they shaped everything, from how one spoke, to whom one could love.

And then there was Jai, her twenty-year-old brother, equal parts rebel and dreamer. He’d insisted on downloading French phrases onto her phone. “So you don’t accidentally order snails,” he’d said with a mischievous grin.

Shreya smiled softly at the memory. Mumbai felt like another lifetime already, the monsoon rain on her window, the chaos, the warmth. Paris was new, unsteady ground. And somewhere in the city ahead, waiting at that production office tomorrow, was a man whose name already sounded like a story. Matheo Lurant.

Her accommodation turned out to be tucked away on a quiet street near Montmartre , a four-story building with ivy crawling up its stone façade and wrought-iron balconies dripping with flower pots. Inside, it smelled faintly of lavender and old books. The landlady, Madame Josephine, was the sort of woman who spoke entirely in smiles and hand gestures.

Shreya’s room looked like something out of a Hollywood movie — vintage and poetic in every corner. A tall window opened to a slanted view of the rooftops, their chimneys puffing tiny clouds into the golden dusk. The walls were pale cream, adorned with faded sketches of Paris in the rain. A small wooden desk sat beside the bed, and in the corner, an antique mirror reflected the warm glow of the bedside lamp. She dropped her bags, exhaled, and whispered to herself, “Okay, maybe this isn’t so bad.”

THE NEXT DAY, after too much coffee and not enough sleep, she found herself at the production office, a sleek glass building that felt worlds away from her cozy room. Inside, the air buzzed with creative chaos —people pacing, arguing over frames and colors, espresso cups everywhere.

That’s when she heard his voice. Deep. Smooth. A hint of mischief in the tone.

“Marketing should follow emotion, not logic,” the man was saying. Shreya turned — and saw him. Matheo Lurant.

He stood by a storyboard, sleeves rolled up, his dark hair a deliberate mess. There was an effortless confidence about him — like he belonged in front of a camera just as much as behind it.

Their eyes met briefly. He smiled — polite, unreadable. She blinked, almost annoyed at how quickly her heart reacted. This is him? she thought. The intense one? Great.

It was the beginning of something she couldn’t yet name — only feel. “Shreya Mehta?”

She turned. The producer, Shopia, a sharp woman in her forties with cat-eye glasses, motioned her forward. “This is Matheo Lurant — director of Les Étoiles Perdues. You’ll be leading the international marketing campaign.”

Matheo extended his hand. “Welcome to Paris,” he said in lightly accented English. “I hope we didn’t drag you too far from the Bollywood glamour.”

Shreya smiled tightly. “I work in marketing, not movies. My job is to make your masterpiece sell — even to people who don’t watch subtitles.”

His lips curved, half amusement, half challenge. “Then you and I might have different definitions of art.”

Shopia clapped her hands before the tension thickened. “You two will get along wonderfully, I’m sure. Matheo, Shreya — you’ll work closely for the next few weeks.

Creative meetings every morning.”

As soon as Shopia left, silence settled — heavy, awkward.

Matheo leaned over the table, pointing at the film poster on the wall — a woman standing in a rainstorm, eyes closed. “You want to make this about brand strategy. But this,” he tapped the image, “isn’t a product. It’s feeling.”

Shreya crossed her arms. “Feeling doesn’t pay for ad space.”

He looked at her — really looked — and she felt a flicker of warmth rise to her cheeks. There was something infuriatingly sure about him, like he could see through her words to the person behind them.

Finally, he said quietly, “Maybe that’s why your work needs mine — and mine needs yours.”

She blinked, caught between irritation and intrigue.

Outside, the Paris sky shifted from blue to gold, the city humming just beyond the glass — unaware that two strangers had just collided in a way that neither of them could yet undo.

The next day began with chaos — a half-drunk coffee, a late metro, and rain that turned Paris into watercolor. Shreya arrived at the production office damp and slightly breathless, clutching her laptop like armor.

Matheo was already there, pacing. He looked up the moment she entered. “You’re late.”

She arched an eyebrow. “I’m two minutes late. The rain’s having an identity crisis out there.”

He tried to suppress a smile — failed. “In Paris, rain is inspiration. Not an excuse.”

“Good to know,” she said dryly, taking a seat across from him.

Their meeting began. Shreya opened her slides, outlining marketing strategies — social media reels, teaser posters, influencer partnerships. Matheo listened, leaning back in his chair, eyes narrowed as though he were studying more than her presentation.

“This is clever,” he said finally. “But you’re missing something — the soul. The story is about loss, not clicks.”

Shreya exhaled slowly. “Matheo, emotion and analytics aren’t enemies. One attracts, the other connects.”

He tilted his head, amused. “You talk like marketing is poetry.” She met his gaze. “It is — just with better data.”

For a second, silence. Then, unexpectedly, he laughed — a low, genuine sound that filled the room. Something in Shreya softened.

By the end of the meeting, neither had won the argument, but both had gained something else — respect, maybe curiosity.

When she stepped outside, the rain had stopped, and sunlight glimmered over wet cobblestones. Shreya smiled without meaning to. Paris was beginning to feel less foreign.

That evening, she texted Priya.

> Shreya: Met the director. Thinks emotion is a marketing plan.

> Priya: Ah, so a classic “I’m an artist, you wouldn’t understand” type?

> Shreya: Exactly.

> Priya: Careful. Those are the ones who’ll quote poetry in French and steal your heart before dessert.

Shreya rolled her eyes, laughing.

> Shreya: “No danger there,” she replied. “He’s allergic to logic and probably relationships.”

But later, lying on her vintage bed under the dim lamplight, she found herself replaying his laugh and the way he’d looked at her like she was more than just a marketing executive ticking boxes.

The following day, they visited a filming location together, a narrow street lined with bakeries and flower stalls. Matheo carried a camera, constantly framing shots through his hands, seeing beauty where others saw ordinary.

“Why this street?” she asked.

He shrugged. “It feels alive. Like it remembers love stories that never ended.”

Shreya smiled despite herself. “You really believe streets have memories?”

He glanced at her. “You don’t?”

And just like that, something shifted — quiet, fragile. For the first time, their conversation wasn’t about strategy or stubbornness. It was about wonder.

As they stood side by side, the breeze carrying the scent of fresh bread and rain, Shreya realized she didn’t just want to understand the film anymore. She wanted to understand him.
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Chapter 2
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By the end of the week, their rhythm had settled into something almost familiar — heated debates followed by quiet understanding, annoyance melting into laughter.

That Friday evening, they stayed late at the office finalizing a teaser shoot schedule. The rest of the team had gone, leaving behind the hum of the city through the tall windows and the smell of stale coffee.

Shreya leaned over her laptop, muttering, “Your timelines make no sense.”

Matheo, lounging on the edge of a desk, smirked. “My timelines are emotional. Yours are... spreadsheets.”

She looked up at him, smiling despite herself. “You know, for someone French, your name doesn’t sound very French.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Excuse me?”

“I mean — Matheo Lurant. It sounds like a Spanish pastry trying to be mysterious.”

He laughed, the sound echoing softly through the empty room. “My father was half Spanish half French. He loved old films, sangria and my mother — in that order. So they compromised on my name.”

“That explains it,” Shreya said, grinning. “You’ve got the

French confidence and the Castilian chaos.”

He leaned closer, his tone teasing. “And you — Shreya from Mumbai — what brings a traditional Indian girl into the wilds of Parisian filmmaking?”

“Marketing,” she replied simply. “And rent.”

He chuckled. “So not rebellion against your parents’ values?”

“Please,” she said, rolling her eyes. “If my mom saw how short my skirt was right now, she’d organize a family prayer circle.”

Matheo burst out laughing. The sound warmed her chest. For a moment, the distance between them — cultural, emotional, professional — felt like nothing at all.

When the laughter faded, something quieter lingered in its place.

Matheo studied her for a moment. “You talk about home like it’s a place you love but can’t quite stay in.”

Shreya hesitated. “Maybe. It’s... complicated. My parents believe the world makes sense only if you follow certain rules. I spent years trying to fit into those lines. But sometimes, I just want to color outside them.”

He nodded slowly, understanding more than she expected. “My parents were the opposite. Too free. Always chasing dreams — sometimes forgetting reality. I think that’s why I hold on so tightly to my work. It’s the only thing that stays.”

They sat there, two worlds apart yet suddenly so close, the kind of closeness that doesn’t need permission.

Shreya looked down at her hands. “Maybe that’s why we argue. You live in dreams, and I live in deadlines.”

He smiled gently. “Maybe that’s why we work.”

Outside, Paris pulsed with midnight light — soft, golden, alive. Somewhere in the distance, a street musician began to play a slow tune.

Matheo stood, offering her his hand. “Come on. Let me show you something.”

She hesitated, then took it — her heart betraying her with its quiet, eager rhythm.

As they stepped out into the cool night, the city opened before them — not as colleagues or strangers, but as two souls unknowingly walking toward the beginning of something extraordinary.

Paris at night shimmered like it had secrets to tell. The air was cool, scented with rain and roasted chestnuts from a nearby vendor. Matheo led her through narrow streets toward the Seine, the faint hum of the city wrapping around them.

They walked in silence for a while, their footsteps soft against the cobblestones. Shreya tilted her head back to take in the glowing skyline — her curls catching the lamplight like silk threads spun in gold.

Matheo glanced at her, and for the first time, didn’t look away.

There was something magnetic about her — not loud or deliberate, but quiet and steady. The kind of beauty that didn’t demand attention, but owned it anyway. Her hazel eyes reflected every passing light, and her skin was warm, flawless, kissed by the faint sheen of the night, it made her look almost unreal.

She laughed softly at something he said, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. The sound wrapped around him, light and melodic, as if Paris itself had given her its rhythm.

Then it hit him — that faint sweetness in the air. Vanilla, soft marshmallow, and a whisper of chocolate. He blinked, trying to focus, but the scent was making his thoughts blur.

He leaned a little closer, curiosity winning. “What is that perfume? You smell like... dessert in heaven.”

Shreya laughed, surprised. “It’s Yves Saint Laurent Mon Paris. My favorite. Though I swear you just made it sound edible.”

“Maybe that’s because it is,” he said quietly, eyes lingering on her lips before he looked away.

The silence that followed wasn’t awkward. It was charged.

They reached the river, the water glinting beneath the bridges. The Eiffel Tower shimmered in the distance,  its golden lights reflecting in her eyes.

Matheo leaned on the railing beside her, pretending to admire the view, but he couldn’t stop studying her instead.

How had this happened? A week ago, she was just the marketing girl with the sharp tone and stubborn ideas. Now, every time she spoke, he wanted to listen. Every time she smiled, something inside him eased.

He realized, with a quiet kind of awe, that he’d spent years falling in love with his work because it was safer than falling for people. But Shreya — she didn’t fit into safety. She was unpredictable, real, and alive.

“Paris suits you,” he said softly.

She turned toward him. “Does it?”

He nodded. “The city looks better when you’re in it.”

She laughed, shaking her head. “You’re just saying that because I complimented your camera skills.”

“No,” he said simply, his voice low. “I’m saying it because it’s true.”

For a heartbeat, the world stilled. The sound of the river, the lights, the late-night chatter — everything faded until there was only them.

Shreya looked away first, her cheeks flushed with warmth she couldn’t name. “We should head back,” she murmured.

He didn’t argue. But as they walked side by side through the glittering streets, Matheo knew one thing for certain — he was in trouble.

The kind that doesn’t end with heartbreak or regret, but with something far more dangerous. The kind called love.

SHREYA ARRIVED ON SET earlier than usual, determined to get a head start on the social media campaign. The streets were still slick from rain, and Paris hummed softly under the morning sun.

She found Matheo already there, talking to a young actress — someone with a bubbly laugh and a dress the color of spring. Shreya froze for a moment, the scent of his cologne mixing with the faint vanilla in her hair.

He didn’t see her immediately. He leaned closer to the actress, explaining a scene with gentle gestures and easy charm. Shreya felt an unfamiliar tightness in her chest.

Why does this feel like... pain?

She stepped back, pretending to check her notes, but her eyes kept returning to him. He laughed at something the actress said, tossing his hair back, and her stomach twisted.

She had told herself she was just here for work. She had promised herself she wouldn’t get involved. But watching him interact with someone else, so effortlessly, stirred a storm inside her — a mix of jealousy, fear, and something she couldn’t name.

I don’t... I can’t... Her thoughts spun as she scrolled through her campaign slides, trying to ground herself.

Matheo finally noticed her. His smile shifted — warm, inviting, but tinged with something that made her pulse uneven.

“Shreya,” he said, walking over, “are we ready for the rehearsal of the Marketing campaign today?”

She nodded, forcing a casual tone. “Yes, of course. Just... making sure everything’s perfect.”

He glanced back at the actress. “You know,” he said lightly, “she’s part of the team. You don’t have to be territorial.”

Territorial. The word hit her harder than she expected. She realized she did feel protective of him, of something unspoken between them. Her stomach tightened, and she looked down at her notes.

“I’m not... I’m just focused on the campaign,” she murmured, but the lie felt fragile.

He gave a small, knowing smile and didn’t push. Instead, he turned toward the set, leaving her alone with the storm of feelings she hadn’t anticipated.

Why does he affect me like this?

Later, during a break, Shreya wandered through the set, trying to shake off the jealousy gnawing at her. The Paris air smelled faintly of coffee and rain, but she couldn’t breathe it in properly.

Her phone buzzed — Priya. She was video calling.

Priya: Let me guess. You’re watching Mr. French Director charm someone else, aren’t you?

Shreya groaned. “How did you know?”

Priya: I know you. That face. Don’t pretend you’re innocent, Shrey. You’re melting — admit it.

Maybe I am, she thought, staring at her reflection in a glass panel. The curls she had worked on that morning seemed to mock her, the way her skin glimmered faintly in the sunlight. And now I’m imagining him noticing everything — my hair, my laugh, my ridiculous attempts to act indifferent.

Her heart raced at the thought, and she hid her phone before anyone could see.

By afternoon, they were back on the set, Matheo directing a complex scene. Shreya watched him move between actors and crew with effortless authority, yet she noticed the subtle gestures he reserved only for her — a glance lingering a fraction longer, a small nod when she suggested a shot angle.
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