

What I Never Told You

Book 1 — The Good Girl

by Olivia Cross


* * *

This notebook is not a diary. A diary assumes someone will read it. This notebook is something else — it is the place where I stop lying. To you, to others, to myself. Especially to myself.


Chapter 1 — The Notebook

At eleven forty-seven on an ordinary Monday night, I bought this notebook. At a drugstore. Not one of those bookshops with the smell of coffee and premium-weight paper, but a neighborhood pharmacy where the fluorescent light flickered and the security guard yawned against the cosmetics counter. I had just slipped out of the bed where I left Ryan sleeping, crossed the street in my slippers, coat thrown over my nightgown, and walked in with the flimsy excuse of a headache that didn't exist.

I grabbed the painkiller. Walked to the back of the store. And there, on a low shelf, almost hidden behind a stack of diapers, I found this black-covered notebook. No lines. No name. Nothing to say what it was supposed to be.

I paid for both items. The cashier didn't even look at me — it was the middle of the night, nobody looks at anyone on a Monday after midnight. Only on the sidewalk, with the cold August wind hitting my face and the plastic bag swinging from my wrist, did I understand what I had gone in there for.

Not for medicine. For a place to stop lying.

You don't know this notebook exists. That is the first honest thing I have done in a very long time.

This morning, while you were still sleeping, I lay on my side watching your profile against the pillow. The light filtered through the blinds, drawing gold stripes across your chest as it rose and fell in a steady rhythm. Your shoulders relaxed. Your mouth slightly open. The peaceful expression of someone who has never been haunted by what they feel.

You are handsome, Ryan. Your face is balanced, your features soft, your stubble always trimmed at that perfect point between careless and deliberate. Women look at you on the street — I notice, I always have. You are the kind of man mothers approve of and daughters introduce with pride.

And I looked at you and felt absolutely nothing.

It was not a shattering epiphany. There were no tears, no tightness in the chest that romance novels describe. It was a banal thought, almost bored, like noticing the milk has run out or that the credit card bill is due tomorrow. He's handsome. I feel nothing. Next item on the list.

I got up. Made coffee. Showered without being able to look at my own body in the fogged mirror. Dressed in the silk blouse you like — that wine color you say suits my skin tone. Put on lipstick. Leaned over the bed and pressed a kiss to your sleeping cheek. You didn't even stir.

On the packed subway, my body pressed between a man in a suit and a teenager with headphones, I repeated the words like a mantra. I feel nothing. I feel nothing. And then someone bumped into me — a man of about forty, wedding ring on his finger, briefcase in hand, who didn't even lift his eyes to apologize. The contact lasted two seconds. The fabric of his jacket grazed my arm. And I felt something.

It wasn't desire exactly. It was the precursor to desire. An electric current that ran from my forearm to the back of my neck, as if my body had been asleep for years and someone, without meaning to, had touched the right switch.

Two seconds. A stranger who didn't even see me. And my body woke from a coma I didn't know I was in.

This is what I need to talk about.

I am twenty-nine years old. I spent twenty-eight of them being the daughter who doesn't cause trouble, the girlfriend who doesn't demand, the employee who solves things without complaining, the friend who listens and never unburdens herself. The woman who doesn't yell, doesn't insist, doesn't take up too much space, doesn't have needs that might inconvenience others. The good girl who learned, before she even learned to tie her shoes, that female desire is like a fire in an apartment building: if you don't control it, it destroys everything.

My mother never said it in those words. But she said it in other ways. She changed the channel during sex scenes on TV and called them "unnecessary." She wrinkled her nose at the neighbor on the third floor who wore tight dresses and laughed too loud. She called me "such a proper girl" as if it were the highest honor a girl could carry — and I carried it, like a medal on my chest, never understanding exactly what I was depriving myself of.

I learned so well that it took me decades to notice there was deprivation. That there was something I wasn't feeling. That the filter they taught me to install had become a wall, and the wall had become a prison, and I was locked inside without even knowing the key was in my hand.

Now I know.

That night, before going to the pharmacy, we had sex. If you can call what we did sex.

You touched me with the delicacy of someone handling porcelain. Your hands moved across my body in a familiar routine — shoulder, waist, hip, thigh — with the procedural precision of someone who has done this dozens of times. You were attentive, you were patient, you were everything they say a man should be in bed.

And I was somewhere else.

It wasn't a place with a name or an address. It was a diffuse space where someone touched me differently. With less care and more urgency. With less technique and more hunger. Hands that didn't ask permission at every inch, that turned me face-down without asking, that gripped my flesh as if it belonged to them.

I closed my eyes and let myself drift to that place while you moved above me. And when you groaned and stilled against my chest, I made a sound that you took for pleasure. It wasn't. It was just the noise I've learned to make to end the scene.

I have been faking orgasms for so long that sometimes I wonder if I still know the difference between the real sound and the manufactured one.

You turned over and fell asleep in two minutes. I lay there staring at the ceiling, feeling your cum sliding out of me, and the only thought in my head was: I didn't even want this. I didn't even want your body inside mine.

It was the first time the thought came without guilt. It simply came. And instead of frightening me, it brought a strange calm — the calm of someone who finally admits the building is on fire and there's no point pretending it's fog.

I got up. Cleaned myself in the bathroom with the light off. Put the coat back on over my nightgown. Crossed the street.

Bought this notebook.

— Clara

Monday, 11:47 PM


Chapter 2 — The Party

There is a memory that visits me when the lights go low and the silence of the night leaves me alone with myself. A scene from ten years ago that I carry like someone who keeps a knife in their bag — not to use, just to know it's there.

I was nineteen. I went to a party in a tiny apartment in a neighborhood I can't remember, with a friend the years carried away. Old wood floors, the smell of cigarettes and warm beer, so many people the sweat ran down the walls. I stood near the window, as I always do, holding a cup that was warming in my hand, watching the movement without really belonging to it.

He was on the other side of the room.

Leaning against the back wall. A cup in his left hand. Dark shirt with the sleeves rolled to the forearm — I remember the forearms, prominent veins, large hands relaxed against the glass. The low light didn't allow for detail. I don't know if he was handsome in the traditional sense. I don't know the color of his eyes to this day. But I know how he looked at me.

It wasn't the look of someone scanning the room. It was a look that chose me. That crossed the crowded room, ignored everyone else, and fixed on me with a stillness so absolute it was almost insolent.

Most people look away when they're caught staring. It's part of the social contract: you look, the other person notices, you both pretend it wasn't happening and look away at the same time. Civilization depends on these small tacit agreements.

That man didn't look away.

He looked at me as if he had every right to see me. As if my presence were an answer to something he had asked the universe long before walking into that party. As if I could feel the weight of his gaze on my shoulders, on my breasts, on the curve of my neck — and he knew I was feeling it, and it didn't scare him at all.

I was the one who looked away first.

I lowered my eyes to the cup. Felt the heat rising from my chest to my ears — not embarrassment exactly, but something of the same family. Something old and instinctive, as if my body understood a language my mind didn't yet know how to name.

I looked up again. He was still watching me.

I spent the rest of the night with an absolute awareness of where he was. Wherever I went — to get another drink, to talk to someone I knew, to take refuge in the bathroom — I knew where he was. Not because I was looking. I was actively trying not to look. But there was an invisible thread between us, stretched taut in the hot air of that room, vibrating every time we moved.

I left without speaking to him. Went through the door, down three flights of stairs, out into the cold July night with my heart hammering as if I had committed a crime. And I hadn't. I had only let myself be seen. I had only allowed, for one night, someone to desire me without a filter, without an apology.

That night stuck to me. Ten years passed — college, jobs, a planned future, Ryan, the life I built like filling out a form — and that night never left. I still catch myself thinking about the thread. About the insolent stillness. About the nameless man who looked at me as if I were real.

I know what that was. It just took a decade to accept naming it.

It was desire. His for me — direct, without asking permission, without the wrapping of gentleness that makes desire palatable and safe and completely harmless. And mine for him — or rather, mine for being desired that way. For being seen that way. For feeling that thread.

You look at me, Ryan. But you look away. Not from my eyes — you're attentive, you maintain eye contact, you ask how work was, you remember my parents' birthdays. You look away from the part of me that stands near the window with a warming drink in her hand.

I write this and feel cruel. Maybe I am. But maybe the greater cruelty was pretending for so long that the window was empty.

— Clara

Tuesday, 10:15 PM


Chapter 3 — What I Think When You're Not Looking

There is a version of me you have never seen. Not a clandestine version — no hidden lovers, no soap opera secrets. It is more subtle than that, and for that reason more corrosive. It is the version that exists in the intervals. In the ten minutes I spend in the office bathroom before going back to the spreadsheet. On the subway ride home with my earbuds out so no one can talk to me. In the second between turning off the bedroom light and closing my eyes — when you're already snoring and I'm still awake.

In that version, I think things I will never say out loud.

Today, for instance. Three o'clock meeting. Conference room with that air conditioning that freezes to the bone and nobody ever fixes. Our manager projecting gray slides with numbers nobody really cares about. Me in the second chair on the left, my notepad strategically open, pen in hand performing professionalism.

Three chairs to my right was Marcus.

Marcus is thirty-four, married — the thick ring glinted when he gestured — and has a voice that seems designed to be heard up close. Deep. Measured. With a texture that runs down the spine like warm water. He's not a particularly handsome man in the obvious sense. He doesn't have a model's symmetrical face, he doesn't turn heads when he enters a room. But he has something that has always undone me: presence. The way he occupies space without asking permission. The broad shoulders beneath the well-cut jacket. His hands.

Especially his hands.

I have always noticed Marcus's hands. Since the first meeting, two years ago, when he introduced himself and I immediately stopped listening to anything he said because I was distracted by his long fingers holding the pen, the prominent veins on the back of his hand, his short clean nails, the ring I pretended not to see.

A man's hands who knows how to use them. Hands that don't hesitate. Hands that have done things — and you know it just by looking.

Today he was particularly... I don't know the word. Not more handsome than usual. More present. The navy shirt open at the second button revealing the beginning of his chest, the dark hair I'd imagined more times than I'd like to admit. The defined jaw he was absently massaging while listening to the manager. His mouth.

Marcus's mouth has always intrigued me. It's not a delicate mouth. It's a man's mouth, with a fuller lower lip than the upper, which he bites lightly when he's concentrating. Today he bit it. Three times. I counted.

At some point during the presentation, he stood up to point at something on the slide. He crossed the room with that unhurried walk of someone who is never in a hurry. He passed behind my chair.

He didn't touch me. He maintained the professional distance of a corporate environment — twelve inches of air between his jacket fabric and the back of my silk blouse. But the air moved. And with it came the smell.

It wasn't expensive cologne, wasn't aftershave lotion. It was something more primitive. Clean skin warmed by body heat. A subtle musk that came from him, only from him, and that my body recognized before my consciousness did — like an animal that scents another in the dark and knows, instinctively, it is in the presence of its equal.

I closed my eyes for one second. Just one. But it was enough.

I felt his scent invade my nostrils and move down my throat like hot smoke. My stomach contracted. My nipples hardened against the lace of my bra — an involuntary, primitive reflex that happened before I could control it. I pressed my thighs together under the conference table, the heat concentrating exactly where it shouldn't.

He kept talking. He pointed at the slide, made a pertinent observation about the timeline, answered the manager's question. His deep voice filling the room. And there I was, legs crossed, trying to pay attention to the numbers while my entire body vibrated on a frequency that had nothing to do with quarterly reports.

When he returned to his seat, he passed by me again. And this time — this time I could have sworn he slowed his pace. By a fraction of a second. Enough for me to feel the air move with more intensity, his scent renew itself, the electricity increase.

Or maybe I was imagining it.

Maybe not.

I kept looking at the slide. Wrote something in the notepad. When I looked later, I saw I had sketched the outline of a hand. A large hand, with prominent veins, long fingers. Marcus's hand. My pen had traced each line without my noticing, as if my subconscious were bleeding onto the page.

The manager talked about deadlines. I thought about Marcus's mouth.

About that fuller lower lip. What it would be like to bite it. What it would be like to feel that mouth moving down my neck, teeth grazing lightly, his warm tongue tasting my skin.

The meeting went on. Numbers, charts, targets. And me in a silent spiral.

I thought about his hands. Those hands I'd been watching for two years. What would it be like to have them on me? Not with the polite delicacy you use, Ryan — not that. With want. With possession. With the confidence of someone who knows the woman in front of him isn't made of porcelain.

I imagined Marcus pulling me by the waist. Without asking permission. His large hand flat against my lower back, sliding slowly down until it found the curve of my ass, gripping hard. I imagined his voice in my ear — that deep voice that seems made for saying obscene things — whispering something that wasn't a question.

"You think I haven't noticed?"

Noticed what? I would ask, and he wouldn't answer with words. He would answer with his mouth on my neck, with his fingers digging into my flesh through the fabric of my pencil skirt, with his hips pushing me against the conference table.

In my mind, the room was empty. In my mind, he turned me around, bent me over the cold glass surface, and lifted my skirt slowly — so slowly I would feel the air conditioning's cold air on my thighs before I felt the heat of his hand.

"Every single day you sit in that chair in that tight skirt and you think I'm not going to notice."

His hand moving up the inside of my thigh. His mouth on the back of my neck. His fingers finding wet lace.

"Is this what you want, Clara? Is this what you think about in these meetings while you pretend to take notes?"

And I wouldn't answer. I would only arch my back, pressing against his hand, eyes closed, forehead against the cold glass. He would understand. He would know.

He would push his fingers inside me right there, with the empty room and the humming air conditioning and the world outside completely oblivious. Long fingers, precise, knowing exactly where to touch. His thumb pressing my clit while two fingers filled me, his warm palm against my ass, the rhythm building.

"You're going to come for me."

Not a question. An order. And in my fantasy, I obeyed — came in silence, biting my lips to keep from crying out, legs trembling, nails scratching at the glass table.

— Clara?

The manager's voice pulled me back. I blinked. The room was full again. Nine people. Nine coworkers. None of them knew I had just mentally orgasmed at the conference table while Marcus fingered me.

— Do you have the Q2 numbers?

— Yes — I replied, my voice perfectly controlled. — They're in the report, page twelve.

The manager thanked me. Marcus looked at me for a second — one second too long to be casual — and turned his attention back to the projection.

My underwear was soaked. My heart was pounding in my throat. My face burned with a flush I was praying nobody would notice.

The meeting ended at four-thirty. Marcus left talking to someone, without looking at me. I gathered my things with trembling hands, went to the bathroom, locked myself in a stall.

I pressed my forehead against the stall door. Breathed deeply three times.

And then slipped my hand inside my underwear.

Still wet. Soaking wet. My fingers slid easily, finding my clit swollen, throbbing, begging. I thought about Marcus's hands. About Marcus's mouth. About his voice saying "you're going to come for me."

I came in forty seconds. Fast, intense, biting my free hand to keep quiet. Legs weak. Breathing ragged. My whole body trembling as the fantasy dissolved and left me there — alone, guilty, unsatisfied.

Because it wasn't Marcus's hand. It was mine. And coming alone in the office bathroom thinking about a married man wasn't exactly the life I'd imagined when I agreed to marry you.

On the subway home, I couldn't stop thinking.

What turns me on about Marcus isn't his body — although his body is beautiful. Not his face, not his jaw, not his broad shoulders. It's the feeling he gives me. The feeling that he sees me. That he notices things nobody else notices. That if he ever touched me, it wouldn't be with hesitation. It wouldn't be with the procedural delicacy of someone afraid of breaking something.

It would be with hunger.

I am starving for someone who is hungry for me. That is the truth. And Marcus, married, distant, untouchable, is the most concrete symbol of that hunger.

What turns me on is imagining that he also feels it. That he also thinks about it. That he also looks at me and sees beyond the competent professional and the proper girlfriend. That he also fantasizes — maybe in the same meeting, maybe at the same moment, maybe both of us sitting three chairs apart, legs pressed together, pretending to pay attention to the slides while imagining the same scene.

That excites me more than any real touch.

Knowing that someone desires me in silence. That there's a thread. That the tension isn't only in my head.

I got home. You were on the couch, TV remote in hand, in your usual shorts and old T-shirt. You kissed me on the forehead — always on the forehead — and asked if work had been exhausting.

— Normal — I replied.

Showered. The hot water washing away the smell of the fantasy. Changed into the cotton pajamas you like. Made dinner. We ate watching the news.

At ten-thirty, you touched me. That way — hand on shoulder, then waist, then your mouth on mine. A lukewarm kiss. Tongue in the right measure. The familiar routine: perfunctory foreplay, careful penetration, you moving above me while I stared at the ceiling.

I closed my eyes and thought about Marcus.

About his mouth on the back of my neck. About his large hands turning me face-down. About his deep voice saying "is this what you want, Clara?"

I came. For real.

And you thought it was because of you.

Then you turned over and fell asleep in two minutes — the heavy sleep of someone who had sex and is satisfied. I stayed awake, staring at the ceiling, feeling the smell of your body mixed with mine and thinking that I had just come with another man's name in my head.

This is the chapter you will never read. This is the Clara you don't know.

And when I write this, I don't feel guilty. I feel aroused again — just from remembering. And a little afraid. Because if I have already gotten this far, how much further can I go?

— Clara

Wednesday, 11:02 PM


Chapter 4 — March Nineteenth

There is a date I carry like a scar. March nineteenth. Three years ago.

A work trip to Atlanta. Two days, a corporate hotel downtown, those impersonal rooms with starched white sheets and beds too large for one person. Ryan stayed home. I called before sleeping, we talked for four minutes about trivialities — had I eaten, was the room nice, was it cold — and hung up with the hollow feeling that always followed our conversations. Not a fight, not hurt feelings. Emptiness. As if the words had filled the time without filling anything inside me.

The hotel had a bar on the ground floor. I never go to hotel bars alone — or I never used to, because there's an unwritten list of places where decent women don't sit unaccompanied after ten o'clock at night. Hotel bars are at the top of that list. But that night, with the weight of the strange city and the empty bed waiting for me, I went down.

I wore the black dress I'd used in the meeting — conservative neckline, knee length, nothing that would draw attention. I touched up my dark red lipstick with a slightly trembling hand. Let my hair down from the tight bun I wear for work. I looked in the mirror: a twenty-six-year-old woman, in a relationship, well-mannered, going down to a hotel bar at eleven at night for no reason.

Or for every reason in the world.

The bar was small and cozy. Dark wood-paneled walls, low amber-toned lights, instrumental music so soft it felt more like texture than sound. A couple exchanged discrete caresses in a corner, their wine glasses glinting in the half-light. An executive gestured on the phone speaking in rapid English. And behind the counter, he was there.

The bartender.

The first thing I noticed were his hands. Large, strong, with blue veins raised on the backs as he handled the cocktail shaker. Long fingers with short clean nails, no ring on his wrist, a firm grip that moved with surgical precision pouring liquids, measuring doses, garnishing glasses. The hands of someone who knows exactly what he's doing.

The second thing I noticed were his shoulders. Broad, well-shaped beneath the black uniform shirt, the thin fabric enough to reveal the outline of his muscles when he moved. His arms were strong, his forearms muscular, flexing with each gesture. His jaw was defined, with a shadow of stubble that darkened his face in a way I've always found irresistible. His mouth was serious — not from unfriendliness, but from economy of expression, as if smiles were valuable currency and he didn't spend them casually.

He saw me come in. His eyes lifted for a moment — brown eyes, deep, the color of the whiskey he was pouring — and returned to what he was doing. He didn't smile. He didn't gesture to welcome me. He simply registered me.

I took the farthest barstool, near the wall, with my phone on the counter as a shield or as bait, I wasn't sure which. The bar was nearly empty and he came to me.

He approached with the unhurried walk of someone who is never in a hurry. Placed his hands on the counter — those hands, God, those hands — and looked me in the eyes.

— What can I get you?

The voice was deeper than I expected. It resonated in my chest before it reached my ears. It had a texture of rough velvet, the kind that makes you imagine what it would be like to hear it up close, very close, against a pillow.

— A dry martini — I replied, not really knowing what that was.

He asked no questions. Simply nodded and began preparing it. I watched every movement: the generous pour of gin, the dry vermouth, ice rattling in the shaker, the olive speared with precision. His long fingers wrapping the stem of the glass as he set it before me.

— Thank you.

He inclined his head — a minimal gesture, almost nothing — and returned to the other end of the counter. He picked up a white cloth and began polishing glasses. The same fingers that had held the shaker now glided the cloth over the glass with an unexpected delicacy. Circular, rhythmic, hypnotic movements.

I kept watching. I couldn't look away.

He polished the glasses as if it were the most important task in the world. The black shirt tightening across his shoulders with each movement. His forearms flexing. The veins pulsing. His serious mouth, concentrated, his jaw tightening slightly.

I drank the martini slowly, feeling the alcohol warm my chest. The bar was quiet. The couple left. The executive hung up and went to his room. Now it was just the two of us.

With each sip, I felt the warmth spread through my body. Or perhaps it wasn't the alcohol. Perhaps it was him. His presence. The silence between us that said more than any conversation.

He continued polishing glasses, but every now and then he lifted his eyes and looked at me. A quick, discreet, professional glance. But I noticed. I noticed that he held it a second longer than necessary. I noticed that those brown eyes moved from my face to my neck, to the conservative neckline that suddenly seemed obscene.

And I liked it. I wanted him to look. I wanted him to see me.

I finished the first martini. He came to me without my having to ask.

— Another?

— Yes.

This time, while preparing the drink, he stood facing me. Close enough that I could smell him — neutral soap, clean sweat, something musky that was his alone. His hands working before me, pouring the gin, the vermouth, the ice. I imagined those hands doing other things. I imagined those long fingers inside me.

He placed the glass on the counter. Our fingers almost touched. Almost.

— Thank you — I said again.

— You're welcome.

His deep voice vibrated in the air between us. He returned to his side. I kept drinking.

By now, the martini had softened my edges. The filter — that damned filter that has followed me since childhood — was getting blurred. I let myself look at him without pretending otherwise. At the shoulders. At the hands. At the jaw I wanted to lick. At the mouth I wanted to kiss until I was out of breath.

At some point, he noticed I was looking. He lifted his eyes and held my gaze. He didn't look away. He didn't pretend he hadn't seen. He simply held it with that insolent calm I already knew from other situations — the calm of a man who knows exactly what you're thinking and is not frightened by it.

I was the one who looked away first. Heart hammering. Thighs pressing together beneath the counter. My underwear damp against my skin.

— Are you closing? — I asked, glancing at the clock on the wall.

— When you leave.

The answer hit me directly. He was there because of me. He would stay until I decided to go. The night was entirely in my hands — and in his, if I wanted.

I finished the second martini. Paid the bill. He brought the card reader, and when he handed me the receipt, our fingers touched. It was a touch of one second, skin against skin, the tip of my index finger grazing the back of his hand.

I felt an electric shock run up my arm. And I was certain he felt it too, because his eyes fixed on mine with a different intensity. Darker. Hotter.

— Good night — I said, my voice husky.

— Good night — he replied. And then, after a pause: — Until tomorrow, if you're still at the hotel.

If you're still at the hotel.

The words kept echoing in my head as I crossed the lobby, took the elevator, went up twelve floors. It wasn't an explicit invitation — he was too professional for that. But it was a door left slightly open. A possibility. An "if you want" disguised as formality.

I went up to my room at two in the morning. Took off my dress and left it crumpled on the floor. Unhooked my bra. Lay down on the king-size bed in just my underwear, the cool sheet against my warm skin. My head spinning with alcohol and him.

I closed my eyes.

And then I did something I had never done so deliberately, so meticulously, so fully surrendered. I imagined.

I imagined that I hadn't gone up.

I imagined that, after the executive left and the bar was completely empty, he locked the door. I imagined the sound of the bolt sliding — dry, metallic, definitive. I imagined he turned to me with that insolent calm and said, with the deep voice I already knew:

— Now it's just the two of us.

I didn't respond. I simply stayed on the barstool, legs crossed, heart racing. He came in my direction. Slowly. Hands in the pockets of his black slacks. Brown eyes fixed on mine.

— You spent the whole night looking at me — he said. It wasn't an accusation. It was a statement. — What do you want?

In my fantasy, I didn't look away. I didn't make an excuse. I didn't activate the filter.

— You — I replied. Simple. Direct. Without a filter. — I want you.

He didn't smile. He simply tilted his head, his eyes traveling across my body from my face to my breasts, from my breasts to my crossed thighs, from my thighs to my feet in heeled shoes.

— Stand up.

I stood. Legs slightly trembling, mouth dry, the center of my body aching. He came closer — so close I could feel the heat of his chest against my breasts, his musky scent enveloping me, his brown eyes burning into mine.

His large hand rose to my face. His calloused fingers touched my jaw, tilting my head back. His thumb moved across my lower lip — slowly, as if testing the texture.

— Are you in a relationship?

— Yes.

— And you're here.

— I am.

He made a sound — somewhere between a growl and a laugh — and then his mouth found mine.

It wasn't a gentle kiss. It wasn't a kiss that asked permission. It was a kiss that took. His tongue invaded my mouth with force, his teeth biting my lower lip, his hand moving from my jaw to my neck and squeezing lightly. I moaned against his mouth. My hands grabbed his black shirt, his broad shoulders, the warm back of his neck.

He pushed me against the bar counter. I felt the cold wood against my back, his body pressing against me fully, and then — finally — I felt the hard ridge against my hip.

He was large. I could tell even through his slacks, pulsing against my body as if it had a life of its own. My body responded instinctively — my hips moving, seeking more contact, my underwear soaked, the smell of myself rising in the air between us.

— You're wet — he murmured against my neck, his mouth moving down, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin below my ear. — I can smell you. I can smell you from here.

His hands moved down my back, found my zipper, pulled firmly. The fabric slipped from my shoulders and fell to the floor. He looked at me — in my bra and underwear, my nipples hard through the lace — and his jaw tightened.

— On your knees.

His voice wasn't a request.

I obeyed. I went down slowly, my knees meeting the cold floor of the bar, my face level with him. My hands moved up his muscular thighs, feeling the fabric of his slacks, the hardness beneath. He looked down at me with those unfathomable brown eyes, his breathing heavier, his chest rising and falling.

I unbuckled his belt with trembling fingers. The button. The zipper. His black boxer briefs, and beneath them, his thick cock pulsing against the fabric.

I pulled them down slowly, revealing each inch.

It was exactly as I'd imagined — the kind that makes your mouth water. Thick, with prominent veins running its entire length, the broad head already glistening. Exactly matching those large hands and broad shoulders and that voice that seemed made for saying obscene things.

I held it with both hands — and there was still more. I ran my tongue over the head, tasting the salty flavor, feeling the soft warm texture. He groaned low, a guttural sound that vibrated in his chest and awakened something primal inside me.

— Like that — he murmured, his large hand on the back of my neck, his fingers wrapping into my hair. — Jesus Christ, just like that.

I began to suck. With want. With hunger. Without the timidity I had with Ryan, without the fear of seeming crude, without the filter that always told me to be restrained and delicate and well-behaved. I took as much as I could, feeling the head hit the back of my throat, tears forming in my eyes, his hand tightening in my hair.

— Look at me — he ordered.

I raised my eyes without removing my mouth from him. His brown eyes were dark, nearly black, watching me with an intensity that made me moan around his cock.

— You're incredible — he said, his voice hoarse, and the words weren't an insult. They were recognition. — An incredible woman on her knees for a stranger. Is that what you are?

I couldn't answer with my mouth full. I only moaned, my eyes full of tears, my thighs rubbing together. My entire body agreed.

— Go — he continued, his hand guiding my head in the rhythm he wanted. — Suck me. Suck me like you mean it, I want to come in your mouth.

My hands worked the base while my mouth slid, my tongue tracing the veins, my lips tightening. I had never gone down on anyone with such want. With Ryan, I did it out of obligation, mechanical movements, waiting for it to end. With this stranger, I wanted it to last forever. I wanted to taste him on my tongue, feel his weight in my throat, feel his hand guiding me as if I were his.

He pulled my hair with more force.

— Stand up.

I obeyed. He turned me around, bent me over the counter. My face against the cold wood, my breasts pressed against the surface, my ass pushed back. I heard the sound of my underwear being torn — literally torn, the fabric giving way with a dry snap.

His large hand ran down my back, descended the curve of my waist, gripped my ass with force.

— So wet — he murmured, and I felt two fingers opening me, sliding inside without resistance. — So tight. Your man doesn't fuck you right, does he?

I closed my eyes. His fingers moved inside me with a dexterity that made it clear: this man knew what he was doing. He found my G-spot without hesitation, massaged it with his fingertips while his thumb pressed my clit from behind. My legs trembled. A moan escaped my throat.

— Answer — he insisted, his fingers speeding up. — Does he fuck you right?

— No — I panted. — Not like this.

— Not like what?

— Not like you.

He let out a satisfied growl. He withdrew his fingers — I felt the emptiness immediately, an unbearable ache — and then I felt the head of his cock pressing at my entrance.

— You want this?

— Yes.

— Yes what? Say it.

— I want you inside me — I replied, my voice urgent, pleading, completely surrendered. — Fuck me. Please, fuck me.

He thrust inside all at once.

Not slowly. Not carefully. One deep thrust that filled me completely, tore a cry from my throat, made my nails scratch at the counter. He groaned behind me — a hoarse, animal sound — and began to move.

The thrusts were hard, rhythmic, deep. The sound of his hips meeting my ass echoed in the empty bar, mixed with my moans and his grunts. His large hand held my waist with force — force enough to leave marks, and I wanted marks, I wanted proof that this had happened.

— Beautiful — he murmured. — So fucking beautiful. Look at how you take me. Look at how you're pulling me in.

One hand moved up my back, grabbed my hair, pulled my head back. My back arched, my breasts pushing forward, and the new position made his cock go even deeper. My eyes rolled back. My mouth opened in a soundless moan.

— You like it this way? On all fours, taking it, being exactly what I know you are?

— Yes — I moaned. — Yes. Like this.

— You're going to come for me.

Not a question.

He increased the pace. The hand that had been on my waist moved to my clit, his wet fingers touching me at the exact right spot. The deep thrusts, the skilled fingers, his deep voice — everything accumulated in a wave that rose from my lower belly and exploded.

I came like I had never come in my life.

I cried out. I didn't control it. I didn't care. Legs giving way, back arched, nails scratching the wood, my entire body convulsing as the orgasm moved through me in successive waves. He kept thrusting through my orgasm, prolonging every second, his fingers still on my clit, his cock still filling me.

— That's it — he said. — Come on my cock.

When the waves finally subsided, my legs gave out. He held me by the waist, kept me standing, and then quickened his thrusts seeking his own release. I felt his cock pulse inside me, heard the hoarse groan, and then he came — hot streams that filled me, slid down my thighs, dripped onto the bar floor.

He stayed inside me for another minute, his forehead resting against my back, his breathing ragged. Then he withdrew slowly and turned me around.

He held my face in his hands. He kissed me — a kiss different from the first one. Slower. Deeper. As if he wanted to thank me, or to mark me, I wasn't sure which.

— Tomorrow — he said against my mouth — you're still at the hotel.

Not a question.

I opened my eyes.

I was in the hotel room bed. Alone. My hand still inside my soaked underwear, my fingers still aching, my heart still racing. The fantasy had been so real that for a moment I looked toward the door expecting him to walk in.

But it wasn't real. It was my runaway imagination, years of repression exploding in a scene I had desired down to the last detail.

The orgasm, though — ah, the orgasm was real.

It had been intense, deep, the kind that leaves your legs weak and your breathing ragged for minutes. My entire body was trembling. I had never come that hard. Not with you, Ryan, not with anyone.

My fingers were still wet. The scent of my pleasure filled the room. I rolled in the bed, hugged the pillow and cried.

Not from sadness. Not from guilt.

From relief.

As if I had just remembered something fundamental that I had been forgetting for years: my body still feels. My body still wants. My body is still capable of pleasure — true, visceral pleasure, without a filter and without apology.

That bartender never knew what happened that night. He closed the bar, went home, perhaps thought vaguely about the woman in the black dress who drank two martinis alone. But he didn't know that, twelve floors above him, she came thinking about him. Came imagining the taste of the cock she never took, the thrusts she never felt, the voice calling her beautiful that she never heard.

He didn't know. But I did.

And that was the first night I allowed myself to be the woman who exists when nobody is watching.

The next morning, I had coffee in the same bar. He was there, impeccable in his uniform, making drinks for other guests. He saw me come in and nodded — polite, professional, with no trace of what had happened in my head.

— Coffee? — he asked.

— Yes, thank you.

He served the coffee. Our fingers didn't touch. I thanked him, drank it, left.

But when I walked through the bar door, I looked back. He was watching me. Just for a second, just one look — but it was the kind of look that said: I know you thought about me. And you know I thought about you.

I never went back to Atlanta. I never saw him again. But I keep March nineteenth as a milestone — the day I remembered my body isn't dead.

The day I understood that the pleasure I was looking for wasn't in a specific man. It was in me. It was in the courage to feel without apologizing.

— Clara

Thursday, 12:33 AM


Chapter 5 — What I Want When I'm Not Afraid

I'm going to try to write this part without pausing, without self-censorship, without the damned filter that makes me delete the words before they even fully form. I'm going to try because if I don't say it here — in this notebook nobody reads — I may never say it anywhere.

What I want. What I really want.

It's not to be loved — I already have that, or the version available on the market. It's not to be admired, courted, showered with compliments and candlelit dinners. I know how to receive those things. I was trained to receive them — flowers, chocolates, words of affirmation, gentle sex with the lights off. It's the safe, palatable package that doesn't frighten anyone and doesn't threaten the social standing of a well-behaved woman.

What I want is in a different department.

I want someone to look at me and feel like I have no choice but to look back. I want the kind of gaze that undresses, that evaluates, that chooses and doesn't apologize for choosing. I want the feeling of being watched from across the room and knowing — in my skin, in my nipples, in the sudden heat between my legs — that something is about to happen.

I want to be touched by hands that don't hesitate. That don't ask "is this okay?" at every movement as if I were a vase about to break. I want hands that turn me face-down with the confidence of someone who knows what they're doing and what I want, even if I haven't said a word.

I know it sounds like I'm describing violence. It isn't. It's something else entirely — it's presence. It's the difference between a man who treats me as if I were fragile and a man who treats me as if I were made of the same stuff as him: capable of desire, of hunger, of intensity.

You touch me as if I were made of porcelain, Ryan. And I am made of flesh. Of blood. Of need. Of fantasies that burn inside me while I pretend to sleep.

There is a fantasy I've carried for years. It's not sophisticated. It has no script, no scenery, no soundtrack. It's almost banal in its simplicity — and maybe that's exactly why it embarrasses me so much, because it reveals that what I want isn't a prince or a libertine from a novel. It's something more primitive. More human. Closer to the bone.

I'm in some place — a room, a street, a café, it doesn't matter. And there's a man. And he sees me. But not the way others see me. He doesn't see the competent professional, the adequate girlfriend, the good girl who knows how to behave. He sees me as I am when I'm alone. He sees me whole — the part I show and the part I hide, the light and the shadow, the hunger I pretend not to have.

And instead of backing away in fear, he comes toward me.

And I — this is the key of the fantasy, the detail that makes my heart race — I don't back away. I don't make an excuse. I don't pretend I don't want it. I don't activate the filter.

I stand still and let it happen.

The gaze arrive. The hand touch. The body decide.

That's the entire fantasy. Me, still, letting myself stop being good.

It seems too simple to occupy the space it takes up inside me. But I spend my life running away — from conversations that might go too far, from gazes that last a second beyond the acceptable, from situations where the good, educated, trained version of me acts before the other version can choose.

The fantasy isn't the man. The fantasy is me without the handbrake pulled.

— Clara

Friday, 10:48 PM


Chapter 6 — Saturday Morning

Today you went out to play soccer with friends. Every Saturday it's the same — the sacred ritual, the team shirt, the smell of grass you bring home with your sweat. I like that moment. I like you coming back breathless, soaked in sweat, with the light mood of someone who spent two hours chasing a ball without thinking about bills, deadlines, or his wife's silent sadness.

While you were out, I stood at the window.

The living room window is large, floor to ceiling, inherited from the last tenant who had architectural aspirations. It looks out over the tree-lined street, the cobblestone sidewalk, the unhurried coming and going of a Saturday morning.

There was a couple on the corner.

She had her back to the graffitied wall of the bakery. He was in front of her, his hands flat on her hips as if they were the perfect fit. They were kissing. Not a movie kiss — technical, choreographed, angled for the camera. It was a hungry kiss. A kiss from people who are in a hurry but are even more in a hurry not to stop. Their mouths found each other and separated and found each other again as if each interval were a mistake that needed correcting.

His hands slid from her hips to her ass. It wasn't a vulgar gesture; it was a gesture of possession, of intimacy, from someone who knows they belong there. She arched her body against him and I saw it — even from the fourth-floor window — the surrender. The absolute giving over of someone being kissed the right way.

My stomach contracted.

I crossed my arms against my chest. I kept watching. I couldn't look away.

When they separated, she laughed. He ran his thumb across her lower lip, cleaning the smeared lipstick. Then they walked away hand in hand, their bodies still leaning toward each other as if the separation were a violence.

I drew the curtain and went to make more coffee.

You came back at noon. Smelling of grass and sweat and life. You kissed me on the forehead — always on the forehead — and went to shower. You came back in a clean T-shirt, hair still wet, asking what I wanted for lunch.

— Anything.

— Scrambled eggs?

— Sure.

You went to the kitchen, humming. I sat on the couch with this notebook closed on my lap — not this one, the recipe notebook that serves as a disguise — and kept thinking about the couple on the corner. About the hands on her hips. About the mouth that didn't ask — it took.

Have I ever kissed like that? Have I ever been kissed like that? Has anyone's mouth ever been on mine with that urgency, that possessiveness, that kind of desire that doesn't care who's watching?

The answer hurt more than I expected.

No. Never.

You kiss me with affection, with consideration, with your tongue measured just right. You kiss me like someone checking an item off a list of marital obligations. You have never kissed me as if my mouth were the only thing that could quench your thirst.

Never.

I ate the scrambled eggs. Complimented the seasoning. Told a story from work. The morning passed civilized and functional and completely normal.

And I never said a word about the couple on the corner.

That's my specialty, Ryan. Not saying.

— Clara

Saturday, 11:20 PM


Chapter 7 — The Name I Don't Say Out Loud

There is a name I'm only now going to write.

Bruno.

Bruno is thirty-eight years old and has a presence that fills a room before he even enters it. He's tall in a way that matters — not in centimeters, it's the posture, the broad shoulders, the jaw that seems sculpted by someone who knew exactly what they were doing. He has dark brown hair with silver strands at his temples that catch the light, and the kind of lines around his eyes that only make a man more interesting. A measured voice. Hands that hold a pen as if it has weight.

He works at a partner company. We meet in monthly meetings for nearly two years now. Always professional, always with other people in the room, always with the regulation distance between chairs that prevents anything from happening. We've never been alone for more than thirty seconds — the time to pour coffee before a meeting starts, the second of a business card exchange in the hallway, the silence of twelve floors in an elevator shared by chance last October.

I remember the elevator as if it were yesterday. We got in together without intending to. The doors closed. Twelve floors. Not a word.

But the silence spoke.

It was a thick, electric silence, the kind that exists between two people who have just realized that anything they might say would be inadequate. I stared at the floor numbers. He was... I don't know where he was looking, because I didn't have the courage to turn my face toward him. But I felt it. The heavy air. The electricity on my skin. The absolute consciousness of every inch of my body that was turned toward his side.

The doors opened. We got out on the same floor. We went in opposite directions. We didn't say goodbye.

I thought about those twelve floors for weeks.

Let me be clear — to myself, here in this notebook that is my only confessional. I am not going to do anything about Bruno. I'm not going to seek him out outside of meetings, I'm not going to text him at eleven at night, I'm not going to show up in his office under a professional pretext with a private intention. Bruno is a thought, not a plan. There is a crucial difference.

But Bruno is also proof that I can still feel. That the floodgates aren't welded shut. That there exists, beneath the crust of civility and good manners, a woman who rides twelve floors in silence and feels every second as if they were words whispered at the back of her neck.

That woman is still here.

And every time Bruno enters a room, she stirs inside me like an animal that has caught the scent of the wild.

Now, being completely honest — because honesty is the only purpose of this notebook.

When Bruno speaks in a meeting, I feel his voice before I understand his words. There is a fraction of a second when it's just vibration — a deep frequency, a texture of wood, something my body registers as a call before any conscious processing.

When he passes near my chair — the air shifting, the scent I could now recognize among a thousand — my heart accelerates as if I were in danger. Or as if I were in exactly the right place.

When his eyes meet mine in some ordinary exchange, my fingers go cold. And I deliberately take a second longer than necessary to look away.

And when I get home after those meetings, you ask how my day was and I say "normal" and it's the most laborious lie I tell. Because I'm exhausted — not from work, but from the effort of seeming normal, from the effort of not feeling, from the effort of holding the public Clara in place while the private Clara screams inside my chest.

It's tiring, Ryan. More than you can imagine.

— Clara

Sunday, 9:45 PM


Chapter 8 — What Happened on Wednesday

I need to write about this now, while the blood is still pulsing in my veins and every inch of my skin still remembers. Before my mind begins to edit, to soften, to transform what was colossal into something small and digestible. Before the filter switches back on and convinces me it was nothing.

It was everything.

On Wednesday, the monthly meeting with Bruno's team ended at five-thirty. As always, the room gradually emptied — folders being gathered, phones being checked, the last bits of corporate small talk exchanged in the hallway. I was putting my papers away slowly, more slowly than necessary, straightening pages that were already straight, closing a pen that was already closed.

He was leaning against the back wall, answering a message on his phone with that calm that always undoes me. Bruno is never in a hurry. It's one of the things that attracts me most about him — that economy of movement, that certainty that time will wait for him. His broad shoulders resting against the beige wall, his charcoal gray jacket perfectly cut, his white shirt open at the collar. The silver strands at his temples catching the fluorescent light.

When I raised my eyes, the room was empty.

Just the two of us.

The air changed. I can't explain it any other way. The temperature seemed to rise, the light seemed to lower, the sound of the air conditioning seemed to disappear. There was only the room, the silence, and him looking at me over his phone.

— Good work today.

His voice wasn't procedural. It didn't carry the automatic tone of someone fulfilling a corporate goodbye ritual. It was a direct, personal, almost intimate statement — as if we were the only two people in the world and he wanted me to know he had been paying attention to me.

— Thank you — I replied, my voice coming out lower than I would have liked.

He put his phone in his jacket pocket. He made no move to leave. He stayed leaning against the wall, his brown eyes fixed on mine. There was something different in his gaze today — more intense, more lingering, as if he too were tired of pretending we weren't doing this.

— I always notice your work — he continued, his deep voice filling the empty room. — But today I noticed you.

My heart raced. The folder slipped a centimeter on the table.

— What do you mean?

— You're different. I can't explain it. Something in the way you were sitting. The way you looked at me during the presentation.

He had noticed. Of course he had noticed. Through the entire meeting, I had averted my eyes every time he looked at me, but between one evasion and the next, I had watched him. His mouth moving as he spoke. Those large hands gesturing. His jaw tightening when someone disagreed. And at some moment — some moment I prayed nobody would see — I imagined his mouth on me.

— I didn't look at you any differently — I lied.

— You did.

He moved away from the wall. He took two steps toward me — slow, calculated, like approaching an animal that might bolt. He stopped on the other side of the conference table. He placed his fingertips on the glass surface. Those same long fingers I had been watching for two hours holding his pen.

— Clara — he said, and my name in his voice was an electric shock down my spine. — Are we going to keep pretending?

My throat went dry. The air seemed to get thinner.

— Pretending what?

— That nothing is happening.

He walked around the table. Slowly. Those unhurried steps, his gaze fixed on me. I froze, the folder in my hand, my heart hammering against my ribs. He stopped within a foot of me — close enough that I could smell him. That scent I already knew from other meetings, other chance encounters in the hallway. Not cologne. Clean skin, neutral soap, and something musky that was only his. Something my body recognized as a summons.

— I'm in a relationship — he said, his voice low. — So are you. I know. I know everything that's at stake.

— Then why are you here?

— Because I can't stay away anymore.

The confession hung in the air between us. I felt my legs weaken, the heat rising from my chest to my face. He didn't look away. He didn't soften the words with a nervous laugh or an "I'm kidding." He said it with the same insolent calm I had seen in another man, ten years ago, at a party I never forgot.

— For two years — he continued — every time you walk into a room, I know. I don't need to see you. I feel it. I feel the air change. I smell you before I can locate your face. I feel your gaze on me before you decide to look at me.

— Bruno...

— And you feel it too. I know you do. You look away, you pretend you don't, you keep the professional distance. But I see it. I see you press your thighs together under the table when I speak. I see the flush rise up your neck when our eyes meet. I see your hand tremble when I walk past.

He took one more step. Now we were so close I could feel his body heat radiating against mine. My breasts almost touching his chest. My breathing short, broken, my lips slightly parted without my realizing it.

— Tell me I'm wrong — he whispered. — Tell me you don't think about me. Tell me you don't imagine it. And I'll leave. Right now. And I'll never bring this up again.

Silence.

I should have said something. Should have stepped back, picked up the folder, walked out of the room. Should have activated the filter — that damned filter that had kept me safe and unhappy for twenty-nine years. But the words didn't come. The filter didn't switch on. I could only look at him — at his mouth, specifically. That fuller lower lip I wanted to bite. That mouth I had imagined on my neck, on my breasts, between my thighs.

— I'm not going to tell you you're wrong — I said, my voice barely audible. — Because it would be a lie.

His jaw tightened. His hands — those hands I'd watched so intently — closed into fists at his sides, as if he were restraining himself.

— What do you think about? — his voice was different now. Hoarser. More urgent. — Tell me. What do you think when you're alone?

— I think about you.

The words escaped before I could stop them. Three words I had been swallowing for two years. And once spoken, there was no taking them back.

— I think about you in meetings — I continued, my voice trembling, but decided. — I think about you when I walk down the hallway where we've passed each other. I think about you in the elevator. I think about you at night, when I turn off the light and Ryan is sleeping. I think about your hands. Your mouth. Your voice.

— Clara...

— You asked.

He closed his eyes for a second. When he opened them again, they were darker. His irises nearly black, his pupils dilated. There was hunger there. Hunger that mirrored mine exactly.

— What do you think about my hands? — he asked, his voice low, almost a growl.

— I think they're beautiful — I replied, my throat thick. — Large. Strong. I think about how they'd hold my waist. How they'd grip. I think about whether they're rough or smooth. I think about them inside me.

He let out a slow breath, as if he were fighting to maintain control. One of his hands opened, his long fingers relaxing. He extended his hand. Not to touch me — just held it there, in the air between us, palm facing up.

— You can take it — he said. — If you want.

I wanted.

My hand went to his as if it had its own will. My fingers touched his — first the tips, then the full palm. His skin was warm, slightly rough, exactly as I had imagined. He closed his fingers slowly, wrapping mine, and that simple contact of our hands was more erotic than much of the sex I've had.

He drew my hand to his chest. I laid my palm over his jacket, over his heart that was beating as fast as mine.

— Can you feel that? — he asked.

— Yes.

— It's you that does this. For two years.

Something broke inside me. Or was freed. I don't know the difference.

He released my hand and raised it to my face. His fingers touched my jaw with a delicacy that contrasted with the hunger in his gaze. He tilted my head back. His thumb ran across my lower lip — slowly, as if memorizing the texture.

— I want to kiss you — he said. — But if I kiss you now, I won't want to stop.

— Then don't stop.

His thumb still on my lip. His eyes on mine. The air dense between us.

— Do you understand what you're saying? — his voice was almost a whisper. — If I start, I won't be satisfied with a kiss. I'll want everything. I'll want all of you. I'll want you now, here, in this room. And then the next day. And the day after. Do you understand there's no going back?

— I understand.

— And you still want it?

— I do.

He closed his eyes. For a second, he seemed like a man fighting an internal battle. When he opened his eyes again, the battle was lost. Or won. Depending on the point of view.

And then he kissed me.

It wasn't a gentle kiss. It wasn't a kiss that asked permission. It was a kiss that claimed, that demanded, that said finally. His mouth found mine with a precision that was almost violent — his lips pressing, his tongue invading, his teeth biting my lower lip hard enough to hurt. I tasted him: black coffee, something sweet, the heat of someone who had waited too long.

My hands grabbed his jacket, my fists clenched in the gray fabric, pulling him closer. He pushed me against the conference table — the same table where we had discussed reports and timelines an hour before. I felt the cold glass against my back, his body pressing against me, and then — then I felt the hard ridge against my hip.

He was aroused. For me. Because of me.

A moan escaped my throat. He swallowed the sound with another kiss, deeper, hungrier. His large hands moved from my shoulders to my waist, gripping firmly. His fingers dug into my flesh through the fabric of my silk blouse.

— You don't know — he murmured against my mouth — how much I've imagined this.

— Tell me.

— No — he said, his mouth moving to my neck, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin beneath my ear. — I'd rather show you.

His mouth on my neck was everything I had fantasized and more. Wet kisses, light bites, his warm tongue soothing the bitten skin. My back arched involuntarily, my breasts pressing against his chest, my hips seeking more contact.

He pulled the fabric of my blouse aside, his large fingers unbuttoning the first button. Then the second. Then the third. His mouth descended at the same time — neck, collarbone, the beginning of my breasts. The lace of my bra appearing. He stopped.

— Look at me.

I obeyed. He was looking down at me, his eyes dark, his breathing heavy. His large hand resting on my chest, over my bra, feeling my heart hammering.

— I want you — he said, his voice hoarse. — But not here. Not like this. Not fast, not hidden, not afraid someone will walk in.

— Bruno...

— When I have you for the first time, I want it to be in a bed. I want time. I want to undress you slowly. I want to taste every inch. I want to hear every sound you make. I want all of you, Clara. And for that, I need more than an empty conference room.

Tears sprang to my eyes. Not from frustration — although the frustration was there, pulsing between my thighs. It was emotion. From being seen. From being wanted not as a body to be used quickly, but as something that deserved to be savored. In almost thirty years, nobody had ever made me feel that.

— Next Wednesday — he said. — I'll reserve somewhere. A hotel. A restaurant. Whatever you want. We'll leave here as coworkers and meet as who we really are.

— And after that?

— After that — he touched my face again, his thumb wiping a tear I hadn't noticed — we find out.

He moved back. Fixed his jacket, ran his hand through his hair. His breathing was still altered, still visible in his slacks, but there was a new expression on his face. No longer urgent hunger. Determination.

— Think about it — he said. — Think about me. Think about whether this is what you truly want. And tell me on Wednesday.

— I don't need to think.

— You do. Go home. Think without the heat of the moment. Without my scent on your clothes. Without my mouth on your neck. And if on Wednesday you still want to... I'll be waiting.

He leaned in one last time. He pressed a kiss to my forehead — chaste, almost reverent — and walked out of the room.

I was alone.

Leaning against the conference table, my blouse open, my mouth swollen, my neck aching where he had bitten. My legs were weak. My underwear was soaked. My heart still hammered as if he were still there.

I touched my lips with the tips of my fingers. I could still taste him — coffee, warmth, the texture of his tongue against mine. I moved my fingers to my neck, to the exact spot where his teeth had grazed. It was sensitive. There would be a mark. A small mark that nobody would see — my collar covered it — but that I would know was there.

I buttoned my blouse with trembling fingers. Smoothed my skirt. Breathed deeply three times trying to regain control.

I couldn't.

I was still soaking wet. Aching. Aroused to the last strand of hair. I could have come right there, standing up, if he had touched me for two more minutes. And he had stopped. He had left me on the edge of the precipice, pulsing, desperate.

Go home and think, he said. As if thinking were possible.

I went to the bathroom in the hallway. Locked myself in a stall. I pressed my forehead against the stall door and slipped my hand inside my underwear. I was so wet my fingers slid in without resistance. I found my clit swollen, aching, begging. I thought about Bruno's mouth on my neck. About his large hands. About his hoarse voice saying I want all of you.

I came in thirty seconds.

Fast, intense, biting my free hand to keep quiet. My legs trembled so much I had to lean against the wall. The orgasm came in waves, one after another, and when it ended I was breathless, my eyes full of tears, completely undone.

Nobody had ever left me in that state. Nobody had ever made me come with only words, only a kiss, only a promise.

I got home at seven. You were on the couch, TV remote in hand, the same shorts as always.

— Hey, honey. How was work?

— Normal — I lied.

I showered. Did the hot water carry away his scent? I hope not. I hope some trace remained — on my neck, on my chest, somewhere I could smell later, hidden, when the longing pressed in.

We had dinner. You talked about soccer. I nodded at the right moments. At ten, you touched me — hand on my shoulder, your mouth on mine.

And I turned my head.

— I'm tired — I said. — Wednesday was a lot.

You accepted it. As you always accept things. You kissed my forehead and fell asleep in five minutes.

And I stayed awake, writing in this notebook, my fingers still trembling, my body still pulsing, my mouth still tasting him.

I won't need a week to think.

My answer is already decided.

And if there is a hell for women who desire other men while sleeping next to their partners — well, let the gates of hell open wide. Because I'm not going to pretend anymore that I don't want it.

I want it. And on Wednesday, he's going to know.

— Clara

Wednesday, 11:58 PM


Chapter 9 — The Question I Don't Ask

If there is some God, some universe, some cosmic intelligence that could answer — this is my question:

Is there a life where I don't have to choose between being loved and being desired?

It's not rhetorical. I genuinely don't know the answer. I spent my adult life assuming love and desire came as a package — that where one was, the other would follow as a bonus, that whoever loved also desired and whoever desired also loved. I spent even more time pretending that love was enough, that desire was a dispensable luxury, the cherry on top that one could very well leave behind.

Now it's two in the morning, you're snoring in the next room and I'm here with the confession that burns: love is not enough. Love without desire is friendship. Affection. Logistical partnership. It's not heat. It's not hunger. It's not that thread that runs through me from one side to the other when someone looks at me without looking away.

Now I don't know how to unlearn this.

My friend Renata has a marriage that fascinates and terrifies me in equal measure. Eight years with the same man and she still looks at him with an expression I recognize from the animal kingdom. It's hunger. It's possession. It's "I want you right now and I don't care who's watching."

I've seen her husband cross a crowded room, come up behind her, press his mouth to the back of her neck and whisper something that made Renata close her eyes and arch her body like a cat. In the middle of a birthday party. With thirty people around. And she didn't care. And neither did he.

I asked her once, with all the tact I could muster, what that was like.

— Don't you desire Ryan? — she asked in return, frowning slightly.

And I said yes. Because that's what one says.

But her question stuck to me like wet sand. Because for Renata it was natural. It was breathing. It was the air coming in and going out without effort.

For me, it's effort. It always has been. Desiring you is a conscious decision I have to make every time — the decision to ignore the lack of hunger, to ignore the tedium, to create an erotic narrative in my head while you touch me with the predictability of someone following a manual.

I don't want to make an effort anymore, Ryan. I want it to be natural. I want to smell someone and have my body respond before my consciousness authorizes it.

I want a look that makes me forget a filter exists.

I want the hunger.

— Clara

Thursday, 2:07 AM


Chapter 10 — What I Did on Tuesday

Now that the house is empty and the silence is only mine, I can write about Tuesday.

You traveled to see your parents. Two days, back on Thursday. I stayed with the excuse of work — and it was true, there was a project to review — but it was also true that I wanted to be alone. I wanted to test what the house was like without you, without the script, without the need to perform.

I finished work at five. Took a long unhurried shower. Made chamomile tea and sat on the couch with a towel still in my hair. The apartment felt larger. The late afternoon light came through the big window tinting everything gold.

And then I picked up my phone and did something I hadn't done in years.

I opened an ex-boyfriend's profile.

Victor. We dated for a year when I was twenty-three. We broke up because he was chaotic and I was — you guessed it — too organized. But Victor desired me. With urgency, with occasional ineptitude, but with a hunger that didn't ask permission and didn't apologize for itself.

Victor called me in the middle of the night to say he was turned on. Victor pushed me against the kitchen wall while pasta burned on the stove. Victor slid his hand inside my underwear at the movie theater. I pretended to be upset — "not here, Victor, people are watching" — but my body said yes long before my mouth could formulate the reprimand.

With Victor, I came for real.

Not every time, not with technical perfection, but with truth. With want. With my eyes rolling back and my nails digging into his back and the feeling of having been torn out of myself.

I opened his profile. New photo: Victor at a waterfall, tanned, older, with a golden retriever at his side. Married. Wedding photos in his highlights. A beautiful wife, lace dress, both of them smiling as if they'd won the lottery.

I closed the app.

It wasn't nostalgia for Victor. It was nostalgia for the Clara who existed with him. The Clara who came. Who was kissed on the street. Who felt hungry and let the hunger exist.

At what point did I lose her?

At what point did I trade fire for comfort and call it maturity?

— Clara

Tuesday, 10:30 PM


Chapter 11 — Almost

There is an "almost" that haunts me. An "almost" that was never lived but that I have lived entirely in my head, so many times, with so many details, that I sometimes wonder if imagination isn't a form of memory — memory of what should have been, of what could have been, of what still might be.

Six months ago. A Friday. End-of-project celebration at the bar near the office.

You weren't there, Ryan. You had a cold, or said you did, and part of me hoped it was true. I needed a night without you. I needed a few hours where nobody looked at me as a girlfriend, as a good girl, as the Clara everyone knows.

I drank two cocktails. Enough to loosen the edges without losing control — that precarious balance women learn to calibrate from early on, between letting go and keeping oneself safe, between wanting and pretending not to want.

He arrived late. A friend of a colleague, they said. He worked with something or other, came straight from the office, still in a navy blazer and white shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his forearms. The kind of man who doesn't stand out when he enters, but once you notice him, you can't stop looking.

Brown hair, slightly wavy, a little long in the back like he'd needed a cut for two weeks and hadn't found the time. His jaw covered in a full, dark beard, the kind that scratches and leaves marks. Eyes of an indefinite color — between green and brown, depending on the light. And hands. Large hands, prominent veins, short nails. No ring.

He sat diagonally across the table, three chairs away. He didn't look at me immediately. He talked to his friend, ordered a beer, laughed at something I didn't hear. But I felt it when his gaze finally found mine.

It was like a touch. Like someone had run their fingers across the back of my neck.

I raised my eyes. He was looking at me. Directly, without disguise, without the social protocol of looking away when caught. He simply looked at me, beer in hand, and held the gaze for three seconds. Then he gave a half-smile — asymmetrical, almost a secret — and returned to his conversation.

My stomach contracted. My thighs pressed together under the table. My nipples hardened against the lace of my bra.

All of that in three seconds. Before I even knew his name. Before we exchanged a word.

The bar gradually emptied. Colleagues got in cabs, called for rides, gave goodbye kisses. I should have left too. Should have grabbed my bag, waved to the group, gone home where you were sleeping with your mouth open and a tissue still in your hand.

I didn't go.

Five people. Three. Two. At some point, his friend left too, and it was just the two of us on the sidewalk. The street was quiet, that silence of eleven at night on a weekday, when the city breathes more slowly and things seem more possible.

He lit a cigarette — he didn't ask if it bothered me, and I liked that, I liked that he didn't treat me as fragile. The smoke rose in the cold August air. He looked at me through it.

— Do you live far?

— About twenty minutes by taxi.

— And you're in a hurry to get home?

The question hung in the air. He didn't smile, didn't wink, didn't soften it. He simply asked, his voice deep and calm, as if the answer mattered but wasn't determinative — as if he could accept whatever I said.

— No — I replied. — I'm not in a hurry.

He took another drag. Dropped the cigarette on the ground, crushed it with his leather shoe.

— There's a soup place nearby. Open all night. Vegetable soup, homemade bread, mulled wine. Nothing fancy. But it's good.

Soup. Almost midnight. A soup place.

It was and wasn't about soup. We both knew it. The real question was in the pause between "open all night" and "nothing fancy." It was in the way he tilted his head slightly, evaluating me, giving me space to decide.

— Soup? — I repeated, an incredulous smile on my lips.

— Soup — he confirmed, and the half-smile returned. — And then we'll see.

Then we'll see. Three words. A world of possibilities.

I was silent for ten seconds.

Ten seconds. Inside those ten seconds, a war was fought. The filter switched on — of course it did, it never fully sleeps. You're in a relationship. You're a decent woman. This isn't who you are. What would people think? What would you think of yourself tomorrow? Go home. Go back to Ryan. Go back to the life you chose.

And then another voice. Deeper. Older. Truer.

Go. You want to. You're tired of not wanting. Go with this man you've never seen before and find out what happens when you stop backing away.

— I'm tired — I heard my mouth say. — Maybe another time.

The words came out automatic, rehearsed through years of practice. He accepted it with a calm nod, without insisting, without drama. He said goodnight, got in his own car, started the engine. The tail lights disappeared around the corner.

And I stood on the sidewalk, alone, hugging my own coat, feeling a sadness I didn't know how to name.

It wasn't relief. It was grief.

Grief for the kiss that didn't happen. For the touch that didn't come. For the night that never existed. For the Clara who almost crossed the street and went back to the cage.

I took a cab. On the way home, I looked out the window and imagined.

Imagined what would have happened if I had said yes.

I still imagine it. I still take refuge in that fantasy when you're sleeping and the house falls silent and my body begs for something you'll never give.

So let me write it here — in this notebook that is the only witness — what should have happened that night.

I said yes.

He smiled — that asymmetric half-smile that changed the color of his eyes — and tilted his head toward his car.

— It's right there.

We crossed the street. He opened the passenger door for me. An old-fashioned gesture, gentlemanly, but on him it didn't seem rehearsed. I got in. The car smelled of leather and tobacco and him — a warm musk that had seeped into the upholstery. He started the engine, lowered the window an inch, and drove with one hand. The other rested on the gearshift, his long fingers relaxed, and I couldn't stop looking at that hand.

We arrived at the soup place. It was a small, cozy spot, with warm yellow lights and worn wooden tables. We sat in a corner. He ordered two soups, a basket of homemade bread, two glasses of mulled wine. Steam rose from the bowls. The wine warmed the throat.

I don't remember what we talked about. Or rather, it doesn't matter. Because the conversation was only the surface. Beneath the words, something else was happening. The looks that lasted beyond necessary. His knee grazing mine under the table — by accident, perhaps, or perhaps not. The way he bit the bread slowly, his white teeth tearing the dough, and I imagined those teeth on my skin.

We finished the soup. He paid the bill. We went back to the car.

And then the silence changed.

I don't know at what exact moment the atmosphere shifted from "two strangers at a soup place" to "two strangers who know exactly what is going to happen." But when he parked on a tree-lined street, away from the street lamps, and turned off the engine, there was no surprise. There was anticipation.

He turned toward me. His face half in shadow, half in the moonlight coming through the windshield. The dark beard, his serious eyes.

— You know why I brought you here.

— I know.

— And you want this?

— I do.

He didn't move immediately. He only looked at me — an intense, appraising look, as if he were memorizing my face. His large hand rose to my jaw, his thumb touching my lower lip with a delicacy that contrasted with the hunger in his eyes.

— You're beautiful — he said. — But that's not why I'm here. I'm here because of the way you looked at me. Back at the bar. You looked at me like you knew exactly what you wanted.

— I did.

— And what do you want?

— You.

The word hung between us, warm and definitive. He closed his eyes for a second — as if savoring it — and then kissed me.

The kiss was everything I expected and nothing I was accustomed to.

There was no delicacy. No hesitation. His mouth took mine with a hunger that came from deep in his chest, his tongue invading, his teeth biting, his large hand grabbing the back of my neck and pulling me closer. I tasted warm wine and tobacco and something wild that was only him.

My hands went to his chest, grabbing his white shirt, my fingers finding the buttons and pulling. He helped me, took off his jacket, unbuttoned his shirt with quick, impatient movements. His chest appeared — tanned, covered in dark hair, his muscles defined beneath warm skin.

— You too — he said, his voice hoarse. — I want to see you.

I took off my coat. He helped me pull my silk blouse over my head. My breasts appeared, wrapped in black lace, my nipples hard through the fabric. He stopped. He just looked. And the way he looked — as if I were the most desirable thing in the universe — made me arch my back, offering more.

— Look at you — he murmured, his large hand moving from my knee up my thigh, his thumb tracing circles on the skin beneath my skirt. — So beautiful. So gorgeous. You know you're gorgeous, don't you?

I didn't know. Or rather, nobody had ever told me that way — with conviction, with authority, as if it were an objective fact and not an empty compliment. Ryan called me pretty. Beautiful, sometimes. Never gorgeous. Never with that hunger in his voice.

— Say it — he insisted, his fingers moving higher, finding the wet lace of my underwear. — Say you know.

— I know — I lied, but the moan that escaped when his fingers pressed against the thin fabric was true. Very true.

— That's what I like — he said, his mouth on my neck, his teeth grazing. — Are you going to be good for me?

— Yes.

— Then take off your clothes. All of them. I want to see all of you.

I undressed right there, in the passenger seat, while he watched me with those dark eyes and his hand still between my thighs. The bra fell. The skirt slid past my hips. The underwear was last — he took it off himself, pulling the lace to the side, his fingers finding my wetness, sliding inside.

— So wet — he murmured, his thumb on my clit, two fingers entering slowly. — So tight. Are you sure you're in a relationship? Because your body is responding like you've never been truly touched.

I couldn't answer. I could only gasp, my hips moving against his hand, my nails digging into the leather seat. His fingers filled me, curved, found an exact spot that made me cry out.

— That's it — he said, his fingers speeding up. — Moan for me. Moan like you mean it.

— Like this — I pleaded. — Don't stop. Please don't stop.

— You like to say please?

— Yes.

— You like to beg?

— Yes.

He smiled — a predatory smile — and withdrew his fingers.

The emptiness was unbearable. My body ached, hollow, desperate. I looked at him: his bare chest, his dark beard, the hard length in his jeans that I still hadn't seen but could feel against my thigh.

— Please — I said, my voice urgent, completely surrendered. — Please fuck me. Fuck me any way you want. Your way. Whatever way you want.

— You're going to break me like this.

He got out of the car, came around, opened the passenger door and pulled me out. The night was cold, but my body was burning. He pushed me against the hood — the cold metal against my back — and removed his jeans with the same silent efficiency. His black boxer briefs barely containing the size of him.

I wanted to see. I needed to. I extended my hand and pulled down the waistband slowly, revealing his thick cock, the prominent veins, the broad head glistening. It was exactly as I imagined — the kind that fills your mouth, that fills you completely, that makes you forget your own name.

— Look at what you did — he said, his large hand wrapping around the base. — You see? You did this. Since the bar. Since the first look.

I knelt.

It wasn't planned. My knees found the cold pavement before I could think. My hands held the base, my lips touched the head, my tongue tasted the salty flavor. He groaned — a hoarse sound from deep in his chest.

— Christ — he murmured. — Like that. Just like that, you're incredible.

I began to suck. With want. With hunger. Without the timidity I had with Ryan, without the fear of seeming crude, without the filter that always told me to be restrained and delicate. I took as much as I could, feeling the head hit the back of my throat, tears forming in my eyes, his hand grabbing my hair and guiding the rhythm. He fucked my mouth with short thrusts, groaning, telling me I was beautiful, telling me I was everything he wanted.

— Stand up — he ordered, pulling my hair firmly enough to sting. — On all fours. I want you on all fours on the hood.

I obeyed. My hands flat on the cold metal, my back arched, my ass pushed back toward him. I heard the sound of a condom wrapper tearing — he was careful, even in the middle of the wildness. And then I felt the head pressing at my entrance, his fingers spreading me, his hoarse voice in my ear:

— You want this?

— More than anything.

— Then hold on.

He thrust inside all at once. A deep thrust that tore a cry from my throat and made my nails scratch the hood. He groaned behind me, his large hands on my waist, and began to move.

The thrusts were hard, deep, relentless. The sound of his hips meeting mine echoed on the empty street. He pulled my hair with one hand, keeping my head up, my back arched, my breasts swaying with each thrust. His other hand moved to my clit, his wet fingers touching me at the exact right spot.

— Is this what you like? — he growled, his voice breaking with the rhythm. — On all fours, taking it?

— Yes — I moaned. — Yes. Yes.

— You're going to come for me. Come on.

He increased his pace. His fingers on my clit, his deep thrusts, his low voice — everything built in a wave that rose from my lower belly and broke.

I came harder than I'd ever come in my life.

My back arched, my eyes rolled back, my thighs pressed against him, his name escaping my mouth like a prayer. The waves came one after another, and he kept moving through all of them, prolonging every second, his mouth on the back of my neck.

When he finally groaned and stilled, filling me completely, I was undone. Stretched out on the hood of a car, sweating, naked, every nerve ending alive and singing.

He lay beside me on the hood. We stayed there, looking up at the stars, our breathing returning to normal.

— You never told me your name — I said.

— Do you want to know?

I thought for a moment.

— No.

He smiled.

I opened my eyes.

I was in the cab. On my way home. The city passing outside the window, the same buildings, the same street lamps. The driver was humming something on the radio. Nothing had happened.

Almost. But not.

I got home. Paid the driver. Went up the stairs slowly, each step heavy. Opened the door. You were on the couch, asleep, the television on some late-night program.

I went to the bathroom. I looked at myself in the mirror. The same Clara as always — hair tied back, tired eyes, mouth without lipstick. But inside I was still on the hood of that car. Still tasting him on my tongue. Still aching.

I showered. The hot water took away the sweat of the night, but didn't take away the fantasy. I lay down in bed beside you. I closed my eyes.

And I touched myself.

Touched myself thinking about the nameless man, the voice that called me beautiful, the thrusts on the hood, the mouth between my thighs. I came in silence, biting the pillow, while you slept inches away.

And then I lay staring at the ceiling, feeling the emptiness the fantasy left behind.

Because I didn't want fantasy. I wanted reality. I wanted the scraped knees on the pavement, the salty taste in my mouth, the finger marks on my waist. I wanted to have been the woman who doesn't back away. Who goes. Who lives.

This chapter is called "Almost." But I'm tired of almost.

Next time — and there will be a next time — it won't be imagination. It will be truth. It will be skin, saliva, sweat. It will be me, on my knees, saying yes.

And I won't regret it.

— Clara

Saturday, 12:12 AM


Chapter 12 — What This Notebook Has Taught Me

Three weeks.

Three weeks writing here. Three weeks without lying — at least on this paper. It's little time to change a life, but it's enough to change the direction of a gaze.

What I've learned:

That I have been faking orgasms for longer than I admit. That the first time was not an exception, it was the inauguration of a habit. That I fake other things too — contentment, lightness, the certainty that everything is fine. That the filter they taught me to use to be a good girl worked so well I forgot it was a filter.

That the woman at the window with the warming drink in her hand is still here. She didn't die. She didn't leave. She went on standby, waiting, while I meticulously built the life I thought I wanted. And she is impatient.

That there is an abyssal difference between being loved and being seen. I want both things. I want to be loved and I want to be desired. I want the stability of us and the fire of I. And lying to myself saying that love is enough is the cruelest violence I have committed against my own body.

Tomorrow is going to be a difficult day.

I'm going to sit with you and say things I have never said. I don't have the exact words yet — I'm not that courageous, perhaps I never will be. But I have the urgency. The feeling that if I don't speak now, at twenty-nine years old, I will wake up at fifty and realize I spent my entire life pretending.

It's not about you being bad. You're not. You are exactly the man I chose — kind, stable, safe. The problem isn't in what you give me. It's in what I never asked for.

The conversation may go well or badly. It may be a beginning or an end. But this notebook, this first confession of three hundred pages, has already served its purpose. It brought me back to myself. It showed me that the woman who still feels is still here — and she wants to step away from the window.

She's going to step away.

I'm going to step away.

I still don't know how. But the wanting — ah, the wanting — is where everything begins again.

— Clara

Sunday, 11:55 PM


Bonus Chapter — The First Page of the Next Notebook

I bought another notebook. Just now.

Same drugstore, same low shelf, same black cover. The security guard was someone else — a young man with a mustache who didn't notice me. The wind on the sidewalk was warmer than that first night. Spring coming.

The first notebook is almost full. And I'm still at the beginning.

The conversation happened yesterday.

I'm not going to transcribe it all here — there are things that still don't fit into words, things that are happening in my body more than in my mind. But the essential: I sat in the living room, turned off the television, asked you to listen to me.

You listened.

You went quiet. You looked at me with wet eyes and a furrowed brow, like someone watching a scene they don't fully understand. When I finished, you said:

— I didn't know you felt this way.

Your voice had no anger in it. Only genuine surprise — the kind that is almost innocence. And that was the part that hurt most, because it confirmed what I already knew: you never saw me. Not out of malice, not out of neglect. Simply because the Clara I presented was so convincing you had no reason to suspect there was another one underneath.

We solved nothing. It wasn't possible to solve it in two hours. But I spoke. I used true words for true feelings — not all the words, not all the feelings, but enough for the air in the room to be different.

When I finished, I was silent. The same kind of silence that existed in that elevator with Bruno. But this time I wasn't looking at the floor numbers.

I was looking at you. And you at me. And for the first time in a very long time, there was no disguise.

I don't know what comes next. I don't know if you'll want to try again, I don't know if I will, I don't know if the life we've built survives the truth. I don't know if Bruno will step out of the meeting rooms and into real life. I don't know if I'll throw myself into a passionate affair or if I'll learn to desire myself alone before desiring anyone else.

But I know there is a woman underneath the layers of girlfriend, of daughter, of exemplary professional.

She is awake. She is breathing. She is wetting the pages of the second notebook.

She is going to live.

— Clara

The first page of the next notebook


END OF BOOK 1


What I Never Told You continues in Book 2 — The First Time She Was Herself.

Clara stepped away from the window. What comes next is for women who stop asking permission.

* * *


Reader's Note

If you made it here, you know Clara in a way most people never know anyone.

Her story continues in Book 2 — The First Time She Was Herself — where the notebook stays behind and real life begins.

If this book touched something you were carrying without knowing its name, please leave a review on Amazon. One line is all it takes. Every review brings this series to other readers — and sometimes, to finding something in themselves too.

Thank you for reading. Thank you for staying.

— Olivia Cross

Also by Olivia Cross:

What I Never Told You — Book 2: The First Time She Was Herself (coming soon)

What I Never Told You — Book 3: What She Discovered She Wanted (coming soon)

What I Never Told You — Book 4: No Going Back (coming soon)

Stay in Touch

If this story left something with you, I’d love to hear it.

You can write to me to share what the series meant to you, ask about upcoming books, send a note, or even tell me what you’d love to see in future stories.

?? authoroliviacross@gmail.com

Every message is read. Every one.

— Olivia Cross
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