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Chapter 1: Margins 
& Marginalia
T he light in my ocse ir the solof ow kee-dol— sowd

weeabm,efu tife—u 'ltefe— thfoCgh b kin—ok thbt 

hbrn.t ,een kbrhe— rinse the Ilinton b—minirtfbtion’ pvm 

rC::ore— to ,e 'nirhing b shb:tef on The Awakening bn— 

itr felbtionrhi: to weminirt bCto,iogfb:hyu ,Ct inrteb— pvm 

rtbfing bt tko o:en ,fokref tb,ru ri—e ,y ri—eu li-e b resfet 

p hbSenvt yet b—mitte— to myrelw’

Tb, one1 my —irreftbtion —fbwtu title— Self-Authorship 

in 20th-Century Female Narratives’ ptvr wCll ow kof—r li-e 

hegemony bn— rC,Sefrionu sitbtionr rtbs-e— li-e ,fis-r in 

b kbll pvm ,Cil—ing bfoCn— bn bfgCment pvm not rCfe 

p ,elieSe bnymofe’ Tb, tko1 b :fiSbte r:feb—rheetu :brrd

kof—d:foteste—u tfbs-ing b solCmn lb,ele— 2C,rsfi,ef pnd

some thbt hbr gfokn ,y %xP eSefy month wof the :brt riD’

TkentydriD yebfr ol—’ AhM sbn—i—bte’ Yn— b::bfentlyu b 

kombn kith tko liSer’
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p :Crh ,bs- wfom the —er-u bn— the shbif gfobnr in 

:fotert’ The ocse ir b nbffok sell ow ,eige kbllr bn— oSefd

rtCLe— ,oo-rhelSeru ebsh rhelw rbgging Cn—ef the keight 

ow bnthologieru sfitisbl theofyu bn— the ossbrionbl wofgotten 

soLee mCg gfoking itr okn esoryrtem’ By lb:to: hCmr’ 

By :hone ,C““er kith bn embil wfom my b—Sirofu Mf’ 

”bftleyu femin—ing me b,oCt oCf meeting neDt kee-’ p 

rhoCl— weel gfbtewCl’ p rhoCl— weel wosCre—’

pnrteb—u pvm thin-ing b,oCt Ueo’

pt rtbftr li-e it blkbyr —oeru kith b rmellu b roCn—u of the 

kby the bwtefnoon light wbllr bsforr the Ooof’ pvm nineteen 

bgbinu ritting in hir sbf oCtri—e b —inef in Hek ”bm:d

rhifeu the fbin tb::ing b nefSoCr fhythm on the foow’ Ueo 

ir telling me p loo-e— R,ettefF lbrt remertefu ,ewofe p sCt 

my hbif’ REoC hb— thbt rowt thing going onuF he rbyru not 

Cn-in—lyu br iw hevr oLefing hel:wCl wee—,bs-’ Rpt mb—e yoC 

reem mofe b::fobshb,le’F

p  femem,ef  no——ing’  p  femem,ef  b:ologi“ing  wof 

shbnging my b::ebfbnse kithoCt sonrClting him 'frt’ 

p femem,ef rhfin-ingu bstCbllyu :hyrisblly :Clling my 

rhoCl—efr inkbf—u ro thbt p koCl— tb-e C: lerr r:bse in hir 

kofl—’
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Thbt kbr the 'frt time p lebfne— thbt loSe soCl— ,e b 

negotibtion yoC kefe loring ,ewofe yoC eSen -nek yoC 

kefe bt the tb,le’

Ueo kbr ol—efu tkentydthfee to my nineteenu bn— he 

sbffie— himrelw li-e romeone kho hb— blfeb—y 'gCfe— oCt 

hok the kofl— kof-e—’ ”e :fbire— me wof ,eing Rmbd

tCfe wof my bgeuF khish p nok fesogni“e br the o:end

ing gbm,it ow eSefy mbn kho kbntr to mol— b yoCngef 

kombn into romething mofe sonSenient’ ”e tol— me 

khbt to kebf’ Hothing Rtoo loC—uF nothing thbt koCl— 

bttfbst the kfong -in— ow bttention’ ”e tol— me khish 

wfien—r to r:en— time kithu khish bm,itionr kefe feblirtis 

jRBby,e yoC soCl— tebsh bt b sommCnity sollegeq Thbtvr 

fer:estb,leF5u bn— hok p rhoCl— weel b,oCt my okn ,o—y’

p femem,ef rtbn—ing nb-e— in wfont ow hir ,bthfoom 

miffof onseu bwtef hev— mb—e b somment b,oCt my thighr’ 

p rtoo— thefe wof b long timeu tilting my hi:ru rCs-ing in my 

rtombshu tfying to ree khbt he rbk’ p soCl—nvt 'n— it’ NCt 

p -e:t tfying’

The felbtionrhi: lbrte— tko yebfr’ Ny the en—u p kbr b 

sollestion ow som:fomireru b kombn e—ite— —okn to b 

wootnote in hef okn liwe’ )hen p 'nblly lewtu it kbrnvt 

,esbCre p woCn— soCfbge’ pt kbr ,esbCre p ,esbme ro rmbll 
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thbt p soCl—nvt eSen weel him bnymofe’ p JCrt rli::e— oCt ow 

hir gfi: li-e kbtef’

The memofy wb—eru bn— pvm ,bs- in my ocseu rtbfing 

bt the r:iner ow ,oo-r pvSe feb— b —o“en timer’ Their Eyes 

Were Watching God’ The Yellow Wallpaper’ A Room of 

One’s Own’ p :Cll one wfom the rhelw’ ptvr The Awakening’ 

p Oi: to b —ogdebfe— :bge’ z—nb Aontelliefu kbl-ing into 

the reb’ pvSe tbCght thir rsene b hCn—fe— timer’ 2he welt 

li-e rome nek,ofn sfebtCfeu o:ening itr eyer in b wbmilibf 

kofl— thbt it hb— neSef -nokn’

p slore the ,oo- bn— loo- bt my lb:to:’ The r:feb—rheet 

glokr in the bwtefnoon lightu b 7Ciet tertbment to romed

thing pvm rtill lebfning to nbme’

pt rtbfte— riD monthr bgou bwtef b sonSefrbtion thbt 

sfbs-e— romething o:en inri—e me’ p kbr intefning kith b 

rmbll weminirt :ferru e—iting b memoif ,y b kombn nbme— 

(Cthu b wofmef reD kof-ef in hef 'wtier kho kfote kith 

b slbfity thbt mb—e my bsb—emis :fore weel li-e ket sbf—d

,obf—’ p r:ent bn bwtefnoon intefSieking hef wof the :ferrvr 

,logu br-ing b,oCt hef eD:efienseru hef shoiseru hef fegfetr’ 

2he loo-e— bt me kith thore rteb—y eyer bn— rbi— romed

thing pvSe neSef wofgotten1
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Rp —i—nvt shoore the kof-’ p shore the wfbme’ Thbtvr the 

—iLefense ,etkeen ,eing Cre— bn— ,eing reen’ EoC sbnvt 

blkbyr sontfol khbtvr —one to yoC’ NCt yoC sbn sontfol 

hok yoC hol— it’F

p —i—nvt Cn—efrtbn— hef then’ Hot feblly’ p no——e— 

blongu ty:e— C: hef 7Coteru bn— 'le— the moment bkby in 

b —fbkef p —i—nvt o:en Cntil lbtef’

Thbt nightu p ,oCght b ke,sbm’ p hi— it in my ros- 

—fbkefu ,Cfie— Cn—ef b :ile ow mirmbtshe— bn-le ros-ru li-e 

p kbr sonsebling sontfb,bn—’ p —i—nvt Cre it wof b kee-’ p 

JCrt -nek it kbr thefeu b rmbll ,lbs- eye rtbfing C: bt me 

eSefy time p febshe— wof b :bif ow ros-r’

The 'frt time p ret it C:u my hbn—r kefe tfem,ling’ p 

bngle— it bt my ,oo-rhelwu not my wbse’ pt JCrt rbk the r:iner 

ow the ,oo-ru the sCfSe ow b feb—ing lbm:u the e—ge ow b ril- 

fo,e hbnging on the ,bs- ow my —oof’ p rbt in wfbmeu wClly 

slothe—u bn— feb— b :brrbge wfom Their Eyes Were Watch-

ing God oCt loC—’ By Soise sbme oCt thinu Cnseftbin’ p 

rto::e— bn— rtbfte— thfee timer’ p blmort —elete— the khole 

thing’

NCt p —i—nvt’

p C:lob—e— it to b :lbtwofm pv— woCn— bwtef hoCfr ow 

lbtednight rsfolling’ pt kbr b rite khefe sfebtofr rol— rC,d
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rsfi:tionr to intimbte sontentu intellestCbl bn— eD:lisit in 

e7Cbl mebrCfe’ By ,io kbr rim:le1 p feb— wof b liSing’ 

2ometimer p feb— wof yoC’ Ho wbse’ Ho nbme’ FCrt b :reCd

—onym bn— b :fomire’

The 'frt Si—eo kbr 'Se minCter long’ p kofe b ril- fo,eu 

o:en bt the sollbfu feSebling only the hollok ow my thfobt 

bn— the —elisbte sCfSe ow b sollbf,one’ By hbn—r tCfne— 

the :bger rloklyu —eli,efbtelyu br iw p kefe rbSofing eSefy 

kof—’ p —i—nvt loo- bt the sbmefb’ p —i—nvt -nok hok to 

:efwofm yet’

p got 'wteen rC,rsfi,efr in the 'frt kee-’ The sommentr 

kefe :oliteu sCfioCru eSen feSefent’ 3ne :efron kfote1 

RpvSe neSef hebf— Fbnievr Soise li-e thbt ,ewofe’ Thbn- 

yoC’F Ynothef rbi—1 RThir ir the 'frt time pvSe welt li-e b 

,oo- kbr ,eing feb— to meu not bt me’F

p rtbye— bkb-e thbt nightu kbtshing the rC,rsfi,ef soCnt 

tis- C:u weeling romething Cnwbmilibf ,loom in my shert’ 

Hot rhbme’ Hot eDsitementu eDbstly’ (esognition’ The 

weeling ow ,eing reen wof the 'frt time on my okn tefmr’

The rtC—ent errby on my —er- :Cllr me ,bs- to the 

:ferent’ ptvr b foCgh —fbwtu rC,mitte— ,y b ro:homofe 

nbme— zmmbu bnbly“ing The Awakening thfoCgh the lenr 

ow ,o—ily bCtonomy’ ”ef therir ir Cn:olirhe— ,Ct rhbf:1 
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z—nb —oernvt —fokn ,esbCre rhevr —ewebte—’ 2he —foknr 

,esbCre itvr the lbrt thing rhe sbn shoore wof hefrelw’

p feb— the rentense thfee timer’ Thefevr b —fynerr in my 

thfobtu b tightnerr ,ehin— my fi,r’ p thin- b,oCt Ueo’ p 

thin- b,oCt the ke,sbm in my ros- —fbkef’ p thin- b,oCt 

the r:feb—rheet kith itr 7Ciet gfokthu bn— the kby p weel 

khen pvm blone in my b:bftmentu feb—ing to bn inSiri,le 

bC—ienseu -noking thbt eSefy ringle :efron in thbt bC—id

ense shore to ,e thefe’

p slore the lb:to:’ The bwtefnoon light rhiwtru sbrting 

long rhb—okr bsforr the Ooof’ p —onvt -nok khbt pvm 

—oing yet’ p —onvt -nok iw thir ir fe,ellion of feslbmbtionu 

b :hbre of b sblling’ NCt p -nok thbt wof the 'frt time in my 

liweu the wfbme weelr li-e mine to sontfol’

The 7Certion ritr bt the ,bs- ow my thfobtu Cnbr-e— ,Ct 

inrirtent1

)ho getr to kfite the :fotbgonirtvr liweq

p —onvt hbSe bn bnrkef yet’ NCt pvm ,eginning to rCr:est 

thbt pvm the only one kho sbn’



Chapter 2: The 
Frame
T he second video was harder than the .rstN

bot uecaIse ' didnkt gnow what ' was doinlN ' 

had the technicap setIm zezoriyed u, thenf the anlpe o- 

the cazeraf the mpacezent o- the rinl pilht 'kd uoIlht a-ter 

watchinl three tItoriaps on -aciap shadowsN bof the diqj

cIpt, was internapN The .rst video had ueen a toe dimmed in 

waterN The second reAIired ze to sIuzerleN

' sment a weeg circpinl the idea pige a cat aroInd a stranle 

ou:ectN 'kd omen z, pamtomf stare at the ezmt, recordinl 

screenf and cpose it alainN 'kd rehearse massales -roz The 

Wwageninl in the showerf z, voice echoinl o? the tipef z, 

hand tracinl the cIrve o- z, own him as i- ' were pearninl 

the leolramh, o- a coIntr, 'kd onp, ever seen on a zamN

The AIestion that gemt risinl was sizmpe and terri-,inlH 

Ehat az ' appowed to wantU
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't soInds ausIrd nowf t,minl it oItN ' was twent,jsiM 

,ears opdf a lrown wozanf a schopar o- -ezape narrativesN 

' had written mamers on alenc, and desireN ' had arlIedf 

in sezinar roozs .pped with earnest InderlradIatesf that 

the mersonap is mopiticapf that the uod, is a site o- resistancef 

that no wozan shoIpd ue shazed -or cpaizinl her own 

mpeasIreN

1It gnowinl sozethinl inteppectIapp, and pivinl it are 

two di?erent panlIalesf and ' was stipp pearninl to transj

pateN

The eveninl ' .napp, recordedf the air in z, amartzent 

-ept epectricf charled with the mossiuipit, o- sozethinl irj

reversiupeN ' had set Im the cazera in z, uedroozf -acinl 

the uedf where 'kd arranled a stacg o- uoogs and a sinlpe 

sipg scar-0deem uIrlInd,f the copor o- dried wineN ' wore 

a creazjcopored upoIsef InuIttoned to the third uIttonf 

and a mair o- hilhjwaisted :eansN ' wanted to poog pige 

z,sep-f not a costIzeN The mer-orzancef ' topd z,sep-f 

woIpd ue in the honest,N

' mressed recordN

The pittpe red dot upinged at zef matient and hInlr,N ' 

toog a ureath that shoog at the edlesN
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2'kz loinl to read ,oI a massale -roz The Awakeningf2 

' saidf z, voice steadier than ' -eptN 2Phamter thirt,jnineN 

Rdna has :Ist pe-t the doctorks oqcef and sheks wapginl 

toward the seaN2

' micged Im the uoogf the males so-t with IseN ' had read 

this massale a hIndred tizes in cpassroozsf uIt never pige 

thisN bever with the awareness that z, voice was the onp, 

thinl uetween the pistener and the sipencef that ever, maIse 

carried weilhtf that the cazera was a witnessf not a :IdleN

' uelan to readH

2The water o- the DIp- stretched oIt ue-ore herf lpeazj

inl with the zippion pilhts o- the sInN The voice o- the sea is 

sedIctivef never ceasinlf whismerinlf cpazorinlf zIrzIrj

inlf invitinl the soIp to wander in au,sses o- sopitIdeN2

", hand zoved to the .rst uItton o- z, upoIseN ' didnkt 

rIshN ' Indid it spowp,f depiueratep,f as i- ' were Inwramminl 

a li-t ' had liven z,sep-N The second uIttonN The thirdN 

The -auric -epp omenf reveapinl the pace edle o- z, uraf the 

mape sgin o- z, chestf the hoppow o- z, throat where a 

mIpse ueat pige a szapp anizapN

' gemt readinlH

2The toIch o- the sea is sensIoIsf en-opdinl the uod, in 

its so-tf cpose ezuraceN2
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", hand dri-ted powerf tracinl the waistuand o- z, 

:eansf the uItton theref the yimmerN ' didnkt poog at the 

cazeraN ' pooged at the uoogf at the words that had ueen 

written over a centIr, alo u, a wozan who Inderstoodf 

merhams uetter than an,onef what it zeant to ue trammed 

in a uod, that wasnkt ,oIr ownN

2xhe went on and onN xhe rezezuered the nilht she 

swaz -ar oItf and the voice o- the sea had smogen to herN 

The voice o- the sea is sedIctivef never ceasinlN2

'  spid  z, :eans  down z, thilhsf  the  deniz catchj

inl  on  the  cIrve  o-  z,  himsN  '  was  wearinl  sizmpe 

upacg Inderwearf nothinl -anc,f nothinl intended to izj

mressN This wasnkt auoIt smectacpeN 't was auoIt showinl 

sozeone0an,onef ever,one0what it pooged pige when a 

wozan stommed amopoliyinl -or her own eMistenceN

", hand -oInd the waistuand o- z, Inderwearf and ' 

maIsedN

The rooz was sipent eMcemt -or the hIz o- the pamtom 

-anN ' coIpd -eep the heat risinl -roz z, own sginf the 

tilhtness in z, chestf the trezupinl in z, .nlersN ' had 

crossed so zan, pines in the mast -ew zinItesf pines ' had 

drawn -or z,sep-f pines that had ueen drawn -or zef and 

now ' stood at the edle o- sozethinl ' coIpdnkt nazeN
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' pet the uoog -app to the uedN ' pooged at the cazeraf 

directp,f -or the .rst tizeN

2'  Ised  to  thing  that  -reedoz  was  sozethinl  ,oI 

earnedf2 ' saidN 2That ,oI had to ue lood enoIlhf szart 

enoIlhf urave enoIlhN That ,oI had to deserve itN 1It ' 

donkt thing thatks trIe an,zoreN ' thing -reedoz is sozej

thinl ,oI tageN BoI donkt wait -or merzissionN BoI donkt 

asg -or ammrovapN BoI :IstNNN reach oIt and lrau itN2

' spimmed z, Inderwear downf spow and depiueratef and 

smread z, pelsN

", mIss, was apread, wetf the pims spicg and mingf and ' 

-ept a 4Ish o- heat smread across z, cheegs as ' acgnowpj

edled that -act to z,sep-N ' was tIrned onN bot u, the 

cazeraf not u, the thoIlht o- stranlers watchinlf uIt u, 

the act itsep-0the aIdacit, o- itf the recpaizinl o- a uod, 

that had so o-ten ueen topd it ueponled to sozeone epseN

", ziddpe .nler -oInd z, cpitf circpinl it pilhtp,f and ' 

pet oIt a ureath that was hap-jsilhf hap-jlasmN The sensation 

was epectricf sharmf and sweetf and ' pet z, head -app uacg 

alainst the mippowN ' cposed z, e,esf and -or a zozentf ' 

was not "a,a 1ennettf Lh5 candidateN ' was :Ist a wozan 

toIchinl hersep-f Inashazedf Ina-raidN
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' mIshed a .nler insidef then twof -eepinl the stretchf the 

warzthf the -azipiar rh,thz o- z, own uod,N The cazera 

recorded it app0the so-t soInds ' zadef the wa, z, hims 

rose to zeet z, handf the lpisten o- aroIsap on z, .nlersN 

' didnkt mer-orzN ' didnkt zoan -or e?ectN ' :Ist pet z,sep- 

-eepf pet z,sep- uef pet z,sep- wantN

The orlasz caze spowp,f uIipdinl pige a wave ' coIpd -eep 

in z, chest ue-ore it reached z, mIss,N ", thilhs tensedf 

z, uacg archedf and the mpeasIre crested and urogef peavj

inl ze ureathpess and trezupinlN ' pa, there -or a ponl 

zozentf the cazera stipp recordinlf z, hand stipp restinl 

uetween z, pelsf the taste o- sapt on z, pimsN

' didnkt sa, an,thinlN ' didnkt need toN

' reached over and cpicged stomN

The video was twepve zinItes ponlN ' Impoaded it withj

oIt editinlf withoIt addinl zIsic or .pters or a cpever 

camtionN ' :Ist mosted itf raw and reapf and cposed z, pamtomN

Then ' pa, in ued and stared at the ceipinl -or two hoIrsf 

waitinl -or the shaze to cozeN

't never didN

The resmonses caze in overnilhtN 1, the tize ' woge Imf 

' had -ort,jseven new sIuscriuersf a doyen zessalesf and a 
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cozzent section that zade ze cr, in a wa, ' hadnkt cried 

since ' was a teenalerN

Sne cozzent readH 2BoIkre not mer-orzinl -or IsN 

BoIkre invitinl Is inN Thang ,oIN2

WnotherH 2'kve read that massale a hIndred tizesN 'kve 

never -ept it pige thisN2

Wnd onef -roz a Isernaze ' didnkt recolniyeH 2BoI poog 

pige sozeone who :Ist discovered sheks appowed to eMistN2

' sat at z, gitchen taupef a zIl o- copd co?ee in z, 

handsf and ' pet those words wash over zeN ' thoIlht auoIt 

Aeof auoIt the wa, hekd zade ze -eep pige z, uod, was a 

mroupez to ue sopvedf a coppection o- 4aws to ue correctedN 

' thoIlht auoIt the ,ears 'kd sment shringinlf amopoliyinlf 

editinl z,sep- down to a version that woIpd .t neatp, into 

sozeone epseks eMmectationsN

Wnd then ' thoIlht auoIt the videof auoIt the wa, z, 

hand had zovedf the wa, z, voice had steadiedf the wa, ' 

had pooged into that cazera and topd the trIthN

The mhone uIyyedN W noti.cationH bew sIuscriuerN 

Eepcozef kpiterar,pover@3kN

' szipedN

' didnkt gnow where this was loinlN ' didnkt gnow i- it 

was a mhasef a reueppionf or the uelinninl o- sozethinl ' 
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woIpd carr, with ze -or the rest o- z, pi-eN 1It ' gnew 

one thinlf with a certaint, that settped into z, uones pige 

a second sgepetonH

9or the .rst tize in z, zezor,f the uod, in z, sgin 

ueponled to zeN

' omened z, pamtom and uelan to write a new chamterN



Chapter 3: The 
Performance of 
Want
T he noticamtion amre thuogsh on m Tgedymf m-teu,

noonp yguins m derinmu on lodtaoIonimI -erinidt 

theouf thmt w .md onIf hmI- lmfins mttention toM bf lhone 

zgkkey msmindt the .ooyen yedxp mny w sImnaey yo.np 

eDleatins mnotheu aorrent uelIf ou m dgzdauiltion mIeutM 

wndtemyp w dm. m nmre thmt rmye rf zuemth amtahM

EuM CIemnou PhmIreudM Auo-eddou o- Lreuiamn Siteum,

tgue mt vtmn-ouyM Lgthou o- thuee zooxd on -ermIe mgthou,

dhil mny yediue in the nineteenth aentgufM bf mamyeria 

iyoIM The .ormn .hode .oux w hmy aitey do o-ten in rf 

yiddeutmtion thmt rf myHidou hmy sentIf dgssedtey w yiHeu,

di-f rf doguaedM

vhe hmy dgzdauizey to rf ahmnneIM
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w dtmuey mt the daueenp rf hemut hmrreuins msmindt rf 

uizdM The derinmu yuoney on muogny rep dorethins mzogt 

msenaf mny the dgzmIteunp zgt w aogIynKt hemu m .ouyM LII 

w aogIy hemu .md the eaho o- rf o.n Hoiae uemyins ?mte 

Pholinp the .et dogny o- rf cnseud roHins indiye rep 

the xno.Ieyse thmt CIemnou PhmIreud hmy .mtahey thmtM

w  aIodey rf Imltol mny eDagdey rfdeI-p  aImirins m 

hemymaheM w .mIxey to the zmthuoor mny Ioaxey rfdeI- in 

m dtmIIp rf -ouehemy lueddey msmindt the aooI lImdtia o- the 

yooup tufins to zuemtheM

Nhmt yiy it remnB Nmd dhe roaxins reB Nmd dhe ue,

demuahinsB Nmd dhep Iixe rep m .ormn tufins to ueaonaiIe 

the mamyeria mny the intirmteB w yiynKt xno.M jgt the 

thogsht o- heu deeins re Iixe thmtp eDlodey mny .mntinsp 

dent m hemt thuogsh rf zoyf thmt w aogIynKt delmumte -uor 

dhmre ou thuiIIM

w yiynKt uelIfM w yiynKt gndgzdauize heuM w :gdt Iet heu dtmf 

theuep m shodt in rf dgzdauizeu Iidtp .mtahinsM

Thuee ymfd Imteup w ueaeiHey m luiHmte reddmse thuogsh 

the lImt-ourM The gdeunmre .md dtumisht-ou.muy8 eIemno

uMahmIreudMo9aimIM The reddmse uemy8

Eemu bmfmp w hole thid yoed not deer -ou.muyM w hmHe 

zeen -oIIo.ins fogu .oux .ith suemt inteuedtM joth fogu 



bL1L jCYYCTT7"

mamyeria .uitins mny fogu auemtiHe aontentM w .ogIy Iixe 

to yidagdd m lotentimI aoIImzoumtionM NogIy fog ze olen to 

m aonHeudmtionB jedtp CM PhmIreudM

w uemy it cHe tiredM Then tenM Then w amIIey rf zedt 

-uienyp vmumhp .ho .ouxey mt m nonluoct mny hmy no iyem 

mzogt rf diye luo:eatp zeamgde w hmynKt toIy mnfoneM w 

lmaey rf mlmutrentp rf lhone lueddey to rf emup mny 

Iidteney to heu tmIx mzogt heu ymf .ithogt hemuins m .ouyM

w dmiy w hmy to sop hgns glp mny tfley m uelIfM

EuM PhmIreudp w .ogIy ze honoueyM Nhen mny .heueB

vhe dgssedtey aoqeeM L drmII am-e oq amrlgdp negtumI 

suognyM w msueeyp mny -ou the neDt thuee ymfdp w odaiIImtey 

zet.een eDaiterent mny teuuouM w lImnney ogtctdp yidamuy,

ey therp lImnney msminM w uehemudey .hmt w .ogIy dmfp ho. 

w .ogIy eDlImin rfdeI-p ho. w .ogIy :gdti-f the euotia 

aontent thmt no. yecney m disnicamnt lmut o- rf iyentitfM

jgt .hen w dmt yo.n mauodd -uor heu mt m aouneu tmzIep 

the m-teunoon Iisht amtahins the diIHeu dtuemxd in heu ymux 

hmiup w uemIikey w yiynKt neey to :gdti-f mnfthinsM vhe driIey 

mt rep not the loIite driIe o- mn mamyeria leeup zgt dore,

thins .mureup roue xno.insM
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0w hmHe zeen thinxins mzogt fogu luo:eatp0 dhe dmiyp dtiu,

uins heu zImax aoqeeM 0The .mf fog zIeny Iiteumuf mnmIfdid 

.ith erzoyiey leu-ourmnaeM wt id umyiamIM wt id neaeddmufM0

w zIinxeyM 0w mr not dgue w dee it md m luo:eatM boue o- mMMM 

aorlgIdionM0

0LII the zedt .oux aored -uor aorlgIdionM0 vhe Iemney 

-ou.muyM 0w mr .ouxins on m zoox mzogt the -ermIe zoyf 

md teDt in aonterloumuf agItgueM w .ogIy Iixe to inaIgye m 

ahmlteu on auemtoud Iixe fogM Noren .ho mue ue.uitins the 

dauiltd o- HidiziIitf mny yediueM0

bf rogth .ent yufM 01og .mnt to dtgyf reB0

0w .mnt to Iemun -uor fogM0 Ueu efed heIy rineM 0Theue 

id m yiqeuenaeM0

Ne tmIxey -ou t.o hogudM Lzogt Cynm AonteIIieup mzogt 

the diIenae o- the nineteenth aentgufp mzogt the noide o- 

the inteunetM vhe mdxey Vgedtiond thmt -eIt Iixe damIleIdp 

agttins thuogsh the dgu-mae o- rf .oux to the rmuuo. ze,

nemthM Nhmt yiy w .mnt rf mgyienae to -eeIB Nhmt yiy w -eeI 

.hen w leu-oureyB Nmd the amreum m .mII ou m .inyo.B

w mnd.euey honedtIfM w toIy heu mzogt the cudt Hiyeop 

the dhmxf dende o- uezeIIionM w toIy heu mzogt the deaonyp 

the rorent w uemIikey w .mdnKt leu-ourins -ou mnfone zgt 
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rfdeI-M w toIy heu mzogt Seop mzogt the femud o- dhuinxinsp 

mzogt the dIo.p lmin-gI luoaedd o- gnIemunins dhmreM

vhe Iidteney .ithogt :gysrentM Nhen w cnidheyp dhe 

uemahey mauodd the tmzIe mny lImaey heu hmny oHeu rineM 

Ueu dxin .md .murp heu cnseud dIenyeu mny dtuonsM

0w thinx fog mue yoins dorethins irloutmntp0 dhe dmiyM 

0jgt w mIdo thinx fog mue dtiII hoIyins zmaxM0

w lgIIey rf hmny m.mfp not in mnseup zgt in dguluideM 

0Nhmt yo fog remnB0

01og mue leu-ourins the mat o- Iizeumtionp zgt fog mue 

not fet .iIIins to leu-our the mat o- yediue itdeI-M Yot -gIIfM 

1og Iet gd .mtah fog togah fogudeI-p zgt fog yo not Iet gd 

dee fog .mntM0

Ueu .ouyd Iinseuey in the miu zet.een gdp hemHf mny 

lueaideM w thogsht mzogt the HiyeodM vhe .md uishtM wn eHeuf 

-umrep w .md the one in aontuoIp the one ouahedtumtins the 

lIemdguep the one yeaiyins .hen to dtolM w hmy not fet Iet 

the amreum dee re neeyM

0Uo. yo w yo thmtB0 w mdxeyp rf Hoiae zmueIf m .hidleuM

vhe driIeyp mny theue .md dorethins mIrodt lueymtouf 

in itM 01og dtol yiueatinsM 1og dtol eyitinsM 1og Iet the 

.mnt tmxe oHeuM0
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The aonHeudmtion enyey .ith mn inHitmtionM vhe .md 

hodtins m drmII smtheuins mt heu hore thmt .eexenyM L dm,

Ionp dhe amIIey itM L -e. .uiteudp m -e. mutidtdp m -e. thinxeudM 

vhe .mntey re to aoreM

w dmiy fed .ithogt thinxinsM

The lmutf .md heIy in m dlum.Iins 5iatouimn hogde on m 

tuee,Iiney dtueetp the xiny o- hogde thmt zeIonsey to dore,

one .ho hmy inheuitey ronef mny dlent it .eIIM jooxd 

Iiney eHeuf .mIIp dtmaxey on dheIHed mny tmzIed mny .in,

yo.diIIdM The sgedtd .eue m riD o- mamyeriadp loetdp mny 

leolIe w mddgrey .eue yonoud ou lmtuondM w .oue m dirlIe 

zImax yueddp Io.,agtp .ith heeId thmt rmye rf Iesd Ioox 

enyIeddM

w -eIt ogt o- lImaeM jgt w mIdo -eIt mIiHeM

CIemnou -ogny re .ithin ringtedp sgiyins re thuogsh 

the auo.y .ith m hmny on the drmII o- rf zmaxM vhe intuo,

ygaey re md 0m uidins dtmu in the ceIy o- Iiteumuf euotiaidrp0 

mny w .mtahey the sgedtd dike re gl .ith aguioditf mny 

dorethins eIdeM LlletiteM

The eHenins luosueddeyM w yumnx .ineM w tmIxey mzogt 

rf uedemuahM w Imgshey mt :oxed w yiy not -gIIf gnyeudtmnyM 

Lny thenp muogny eIeHenp .hen the lmutf hmy thinney to 



bL1L jCYYCTT33

m yoken ou do aoue mttenyeedp CIemnou lgIIey re mdiye into 

m dtgyf Iiney .ith Iemtheu,zogny HoIgredM

vhe aIodey the yoou zehiny gdM

0w .mnt to dho. fog dorethinsp0 dhe dmiyM

vhe .mIxey to m amzinetp gnIoaxey itp mny lgIIey ogt m 

-oIioM wndiye .eue lhotosumlhdp delim,toney mny -umsiIep o- 

.oren in Hmuiogd dtmted o- gnyueddM Yot lounosumlhiap 

eDmatIfp zgt intirmteM AuiHmteM The xiny o- irmsed thmt hmy 

zeen hiyyen m.mf -ou yeamyedM

0Thede mue -uor the Imte nineteenth aentgufp0 dhe dmiyM 

0Tmxen zf m .ormn nmrey LIiaeM vhe .md m lhotosumlh,

euKd mddidtmntM vhe yoagrentey heu IoHeudM Ueu aoIIemsgedM 

UeudeI-M Thef .eue neHeu remnt -ou lgzIia aondgrltionM0

w tumaey the eyse o- m lhotosumlh .ith rf cnseutilM L 

.ormn ueaIiney on m ahmidep heu hmny zet.een heu Iesdp 

heu efed hmI- aIodeyM wt Iooxey Iixe m rorent o- sengine 

lIemdguep amgsht zf maaiyentM

0vhe .md rmxins mutp0 w dmiyM

0YoM0 CIemnou dhoox heu hemyM 0vhe .md rmxins eHi,

yenaeM CHiyenae thmt dhe eDidteyM Thmt heu yediue rmtteueyM 

Thmt dhe .md not mIoneM0

vhe tguney to -mae rep mny the dlmae zet.een gd dhumnxM 

w aogIy dreII heu leu-grep dorethins 6oumI mny ymuxM
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0Eo fog gnyeudtmnyp bmfmB Thmt id .hmt fog mue yoinsM 

1og mue auemtins eHiyenae o- fogu o.n eDidtenaeM jgt fog 

neey to so -gutheuM 1og neey to dho. not :gdt thmt fog 

eDidtp zgt thmt fog .mntM0

je-oue w aogIy uedlonyp dhe xiddey reM

Ueu Iild .eue do-tp heu tonsge indidtentM w yiy not lgII 

m.mfM w Iemney inp rf hmnyd cnyins heu .midtp heu hildp 

the aguHe o- heu dlineM The xidd yeeleneyp mny w -eIt thmt 

-mriIimu hemt dluemy thuogsh rf zoyfp zgt thid tire it 

.md yiqeuentM Thid tire w .md not in aontuoIM w .md zeins 

roHeyp lgIIeyp .mnteyM

vhe zuoxe the xidd mny dtelley zmaxp zuemthins hmuyM

0Pore .ith rep0 dhe dmiyM

vhe Iey re to m zeyuoor on the deaony 6oouM The uoor 

.md yirp Iit onIf zf m dinsIe amnyIe on the nishtdtmnyM vhe 

aIodey the yoou mny Ioaxey itM

0vtuil -ou reM0

The aorrmny dent m :oIt thuogsh reM Yot o- -emup zgt 

o- ueaosnitionM w hmy zeen .mitins -ou doreone to teII re 

to Iet soM To dtol yiueatinsM To dtol thinxinsM

w uemahey zehiny rf zmax mny gnkilley rf yueddM wt 

looIey mt rf -eetM w dtooy ze-oue heu in onIf rf heeIdp rf 

dxin luiaxIins in the aooI miuM



bL1L jCYYCTT3C

vhe .mIxey muogny rep heu cnseud tumiIins mIons rf 

dhogIyeudp rf dlinep the aguHe o- rf mddM vhe yiy not togah 

rf lgddfp not fetM vhe .md rmllins rep Iemunins rep 

aImirins reM

0Sie yo.nM0

w ozefeyM The dheetd .eue aooI zenemth rf zmaxM vhe 

gnyueddey dIo.Ifp yeIizeumteIfp heu zoyf ereusins -uor 

Imfeud o- diIx mny ImaeM vhe .md oIyeu thmn rep heu dxin 

rmuxey .ith the Iined o- m Ii-e IiHey -gIIfp mny dhe .md 

zemgti-gI in m .mf thmt rmye rf ahedt maheM

vhe aIirzey onto the zey mny dtumyyIey rf hildM Ueu 

lgddf .md .et msmindt rf dtormahp mny w -eIt m dguse o- 

.mnt do dhmul it rmye re smdlM

0w mr soins to -gax fog no.p0 dhe dmiyM 0Lny fog mue 

soins to Iet reM 1og mue soins to dtol zeins the yiueatouM 

1og mue soins to ze the matouM0

vhe dIiy yo.n rf zoyfp heu tonsge tumains m lmth -uor 

rf aoIImuzone to rf nmHeIM vhe lmgdey mt the :gt o- rf 

hilp zitins sentIfp mny w muahey into heu rogthM Then dhe 

Io.euey heu hemy zet.een rf Iesdp mny w -eIt the cudtp dIiax 

dtuoxe o- heu tonsge msmindt rf aIitM
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w auiey ogtM Yot m lumatiaey romnp not m leu-ourmnaeM L 

um.p mnirmI dogny thmt amre -uor dore.heue w hmy neHeu 

maaeddey ze-oueM

vhe .ouxey re dIo.Ifp rethoyiamIIfp heu tonsge aiuaIins 

mny 6iaxinsp heu cnseud dIiyins indiye reM w sumzzey mt 

the dheetdp mt heu hmiup mt mnfthins to mnahou rfdeI-M w .md 

yuo.nins in dendmtionp in the uemIitf o- zeins .mnteyp o- 

zeins tmxenM

vhe zuogsht re to the eyse mny heIy re theuep temdins 

re .ith nemu ueIemdep then lgIIins zmaxM RHeu mny oHeu 

gntiI w .md zessinsp rf Hoiae aumaxey mny yedleumteM

0AIemdep CIemnouM AIemdeM0

vhe Ii-tey heu hemyp heu ahin dIiax .ith rf muogdmIM 

0Theue it idM Theue id the .mntM0

Then  dhe  lgdhey  t.o  cnseud  yeel  indiye  re  mny 

auooxey ther gl.muyp mny the ousmdr aumdhey oHeu re 

Iixe m .mHe w hmy zeen cshtins rf .hoIe Ii-eM w dauemreyM w 

dozzeyM w aIgns to heu md rf zoyf aonHgIdeyp mny dhe heIy 

re thuogsh itp heu rogth on rf neaxp heu hmny dtemyfM

Nhen w cnmIIf dtiIIeyp w .md dhmxinsM vhe Imf zediye rep 

lgIIins the zImnxet oHeu gd zothM

0Eo fog gnyeudtmny no.B0 dhe .hidleueyM

w noyyeyp rf thuomt too tisht -ou .ouydM
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The leu-ourmnae o- .mnt .md not mzogt dleatmaIeM wt 

.md mzogt dguuenyeuM Yot dguuenyeu to doreone eIdep zgt 

dguuenyeu to fogudeI-M To the tugth o- fogu o.n yediuep 

gneyiteyp gnaendoueyp gnm-umiyM

w aIodey rf efedp mny -ou the cudt tire in rf Ii-ep w Iet 

rfdeI- ze heIyM



Chapter 4: The 
Shape of Surrender
I  woke to gray light nlteriug throcgh lase scrtaiud auf 

the cumapiliar weight om au arp fra.ef asrodd py 

waidtF ,or a popeutT I fif uot kuow where I wadF bheu 

the pepory om the uight :emore retcruef iu mragpeutdE 

'leauorvd pocth ou peT py Soise :eggiugT the releade that 

haf melt like a :reakiug o.euF

I tcruef py heaf dlowlyF xhe wad dtill adlee. :edife peT 

her mase rela-efT her :reath eSeuF Iu the fip poruiug lightT 

dhe lookef yocugerT domterF I dtcfief the liued arocuf her 

eyedT the dilSer iu her hairT the way her li.d .artef dlightly 

ad dhe :reathefF xhe wad uot :eactimcl iu the souSeutioual 

deudeF xhe wad :eactimcl iu the way a wellWworu :ook id 

:eactimclT mcll om dtoried auf sreaded auf peauiugF

I fif uot kuow what to foF I haf ueSer wokeu c. iu a 

loServd :ef withoct a dsri.t mor how to :ehaSeF Lith MeoT 

there haf alwayd :eeu a .rotosolF I pafe soAeeF I freddef 
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HcietlyF I lemt :emore he soclf adk pe to dtay orT wordeT tell 

pe to goF 2ct 'leauor wad uot MeoF Buf I wad uot the 

dape wopau who haf scrlef herdelm iuto dpall dha.ed to 

nt dopeoue eldevd e-.estatioudF

I dlif oct mrop cufer her arp saremcllyT py meet peetiug 

the solf harfwoof UoorF I mocuf py fredd srcp.lef ou a 

shair auf .cllef it ou withoct :otheriug with cuferwearF 

bhe hocde wad HcietT the .arty loug oSerF I .affef fowu 

the hall to the :athroop auf d.ladhef water ou py maseT 

dtariug at py reUestiouF

Yy eyed were :rightF Yy sheekd UcdhefF I lookef like 

dopeoue who haf :eeu thorocghly mcskefT auf I fif uot 

hate itF

Lheu I retcruef to the :efroopT 'leauor wad awakeT 

.ro..ef ou oue el:owT watshiug pe with a dpallT kuowW

iug dpileF

ONoc are dtill hereTO dhe daifF OI wad uot dcre yoc woclf 

:eFO

OI fif uot kuow where to goTO I afpittefF

xhe lacghefT a lowT hcdky docufF Oxtay mor :reakmadtF I 

pake a feseut opeletFO

I dtayefF Le ate at a dpall ta:le iu her kitsheuT the 

poruiug dcu dtreapiug throcgh wiufowd that oSerlookef 
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a garfeu oSergrowu with rodedF xhe adkef pe a:oct py 

fiddertatiouT a:oct the writerd I wad reafiugT a:oct py 

.laud mor the mctcreF xhe fif uot adk a:oct the SifeodF xhe 

fif uot adk a:oct what haf ha..euef :etweeu cdF xhe 

treatef pe like a solleagceT a .eerT a .erdou whode iutellest 

dhe red.estefF

It wad fidorieutiugF I haf e-.estef awkwarfueddT or 

wordeT a dc:tle .ower .layF IudteafT dhe oAeref pe eggd auf 

soAee auf the kiuf om souSerdatiou I haf alwayd sraSef :ct 

ueSer kuowu how to adk morF

ONoc are thiukiug too harfTO dhe daifT dettiug fowu her 

morkF OI sau dee it iu yocr moreheafF bhe little sreade :eW

tweeu yocr :rowdFO

I tocshef py mase delmWsoudsiocdlyF OI ap tryiug to cuW

ferdtauf what thid peaudFO

Obhid0O xhe gedtcref :etweeu cdF OIt peaud I nuf yoc 

madsiuatiugF It peaud I wautef to tocsh yocF It peaud I 

waut to tocsh yoc agaiuF zoed it ueef to peau pore thau 

that0O

O8oF 2ct I ap uot cdef to thiugd :eiug dip.leFO

Obheu let thid :e dip.leFO xhe reashef asrodd the ta:le 

auf took py haufF OI ap uot goiug to pake fepaufdF I 

ap uot goiug to slaip yocF I ap goiug to oAer yoc py 
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atteutiou auf py :ofy auf py piufT mor ad loug ad yoc 

waut thepF bhat id allFO

I dHceeCef her nugerdF OBuf im I waut thep mor a loug 

tipe0O

Obheu I ap a Sery lcsky wopauFO

Le d.eut the redt om the fay togetherF xhe dhowef pe 

her li:raryT her sollestiou om rare nrdt efitioudT her cu.c:W

lidhef paucdsri.tdF xhe reaf pe a .addage mrop a uoSel dhe 

wad workiug ouT a dseue a:oct two wopeu iu a jaridiau 

a.artpeut iu the 43q1dT their haufd iutertwiuef cufer a 

dilk dheetF I lidteuef with py whole :ofyT the worfd Si:ratW

iug throcgh pe like a .hydisal tocshF

2y eSeuiugT I wad e-hacdtef auf e-hilaratefF I haf uot 

thocght a:oct py shauuelT py dc:dsri:erdT or py fidderW

tatiou iu hocrdF I haf :eeu .redeutT mclly .redeutT iu a way 

I haf uot allowef pydelm to :e iu yeardF

Lheu I nually lemtT dhe kiddef pe at the foorT domt auf 

cuhcrriefT auf daifT O5ope :ask wheueSer yoc likeF bhe 

foor id culoskefFO

I walkef hope throcgh the fark dtreetdT py heeld sliskW

iug agaiudt the .aSepeutT py piuf a whirl om ip.reddioud 

auf epotioudF I kuew I woclf retcruF I soclf meel it iu py 

:ouedT a .cll that wad fee.er thau logis or sactiouF
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bhe ue-t poruiugT I dat iu mrout om py la.to.T the sapW

era farkT auf thocght a:oct what I wautef to fo ue-tF Yy 

ladt Sifeo haf :eeu well reseiSefF 5oppeutd .raidef itd 

actheutisityT itd heatT the way I haf let pydelm :e SclueraW

:leF 2ct I kuewT with the slarity 'leauor haf giSeu peT that 

I haf ouly dsratshef the dcrmaseF

I wautef to sreate dopethiug that sa.tcref the uew 

cuferdtaufiug I haf mocuf iu her :efF 8ot a .ermorpause 

om fedireT :ct fedire itdelmF DawT cuefitefT cua.ologetisF I 

wautef to let the sapera dee pe ueefF

I d.eut the week .lauuiugF I wrote a dsri.tT theu tore it 

c.F xsri.td were the o..odite om what I ueefefF I fesifef to 

work withoct a .lauT to let the deddiou cumolf orgauisallyT 

to trcdt that py :ofy auf py waut woclf gcife peF

I shode a xatcrfay amteruoouF bhe light wad goofT golfW

euT auf warpF I det c. py sapera ou a tri.of iu py liSiug 

roop auf af>cdtef the augle to sa.tcre the mcll leugth 

om the socshF I cufreddef dlowlyT feli:eratelyT uot mor the 

sapera :ct mor pydelmF I wautef to meel the air ou py dkiuT 

the mreefop om :eiug cuslothef withoct au acfieuse iu 

piufF

Lheu I wad reafyT I .reddef resorfF
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I dat ou the socshT legd sroddefT auf lookef firestly iuto 

the leudF OI haSe :eeu thiukiug a:oct what it peaud to 

waut dopethiugTO I daifT py Soise dteafyF O8ot to .ermorp 

wautiugT :ct to astcally meel itF bo let it take oSerF I haSe 

:eeu learuiug that leddou mrop dopeoue who cuferdtaufd 

it :etter thau auyoue I haSe eSer petFO

I .acdefT lettiug the dileuse dtretshF Obhid Sifeo id mor 

herF Buf mor peF Buf mor auyoue who had eSer :eeu amraif 

to afpit what they trcly sraSeFO

I cusroddef py legd auf leauef :askT py hauf dlifiug 

fowu py dtopashT py nugerd trasiug the liue om py hi.F I 

slodef py eyed auf let pydelm repep:er 'leauorvd pocthT 

her haufdT the way dhe haf soppaufef pe to dto. firestW

iug auf dtart dcrreuferiugF

I let the pepory wadh oSer peT auf I melt the heat :cilf 

iu py :ellyT the dliskuedd :etweeu py thighdF I tocshef 

pydelm withoct hcrryT withoct shoreogra.hyT lettiug py 

nugerd nuf their owu rhythpF I poauefT uot mor the sapW

eraT :ct :esacde the deudatiou wad too real to soutaiuF

I thocght a:oct 'leauorvd SoiseT the way dhe haf daif 

py uape like a .rayerF I thocght a:oct the .hotogra.hd om 

Blisevd loSerdT sa.tcref iu popeutd om geuciue .leadcreF I 

thocght a:oct all the wopeu who haf hiffeu their fedire 
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mor seutcriedT auf I melt a nerseT alpodt Sioleut gratitcfe 

that I fif uot haSe to hife auyporeF

Yy nugerd poSef madterF I arshef py :askT py :reath 

sopiug iu dhort gad.dF bhe orgadp :cilt dlowlyT a waSe that 

gatheref morse ad it rollef towarf dhoreF I fif uot nght itF 

I fif uot holf :askF I let it sradh throcgh peT py :ofy 

dhcfferiugT py sry raw auf cugcarfefF

I lay there amterwarfT :reathiug harfT py hauf dtill redtW

iug :etweeu py legdT the sapera dtill resorfiugF I fif uot 

poSe mor a loug tipeF I let pydelm :e deeuT uot ad a .erW

morperT :ct ad a wopau who haf >cdt :eeu thorocghlyT 

houedtly .leadefF

Lheu I nually dat c. auf dto..ef the resorfiugT I melt a 

dtrauge lightueddF I haf uot .lauuefF I haf uot efitefF I haf 

dip.ly :eeuF

I c.loafef the Sifeo withoct watshiug it nrdtF I titlef it 

Obhe xha.e om xcrreuferO auf wrote a dhort fedsri.tiouE 

B pefitatiou ou lettiug goF zefisatef to 'F

bhe soppeutd sape HcisklyF xope were soumcdefT adkW

iug im I wad okayT uotiug that the Sifeo melt fiAereut mrop 

py .reSiocd workF ?therd were esdtatisT .raidiug the rawW

ueddT the actheutisityT the lask om artinseF B mew were augryT 

asscdiug pe om delliug oct or :esopiug too epotioualF
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I fif uot sareF I haf pafe the Sifeo mor pydelm auf mor 

'leauorT auf I haf dcsseefef iu sa.tcriug dopethiug realF

bhat uightT I reseiSef a peddage mrop herF It wad dhortT 

ouly two worfdE I dawF

I dpilefT py heart dwelliug with a warpth I haf uot melt 

iu yeardF

I re.liefE 5ope dee it iu .erdouF

xhe fifF xhe sape to py a.artpeut the ue-t eSeuiugT 

auf I dhowef her the Sifeo ou py la.to.T py :ofy .reddef 

agaiudt herd ad we watshefF Lheu it eufefT dhe tcruef to 

peT her eyed fark with wautF

ONoc are learuiugTO dhe daifF O2ct there id dtill pore to 

fidsoSerFO

xhe .cdhef pe :ask outo the socshT her haufd nufiug 

the :cttou om py >eaudF OMet pe teash yocFO

Buf I let herF I dcrreuferef agaiuT uot ad a .ermorpauseT 

:ct ad a .rastiseF 'ash tipe dhe tocshef peT I releadef a 

little pore om the soutrol I haf slcug to mor do lougF 'ash 

tipe I sapeT I :roke o.eu a little wiferF

bhat uightT I cuferdtoof that dcrreufer wad uot weakW

ueddF It wad the :raSedt thiug I haf eSer foueF It wad the 

shoise to trcdt auother .erdou with the podt Scluera:le 
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.artd om pydelmF It wad the fesidiou to dto. hifiug :ehiuf 

the sapera auf dtart liSiug iu mrout om itF

I mell adlee. iu her arpdT py sheek agaiudt her shedtT her 

heart:eat dteafy :eueath py earF Buf I kuewT with a serW

taiuty that melt like mateT that thid wad ouly the :egiuuiugF



Chapter 5: The 
Unfolding
I  packed a small bag on Thursday morning, the week 

after Eleanor's vrst .isit to my apartmentS "he had 

in.ited me to her cabin in the mountains, a place she 

described as her sanctuary, where she went to write and 

think and disappear from the worldS I said yes without 

hesitation, e.en though my dissertation deadline loomed 

and my channel had started to attract more attention than 

I knew how to handleS

The comments on zThe "hape of "urrenderz had been 

polariOingS "ome .iewers lo.ed the raw honestyS Athers 

accused me of becoming too soft, too sentimental, too 

dependent on a single museS x few had speculated openly 

about who E was, and I had to resist the urge to respond, to 

defend the pri.acy of what Eleanor and I were buildingS I 

reminded myself that I did not owe anyone an eMplanationS 

Hy content was mine to create, mine to controlS



TUE xRTUAF AW UEF ANY "TAF3 7-

I dro.e north for three hours, the city shrinking in my 

rear.iew mirrorS The landscape changed from concrete to 

trees, from noise to silenceS I rolled down the window and 

let the cool air hit my face, the smell of pine and earth vlling 

the carS I had not realiOed how much I needed to breathe 

until I was far enough away that the air tasted dijerentS

The cabin was nestled at the end of a gra.el road, a modB

est structure of dark wood and stone, surrounded by forB

estS "moke rose from the chimneyS x porch swing swayed 

in the breeOeS Eleanor stood in the doorway, wearing a 

thick sweater and 8eans, her hair loose around her shoulB

dersS "he looked like she belonged there, like the cabin had 

been built around herS

I parked and climbed out, my boots crunching on the 

gra.elS "he met me halfway, pulling me into a hug that 

smelled of woodsmoke and la.enderS

z3ou made it,z she said, her .oice warm against my earS

zI made itSz

Inside, the cabin was coOy and cluttered with booksS 

"tacks of them on the qoor, on the tables, on the winB

dowsillsS x vre crackled in the stone hearthS The kitchen 

was small but in.iting, with a cast iron pot on the sto.e 

and a loaf of bread on the counterS
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zThis is where you wrote your book,z I said, running my 

vngers along the spines of worn paperbacksS

zThis is where I wrote all of themSz "he came up behind 

me and wrapped her arms around my waistS zxnd this 

is where I want to write the neMt one, with you as my 

inspirationSz

I turned in her arms and kissed her, slow and deepS The 

taste of her was familiar now, but still eMciting, still new 

enough to make my stomach qipS

"he led me to the bedroom, a small room with a large 

bed co.ered in Guilts and pillowsS The window looked out 

onto the forest, the trees swaying in the windS "he sat me 

on the edge of the bed and knelt in front of me, her hands 

on my kneesS

zI want to try something,z she saidS zI want you to let me 

take control completelyS Yo GuestionsS Yo hesitationS Pust 

trustSz

I swallowedS The word trust felt hea.y, loaded with all 

the times I had gi.en it and had it brokenS Jut Eleanor was 

not the people who had hurt meS "he had earned my trust 

through patience and consistency and the way she looked 

at me like I was the only thing in the world worth seeingS

zAkay,z I saidS
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"he smiled, a slow, satisved cur.e of her lipsS z0oodSz

"he undressed me piece by piece, folding each garment 

and setting it asideS Nhen I was naked, she had me lie back 

on the bed, my arms abo.e my headS "he produced a length 

of soft silk from her pocket, and I felt a 8olt of anticipationS

zTrust,z she repeated, and I noddedS

"he tied my wrists together loosely, then fastened the silk 

to the headboardS I tested the restraintS I could escape if I 

needed to, but the message was clearS I was hers to touchS

"he took her time eMploring my bodyS Uer hands were 

warm, her touch deliberateS "he traced the line of my colB

larbone, the cur.e of my ribs, the dip of my waistS "he 

a.oided the places where I wanted her most, teasing me 

with proMimity without satisfactionS

zTell me what you want,z she said, her mouth ho.ering 

o.er my nippleS

z3ouS 3our mouthS E.erywhereSz

"he laughed softlyS zThat is not specivc enoughSz

I strained against the silk, my hips lifting in.oluntarilyS 

z3our mouth on my pussyS 1leaseSz

zJetterSz

"he lowered her head and took my nipple into her 

mouth, sucking gently, then harderS I gasped, arching into 
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herS "he switched to the other side, her hand sliding down 

my belly, her vngers vnding my wetnessS

z3ou are already so ready for me,z she murmured against 

my skinS zI lo.e how responsi.e you areSz

"he kissed her way down my stomach, her tongue cirB

cling my na.el, her breath warm on my skinS Nhen she 

reached my thighs, she spread them wide, her eyes meeting 

mineS

zNatch me,z she saidS

I watched as she lowered her head, as her tongue found 

my clit, as she licked me with long, slow strokes that made 

my .ision blurS I watched as she slipped two vngers inside 

me, curling them to hit that spot that made my toes curlS 

I watched her pleasure me, her focus absolute, her dedicaB

tion undi.idedS

The orgasm built slowly, a deep, rolling wa.e that started 

in my core and spread through my limbsS I did not hold 

backS I let it take me, my cries vlling the room, my body 

trembling against the restraintsS

"he did not stopS "he kept licking, kept fucking me with 

her vngers, drawing out the sensation until I thought I 

might shatterS xnd then she pulled back, lea.ing me ho.B

ering on the edgeS
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zYot yet,z she said, her .oice huskyS zI want to see you 

come undone againSz

"he mo.ed her vngers faster, her tongue circling my clit 

with relentless precisionS I felt the second wa.e building, 

stronger than the vrst, and I let myself fall into itS I came 

with a scream, my .ision going white, my entire body 

clenching around her vngersS

Nhen I vnally opened my eyes, she was lying beside me, 

her chin wet with my release, her smile soft and proudS

zThat was beautiful,z she saidS

I laughed breathlesslyS z3ou are going to kill meSz

zYot todayS Today I am going to take care of youSz

"he untied my wrists and rubbed the circulation back 

into themS "he brought me water and made me drinkS "he 

wrapped me in a blanket and held me while my heart rate 

slowedS

5ater, we ate bread and cheese and drank red wine by the 

vreS "he read to me from a manuscript she was working 

on, a story about a woman who falls in lo.e with the seaS 

I listened with my head in her lap, her .oice washing o.er 

me like wa.esS

z3ou are teaching me something,z I said, looking up at 

herS
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zNhat is that?z

zUow to be stillS Uow to let someone else hold the reins 

without losing myselfSz

"he stroked my hairS z3ou are not losing yourselfS 3ou 

are vnding parts of yourself you did not know eMistedSz

Ne went to bed early, tangled together under the GuiltsS 

"he fucked me again, this time with me on top, my hands 

pressed to her chest, her hips rising to meet mineS I rode 

her until we both came, our bodies slick with sweat, our 

breathing raggedS

In the middle of the night, I woke to the sound of wind 

and the warmth of her body against mineS I lay awake 

for a long time, thinking about the woman I had been a 

month ago, the woman who had thought control was the 

only path to freedomS I had been wrongS True freedom 

came from choosing to surrender, from gi.ing yourself to 

someone who deser.ed the giftS

I pressed a kiss to Eleanor's shoulder and closed my eyesS

The neMt morning, we hiked through the forest to a hidB

den lakeS The water was cold, but we stripped and waded 

in anyway, our laughter echoing oj the treesS "he pulled 

me into her arms, the water up to our chests, and kissed 

me with a tenderness that made my heart acheS
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zI want you to vlm something here,z she saidS

I blinkedS zUere? In the lake?z

zI want you to make a .ideo that is not about perforB

manceS I want you to let the camera see you as I see youS 

Yot as a goddess on a pedestalS Yot as a performerS xs a 

woman who is learning to let herself be lo.edSz

I considered itS The idea terrived meS It was one thing to 

perform desire in a controlled spaceS It was another to be 

authentic in a place that was wild and unpredictableS

Jut I trusted herS

I set up my phone on a rock, propped against a logS I 

ad8usted the angle to capture the lake, the trees, the skyS 

Then I stood in the water, facing the camera, and let myself 

be seenS

I did not talkS I did not eMplainS I simply stood there, 

naked and .ulnerable, the cold water lapping at my thighsS 

I closed my eyes and felt the sun on my face, the breeOe on 

my skinS I let myself eMist without agenda, without scriptS

Then I turned to Eleanor and held out my handS "he 

came to me, and I kissed her, the camera capturing e.eryB

thingS

Ne made lo.e in the water, slow and gentle, our bodies 

mo.ing together like the rhythm of the lakeS I did not 
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think about how I looked or what the .iewers would thinkS 

I thought only about the woman in my arms, the way she 

made me feel, the gratitude that swelled in my chestS

Nhen we vnished, I retrie.ed the phone and stopped 

the recordingS I did not check the footageS I did not need 

toS

That e.ening, I uploaded the .ideo without a title, withB

out a descriptionS I let it speak for itselfS

The response was immediate and o.erwhelmingS ThouB

sands of comments qooded in, not asking who E was anyB

more, but thanking me for the honesty, for the beauty, for 

showing that intimacy could be soft and verce at the same 

timeS

I read them curled up on the couch, Eleanor's arm 

around me, the vre cracklingS

z3ou ha.e created something important,z she saidS z3ou 

are changing the way people think about desireSz

zI am 8ust following your leadSz

"he shook her headS zYoS 3ou are following your ownS I 

am 8ust the mirror that helps you see yourselfSz

I set my phone aside and turned to face herS zI do not 

want this to endSz

zIt does not ha.e toS Yot if we do not want it toSz
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I kissed her, tasting the future on her lipsS x future I was 

not afraid to want, not afraid to claimS

The cabin, the lake, the woman beside meS Yone of it 

was a fantasyS It was real, as real as the beat of my heart, as 

real as the release I had learned to welcomeS

I let myself fall asleep in her arms, knowing that toB

morrow would bring new challenges, new Guestions, new 

.ideosS Jut I was not the same woman who had started this 

8ourneyS I was stronger, softer, more awakeS

I was ready for whate.er came neMtS



Chapter 6: The 
Weight of Becoming
I  stayed at the cabin for three more days. Three days 

of waking to Eleanor's body pressed against mine, of 

couee on the porch while the mist lifted from the lake, of 

reading manvscripts by -relight and making loje in ejery 

room of that tiny wooden sanctvary. I learned the geograO

phy of her skin, the sovnds she made when I tovched her 

xvst right, the way her breath hitched when I whispered 

her name.

qn the last morning, I packed my bag slowly, relvctant 

to leaje the cocoon we had bvilt. Eleanor sat on the edge of 

the bed, watching me fold my clothes with an e"pression I 

covld not Yvite read.

AHov covld stay,A she said Yvietly. AUnother week. UnO

other month. The semester is almost ojer.A

I stopped and tvrned to face her. The ouer hvng in the 

air between vs, tempting and terrifying. I thovght abovt 
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my dissertation, the halfOwritten chapters scattered across 

my desk. I thovght abovt my channel, the thovsands of 

svbscribers waiting for my ne"t vpload. I thovght abovt 

the life I had bvilt in the city, the one I had fovght so hard 

to claim as my own.

AI cannot,A I said, and the words felt like a splinter in my 

throat. A4ot yet. I haje to -nish what I started.A

7he nodded, her eyes soft with vnderstanding. AI know. 

That is one of the things I loje abovt yov.A

The word loje hit me like a waje. Se had not said it 

before, not ovt lovd. I crossed the room and knelt in front 

of her, taking her hands in mine.

AI loje yov too,A I said, the syllables strange and beavtifvl 

on my tongve. AI did not e"pect this. Uny of this. 8vt I do 

not want to lose it.A

AHov will not lose it.A 7he pvlled me into her arms. AThis 

is not goodbye. This is xvst a pavse.A

I droje back to the city with her words echoing in my 

head. The highway stretched ahead of me, the movntains 

shrinking in the rearjiew mirror once more. I thovght 

abovt the woman I had been when I -rst met Eleanor, the 

one who had been so afraid of svrrender, so conjinced that 
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control was the only path to freedom. That woman felt like 

a stranger now.

zy apartment felt smaller when I retvrned. The walls 

seemed to close in, the silence heajier than I remembered. 

I dropped my bag by the door and walked to my desk, 

where my laptop sat waiting. I had a hvndred emails from 

jiewers, a do:en from colleagves, and one from my departO

ment chair reminding me of an vpcoming symposivm on 

contemporary Umerican literatvre.

I ignored them all and opened my jideo editor instead.

The footage from the lake was raw and vnpolished. I 

watched it three times, each time noticing something new. 

The way the light cavght the water droplets on my skin. 

The way Eleanor's hand looked against my hip. The way 

we mojed together, not like performers bvt like two peoO

ple who trvsted each other completely.

I posted it withovt any edits. 4o mvsic, no joiceojer, 

no title. 9vst the jideo and a simple caption5 AThis is what 

trvst looks like.A

The response was immediate. Sithin an hovr, the jideo 

had ojer ten thovsand jiews. The comments were a mi"O

tvre of awe and confvsion. 7ome jiewers said it was the 

most beavtifvl thing they had ejer seen. qthers demanded 
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to know who the woman with me was. U few accvsed me 

of selling ovt, of becoming too mainstream, of losing my 

edge.

I read ejery comment, letting each one wash ojer me. 

The criticism stvng, bvt not as mvch as it wovld haje a 

month ago. I vnderstood now that my content was not for 

ejeryone. It was for the people who needed to see someone 

like me, someone who was not afraid to be jvlnerable and 

powerfvl at the same time.

That night, I -lmed a follow vp jideo. I sat in front of 

my camera, naked and vnashamed, and I spoke from the 

heart.

A7ome of yov haje asked why I am showing less. Shy I 

am hiding my face less. Shy the woman in my last jideo is 

not xvst a pair of hands or a shadow.A I pavsed, letting the 

silence hang. AThe answer is simple. I fovnd someone who 

sees me. 4ot as a fantasy. 4ot as a proxect. Us a person. Und 

I want to show yov what that looks like, ejen if it is messy. 

Ejen if it is vncomfortable. 8ecavse that is what real desire 

looks like. It does not -t into neat categories. It does not 

follow a script. It xvst is.A

I did not mention Eleanor by name. I did not haje to. 

The message was clear.
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The jideo went jiral. 4ot in the way my earlier jideos 

had gone jiral, with clicks and shares and shallow praise. 

This was diuerent. It sparked conjersations. Ceople wrote 

essays abovt it. qther creators reached ovt to thank me for 

pajing the way for a more honest kind of erotic content.

zy svbscriber covnt tripled. zy inbo" ojerVowed. Und 

my department chair sent me another email, this one with 

a more vrgent tone.

I opened it and read it three times.

Lr. 8ennett, I hope this message -nds yov well. I am 

writing to remind yov of the vpcoming symposivm on 

1ontemporary 2oices in Umerican 3iteratvre. Se wovld 

be honored to haje yov present on yovr dissertation reO

search. Udditionally, I haje receijed some concerning reO

ports from colleagves regarding yovr, shall we say, e"O

tracvrricvlar actijities. I wovld like to discvss this matter 

with yov at yovr earliest conjenience.

zy stomach dropped. I had known this was coming. 

The internet was not anonymovs, not really. It was only 

a matter of time before my academic life and my content 

creation life collided.

I closed the email and stared at the wall for a long time. 

Then I picked vp my phone and called Eleanor.
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AI think I am in trovble,A I said, my joice steadier than I 

felt.

ATell me ejerything.A

I told her abovt the email, abovt the symposivm, abovt 

the implied threat to my academic career. 7he listened 

withovt interrvpting, and when I -nished, she was Yviet 

for a moment.

AThis is a crossroads,A she said -nally. AHov can hide. Hov 

can apologi:e. Hov can delete ejerything and pretend none 

of this happened. qr yov can walk into that symposivm 

and own ejery part of who yov are.A

AEasier said than done.A

AI know. 8vt yov are not the same woman who started 

this xovrney. Hov haje the tools. Hov haje the clarity. Und 

yov haje me.A

I closed my eyes and let her words sink in. 7he was right. 

I had spent my whole life hiding parts of myself to make 

other people comfortable. I had shrvnk myself for 3eo. 

I had mvted myself for my professors. I had performed 

for my jiewers, always gijing them what I thovght they 

wanted instead of what I trvly was.

4o more.
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AI am going to do it,A I said. AI am going to present at the 

symposivm. Und I am going to tell them ejerything.A

A4ot ejerything,A she said, and I covld hear the smile in 

her joice. A7ome things are xvst for vs.A

I lavghed, the tension breaking. ANair enovgh.A

The symposivm was three weeks away. I spent those 

weeks preparing, not xvst my academic presentation bvt 

my response to the inejitable Yvestions. I talked to a lawyer 

who speciali:ed in digital rights. I consvlted with a theraO

pist who helped me articvlate my bovndaries. I wrote and 

rewrote my speech vntil ejery word felt trve.

Eleanor came to the city a week before the ejent. 7he 

stayed at my apartment, and we spent the nights tangled 

together, her body a reminder of what I was -ghting for. 

7he read my speech and ouered notes. 7he held me when 

I dovbted myself. 7he fvcked me vntil I forgot my own 

name, and then she held me while I slept.

The morning of the symposivm, I woke before svnrise. 

I lay in bed, watching Eleanor sleep, her face peacefvl and 

vngvarded. I traced the cvrje of her cheek with my -nger, 

and she stirred, her eyes Vvttering open.

AToday is the day,A she said.

AToday is the day.A
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7he kissed me softly, then sat vp. AI will be in the avO

dience. Nront row. If yov need to look at someone who 

beliejes in yov, look at me.A

I dressed in a -tted bla:er and high waisted trovsers. 

Crofessional bvt not hiding. I left my hair down. I wore a 

necklace Eleanor had gijen me, a small siljer charm shaped 

like a waje.

The symposivm was held in the vnijersity's main avdiO

torivm. Wows of seats -lled with facvlty, stvdents, and disO

tingvished gvests. I stood backstage, my heart povnding, 

my palms sweating. I thovght abovt rvnning. I thovght 

abovt calling it ou. I thovght abovt all the ways this covld 

go wrong.

Then I thovght abovt the lake. The water. The trvst.

I walked onto the stage.

The lights were bright, the avdience a blvr of faces. I 

fovnd Eleanor in the front row, her eyes locked on mine. 

7he nodded once, and I took a breath.

ACood morning,A I said, my joice ampli-ed by the miO

crophone. Azy name is zaya 8ennett, and I am a ChL 

candidate in Umerican 3iteratvre. I am also a content creO

ator on an advlt platform. Und I am here to talk abovt 
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the intersection of desire, identity, and selfOavthorship in 

contemporary cvltvre.A

U mvrmvr rippled throvgh the avdience. I saw my deO

partment chair stiuen. I saw a few stvdents shift in their 

seats. 8vt I kept going.

I talked abovt my research, abovt the ways women's 

bodies haje been written and rewritten across Umerican 

literatvre. I talked abovt the politics of the ga:e, abovt the 

diuerence between being seen and being consvmed. Und 

then I talked abovt my own work, abovt the jideos I had 

made, abovt the choice to claim my se"vality as a form of 

avthorship.

AI am not here to defend my choices,A I said. AI am here 

to share what I haje learned. That owning yovr desire is 

not a betrayal of yovr intellect. That jvlnerability is not 

weakness. That the body and the mind are not separate. 

They are the same story, written in diuerent langvages.A

Shen I -nished, the silence was absolvte. Then someO

one started clapping. Then another person. Then the enO

tire avditorivm rose to its feet.

I stood there, blinking back tears, as the applavse washed 

ojer me. Eleanor was smiling, her hands pressed together, 

her eyes bright.
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The Yvestion and answer session was intense. 7ome colO

leagves challenged me. 7ome thanked me. qne professor 

accvsed me of conVating pornography with scholarship, 

and I answered him with a clarity that svrprised ejen me.

ACornography is a prodvct. Shat I create is a conjersaO

tion. There is a diuerence.A

Ufterward, I was svrrovnded by stvdents who wanted 

to talk, who wanted to share their own stories, who wanted 

to thank me for gijing them permission to be whole. I 

stayed vntil the avditorivm emptied, vntil only Eleanor 

and I remained.

7he came to me and took my hand. AHov did it.A

AI did it.A

A4ow let me take yov home and celebrate.A

Se went back to my apartment, and she made loje to me 

with a tenderness that vndid me. 7he kissed ejery part of 

my body, whispering praises against my skin. 7he fvcked 

me vntil I came three times, and then she held me while I 

cried, the release of weeks of tension spilling ovt of me.

AI am provd of yov,A she said. A4ot becavse yov svcO

ceeded. 8ecavse yov were braje enovgh to try.A

I bvried my face in her neck and let myself be held. 

Tomorrow there wovld be more emails, more challenges, 
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more decisions to make. 8vt tonight, I was e"actly where 

I was svpposed to be.



Chapter 7: The 
Space Between
T he weeks after the symposium passed in a blur of 

new demands and unexpected opportunities. My 

video channel grew exponentially, but more importantly, 

the nature of my audience shifted. The comments were 

no longer just about arousal or critique. They were about 

connection. People wrote to me about their own journeys, 

their own struggles with shame and desire. I answered as 

many messages as I could, trying to o-er the same validaE

tion that Aleanor had given me.

My academic life transformed as well. The symposium 

had not ruined my career. Instead, it had opened doors I 

did not know existed. I was invited to speak at conferences 

across the country. Y publisher reached out about turning 

my dissertation into a book. The department chair, after 

a tense private meeting, o-ered me a teaching position for 

the following semester.



MYBY NA55ATT8"

FBou have made yourself impossible to ignore,F she said, 

her tone carrying a grudging respect. FDor better or worse.F

I took the teaching position. I would be instructing a 

seminar on gender and narrative in contemporary YmerE

ican literature. The irony was not lost on me.

Nut with the success came new pressures. I felt the 

weight of expectation, both from my viewers and from 

the academic world. I was no longer just Maya, the PhS 

candidate who made sexy videos. I was a symbol, a repE

resentative of something larger than myself. The thought 

was exhilarating and terrifying in equal measure.

Aleanor noticed the change in me. ?he came to the city 

every weekend, and we spent our time together in a rhythm 

of work and intimacy. Nut I could tell she was watching 

me, waiting for the cracks to appear.

FTalk to me,F she said one night, after we had made love 

and were lying in the dark, her hand resting on my hip.

FYbout whatOF

FYbout the thing you are not saying.F

I stared at the ceiling, the shadows shifting in the dim 

light. FI am scared.F

FHf whatOF
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FHf losing this. Hf losing you. Hf becoming someone I 

do not recogni6e.F

?he propped herself up on one elbow, her face close to 

mine. FBou are not going to lose me. Nut you need to tell 

me what you need. I cannot guess.F

I turned to face her, my hand reaching for her cheek. FI 

need you to keep being honest with me. Aven when it is 

hard. Aspecially when it is hard.F

FI can do that.F

The conversation did not end there.  9e talked for 

hours, peeling back layers of fear and hope and desire. I 

told her about the pressure I felt to perform, not just for 

my viewers but for the academic world, for my family, for 

myself. ?he listened, and then she told me about her own 

fears, the ones she had carried since her divorce, the ones 

she had never shared with anyone.

FI was married to a man who loved the idea of me,F she 

said, her voice quiet. FUe loved my ambition, my intellect, 

my success. Nut he did not love the messy parts. The parts 

that needed care. I told myself I did not need that kind of 

love. I was wrong.F
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I held her closer, my heart aching for the woman she had 

been and the woman she had become. FBou are not that 

person anymore. Ynd neither am I.F

9e fell asleep tangled together, our bodies speaking the 

language that words could not capture.

The next morning, I woke to a text from my mother. It 

was short and to the point.

I saw your video. 9e need to talk.

I had not spoken to my mother in months. Hur relaE

tionship had been strained since I came out as bisexual, 

and she had never fully accepted my choice to create adult 

content. I had been avoiding this conversation, hoping it 

would resolve itself. Nut I knew I could not run forever.

I called her that afternoon. Aleanor sat beside me on the 

couch, her hand in mine, grounding me.

FMom,F I said when she answered.

FMaya. I do not know what to say.F

FBou can say anything. I am listening.F

?he was silent for a long time. Then she spoke, her voice 

thick with emotion. FI did not raise you to be a porn star.F

FI am not a porn star, Mom. I am a writer. I am a teacher. 

I am also someone who makes videos about desire and 

consent and agency. They are not mutually exclusive.F
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FBou are throwing your life away.F

FI am building my life. Dor the 2rst time, I am building 

it on my terms.F

The conversation went on for an hour. There were 

tears on both sides. Yccusations. Sefenses. Nut at the end, 

something shifted. ?he did not fully understand, and she 

might never. Nut she said she would try. ?he said she loved 

me. That was enough for now.

9hen I hung up, I was exhausted. Aleanor pulled me 

into her arms, and I let myself cry.

FBou are so brave,F she whispered.

FI am so tired.F

FI know. West. I will be here when you wake.F

I slept for twelve hours. 9hen I woke, she was gone, but 

she had left a note on the kitchen counter.

Uad to go back to the cabin for a few days. There is 

something I want to show you. 'ome when you are ready. 

I love you.

I smiled, folding the note and tucking it into my pocket.

The next few days, I focused on my work. I recorded 

three new videos, each one more honest than the last. I 

talked about my mother. I talked about the symposium. 

I talked about the fear of being seen and the relief of 
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being known. The viewers responded with overwhelming 

support. ?ome shared their own stories of coming out, of 

being rejected, of 2nding their way back.

I felt like I was part of something larger than myself, a 

community built on vulnerability and trust.

9hen I 2nished my last recording, I packed a bag and 

drove to the cabin.

The drive was familiar now, the landmarks like old 

friends. The gas station where I always stopped for co-ee. 

The bend in the road where the trees opened up to reveal 

the mountains. The gravel drive that led to Aleanor4s sancE

tuary.

?he was waiting for me on the porch, wearing a loose 

linen dress, her hair wild from the wind. ?he looked di-erE

ent somehow, lighter, younger.

F'ome,F she said, taking my hand. FI want to show you 

something.F

?he led me into the forest,  along a trail  I  had nevE

er noticed before. The path was narrow and overgrown, 

winding between ancient trees and mossEcovered rocks. 

9e walked in silence, the only sounds our footsteps and 

the birds overhead.
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Yfter twenty minutes, the trail opened onto a clearing. 

In the center stood a small wooden structure, half hidden 

by vines and ferns. It looked like a tiny cabin, or a chapel, 

or a secret.

F9hat is thisOF I asked.

FIt was my grandmother4s writing studio. ?he built it 

herself in the seventies. ?he came here to write poetry and 

to be alone. 9hen she died, she left it to me. I have not 

been able to use it. 5ot until now.F

?he pushed open the door, and I stepped inside. The 

space was small and dusty, 2lled with empty bookshelves 

and a single wooden desk. ?unlight streamed through a 

window that looked out onto the forest.

FI want you to have it,F she said. FI want you to use 

this space to write your book. Bour real book. 5ot the 

dissertation. The one that comes from your heart.F

I turned to her, speechless. The gift was overwhelming, 

not because of its material value but because of what it repE

resented. ?he was giving me a place to create, a sanctuary 

within a sanctuary.

FAleanor, I cannot accept this.F

FBou can. Bou will. I have already cleaned it out. The 

only thing missing is you.F
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I kissed her, deep and desperate, my hands in her hair, 

her body pressed against mine. 9e sank to the ?oor of 

the little studio, our clothes scattering across the dusty 

boards. I fucked her on the rug that had belonged to her 

grandmother, our bodies moving together in the golden 

light.

Yfterward, we lay tangled together, the silence 2lled 

with the sound of our breathing.

FI love you,F I said, the words feeling more real than they 

ever had.

FI love you too. 5ow get to work.F

I laughed, and she kissed me, and we stayed there until 

the sun set and the stars came out.

The next morning, I started writing. The words came 

easily, ?owing from a place I had not known existed. I 

wrote about desire and power and the spaces between. 

I wrote about the women who had shaped me and the 

ones I was still becoming. I wrote about Aleanor, not as a 

character but as a force, a catalyst, a mirror.

The book was not a memoir. It was not a novel. It was 

something in between, a hybrid of scholarship and conE

fession and poetry. I wrote for hours every day, stopping 



TUA YRTUHW HD UAW H95 ?THWB 08

only when Aleanor came to bring me food or to pull me 

into her arms.

9e made love in the studio, in the cabin, in the lake. 

9e fucked with the windows open, letting our cries echo 

through the forest. 9e explored every corner of each othE

er4s bodies, learning the secret languages of pleasure and 

trust.

Hne night, I 2lmed a video in the studio. I asked Aleanor 

to be in it,  and she agreed. 9e sat facing each other, 

naked and unadorned, and we talked. 5ot performed. 5ot 

scripted. @ust talked.

?he told me about the 2rst time she saw my channel, 

about the thrill of recogni6ing something true in my work. 

I told her about the fear I felt the 2rst time she commented, 

the way her words had pierced through my defenses. 9e 

talked about love and loss and the courage it takes to be 

seen.

Yt the end, I turned to the camera and said, FThis is not 

content. This is my life. Ynd I am choosing to share it with 

you because I believe that honesty is the most erotic thing 

there is.F
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I uploaded the video unedited. It was two hours long, 

longer than anything I had ever posted. I did not care 

about the algorithm or the metrics. I cared about the truth.

The response was unlike anything I had experienced. 

Aiewers wrote to say they had watched it multiple times, 

that it had changed something in them. 'ouples thanked 

me for giving them language to talk about their own deE

sires. Boung women said I had given them permission to 

want without shame.

I read the comments in the studio, Aleanor4s head in my 

lap, her 2ngers tracing patterns on my thigh.

FBou have created a movement,F she said.

FI have created a mess.F

FY beautiful mess.F

I leaned down and kissed her forehead. FThank you for 

giving me a place to make it.F

?he looked up at me, her eyes full of light. FThank you 

for being brave enough to 2ll it.F

9e stayed in the cabin for another week, and I wrote 

every day. The book took shape, chapter by chapter, page 

by page. It was not 2nished, and it might never be. Nut that 

was okay. ?ome stories are never meant to end.

They are meant to keep unfolding.



Chapter 8: The Edge 
of Something New
T he weeks at the cabin blurred into a single stream 

of ink and skin and breath. I wrote until my pngers 

cram,edE then I fucked until my muscles achedE then I 

sle,t with 'leanorvs heartbeat under my ear. The book 

grew like a lixing thingE branching into territories I had not 

,lanned to eS,lore. I wrote about the prst time I touched 

myselfE at fourteenE in my childhood bedroomE conxinced 

I was the only girl in the world who felt that kind of 

hunger. I wrote about the shame that followedE the years 

of ,retending I was aboxe desireE the way I had conxinced 

myself that wanting was weakness.

'leanor read exery ,age as I pnished it. jhe did not o-er 

edits or suggestions. jhe Must sat in the chair by the winA

dowE her legs crossedE her pnger tracing the sentencesE and 

when she was done she looked at me with an eS,ression 

that made me feel like I had been seen down to the bone.
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CNou are writing something im,ortantEC she said one 

afternoon. The sunlight caught the dust motes Woating 

between us. C8ot Must for yourself. ?or exeryone who has 

exer felt alone in their desire.C

I wanted to beliexe her. 6ut the doubt was still thereE 

a low hum beneath the conpdence. I had s,ent so many 

years hiding that the act of rexelation felt like standing 

naked in a storm.

That nightE she took me to the lake. The water was coldE 

the sky a bruise of ,ur,le and orange. jhe stri,,ed o- her 

clothes without hesitation and waded inE her body silxer 

in the dying light.

CqomeEC she saidE her xoice carrying across the water.

I followed. The cold stole my breathE but she ,ulled me 

into her armsE her skin warm against mine. He stood thereE 

waist dee,E the water la,,ing at our bodies.

CI haxe been thinking about boundariesEC she said.

C6oundariesUC

CNes. The ones we set for ourselxes. The ones we let 

others set for us. The ones we do not exen know we haxe 

until they are crossed.C

I looked at herE the Ouestion uns,oken on my li,s.
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jhe continued. CI want you to know that you can say no 

to me. Bt any time. ?or any reason. Bnd I will not be angry. 

I will not be hurt. I will res,ect it.C

CI know that.C

C0o youU 6ecause I haxe seen you ,ush yourself ,ast 

your own limits in the name of growth. Bnd sometimes 

growth is Must another word for selfAabandonment.C

Rer words hit me like a waxe. I thought about the xideos 

I had made when I was too tiredE the times I had smiled 

through discomfortE the moments I had ,erformed ,leaA

sure when I was not feeling it. I had told myself I was being 

braxe. 6ut maybe I was Must being obedient to a narratixe I 

had not fully chosen.

CI hear youEC I said.

jhe kissed meE her li,s cold and then warm. C1ood. 

8ow let me show you something else.C

jhe led me out of the water and onto the shoreE where 

she s,read a blanket on the sand. jhe lay down and ,ulled 

me on to, of herE my body coxering hersE our wet skin 

sliding together.

CI want you to take what you needEC she said. C8ot what 

you think I want. Hhat you need.C
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I hesitated. The habit of ,erforming was strongE the 

instinct to gixe before receixing. 6ut I felt the truth of her 

inxitationE the weight of her trust.

I lowered my mouth to her throatE tasting the lake water 

on her skin. I kissed down her chestE her stomachE the curxe 

of her hi,. jhe sighedE her hands in my hairE not guidingE 

Must resting.

I took her slowly. I licked and sucked and teasedE not 

rushing toward any destination. I watched her faceE the 

way her eyes Wuttered closedE the way her li,s ,arted. I felt 

her body res,ondE the tremble in her thighsE the arch of 

her back.

Hhen she cameE it was OuietE a soft gas, against the 

sound of the water. jhe ,ulled me u, and held meE her 

heart ,ounding against mine.

CThat was di-erentEC she said.

CIt was.C

CNou were not ,erforming.C

C8o. I was not.C

He lay there until the stars came outE and I felt someA

thing shift inside me. The ,ermission she had gixen me was 

not Must for that moment. It was for the rest of my life.
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The neSt morningE I returned to the city for a week 

of commitments. I had a guest lecture at a neighboring 

unixersityE a meeting with my ,ublisherE and a lixe stream 

scheduled with my audience. The a,artment felt hollow 

without 'leanorE but I plled the s,ace with work.

The lecture went well. I s,oke to a room of graduate 

students about the ,olitics of the eroticE about the ways in 

which womenvs desire is ,oliced and ,athologi3ed. I refA

erenced my own workE my own xideosE and the room was 

silentE attentixe. BfterwardE a young woman a,,roached 

meE her eyes red.

CI watch your channelEC she said. CIt saxed my life.C

I did not know what to say. I hugged herE and she cried 

on my shoulderE and I held her until she was ready to let 

go.

The ,ublisher meeting was more com,licated. Yy ediA

torE a shar, woman named _atriciaE wanted to know when 

the manuscri,t would be ready.

CI need a deadlineE Yaya. The marketing team needs 

time to build a cam,aign.C

CI cannot gixe you a deadline. The work is not done.C

CI understand. 6ut we haxe inxested in you. He need to 

see ,rogress.C
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I felt the familiar ,ressureE the old urge to ,romise more 

than I could delixer. 6ut I thought of 'leanorE of the lakeE 

of the ,ermission she had gixen me.

CI will send you the prst sexen cha,ters by the end of the 

month. Bfter thatE we can talk about a timeline.C

_atricia hesitatedE then nodded. CThat works.C

I left the meeting feeling like I had negotiated something 

more than a deadline. I had negotiated the right to moxe 

at my own ,ace.

The lixe stream was scheduled for ?riday night. I had 

been adxertising it for weeksE a s,ecial exent where I would 

answer Ouestions and read eScer,ts from my work in 

,rogress. The antici,ation was highE and I felt the familiar 

Wutter of nerxes.

I set u, my camera in the lixing roomE adMusted the 

lightingE and went lixe.

The chat eS,loded immediately. Rundreds of xiewersE 

then thousands. I smiled at the lensE feeling the warmth of 

the community I had built.

CThank you all for being hereEC I said. CI want to start 

by reading something I wrote this week. It is about the 

di-erence between being wanted and being known.C
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I o,ened my notebook and began to read. The words 

felt rawE un,olishedE but honest. I read about 'leanorE 

though I did not use her name. I read about the moment 

she told me I could say noE and how that changed exeryA

thing.

Hhen I pnishedE the chat was silent for a moment. Then 

the Wood of messages began.

CThat was beautiful.C

CI felt that in my chest.C

CNou are changing the way I think about intimacy.C

I answered Ouestions for the neSt hour. jome were 

about my writing ,rocess. jome were about my relationA

shi,. jome were dee,ly ,ersonalE xiewers sharing their 

own stories of shame and discoxery.

Dne Ouestion stood out. B user named Ouiet5storm 

wroteL CRow do you know when you are ready to be xulA

nerable with someoneU I am scared of getting hurt.C

I read the Ouestion aloudE then ,aused. CI do not know if 

there is a moment of readiness. I think xulnerability is not 

a state you achiexe. It is a choice you make oxer and oxer 

again. jome choices will hurt. jome will heal. Nou cannot 

know which until you make them.C
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The words felt true. I reali3ed I was s,eaking to myself 

as much as to her.

Bfter the stream endedE I colla,sed onto the couchE eSA

hausted and eShilarated. Yy ,hone bu33ed. B teSt from 

'leanor.

I watched. Nou were magnipcent. qome home.

I smiled. The city a,artment was my homeE but the 

cabin was something else. B refuge. B sanctuary. B ,lace 

where I could be the woman I was becoming.

I droxe back that nightE the highway dark and em,ty. 

The mountains rose ahead of meE familiar and welcoming. 

I arrixed Must before midnightE and 'leanor was waiting on 

the ,orchE a glass of wine in her hand.

CNou droxe all nightEC she said.

CI wanted to be here.C

jhe took my hand and led me inside. The pre was crackA

lingE the bed turned down. jhe undressed me slowlyE kissA

ing each inch of skin as it was rexealed.

CTell me what you needEC she said.

CI need to not think. I need to feel.C

jhe nodded and ,ushed me onto the bed. jhe climbed 

on to, of meE her weight a comfortE her hands eS,loring 

my body with a familiar tenderness. jhe fucked me slowlyE 
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deliberatelyE drawing out each sensation until I was tremA

bling beneath her.

Hhen I cameE it was not a ,eak. It was a releaseE a letting 

go of all the tension I had been carrying. I criedE and she 

held meE and we lay together as the pre burned down to 

embers.

CI am going to pnish the bookEC I saidE my xoice hoarse.

CI know you are.C

CBnd I want you to be there when I ,ublish it.C

CI will be right beside you.C

I fell aslee, in her armsE the future stretching out before 

me like an o,en road.

qha,ter 7L The jha,e of the jtory

The neSt three months were the most ,roductixe of my 

life. I woke early exery morningE made co-eeE and walked 

to the studio. The manuscri,t grew cha,ter by cha,terE 

each one a dee,er eScaxation of the self I had been and the 

self I was becoming.

I wrote about my fatherE who died when I was twelxeE 

and the way his absence sha,ed my understanding of loxe. 

I wrote about the girls I kissed in high schoolE the ones I 

nexer told anyone about. I wrote about the years I s,ent in 

thera,yE learning to untangle shame from desire. I wrote 
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about DeoE the eSAboyfriend who had tried to shrink meE 

and the moment I pnally walked away.

The writing was not linear. It circled and doubled backE 

rexisiting the same moments from di-erent angles. I did 

not try to force it into a neat narratixe. I let it be what it 

wasE a messyE beautiful document of a life in ,rogress.

'leanor and I fell into a rhythm. jhe worked on her 

own ,roMects during the dayE a collection of essays on edA

ucation and ethics. He met for lunchE often in the studioE 

sometimes nakedE always hungry for each other. He made 

loxe in the afternoonsE the light shifting across our bodies. 

He cooked dinner togetherE listening to Ma33E talking about 

exerything and nothing.

I plmed a few xideos during that timeE but not many. 

The channel was thrixingE but I no longer felt the need 

to ,roduce content constantly. Yy audience understood. 

They were following my MourneyE not my out,ut.

Dne exeningE I pnished a cha,ter that had been ,articA

ularly diEcult. It was about the prst time I had seS after 

leaxing DeoE a clumsyE tearful encounter with a man I met 

at a bar. I had written it in detailE not for shock xalue 

but because I needed to understand what that night had 

meant.
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I closed my la,to, and walked to the cabin. 'leanor was 

reading on the ,orchE her glasses ,erched on her nose.

CI pnished the cha,terEC I said.

CThe hard oneUC

CNes.C

jhe set down her book and o,ened her arms. I sat in her 

la,E my head on her shoulder.

CGead it to meEC she said.

I hesitated. The cha,ter was rawE eS,osing ,arts of myA

self I had nexer shared with anyone. 6ut this was 'leanor. 

If I could not trust herE I could not trust anyone.

I read it aloudE my xoice shaking in ,laces. I told her 

about the des,eration I had feltE the hunger for xalidationE 

the way I had used my body to pll a xoid that could not be 

plled. I told her about the shame that followedE the way I 

had ,unished myself for wanting.

Hhen I pnishedE I was crying. 'leanor held meE her hand 

stroking my hair.

CThat was braxeEC she said.

CIt was ugly.C

CIt was human. Bnd you wrote it beautifully.C

I looked at herE searching for Mudgment. I found only 

acce,tance.
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CI loxe youEC I said.

CI loxe you too. Bnd I am so ,roud of you.C

That nightE we did not make loxe. He Must held each othA

erE our bodies intertwinedE the silence a comfort instead of 

a xoid.

B few days laterE I receixed an email that changed exeryA

thing. It was from a literary agent named jarah 6lochE one 

of the most res,ected in the industry.

F0ear 0r. 6ennettE I haxe been following your work 

for some time. I recently came across your sym,osium 

,resentation and was dee,ly moxed. I understand you are 

working on a book. I would be honored to re,resent you. 

_lease let me know if you are o,en to a conxersation.G

I stared at the screenE my heart ,ounding. I had not exen 

considered looking for an agent. I had assumed I would 

go through the ,ublisher who had a,,roached me after 

the sym,osium. 6ut this was di-erent. jarah 6loch was 

known for cham,ioning xoices that challenged conxenA

tions.

I called 'leanor immediately.

CNou haxe to say yesEC she said.

CHhat if I am not readyUC
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CNou are ready. Nou haxe been ready. Nou Must needed 

someone to tell you.C

I wrote back to jarah that afternoon. He scheduled a 

call for the following week.

The call was better than I could haxe ho,ed. jarah was 

warmE intelligentE and percely su,,ortixe. jhe had read the 

cha,ters I had sent to _atriciaE and she had ideas for how to 

sha,e the manuscri,t into something exen more ,owerful.

CI want to be clearEC she said. CI am not interested in 

saniti3ing your xoice. I want to am,lify it. The world needs 

more honest accounts of female desire. Nour book could 

be a landmark.C

I signed with her the neSt day.

The news traxeled fast. Yy ,ublisher was su,,ortixeE 

though I sensed a Wicker of disa,,ointment that I had choA

sen re,resentation. Yy academic colleagues were dixided. 

jome saw it as a xalidation of my work. Dthers xiewed it as 

a sign that I was abandoning scholarshi, for celebrity.

I did not care. ?or the prst time in my lifeE I was making 

decisions based on what I wantedE not what I was su,A

,osed to want.

'leanor and I celebrated with a weekend tri, to the 

coast. He rented a small house oxerlooking the oceanE and 
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we s,ent our days walking on the beach and our nights 

tangled in sheets. The salt air plled my lungsE and I felt a 

freedom I had nexer known.

Dn the last nightE we sat on the balconyE watching the 

moon rise oxer the water.

CI haxe been thinking about the futureEC I said.

Cjo haxe I.C

CHhat do you seeUC

jhe turned to meE her eyes reWecting the moonlight. CI 

see you pnishing the book. I see it being ,ublishedE and 

,eo,le reading itE and the world changing a little because 

of it. I see usE still togetherE still learning each other.C

CNou make it sound easy.C

CIt will not be easy. 6ut it will be worth it.C

I took her hand and brought it to my li,s. CI want to 

moxe to the cabin. _ermanently. I want to write thereE lixe 

thereE make a life there.C

jhe looked sur,rised. CNour MobU Nour a,artmentUC

CI can teach remotely. I can kee, the a,artment as a 

studio for plming. 6ut I want to be where I feel most alixe. 

Bnd that is with youE in that forest.C

jhe kissed meE dee, and slowE her pngers tangling in my 

hair. CNes. Df course yes.C
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He made loxe on the balconyE the ocean as our witness. 

I fucked her with a tenderness that bordered on rexerenceE 

and when she cameE her cries were swallowed by the wind.

The neSt morningE I called my landlord and gaxe notice. 

I emailed the unixersity to arrange my teaching schedule 

for the following semester. I booked a moxing truck for 

the end of the month.

'leanor watched meE a smile ,laying on her li,s.

CNou are really doing thisEC she said.

CI am really doing this.C

The moxe was chaotic but cathartic. I sorted through 

years of accumulated ,ossessionsE kee,ing only what matA

tered. Yy booksE my camera eOui,mentE my notebooks. 

'xerything else I donated or discarded.

The cabin felt di-erent when I arrixed with my boSes. It 

was no longer Must 'leanorvs s,ace. It was ours. I arranged 

my desk in the studioE ,ositioned to catch the morning 

light. I hung my ,hotogra,hs on the walls. I made the 

s,ace my own.

The prst night in our shared homeE we cooked a feast. 

Goasted xegetablesE fresh breadE a bottle of wine that had 

been aging in 'leanorvs cellar. He ate on the ,orchE the 

forest dark around usE the stars bright oxerhead.
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CTo new beginningsEC she saidE raising her glass.

CTo us.C

He drankE and then we made loxe on the ,orchE our 

bodies warm against the cool night air. I rode herE my 

hands on her chestE her eyes locked on mine. I came with 

a cry that echoed through the trees.

BfterwardE I lay beside herE my head on her stomachE her 

pngers tracing ,atterns in my hair.

CI haxe been thinking about the title of the bookEC I said.

CTell me.C

CThe jha,e of 0esire. Dr maybe The jha,e of the jtory. 

I cannot decide.C

jhe was Ouiet for a moment. Then she saidE CHhat 

about The jha,e of HantingUC

I said the words aloudE testing them. CThe jha,e of 

Hanting.C

CIt ca,tures exerything. The ,hysicalE the emotionalE the 

intellectual. The way desire molds us and we mold it.C

I sat u, and kissed her. CThat is it. That is the title.C

He stayed on the ,orch until the stars began to fade. 

The book was not pnishedE but it had a name. Bnd I had 

a home.
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The neSt morningE I walked to the studio and o,ened 

my la,to,. The cursor blinkedE waiting.

I wrote the dedication prst.

?or 'leanorE who taught me that wanting is not weakA

ness. It is the sha,e of the soul.

Then I wrote the o,ening line of the pnal cha,ter.

The story of my body is not a story of shame. It is a story 

of return.

The words WowedE and I did not sto, until the sun set 

and 'leanor came to bring me inside.



Chapter 10: The 
Weight of Words
T he manuscript  grew heavier  with each passing 

week.  Not  in  pages,  though  there  were  many. 

Heavy in the way it pressed against my chest when I woke 

in the morning, the way it followed me into dreams where 

I stood naked before a crowd of faceless judges. I wrote 

through the weight, trusting that the pressure was part of 

the process.

Eleanor understood without being told. She brought 

me tea when I forgot to eat. She massaged my shoulders 

when I hunched too long over the keyboard. She did not 

ask how the work was going because she knew I would tell 

her when I was ready.

One afternoon in late October, I reached a moment I 

had been dreading. The chapter about my mother. I had 

avoided writing about her for months, circling the topic 

like a swimmer approaching cold water. But the shape of 
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the story demanded it. I could not talk about who I had 

become without talking about who had raised me.

My mother was a woman of quiet sacrixces. She had 

given up her own ambitions to raise me, and had worked 

double shifts at a hospital to pay for my te-tbooks. She 

loved me xercely, but her love came with e-pectations. She 

wanted me to be safe. She wanted me to be respectable. 

She wanted me to be the daughter she could point to with 

pride, the one who had escaped the cycle of struggle.

We had left things unxnished in our last call. I needed to 

speak with her, though I dreaded the conversation. 

I stared at the blank page, the cursor blinking like an 

accusation. After everything, I was still afraid of her dis'

appointment. Even at twenty si-, even after everything I 

had accomplished, I was still that little girl who wanted her 

mother6s approval.

I closed my laptop and walked outside. The forest was 

turning gold and red, the air sharp with the smell of leaves 

and earth. I followed the path to the lake, where I sat on 

the same blanket Eleanor and I had used months ago.

I called my mother.

She answered on the second ring, her voice warm and 

familiar. Even with her anger and disapproval, she was still 
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mom. But, the call was awkward. We were trying not to 

talk about what needed to be discussed. I didn"t know how 

to start, so I kept babbling about my work. 

Finally, she said, 7I am here.7 Her voice was dizerent, 

softer. 7I do not understand all of it, but I am here for you. 

Always. You are still my daughter. You are still the same 

girl who used to read to me from the back of cereal bo-es 

because you loved the sound of words.7

I started crying. I cried for the relief, for the fear I had 

carried so long, for the grace she was giving me.

7Thank you,7 I managed.

7I love you, Maya. I always will. And I want to meet 

Eleanor. If she makes you happy, then she is part of our 

family.7

We talked for another hour. She asked about the book, 

about my plans, about whether I was eating enough. She 

did not pretend to fully approve of everything, but she 

did not condemn me either. She simply asked questions, 

trying to understand.

When I hung up, I felt lighter than I had in years. The 

chapter that had seemed impossible was now just waiting 

to be written.
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I went back to the studio and opened my laptop. The 

words came.

I wrote about my mother6s hands, calloused from work 

but gentle when she braided my hair. I wrote about the 

night she sat with me after my xrst breakup, holding me 

while I sobbed. I wrote about the unspoken rules she had 

taught me, the ones about modesty and self'sacrixce and 

never being too much. And I wrote about the moment I 

realiCed that her rules were not laws. They were her fears, 

handed down like heirlooms.

I wrote about the conversation we just had. I wrote 

about the relief of being known and still loved.

The chapter ended with a line I had not plannedK 7My 

mother gave me many gifts. The greatest was the permis'

sion to become someone she did not recogniCe.7

I closed my laptop and sat in the dark of the studio, 

the moon casting silver shadows across the 9oor. I felt 

hollowed out, but not empty. Dleared.

Eleanor found me there an hour later. She did not ask. 

She just wrapped a blanket around my shoulders and led 

me inside.

The ne-t morning, I woke to a te-t from Sarah. She 

had sent the xrst half of the manuscript to a few publish'



MAYA BENNETT88

ers, and the response was stronger than she had e-pected. 

Three houses wanted to make ozers.

I showed the message to Eleanor over breakfast. She 

smiled, her eyes bright.

7This is happening,7 she said.

7It is happening.7

We celebrated in bed, slow and tender. I needed her that 

morning, needed the grounding of her body against mine. 

She let me take the lead, and I fucked her with a deliberate 

patience, savoring every gasp and shudder. When I came, it 

was not a release but an arrival. A conxrmation that I was 

e-actly where I was supposed to be.

The auction for the book lasted four days. I stayed oz 

social media, letting Sarah handle the negotiations. She 

called me on the fourth evening with the news.

7?nopf,7 she said. 7They are ozering a two'book deal 

with a signixcant advance. They want to publish in the fall 

of ne-t year, which gives you time to xnish and revise.7

I sat down, my legs suddenly weak. ?nopf was one of the 

most prestigious houses in the country. The same imprint 

that had published writers I had admired since graduate 

school.

7I do not know what to say.7
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7Say yes.7

I looked at Eleanor, who was watching me from the 

doorway. She nodded.

7Yes,7 I said. 7Yes.7

The ne-t few weeks were a blur of contracts, calls, and 

revisions. Sarah assigned me an editor named 1aniel, a soft 

spoken man in his xfties who understood e-actly what I 

was trying to do. His notes were sharp but kind, pushing 

me to go deeper without changing the voice.

I returned to the manuscript with renewed energy. The 

deadline was tight, but I had the structure now. The story 

was clear.

One night, after a particularly intense writing session, I 

dreamt of the girl I used to be. She was sitting in a lecture 

hall, taking notes, her shoulders tense with the ezort of 

being invisible. I watched her from the back of the room, 

wanting to reach out and tell her that everything would be 

okay.

She turned and looked at me. Her eyes were younger, 

softer, but there was a 9icker of recognition.

71id we make itL7 she asked.

7We made it.7

7Are we happyL7
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I thought about the cabin, the lake, Eleanor6s arms 

around me in the dark. I thought about the book, the 

platform, the thousands of messages from people who said 

I had helped them.

7We are learning,7 I said. 7And yes. We are happy.7

She smiled, and the dream dissolved.

I woke with tears on my face. Eleanor stirred beside me, 

her hand xnding my waist.

7Bad dreamL7

7The opposite. A good one.7

She pulled me closer, and I fell asleep again, her breath 

warm on my neck.

The manuscript was xnished on a Tuesday. I typed the 

last sentence, read it twice, and saved the xle. I sat in the 

quiet of the studio, the morning sun streaming through 

the windows, and I wept.

It was done. Not perfect, not xnished in the sense of 

being complete, but done. The shape of my wanting, cap'

tured in ink and pi-els.

Eleanor came to the studio, drawn by the sound of my 

crying. She knelt beside my chair and held me.

7You did it.7

7We did it.7
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She kissed me, and I tasted salt and relief. I pulled her 

onto my lap, her legs straddling me, my hands xnding the 

hem of her shirt.

7I want to celebrate,7 I said.

7I want that too.7

I fucked her there, in the studio where I had written 

every word. The desk creaked beneath us, papers scattered 

to the 9oor. She rode me with her head thrown back, 

the light catching the curve of her throat. I watched her, 

mesmeriCed, my hands gripping her hips.

74ook at me,7 I said.

She did, her eyes dark and full.

7I love you,7 I said.

7I love you too.7

We came together, a shared shudder that felt like a seal 

on everything we had built. Afterward, we lay tangled on 

the 9oor, the manuscript forgotten on the screen.

7I want to read it again,7 she said. 7From the beginning.7

7Tomorrow. Tonight I just want to be with you.7

We stayed in the studio until the light faded, talking and 

touching and being still. The book was out of me now, 

living its own life. I was empty and full at the same time.
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The ne-t week, I sent the xnal draft to 1aniel. He wrote 

back within days, his email brief but warm.

This is e-traordinary. 4et us make it even better.

The revision process began. I worked with 1aniel line 

by line, cutting whole paragraphs, e-panding others, re'

shaping the narrative until it felt like a single breath. It was 

e-hausting and e-hilarating, the most demanding creative 

work I had ever done.

Eleanor and I found new rhythms. She cooked while I 

edited. I read drafts aloud while she painted. At night, we 

escaped into each other, the physicality a counterpoint to 

the cerebral work of the day.

In 1ecember, I received the xrst round of cover con'

cepts from the design team. They sent three options, each 

radically dizerent. One was stark, black and white, my 

name in bold letters. Another was abstract, a tangle of lines 

that suggested bodies. The third was a photograph of a 

woman6s back, her spine visible, the curve of her shoulder.

I chose the third. It felt like the book itself. The body as 

te-t.

I showed Eleanor, and she nodded. 7It is perfect.7

The publication date was set for the following Sep'

tember. I had nine months to prepare, to promote, to 
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build anticipation. Sarah started reaching out to journal'

ists, podcast hosts, and reviewers. My inbo- xlled with 

interview requests.

I said yes to most of them. I had spent years hiding. I was 

done with hiding.

One interview in particular stayed with me. A journal'

ist named Rebecca Wilson, writing for a major magaCine, 

asked to meet in person. She came to the cabin, her note'

book and recorder ready.

We sat on the porch, the forest still and quiet. She asked 

about my childhood, my education, my relationship. She 

asked about the videos, the symposium, the backlash.

Then she asked something I had not e-pected.

7Are you afraid of what people will think when they 

read this bookL7

I thought for a moment. 7Yes. But I am more afraid of 

not writing it. I have spent too much of my life shaping 

myself to xt other people6s e-pectations. The book is me, 

unxltered. Some people will love it. Some people will hate 

it. Either way, it is mine.7

She wrote that down. I saw her eyes, the 9icker of recog'

nition.
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The interview was published two weeks later. The head'

line readK 7Maya Bennett Is 1one Being Duiet.7 The arti'

cle was long, detailed, and generous. It did not shy away 

from the e-plicit content of my work, but it framed it as 

intellectual and political as well as personal.

I read it three times. Then I forwarded it to my mother.

She called me that evening. 7I read it. I do not under'

stand all of it, but I am proud of you.7

The tears came again, but they were good tears.

That night, Eleanor and I made love on the 9oor of the 

living room, the xre crackling, the snow falling outside. 

She fucked me with her hands and her mouth, bringing me 

to clima- again and again until I was raw and trembling.

7I want to remember this,7 I whispered.

7You will. You write everything down.7

I laughed, and she laughed with me, and we held each 

other until the xre died.

The book was real now. The world was waiting.

I was ready.



Chapter 11: The 
Space Between
W inter settled over the cabin like a held breath. 

Snow piled against the windows, muTing the 

world outside. yhe roads became impassable some daIs, 

which meant f could not leave even iD f wanted to. f did 

not want to.

yhe revision process entered its Hnal phase. Eaniel and 

f worked through the manuscript page bI page, tightening 

sentences, clariDIing themes, and polishing the prose until 

it shone. f learned to trust his instincts even when theI 

conMicted with mine. Ae was not trIing to change mI 

voice. Ae was trIing to help me use it more eNectivelI.

Yleanor and f developed a routine that Delt  sacred. 

Bornings were Dor writing and editing. 9Dternoons were 

Dor walking in the snow, the silence broken onlI bI the 

crunch oD our Dootsteps. Yvenings were Dor cooking and 

reading and talking. 6ights were Dor each other.
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f began to understand what it meant to build a liDe with 

someone. ft was not about grand gestures or dramatic dej

clarations. ft was about the small, consistent choices. yhe 

waI she leDt a cup oD tea on mI desk everI morning. yhe 

waI f rubbed her Deet aDter a long daI. yhe waI we argued 

about sillI things, like whether the dishes should go in the 

leDt or right side oD the sink, and then made up in bed.

Cne night in ?anuarI, we had a Hght. ft was stupid, 

something about a conMicting schedule. Out it escalated, 

as Hghts do when Iou are tired and stressed, and Iour 

deDenses are down.

U-ou do not listen to me,U she said, her voice sharp.

Uf do listen. -ou Rust do not like what f saI.U

UBaIbe iD Iou heard me instead oD deDending IourselD, 

we would not be having this conversation.U

f Delt the heat rise in mI chest, the old instinct to shut 

down, to withdraw. Out f had promised mIselD f would 

not do that anImore. 6ot with her.

f took a breath. U-ou are right. f am being deDensive. Fan 

we start over7U

She blinked, surprised. yhen she nodded.

We sat down at the kitchen table, across Drom each other. 

f let her speak Hrst. She told me she needed more time 
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with me, that she missed the zuiet moments beDore the 

book had taken over. f told her f was aDraid oD slowing 

down, that f worried iD f stopped writing, f would lose the 

momentum.

We talked Dor an hour. We did not solve everIthing. Out 

we Dound a middle ground. f would block out evenings 

Dor us, no laptops allowed. She would come to the studio 

sometimes, Rust to sit and read while f worked.

yhat night, we made love slowlI, deliberatelI. f kissed 

everI inch oD her bodI, learning the geographI oD her dej

sire. She held mI Dace in her hands and told me she was not 

going anIwhere.

Uf know,U f said.

yhe ne1t morning, f woke earlI and wrote a scene f had 

not planned. ft was about the Hght, about the waI conMict 

could be a Dorm oD intimacI iD Iou let it. 9bout the trust 

rezuired to argue with someone and still Deel saDe.

f sent it to Eaniel, and he wrote back0 Uyhis is the heart 

oD the book.U

fn :ebruarI, the Hrst wave oD advance reader copies went 

out. f held one in mI hands, the cover smooth and crisp, 

mI name embossed in gold. ft was a strange sensation, 

holding something that had e1isted onlI in mI mind and 
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in mI computer. 6ow it was a phIsical obRect, something 

that could be held and read and passed Drom hand to hand.

f sent a copI to mI mother. She called me when it arj

rived, her voice thick.

Uf have not read it Iet. f am saving it Dor this weekend. 

Out f wanted Iou to know that f am proud oD Iou.U

Uyhank Iou, Bom.U

Uf mean it. Whatever is in that book, f know it is Iou. 

9nd Iou are enough.U

f cried aDter f hung up. Yleanor Dound me in the bedj

room, the book on mI lap, mI Dace wet.

U-our mother7U

UShe said f am enough.U

Yleanor sat beside me and took mI hand. UShe is right.U

yhe reviews started trickling in. Some were glowing, 

calling the book a landmark work oD Deminist literature. 

Cthers were more critical, zuestioning whether e1plicit 

content could be considered serious writing. 9 Dew were 

outright hostile, accusing me oD e1ploiting mI bodI Dor 

attention.

f read them all. yhe good ones made me Deel seen. yhe 

bad ones stung. yhe hostile ones made me angrI.
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Out f kept writing. f was working on a series oD essaIs 

Dor a literarI maga”ine, e1panding on the themes oD the 

book. f also started planning the second book in mI deal, 

a collection oD stories about women who had shaped mI 

understanding oD desire.

Sarah sent me a schedule oD events Dor the Dall. xeadings, 

panels, interviews, a book tour. f would be traveling Dor 

months, visiting cities f had never been to, speaking to 

audiences f had never met.

U9re Iou readI Dor this7U Yleanor asked one evening, as 

we looked at the calendar spread across the table.

Uf do not know iD anIone can be readI Dor something like 

this. Out f am willing.U

She took mI hand. Uf will come with Iou. :or as much 

oD it as f can.U

U-ou do not have to do that.U

Uf want to. f want to see Iou shine.U

yhe spring brought thaw. yhe snow melted, the Dorest 

turned green, and the world opened again. f Hnished the 

Hnal revisions in Barch, sending the last batch oD edits to 

Eaniel with a note that read0 Uft is Iours now.U

Ae wrote back0 U6o. ft is theirs now.U



B9-9 OY66YyyL22

yhe 3theirs? meant everIone who would read it. yhe 

strangers who would pick it up in bookstores, the students 

who would studI it in classes, the people who would Hnd 

it in libraries and Deel a little less alone.

yhe weight oD that responsibilitI settled on me. f carried 

it with me as f walked through the Dorest, as f made love to 

Yleanor, as f slept and woke and lived mI daIs.

fn 9pril, the Hrst preorder numbers came in. yheI were 

strong enough that the publisher ordered a second printj

ing beDore the book was even released. Sarah sent me a 

screenshot oD the 9ma”on page, where the book was listed 

as a Umost anticipatedU title.

f stared at it, mI name on the screen. BaIa Oennett. yhe 

Shape oD Wanting.

f remembered the girl who had Hlmed her Hrst video 

in a cramped apartment, terriHed and e1hilarated. f rej

membered the woman who had stood on that stage at the 

sImposium, her voice shaking. f remembered the writer 

who had written through doubt and Dear and e1haustion.

yheI were all here, in this moment.

Yleanor and f celebrated with a picnic bI the lake. We 

spread a blanket on the grass, ate cheese and bread and 

Druit, drank wine that sparkled in the sunlight. 9Dterward, 
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we laI naked in the warmth, mI head on her stomach, her 

Hngers tracing patterns on mI skin.

Uf have been thinking about what comes ne1t,U f said.

UOesides the book7U

UOesides the book. f want to keep making videos. 6ot as 

oDten, but more intentionallI. f want to e1plore diNerent 

Dorms. BaIbe collaborate with other creators.U

Uyhat sounds like a good plan.U

U9nd f want to write another book. Out not right awaI. 

f want to live Hrst. Y1perience things. @et the ne1t storI 

grow organicallI.U

She propped herselD up on her elbow, looking down at 

me. Uyhat is the smartest thing Iou have said in months.U

f laughed. Uf have mI moments.U

She leaned down and kissed me, her mouth soDt and 

warm. We made love there, bI the lake, the water lapping 

at the shore. ft was slow and unhurried, the kind oD se1 

that was less about clima1 and more about connection. f 

wanted her, and she wanted me, and that was enough.

9Dterward, we swam in the cold water, our bodies slick 

and shivering. We dried oN in the sun, wrapped in each 

other.
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yhe book came out in September. Cn release daI, f did 

not check the reviews or the sales numbers. f staIed at the 

cabin with Yleanor. We made breakDast, took a long walk, 

and read to each other Drom a collection oD poetrI.

fn the evening, f went live on mI channel. yhousands 

oD people watched. f read the Hrst chapter oD the book, mI 

voice steadI, mI heart Dull.

When f  Hnished,  f  looked at  the  camera  and said, 

Uyhank Iou. :or being here. :or reading. :or wanting. :or 

letting me want. yhis is Iours now. yake care oD it.U

yhe chat Hlled with hearts and tears and words f could 

barelI process. f smiled and waved and ended the stream.

Yleanor was waiting in the bedroom. She had candles lit, 

wine poured, the bed turned down.

UFongratulations,U she said.

Uyhank Iou. :or everIthing.U

She undressed me slowlI, kissing each inch oD skin as it 

was revealed. Uf want to make love to Iou like this is the 

Hrst time,U she said.

Uft is the Hrst time. YverI time is the Hrst time.U

She laid me down and took me with a tenderness that 

made me weep. f came with her name on mI lips, and she 

came with mine.
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yhe book was out in the world. f was out in the world.

9nd f was home.



Chapter 12: The Tour

T he book tour began in New York. I stood in the 

back of a packed bookstore, watching the crowd 

lFter in. maces I did not know, aFF here to hear xe speak. 

The weight of their eypectations pressed against xE chest, 

but I did not Fet it crush xe.

"Feanor stood beside xe, her hand warx in xine. vYou 

haje done this before,v she said. vThe sExposiux. The 

interjiews. This is Sust another stage.v

vThis is diHerent. That was a Fecture. This is xE storE.v

Ahe kissed xE cheek. v"yactFE. Your storE. No one knows 

it better.v

I took the stage when the host introduced xe. The Fights 

were bright, the xicrophone unfaxiFiar. I had prepared 

rexarks, but when I opened xE xouth, the words caxe 

frox soxewhere deeper.
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I read frox the chapter about xE lrst jideo, the one 

in xE craxped apartxent. The roox grew ?uiet, the auz

dience Feaning in. 0hen I lnished, the siFence heFd for a 

xoxent before the appFause broke.

The ?uestions caxe after. O Eoung woxan asked about 

fear. O xan asked about censorship. On oFder woxan 

asked about xE xother. I answered each one as honestFE 

as I couFd.

Wne ?uestion stopped xe. O coFFege student, her joice 

shaking, said, vUow do Eou know when Eou are readE to 

be seenMv

I Fooked at her. I saw xEseFf, Eears ago, hiding behind 

books and xodestE.

vYou do not know,v I said. vYou decide. Ond then Eou 

keep deciding, ejerE daE, untiF it becoxes who Eou are.v

Ahe nodded, tears in her eEes. I understood.

The signing Fine stretched for hours. I signed each book, 

personaFiBed each inscription. Aoxe peopFe wanted seFles. 

Aoxe wanted to shake xE hand. Aoxe Sust wanted to teFF 

xe that xE words had heFped thex.

O woxan in her forties approached, her face unreadz

abFe. Ahe heFd out her book.
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vYour chapter about Eour xother,v she said. vI haje not 

spoken to xE daughter in three Eears. I ax going to caFF her 

tonight.v

I reached across the tabFe and took her hand. vThat is the 

best rejiew I couFd ejer receije.v

Ahe sxiFed, and I feFt the weight of the tour Fift, Sust a 

FittFe.

"Feanor and I went back to the hoteF that night, eyz

hausted and eyhiFarated. I coFFapsed onto the bed, xE feet 

aching, xE joice hoarse.

Ahe FaE beside xe, tracing the Fines of xE face. vYou were 

incredibFe.v

vI feeF exptE. 8ike I gaje awaE pieces of xEseFf and now 

I need to relFF.v

vThat is norxaF. You are pouring out. You need to pour 

in.v

I knew what she xeant. I puFFed her cFose and kissed her, 

sFow and deep. 6E hands found the buttons of her shirt, 

undoing thex one bE one. Ahe Fet xe take the Fead, her 

bodE soft under xE touch.

I wanted to be lFFed. I wanted to forget the crowd and 

the caxeras and the words. I wanted onFE her.
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Ahe undressed xe, her lngers gentFe on xE skin. I FaE 

back as she kissed xE neck, xE breasts, xE stoxach. 0hen 

her xouth reached xE pussE, I gasped, xE hips rising to 

xeet her.

Ahe Ficked xe with a sFow, deFiberate rhEthx, buiFding 

pFeasure frox the inside out. I buried xE hands in her hair, 

puFFing her cFoser, wanting xore. Ahe gaje and gaje untiF 

I couFd not take it anExore.

I caxe with a crE, xE bodE arching oH the bed. Ahe did 

not stop, Ficking xe through the cFixay untiF I pushed her 

awaE, gasping.

vYour turn,v I said.

I Dipped her onto her back and spread her Fegs. Ahe 

was wet, readE. I Fowered xE xouth to her and tasted her 

desire. Ahe xoaned, her hips grinding against xE face.

I fucked her with xE tongue and xE lngers, bringing 

her to the edge and puFFing her back. Ahe begged, pFeaded, 

and I gaje her what she wanted. Ahe caxe with xE naxe 

on her Fips.

Ofterward, we FaE tangFed in the sheets, the citE Fights 

gFowing through the window.

vI Foje this,v I said. vThe trajeF, the crowds. Lut I Foje 

coxing back to Eou xore.v
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Ahe kissed xE forehead. vThen we wiFF keep coxing 

back to each other.v

The tour continued. Phicago, 8os OngeFes, Aan mranz

cisco, AeattFe. "ach citE brought new faces, new ?uestions, 

new stories. I Fearned to pace xEseFf, to lnd xoxents of 

stiFFness in the chaos.

In AeattFe, I xet a group of students who had started a 

discussion group based on xE book. TheE had ?uestions 

about consent, about perforxance, about the Fine bez

tween authenticitE and eypFoitation. I Fistened xore than 

I spoke, Fearning frox their perspectijes.

Wne of thex, a Eoung nonbinarE person naxed OFey, 

asked a ?uestion that staEed with xe. vJo Eou ejer feeF Fike 

Eou are perforxing juFnerabiFitE for an audienceM 8ike the 

reaF Eou is soxewhere behind the personaMv

I thought about it. I thought about the jideos, the inz

terjiews, the book itseFf.

vAoxetixes,v I said. vLut I think the persona is part 

of the reaF xe. 0e are not singuFar. 0e are coFFections of 

seFjes, and each one is true in its own conteyt. The jersion 

of xe on stage is not the saxe as the jersion in bed with 

xE partner. Lut both are reaF.v

OFey nodded sFowFE. vThat heFps. Thank Eou.v
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I feFt Fike I had gijen soxething jaFuabFe.

"Feanor and I found waEs to staE connected during the 

chaos. 6orning coHee in bed, borrowed tixe between 

ejents. Ahe read xE scheduFe and carjed out pockets for 

us, protecting our intixacE Fike a sacred space.

Wne night in =ortFand, after a di>cuFt interjiew where 

the host had pushed xe about xE past reFationships, I 

caxe back to the hoteF shaken. The ?uestions had been 

injasije and personaF. TheE had asked about xE trauxa, 

about the xen who had hurt xe.

I sat on the edge of the bed, xE hands trexbFing.

"Feanor kneFt in front of xe. vYou do not haje to answer 

those ?uestions. You can saE no.v

vI wanted to be open. I wanted to be honest. Lut I did 

not reaFiBe how xuch it wouFd cost xe.v

Ahe took xE hands. vThen we are done for the night. No 

xore ?uestions. ?ust us.v

Ahe undressed xe sFowFE, as if unwrapping soxething 

fragiFe. Ahe FaE xe on the bed and kissed ejerE part of xe, 

frox xE forehead to xE toes. Ahe did not rush. Ahe did 

not ask for anEthing in return.

0hen she lnaFFE entered xe with her lngers, I was 

aFreadE wet. Ahe xojed with a rhEthx that xatched xE 
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breathing, steadE and patient. I cFosed xE eEes and Fet her 

take xe soxewhere eFse, soxewhere safe.

I caxe ?uietFE, aFxost siFentFE. Ahe heFd xe as I shook.

vThank Eou,v I whispered.

vI wiFF aFwaEs take care of Eou.v

The tour ended in Loston, xE hoxetown. 6E xother 

caxe to the reading. Ahe sat in the front row, her hands 

cFasped in her Fap, her eEes lyed on xe.

I read the chapter about her. The one where I taFked 

about her sacrilces and her fears. The one where I forgaje 

her for wanting xe to be safe.

0hen I lnished, I Fooked at her. Ahe was crEing.

Ofter the signing, she caxe to xe. 0e stood in the corz

ner of the bookstore, the crowd thinning around us.

vI ax sorrE,v she said. vmor xaking Eou feeF Fike Eou had 

to hide.v

vYou did what Eou thought was best.v

vI know. Lut I was wrong. You are not xeant to be 

hidden. You are xeant to be seen.v

0e exbraced, and I feFt the Fast waFF between us cruxz

bFe.

"Feanor watched frox a distance, a soft sxiFe on her 

face.
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That night, the three of us had dinner together. 6E 

xother asked "Feanor about her work, her art, her Fife. Ahe 

treated her not as an intruder but as a partner, part of the 

faxiFE.

vI can see whE she Fojes Eou,v xE xother said to "Feanor.

vI can see where she gets her strength,v "Feanor repFied.

I sat between thex, fuFF and whoFe.

0e Dew back to the cabin the neyt xorning. The forest 

weFcoxed us, green and aFije. I waFked through the trees, 

breathing in the air that sxeFFed Fike hoxe.

The book was out in the worFd. The tour was ojer. I had 

gijen ejerEthing I had.

Now I needed to rest.



Chapter 13: The 
Return
T he cabin was quiet when we returned. The leaves 

had begun to turn, gold and red against the blue 

sky. I stood on the porch, breathing in the stillness.

Eleanor came up behind me, her arms wrapping around 

my waist. "Welcome home."

"I forgot how peaceful it is here."

"We can stay as long as you want. No schedule. No 

obligations."

I leaned back into her. "I want that. But I also want to 

start working again."

She kissed my neck. "I know. You are not the type to sit 

still for long."

We spent the Hrst week doing nothing. We slept late, 

cooked elaborate meals, and made love in the afternoon 

sun. I let my body recover from the months of travel, and 

let my mind settle.
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Rne evening, I opened my laptop for the Hrst time since 

the tour ended. zy email was full of messages. R?ers for 

speaking engagements, invitations to write for magaxines, 

requests for interviews. I sorted through them, responding 

to the ones that felt right.

Sarah called to check in. "Aow are you feeling-"

"Better.  Fested. Feady to think about what comes 

neDt."

"The publisher wants to discuss a paperback edition, 

maybe a new afterword. Und there is interest from a Hlm 

production company about adapting the book."

I  laughed.  "U Hlm adaptation- Rf a  book about  a 

woman who makes porn-"

"They are calling it a drama about female empower4

ment. They want to talk to you about consulting."

I considered it. The idea of seeing my story on screen was 

strange, but not unwelcome.

"I will think about it."

"jo that. Und zaya-"

"Yes-"

"You did something remarkable. jo not forget that."

I hung up and sat in the quiet. The studio was waiting, 

my desk clean and ready.
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I started writing again. Not a book this time, but a series 

of essays. Short pieces about speciHc moments. The Hrst 

time I said no and meant it. The Hrst time I said yes with4

out hesitation. The people who taught me about desire.

The words came easily, like water Hnding its course.

Eleanor worked on her own pro5ects. She had started 

a series of paintings inspired by my book, abstract forms 

that suggested bodies and landscapes. I watched her work 

sometimes, the concentration on her face, the way her 

hands moved with intention.

Rne afternoon, she turned to me. "I want to paint you."

"6ike a portrait-"

"6ike a study of light and shadow. I want to capture the 

way you look when you are thinking."

I agreed. I sat on a stool by the window, the afternoon 

sun falling across my face. She worked for hours, her brush 

moving with a rhythm I recognixed.

When she Hnished, she showed me the canvas. It was 

not a literal portrait. It was layers of color, shapes that 

suggested a form. I saw myself in it, but also the forest, the 

lake, the sky.

"It is beautiful," I said.

"It is you."
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We made love that night with a new intensity. The 

painting had stirred something in both of us, a desire to 

be seen and known. She fucked me with her hands, her 

mouth, a strap on that she had brought from the city.

I surrendered to her completely. I let her take me apart, 

piece by piece, until I was nothing but sensation. She 

brought me to climaD again and again, pushing me past 

eDhaustion.

When I Hnally collapsed, she held me, her body slick 

with sweat.

"I want to Hlm again," I said, my voice hoarse.

"I thought you might."

"I want to do it di?erently. Not for an audience. 1or 

myself. 1or us."

She nodded. "We can do that."

The neDt morning, I set up the camera in the studio. I 

did not plan anything. I 5ust turned it on and let it run.

Eleanor and I made love in front of the lens. It was not 

performative. It was intimate, real. I watched her face, the 

way her eyes closed when she came. She watched me, the 

way I gasped when she entered me.

When we Hnished, I stopped the recording. I did not 

watch it. I did not need to.
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I deleted it that evening. Not because I was ashamed, but 

because the moment was enough.

"We do not need to document everything," I said to 

Eleanor.

"No. Some things are 5ust for us."

The fall deepened. The air grew cold, the nights longer. 

I worked on my essays, sent them to my editor, and re4

ceived feedback. The second book started to take shape in 

my mind, a collection of stories about women who had 

changed my life.

I wrote about my grandmother, who had been a nurse 

during the war. I wrote about a professor who had taught 

me to read literature with my body as well as my mind. I 

wrote about Sarah, who had seen potential in me when I 

could not see it myself.

Und I wrote about Eleanor. The chapter came last, be4

cause it was the hardest. Aow do you capture someone 

who is still becoming-

I wrote about the Hrst time I saw her, standing in the 

corner of a party. I wrote about the way she laughed, the 

way she argued, the way she loved. I wrote about the night 

she held me when I could not stop crying.
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I sent the chapter to her when it was done. She read it in 

silence, her eyes moving across the page.

When she looked up, she was crying.

"I did not know you saw me that way," she said.

"I see you. Ull of you."

She came to me, and we held each other until the tears 

stopped.

The book was not Hnished, but it was growing. I had 

learned to trust the process, to let the story unfold at its 

own pace.

In November, I received an invitation to speak at a con4

ference on seDuality and technology. The keynote speaker 

was a woman I had admired for years, a writer whose work 

had shaped my own.

I accepted.

Eleanor and I traveled to the conference together. The 

city was cold. The streets were crowded. We stayed in a 

hotel with a view of the river.

The night before my talk, I could not sleep. I lay in the 

dark, my mind racing.

"What are you afraid of-" Eleanor asked.

"That I will say the wrong thing. That I will disappoint 

the people who look up to me."
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"You cannot control what they think. You can only con4

trol what you say. Und you have never said anything that 

was not true."

I took a breath. "You are right."

"Rf course I am. Now come here."

I slid into her arms, her warmth grounding me. She 

kissed me, slow and deep. Aer hand found its way between 

my legs, her Hngers tracing circles on my clit.

I moaned, pressing into her touch. She fucked me with 

her Hngers, her thumb pressing against me. I came quickly, 

the tension releasing in a ;ood of pleasure.

She held me as I shuddered. "Better-"

"zuch."

The neDt morning, I stood on stage in front of Hve 

hundred people. I spoke about the intersection of desire 

and technology, about the ethics of representation, about 

the importance of claiming your own narrative.

The audience listened. They asked questions. They 

challenged me. I challenged them back.

When it was over, I stepped o? the stage and found 

Eleanor in the crowd. She was smiling.

"You were brilliant," she said.

"I had a good reason to be."
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We celebrated that night with champagne and each oth4

er. I fucked her with a hunger that surprised me, my body 

demanding hers. She met my intensity with her own, and 

we came together, raw and real.

Ufterward, we lay in the dark, the city lights re;ecting 

o? the ceiling.

"What do you want neDt-" I asked.

"zore of this. zore of you. zore of the life we are 

building."

I kissed her. "That is what I want too."

The future was uncertain. The book would bring new 

challenges, new criticisms, new opportunities. But I had 

learned that uncertainty was not something to fear. It was 

the space where growth happened.

I closed my eyes and listened to Eleanor=s breathing, 

steady and sure.

We had each other.

We had the cabin.

We had the work.

That was enough.

That was everything.



Chapter 14: The 
Second Book
W inter settled over the cabin like a blanket. Snow 

fell in steady sheets, muginI the world outside. 

x sat at my desk in the studio, pnIers hoverinI over the 

keyboard, the cursor blinkinI eTMectantly.

Ahe essays were takinI shaMe. x had comMleted siT of 

them, each one a Mortrait of a woman who had shaMed my 

understandinI of desire. Dy Irandmother. Dy mother. 

Sarah. C Mrofessor named Er. jhen who had tauIht me to 

read with my whole body. C stranIer x met at a conference 

who shared her story of survival. Cnd Hleanor.

Ahe essay about Hleanor was still rouIh. x had written it 

in a fever of emotion, but it needed revision. Ahe Mroblem 

was that x was too close to the subUect. Hvery sentence felt 

either too sMarse or too sentimental.

x saved the document and stood uM. Ahe cabin was 

warm, the pre cracklinI in the stone hearth. Hleanor was in 
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the kitchen, choMMinI veIetables for souM. She hummed a 

melody x did not recoIni?e.

Bjan x helMPB x asked.

She looked uM and smiled. B2ou can taste the broth.B

x diMMed a sMoon into the Mot and blew on it. Ahe -avor 

was rich, savory with herbs.

Bxt needs salt,B x said.

She added a Minch. BqetterPB

B3erfect.B

We ate by the pre, the snow MilinI aIainst the windows. 

Ahe silence between us was comfortable, plled with the 

sound of sMoons aIainst bowls.

Cfter dinner, x showed her the essay. She read it on the 

couch while x watched her face. Oer eTMression shifted 

from curiosity to surMrise to somethinI softer. When she 

pnished, she set the MaIes down.

B2ou wrote about the prst time we made love.B

Bx wrote about the moment x knew x was fallinI in love 

with you.B

She reached for my hand. Bx did not know you noticed 

that detail. Ahe way x hesitated before touchinI you.B

Bx noticed everythinI. x was terriped.B

B2ou did not seem terriped.B
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Bx was Iood at hidinI it.B

She Mulled me closer, her liMs brushinI mine. B2ou are 

not hidinI now.B

B1o. 1ot anymore.B

We kissed slowly, the warmth of the pre sMreadinI across 

my skin. Oer hands found their way under my sweater, her 

pnIers cold aIainst my stomach. x shivered.

Bjome to bed,B she said.

x nodded and followed her into the bedroom. She lit a 

candle on the niIhtstand, castinI shadows across the walls. 

x undressed her slowly, savorinI each Miece of clothinI as it 

fell away.

Oer body was beautiful in the -ickerinI liIht. Ahe curve 

of her hiMs, the softness of her breasts, the dark hair be4

tween her leIs. x knelt before her and Mressed my mouth to 

her Mussy.

She IasMed, her hands IriMMinI my shoulders. x licked 

her with lonI, slow strokes, tastinI her desire. She oMened 

herself to me, her hiMs movinI in rhythm with my tonIue.

x  brouIht her to the edIe and held her there.  Oer 

breathinI 5uickened, her moans becominI desMerate. 

When x pnally let her come, she cried out, her body trem4

blinI aIainst my mouth.
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x stood and laid her on the bed. She Mulled me down 

beside her, her hand pndinI my Mussy. She was rouIh, ur4

Ient, her pnIers MressinI into me. x oMened my leIs wider, 

lettinI her take what she wanted.

She fucked me with her hand, her thumb circlinI my 

clit. x came with a IasM, my body archinI into her touch.

Cfterward, we lay tanIled toIether, the candle burninI 

low.

BWhat haMMens neTtPB x asked.

BYor the bookPB

BYor us.B

She traced Matterns on my chest. BWe keeM IoinI. We 

keeM IrowinI. We see where the road takes us.B

Bxs that enouIh for youPB

Bxt is everythinI.B

x believed her.

Ahe neTt morninI, x woke early. Hleanor was still asleeM, 

her hair sMread across the Millow. x sliMMed out of bed and 

made coLee, then sat down at my desk.

x oMened the essay about Hleanor and read it aIain. Ahis 

time, x saw what needed to chanIe. x had been tryinI to 

caMture her in words, to Min her down like a butter-y. qut 



DC2C qH11HAAz"7

she was not somethinI to be caMtured. She was somethinI 

to be eTMerienced.

x rewrote the essay from scratch. x started with a mo4

ment, not a summary. Ahe moment she prst kissed me, in 

the kitchen of her aMartment, the smell of Iarlic and olive 

oil around us. x wrote about the way her liMs felt, the way 

her hand trembled aIainst my cheek.

x wrote about the prst time we arIued, about somethinI 

trivial. Ahe way she had raised her voice, then stoMMed 

herself. Ahe way she had aMoloIi?ed without beinI asked.

x wrote about watchinI her sleeM, the trust in that vul4

nerability.

When x pnished, the essay was three times lonIer than 

the oriIinal. x did not know if it was Iood, but it was true.

x Mrinted it out and left it on the kitchen table for her to 

pnd.

She found it over breakfast. She read it while eatinI 

toast, her eyes movinI across the MaIe. When she pnished, 

she looked at me.

BAhis is the best thinI you have ever written.B

Bxt is the most honest.B

She kissed me, and x tasted butter and Uam.
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Ahe winter deeMened. x wrote every day, sometimes for 

hours, sometimes for minutes. Ahe essays accumulated, a 

stack of MaIes IrowinI on my desk.

x wrote about my Irandmother, who had tauIht me that 

Mleasure was not somethinI to fear. She had been a nurse 

in the war, had seen the worst of human cruelty. qut she 

had also known how to lauIh, how to dance, how to take 

a lover without shame.

x wrote about Er. jhen, who had assiIned us BAhe 

Story of FB for a seminar on narrative theory. Ahe class had 

been uncomfortable, s5uirminI in their seats. Er. jhen 

had made us sit with the discomfort, had asked us why 

certain bodies in literature were allowed to be obUects and 

others were not.

x wrote about the stranIer at the conference, a woman 

named  Nosa  who  had  survived  traKckinI  and  now 

worked as an advocate. She had told me the story of her 

prst consensual encounter, years after she had escaMed. 

Ahe way she had learned to say yes after so many noes.

Hach essay was a Mu??le, a Miece of a larIer Micture. x 

did not know what the Micture was yet, but x trusted the 

Mrocess.
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Hleanor and x settled into a rhythm. DorninIs for writ4

inI, afternoons for walks in the snow, eveninIs for cookinI 

and lovemakinI and talkinI. We talked about everythinI. 

Oer childhood. Dy family. Fur fears. Fur fantasies.

Fne niIht, she asked me what x wanted that x had not 

yet had.

x thouIht about it. Bx want to teach.B

BAeach whatPB

B>iterature. Fr writinI. Fr maybe somethinI new. x 

want to helM other MeoMle pnd their voices.B

She nodded. B2ou would be Iood at that.B

Bx am terriped of it. StandinI in front of a classroom, 

beinI an authority. x have sMent so lonI beinI the one who 

5uestions that x do not know if x can be the one who 

answers.B

B2ou do not have to have all the answers. 2ou Uust have 

to ask the riIht 5uestions.B

x felt a warmth sMread throuIh my chest. BAhat is why x 

love you.B

She kissed me. Bx know.B

Ahe book was pnished in Darch, Uust as the snow beIan 

to melt. x sent the manuscriMt to my editor, Sarah, who 

called me the neTt day.



AOH CRAOFN FY OHN FW1 SAFN2 z"?

BAhese are eTtraordinary,B she said. BHvery sinIle one.B

BAhey felt diLerent to write. >ess like MerforminI, more 

like breathinI.B

BAhat is how you know they are Iood. x want to Mublish 

them as a collection. We can call it somethinI simMle. @Ee4

sire@s 1ames@ or @Ahe Women Who AauIht De@ or what4

ever you want.B

We settled on Bqodies of AnowledIe.B xt felt riIht.

Ahe Mublication date was set for SeMtember. x had siT 

months to wait, to revise, to MreMare for another tour.

qut prst, x wanted to rest.

Hleanor and x took a triM to the coast. We rented a small 

cottaIe overlookinI the ocean, the waves crashinI aIainst 

the rocks. Ahe air was salt and wind and freedom.

We walked on the beach every morninI, collectinI 

shells, watchinI the tide. We made love on the sand, under 

the stars, the cold water shockinI aIainst our skin.

Fne afternoon, we sat on a blanket, watchinI the sun4

set. Ahe sky turned oranIe and Mink and MurMle, a canvas 

too vast to caMture.

Bx want to marry you,B Hleanor said.

x turned to look at her. She was serious, her eyes steady.
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Bx do not mean leIally, necessarily. qut x want to Mromise 

myself to you. x want to stand in front of everyone we love 

and say that x choose you.B

x felt tears Mrick behind my eyes. B2es.B

B2es, you will marry mePB

B2es. x will stand with you. x will choose you. Hvery day.B

We kissed as the sun diMMed below the hori?on. Ahe 

world felt huIe and full of Mossibility.

Ahat niIht, we celebrated with chamMaIne and each 

other. x fucked her slowly, deliberately, memori?inI every 

inch of her body. She came with a soft cry, her pnIers 

diIIinI into my back.

When she was sMent, x lowered myself onto her, my 

Mussy slidinI aIainst hers. We moved toIether, IrindinI, 

kissinI, until x came, my climaT riMMlinI throuIh both of 

us.

We lay in the dark, the ocean roarinI in the distance.

Bx did not know x could be this haMMy,B x said.

B1either did x.B

We sleMt tanIled toIether, the sound of the waves our 

lullaby.



Chapter 15: The 
Ceremony
T he wedding was small. We did not want a spectacle. 

Just the people who mattered.

We held it at the cabin, in the clearing where the wild-

Sowers bloomed in late June. Marah oyciated, wearing a 

Soral dress that matched the meadow. fE mother sat in 

the kront row, her hand resting on her heart.

Ileanor wore a simple white dress that kell to her vnees. 

" wore a suit, tailored to Bt, with a sapphire blue tie that 

matched her eEes.

We wrote our own Yows. " went Brst.

xAekore " met Eou, " thought " vnew what loYe was. " 

thought it was compromise and sacriBce and hiding parts 

ok mEselk. Nou taught me that loYe is e1pansion. "t is being 

seen and not Sinching. "t is saEing the hard things and 

staEing anEwaE. " promise to veep learning Eou, to veep 

Bnding new waEs to loYe Eou, kor as long as we haYe.x
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Ileanor held mE hands. Cer Yoice was steadE.

x" did not vnow " was looving kor Eou until " kound 

Eou. Nou walved into that partE, and " saw someone who 

was not akraid to be complicated. Nou challenged me, krus-

trated me, inspired me. Nou made me want to be better. " 

promise to hold Eour comple1itE with reYerence. " promise 

to viss Eou eYerE daE, eYen when we are angrE. " promise to 

grow with Eou, not apart krom Eou.x

We e1changed rings, simple bands ok gold and silYer 

intertwined.

Marah pronounced us partners, and we vissed.

The reception was a picnic in the meadow. Marah had 

organiUed it, with help krom mE mother and a kew kriends. 

There was wine and cheese and a cave that tasted live 

lemon and laYender.

IleanorOs parents had Sown in krom Ralikornia. TheE 

were nerYous at Brst, uncertain about our likestEle. Aut 

theE saw the waE we looved at each other, and something 

soktened in their eEes.

Cer mother pulled me aside. x" was worried when she 

told me she was dating a woman who made adult Blms. 

Aut " see now. Nou loYe her. That is all that matters.x

x" do. fore than anEthing.x



TCI 3FTCj2 jL CI2 jW0 MTj2N HzH

xThen Eou haYe mE blessing.x

" hugged her, surprised bE the tears that came.

fE mother gaYe a toast.  Mhe spove about raising a 

daughter who was braYe enough to liYe authenticallE. Mhe 

talved about her own ?ourneE, learning to accept what she 

did not understand. Mhe raised her glass.

xTo faEa and Ileanor. faE Eour loYe be as wild and 

beautikul as the korest around Eou.x

We dranv.

3s the sun set, the guests began to leaYe. Marah hugged 

me tightlE. xNou did it. Nou built the like Eou wanted.x

xWe built it. Together.x

x0ow go en?oE Eour wedding night.x

Ileanor and " walved bacv to the cabin, hand in hand. 

The stars were coming out, one bE one.

We did not rush. We undressed each other slowlE, the 

moonlight Bltering through the windows. " laid her on the 

bed and vissed eYerE inch ok her svin.

xNou are mE wike,x " said.

x3nd Eou are mine.x

" made loYe to her with mE mouth, mE hands, mE whole 

bodE. " tasted her pussE, the salt ok her svin, the sweetness 

ok her desire. Mhe came with a crE, mE name on her lips.
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Then she toov me. Mhe kucved me with a strap on, her 

rhEthm deep and steadE. " spread mE legs wide, welcoming 

her. Mhe pushed into me, and " kelt kull.

x4oov at me,x she said.

" opened mE eEes. Cer kace was aboYe mine, intense and 

tender.

x" loYe Eou,x she said.

x" loYe Eou too.x

Mhe kucved me until " came, her bodE pressed against 

mine. We collapsed together, breathing hard.

4ater, we laE in the darv, the sound ok cricvets outside.

xWhat nowqx " asved.

x0ow we liYe.x

The ne1t morning, we wove to birdsong. The sun was 

bright, the meadow glittering with dew.

We made breavkast together, eggs and toast and co5ee. 

We ate on the porch, watching the world wave up.

xMeptember is coming,x " said. xThe boov launch.x

x3re Eou nerYousqx

x3 little. Aut " am readE.x

x" vnow Eou are.x

We spent the summer in a vind ok bliss. " worved on 

reYisions kor the boov, sent emails to potential reYiewers, 
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planned the tour. Ileanor painted a series ok portraits in-

spired bE our wedding, each one a di5erent moment krom 

the ceremonE.

We made loYe in eYerE room ok the cabin. "n the vitchen, 

bent oYer the counter. "n the bathroom, water streaming 

oYer our bodies. "n the studio, surrounded bE halk-Bnished 

canYases.

jne akternoon, we hived to the lave and swam naved. 

The water was cold, but our bodies were warm. " Soated 

on mE bacv, staring at the svE.

x:o Eou eYer wonder what our liYes would be live ik we 

had met earlierqx " asved.

x0o. Aecause we met e1actlE when we were supposed 

to.x

Mhe swam oYer to me and vissed me, the water rippling 

around us.

" wrapped mE legs around her waist. Mhe held me, our 

bodies Soating together.

xfave loYe to me,x " said.

xCereqx

xCere.x
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Mhe ad?usted mE position, her Bngers Bnding their waE 

inside me. " gasped as she entered me, the cold water con-

trasting with the heat ok her hand.

Mhe kucved me slowlE, the rhEthm ok the waYes matching 

her moYements. " clung to her, mE arms around her necv. 

" came with a shudder, mE crE swallowed bE the open air.

Mhe held me as " recoYered.

x" loYe Eou,x " said.

x" loYe Eou too.x

Meptember came too kast. The boov was printed, the 

reYiews were positiYe, the tour was scheduled. " pacved mE 

bags, readE to leaYe the cabin again.

Aut this time kelt di5erent. " was not running toward 

something " was akraid ok. " was walving into something " 

had built.

Ileanor droYe me to the airport. We vissed goodbEe.

x" will be bacv in three weevs,x " said.

x" will be waiting.x

The Brst stop was :enYer. Then 3ustin. Then 3tlanta. 

Iach citE brought new kaces, new =uestions, new stories.

The boov was well receiYed. Rritics praised its honestE, 

its YulnerabilitE, its rekusal to simplikE. 2eaders wrote to 

me, sharing their own stories ok learning to claim desire.



TCI 3FTCj2 jL CI2 jW0 MTj2N Hz>

"n 0ew jrleans, " met a Eoung woman who told me 

that mE Brst boov had saYed her like. Mhe had been in an 

abusiYe relationship, had kelt trapped. 2eading about mE 

?ourneE had giYen her the courage to leaYe.

" hugged her, tears streaming down mE kace.

xThanv Eou,x she said. xLor being braYe enough to tell 

the truth.x

xThanv Eou kor being braYe enough to liYe it.x

The tour ended in Man Lrancisco, where Ileanor met 

me. Mhe had Sown in kor the Bnal eYent, surprising me at 

the boovstore.

" was signing boovs when " looved up and saw her in 

line. " laughed, almost dropped mE pen.

xWhat are Eou doing hereqx

x" wanted to see the Bnale.x

" signed her boov? xTo mE wike. Thanv Eou kor eYerE-

thing.x

That night, we celebrated in a hotel oYerlooving the baE. 

" kucved her with a hunger that surprised me, weevs ok 

separation pouring into eYerE touch. Mhe met mE inten-

sitE, matching mE rhEthm, until we both came, raw and 

e1hausted.
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3kterward, we laE in the darv, the citE lights reSected on 

the ceiling.

xWhat happens nowqx " asved.

x0ow we go home. We rest. We thinv about what comes 

ne1t.x

x" veep thinving about teaching. faEbe a residencE at a 

uniYersitE, or a worvshop series.x

xThat sounds perkect.x

" turned to loov at her. xWill Eou come with meqx

xWhereYer Eou go.x

" vissed her, and the world kelt right.

We Sew bacv to the cabin the ne1t morning. The leaYes 

were beginning to turn again, a cEcle completed.

" walved through the korest, breathing in the kamiliar air. 

The trees were the same, but " was di5erent.

The second boov was out in the world.

The wedding was a memorE, golden and warm.

The kuture was unwritten.

3nd " was readE to write it.


