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A Note to the Reader

Watched By You is the first book in a trilogy.

It was written with care—for its characters, and for the reader holding it. This story explores visibility, consent, creative power, and the quiet ways trauma can shape a life long after the world believes it is over.

Some moments in this novel refer to past harm and betrayal, particularly within the film industry. These references are never depicted for shock or spectacle. They exist to acknowledge that trust, once broken, can take time to rebuild—and that healing often begins not with rescue, but with presence.

At its heart, this is not a story about being saved.

It is a story about interruption. About what can happen when someone reaches another person at the edge—not to claim them, not to control them, but simply to witness and wait.

All intimacy in the present timeline is consensual, deliberate, and rooted in mutual respect. Nothing unfolds without choice. Nothing is taken without permission.

This book completes an emotional arc—but not the journey.

If you have ever disappeared from your own life—quietly, invisibly—this story is for you.

Thank you for reading with an open heart.

Content Advisory

This novel is intended for mature readers.

Watched By You contains themes of past trauma, emotional healing, and discussions of consent within an intimate relationship. Some references to past events may be distressing for sensitive readers.

All intimate interactions in the present timeline are consensual, respectful, and character-driven.

Reader discretion is advised.
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I NEVER MEANT TO WATCH it again.

“Six Gifts.”

My curse.

My miracle.

My ruin.

The movie that turned me into a headline, a scandal, a fantasy, a warning.

The movie that promised the world I was fearless.

The movie that lied.

I sit cross-legged on the worn leather couch, a blanket around my shoulders like armor. Outside, snow smothers the mountains, piling against the cabin windows until the world looks erased. Fitting. The perfect place to disappear.

It’s Christmas—my favorite time of year.

At least, it used to be.

I’ve always decorated this cabin until it glowed: garlands draped over beams, candles in every window, a tree so bright it could be seen from the road.

But this year... nothing.

No lights. No wreath. No warmth.

I couldn’t make myself pretend joy I couldn’t feel. Not this time.

The silence feels heavier without the sparkle.

On the screen, a younger version of me leans over a balcony, lingerie glinting beneath moonlight, hair loose and wild, eyes full of a hunger I haven’t felt in years.

She was twenty-six.

She believed desire was a weapon she’d always control.

I press pause.

Her image freezes — all parted lips and dangerous promise — and something inside my chest caves inward, hollowing me out.

God.

I used to look like that.

I used to feel like that.

I rise, drawn toward the screen as if I could step inside it and become her again. My fingertips brush the glass. Cold. Too cold. Not like skin. Not like life.

The blanket slips off my shoulders and pools around my feet. I don’t lift it.

I turn toward the mirror beside the fireplace — that traitorous thing.

And I stare.

Same cheekbones, but softer now.

Same mouth, but the edges pull downward even at rest.

Lines fan from my eyes like tiny cracks in porcelain.

My body... it’s still mine, and yet it isn’t.

Everything feels looser.

Unclaimed.

Unwanted.

A sound escapes me — half laugh, half sob — I can’t even tell.

Anger flares hot and bright in my throat.

I grab the remote and rewind the film to that scene — the one people wouldn’t stop talking about in the nineties. The one where my character stands naked at the window, contemplating death, before a mysterious gift arrives at her door and changes everything.

My younger self begins to untie her satin gown.

I watch her.

And I break.

Tears blur my vision, spilling down my face unchecked. I sink to my knees, gripping the carpet as if I could anchor myself to the world by force alone. But the ache wins. It always wins.

“I’m tired,” I whisper.

It sounds like a confession.

I push myself to my feet and stumble into the kitchen.

The darkness inside feels familiar.

Welcoming.

The drawer opens with a metallic sigh. The knife gleams under the faint, trembling light — long, sharp, stainless steel.

It looks peaceful.

It looks like an ending.

I lift it.

Walk back to the mirror.

Strip off the last piece of my clothing — the old nightgown clinging to me like a memory I no longer want.

Naked.

Cold.

Unmade.

This is not erotic.

This is not dramatic.

This is simply honesty.

If I am leaving this world, I want to go as the truth of myself — not the mask. Not the legend. Not the fantasy frozen in some cult-classic film.

Just Elena Hart.

A woman who wasn’t enough to be remembered.

I raise the blade to my wrist.

One breath.

Two.

“Just let me go,” I whisper to the empty room.

“No more pretending.”

The knife kisses my skin.

And then—

The doorbell rings.

Sharp.

Insistent.

Impossible.

The doorbell hasn’t rung in years. Of all nights... why tonight?

My heart slams against my ribs.

Who the hell—

“Who the fuck won’t even let me die in peace?”

The fury is instant. A lightning-strike through my veins. I storm through the living room, still naked, still holding the knife, not caring if death waits on the other side of that door. Maybe I’ll welcome him.

I yank it open.

And freeze.

There is no person.

Only a small black box sitting on the snowy porch.

A burner phone balanced on top.

A cream-colored envelope tucked beneath the bow.

The air leaves my lungs in a rush.

The box is vintage.

The exact size I remember.

No.

No, it can’t be—

My hands shake as I lift it and step back inside.

When I open the lid, a gasp tears itself out of me.

Inside, laid on crinkled tissue paper, is a set of lingerie.

Silk.

Champagne-colored.

Delicate lace trailing the cups.

The exact design — impossibly, unmistakably — from Six Gifts.

The first gift my character received.

The one that set the entire film in motion.

The one that made me a sensation.

My vision blurs.

The envelope falls to the floor.

The knife clatters beside it, forgotten.

I sink onto the couch, the lingerie trembling in my hands. My breath comes in shuddering bursts. The fabric is cool, soft, luxurious — a whisper of a life I haven’t touched in decades.

I open the envelope with numb fingers.

And  written in dark ink are these words:

You were unforgettable.

You still are.

Put this on.

If you feel  bold enough...

stand in the window.

A goddess like you deserves to be seen.

A goddess like you deserves to be celebrated.

— E

My heartbeat stutters.

Someone remembers me.

Not the actress.

Not the scandal.

Me.

Someone wants me... now.

In this body.

This age.

This brokenness.

The tears come again, but they’re different — deeper, heavier, almost a release.

I clutch the lingerie to my chest.

For the first time in years, the thought hits me with quiet, devastating force—

I don’t want to die.

Not tonight.

Not like this.

Not when someone out there still sees me.

I lift the burner phone.

My thumb hovers over the power button.

And for reasons I cannot explain,

I turn it on.

The lingerie feels unreal in my hands.

Silk, weightless and liquid, like moonlight stitched into fabric.

My younger self wore this set in Six Gifts as if it were made for her alone.

Back then, it had felt like costume.

Armor.

A promise I wasn’t afraid to make.

Now... it feels like a memory I’m almost too frightened to touch.

The burner phone rests beside me on the couch, dark and expectant, as though it’s listening. Waiting. The note lies open on my lap, the words echoing in my mind:

If you feel bold enough... stand in the window.

Bold.

God.

There was a time I was nothing but bold.

I lift the bra first. The lace is soft but structured, the cups gentle, not pushy or vulgar. Vintage. Elegant. From a time when suggestion was more intoxicating than exposure. Holding it up to my chest, I feel a tremor move through me — not fear exactly. More like... recognition.

My fingertips trace the scalloped edge of the cups.

“I can’t wear this,” I whisper, though no one is here to hear it.

Not the way I look now.

Not the way I’ve let myself disappear.

But a second thought follows, quieter, more dangerous:

Someone thinks I can.

That someone remembers me — not as the scandal, not as the fading actress, but as the woman who once commanded a room with nothing but a glance and a slip of silk.

I stand.

Slowly.

Carefully.

As though the act itself might shatter me if I move too quickly.

The living room is dim, lit only by the crackle of the fireplace. I catch my reflection in the mirror again — bare, vulnerable, still streaked with tears. My eyes look bruised. My skin is pale. My body is softer than it once was.

But I’m still here.

And someone sees something worth celebrating.

My breath thins as I step into the matching panties. The silk skims my hips like a secret. I close my eyes, letting the sensation sink in, letting it remind me of the first time I felt truly desired — on that movie set, under hot lights, with a dozen strangers watching and yet feeling like I was performing for only one.

Next, the bra.

I slide my arms through the straps, settling the cups against my breasts.

It fits.

Perfectly.

As if it were made for this version of me, not the girl frozen on film.

My throat tightens.

I walk toward the window with hesitant steps. The snow outside reflects faint light, painting the room in a soft, silver glow. I stop a foot from the glass. My pulse thunders in my ears.

Bold.

He asked if I could be bold.

Bold isn’t youth.

Bold isn’t perfection.

Bold is... choosing to be seen even when you don’t believe you deserve it.

I lift my chin.

I stand in the window.

My reflection merges with the falling snow, a woman half-shadow, half-silk, trembling but upright. A woman who was ready to die ten minutes ago, but is now—

Alive.

I unlatch the window and lift it just enough to breathe in the winter air. The cold rushes over my bare skin, shocking and electric, as if something new is threading itself through my veins.

A laugh breaks out of me—half joy, half disbelief—followed immediately by a sob. I press my hand to my mouth, overwhelmed by the contradiction, by the simple truth that I am still here to feel anything at all.

I wipe my tears with the back of my hand. Then, slowly, a smile curls at the corner of my lips—small at first, then unmistakably mischievous. A ghost of a woman I used to know.

I turn from the window, flipping my hair over my shoulder in a gesture I haven't made in twenty-five years. I even glance back, recreating that iconic posture from Six Gifts—the see-through gown, the heels, the promise.

I’m not her.

But for the first time in a long time...

I can feel her waking inside me.

A phone vibrates.

My heart stops.

The burner.

The screen lights up with a single message:

Thank you.

That’s it.

Two words.

Nothing more.?

But they land with the force of a hand on my bare spine.

Someone is watching.

But not with hunger.
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