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Skin Deep Secrets

Chapter Thirty-Six | She Came for Fire, He Gave Her Ice

Valentina.

Valentina- One night, she whispered. Old times. No cameras. No names. Just skin.

Valentina- We were fired once, she said, heels echoing on marble. You gave me heat no men ever matched. I remember the wall. The chair. Your voice. I still remember the way you used to beg mid-thrust.

Valentina- Tonight, I want that again.

Luciano- We had the fire. I won’t rewrite that. | Luciano- But you wanted freedom. You chose it. I handed it to you without question.

Luciano- Now you’re here, asking for something sacred wrapped in alcohol and memory | Valentina- Sofía is married. | Luciano- Yes to society, But I’m married to her flame. She touches me with more honesty in one breath than you did in a decade of moans.

Luciano- Respect yourself enough not to beg for a man who’s already wrecked by another woman. | Luciano- You think you want my body, but I gave that to you before. What I have No one gets but Sofía.

Luciano- You walked out once for freedom. Don’t crawl back for a memory.

Luciano- You didn’t just save me. You redefined me. I’m still yours burnt, built, buried, reborn. Yours, come to me.

Luciano- You didn’t just save me. You redefined me. I’m still yours burnt, built, buried, reborn. Yours, come to me.

I’m Not Your Flame for Rent I’m the Man You Marry or Leave Bleeding

Luciano-You’re beautiful, he said first. But I don’t want beautiful tonight. | Sofia- She blinked. What do you want?

Luciano- I want answers | Sofia- - Answers to what? | Luciano- To why I’m still your secret

Luciano- I’m not your hidden lover. I’m not the man you text when loneliness wins. | Luciano- I’m the body you crawl into when you forget how to breathe.

Chapter Forty-three

Chapter Forty-Four | She Carried His Children, But Not His Future

She hadn’t worn red in years, 

not since silence replaced touch. Tonight, the silk wrapped around her body like a memory, daring her to remember desire. At the bar, laughter echoed. Then he walked in, and her heart didn’t skip it stumbled.
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Chapter One: The Quiet Before the Craving

Chapter Two: The mirror doesn’t lie

Chapter Three: The first flicker  

Chapter Four: The glance that didn’t fade

Chapter Five: The first time she lets him flirt

Chapter Six: The date that crossed the line

Chapter Seven: Two hours. One door. No excuses

Chapter Eight: The silence that follows

Chapter Nine: The question Marco never asked until now  

Chapter Ten: No one was inocent

Chapter Eleven: The visit that burned more then the kiss

Chapter Twelve: A truth too hot to hide

Chapter Thirteen: Isabella wore red before Sofia did

Chapter Fourteen: He didn’t want hours. He wanted her rules 

Chapter Fifteen: The car was parked in the wrong corner so was she

Chapter Sixteen: They didn’t do in for love. Just for power and punishment

Chapter Seventeen: The Venus gala where desires are never just dressed

Chapter Eighteen: The powder room was to small for both of them

Chapter Nineteen: The night didn’t need words just witnesses

Chapter Twenty: She didn’t want the ring, she wanted the flame

Chapter Twenty-One: Truth. Rag. Exit

Chapter Twenty-Two: Gateway Day one. Want without an apology  

Chapter Twenty-Three: The gateway day two and three. Passion that forgot the world

Chapter Twenty-Four: Fire has no manners neither did they

Chapter Twenty-Five: Marco wants her back. He wanted her to be gone from Luciano’s touch

Chapter Twenty-Six: Luciano gave her what Marco forgot exited devotion in every inch

Chapter Twenty-Seven: The text that lid the hotel on fire

Chapter Twenty-Eight: Daniel’s night but outside fire had witnesses

Chapter Twenty-Nine: Scarlet Tongues and White Lies  

Chapter Thirty: Love like ruin, sex life rebirth

Chapter Thirty-One: Broken vows and Marco’s descent

Chapter Thirty-Two: Her Name Wasn’t Mine  

Chapter Thirty-Three: She Wore Vows, I Wore Secrets  

Chapter Thirty-Four: Oxygen in Heels, Fire in His Grip  

Chapter Thirty-Five: Call me her oxygen and I’ll bleed you

Chapter Thirty-Six: She came for fire, I gave her ice

Chapter Thirty-Seven: The perfect wife, the invisible flame

Chapter Thirty-Eight: He made the walls blush, the water moan and she forgot her name

Chapter Thirty-Nine Fire in Palm Trees, Shame in High Heels  

Chapter Forty: I’m Not Your Flame for Rent I’m the Man You Marry or Leave Bleeding 

Chapter Forty-One: Between the Man Who Built Her and the One Who Set Her on Fire  

Chapter Forty-Two: She Walked in Dressed for Forever He Pulled Her into Ruin  

Chapter Forty-Three: Her Gown Was Quiet but the Moment Was Loud  

Chapter Forty-Four: She Carried His Children, But Not His Future  

Chapter Forty-Five: She Gave Him Her Twenties but Her Soul Wanted to Breathe  

Chapter Forty-Six: He Betrayed Her in Private She Forgave Him in Silence  

Chapter Forty-Seven: When She Chose Him, Even Her Breath Belonged to It

Chapter One

The Quiet Before the Craving

The morning began with oatmeal.

Ana liked cinnamon. Daniel, plain with honey. Sofía stirred both pots without thinking, her fingers moving but her mind far away tucked somewhere behind the cabinets, where she used to dream in color.

Marco had already left. Italy this time. Or was it Berlin? She couldn’t remember. His voice on yesterday’s voicemail was warm and efficient. Love you, my queen, the kind of phrase that used to curl her toes, now folded neatly into routine.

The kids were in their uniforms, laughing about something Sofía didn’t hear. She smiled anyway, touched Ana’s braid and Daniel’s curls as they rushed out the door, then stood alone in the echo.

She didn’t feel broken.

She felt missing

The luxury car still glistened in the driveway. The garden she planted last spring was in full bloom. The marble countertops caught the sun just right. It was beautiful. It was lonely.

She had never cheated. Not once.

Not even when she should have. Not when the silence grew louder than the love. Not when the kisses turned mechanical. Not even when he forgot her birthday three years in a row.

But lately the mirror asked questions.

She turned on the speaker and let her playlist run. Nina Simone. The same songs she used to play when Marco flew her to Paris for their tenth anniversary back when they still touched each other without asking first.

The red dress was still in the back of the closet.

She didn’t try it on. Not yet.

But her fingers grazed it. Slowly. Thoughtfully. Like memory might wake up if she touched it right.

And for the first time in months, she whispered out loud:

I want to be looked at like that again.

Chapter Two
The Mirror Doesn’t Lie

Sofía didn’t sleep. Not fully.

The pillow beside her still carried Marco’s cologne, though he hadn’t touched it in three weeks. Italy, he texted yesterday. Or maybe Berlin again? The time zones shifted faster than the reasons he stopped calling.

Her phone buzzed twice. Not Marco. Just calendar reminders and a school lunch update.

She stayed in bed longer than usual. The playlist still hummed faintly from the night before Nina had given way to Etta James, then silence.

When Sofía finally moved, it was toward the mirror.

No makeup. No filters. Just her and the woman with thoughts too loud for morning.

She pulled her hair into a loose bun, then undid it. Did it again. She’d been beautiful once not the Instagram kind, but the kind that made Marco pause mid-conversation to watch her walk across a room.

She had receipts. Photos from Paris. Videos from the Maldives. All in Marco’s cloud somewhere. 

But clouds fade. And lately, so was the way Marco looked at her.

The red dress stayed in the closet. The black one, simpler, loose, slid over her head with practiced ease.

Downstairs, the kitchen echoed clean. Oatmeal bowls stacked. Countertops gleaming. Marco’s espresso machine was untouched.

She brewed tea instead.

Ana and Daniel wouldn’t be home until four. Marco wouldn’t be home until who knows when.

So, for now, it was Sofía. Alone. In her own skin.

And the mirror is still waiting.

Chapter Three
The First Flicker

The phone lit up again this time, a number she didn’t recognize.

Just three words: Still remember Paris?

Sofía’s thumb hovered. No reply. No panic. But her heartbeat felt curious.

She stared at the message. It wasn’t Marco. He’d never say it like that his messages were more “Meeting ran late, kiss the kids, than mystery. And he hadn’t mentioned Paris in years.

She walked to the kitchen, pouring tea she didn’t finish.

The name came slowly Luciano. That jazz musician they met in Montmartre. Marco had called him eccentric. Sofía had called him unforgettable. They hadn’t seen since. Until now.

She didn’t write back. Just slipped the phone into her purse and stepped outside.

It was hot. Florida hot. The kind that made her skin glisten and her hips remember.

At the grocery store, someone stared. A man in a linen shirt. Not creepy focused. Like he knew the way her fingers grazed the red dress last night, even if she hadn’t worn it.

Sofía turned but didn’t smile.

Not yet.

Chapter Four
The Glance That Didn’t Fade

Sofía opened the closet at midnight. Not to clean. Just to stare.

The red dress was still there. Marco bought it for New Year’s Eve three years ago. They danced once, smiled for photos, then came home early because he had a call with Tokyo.

She ran her fingers down the fabric. It still shimmered, still whispered things Marco hadn’t said in months.

She didn’t put it on.

She just let the memory stick to her skin.

Downstairs, the phone lit up. Not Marco. Just another unnamed number.

You looked like you wanted to be remembered.

She didn’t respond.

But she didn’t delete it.

Instead, Sofía poured a drink, opened the patio door, and stood barefoot under the stars. The Florida heat hugged her, but it was the message still warming her chest.

It wasn’t romance.

It was recognition.

And Sofía standing alone in silk pajamas, breathing in the night no longer felt married. Not fully.

Not where it mattered.

Chapter Five

The First Time She Let Him Flirt 

Sofía hadn’t meant to stay long at the lounge.

Marco was abroad again. Ana and Daniel were asleep. She wore the red dress just because just to remember how it used to be.

He arrived late. Not dramatic. Just late enough to make her notice.

Luciano- I’m surprised you came, slipping into the seat beside her.

Sofia- I wasn’t sure I would.

Luciano- But you’re here.

His voice wasn’t slick, it was precise. Low and respectful but tilted just enough to suggest heat. He didn’t touch her. Just leaned close enough for her breath to shift.

Luciano- I remember you from Paris, he said. 

Sofía blinked slowly. Her lips parted before her mind caught up.  

I remember not being looked at like that for years.

The way he watched her wasn’t reckless, it was reverent. Like her silence had weight.

Their drinks sat untouched.

Sofia- I’m married, she said.

Luciano- I know.

Sofia- I shouldn’t be talking to you like this.

Luciano- But you are.

She didn’t leave. Not right away.

She stayed fifteen minutes past caution. Thirty minutes past her usual.

When she rose to leave, he touched her wrist not to stop her, just to feel it once.

Luciano- I liked tonight, he said. If you ever want to forget how loyal you’ve been I’ll help you remember how you wanted, you still are.

Sofía walked out without
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