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To the remarkable women whose stories grace the pages of this book, I dedicate these words to you with deepest gratitude and admiration. You have opened your hearts and souls to me, trusted me with your deepest fears and hopes, and allowed me to share your stories with the world – stories that have brought tears to my eyes and joy to my heart. Your experiences, your struggles, your triumphs, and your resilience have left an indelible mark on me. Your experiences will inspire and empower women everywhere, reminding them that they are not alone in their struggles, and that they too can overcome any obstacle with determination and resilience.

With love and admiration,

Soph x






Foreword

When Then There Was Her was released, the reaction was nothing short of overwhelming. I had thousands of people reach out to personally say thank you – thank you so much for speaking about this. This topic, and my own experiences. I quickly discovered there are myriad women out there like me, who had lived the same story as mine. The similar doubts, guilt, confusion – the yearning for more. For some, reading my story made them feel more comfortable in the decisions they made for themselves; for others, my story gave them the inspiration to make really significant choices in their lives and how they wanted those to look. Some have even told me that my book helped their ex-husbands or their families understand why they made the moves they did, helped shed light on their thoughts and feelings and provided the subsequent understanding they’d been lacking. It had been a really beautiful feeling for me to know that my very own story – the highs and lows of my rollercoaster ride through life – had impacted so many people.

It wasn’t just people messaging me or emailing me either. In the aftermath of sharing my own story, women would often approach me in the street, their voices hushed as they shared how my openness had helped them grapple with their own journeys. To this very day, I can be out at a cafe, a bar, even scanning the aisles of my local supermarket and someone will grab me – and it’s always a very similar conversation. They’ll pull me aside and they’ll just subtly say, ‘Thank you. You have no idea what that book did for my life and how it made me feel.’

It’s always a really emotional conversation. They don’t often go into details or share the specifics of what they’ve been through or are currently going through, but it’s enough. I know what they’re saying; they know what I’m saying – we hear each other.

And if something as simple as that can help people, then I wanted to amplify that effect.

So here is where I tell you that this book is not about me. I’ve already told my story. This time around, I was eager to share the experiences of others that I knew could be just as impactful and helpful to people. I both saw and felt the impact that my life path had and knew I needed to put together a collection of other self-discoveries to help people not only feel okay with what they’re going through, but also provide a safe space of relatability for them to escape to.

In 2022, I put out a call for women to share their personal, romantic, or sexual journeys and be part of this book. The response was overwhelming and solidified the reason why I felt this book was necessary. However, I also noticed that many people were afraid of having their stories told, fearing that sharing their experiences would make it all too real. Despite the fact that many women expressed interest in contributing to the book, they simply weren’t quite ready to do so. As someone who has navigated similar fears and challenges, I can understand their hesitation. Before publishing my first book, I spent a long time delving deep into myself and exploring my own experiences. This book is written specifically for those women who are close to sharing their stories but may still be holding back. My hope is that by showcasing the multitude of other women who have walked similar paths, this book will encourage them to live life on their own terms and be proud of their desires and sexuality. It is my sincere wish that this book will inspire these women to finally make the life changes they have been yearning for by helping them to embrace their vulnerability and overcome their fears.

Of course, there were just as many women who were ready to share, and after careful consideration, I selected fourteen of them to be a part of Then There Was You. One remarkable trait that all of these women possess is their incredible courage in the face of fear. They understood that by embracing their true selves and living authentically, they would replace their doubts, guilt, and self-imposed burdens with a sense of empowerment and contentment. The stories of these remarkable women serve as an inspiration for all of us to overcome our own fears and live life on our own terms. The smiles on their faces when they would talk to me about reaching a period of acceptance within themselves and the sense that a weight had lifted off their shoulders would make me smile, because I know that feeling; I know exactly how good it feels! And this book will show you how freeing it can be when you finally land in your own place of self-acceptance and belonging.

Something else I loved about creating this book was tapping into stories of women becoming comfortable within their sexuality. I’m extremely passionate about females owning their sexuality, and I’m not just talking about their sexual preference. I’m talking about stamping ownership on their sexual desires. I’m really proud to be part of a group of women who have come so far. One of the people I spoke to, 34-year-old Kayla, said to me, ‘This is how I want to be pleasured now and I’m not taking anything less.’ I was taken aback by her confidence – we need more Kaylas screaming from the rooftops. What an empowering message for people to read, based on the pressure that has existed for centuries, whereby sex – specifically straight sex – has had such a male-dominated pleasure focus or is considered nothing more than a baby-making tool for a woman’s body. I acknowledge that speaking openly about sex isn’t for everyone and I both understand and respect that. Yet for me, personally, a highlight of this experience was listening to women speak candidly and confidently, without any shame.

The stories shared by these women were as diverse as they were powerful. Whether it was tales of sexual exploration, breaking free from abusive relationships, or defying family expectations, each woman’s journey was marked by a profound sense of self-ownership and sovereignty. It’s this shared feeling of finally arriving in a space they’ve been working towards their entire lives that resonated with me and underscores the common bond between us. These stories are vital, not just because they recount how these women reached their destination (which is extraordinary in itself), but because they pay tribute to the struggles and sacrifices they made along the way.

In my previous book, Then There Was Her, I explored the idea that the fear of the unknown can often hinder us from pursuing the life we desire. However, once we muster the courage to take that leap of faith, we realise that what we feared was merely an illusion, and that the journey itself is often more exhilarating than the destination. Conversely, staying in a situation or becoming someone we don’t aspire to be is what truly terrifies us, for it stifles our growth and denies us the chance to realise our full potential.

In sifting through the countless stories submitted for inclusion in this book, I relied on both my intuition and the energy of the applicants to make the difficult selection of which journeys to share. Although there may be a few tales that seem comparable, every account in these pages is truly one-of-a-kind, just like the women who tell them. I was drawn to those who were candid about their path, unafraid to reveal both the highs and lows.

It was never my intention to find a story that would resonate with every reader. Yet, what I find most exquisite about the selection in this book is that it highlights a range of diverse personalities who found themselves in vastly different circumstances. I hope that each person who picks up Then There Was You can find a connection with the stories within these pages. While it may not be about the specifics of one’s situation, it’s often the emotions evoked that can speak to us on a deeper level. Even if it’s just one sentence from someone’s story, I believe that each reader can discover a piece of themselves in these journeys and take something valuable away from it.

When I began my own journey of self-discovery years ago, I often felt isolated. Although I had gay friends, I had never met another woman who had gone through the same experience as me – that of a straight, married woman who discovered her sexuality later in life. Despite being surrounded by acceptance and a supportive LGBTQIA+ community, it felt like a make-believe world that was disconnected from my reality. It was like a dreamland. I could escape and have fun in one part of my life, but then I would return to my true life, which felt anything but ‘real’.

That is why we are here. It’s why I created this book – because it’s the exact book I needed at a critical point in my life. I craved a community of women in similar circumstances who could offer support, and I hope that, with Then There Was You, we can create a safe space for one another. I want readers to find a friend in this book – a friend who can relate, who understands what they’re going through because they’ve been there, too.

Many people have thanked me for sharing my story and being so candid, not only in Then There Was Her but also in my online journey over the past ten years. They have even gone so far as to say that I’ve changed their lives. But what they don’t realise is that they’ve helped me just as much. My online community and the multitude of people I’ve met through it have had a more profound impact on my life than I could ever express. It’s the late night DMs I receive with the inner dialogue that they so openly decide to share with me. It’s the passing on the stress and the head nod, a simple gesture that says, ‘I get it’. Within you, I too have found myself.

That’s why, with this book, I want to give back. I want to make you feel safe. I want to make you feel seen. And I want to make you feel accepted in the way that you have made me feel.

I’ve shared my story, and now I want to tell yours.

– Soph x






1 Ivy


I discovered a great deal of relatability when interviewing Ivy. Our stories and energy resonate deeply with each other, and we share similar themes in our lives – themes that I believe many women will connect with on various levels.

A lot of women I’ve spoken to over the years find themselves settling for the ‘nice guy’ – as women we are conditioned to believe that ‘nice’ is enough, and that we should be grateful for the life that ‘nice’ brings. Many of us unconsciously fall into the trap of conforming to societal norms, without even realising it. But the truth is, life offers so much more than just following the beaten path, and it’s perfectly acceptable – even encouraged – to embark on a journey of self-discovery and exploration to uncover our true desires.

As humans, we are often taught to view relationship breakdowns as nothing but a failure. However, Ivy and I have learned through our personal experiences that leaving long-term partners can bring about beautiful outcomes, such as having loving children and respectful relationships with their fathers. Instead of viewing it as a failure, we believe that it’s important to recognise not only the intent of the relationship initially, but the growth and personal development that comes with the end of a relationship.

During her journey, Ivy made a conscious decision to give herself the necessary space and permission to explore personal desires and growth, rather than remaining in an unfulfilling relationship.

Lastly, Ivy and I have both faced the heart-wrenching reality of an intense love connection, but with incompatible timelines. This is a common experience for many of us, and while we may want to believe that love is enough to conquer all obstacles, the truth is that timing plays a crucial role. It can be difficult to come to terms with this fact, but sometimes, love just isn’t enough.



Rob and I met when we were just 19. We were both travelling Europe, and we fell madly in love straight away. Rob is the most amazing man in the world – everyone loves him. He’s an incredible father, a provider, a friend who would help anyone, and everyone always thought we were such a good couple – and mostly, such a great team. It was a total whirlwind, but we grew up together. I always wish we’d met when we were in our thirties – I think meeting so young was our downfall.

When I was in my early twenties, I had a wild night out with a close friend and her acquaintance, Adele, who happened to be a strikingly beautiful lesbian. As the night progressed and we all let loose, we found ourselves enjoying each other’s company more and more, chatting, drinking, and dancing. Things got a little out of hand, and we ended up getting quite intoxicated. That’s when Adele suddenly grabbed me and pulled me against a wall, kissing me with such intensity that it left me speechless. She then walked away without a word, leaving me stunned and confused about what had just happened.

What the fuck just happened? My mind was reeling with questions, as I struggled to comprehend what had just occurred. I was in a committed relationship with Rob at the time and had never entertained any thoughts or feelings of attraction towards women. Initially, I tried to dismiss it as a fleeting moment of passion that held no significance. However, Adele’s sudden and intense kiss had shaken me to the core, and I couldn’t erase her from my mind. The memory of that night lingered in my thoughts, haunting me with its unrelenting power.

Ten years went by, twelve years, fifteen… and that once prominent kiss faded into the obscurity of distant memory. Rob and I were happy together. Over eighteen years we built a beautiful life, we had two wonderful kids and I loved him – although I must admit that the sex and our intimate life was never wholly fulfilling for me. Despite being an outspoken person in my daily life, I was lost and uncertain about my identity and desires when we first got together. In the bedroom, I was like a mute statue, devoid of expression or initiative. Even as I got older, I would still revert back to a frightened 19-year-old when we got into the bedroom.

I held onto the belief that I wasn’t a very sexual person and resigned myself to the idea that this was just how things were going to be for me. I was content with having a wonderful man by my side who made a great companion, and I had come to terms with the fact that I would never experience mind-blowing sex. At the time, I was okay with that and didn’t see it as a problem.

Five years ago, I was the maid of honour at my best friend’s wedding. This was the same friend I’d been out with that night when I met Adele… And Adele was going to be at the wedding, she told me. I felt an electric spark of excitement and curiosity rush through me, and deep down, I knew without a doubt that I would be drawn to her once again as soon as I laid eyes on her.

As I walked down the aisle ahead of my friend on her wedding day, I scanned the crowd, smiling at the guests… and there she was, looking exactly as I remembered.

I’m fucked, I thought, the minute I laid eyes on her. I am proper fucked.

In that moment, I didn’t know what was going to happen, but I was acutely aware that my life was on the brink of a profound change, and that there was no turning back.



Adele didn’t have a clue who I was.

We’d been so fucked up the night we’d met so long ago and, to be fair, she’s a hot German lesbian who – at that stage in her life – was kissing girls in clubs all the time. As we sat together at the reception, her leg pressed against mine, I was suddenly overcome with a rush of desire that I couldn’t ignore. Despite the distraction of the wedding and everything else around us, my attention was consumed entirely by this woman.

‘I remember you more than the others,’ she said to me, speaking about the night we’d kissed in our twenties. ‘You must have spoken more than them.’

‘We did way more than talk,’ I told her. ‘You pashed me and grabbed my boobs against the wall.’

From that moment, we were obsessed with each other. The whole night at the wedding, we followed each other around. I was holding her hand. I was so obvious. But… she’s a girl. You can get away with it; you can get away with anything! No one blinks an eyelid at two girls, so I was in heaven. It was a surreal experience, and yet it felt so real and authentic. I could do what I wanted, say what I wanted and behave any way I wanted – even Rob, my partner, didn’t seem to notice the palpable energy between us.

We escaped in a corner all night long, completely engrossed in each other’s company. The wedding ceremony, the guests, the music – everything else faded into the background as we talked and talked. Her face was so close to mine as we spoke that I could feel her breath on my skin. And then, in a sudden and unexpected move, she grabbed my hand and pulled me around the corner where she pressed her lips to mine in a passionate and intense kiss.

After that night, Adele and I couldn’t stop contacting each other. For twelve months, we were messaging in secret and it was the most difficult year of my life – it was a constant battle between my heart and my head, my morals and my desires.

    I didn’t want to live with the guilt, the confusion – everything plagued me. I couldn’t reconcile anything. I’m such a people pleaser – my whole life I’d been taught to shut up, don’t speak about my feelings, and make sure everyone else is okay. Just do the right thing, don’t upset people, don’t make waves. The message that was drilled into me from a young age was that as long as you looked like you had everything under control, no one would question what was happening behind closed doors.

I couldn’t face what was happening. It was like a tsunami of emotions was hitting me and I had no idea how to deal with it.

You are not lesbian, you’re not gay, you’re not into women. This was a weird, one-off occurrence. Let it go and focus on being a good mum and a good partner and just keep going forward with your life.

Slowly, slowly, I let one close friend in on what was going on but that was challenging in itself because she was a friend of mine and Rob’s. Physically, nothing had really happened between Adele and I, but emotionally – I was already gone. After my mother had left my father due to his infidelity, I made a solemn promise to myself that I would never follow in his footsteps. As a result, the already arduous circumstances that I was facing were further compounded by my internal turmoil.

Then there was my attraction to Rob – or lack thereof. That relationship had been platonic for a very long time. We’ve always been incredibly close as mates, as family, and co-parents. However, from the very start, I never experienced any intense physical attraction towards him – the type that makes you want to rip someone’s clothes off. It just wasn’t there. Rob has always had an undeniable allure – everyone thinks he’s the most gorgeous man. Yet… I didn’t feel it and over time I began to wonder if there was something flawed within me that prevented me from experiencing such feelings.

Meanwhile, Adele had already broken up with her girlfriend of nine years and was patiently waiting for me. I withdrew more and more from Rob. I couldn’t be alone with him in the lounge room. I’d go to my bedroom, close the door and shut off completely – emotionally, physically, everything.

I remember the last time Rob and I had sex. I was unable to fully surrender myself to the experience.

One night, I shut myself off within the confines of the bedroom, and shortly after, he appeared at the entrance, leaning against the doorway.

‘You’re not going anywhere until you tell me what the fuck is going on, what is happening,’ he said.

I had an out of body experience – I felt like I was on the ceiling looking down at myself, and suddenly said, ‘I don’t want to have sex with you anymore. I can’t have sex with you.’

‘Do you want to have sex with someone else, with another man?’ he asked.

I told him no.

‘Do you want to have sex with a woman?’

‘Yes… I think that’s what I want to do,’ I replied.

‘Is it Adele?’

Unbeknownst to me, he’d already put two and two together. He said, ‘It’s okay. I get it.’ And together, we both released a flood of tears and embraced each other tightly in a moment that felt like forever.

We started talking freely and I divulged every intricate detail of my innermost thoughts and feelings, including my past experiences, all the fears and reservations that had been holding me back. It was a turning point for us, and our relationship blossomed into an entirely new level of profound communication.

Telling him was an agonising, gut-wrenching decision that I was sure would make my world fall apart. I thought no one would understand, that my kids would hate me, and my parents would think I had completely lost it. The idea of disrupting our strong family unit was a reality I couldn’t imagine. But my gut told me it would be worth it.

Adele and I plunged into an intense long-distance relationship right before Covid hit. She’d gone back to Germany and we were kept from each other due to international border closures, and to be perfectly honest, it was an utterly horrendous experience. One that felt so cruel. I still find it hard to fathom how we managed to pull it off at the time.

Initially, I believed that leaving Rob and confessing to those close to me about my new path in life would be the most daunting task. However, that was nothing compared to the arduous challenge of sustaining a long-distance relationship amid the harsh realities of the Covid pandemic.

What I soon discovered was that it wasn’t just Covid that has made our situation difficult. Adele is a free-spirited adventurer who enjoys exploring new places and working in diverse environments. She takes up bartending gigs and loves to snowboard, and her energy enthrals everyone who crosses her path, be it males or females. In stark contrast, there’s me – a stay-at-home suburban mum with two kids and a daily school drop-off routine. This difference in lifestyles has made it challenging for us to connect on the same wavelength.

She also really struggles with my continued closeness with Rob. She recently told me she doesn’t feel like Rob and I have separated enough. And it’s true, we are still so deep in each other’s lives – we’re interwoven financially and emotionally, and of course there’s the kids, so we help each other out all the time. I can understand her perspective, it would be hard for anyone to break into our little sphere. But I’m so protective of it and my priority is my kids. So far, they’ve managed to get out of this unscathed – they’ve barely noticed that their parents aren’t together anymore, and that’s so important.

Adele and I were in constant communication, exchanging messages incessantly throughout the day. A million texts back and forth, ‘I miss you’, ‘I love you’ – and it was exhausting. Even though my love for her was unwavering, I reached a point where I simply couldn’t bear the constant pressure, and we ultimately decided to take a break.

We didn’t speak for months, spending time reassessing our relationship and our lives, and pondering whether it was viable to continue – and we’ve decided to give it one more go. We’re meeting in Thailand in around a month for two weeks and we’ll just allow events to unfold naturally. We love each other so much – it’s undeniable. Our love is something we can’t control but the logistics are so hard because we’re two adults, grown humans established in our lives. We’re no longer young and adaptable enough to take spontaneous leaps – everyone’s rooted in their systems. It’s a really sad situation and if things don’t work out, I’ll grieve the loss for the rest of my life. But I’m prepared to come to terms with that possibility, and I’ll never have any regrets. I’d rather be alone and content in my own skin than continue living in the darkness of uncertainty. All the struggles and tribulations are worth it because I’ve finally found my true identity.

As I reflect on who I was before Adele, it’s like looking at a different person altogether. Joy is now my baseline emotion and I find myself bursting out in a smile while waiting at the school gate, overwhelmed with genuine happiness. Adele has given me the liberation, lightness and joy that I never knew existed. It’s a feeling that I will cherish forever, even if it doesn’t work out between us.

As a mother, I am conscious of the example I set for my daughter. I don’t want her to settle for a mediocre relationship just because it’s considered ‘good enough’. I want her to know that she deserves to be happy and fulfilled in all aspects of her life.

My experiences have also made me question societal norms and the belief in monogamy as the only way to have a committed relationship. Not the concept of committed relationships themselves, but the belief of being with the same person for your entire life. I don’t align with the idea of being with one person for my entire life. Now I understand that there’s a reason I never married Rob. He asked me a few times but there was always something about it that didn’t feel right. And I’m not alone in feeling this way. More and more people are starting to question these traditional norms, which is bound to make some uncomfortable.

I am grateful for everything I have, even if it doesn’t work out with Adele. I have an amazing ex-partner who’s also my best friend, and we share a loving and supportive relationship for the sake of our children. I have supportive parents, a sister, and friends who have stood by me throughout this journey. And let me tell you, having sex with the right person is mind-blowing!

It’s frustrating that people often judge and reject non-traditional family units, failing to acknowledge the love, support, and warmth that exists within them. I have come to realise that peaceful separation with empathy and compassion is possible.






2 Char


Growing up, Char had a very clear picture of how her life ‘should’ be. Her grandmother married at 18 and had six kids; her mum married her father at 20, and they then went on to have Char and her older brother. Thus, Char’s blueprint for her own life was similarly traditional: she envisioned meeting a man in her early twenties, settling down, and starting a family of her own.

But what Char realised – just as many of us do – is that life rarely goes the way we once pictured it would. That reality rarely adheres to our preconceived notions.

Char’s story resonated with me because it speaks to the fact that many of us as women encounter setbacks and hardships in life, but it is possible to overcome them and find joy and contentment in the present moment.

Char ignored the red flags in her relationship. She called herself a ‘loser’ for not yet being married at age 21 and she believed that once she did get married, everything would magically work itself out. She also felt like a failure as a woman for not being able to fall pregnant.

Sound familiar?

Char has since learned to embrace life on her own terms and to appreciate the journey, warts and all. For her, the ultimate goal is to wake up each morning with a sense of gratitude and fulfilment, despite the hardships she has faced along the way.



My parents migrated from Sri Lanka to Australia in 1983 and we’ve always been a very close, very tight-knit family – Mum, Dad, my older brother and I. My parents grew up very poor and like many migrants, they moved to Australia to make sure their children had the best possible life and to provide their children with the opportunities they never had. They spared no expense to ensure that we received the highest quality education from a prestigious Catholic school, and that we had access to any extra-curricular activity we wanted to try, as well as all the material objects we could think of. Their sacrifices and dedication enabled us to flourish and reach our full potential, and I am forever grateful for their unwavering love and support.

My brother and I had a great upbringing, and our family dynamic was amazing. However looking back through the lens of an adult, I’ve learnt that my parents showed their love through material possessions and money, which wasn’t necessarily what I needed.

My parents’ relationship has always been a source of inspiration for me too. They’ve been together forty-four years and their marriage is something I’ve always wished I could replicate and emulate in my own life. I’ve felt a lot of pressure to find that kind of love and settle down from an early age – but unfortunately, I didn’t do quite as well as they did on the romantic side of things, and it took me a while to realise that I couldn’t have someone else’s marriage.

My grandmother got married at 18 and she went on to have six children. My own mum got married at 20. I have family members that were seemingly following this unwritten ‘rule book’, who found love when they were younger, got married, and had kids. So I was firmly set on a traditional path, eagerly searching for love and hoping to be married with all my children by the time I hit 30. I had a detailed life plan etched in my mind, but fate had different plans for me as I constantly found myself without a partner.

There was also a lot of pressure from my grandmother. She was a traditionalist.

‘I don’t understand why you’re not married,’ I distinctly remember her telling me just before my 21st birthday – like there was something wrong with me, that I was some old spinster. ‘… I hope a boyfriend is coming to your birthday at least,’ she continued, reminding me yet again how far behind I was on the romantic timeline.
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