
The following is an excerpt from the memoir “Not Main Character Energy” by Maya 
Thompson.  
 

Poor Wilder, in love with a girl just out of his reach. He really had it bad, didn’t he, 
the kind of sweaty-hands, stomach-churning love you usually only see in romance movies. 
And for a moment, he really thought he would get her. That despite his (admittedly 
significant) deficiencies, he would somehow, someday prove himself worthy of her 
attention, even her love.  

The girl in this scenario, of course, is me.  
You thought I was going to say Grey, didn’t you? That’s the narrative the press is 

spinning. I’m not one to stir up drama, of course, and I’m sure the two of them are very 
happy together, but I can’t lie to all of you. Not to the greatest fans in the world.  

And the truth is, Grey is and will always be Wilder’s consolation prize.  
Let me rewind. The torrid love affair between Wilder Blue and I started all the way 

back in junior high, when we were young and foolish. He was already madly in love with me, 
of course, but I knew I couldn’t chain myself to a man. I’m an independent woman, and even 
at that young age I knew I had more important things to focus on than some dopey, 
doe-eyed boy who was obsessed with me. 

I tried to let him down easy, but love is cruel, especially when it’s unrequited. He 
wandered through the school hallways a mere shadow of his previous self. In his mind, I 
wasn’t just his other half, I was his everything, the entirety of his hopes and dreams. It was a 
little annoying, to be honest, but I’d had to reject a lot of guys before, so I made it as 
painless as possible for him. After a few years, he seemed to be doing better. He still 
sometimes teared up when he saw me, but at least he wasn’t sad all the time.  

And then he went onto The Real Life of Grey Monroe, and everything changed.  
The new Wilder was far more confident, manly even, and the pathetic, obsessed 

little boy was gone.  
When he returned to school that first day, he immediately sought me out. I was 

minding my own business, leaning up against a random bank of lockers, as he approached.  
“I missed you, babe,” he said, his voice aflame. He pulled me into his arms, blue eyes 

sparkling with ardor, and even though I’m an independent woman, I have to admit even I 
was charmed.  

“Now let me kiss you dizzy, gorgeous,” he said, and he pulled me to him. Our lips met 
in an explosion of fireworks, right there in the school hallway.  

It was at this point that someone (I still have no idea who) took a picture of us, 
trespassing on our moment of passion.  

After our lips parted, he looked up at me with a dazed expression. “That was so 
much better than anything Grey Monroe could have ever done.” 

I repeat this not to make Grey feel bad, but only for historical accuracy, and so my 
wonderful readers can empathize with poor Wilder.  



He thought this was the start of the rest of his life with the girl of his dreams.  
Unfortunately, what he didn’t know is that sometimes we dream too big, and our 

wildest dreams will forever remain out of our reach.  
 


