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Disclaimer

T his work is based on personal experiences. Certain details, timelines, and any 
identifying characteristics have been altered.

This is a personal narrative based on my experience.
It is not presented as an objective or comprehensive account of another individual.

I use strong, profane  language throughout The Venus Fly Trap for a few reasons.
First, I use it as a form of humor. Comedy thrives on surprise and breaking pat-

terns—strong language does just that.
Second, it’s how Tomoz and I sometimes talk to each other, usually when we are 

arguing or having sex. This is not something we do in public. But let’s be real—behind 
closed doors, even with close friends, strong language is often used. It is everywhere in 
society today. It’s woven into our culture.

Third, it’s a way to express anger and frustration, both of which you’ll And plenty of 
in The Venus Fly Trap.

Throughout this book you and I are having a conversation. q real conversation. I’ll ask 
you Yuestions, expect answers, and mind-read. In case you are ever wondering—E'S, I 
am talking to you.

IMm 'nglish, and our humor tends to be sarcastic. !y sarcasm is almost dripping 
oW every page. The strong language and sarcasm are never intended to oWend anyone, 
although it probably will. In today’s world, people tend to be easily oWended, and there 
seems to be intense pressure to be politically and socially correct. qll too often, people 
are afraid to say anything that might possibly oWend anyone. Fuck that? Dhy should we 
all walk around on eggshells because they might be oWendedR So if anything I write here 
oWends you, remember two things. First, it is not intended to oWend you. Second, get the 
fuck over it?
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The Venus Fly Trap is based on a true story. Dhat that means it is a true story I but I 
had to  change the names of people in the story and some of their personal details so that 
you cannot identify who they are. Eou know protect the innocent, of which there are 
really none. !ostly because of lawsuits and all that.

Eou’re going to get to know both Tomoz and I on a deep level. So, I’m going to be real, 
open, and brutally honest. !y hope is that one day, we get to meet in person. Then you 
can tell me what a fucking arsehole and idiot I am. I look forward to that.

In any case, considering the ridiculous, stupid, and downright humiliating things that 
I did and that I’m about to share with you— and the fact that I can laugh at myself—I 
think I get a pass. Uey, it’s my book. I get to write the rules here.



WARNING

T his Book Is For Adults Only.

If you are not currently considered an adult, you will be by the time you have 
read The Venus Fly Trap.

This Book Contains Explicit Sex.
Our sexual relationship and encounters are a central theme of The Venus Fly Trap. We 

are extremely sexual people. Some of what you read might challenge your beliefs about 
sexuality and what it really means. I hope so. This experience certainly challenged mine!

If you’re prone to premature ejaculation, I recommend you keep a box of tissues 
handy. If you are prone to getting strong erections and often feel the need to alleviate that 
condition, then you will also need a box of tissues.

If, while reading The Venus Fly Trap you —nd yourself sexually aroused or if you notice 
excessive moisture in your lower abdomen, don’t worry*that’s perfectly normal and you 
will also need a box of tissues. 

Enjoy.



Prologue

S ometimes, things are exactly what they seem, yet we often choose to ignore reality, 
preferring to live in our own dreams—or delusions. Something that I am certainly 

guilty of as you are about to see. Our lives mirror who we are, both individually and 
collectively.

It's fascinating how easily we can accept the concept of creating our own reality when 
everything is going well. Victory? Clear evidence that God or the universe is on our side. 
Failure? Surely someone or something else must be to blame. Yet, the nonsensical nature 
of this thinking escapes us entirely.

When life turns ugly, when outcomes become what we consider terrible, sad, or shame-
ful, we conveniently develop selective amnesia. Perhaps this memory loss stems from our 
desperate attempt to maintain an image of ourselves as kind, loving individuals while 
desperately hiding our darker nature from ourselves and the world.

What we resist persists. Whatever we judge, we hold in place and are destined to 
manifest in our physical lives. The forces of light and darkness coexist within us— what 
many call God and the Devil. We are both, though few want to admit it.

"All the gods, all the heavens, all the hells, are within you."
—Joseph Campbell
How do I know all this? Well, you're about to Nnd out. While sex, sexuality, and the 

new sexual revolution happening in the world today are a theme of The Venus Fly Trap, 
there is also much, much more.

The Venus Fly Trap is also about our love for each other—deep, powerful, passionate 
love—and the sex, lies, and repercussions that followed. It is about the devastation, 
destruction, and desperation that love brought into our lives, as well as the deep joy, and 
happiness we experienced. It is about our inability to trust ourselves or each other, and 
the incredible hope and faith to just keep loving each other anyway.
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It is about our complete madness, our deepest fears, our lack of self-worth, our code-
pendence, and our insecurities that sometimes made it so hard for us to feel loved and to 
love each other. It is about things like the ridiculous idea that we needed to control each 
other—and the hilarious havoc that created.

The Venus Fly Trap is also a romance that will have you laughing hysterically and crying 
from deep within your heart. It will have you holding on to your seat as it takes you on an 
emotional roller coaster that will sometimes leave you di!!y and breathless.

There will be times when you think, "That cannot have possibly happened’" "That 
canBt be true’" and "Lobody could be that stupid." qut it did, it is, and we were.

I knew there would be conse:uences, but I was prepared to pay the price. I somehow 
knew it would all be worth it. And it was. As cra!y as it all gets, I have no regrets—only 
gratitude.

You see, I found the love of my life. The only :uestion wasJ could I Nnd a way to hold 
on to the cra!y bitch? While she was trying to hold on to me—another cra!y bitch’ As 
you will discover, we are both deeply 6awed people. qut thatBs what we loved about each 
other, and we wouldnBt have had it any other way.

We are all in varying states of forgetfulness. If we could remember everything we have 
learned and who we really are, we would all be perfect. How boring would that be? Who 
the fuck wants that? 5ight?

Have you ever gone to the fridge and eaten a whole tub of ice cream, knowing that you 
would regret it later? I hope so.

It is not about being perfect—it is about learning to embrace the imperfections in 
ourselves and each other. çust like we know when we walk to the fridge to get that tub of 
ice cream, that itBs going to be bad for us, yet we still sit down, scoop it into our mouths, 
and enjoy every last spoonful.

çust like girls love bad boys and men love bad girls. The badder the better’
The Venus Fly Trap is also about me walking to the proverbial fridge, knowing that 

what was about to happen would bring me tremendous pleasure and, at some point, 
extreme pain, yet I would still enjoy every last spoonful.

I forgot—or just overlooked—what I knew. Eove will make you do that. I had to, in 
order to have the incredible and sometimes tragic experiences you are about to enjoy.

You will also see how I created some pretty harrowing experiences and almost lost 
everything—including myself.
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qut most of all, The Venus Fly Trap is about the raw, unNltered reality of what happens 
when we can no longer maintain the illusions we've built around ourselves—when our 
carefully constructed fa?ade begins to crack, what lies beneath comes rushing out like a 
broken dam, and all hell breaks loose.



Chapter One

Manifesting Magic & 
Miracles

Y ou know those famous phrases you’ve always wanted to use in real life? Like jump-
ing into a taxi and dramatically shouting, “Follow that car!” or starting an incredible 

tale about your life with, “This is a true story.” 
Well, guess what?
I (nally get to use one of those phrases because this is, indeed, a true story …I mean 

based on a true story)— about a very special period in my lifezone that turned out to be 
even more amaSing than I ever could have imagined, until I did. Cometimes, I can hardly 
believe I lived through these extraordinary events. To paraphrase Dharles :ickens, “It was 
the best of times, it was the worst of times.” We had the time of our lives. Looking back, I 
realiSe those moments were both challenging and unforgettable, shaping my life in ways 
I never expected.

Co, let me begin with another phrase I’ve always wanted to useO Hnce upon a time... 
Aey, it’s my storyzI can use whatever  phrases I want!

It was Friday, 2pril 60, 614G, in Carasota, Florida. It was probably the same day in every 
city in 2merica. It was also another beautiful, sunny day on the Rulf Doast, but this one 
was special.

I was home for the weekendza rare occurrence, given that most weekends, I would 
usually be on stage speaking at an event in some far-oE city. That morning, I stood in my 
bathroom, excited about getting ready for a date that would turn out to be more special 
than I could have possibly known at that moment.
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I say “my” bathroom because, at the time, I was going through a divorce. :ivorce is 
rough on anyone. 'ut for a hopeless romantic like me? It’s like open-heart surgery without 
anesthesia.

Come might even say that I’m delusional, considering this was the end of my fourth 
marriage. 7uliezor 7ules, as I always called herzwas the latest in my series of “forever” 
loves. I had bought this dream home for us, imagining it would be where we’d 5live happily 
ever after.5 2nother phrase about my life that I hope to be able to use one day.

CpoilerO life had other plans.
8ow, I know what you’re thinking... Four marriages? Isn’t that the de(nition of 

insanity? You know, doing the same thing over and over again and expecting a diEerent 
result. Pight? Wrong.

You think you know the de(nition of insanity. 'ut you don’t. 8ot yet.
Ctick around.
Nven though I had been through four marriages and still had not found my happily 

ever after marriage, I was not about to give up. 'ut what a home it waszq,M11 sVuare feet 
of pure architectural brilliance. Aandcrafted, obsessed-over, and furnished and (nished 
to perfection. 8o expense was spared. 9r. and 9rs. Wharton the previous owners of the 
property, poured a fortune into building, furnishing, and (nishing this masterpiece and 
built the home like it was their legacy.

2nd it was. Bntil they sold it to me. 
The home was perfectly positioned, overlooking a serene lake and one of the country 

club’s three golf courses.
The in(nity pool was massive, with no pool cage obstructing the view. 8ext to the 

pool was a large 7acuSSi with room for up to twelve people. From the designer outdoor 
furniture, it looked as if the lake ‘owed seamlessly from the in(nity pool’s edge.

This became a space where Tomoz and I would spend countless hours discussing 
everything imaginable. 2s you’ll discover, Tomoz is incredibly intelligent. It was through 
these conversations that she shared her profound wisdom and reshaped my perceptions 
and views on many things, including the meaning of life, relationships, sex, marriage, and 
monogamy.

Inside, the house was breathtaking. Fourteen-foot ceilings soared above the (rst ‘oor, 
with windows draped in ‘owing, designer curtains cinched back by ornate rope ties. The 
wood ‘oors and light mahogany-engineered staircase were ‘awless.



FI82L N:IT - TAN 3N8BC FLY TP2U DHUY DHUY &

9rs. Wharton made every visitor wear those little blue doctor bootieszshe followed 
them around with cleaning spray. I’m not kidding.

It  was  annoying  during  our  viewings,  but  I  kept  a  couple  of  boxes  of  those 
bootieszmainly for contractors and my parents. Well, mostly my parents. 2ctually) that 
would have been pretty funny. 2ctually, no, probably not.

The kitchen was a masterpiece of design, anchored by an eleven-foot kitchen island and 
illuminated by three massive black iron lamps hanging above it.

Bpstairs was another family room with two sofas, three built-in T3s, and a massive 
L-shaped bar with an incredible granite countertop and eight leather barstools. Auge, 
heavy-pocket sliding doors opened to a balcony with breathtaking views of the lake, golf 
course, and pool. 2s you came back inside through the pocket doors, to the right was a 
gold elevator. I knowzso over the top.

Hne of my favorite rooms was hidden behind the pool tableza full-blown movie 
theater, complete with a popcorn machine, eight electric, fully reclining leather chairs, 
a massive screen, gaming systems, and a projector room.

Nven more incredible  entertainment spaces were downstairs.
Four massive pocket doors opened on one side of the of the family room, blending 

the indoors with the outdoors. There was an outdoor sitting area with a double-sided 
(replace, a barbecue, and an outdoor kitchen, all overlooking the lake and pool.

When guests arrived, they entered through two massive double wooden doors that 
swung open dramaticallyzI always loved seeing their impressed expressions as they came 
into the house through the grand entrance and saw the formal living room, (replace, pool, 
and lake through the French doors straight in front of them. It was Vuite breathtaking.

9y master suite occupied an entire wing of the house. I accessed it through two 46 
foot high doors that led into my private domain. The (rst thing I’d see was my bathroom 
on the other side of the hallway. There were two more large white doors that were always 
open, leading to the bathroom where two sVuare mahogany pillars stood guard beside my 
sunken 7acuSSi bathtub,. The bathtub faced a beautifully curtained window looking out 
to my private meditation garden.

The main three-car garage housed my 'entley RTD, Polls-Poyce Rhost, and Nxtended 
Nscalade. I had gotten vanity plates for the Polls and 'entley, featuring my special num-
berz;6M’zwith plates reading ;6M CUN’ and ;CUN 6M.’ There’s Vuite a story behind the 
number 6M, but I’ll save it for later.
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Walking down the hallway to my bedroom, I’d admire the angled ‘oor-to-ceiling (tting 
mirrors that re‘ected three sides simultaneously. Though designed for trying on clothes, 
I had far better plans for themzas you’ll soon see.

The two huge closets followed the his-and-hers theme, though, at this point, I had 
taken over both. I’ll admit itzI had a fashion addiction.

9y bedroom was my true sanctuary. 2t its center sat my huge king-siSe bed which to-
gether with the mattress stood G feet oE the ground with a massive mahogany and leather 
headboard, topped by a painting of a Florida beach home. Hrnate wooden nightstands 
with marble tops and oversiSed lamps ‘anked on either side.

Hne of my favorite spots was the bay window on the far-right side of the room, 
overlooking the lake, where I’d placed an ornate round walnut table, on top of which 
stood a beautifully framed piece of my ;Coultry’zwritten in elegant calligraphy. It was a 
gift from 7ules. I’ll explain what ;Coultry’ is later. The 4G-foot ceilings allowed for one of 
my favorite featuresO curtains that cascaded to the ‘oor like waterfalls. This is just a small 
sample of the luxury lifestyle this magni(cent home provided.

2nd then, there was the sex roomzhidden behind the wall behind the bed.
The what?
You heard me.
What is even in a “Cex Poom’? I’ll save those details for later. Trust mezyou’ll get to 

know that room better than any other in the house.
I’m sharing all this because this house wasn’t just my dream homezit was where much 

of this story, The 3enus Fly TrapO Cex, Lies N Pepercussions, would unfold.
I am a very sexual person with the right partner. 2nd that is rare. For me, there has to 

be a certain undeniable sexual chemistry, as you’ll see.
I’ve always been very private about my sexual experiences. I’ve never shared any of this 

with anyone other than one person before.
2lmost everybody I know will be extremely shocked to learn about all of this.
Co, why now?
'ecause the story is very entertaining, sure. 'ut more than thatzit’s relatable. It5s a 

cautionary tale, a love letter, a confession, and a mirror. The 3enus Fly Trap also delves 
into sex, alcohol and drug addiction, as well as mental illness.

For years, I didn’t have the courage to write it. 'ut then) life nudged me. 2nd I 
realiSedO it was now or never.
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I’ll be judged and vili(ed no doubt. It will not be the for (rst time nor the last. 
Whenever you put your heart and soul out there it is inevitable.

'ut as they sayO the truth will set you free… after it pisses you off.
Co if this story oEends you, congratulationszyou’re on your way to freedom.
8ow, I know what you’re wonderingO how did he aEord all this luxury and opulence?
Well, it’s obvious, right? I was, of course, a drug dealer.
2lthough that might have made things interesting, I wasn’t a drug dealer.
Though drugs would play a signi(cant role in this story.
2s I said, this is a true story, or based on true and real experiences. …I think I got that 

right, I5ll check with my lawyers— so I’ll stick to the truth. 2nd in any case, the truth was 
far more interesting and exciting than (ction. You just couldn’t make this up.

Co, let me explain how I came to own such an impressive home.
It  was  a  dream  of  mine  to  become  a  personal  development  and  spiritual 

teacherzsomeone who inspired and guided others. 2fter years of struggle and being 
broke, I (nally made that dream a reality. 2s a result, I now earn a signi(cant income, 
which explains the house and the cars.

I travel the world, helping people break free from the rat race, manifest their dreams, 
create (nancial freedom, and develop a deeper connection with their Dreator. This makes 
much of what I will share even more ridiculous and funny. I have no excuse!

9oney was never a motivator for me. 9oney was a byproduct of following my heart 
and passion.

9ore on that later.
'ut for now, I waszliving alone in what to me, felt like a mansion.
Ctill, compared to the billionaires of the world, my estate wasn’t much. 'ut for a 

working-class kid from 'lackpool, Nnglandztold he’d never amount to anything?
It was my dream home.
Finding a way to buy it was like a miraclezone of many I had already experienced in 

my life and one of many still to come, as you will see.
I came to understand that the world is not run by reasonable peopleO The world is run 

by unreasonable people.
There’s a Vuote I love.
“The reasonable man adapts himself to the world; the unreasonable one persists in trying 

to adapt the world to himself. Therefore, all progress depends on the unreasonable man.”
z Reorge 'ernard Chaw
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I decided to be unreasonable. 2s many people testify.
To follow my own rules. That meant I took many hard falls, I had to reinvent myself 

again and again, but no matter how many times I fell down, I picked myself up and started 
all over again. Nach time the fall was harder but the recovery made me even stronger and 
wiser. I realiSed that’s what it takes to growzto level up.

Cometimes, life rips everything away) just to make space for what your heart really 
wants.

Yes, I played my part in manifesting this incredible world. 'ut I didn’t do it aloneO far 
from it.

I was blessed with the guidance of incredible mentors and, most importantly, the 
presence of my Dreator, who has been with me throughout my entire life, through every 
high and every lowzand there have been many lowszbut has never left me.

I am profoundly grateful for that and for everyone who helped me along the way.
I never forgot where I came fromzthose humble beginnings in 'lackpool, Nngland. 

That place and the people in my life shaped me and were instrumental in my transforma-
tion.

Those relationships had kept me grounded, authentic, and true to my core values.
Bp until now.
I was about to forget all that. I didn5t know it yet but I was about to lose everything, 

including myself, and reinvent myself again, at a whole new level.  
I was about to manifest a whole new world.
I was on the verge of forgetting it all and spiraling out of control.
This is my storyzmy truth. Wild, messy, beautiful, and real.
8ow, buckle up.
'ecause once I met herzThe 3enus Fly Trapzeverything changed. Forever.
 



Chapter Two

 “What’s Your Favorite 
Flower?”                                                                                                

F irst, losing Jules shattered me. Our love ran deep, making the divorce a trauma 
neither of us saw coming.

Second, it all happened so fast—a massive shock that rattled me to my core. I felt like 
curling up and dying, spending weeks lying in bed, unable to function.

Despite my conxdent e’terior, ITm very sensitive beneath all my bluster. I use humor as 
a shield, a way to protect myself from emotions too overwhelming to face. So, I withdrew.

Ahird, this was my fourth divorce. Four times, I had built a life with someone, only to 
watch it crumble. jt this point, I had to ask myself—was I cursed or ?ust catastrophically 
bad at relationshipsC (Rhetorical question, but thanks for your invaluable input.)

In all my relationships, there was one constant—me. Bhildhood trauma followed me 
like a shadow. I pushed people away, fearing theyTd leave me. I manifested what I was most 
afraid of—again and again.

It became a self fulxlling prophecy I seemingly couldnTt escape.
jll those emotions I had buried for most of my life would eventually boil over, leading 

to e’plosive xghts—?ust like the ones my parents used to have. Over time, those xghts 
chipped away at the foundation of our marriage until there was nothing left to hold onto.

Wut slowly my friend Jerry gently coa’ed me back to life.
jfter months of mourning my divorce from Jules, I xnally had something to look 

forward to—a date with Tomoz.
TomozC
RhoTs TomozC Oh, youTll get to know her—very well.
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Ner nameC It means ztomorrow.z From the future. jnd oh, how true that would turn 
out to be...

Ahat morning, standing in front of the mirror, I reali:ed- It was time. Aime to stop 
grieving and start living again.

Some of my friends suggested I start dating. Ahey said it might be a good distracM
tion—though that would turn out to be the understatement of the Killennia.

Dating againC jfter everythingC Ahe idea terrixed me.
I hadnTt been on a date in years. jnd with my travel schedule, where would I even startC
I  looked online and found a dating site I liked the look of. 
I looked through the pages and pages of attractive women. Ahen suddenly, there she 

was. Ahe one.
Uot ?ust beautiful. Wreathtaking. SupermodelMlevel stunning.
Aall, poised, endlessly leggy. Wrown hair. Sophisticated. Irresistible.
Ner proxle nameC jlee:e. Eeal nameC Tomoz. I later discovered she was born Vendra 

Vingston.
She had that aura—like she had ?ust walked out of a Puropean 5ogue cover shoot.
jnd meC I was paraly:ed. j teenage boy again, staring at his crush across the cafeteria. 

Pven though I was a !'MyearMold man.
jll I needed to do was send her an email. Pasy rightC 
Rhat if she didnTt replyC Rorse—what if she didC
I stared at her proxle on and o“ for two full days. Drafted, deleted, and redrafted my 

message.
Ahen I hit send. jnd immediately regretted it.
ITd written too much. Ray too much. Blassic me.
Ahree days later, she replied—with ?ust three lines.
Basual. Uonchalant. Bool. jnd I was hooked. She likes me” Pven though nothing she 

said in her response indicated that.
Our emails followed a pattern- ITd write a novel. SheTd send a haiku.
I showed one I had sent to Jerry. Ne laughed so hard he nearly cried.
qRay too long,Y he said. qShe probably bailed after the xrst paragraph”Y
Ne wasnTt wrong.
Jerry and I had a long, twisted friendship—e3ual parts therapy and comedy club.
Re had o0ces in the same building, and one day, as I parked my Wentley, he caught the 

elevator ?ust before the doors closed. qNow does someone end up with a car like thatCY 
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he asked. Ahat was the start of a conversation—and a friendship—that continues to this 
day.

ReTve helped each other through some tough times. Rhen it came to relationships, 
we were e3ually disastrous—always giving each other great advice but never following it 
ourselves.

ReTve also shared some incredible adventures, from impromptu road trips, to surviving 
disastrous blind dates.

jnd our humorC 1etTs ?ust say... not for polite company.
qIf I can ?ust get her to meet me,Y I kept telling myself.
q‘ou mean, ask her on a dateC jre you cra:yCY
‘es, I talk to myself. So do you. ‘ou ?ust asked yourself, qDo I talk to myselfCY SeeC
I xnally got Tomoz to agree to have co“ee.
‘PS”
Ahen she canceled the ne’t day.
NO!
Wrutal.
I tried distracting myself by browsing other proxles, but I kept coming back to Tomoz. 

She even lived  close by—only G6 minutes away—a rare xnd on this dating site.
So I tried again. Ahis time, ending with the lamest line of all time-
qRorstMcase scenario, you gain a new friend.Y
Ahen—desperate or brilliant—I sent another-I said I was looking for a new assistant.
She replied instantly- qKe, me, me”Y
I shot back- qj little eager, arenTt weC Now about an interview over dinnerCY
It worked.
She agreed. Friday night. It was only Auesday, and I was determined not to let her 

cancel again. I needed to lock this down.
So I did what any rational grounded man would do. I called my psychic. DonTt ?udge.
Debra came over, she told me I was destined for greatness, as usual. I paid her as usual. 

It was a nice arrangement. 
Ahen, I asked for her opinion on a date venue. She recommended "Ahe Wirchwood,T a 

bouti3ue hotel in St. Hetersburg with a restaurant downstairs and a rooftop bar featuring 
cabanas overlooking the …ulf of Ke’ico. Herfect.

I immediately made dinner reservations for Friday evening and secured a cabana for 
after dinner.
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I te’ted Tomoz to let her know arrangements had been made. Kaking it harder for her 
to cancel. Or so I hoped. I casually asked her, 8Rhat is your favorite 2owerCz

qWird of Haradise,Y she replied.
qUo way, mine too”Y Ahen I te’ted back, ?okingly, qItTs a bit e’pensive, though... 

RhatTs your second favorite...CY
Rithout missing a beat, she responded-
q5enus Fly Arap.Y
jnd there it was.
I had never even heard of a 2ower called "5enus Fly Arap.T Something inside me 

whispered a warning. I brushed it o“.
Wut the predator had ?ust named herself.
Heople always tell you who they are when you xrst meet them. Re ?ust donTt listen. Re 

see with the eyes in our head instead of our real eyes—our intuition. jnd that never lies.
Over the ne’t few days, we te’ted back and forth. I told her about the venue and hinted 

at a few surprises, building e’citement and anticipation.
qIt all sounds wonderful. I am looking forward to meeting you. I hope I get the ?ob,Y 

she teased.
I was conxdent that the date was tied down. Burious, I …oogled 5enus Fly Arap.
ItTs carnivorous. It eats meat.
Rell9 the meat of insects and 2ies. Wut still. Ahat ominous feeling grew stronger.
Ahe way it catches its prey fascinated—and disturbed—me.
Sensitive hairs inside the trap detect movement. If touched multiple times, the trap 

snaps shut, ensuring it doesnTt waste energy on raindrops or debris.
Once caught, the insect is slowly digested.
Deep down, in the far recesses of my mind, I knew.
I was going to be her prey.
Wut it was already too late.
AhatTs how it always goes, isnTt itC Our intuition speaks clearly, but our ego drowns it 

out. Re want what we want and will ?ustify having it—even when, deep down, we know 
itTs not good for us.

Sometimes, that dangerous element makes it even more compelling. Re can spot 
trouble a mile away when itTs happening to our friends or family, but when it comes to 
ourselves, blind.

I remember that ominous feeling like it was yesterday—a clear red 2ag I chose to ignore.
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I ordered an arrangement of Wird of Haradise 2owers to be delivered to my house on 
Friday so I could give them to Tomoz myself. I even attempted halfMheartedly to xnd a 
5enus Fly Arap but secretly felt relieved when I couldnTt locate one in time. jpparently, 
most 2orists donTt keep them in stock.

I had no idea I had already found one.
1ooking back, the symbolism couldnTt have been clearer- the beautiful, e’otic Wird of 

Haradise versus the deadly 5enus Fly Arap. I chose to focus on the beauty and ignore the 
danger.

Wut then9 donTt we allC
Okay, maybe not you, but most people. You probably lie about other things too.
1eaving nothing to chance, I arranged for two do:en red roses to be placed on our table 

at the restaurant before we arrived. I had no idea if she liked chocolates, but I wasnTt taking 
any chances. Dark, I thought. So, I bought a bo’ of e’pensive Welgian dark chocolates.

I had never gone to such lengths for a date before, but something about Tomoz capM
tivated me. Ahe 5enus Fly Arap was already pulling me into her ?aws with her irresistible 
nectar.

Pverything had to be perfect.
Ahe day before our date, I called Tomoz.
 She picked up.
jnd then I heard it. Ner voice.
Deep. Smooth. Pducated. Seductive.
I was toast.
js we talked, I paced around my dining room table.
Re went through the usual pleasantries, laughing about our email e’changes. Rell, I 

laughed. She may have broken a smile.
I knew she ?ust had to have been a model. Ner voice was deep, controlled, and undeM

niably se’y. She spoke with a highly educated, almost regal tone.
qIt sounds like youTve had an ama:ing life,Y I said, thinking, “This woman is not going 

to be easy to impress.Y
qIt has certainly had its moments,Y she said, smiling, without revealing anything.
qNow did you end up in FloridaCY
qKy e’ lived in Kaine. Ne had a huge estate that had been neglected. I was working 

hard bring it back to itzs greatness.Y
qNold on a moment,Y she said, distracted by something else.
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Ahen she continued, qNe was away a lot and no help when he came home. Ne was an 
alcoholic and abusive. In the end, our relationship became untenable, so I had to leave.Y

She said it nonchalantly, like she was telling me the time.
js I listened, I could tell there was much more behind that story. Uo doubt weTd 

e’plore that in more detail later—assuming I got past this xrst date.
qIt was tough for me, so my father was kind enough to xnd me an apartment here jnd 

I have a good friend here, making it a little easier.Y
She seemed to catch herself. jgain, it was obvious there was a lot of pain there, 

especially regarding her father. Just how much pain was beyond anything I could have 
imagined.

qAhatTs enough about me. Aell me about yourself. Rhere are you fromC I hear an 
accent,Y she asked, shifting the focus away from herself. She had started revealing more 
than she was ready to.

qITm from Pngland originally. I emigrated to jmerica years ago. I xrst came here when 
I was M4, and I knew from the moment I arrived that I wanted to live in the L.S. It took 
me eight years to xnally make it happen.Y

qKy parents bought a holiday home in Sarasota, so the whole family used to spend the 
holidays there. I fell in love with the place. Uow I live here.Y

qI havenTt been to Sarasota yet. ITve heard itTs beautiful, with great beaches,Y she said, 
then added, qHerhaps you can show me around9Y

qITm pretty sure that can be arranged,Y I teased.
qITd be honored if you could xt me into your schedule.Y Ahe banter had begun.
qITll have my people call your people,Y I said, keeping it going.
qOh, you have "peopleTC Ahat sounds impressive.Y
I laughed. qRell, actually, I do have people. Just not the kind that arranges tours of 

Sarasota and its beaches.Y I paused. qAhat, I think, I can manage myself.Y
qSo, what are your plansC Do you intend to stay in Florida for a whileCY I asked.
I needed to know how long I had to tie this chick down. jt this point, I had no idea 

she liked to be tied down.
She replied, qI like it here, but ITm unsure what the future holds. So, weTll see.Y
It was as though she felt adrift, a little lost at sea, looking for a beach to land on.
I decided to make sure she wanted to land on this beach.
Ahe moment I heard her voice, I was spellbound. It ?ust resonated with me. Our se’ual 

chemistry crackled through the phone line, and the conversation 2owed e“ortlessly.
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Rhat felt like xve minutes turned out to be over an hour. Wy the end of our conversaM
tion, I knew she was coming to dinner.

Uow it was Friday morning—barely 46 a.m.—I was already getting ready. jfter an 
almost sleepless night, ITd been up for hours, taking my time with the preparations.

Hhil BollinsT In the Air Tonight blasted through the house sound system. I couldnTt 
resist playing along in the air when that famous drum ri“ hit. I was momentarily transM
ported back to my younger days in 1ondon and Kiami.

I got ready like it was the Oscars.
I dressed carefully in what, back then, was one of my most stylish outxts- black Italian 

snakeskin shoes with silver tips, a black Kasatomo ?acket, and matching black Kasatomo 
trousers with :ipMup side pockets for a tight xt. j black python belt with a silver buckle 
tied the look together, perfectly matching the shoes. Lnderneath, a black and blue silk 
shirt.

Wlack was the new black back then. It may sound ridiculous by todayTs standards, but 
at the time, it was cuttingMedge.

Ky love a“air with clothes had started in Pngland and never waned—ITd spent a small 
fortune curating the perfect wardrobe.

Barrying the stunning Wird of Haradise arrangement that had arrived earlier, I walked 
through the kitchen, past the laundry room, and down to the garage.

j moment like this had seemed so far away ?ust a few months ago. Wut now, I was ready 
to step into a new life.

Or at least, I thought I was.
Uothing could have been further from the truth.
I had no idea what I was walking into.



Chapter Three

She’s My Bird.

A s I prepared for what would become the date of a lifetime, I descended the steps 
into my garage, surveying my collection of cars. The choice seemed obvious for 

this special evening—the Rolls. As I pulled out of the garage, I caught a glimpse of the 
Bentley GTC in my rearview mirror, knowing it would have its moment another time.

The Rolls glided down the road, and I was on my way—completely unaware that my 
life was about to change forever.

It was only 2 PM—7ve hours before picking up Tomoz at ’. There was no way I was 
risking being late for this date. As it turned out, leaving early was a wise decision, as you?ll 
soon see.

But why all the preparation and attention to detail for a 7rst date—or any date, for 
that matterq Good juestion. I had dated many beautiful women, but none compared to 
Tomoz. It wasn?t xust her stunning looks that captivated me—it was her entire presence.

I knew she would have high eEpectations, and I wasn?t about to disappoint. I had never 
done anything like this before. zven I recogni“ed it was completely over the top—but then 
again, so was Tomoz.

The Bird of Paradise arrangement lay neEt to the dark Belgian chocolates on the 
backseat. Being znglish, I found it amusing that, when I was young, growing up in 
zngland, we called girlfriends ”birdsL—as in, She’s my bird. I thought Tomoz would be 
my Bird of Paradise.

Vittle did I know, she?d also turn out to be my Fenus Sly Trap.
The drive from 4arasota to the restaurant takes about 0- minutes. It leads over the 

magni7cent 4kyway Bridge, with stunning blueNgreen waters below.



SIDAV zHIT N TUz FzDY4 SVO TRAP C1PO C1PO 2K

1n this beautiful, sunny afternoon, the xourney in the RollsNRoyce Ghost added an 
eEtra layer of luEury to the eEperience. The Rolls combined comfort with raw power, and 
I wasn?t one to hold back. 4peed thrilled me—sometimes a little too much, as you will 
see.

4t. Petersburg has undergone a stunning transformation in recent years. Revitali“ation 
eJorts had turned it into a vibrant, modern city, boasting sleek, highNend condominiums, 
a lively waterfront, an impressive pier, and a main street teeming with eEcellent restauN
rants, bars, and nightlife.

:nown for its dogNfriendly atmosphere, the city?s main strip was always dotted with 
people walking their pets day and night. The miE of locals and tourists created a dynamic 
energy—young people cruised in their 3ashy and soupedNup cars, music pulsed through 
the streets, and the outdoor seating at eclectic restaurants brought 1cean Hrive in 4outh 
Beach, Miami, to mind.

After soaking in the afternoon ambiance with a juick drive around town, I headed to 
the Birchwood Uotel. I valetNparked the Rolls and walked up the steps to the hotel. Wust 
past the lobby entrance stood the restaurant. Approaching the hostess at the podium, I 
announced, ”Uello, I have a reservation under the name zdwards.L

4he studied her list before looking up with visible confusion. ”That?s not until ’6!- 
PM, Mr. zdwardsqL

”I know,L I replied. ”I?m bringing my girlfriend here for dinner tonight and wanted to 
ensure everything is perfect. Could I see the tableqL

The hostess seemed to appreciate the eJort I was putting in—at least initially. "alking 
through the empty restaurant, we discussed table locations and which would be the most 
romantic. zventually, we found the perfect spot on the balcony, overlooking the hotel 
gardens, the main strip, and the Gulf of MeEico beyond.

”Can I meet our waitressqL I asked.
”zEcuse meqL Meaning, are you serious right now?
”I xust want to be sure she has the right personality for us,L I eEplained.
”1oooNkay...L she responded, using that this guy is crazy voice I?d grown juite familiar 

with over the years. Oou might not recogni“e that tone, but I certainly do.
4o, I met our waitress, 4arah. As she walked across the dining room, she smiled, held 

out her hand, and said, ”Fery nice to meet you, Mr. zdwards.L
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"e shook hands, and I eEplained that this was a very special date. "e were celebrating 
an anniversary, and I wanted it to be perfect—a little white lie to avoid seeming completely 
unhinged for going to all this trouble on a 7rst date.

I told 4arah, ”An arrangement of two do“en roses will arrive at ' p.m. Please make sure 
they?re on our table before we arrive.L

”1f course, Mr. zdwards, I?ll take care of that,L she said.
4arah was intrigued by the whole thing—maybe not as much as I was, but her enthuN

siasm was infectious.
4he had a great sense of humor and assured me she would provide eEcellent service and 

be attentive without being intrusive—perfect.
"e walked back to the podium, where the hostess smiled. ”1kay, Mr. zdwards, we look 

forward to seeing you this evening at ’6!- PM.L
”Oes, well, I?ve also booked a cabana for afterNdinner drinks,L I added, implying that we 

were not done with the conversation yet.
”Oes, I see that here. "e?ll make sure the cabana is ready for you once you 7nish dinner.L 

she replied, subtly signaling that this conversation was, in fact, over.
”Oes, I?m sure it will be,L I said, keeping my tone polite but 7rm. ”But I?d like to take a 

look at it, please.L
”They?re all the same,L she stated 3atly.
”"ell, I?d still like to see it, if you don?t mind,L I pressed, staying courteous while being 

stubborn.
The hostess hesitated, then sighed. ”I?m sorry, but I can?t leave the podium for that 

long.L
4he thought she?d won this round.
”Is there anyone else who could show meqL I persisted, watching her eyes widen with 

disbelief and—surprisingly—growing respect.
4he had clearly dealt with demanding guests before, but something about my tenacity 

caught her oJ guard.
”1nly the manager.L she said 7nally, nearly throwing her arms up in surrender. 4he 

knew eEactly what my neEt words would be.
”1kay, yes, the manager will be 7ne,L I responded cheerfully as if she had xust suggested 

the perfect solution.
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4he gave me another familiar look—the kind that silently asked, Who do you think you 
are? But then, something in her eEpression shifted. As she turned to fetch the manager, it 
was as if she suddenly reali“ed eEactly who I thought I was.

The manager approached, wearing the practiced eEpression of someone ready to disN
miss an unreasonable guest. But persistence always pays oJ, and two minutes later, we 
were both standing in line for the elevator to the rooftop bar.

I?ve always lived by the motto6 Ask for what you want and never accept no for an 
answer. "hen you?re truly committed to something, you?ll either 7nd a way—or make 
one.

The rooftop was only accessible by a single outdoor elevator. 1n this gloriously sunny 
Slorida afternoon, a lengthy jueue waited in the sweltering heat. There wasn?t a scrap 
of shade to be found, and the manager, dressed impeccably in his dark suit, was visibly 
wilting under the sun?s relentless glare.

I could tell he regretted his decision to accommodate my rejuest. 4till, I?d learned long 
ago that discomfort was often the price of perfection.

Ypon reaching the rooftop, the manager juickly located the bar manager, made hasty 
introductions, and practically sprinted back to the elevator before I could rope him into 
any more unwanted adventures.

The bar manager escorted me to our reserved cabana, giving me that nowNfamiliar look 
that suggested I might be slightly unhinged. If only he knew the half of it.

The cabana was perfect, secluded for privacy yet open enough to soak in the atmosN
phere. Tomoz had mentioned that she liked to play backgammon as did I.

”"e?re going to play backgammon tonight,L I announced, gesturing to my car below. 
”I have a set—I?ll bring it up.L

The bar manager juickly responded nervously, ”I don?t know how to set it up5L
”Hon?t worry,L I said. (I)ll set it up when we arrive.L Ue looked relieved as I walked to 

the elevator to return to get the valet, bring the car around, and retrieve the backgammon 
set.

"hen I 7nished arranging the details and returned to my car, the clock read '6I- PM. 
Panic surged through me—I was supposed to pick up Tomoz at ’6-- PM5

In all my meticulous planning, I had overlooked basic necessities—including using the 
bathroom, which was now an urgent issue as I neared her apartment.
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Dot wanting to immediately ask to use her bathroom upon arrival J7rst impressions 
and all thatK, I teEted to announce my presence and decided to try my luck with the lobby 
restroom.

After carefully positioning the Bird of Paradise arrangement and the dark Belgian 
chocolates on a bench outside, I rushed inside.

By the time I returned, Tomoz was already waiting on the ramp walkway beside the 
lobby stairs, putting the 7nal touches on her face, looking in the mirror of her compact—a 
vision that made all the day?s chaos worthwhile.

4he wore a thin, multicolored, kneeNlength lace dress that hugged her tall, slender frame 
as if it had been designed xust for her.

Uer shoulderNlength brown hair caught the golden glow of the setting Slorida sun, 
creating a halo eJect that took my breath away.

The scent of spring 3owers mingled with her perfume, and the warm bree“e lifted 
soft strands of her hair. 4he stood there, unaware of my presence—an image of eJortless 
beauty.

”Uello,L I said, deliberately thickening my znglish accent—a secret weapon that had 
served me well over the years.

The eJect was immediate. 4he paused, slowly turning her head toward me as if savoring 
the moment.

Uer lips—perfectly painted and utterly kissable—curled into a smile that radiated pure 
sensuality.

”"ell, hello,L she responded as she slowly looked over her shoulder. Uer voice carried 
a warmth that melted away all my earlier frustrations.

My heart stopped. My mouth dropped.
The lid of her compact snapped shut.
And the 3y was trapped.



Chapter Four

“So, Did You Rent The 
Rolls?”

Regaining my composure, I walked down the ramp to meet Tomoz. As we hugged, I 
felt her hard body—and she felt mine. Body, I mean.

Our embrace was electric. It revealed the Srmness of her athletic frame pressed against 
me. qhe was tall—statuesWue, really. 5e were both '1""xbarefoot, but she never was. qhe 
lived in her si-“inch heels like they were e-tensions of her body, making her tower over me 
with a kind of graceful dominance. And yes, I liked it.

”I have something for you,? I said, a little nervously.
”Oh really’? she replied, coy and playful, raising an eyebrow with that mischievous 

glint Izd already come to recogniPe as dangerous territory.
I guided her back up the ramp to where the Bird of Earadise arrangement and choco“

lates waited like stage props in a scene Izd rehearsed in my head a hundred times. qhe 
moved with the practiced grace of a supermodel—because, of course, she was one. or at 
least used to be. Hvery step was deliberate, like she knew the world was watching, even 
when it wasnzt.

Fer eyes widened at the sight of the !owers. One hand rose to cover her mouth in 
genuine surprise. jor a moment, her tough veneer cracked, and I saw the girl beneath the 
goddess.

”Oh my, theyzre gorgeousD 5e need to put them in the apartment,? she said, her face 
lighting up with real pleasure. And Tust like that, I was ten feet tall.

Inside the lobby, she slipped her hand into mine.
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”6et me show you around,? she said, leading me conSdently through the ground“!oor 
bar and out onto the back patio.

I struggled behind her, trying not to drop the damn Bird of Earadise arrangement or the 
bo- of  chocolates. Uhe tall, e-otic blooms !opped awkwardly in my arms like a !aming 
trophy I wasnzt Wuite sure how to carry. Uhe chocolates kept slipping down from under 
my arm. 

Why am I carrying this stuff? I wondered. It was a sign of how things were going to be.
Uhe patio was stunning—clean lines, soft lighting, a whisper of ocean breePe in the air. 

qhe walked like she owned the place. Fell, maybe she did. Uhat was TomozV if she didnzt 
own it, she simply acted like she did until the universe caught up and handed over the 
deed.

I tried to focus, but my brain was short“circuiting from her pro-imity. Uhe scent of 
her perfume mi-ed with the ocean air—something warm and !oral with a hit of danger 
underneath. It was into-icating.

”Uhis is where I come to think,? she said, gesturing to a Wuiet corner of the patio, Tust 
a table and two chairs under a slatted pergola, backlit by the setting sun.

”Uhink about what’? I asked.
qhe turned and gave me that look—half seduction, half warning.
”Couzll Snd out.?
5e made our way to her apartment, but not before she knocked on another door, hop“

ing to introduce me to someone named Uristan. 5hen no one answered, we continued 
to her apartment.

5hen she opened the door, I was shocked. Uhe mess was overwhelming—far beyond 
untidy. Opened bo-es were everywhere, clothes spilling out of them. Uhe apartment was 
a small one“bedroom, yet it felt even smaller under the weight of the chaos.

Uhere was no furniture e-cept an unmade bed in the bedroom and a cloth“covered 
cardboard bo- beside it, serving as a makeshift nightstand. A used co7ee cup sat on top, 
which appeared to have been there for days. Uhe sink over!owed with dishes, untouched 
for maybe a week. Uhe place was dirty, and it stank. It was a cold, dark place. Uhe whole 
scene was total mayhem and chaos.

Tomoz Wuickly got rid of the !owers and chocolates, and we left the apartment. jor a 
!eeting moment, the thought crossed my mindV The inside of your home is a reflection of 
the inside of you. Fow true that would turn out to be. It was another red !ag I chose to 
ignore. I Wuickly pushed the scene from my mind and refocused on Tomoz.
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As we headed back to the elevator, Uristan emerged from his apartment and Toined us. 
Fe had a pronounced stutter but came across as genuinely pleasant. Tomoz introduced 
us, we e-changed pleasantries and said we looked forward to getting together. 5hen we 
walked out of the building, Tomoz mentioned he was a trust fund kid, though kid wasnzt 
Wuite accurate—he had to be at least forty. qhe also mentioned that her friend 8elania 
was dating him.

5hen we reached my car, Tomoz showed no reaction to the Rolls“Royce, as if such 
lu-ury was merely e-pected. It wasnzt an entitlement mentality—it was Tust what she was 
used to. 6ike buying a house, you donzt feel entitled to a bathroomé you e-pect the house 
to have one.

At the Birchwood Fotel, sta7 members greeted me by name at every turn—the valet, 
the lobby attendant, the hostess, even the manager. I could see Tomoz’s mind working, 
probably assuming I was a regular who brought all his dates here.

x8r. Hdwards, your table is ready,x the hostess announced warmly.
I followed Tomoz to our balcony table, appreciating the view in more ways than one. 

After holding her chair, I watched as she noticed the arrangement of roses in a small, short 
vase, pressed tightly together, ideally placed for intimate conversation. qhe lifted them 
gently, inhaling their fragrance with evident pleasure.

I was thrilled to be with Tomoz in this stunning setting on our Srst date. Cet, I couldnzt 
shake the feeling that I was in over my head. qhe seemed almost too amaPing, and I 
struggled to believe such an incredible woman could be genuinely interested in me. qtill, 
I was determined to do whatever it took to keep her attention.

qarah appeared instantly. x9ood evening, 8r. Hdwards. I hope everything is to your 
liking.x

xHverything looks wonderful, qarah. Uhank you,x I replied, appreciating how perfectly 
she had e-ecuted our earlier plans.

Tomoz arched a brow. x5ell, you1ve obviously been here before,x she observed wryly.
xLo, never.x I smiled. xUhough itzs not what you might be thinking.x
xOh’ And what might I be thinking’x she challenged playfully.
x5ell, you might be thinking that I1ve brought other, or perhaps many, dates here 

before,x I said.
xIt crossed my mind,x she replied. 5e had a good banter going.
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I shared the story of my afternoon preparations. 5hile Tomoz wasnzt one for obvious 
!attery, I could tell she was impressed. Uhe conversation !owed naturally from there, with 
qarah providing precisely the attentive yet unobtrusive service she had promised.

It was the perfect way to break the ice and earn points in Tomozzs book, which I was 
certain she had, either literally or metaphorically. I was slowly beginning to feel more 
rela-ed and conSdent.

Tomoz made a fuss over the roses, and she was now at ease. Uhe conversation !owed 
e7ortlessly. qarah was the perfect waitress—engaging in polite yet natural conversation 
while providing outstanding service and food, Tust as she had assured me she would.

I barely registered what I ate that evening, completely captivated by Tomoz’s pres“
ence. I remember Tomoz had fried BranPino because that damn Ssh kept looking at me 
throughout the whole dinner with its accusing eye. Hverything about her was mesmeriP“
ing—her perfectly styled hair, e-pressive eyes, full lips, that sultry voice, and the way she 
carried herself with e7ortless conSdence. qhe e-uded both blue“blood sophistication and 
down“to“earth charm.

qhe sipped sparkling ros3 while I drank beer. I know, I know—no class. But Izve never 
enToyed wineé in fact, I barely drank at all. Uhough that was about to change.

I needed to step up my game.
Nuring dinner, we kept up a playful, engaging banter. After Snishing our delicious 

main course, the conversation took a deeper turn.
xCou mentioned your father helped you Snd a place.  Uhat was nice of him. Are you 

guys close’x I asked.
I really wanted to get to know this woman—to understand her, to relate to her. 5ould 

we have things in common, or were we total opposites’ Asking about family seemed like 
a good place to start.

x2nfortunately, not. 8y father is devoid of emotion and e-tremely analytical. Fe has 
a strange sense of humor—morbid even—and he can be ruthless.x 

 Tomoz continued, ” Fezs always there for me if I need him, but wezre not in each otherzs 
lives the way I wish.x

qhe sighed, swirling her wine. xFe measures everything in terms of business and 
money—things that have never mattered to me. qo, we had nothing in common. Fe never 
had time for me. Fe wanted me to work in his business, but itzs not for me.x

x5hat kind of business is he in’x I asked.
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xFe started out owning a chain of production companies. Fe sold them for a few 
hundred million dollars. Uhen go into some kind of investing in business ventures. Fe 
was very good at it.x qhe tilted her head slightly as if re!ecting on it. xFezs semi“retired 
now and spends most of his time buying classic cars. Uhey are very beautiful. Fe has Wuite 
a collection.

xI1m not sure how much money he has, but he told me he1s close to being a billionaire. 
I donzt know,x she said nonchalantly.

Uhen, her e-pression darkened slightly.
5hen I was "Y I caught my father cheating on my mother. I ended up telling my 

mother and my father has never forgiven me. 8y parents are divorced. 
qhe Wuickly shook o7 the somber moment, perking up again.
xAnyway, youzre very good at getting me to talk about myself, which I donzt like to do,x 

she said with a smirk. xUell me about your life. Cou said your parents live in qarasota—you 
must be close to them.x

Uhat was a lot to wrap my head around. A thousand thoughts and Wuestions !ew 
through my mind. I knew she came from wealth—that was easy to see—but that kind 
of wealth’ Foly shit.

Low I was even more intimidated. But in a way, it also gave me conSdence. I have 
never been impressed by material things—not even my own. I had them because I enToyed 
them, not to impress anyone. Back when I was happily married, ‘ules and I lived a Wuiet, 
reclusive life.

Low that I was looking for a new partner, I didnzt want to attract a gold digger. But 
Tomoz was anything but. qhe could have anything she wanted. 8y Tob was simply to be 
the right guy. Lot that it would be easy, but I felt more conSdent.

I somehow managed to bring my focus back to the conversation.
”I am,? I replied. ”5ezre close now. Izve always been close with my mum, but my father 

and I have never gotten along. quccess and money have always been the most important 
things to him, too. Fezs been successful, but nothing compared to your father.?

I paused and took a sip of my beer.
”8oney and success were never important to me either,x I continued. xIzve managed 

to do well at something I love. Uhe money resulted from following my passion and my 
dream.?
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”It took a long time. 8y father always tried to push me toward things he thought I 
could make money doing. But making money was never important to me. I stuck to what 
I wanted to do—and I was broke for most of my life.?

”At one point, I lived in a rented house, selling my belongings to pay the rent. Uhings 
would constantly go wrong, and my father would pounce on the opportunity to rub it 
in, telling me I should be selling insurance.?

”Izd always say, îItzs all going to come good in the end, Nad. Uhis will all be part of my 
story.z?

”And hezd Sre back, îItzs going to be a bloody long story.z? 
Tomoz smiled.
”I think I know why you1re so frustrated with your father,x I added, a mi- of emotions 

swirling inside me. x8y father can be Tust as stubborn. Izve lost count of how many times 
Izve tried to e-plain my perspective, only for him to dismiss it because it doesnzt align with 
his views. Fe e-pects everyone to think e-actly like him, without ever considering anyone 
elsezs feelings.?

”qo, what is your passion’? Tomoz asked, changing the subTect.
”I love to speak—to share the wisdom Izve learned from my many mentors, to help 

people overcome their fears, and to guide them toward living the life of their dreams,? I 
said proudly.

”Oh, so youzre a motivational speaker’? she asked, trying to simplify it.
I hate being called a motivational speaker. 8otivation is like taking a warm bath—the 

positive e7ects wear o7 in about :4 minutes. Uhatzs not what I do. Uhe tools, strategies, 
spiritual principles, and wisdom I share can genuinely transform lives, Tust as they have 
transformed mine.

I replied, ”5ell, I wouldnzt call it motivational speaking. 8otivation is temporary. 
I teach strategies that, when applied, create lasting change.? I tried not to sound too 
self“important.

”5ell, youzve certainly motivated me,? Tomoz said with a smile. ”Eerhaps you could 
teach me some of these life“changing strategies’? she added playfully.

”I have a feeling that might be biting o7 more than I can chew,? I said, aiming for 
humility.

”Couzll never know unless you try,? she replied in that deep, sultry voice, her demure 
smile suggesting she had something else in mind.

”Uouche,? I said.
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qarah suddenly interrupted our e-change with an une-pected dessert—a divine 
cheesecake adorned with chocolate driPPle and raspberries, ”Fappy Anniversary? ele“
gantly written across the plate.

I had completely forgotten that Izd told qarah we were celebrating an anniversary. It 
hadnzt even crossed my mind that she would, of course, bring out a special dessert.

Tomoz played along !awlessly. ”Oh, honey, thank youD? she purred, planting a sultry 
kiss on my cheek.

”Fow did you know’? I asked qarah, who simply smiled and disappeared.
”Fmm, wishful thinking’? Tomoz teased.
”‘ust eat your cheesecake and look grateful,? I said with a grin. ”I had to say something 

to Tustify going to so much trouble for this date. Uhey already think Izm craPy. If they 
knew it was our Srst date, they might have called a doctor to come and check my mental 
state.?

qhe smiled, put a tiny bite of cheesecake on her fork, and placed it delicately in her 
mouth. Uilting her head slightly like a royal princess, she said, ”5ell, happy anniversary, 
darling. Cou thought of everything. I am cautiously optimistic about you.?

I could tell I was beginning to melt her ice walls, inching my way into her heart. qhe 
was making me earn her attention and a7ection—she wasnzt going to let me win her over 
easily. Cet, at the same time, she wanted me to know I was heading in the right direction.

Uhe hours slipped away in conversation and laughter. Around "4V…4, I leaned in and 
said, ”I have another surprise. Izve reserved a rooftop cabana overlooking downtown and 
the ocean.?

”Really’ Uhat sounds wonderful,? she replied, her voice low and sultry.
As we made our way through the restaurant, we commanded attention like a magnet. 

Hvery head turned, drawn to her graceful e-it. qhe moved with practiced conSdence, 
clearly savoring her e7ect on the room.

I was beginning to own the fact that she was with me. I wasnzt Tust her chaperone—I 
was her date. Namn, that felt good.

As we stepped out of the elevator onto the rooftop bar, once again, the waiter led us 
to our cabana. Uhe sky was a deep velvety blue, streaked with beautiful cloud formations. 
Uhe ocean stretched before us, !anked by the glittering lights of downtown qt. Eetersburg 
on either side. As we entered the cabana, she smiled—e-cited, no doubt, to school me at 
Backgammon.
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Once inside, we set up the game board and began to play literally and metaphorically. 
5e sipped sparkling ros3—my Srst concession to her more reSned tastes—while I won 
the Srst two games. qhe was not happy. Fer competitive nature blaPed hotter than the 
sun, but I held Srm to my belief that letting someone win was an insult.

Uhen she looked at me and said, ”I need a break, baby.?
qhe was calling me baby—she could have whatever she wantedD
”I need a cigarette,? she said casually.
I was in shock. A cigarette’ Elease be Toking. qhe wasnzt.
8y heart sank. I Wuit smoking years ago, fully committing to a healthy lifestyle. jor 

a moment, I considered it a deal“breaker. Uhen reality hitV 5as I really about to reTect 
a supermodel over cigarettes’ Uhis was the third red !ag Izd chosen to ignore, though 
Izd soon lose count. qhe was a siren and a Menus jly Urap wrapped into one irresistible 
package.

”Izm surprised you smoke,? I said, hoping shezd reply with something like I’m quitting 
tomorrow.

”I donzt smoke very often. I know itzs a bad habit, but I like to indulge occasionally,? 
she said nonchalantly. qtill, there was an underlying toneV donzt try to control me.

5e then returned to our game. Tomoz proceeded to win three straight matches—no 
charity involved, Tust pure skill and strategy. 6ike any great player, she knew e-actly when 
to take a time“out and refocus.

5hen she won the third game in a row, she let out a loud sWueal of Toy.
qhe was happy now, so I took advantage of her good mood, like any great player would. 

As I leaned in to roll the dice and start the ne-t game, I made my Srst move—cupping her 
face with one hand and drawing her into a kiss.

I kissed her gently at Srst, teasing her lips with soft nibbles. Uhen the kiss deepened, 
growing more passionate, more intense. qoon, our tongues were e-ploring places that 
perhaps they had never been before, and we were utterly lost in the moment. It was 
into-icating. qensual. Uhe se-ual chemistry between us was undeniable. Uhe real game 
had o�cially begun.

5hile her beauty was unWuestionable, Tomoz was much more than her looks. qhe 
was conSdent, elegant, funny, intelligent, and e7ortlessly graceful. qhe carried herself like 
a princess and a supermodel combined. qhe was easy to talk to but had high e-pecta“
tions—an alluring mi- of charm and challenge. As the evening unfolded, I became more 
and more captivated by her.
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Okay, infatuated with her.
”5hy do I feel like I was strategically beaten by a backgammon hustler’? I mused.
”Because you were, darling. As you said, maybe youzve bitten o7 more than you can 

chew,? she replied, her sultry voice laced with a playful challenge, that irresistible smile 
sealing my fate.

qhe knew she could challenge anyone and win.
”FmmmN are you declaring war, young lady’? I teased.
”Oh, the war started the Srst time you sent me that epic email.?
Uhe banter was heating up, becoming even more playful.
”Ces, that was epic, dear,? I said. ”Cour response was so short as if to imply you werenzt 

really interested—when, in reality, it was obvious you were completely smitten.?
qhe was resetting the backgammon board at that moment, but my words made her 

head snap up. qhe Wuickly caught herself and looked back down at the board. ”In your 
dreams,? she said coolly. ”Uhe only reason I responded at all was because you were so 
annoying.?

”No you often date men you Snd so annoying’? I asked, raising an eyebrow.
”All men are annoying, darling,? she shot back without missing a beat.
”9ood to know,? I said, wondering, Does she have men issues? 6ittle did I know.
”Okay, set them up because Izm about to get even more annoying,? I challenged, 

leaning in.
qhe sat up, locking eyes with me. ”6ike I said, in your dreams.?
qhe was ready to take the challenge and raise the ante.
qhe always had to have the last word. Uhat would be the last time she did, though.
5ellN not really. But it sounded good.
Backgammon would soon become a maTor part of our se- lives in the days, weeks, and 

months to come. Cou should be curious.
Nuring one of our games, Tomoz called the waiter over.
”5ould you please ask our waitress from the restaurant to come up and see us’? she 

reWuested.
”Of course,? he replied before heading o7.
As soon as he left, she turned to me. ”Baby, I love the roses you bought me—theyzre 

gorgeous. And the Bird of Earadise arrangement was stunning too. But qarah was such 
an amaPing waitress for us tonight. 5ould you mind if I gave her the roses’?

”5hat a lovely idea,? I said, struck again by her thoughtfulness.
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Uhe waiter caught qarah Tust as she was leaving for the night. A few minutes later, she 
appeared at our rooftop cabana, her face lighting up the moment she saw us.

”Fi, guysD? she gushed. ”Fowzs everything going’?
Tomoz smiled warmly. ”5ezre having such a wonderful time. Uhank you, qarah. Couzve 

been such a special part of our evening, and we Tust wanted to thank you in person.?
”Awww, thatzs so sweet of you to say,? qarah replied, visibly touched.
Tomoz continued, ”As a small token of our appreciation, Izd love for you to have the 

roses from our table.?
qarahzs hands !ew to her mouth in shock, her eyes welling up.
”Oh my goodness, that is so nice of you.? qhe was visibly touched. ”Uhank you soooo 

muchD Cou have no idea how much this means to me.?
As qarah skipped away with renewed energy, I marveled at Tomozzs ability to create 

such meaningful moments.
5e ordered another bottle of sparkling ros3 and continued our dance of discov“

ery—though, in retrospect, we werenzt truly discovering each other. 5e were merely 
meeting the carefully crafted versions of ourselves, the ones we wanted each other to see.

Leither of us wanted the night to end. By midnight, we had closed down the bar.
Uhe valets had long gone, leaving the Rolls parked outside ;assis, a restaurant down 

the street.
”Itzs such a beautiful night. 6etzs go for a walk,? I suggested.
”I would love that,? she said.
qo we strolled hand in hand along the main street, the night air wrapping around us. 

After a moment, Tomoz glanced at me, a playful glint in her eye.
”qoN did you rent the Rolls’? she teased.
”5as it that obvious’? I played along. ”Actually, I need to return it to the rental place 

in qarasota before they open in the morning. 5ould you like to come with me’?
”Lice try,? she said, smirking. ”Izm not going anywhere with you, mister.? qhe paused, 

then added, ”Cou look like you would take advantage of me.?
”9uilty,? I said, pulling her closer by the waist. ”But we donzt have to go to qarasota 

for me to do that.?
Before she could respond, I kissed her. qoft at Srst. Uhen deeper. Uhe kiss Wuickly 

turned passionate, lingering longer than I had intended but still not long enough.
5hen we Snally came up for air, I whispered, ”Cour feet must be killing you. 6etzs sit 

down over there.? I gestured toward a grassy area across the street near the water.
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qhe smiled knowingly. ”If you think youzre going to have your way with me on the 
grass over there, you are sadly mistaken.?

qhe said as she walked to the îgrass over therez with me anyway. Tomoz took o7 her 
shoes and we sat side by side with our knees up, looking out over the water. 5e sat in 
silence for a few minutes both lost in our thoughts. Uhen Tomoz stood up, picked up 
her shoes, and took my hand, xIt1s time to go, before I do something I might regret.x qhe 
teased as she dragged me back across the 1grass over there1 onto the side walk. Uhe heels 
were immediately returned to their natural locked position .

Uhe bars were winding down, neon signs !ickering o7 one by one.
As we strolled along 8ain qtreet, I glanced over at Tomoz, taking her all in—the way 

her elegant, se-y dress clung to her, the way her long legs moved e7ortlessly beneath it. A 
sight for sore eyes.

Or any eyes, for that matter.
It had already been the most incredible date I had ever been on. I had meticulously 

planned every detail, but Tomoz's magic made it unforgettable. I had high e-pectations 
for the evening, and Tomoz did not disappoint. In fact, she didnzt Tust meet them—she 
e-ceeded them.

5e stopped and once again sat on the grass overlooking the water. Leither of us spokeé 
we Tust sat together, wrapped in the Wuiet intimacy of the moment.

Uhen I looked at her.
qhe turned her head, meeting my gaPe.
jor a heartbeat, we simply existed together, looking into each otherzs souls. It was a 

moment to treasure forever. 5e would share many more like it.
Uhe kiss that followed was inevitable—deep, all“consuming. A magnetic force pulling 

our souls together. 8y hands cupped her face as if trying to fuse with her very being, 
before trailing down e-ploring the curves of her body—caressing her thighs, her breasts, 
and the delicate curve of her neck.

5e lost ourselves in each other, giving new meaning to the phrase 1they were really into 
each other.'

Uime ceased to e-ist until we Snally broke apart, breathless, and then we walked 
together to retrieve the car.

Once inside the Rolls, passion overtook us again. Tomoz moved gracefully across the 
center console and into my lap, all Y1'x of her folding into my embrace like a cat, !uid, 
e7ortless.
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As I held her, stroking her hair, a vision !ashed through my mindV a wild black Arabian 
horse galloping across a dark horiPon, !eeing unseen dangers. It was her spirit I saw. 
Instinctively, I pulled her closer and whispered, ”Couzre safe now. Cou donzt need to run 
anymore.?

qhe snuggled deeper into me.
Uhe moment was abruptly interrupted by a tapping on the window. I sat up, rolling it 

down, confused.
Uhe restaurant manager stood there, looking sheepish.
”Fey guys, sorry to bother you, butN the carzs headlights re!ect o7 the build“

ing—everyone can see you.?
5e burst out laughing at our teenage“like recklessness.
Uo our surprise, he even o7ered to drive us around so we could sit in the back and make 

out in private.
Apparently, the Rolls“Roycezs headlights couldnzt be turned o7 while the engine 

was running. I suppose most Rolls“Royce owners donzt use them for steamy make“out 
sessions in front of restaurants at one thirty in the morning.

I grinned at the manager. ”Uhatzs incredibly thoughtful of you, but we have some“
where we need to be. Rain check’?

”Of course,? he said with a grin. ”Cou guys have a great night.?
I turned to Tomoz. ”Are you hungry’?
qhe stretched slightly and smiled. ”I could eat something.?
”Cou like Nennyzs’?
qhe laughed. ”qure, Nennyzs would be perfect.?
5e both enToyed going to e-tremes, and we were both comfortable wherever we went.
As we set o7, Tomoz began to drift o7. I let her sleep, watching her breath1s soft rise 

and fall as I drove. Instead of heading to the Nennyzs in qt. Eetersburg, I took a detour to 
the Nennyzs in qarasota.

qhezd Snd it funny that I got her to qarasota anyway. Or at least, I hoped she would.
Uhe drive back was e-hilarating. 5ith the freeway wide open, I let the Rolls stretch its 

legs, pushing it to "O4 8EF—my preferred speed when circumstances allowed. Reckless’ 
8aybe. But 9od, it felt good. Uhe Rolls is by far the most comfortable and safest car I 
have ever driven at high speed, gliding over the road like it was built for it.

5hen we arrived outside Nennyzs, I gently woke Tomoz. qhe stirred, a little groggy at 
Srst, then waited for me to walk around and open her door—something I loved doing.
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qhe was my princess now.
As she stepped out, she glanced around, taking in our surroundings. ”5here are we’? 

she asked as she stretched her arms, though I knew she already had suspicions.
”Nennyzs,? I said smoothly, which was technically true—I Tust wasnzt geographically 

speciSc.
”FmmmN I knew I couldnzt trust you.? qhe smiled, shaking her head.
5e walked inside. Uhe place was practically deserted—Tust one person taking care of 

customers—though there werenzt any actual customers to take care of. 5e had the place 
all to ourselves.

Uhe waiter greeted us at the podium. ”9ood eveningN I mean, morning,? he corrected 
himself with a grin.

I leaned in, lowering my voice as if making a grand reWuest. ”I know this is going to 
sound ridiculous, but is there any chance you might have a table for two available’ 5ezre 
willing to wait if necessary.? I said it with the seriousness of a man pleading with the maPtre 
d1 at qpago in Beverly Fills.

Uhe waiter smirked and played along. ”jor you, sir, we have the Snest table in the 
restaurant.?

”Eerfect,? I said. ”Because this is our Srst date, and I really want to impress the lady.?
Fe chuckled. Tomoz, on the other hand, rolled her eyes.
”Cou certainly know how to impress a lady,? the waiter teased.
”Oh, hezs made Wuite an impression on me. Fe has kidnapped me. ;ould you please 

call the police and let them know Izve been abducted by a madman’?
qhe played along !awlessly, and we all laughed.
5e all had fun together. Uhe waiter seemed glad to be seen and appreciated. 5e left him 

with a generous tip and a big smile on his face, having brought some life to his graveyard 
shift.

Back in the Rolls, I drove back to my house, and we soon found ourselves on my bed. 
In fact, we went directly to the bedroom—which made perfect sense if you think about 
it.

I donzt remember e-actly what time it was, other than that it was time for bed.
5e made out and had a great time without going all the way. 5hich was really pointless 

because we both knew wezd soon be fucking each otherzs brains out soon anyway.
Hventually, we fell asleep in each otherzs arms.
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I didnzt want her to go home—ever. But by late morning, I drove her back to her 
apartment. I wanted to see her again that evening, but she had ”other plans.? 5hich, of 
course, meant she had another date.

I couldnzt stop thinking about her.
Hverything about Tomoz—her walk, her laugh, her voice, the way she looked at me as 

if she already knew how the story would end—had lodged itself in my mind like a song I 
couldnzt stop playing.

After dropping her o7 that morning, I drove home in silence. Lo music. Lo phone 
calls. ‘ust the hum of the engine and the echo of her kiss on my lips. I replayed every 
momentV the rooftop kiss, the backgammon games, the grass over there, the make“out 
session in the Rolls, the way she slipped so easily into my lap and somehow made it feel 
like I belonged to her.

And I did.
qhe hadnzt said much when I dropped her o7. ‘ust a Wuick kiss on the cheek and a 

teasing, ”Nonzt get into trouble today.? It was vague enough to mean nothing and yet 
somehow managed to mean everything. qhe didnzt invite me up. Nidnzt say, ”6etzs talk 
later.? Lo conSrmation of another date. ‘ust that smooth, maddening e-it, leaving me 
craving more.

I hated that she had that power. 
By early afternoon, Izd already te-ted her. qomething casual. Elayful. Lothing too 

eager.
Lo reply.
By evening, I was spiraling.
I met some friends at the RitP“;arlton patio, our usual haunt. Uhe sun was setting 

in that gold“and“pink jlorida way that makes everything feel like a movie. But I wasnzt 
watching the view—I was watching my phone.

qtill nothing.
I tried to act normal. 8ade conversation. 6aughed at the right moments. But my mind 

was elsewhere, trapped in a loop of what“ifs. 5as she testing me’ Elaying hard to get’ 
Or had she already moved on’ Uhat idea—the one where she was out with someone 
else—burrowed under my skin like a splinter.

Hventually, I gave in and sent another message.
qtill playful. qtill casual.
Lo reply.
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qo I sent a cricket.
A literal cricket emoTi.
Eassive“aggressive’ 8aybe. Eathetic’ Absolutely. But I was slipping, and I knew it.
jinally, hours later, she responded.
Q
Uhat was it.
Lo words. ‘ust a smirking emoTi, as if she knew e-actly what she was doing. And thenV 

“Didn’t want to be rude. I should probably give some attention to my date.”
8y stomach twisted.
Of course she had a date. Of course she did. A woman like that doesnzt stay still. qhe 

doesnzt wait by the phone. qhe moves, always, and the world bends to accommodate her.
Hverything in me wanted to believe that what we had on that Srst night was real. Uhat 

it wasnzt Tust a performance. Uhat she wasnzt Tust indulging me for the sake of roses and 
rooftop views. But every time I reached out, she kept me at armzs length—Tust close 
enough to keep the hope alive, Tust far enough to make sure I never felt secure.

And I couldnzt walk away.
Because despite all the signs—despite the red !ags and the cryptic responses and the 

other dates—I was already in too deep.
I told myself it was Tust chemistry. A !ing. A distraction.
But I knew better.
Uhis wasnzt Tust about se- or beauty or even desire. Uhis was about obsession. Uhat 

dangerous kind. Uhe kind that makes you forget who you were before it started.
I was disappointed but understood.
Uhe romance had begun.
Izm going to catch this girl, I thought.
I had no idea the Menus jly Urap had already caught me.



Chapter Five

A Bridge To Nowhere

T omoz and I had a lot of demons—and a lot in common. We revealed the complex 
dance of our own traumas through stories of family and experiences.

One of the many things we shared was the struggle to earn the attention of emotionally 
unavailable fathers—men incapable of expressing love in a way we could feel.

When my father was home, the house turned to glass—fragile, silent, always on the 
verge of shattering. We tiptoed, barely breathing, afraid that a misplaced word or a creaky 
Noorboard might trigger his disapproval. Ho matter how hard we tried, nothing was ever 
good enough.

Ce was highly critical. Bhildren were to be seen, not heard.
’ut his rage wasn-t born from nowhere—it was passed down like an unwanted heirA

loom. Cis father, an alcoholic, had been cold. Cis grandfather, another alcoholic, had 
been cruel. M man who thought stuYng Bhristmas stockings with sawdust was hilarious 
had raised a son who believed fear was the best form of discipline. Mnd so, the cycle 
continued.

M legacy of fear and bullying handed down through generations.
Fy grandfather feared his father. Fy father feared his. Mnd in turn, they all became 

bullies.
I feared my father too.
’ut I broke the pattern in my own way. Instead of becoming an abuser, I became an 

advocate for the underdog, standing with the abused rather than the aggressor. I despised 
bullies and often found myself in Lghts, defending their victims.

Eet, suppressing my anger came at a cost.
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Ms a child, I would bang my head against my pillow, while making a strange guttural 
sound that would often keep my sister awake in the next room. I did this each night until 
exhaustion Lnally pulled me into sleep. I felt voiceless, helpless—sujocating under the 
weight of unspoken, unexpressed emotions.

Mt seventeen, while working as a trainee manager at Sesco, a retail grocery chain in the 
P?, I experienced my Lrst manic episode. M promotion ignited a newfound dedication 
to work, pushing me to sleep less but feel more energi“ed. Vuphoria hit me like a tidal 
wave.

Vverything intensiLed—my strength, my conLdence, my ability to persuade. I felt 
invincible.

Fy mum took me to the doctor. Ce advised rest and told me not to go anywhere. 4he 
took me home and put me to bed.

I climbed out of the bedroom window.
It was a groundANoor bedroom, so escape was easy—no grand prison break. I circled 

the house, got into my car, and sped oj.
She episode became a blur. Fy mind must have blocked much of it out. ’ut I rememA

ber organi“ing a new nightclub, negotiating a lease, and securing the best U” in town.
I only recall that because the U” called after it was all over, asking when we were 

opening. She landlord sent over a lease to sign. Who knows how many people I roped 
into that pro0ect and probably others without reali“ing it2

I bounced from bar to bar, talking to—I couldn-t even say how many people. Fy 
friends tried to talk me down, but the high was too intoxicating. I didn-t want to come 
down. It all culminated in a wild night with the owner of a local brothel. 4omeone told 
me she wanted to meet me, so I called her. 4he said, "Why don-t you come over2( 4o I did.  
I was gone, physically and mentally for days. Mt one point, I was driving J)) mph on the 
wrong side of the road, Nying over a bridge.

When I Lnally returned home late one night, I proclaimed to my parents that I was 
”esus Bhrist and that stigmata would soon appear on my palms.

4o, overall, it was a pretty good night.
’y z a.m., that morning, I was admitted to Wesham Ksychiatric Cospital.
I still remember the smell of bleach. She sterile hospital odors Llled my nostrils, and 

even now, the scent makes my stomach turn whenever I step into a hospital.
Shey put me in restraints immediately. I couldn-t understand why—which, ironically, 

was probably the very reason I needed them.
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Dunnily enough, I was probably their most compliant patient. I loved everyone and 
everything.

Eears later, I wondered if, in some ways, I had actually gone sane rather than insane.
’ut eventually, I reali“ed that love alone isn-t always the answer. 4ometimes, it leads to 

serious trouble.
She doctors  gradually  increased my sedation until  I  was deemed 'under conA

trol'—which really 0ust meant thoroughly miserable.
Mpparently, that-s what they call normal.
Shey recommended electroconvulsive therapy 3VBS&. I agreed, not fully grasping the 

longAterm conse9uences. Fy mother was deeply concerned and 9uestioned my decision. 
Shat moment stands out in my memory—she understood more about its implications 
than I did.

She aftermath of VBS was devastating. Once the initial terrible headaches subsided, I 
plunged into a twoAyear depression that matched—and maybe even surpassed—the depth 
of my previous euphoria.

4leep became my only escape. Vach morning, I-d wake up hoping the weight had lifted, 
only to Lnd myself back in that familiar living room chair, staring out the window into 
nothingness.

Driends tried to reach out, but even basic conversation felt unbearable. She pressure 
of interaction was overwhelming.

Vventually, they stopped calling, unable to understand what I was going through. She 
isolation only deepened my depression, trapping me in a cycle that felt impossible to 
break.

When I Lnally emerged from my depression and reached out to old friends, I was met 
with anger and re0ection—some of them wanted nothing to do with me. Shey felt they 
had been there for me and that I hadn-t appreciated their support.

She medical professionals diagnosed me with manic depression—now known as 
bipolar disorder—and prescribed a lifetime regimen of lithium to 'balance me out.' Mt 
the time, I had no idea 0ust how much this diagnosis would shape my future in ways I 
couldn8t yet comprehend.

It-s funny how even our most harrowing experiences can provide a silver lining. Fy 
struggles with depression have given me a depth of empathy, humor, and understanding 
I could have never gained otherwise. Shis deep compassion has become the foundation 
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of my speaking career. In fact, it is one of the key reasons for my success as a speaker and 
my ability to reach people-s hearts.

Fy relationship with my father was practically nonexistent, which made his dinner 
table proposition all the more surprising.

'Why don8t you come and work in the business2' he said casually as if discussing the 
weather. 'One day, it will be half yours.'

She business in 9uestion was B.T. Vdwards G 4ons Timited, a wholesale 0ewelry 
company that had grown from humble beginnings to national success.

4o, I went to work for my father.
Shen came that fateful Driday morning in JHIJ. I was in the oYce, planning the 

following week8s appointments, when Frs. Carvey from the packing department told 
me that my father had summoned me to his oYce.

Saking the stairs two at a time—0ust like him—I knocked and stepped inside, anticiA
pation bu““ing in my chest.

Cis desk was always tidy—everything was where it was supposed to be, nothing was 
out of place. Cis oYce smelled of Kledge as if it had 0ust been cleaned and polished. Fy 
desk had I had one, would have been the opposite, which might have been one of the 
reasons I didn-t have an oYce or a desk back then. It was a reminder of how, in many 
ways, we were so dijerent.

'Sake a seat,' he said from behind his imposing desk, immaculate in his pressed blue 
suit, white shirt, and matching tie. 'I have some great news.'

Cis next words hit me like a punch to the stomach.
'We sold the business,' he said proudly.
Vverything after that became a blur. She room seemed to recede, like a scene in a Llm 

where reality distorts around the protagonist. I sat there, fro“en, unable to process what 
he-d 0ust said—desperate to escape and to curl into a fetal position.

M ringing noise Llled my ears, drowning out everything else. I was talking to myself in 
my head, but I couldn-t even hear my own thoughts.

I went into shock like I had never experienced before—or since that moment.
Shis wasn-t 0ust a business transaction—it was the ultimate betrayal. Cow could he 

promise me half the company-s future while secretly negotiating its sale2
Shat moment cemented every negative belief I had about my own worth and my 

father-s priorities. Foney and selfAinterest seemed to be his only genuine concerns. Shat-s 
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why I was determined never to make money the most important thing in my life—to 
follow my heart instead.

’ut the betrayal cut deeper than I reali“ed at the time. It seeped into all my relationA
ships, including my marriages. Mfter all, if you can-t trust your own father, who can you 
trust2 I carried that fear with me, convinced everyone would eventually betray me. She 
mere thought of going through an experience like that again was terrifying.

I wasn-t consciously aware of this underlying mental pattern until many years later. I 
pushed people away—even, or perhaps especially, those who truly loved me.

I destroyed and left relationships in a desperate attempt to avoid betrayal again. ’ut, 
of course, the pattern 0ust kept repeating.

I was too afraid of my father to say anything, so I buried my anger. ’ut buried emotions 
have a way of resurfacing, and in my case, they exploded into reckless selfAdestruction.

Shough I couldn-t see it at the time, this was a crucial crossroads in my life. Mmong the 
many possible paths forward, I chose selfAdestruction, fueled by the rage of my father-s 
betrayal.

Out of spite, I left my father-s business and started my own wholesale 0ewelry business, 
determined to prove I didn-t need him. ’ut I 9uickly learned it wasn-t as easy as it looked. 
It was a disaster.

I was fortunate that my body chemistry wouldn-t allow me to become addicted to alA
cohol or drugs. I never touched heavy substances like heroin, but I did take amphetamines 
and cocaine. I drank alcohol, but mostly socially and rarely to excess.

I didn-t like feeling out of control. I could always take or leave all of them. Mt the same 
time, I did go on benders occasionally. Mll the anger inside me, the benders, and my lack 
of business acumen led me to make some terrible choices—both in business and in my 
life—with serious conse9uences.

Cowever, that is another story—perhaps even cra“ier—for another book. In the end, 
my father disowned me.

Tike I said, Tomoz and I had a lot in common. We wrestled with some of the same 
demons, both rebels without a cause, always Lnding ourselves in trouble—sometimes 
serious trouble.

Vven now, my father seethes over the things I did and the ways I tarnished his precious 
reputation. ’ut not once has he admitted his own mistakes. In his mind, I was the stain 
on his legacy. It never occurred to him that maybe—0ust maybe—he had handed me the 
brush.
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Dor a while, I tried to build a bridge to carve out some kind of relationship with him. I 
played golf with him every week while ”ules took my mother shopping. ’ut it was a bridge 
to nowhere.

It didn-t make a dijerence. In the end, it wasn-t en0oyable for me.
Faybe all of this played a part in why I-ve been married four times—not to mention 

the countless girlfriends along the way. What does that say about how fucked up I am2 M 
lot.

Ms you can imagine, I could write a book about each of my marriages. ’ut let me tell 
you a little about my Lrst.



Chapter Six

We Are All Searching 
For Someone Whose 
Demons Play Well 
With Ours. 
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Chapter Seven

Closet Sex

T omoz had told me about her friend Melania, who was from Serbia and, according 
to Tomoz, a “business coach.” She was “coaching” Tristan and “dating him.” This 

seemed like a conyict of interest, but again, mj mind ’ust didnAt want to register it as an 
issue.

xlthough she was beautiful and initiallj came across as elegant and sepj, Melania 
seemed cold, with a hard hard energj. Mj im-ression of her was that she  was an o--or—
tunistUtough and unjieldingUseeminglj concerned onlj with her self—interest.

Tomoz shared some of those traits, but she was a little softer. vnlike Melania, Tomoz 
could be mani-ulated. Melania, howePer, seemed utterlj dePoid of emotion.

Tomoz inPited me to dinner with Melania and her bojfriend, Tonj, at a Ine dining 
restaurant in St. Oetersburg.

W went to Tomoz’s a-artment building to -ick them all u-. Rn the waj to the restaurant, 
Tomoz was in -ainUher back was hurtingUso we sto--ed bj Balgreens downtown to 
get her some heat -ads.

xs we -ulled u-, a small grou- of -eo-le was gathered outside. xs W epited the ?olls, a 
Hlack man a--roached me and asked for monej.

W looked at him and asked, “Bhj do jou need monejV BhatAs going onV”
Ye looked sur-rised that W had asked.
“Bell, WAm a Pet,” he said. “WAm here getting treatment at the Kx hos-ital. W haPe to staj 

for IPe dajs of treatment, and W haPe no monej. W need monej for food.”
Dou see, jou nePer reallj know unless jou ask. Rf course, he could haPe been s-inning 

me a jarn. Hut we were right bj the Kx hos-ital, and he looked like he was starPing.
RE, he didnAt look like he was starPing. Hut he did seem to be telling the truth.
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W hardlj ePer carrj cashU’ust a card and a few s-are billsUso W walked oPer to the car 
and got ePerjone to em-tj their -ockets. Be -ooled all our cash together. Wt came to 
epactlj 3JGUmj number. That caught mj attention.

W thought thatAs not going to buy much food.
Meanwhile, the guj was watching usUfour -eo-le in a ?olls—?ojce, scrounging to—

gether a few bucks. The whole scene was absurd. Hj now, a small crowd had gathered, 
watching these stupid rich people in a ?olls, whoU’udging bj a--earancesUwere -rob—
ablj all coked u-, des-eratelj scra-ing together 3JG.

Rf course, that wasnAt true.
Bell, not all of it.
So, W asked him, “BhatAs jour nameV”
“Fohn,” he said.
W beliePed him. xgain. Ye looked like he was bracing for me to saj, Look, John, that’s 

all we’ve got. Good luck, and go get a job.
Bhat W actuallj said was, “RE, Fohn, hereAs what W need jou to do. Crab a sho--ing 

cart from oPer there, Ill it u- with food from Balgreens here, bring it to the checkout, 
and WAll -aj for it.”

Fohn stared at me. “xre jou seriousV”
“Des. Ws that a -roblemV”
“5o, noUlet me grab a cart,” he said, hurrjing oz.
Ye seemed nerPous, -robablj unsure if W was -lajing a mean trick on him. W went to 

get the heat -ads for Tomoz and headed to the checkout.
Fohn was alreadj there, waiting. xt the bottom of his cart, there were four items.
“ThatAs all jou gotV” W asked, almost frustrated.
Yere was a guj who had -ut his life on the line for his countrj. Ye had traPeled 

hundreds of miles for medical care, forced to be awaj from his wife and familj. 5o monej. 
Yungrj. xnd jet, he barelj took anjthing.

5ow, hereAs this white guj ozering to -aj for his food because he canAt azord to buj 
anj himself. Yow would jou feelV

Ye could haPe Illed that cart, but he didnAt. Ye chose not to take adPantage of the 
situation and returned with onlj four items.

Nid W feel guiltjV Rf course, W did. W had ’ust -ulled u- in a ?olls—?ojce with a gorgeous 
girl nept to me in the front seat, and now W wanted to hel- himV Yow bad did that lookV

Hut at this -oint, W didnAt care how it looked.
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W said, “Fohn, W should haPe said this beforeUW reallj a--reciate all the sacriIces jouAPe 
made so we can liPe here safelj in this ama6ing countrj. W know times are tough right now, 
but W know jou are a man of faith, rightV”

“Rh, jes,” he re-lied.
“W beliePe Cod sometimes sends -eo-le into our liPes to hel- us. Bould jou agreeV”
Fohn nodded in agreement.
W looked him in the eje. “Dou haPe no idea how much jouAPe hel-ed me, you are 

inspiration.”
Ye looked at me with a blank stare. W said, “REUnow, haPing said all that, go and Ill 

that fucking cart, and donAt come back until jou cannot get another damn thing in it. No 
jou understandV”

Ye started laughing, grabbed the cart, and headed back to get more food.
“xnd hurrj u-Ujou know that girl out there is a -rincess and hates waiting'” W called 

after him.
Ye laughed ePen harder and started loading u- the cart faster. Ye didnAt want to risk 

-issing Tomoz oz either.
!inallj, W walked out of the store and back to the car. Fohn headed oz to wherePer he 

was stajing, -ushing a cart full of food, still shaking his head.
Tomoz o-ened her car door, and W handed her the heat -ads.
“Bhat the fuck were jou doing in thereV” she asked, ri--ing o-en the bop.
W smirked. “!unnj thingUwe got to talking. Turns out we dated the same girl. Ye 

actuallj thought he knew you too.”
Tomoz rolled her ejes and shut the door.
Bell, if jou ask a stu-id 7uestion, jou get a stu-id answer.
4uckilj, we made it to the restaurant before it closedUno thanks to Fohn'
Be had a great dinner and conPersation. Tonj was shar-, engaging, and funnj. Ye had 

traPerlled with friends and thej had liPed all oPer the world. Yis stories about their time 
there were hilarious, full of bi6arre situations and unep-ected twists.

Tomoz  was  raPing  about  mj  house,  clearlj  ho-ing  WAd  suggest  we  head  oPer 
thereUwhich, of course, W did.

xfter dinner and drinks, we all -iled into the ?olls and s-ed oz to mj -lace. Tonj and 
W were slightlj inebriated, while Tomoz and Melenia were utterlj wasted. W was driPing 
fast, which ’ust added to the intopication. xs we crossed the Skjwaj Hridge, the ocean 
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stretched beneath us, and the freewaj lights reyected oz the water, streaking -ast so fast 
it was almost like thej were yashing.

The music in the car was blasting. Melenias and Tomoz started making out in the back 
seat. Thej were reallj going at it. Wt was intense. W thought thej were showing ozUdoing 
it for Tonj8s and mj beneIt. Turns out thej were not ’ust showing oz.

4ike W said earlier, Melenia came across as  a cold Ish. She was from Serbia and according 
to her she had a brutal childhood. Tomoz told me Melenia had been re-eatedlj sepuallj 
abused when she was a child and that as a result, She hated men.

Be got to mj house, made some drinks, and got in the ’acu66i. The girls took oz all their 
clothes. Tonj and W -rotested, but thej wouldnAt listen. Be were all -lajing around and 
haPing a great time. Then Tomoz said something insulting and disres-ectful and started 
treating me like W was her minion.

W told her that it was not RE. She got angrj, thinking W would back down. W didnAt. She 
feigned being u-set. W said, “5ot acce-table.”

She said, “WAm leaPing.” W said, “RE.”
W wouldnAt let her behaPe like a brat and treat me disres-ectfullj. That was a huge 

button for me.
She got dressed and headed for the front door with Melania and Tonj. xs thej were 

leaPing, W walked awaj into mj bedroom.
Tonj, unwilling to let things s-iral, turned to Tomoz. “4ook, W donAt want to leaPe, and 

neither do jou. Sto- being stu-id and go a-ologi6e to him.”
She knew she was being a brat and that W wasnAt going to -ut u- with her behaPior. She 

was annojed but resigned. She turned around and walked into mj bedroom.
W was walking in front of one of the two closets when W felt her hand on mj shoulder. 

She gentlj turned me around, her touch hesitant.
Tomoz -laced her hand behind mj head, Ingers barelj gra6ing mj skin. Yer breath was 

warm and unePen as her forehead met mine. Yer brown ejes searched mine, Illed with 
something rawUregret, longing, something dee-er W couldnAt name.

“W am so sorrj,” she whis-ered, her Poice unsteadj.
Mj chest tightened. Such sim-le words, jet thej carried a weight that unraPeled some—

thing dee- inside me. W ephaled slowlj, mj Ingers curling around hersUnot -ulling, ’ust 
holding. The air between us shifted, thick with the heaPiness of uns-oken truths. Mj ga6e 
dro--ed to her -arted li-s, the silence crackling, electric, waiting to be shattered.
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That was all W wanted. xll W needed. She Inallj understoodUshe couldnAt treat me with 
disres-ect or like a minion. W had made mj -oint. Set mj boundarj.

xnd then, we fell into each other and started kissing -assionatelj.
Mj hands roamed her bodj, tracing ePerj curPe, feeling the heat between us. She clung 

to me, -ulling me closer, dePouring mj li-s and mj face as if she couldnAt get enough. Be 
tumbled to the yoor, limbs tangled, breathless, and wanting.

W dragged her into the closet, underneath the clothes hanging aboPe us. Oinning her 
hands oPer her head, Ukissing, touching, losing mjself in the Ire of her bodj.

W -ut mj hands on her thighs and slowlj moPed them higher and higher. W lightlj 
-ushed her legs a-art and -ut mj hand on the outside of her -anties. W felt her wetness and 
gentlj but Irmlj moPed her -anties to one side. W slowlj slid mj Inger along the outside 
of her -ussj and then began -lajing with her clit.

Tomoz was beginning to writhe ePen more and -ushed against mj -ressure as W -ushed 
two Ingers inside her. W started slowlj moPing them dee-er and dee-er inside her. MoPing 
each Inger se-aratelj and then moPing them back and forth lightlj around her C S-ot.

W then began moPing mj face down her bodj as W -ushed her clothes oz, enabling me 
to kiss her neck and bodj. Mj mouth moPed oPer her ni--lesG W gentlj -ut them in mj 
mouth, sucked, and nibbled them. She res-onded bj breathing faster and -ulling me 
down onto her.

xfter a few minutes, W -ushed awaj, moPed mj mouth further down her bodj, and 
began kissing and licking her inner thighs. Coing from side to side and -assing mj mouth 
lightlj oPer her -ussj, sto--ing as W kissed the li-s and gentlj used mj tongue to tease and 
epcite her ePen more before continuing mj ’ournej towards her other inner thigh.

Then slowlj and deliberatelj, W began teasing her, using slow, deliberate strokes of mj 
tongue. Hj now, she was in another world, another dimension. Mj -leasure comes from 
giPing -leasure. The more W giPe -leasure, the more W ep-erience -leasure mjself.

Slowlj -utting ’ust the ti- in and out before W fullj entered her with mj cock. She let 
out a loud gas-, and her bodj com-letelj gaPe waj to me. She was mine now, com-letelj.

Yer ejes were closed, her mouth o-en, and her heart ep-loding. W was constantlj feeling 
her bodjAs moPement and res-onding accordinglj. W tuned into her bodj and mind. She 
was in ecstasj.

Be moPed around the closet, using almost ePerj inch of the yoor.
Bhen she thought it was oPer, W -ulled her u- and led her to the bed. She stood at the 

edge, breathless, and we continued kissing.
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Then W -ulled awaj and -ushed her onto the bed. She landed with a bounce, and W fell 
on to- of her as her bodj sank into the thick mattress. W slid mj knee between her legs, 
gentlj -arting themUwhich is epactlj what thej wanted to do.

W grabbed a large -illow and tucked it under her hi-s before lowering mjself again. She 
gas-ed as W dePoured her, her hands gri--ing the sheets. “DouAre ama6ing' Rh mj Cod'” 
she moaned, her Poice raw and breathless. Lach word fueled mj Ire.

W could not get enough of her, her li-s, her legs, her breasts, her neck, her thighs, her 
face, her hair, ePerjthing about her. W was utterlj and com-letelj infatuated bj her. W 
continued to kiss, lick, suck, caress, fuck, and ep-lore ePerj inch of her bodj.

Be made loPe for hours. !inallj, we colla-sed breathless in silence. Tomoz fell aslee-. W 
laj there holding her in mj arms from behind, watching her slee-. Yer chest moPed u- 
and down slowlj with each breath. She looked so -eaceful. W ho-e we can kee- it this waj, 
W thought as W drifted oz.



Chapter Eight

"Get out? This is MY 
House, And YOU Need 
To Leave!"

I  woke up after hearing a noise in the house and then went to investigate. Tony and 
Melania had found one of the guest rooms and had a similar experience. Tony was in 

the kitchen looking for food to reenergize.
I walked into the kitchen and joined Tony in the food search. We sat down together.
"Man, this is a nice house," he said. 
"Thanks, I like it," I replied, trying not to sound like a self-absorbed dick. Not sure I 

pulled it oS. No, not my dick, you know what I meant.
"?o, what do you do'" he asked.
"I—m an entrepreneur," I saidHa very loose interpretation of what I actually do. I never 

like discussing what I do.
"Aow about you'" I asked. 
"I—m an entrepreneur too," he said. Dh, someone else who likes to be vague.
"What is the focus of your entrepreneurship'" I pressed.
"I have several interests," he said casually, "but mostly marijuana."
"Must be interesting work," I said with a wry smile.
"Aaha, yeah, very interesting," he replied, grinning. "Dlso very lucrative. I have Rve 

houses growing the plants."
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I was no stranger to the marijuana business. I—d invested a considerable amount of 
money with the son of a friendHa kid I—d known since he was ’: years old. Ae was :1 
now, brilliant and street-smart.

Ae had built a nationwide distribution network, and I had become a silent money 
partner.

TonyCs operation was impressive, but ICd seen similar setupsO houses converted into 
grow spaces, lined with high-powered lights and humming Dq units. The plants thrived 
under careful cultivation, boosted by selective breeding and chemical enhancements. It 
was a well-oiled machine, but I wasnCt here for a botany lesson.

"Bkay, so you—re not selling retail," I said. "That—s Vuite an operation youCve got."
"I want to expand it across the country," he replied. I knew exactly where this was 

headed.
"?ounds like youCve got a plan," I said. "0etCs head upstairs, take in the view from the 

balcony, and grab a drink at the bar up there."
Tony told me more about his business plan. Ae wanted to grow his marijuana business 

and was, of course, looking for investors.
While I could tell that Tony was sharp and had a solid plan, there was no way I was 

going to trust him. I never do business with anyone I donCt know and trust completely. I 
had been burned many times. I didnCt mention my own investment.

I politely declined, citing the fact that I would not do well in prison. The food is awful, 
and I would be the food.

Dfter an hour of catching up with Tony, I was drained. We eventually rejoined our girls 
and called it a night. The next morning, my thoughts shifted back to my businessHspecif-
ically, to the new assistant ICd just hired.

?he was a formidable woman with a bulldog-like demeanor.
Aer name was Frenda Farker. ?he liked to be seen as someone who thought of every-

thing, so you never had to tell her what to do.
?he hated being asked to do anything and was a total control freak. If she didnCt think 

something was a good ideaHor didnCt want to do itHshe would ignore my reVuest. Yery 
frustrating.

Tomoz and I left the next morning before Tony and Melania got up. Tomoz had a hair 
appointment and wanted me to come with herHprobably to make sure she got there and, 
of course, so I could pay, more than any other reason. Dlthough she did love driving with 
me in the Fentley with the top down.
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Frenda  arrived at the house after we left, and by then, Tony and Melania were already 
in the hot tubHnaked. 0ater, they strolled back into the house the same way.

They told me about Frenda Cs obvious disdain for them and their behavior, but that 
wasnCt necessary. Frenda  had already called to Rll me in.

When Tomoz and I returned home after her hair appointment and shopping for 
makeup at 6ltaHI picked up a new foundation, so I was happyHFrenda  was leaving. 
Ds we pulled into the garage in the Fentley, Frenda  was walking down the steps from the 
laundry room.

I asked her about one of the tasks ICd asked her to do. ?he replied that she hadnCt done 
it and oSered no explanation as to why or when she would get it done. I had explicitly 
told her it was a priority.

"I told you that was a priority, Frenda ," I said.
?he was “ippant and dismissive about it. My frustration got the better of me. I became 

aggressive, telling her it wasnCt good enough and that she needed to get it done.
?he was clearly angered by my tone. Leople often mistake my polite and kind demeanor 

for weakness. D big mistake. Things build up, and when they do, I can go oS like a bomb. 
It—s not exactly a great way to be. ICm doing much better now, but itCs something I still 
need to work on, so shut the fuck up.

That was the beginning of the end of her time with me. D few days later, I let Frenda  
go.

I soon hired a new assistantHa very proper 3rench guy in his mid-to-late ”2s who was 
actually training to be a professional butler. AeCd worked for a wealthy family on the Uast 
qoast, but his time there had come to an end.

Ais name was Pen!—, and probably still is. Ae was incredibly eJcient and worked hard.
Uverything was always immaculate. Ae did do some unusual things, though. Ae would 

fold my underwearHI mean, with like about four folds. It took me a while to Rgure out 
for some reason. I really didnCt care anyway.

I had a very expensive laser machine. D few years ago, I suSered a rupture in my back 
while working out. ICd tried all kinds of treatmentsHLrolotherapy, acupuncture, massage, 
ozone therapy, chiropractic careHand I also purchased a hot laser.I still used it on my 
knees and back.Tomoz had watched me use the laser. 0ater that week, I had to leave town 
for a speaking engagement. Tomoz reminded me that she had hurt her back and asked if 
she could come to the house and use my laser while I was away.
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I was hesitant about letting Tomoz into my home without me being there. ?till, I didnCt 
want to make her feel like I didnCt trust her, nor did I want to say no to her using the laser 
to help with her backHeven though I had a strong feeling that her "bad back" and the 
reVuest to use the laser were just a ruse to get into the house.

"Ds long as itCs just you," I said reluctantly.
"qan I bring Melania'" Tomoz asked. "?heCs the only way I can get here. I donCt have a 

car," she pleaded.
"Ds long as itCs just you two," I conceded. I showed her where the emergency key was 

hidden in the gazebo. I felt better that I had only conceded to her promise to only be there 
with Melania during the day. Dfter all, a promise is a promise, right' I mean, how could 
she go back on that'

I “ew oS on Thursday as usual.
The next evening, after Rnishing my speaking engagement and having dinner, I called 

Tomoz. It was around ’2O22 p.m.
GAi Faby, how is your event going'4 ?he purred.
GItCs going well, thanks.4
I could hear Melania and Tony in the background.
?he was at my house. WT35
"Is Tony there'" I asked.
"ées, why'" she replied.
"I said, just you and Melania5" Now, I was angry.
"Well, she wanted to bring Tony. ItCs no big deal," she said like it was no big deal.
"Faby, I speciRcally asked you not to bring other people over. éouCre obviously not 

there to use the laser. I feel like you have betrayed my trust, and I want you all to leave," I 
said, trying to put my foot down.

"Bkay, baby, weCll leave," she responded.
?o everything was Rne, right'
NB5 I knew she wasnCt going to leave. ?he knew I was a thousand miles away and that 

I could do nothing.
I realized ICd made a big mistake. There was no reasoning with Tomoz. Trust had been 

broken. I knew theyCd be partying and who knows what.
I called Ferry and asked him to go over there and get them to leave.
Ae reluctantly agreed and  drove over to the house.
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When he arrived, they were partying. The sound system was playing Unigma, and the 
lights were dimHalmost like the house had been set up for a very sensual evening. The 
kitchen was a mess. They were all sitting outside by the Rre pit overlooking the pool 
smoking weed.

Ferry told Tomoz they all needed to leave. ?he danced around the issue.
"0ook, Ferry," Tomoz said, "thereCs nothing to worry about. ?tephen said it was okay for 

us all to be here."
"Tomoz, ?tephen only agreed for you and Melania to be here during the day so you 

could use the laser. ItCs almost ’’ oCclock, Tony is here, and you guys are partying," Ferry 
told her. Ae waited for her response, but she ignored him.

GTomoz, you have broken ?tephenCs trust, and he has sent me over here to get you to 
leave,4 he said urgently.

Tomoz looked at Ferry like he had lost his mind and said, GGet out' This is my house5 
Dnd éB6 need to leave54

Géou have known ?tephen for two weeks, Tomoz. That is just crazy talk54 Ferry said 
incredulously. G?tephen has asked me to come here and get you guys to leave. éou have 
broken his trust, and now he wants you to please leave.4 Ae was getting angry.

GWell, I donCt know why he is asking you to do this. Ae said it was okay for me to come 
over here,4 she lied. GFut we will leave.4

Ferry left the house and called me. GThey said they are going to leave,4 he said.
GFerry, really' éou think that Tomoz is just going to leave'4 I said in disbelief.
GThey said they are going to leave, and I believe them,4 he said.
GI donCt.4 I said “atly. GFerry, I need you to go back and make sure they have left.4 I 

understood that Ferry just wanted this to be over and didnCt relish the idea of going back 
for more confrontation.

Dt the same time, I was very concerned about them being in my house, potentially for 
days, until I returned. I needed them gone.

GICm pretty sure theyCre going to leave,4 Ferry said, trying to relieve himself of the 
responsibility of having to return to the scene.

I was determined to go to sleep, knowing for sure that they had all left my house.
GFerry,4 I pleaded, GIf youCre right, theyCll be gone by the time you get there, and ICll 

have the assurance theyCve left.4
GBkay, ICll call you after I get them out,4 Ferry reluctantly agreed. Ae went back to the 

house to make sure they had left as he agreed.
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Ferry stepped into the house and froze. The scent of sizzling onions and garlic hit 
him Rrst, then he saw themHTony and Melania, standing over the stove like they owned 
the place, stirring something that smelled way too inviting. Ais jaw clenched. They were 
supposed to be packing up, not making dinner.

GDre you serious'4 he snapped, his voice sharp enough to cut through the steam rising 
from the pot.

Melania barely glanced up. GWe Rgured weCd eat before heading out,4 she said in her 
stern ?erbian accent, making the words seem to sound even more dismissive.

Ferry exhaled slowly, resisting the urge to grab the pan and “ing it out the window. 
Uvery time he thought they were leaving, they devised a new excuse to linger.

Tomoz was sitting outside by the Rre pit next to the pool, drinking wine and smoking 
weed. Not only that, but there were now two massive guys who had joined them. Ferry 
said they looked like bodybuilders.

Dt this point, FerryCs frustration turned to anger. They were making a fool of him, and 
he didnCt like it.

GéouCve got Rve minutes, or ICm calling the police,4 Ferry barked, his patience com-
pletely gone.

The two new guys were taken aback.
GWe donCt want to be anywhere weCre not wanted,4 one of them said. GWeCre leaving.4 

They stood up and began heading out. The mention of the police was enough to send 
them packing immediately.

G0ook, nothingCs going on. WeCre just having a business meeting,4 Tomoz avoided 
FerryCs eyes, her voice syrupy with fake charm. GWeCre just having a business meeting,4 she 
repeated, but the words came across as “imsy as a house of cards.

Tomoz tried to prevent the party from ending. ICm sure she was probably looking 
forward to a great night with her two new Gbusiness associates,4 but then she realized it 
was futile.

Ferry called me from the house to update me on what was happening. Now I was 
seriously freaked out.

GICm going to take them all back to ?t. Letersburg.4 he said.
GThatCs a good idea,4 I replied. GGet the house key back oS Tomoz. éou can use the 

Uscalade.4
Tony and MelaniaCs relationship was a storm waiting to happenH 3rom what Tomoz 

had told me it was violent, dramatic, and fueled by manipulation.
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Tomoz told me that Melania had taken out a restraining order against Tony and that 
Tony had beaten MalaniaHbecause she had asked him to. I don—t know but my guess was 
that Melania was some kind of masochist. Dfterward he hit her, Melania told him he had 
taken it too far, called the police, and Tony was arrested. The judge issued a restraining 
order against him.

Tony, of course, knew about the restraining order, but Melania had told him she had 
forgiven him and would never use it against him. Ae believed what he wanted to believe. 
It must be contagious.

Melania could use the threat of calling the police on him again to control him. Now 
they were both thereHat my houseHand they could be in serious trouble if the police 
showed up and did a background check. The restraining order would show up, and theyCd 
both be in hot water. ?o, they had to bolt.

This keeps getting crazier and crazier, I know5 We havenCt even scraped the tip of the 
iceberg yet.

3inally, Ferry got them out of the house and into the Uscalade. Ae cajoled them, trying 
to keep the peace, explaining he was just being a friend to me.

Ferry was very persuasive and did an amazing job. I mean, how many friends would go 
to such lengths' Uspecially considering ICd given her a key to the house5 I knowHI canCt 
believe it either.

Bnce they got to ?t. Letersburg, Ferry took them to a piano bar, where they continued 
drinking. They gathered around the piano, chatted, and drank together. Ferry doesnCt 
drink alcohol. Dfter about :2 minutes, Ferry left and returned to ?arasota.

Ferry and I have been friends for a long time. WeCve helped each other through many 
tough times. I—ve helped Ferry many times, assisted him with his business, and helped him 
make hundreds of thousands of dollars.

WeCre like brothers and take care of each other, no matter what. Ferry knew that if the 
shoe were on the other foot, I would do the same for him. We have a loyalty to each other 
that is very rare.

Bf course, after this incident, I never spoke to or saw Tomoz again...
Amm, well, thatCs what should have happened, but thatCs not exactly what hap-

penedHor even close, for that matter.
When a “y lands on a Yenus 3ly Trap, the nectar causes the “y to become disoriented. 

It doesnCt even notice the jaws closing around it. Dll the “y can focus on is getting more 
of that delicious nectar.



EP. ?TULAUN LD60 UEWDPE?11

Tomoz called me the next day, apologizing for the "miscommunication." ?he insisted 
nothing had been going onHthey were having a meeting with some potential partners 
for a new business venture. ?he thought the house would make a good impression.

What was the point of asking her about the "meeting"' Dny Vuestion I posed would 
only give her more room to weave another story. I had already decided to let it goHor 
rather, to let her go unchallenged. Bf course, the business associates were never seen again, 
nor was the business ever discussed. My energy was better spent elsewhere. Fust like the 
“y, I was intoxicated by her nectarHher words, her charm, her promises. Uven as the jaws 
closed around me, I couldnCt stop reaching for more nectar, oblivious to the danger.

I was completely under her spell. I didnCt want her to know that, so I made every eSort 
to convince Tomoz I wouldnCt tolerate her betraying my trust.

?he continued to profess her innocence and begged for the chance to prove I could 
trust her. In other words, telling me whatever I needed to hear. I just wanted any reason 
to forgive her and forget the whole thing.

We had already made up before I even got on the plane home.



Chapter Nine

“So, What’s In The 
Room Behind Us?”

I t was late Sunday night when I landed in Sarasota. I had a limo pick Tomoz up at her 
apartment and bring her to my house.

I got home, quickly showered, dimmed the house lights, scattered candles around the 
bedroom, and chilled some champagne.

Then Tomoz called to let me know she was close. As she arrived in her white chariot, 
stepping out in fabulous style, I opened the limo door for her. I'm English—what can I 
say? Tomoz loved me treating her like a princess.

As she unfolded her body and stood up in front of me, all 6'5" of her towering above 
me in those 6-inch heels, I wrapped my arms around her, gently pushed her against the 
limo, and kissed her passionately. When we Hnally pulled away for air, she smiled and said, 
"xi," in that deep, sejy voice I couldn't resist.

"xi," I replied, shaking my head and smiling as she sashayed up the steps to the front 
door, which I had left aMar.

I thanked Wes, the limo driver, for getting Tomoz there safely and handed him the 
payment with the usual generous tip.

"Dy pleasure," he said.
She thoroughly enMoyed how my eyes lingered on her gorgeous Hgure, and she ab-

solutely loved that I wasn't intimidated by how much taller she was than me in her 6-inch 
high heels. The higher, the better, as far as I was concerned. She told me many men didn't 
like it—it made them feel insecure. Their loss.
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We walked into the house together, a little more composed, but we were all over each 
other within seconds. It was like two powerful magnets pulling us together—impossible 
to resist.

As we moved through the house, directionless in our urgency, searching blindly for any 
available surface, we found ourselves in the kitchen. ;issing Hercely, stripping oF our own 
and each other's clothes, and moving from the kitchen island's countertop to the wooden 
Voor.

I stood up and pulled Tomoz up by her hands. We made our way toward the bedroom, 
stopping at the bar, then the formal living room, using whatever furniture and surfaces we 
could as we kissed and touched. Ejpensive ornaments crashed to the Voor in our wake, 
but we didn't care—well, she didn't care. I winced more than once but couldn't bring 
myself to look. I had more pressing things on my mind.

As we entered the bedroom hallway, we found ourselves on the carpet Voor in front of 
the dressing mirrors. We were kissing passionately and fondling each other. I pulled up 
her dress and put my hand in her panties, and began moving my Hngers slowly in and out 
of her pussy.

The scene in the three mirrors and her incredible beauty made a breathtaking image. 
We would sit on the Voor in front of these mirrors with Tomoz in her outHts many times. 
8ike I said earlier, I had another better use for the Htting mirrors in the bedroom hallway.

After playing there together for a while, I stood up and held out my hand to pull her 
up. I guided her into the bedroom towards the bed.

The bed was high above the Voor, and as we reached the edge, I turned Tomoz around 
so she faced the bed with me behind her.

I kicked her legs apart as she bent forward so I could enter her from behind. After a few 
minutes, I got her onto her knees on the bed so I could get deeper penetration. The more 
she moaned and enMoyed the sej, the more I was aroused.

I turned her over onto her back and began gently kissing and nibbling her thighs, 
moving towards her pussy. She moaned and writhed as I moved my mouth slowly over her 
swollen pussy lips. I breathed on her, teasing her to the point it was bordering on torture.

I read her—every shiver, every quiet gasp, the way her body leaned into my touch. She 
didn't need to say a wordY I was already learning her desires, committing them to memory.

Every nuance of her sejual energy was being ejposed for me to use in order to fulHll 
her sejual desires and fantasies.
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I licked her and put my tongue over every inch of her pussy. I pushed my mouth onto 
her so she was entirely in my mouth. I put my tongue inside her and then withdrew before 
sucking her into my mouth again. As she writhed in ecstasy, Tomoz pulled my face into 
her pussy. She came over and over again. Then I fell to one side of herY Tomoz took my 
cock into her mouth as I put my Hngers inside her again.

Cinally, I sat up and pushed Tomoz back with her face looking up at mine. I kissed her 
passionately and knelt up between her legs. I put the tip of my cock in her pussy, then I 
entered her fully and began slowly thrusting my cock deep inside her.

As the passion began to build, my thrusts became faster, deeper, and stronger. As I 
came inside her, I let out an involuntary moan and fell limply onto her body. I moved to 
the side of her body, put my arm around her, and she placed her head on my chest. We lay 
there embraced as we slowly came back into our bodies, and our breathing came back to 
normal.

"zh my 0od, that was ama7ing," Tomoz said.
"I'm glad to hear that," I replied, trying to sound humble.
Ruring my childhood, I had been tormented about my penis si7e after being picked on 

in the showers. xey, it was a free7ing day.
They always pick on one kidY unfortunately, I was that kid. I tried to ignore them, but 

it really traumati7ed me.
This childhood humiliation had given me such an inferiority complej that I became an 

overachiever in the bedroom. zne of my greatest fears was sejual inadequacy. As a result, 
my entire focus in bed was not Must on satisfying my partner but on completely blowing 
her away. It's fascinating how childhood traumas can sometimes manifest as unejpected 
talents.

I had also developed incredible sejual stamina. Cor me, the foreplay was more enMoyable 
than the climaj itself. zver time, I reali7ed that I was also a voyeur.

There was no way I would sleep—I wanted to be with her all night. I went to the bar, 
opened another bottle of champagne, and brought it into the bedroom with two Vutes. 
Through my doctor, I had access to Nhendimetra7ine, an amphetamine.

At my events, I spoke for eight or nine hours a day. Dy routine was relentlessB I woke up 
at 5B11 a.m., meditated, worked out, and made a fresh vegetable and protein Muice before 
heading to the ballroom at 4 a.m. to prepare. 2y : a.m., I was on stage, speaking until 4 
p.m. Afterward, I often had meetings that sometimes stretched until : p.m. Then came 
dinner, and I'd Hnally get to bed around JJB11 p.m. I did this for three straight days.
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Sometimes, when ejhaustion hit—especially on the West Goast, where the three-hour 
time diFerence made it even harder—I used the pills to keep my energy up during events.

I showed the pill bottle to Tomoz and ejplained what they were. Without hesitation, 
she snatched it from my hands. She emptied some of the pills onto the small metal tray 
where I usually kept my keys on my night table.

She went to the kitchen, grabbed a spoon and a sharp knife, and began crushing the 
powder from about sij pills. znce they were ground into a Hne powder, she used the knife 
to reHne it even further, spreading it into sij neat lines. Then, she took a pen apart with 
practiced e3ciency, fashioned a makeshift straw from the empty tube, and snorted the 
powder up her nose. The whole process took less than three minutes. She was  fast.

I watched in shock and admiration—she was clearly no stranger to this.
After doing two massive lines, she passed me the tube. Without much hesitation, I 

snorted a line of the white powder.
I knew sharing the pills wasn't ejactly the most responsible decision, but responsibility 

hadn't ejactly been my strong suit. Dy past indulgences in recreational drugs made this 
feel like Must another unwise but oddly natural moment of connection.

I started smoking cigarettes at nine. 2y eleven, I had moved on to alcohol—polishing 
oF a bottle of whiskey my friend had stolen from his parents' drinks cabinet. To this day, 
I still can't drink or even stand the smell of whiskey.

At fourteen, I was already going to bars and nightclubs. 2y sijteen, I spent nights at 
Wigan Gasino, an all-night dance club where they played Uorthern Soul music from mid-
night till 6 a.m. After that, we'd head downstairs to another club called the 2eachcomber 
before catching the J1 a.m. train back to 2lackpool. We used speed to keep us going, alert, 
and dancing until the sun came up.

I bought my Hrst house at nineteen, and it quickly became the go-to hangout spot for 
my friends. We'd smoke weed, watch DTO videos, and lose ourselves in the ha7e of youth. 
I ejperimented with uppers and downers, dropped acid every so often, and dabbled in 
cocaine, eventually freebasing it. I had my fair share of ejperience with drugs. xowever, 
I hadn't really abused them or taken any recreational substances in a long time.

We collapsed onto the bed and Tomoz traced la7y patterns on my chest, her voice laced 
with nostalgia.

"8A was wild," she murmured, laughing. "I had my fair share of cra7y nights."
I smirked. "Dine were less glamorous but Must as reckless back in England."
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Cor a while, we Must talked—trading stories between kisses, the past bleeding into the 
present.

Then, out of nowhere, Tomoz Vashed a wry smile. "So, what's in the room behind us?"
xer question caught me oF guard. She knew.
"The sej room," I said matter-of-factly.
A triumphant grin spread across her face. "I knew it," she said ejcitedly. Told ya.
"Peally?" She could hardly contain her ejcitement.
"9es, really," I said, still surprised. "xow did you know?"
"I walked around the outside of the house and saw the blinds for that room drawn. I 

tried the door, and it was locked. I knew it had to be a sej room," Tomoz said.
She obviously had a sijth sense—and a very sejual mind—which made me very happy.
Tomoz leaped oF the bed, landing gracefully near the locked door, and immediately 

began trying to open it. Cirst of all, Tomoz —as we know—is ejtremely sejual, and she 
loved the fact that I was too. She was even more in love with me for having a sej room. 
That Must turned her on like nothing else.

She also knew that stepping inside would give her a deeper look into my mind, revealing 
all my sejual triggers, giving her power and control over me. And in this environment, I 
was more than happy to hand over all the power and control. So, she was beyond ejcited 
to see what was inside—to know ejactly what turned me on.

"Gan I see?" she asked ejcitedly, Mumping up and down like a giddy schoolgirl.
She knew I adored her playful side, and she wielded it like a weapon. This calculated 

charm oFensive always left me defenseless.
I was only too happy to oblige.
Tomoz gasped as I opened the door to my sejual wonderland—a world unlike any 

other.
A large room with a Jé-foot high ceiling, Hlled with mirrors that stretched endlessly, 

a ma7e of reVections, lingerie, and toys—a shrine to pleasure and power. A 2lack velvet 
wave-shaped lounger, with silk ties located strategically all over it, and a long vinyl Vat 
bench dominated the center of the room. 

Gontrasted with the thick black and white pile carpet tiles in a chessboard pattern, gave 
the room a surreal, sensual, otherworldly vibe. It was a world I had created to escape, now 
transformed into a stage for Tomoz to enthrall and control me.

Speaking of a stage, there was an K' j K' mirrored platform with a polished mirrored 
pole in the room's right-hand corner. The walls were lined with K-foot-high mirrors, so 
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the stage reVected from multiple angles. The stage was raised two feet oF the ground, its 
sides also mirrored, amplifying every movement. 

zf course, most of this had been used with  ules during our marriage.
 ules had been cautious, restrained—a woman shaped by fear and control. It took me 

a while to help her push past her inhibitions.
zn the other hand, Tomoz was wild and unapologetic—a storm of energy I couldn't 

resist. She had 7ero inhibitions.
As she moved through the room, riVing through the sejy outHts on the shiny chrome 

clothing rack, the shoe rack, and the toys, I turned on the sound system. A deep electronic 
beat Hlled the air, vibrating through the space. The aromatherapy oils and fragrances 
slowly began to Hll the air, all carefully chosen to enhance the sejual energy in the 
room. Everything was chosen and designed for optimum erotic pleasure and to enhance 
sensuality.

The music, lighting, decor, aromas, furniture, mirrored stage, sej swing, and so much 
more. All for one purpose. Sejual ejpression and fulHllment of desire.

Tomoz stepped onto the stage, grabbed the pole, and spun around eFortlessly.
She moved like an ejperienced dancer, Vuid and conHdent, using every move and pose 

she knew would drive me insane.
It was obvious she knew ejactly how to work the pole.
As she danced on the stage, I couldn't tell if I was the audience or the prey, drawn 

further into her world with every seductive movement.
Cinally, she walked oF the stage and sauntered to the wave couch. She lay down, 

spreading her legs, waving me toward her.
We started all over again.
I kissed her body, nibbling and biting her nipples before moving down, teasing her 

mercilessly.
After we Hnished our little session, she smirked and said, "Well, you are a naughty boy."
You have no idea, I thoughtY I am going to do sexually deviant, depraved things to you in 

this room. 8ittle did  I know it would be the other way around. Well, for the most part.
She seemed to have a new respect for me, clearly turned on by what she had seen.
"I'm sure you've had many women in here," she said, that wry, sejy smile playing on her 

lips as she walked over to the clothing rack and browsed through the corsets and garter 
belts.

It was more of a question than a statement.
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It's the kind of question that you should be read your miranda rights before answering 
because whatever you say can and will be used against you.

It was like she was assessing the situation, Hguring out what she was dealing with.
8ike in her mind, she was thinking, "What am I going to need to do to have you 

completely under my control?"
Dore importantly, "xow do I devour you?"
"So, what do you think about it?" I said, changing the direction of the conversation.
"zh my 0od, I love it," she gushed.
She picked out an outHt she liked—a latej, short-cut cinch corset that came down to 

her midriF and a latej garter belt. She chose black stockings with a back seam out of the 
black lacquered cabinet drawers at the back of the room and a pair of sij-inch black patent 
open-toe platform shoes that, fortunately, Ht her feet perfectly. The top of the cabinet had 
doors that swung open to reveal the toys and accessories. Everything you can imagine and 
APE imagining right now. 2ut more. Duch more. Trust me.

I sat and watched her dress up for me. I was turned on beyond belief. She knew ejactly 
how to move her body. She put each leg on the wave couch, pulled on the black-seamed 
stocking perfectly over her leg, and connected each garter to slightly stretch the stocking. 
She knew ejactly what to do and how to do it.

As she put on the outHt, she moved to the beat of the electronic music. znce dressed, 
she moved back onto the mirrored stage. It was incredible how she moved and danced in 
those heels. After years of modeling, she knew ejactly how to pose and be sejy. 2ut even 
beyond that, she had a very strong, wild sejuality.

She used the pole very phallically and touched herself provocatively.
Standing tall, then bending over at the waist. She changed outHts and got back on the 

stage, now crouching in her heels, leather corset with buckles, seamed stockings, garter 
belt, and tight leather panties, with her legs apart. Wrapping one leg around the pole with 
the other leg held high above her head. 

Uow, it was Tomoz who was teasing me mercilessly. It wouldn't be long before I was 
taking photographs of her.

She loved being in front of the camera. She loved being the center of attention. It 
became foreplay for us. We both found it erotic and arousing—it got us ready to have 
sej.

I had an ejpensive Ganon camera—far beyond my skill level. At Hrst, I barely knew 
how to use it, but I picked it up quickly. Tomoz, on the other hand, was a natural. She 
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knew ejactly how to handle a camera and coached me along the way. She was an incredible 
photographer in her own right.

Amphetamine didn't Must keep us awake—it enhanced our stamina and heightened our 
sejual desire.

When ejhaustion Hnally caught up with us, we'd retreat to the outside sofa by the 
Hre pit overlooking the pool and lake, then play backgammon before heading back to 
the sej room to resume our sejual ejploration of each other's minds and bodies. Those 
backgammon games weren't Must a way to unwindY they were our social time. While we 
played, we talked about everything. Tomoz would ask about my life, and in return, she'd 
share stories from hers. 

xave you ever had RJMK vu? 9es, so have I. Gra7y people often do. zh, get over 
yourself, I know you are cra7y. 9ou are reading this cra7y book, aren't you? There then, 
proof.LLTomoz gave me Ou RJMK. That is when you suddenly see something in an entirely 
new way. The only thing that has changed is your perception. 

The way you see something you have been looking at for perhaps many years or even 
your whole life. Tomoz had a depth of wisdom that was very disconcerting and would 
often cause me to see things in new ways. She changed my beliefs and perceptions about 
many things I was previously sure about. As you will see very soon, Tomoz had a brilliant 
mind. I Must needed to point it in the right direction. I mean, how hard could that be, 
right? 9ou seem to be very unsure. 9ou might need therapy. I certainly did. I Must didn't 
know it yet.

We could talk for hours—partly because of the speed, of course, but also because we 
were eager to ejplore every part of each other, including or perhaps especially, our minds. 
And then there was Tomoz's insatiable curiosity. She wanted to learn everything about me 
so she could devour me.

She asked about my childhood with an intensity that was both captivating and unset-
tling, her questions probing deeper than I had ejpected. I answered because I wanted her 
to know me, to see me. 2ut I couldn't shake the feeling that she was cataloging my every 
vulnerability.

I wanted to trust her and believe in her laughter's sincerity. 2ut in the back of my mind, 
a quiet doubt lingered—was I Must another Vy in her trap about to be devoured?

The Oenus Cly Trap was busily at work. I was sinking deeper and deeper into the 
depths of her intojicating Vower, completely oblivious to what was happening to me. 
This became our rhythm, the way we spent our time together.
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Tomoz was an incredible model. She had worked hard at her craft. It is not as easy as 
most young girls who dream of being a model think. Even me. Uo, I'm not a girl and have 
never dreamed of being a model. Gan you be serious for a minute, for fuck's sake?  ee7e. 

I know being successful at anything in life does not come easy. Neople see me on stage 
and think, "I'm going to be a speaker." 2ut they have no idea what it takes, and they are 
not prepared to pay their dues. Tomoz had paid her dues, had her trials and tribulations, 
and struggled and fought her way to the top. She had a competitive character the like of 
which I had never seen. She had been in the industry since she was a teenager, gracing the 
covers of countless maga7ines, including Crench and Italian Oogue.

We played backgammon, and then we played in the sej room for hours, often for days. 
Eventually, ejhaustion took over, and we collapsed into bed, sleeping for an eternity. I was 
in heaven.



Chapter Ten

Meet The Parents

M y parents split their time between Sarasota and England, spending half the year 
in each. They were preparing to return to England for the summer.

 
 I had arranged to go to dinner with them before they left. I invited Tomoz to join us. She 
was thrilled—excited to meet them. To her, this felt like a big step in our relationship. I 
mean, it had been three weeks now—what was I waiting for, right?
 
 But inviting Tomoz wasn’t some serious step in our relationship—I just wanted my 
parents to meet her before they returned to the U.K. for six months and to show her o2.
 
 My mum had a stroke back in 099J, which left her without the use of her left side, 
con6ning her to a wheelchair. But that never stopped her from living a full, active life. She 
was always up for doing anything or going anywhere that involved fun and adventure.
 
 My parents were both disappointed that things didn’t work out with 4ules. They had been 
married for AF years, and my father was the only man my mother had ever been with.
 
 Ns I mentioned earlier when 4ules and I were married, she would take my mother 
shopping every week while I played golf with my father—an attempt to build a better 
relationship with him. Unfortunately, it didn’t work.
 
 That had all gone by the wayside with 4ules gone.
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 I made dinner reservations at the CitzV7arlton. ”e dined on the patio. Ns the sun 
set, it cast a warm glow over the evening. The setting was perfect. ”e talked about 
everything—from politics to the cultural di2erences between Nmerica and the rest of the 
world. My parents are wellVtraveled, and the conversation qowed e2ortlessly.
 
 Tomoz smiled warmly at my parents, and my mum’s eyes softened. 8Pou have such a lovely 
smile,… she said, looking Tomoz kindly in the eyes, trying to make her feel at ease.
 
 My dad nodded approvingly. 8She seems to have a good head on her shoulders,… he 
muttered.
 
 Tomoz laughed, settling into the conversation as though she’d always been part of the 
family.
 
 I sat there in shock. Yaving confronted an alcoholic before, I knew how Guickly things 
could spiral out of control.
 
 I didn’t know how dangerous.
 
 But I was about to 6nd out.
 
 

My parents split their time between Sarasota and England, spending half the year in 
each. They were preparing to return to England for the summer.

I had arranged to go to dinner with them before they left. I invited Tomoz to join us. 
She was thrilled—excited to meet them. To her, this felt like a big step in our relationship. 
I mean, it had been three weeks now—what was I waiting for, right?

But inviting Tomoz wasn’t some serious step in our relationship—I just wanted my 
parents to meet her before they returned to the U.K. for six months and to show her o2.

My mum had a stroke back in 099J, which left her without the use of her left side, 
con6ning her to a wheelchair. But that never stopped her from living a full, active life. She 
was always up for doing anything or going anywhere that involved fun and adventure.
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My parents were both disappointed that things didn’t work out with 4ules. They had 
been married for AF years, and my father was the only man my mother had ever been with.

Ns I mentioned earlier when 4ules and I were married, she would take my mother 
shopping every week while I played golf with my father—an attempt to build a better 
relationship with him. Unfortunately, it didn’t work.

That had all gone by the wayside with 4ules gone. I made dinner reservations at the 
CitzV7arlton. ”e dined on the patio. Ns the sun set, it cast a warm glow over the evening. 
The setting was perfect. ”e talked about everything—from politics to the cultural di2erV
ences between Nmerica and the rest of the world. My parents are wellVtraveled, and the 
conversation qowed e2ortlessly.

Tomoz smiled warmly at my parents, and my mum’s eyes softened. 8Pou have such a 
lovely smile,… she said, looking Tomoz kindly in the eyes, trying to make her feel at ease.

My dad nodded approvingly. 8She seems to have a good head on her shoulders,… he 
muttered.

Tomoz laughed, settling into the conversation as though she’d always been part of the 
family. It was subtle, but I could feel their approval, even if they weren’t saying it outright.

She was poised, con6dent, and wellVspoken, dressed impeccably, with an impressive 
presence. Yaving lived all over the world and experienced many cultures, she had plenty 
to contribute to the conversation.

”hen 4ules and I separated, my father remarked that I had made a mistake.
”hen Tomoz left the table to powder her nose during dinner, I couldn’t hold back my 

excitement. I turned to my father and said, 8If I had stayed with 4ules, I would never have 
met Tomoz. So maybe it wasn’t a mistake after allé…

Ye didn’t respond.
”e had a wonderful evening—talking, laughing, sharing stories, eating, and drinking.
Ns we made our way to the valet, we said our goodbyes. It would be the last time I saw 

them before they left, and as always, it was hard for me to see them go. Nnother six months 
would pass before I saw them again.

8:oodbye, Tomoz, it was very nice to meet you. I hope to see you again when we get 
back—if you can put up with Stephen for that long3… my mum teased, smiling from her 
wheelchair.

She reached out her hands to Tomoz, who took them gently. 8Take care of him while 
I’m away. I worry about him—he doesn’t know what he’s doing half the time,… she said, 
sGueezing Tomoz’s hands.
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Everyone laughed. Except me.
My mum had a way of making people feel welcome and important.
8I’ll keep him on the right path, Oat. Hon’t you worry,… Tomoz assured her.
Ceally? I thought. Tomoz? Somehow, I doubted that. In fact, I sincerely hoped not.
Nnd then they were gone. :one parents.
N few days later, they returned to the U.K..
I wasn’t speaking the following weekend, so I planned to spend the weekend with 

Tomoz. Wn Lriday night, we returned to the Citz for dinner. ”e had a great time. Tomoz 
was drinking her favorite sparkling ros1, a taste I had started to appreciate.

I’ve never been a big drinker—mainly for health reasons and because alcohol doesn’t 
always agree with me. But I’ve never had a problem with others drinking.

Yowever, I couldn’t help but notice that Tomoz drank a lot.
I had dated an alcoholic—and married one. It was a nightmare. The promises to stop, 

the hidden empty bottles, the sudden shifts from sober to drunk, and the inevitable chaos 
that followed—it was devastating.

I hadn’t been with Tomoz very long, but based on her recent behavior, I was beginning 
to feel a little concerned.

Wn the way home, we had the roof of the Bentley down. ”e were both a little tipsy and 
making out as I was driving. It was very intoxicating.

Tomoz was kissing me all over, and then she pulled down the zipper of my trousers, 
pulled out my already rockVhard cock, and went down on me. 

I was still driving, trying not to swerve all over the road. This was not unusual. YowevV
er, as we turned onto University Oarkway—a threeVlane highway more like a freeway—a 
giant truck pulled up alongside us. The cab was way above us, and the driver was watching 
Tomoz giving me a blowjob. Ye was smiling, giving me the thumbsVup.

I tapped Tomoz on her head. She looked up with an expression that clearly said, "What 
do you want? Can't you see I’m busy enjoying myself?"

I pointed at the truck driver, grinning at us. Tomoz just qashed him a smile and went 
right back down on me. She couldn’t care less who was watching—so long as they were.

”hen we got home from the Citz, the energy between us was still electric. 
I had bought her some new latex out6ts, stockings, shoes, and toys—mostly dildos of 

various styles and sizes, more collars, a strapVon mouth reverse dildo, lotions, and potions 
for Tomoz to use.
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She loved it all and was more than happy to use and wear them. She liked sex rough. 
She would ask me to hit her. That was just not my thing. I was also afraid she would do 
the same thing Melania did to Tony ,to me. :iving someone pain is the last thing I want 
to do, or that would turn me on. I like to give pleasure. Tomoz wanted me to treat her like 
a slut. I was happier for her to behave like a slut, but I did get into being commanding 
with her and treating her like a slut and dirty whore, which she loved.

I did enjoy tying her up—pulling her hair, holding her neck tight, using leg spreaders, 
and things of that nature. But nothing violent.

That night, she dressed up multiple times. I took photographs of her in each out6t. 
Between each change, we would step outside to the 6re pit by the pool and play backgamV
mon. Nfter about an hour, Tomoz would slip back inside to change again. I never knew 
what she would come out wearing, but she had an incredible eye for style and detail. She 
never disappointed—in fact, she always exceeded my expectations.

It was a long night of sexual fantasies being ful6lled and losing at backgammon. ”e 
always sat outside on the sofa by the 6re pit when we played backgammon. There was an 
overhanging ceiling, so we were covered, but we still had a clear, unobstructed view of the 
pool and the lake. It was a beautiful, tranGuil, and relaxing scene.

”e slept in late. I woke up around JHI9 a.m., a Saturday morning. N day that would 
live in infamy. N day I would remember for the rest of my life for all the wrong reasons.

Tomoz was still fast asleep. I got up and walked to the Lrench doors, gazing out at 
the pool and the lake, overwhelmed with gratitude. Nt that moment, I had never been 
happier.

I mean, come on, right? The home, the cars, the life—the most beautiful creature I had 
ever laid eyes on, still asleep in my bed behind me.

I was doing what I had always dreamed of—making a living doing what I loved and 
making lots of money doing it. My mission, vision, and purpose in life were all being 
ful6lled.

”ho would have believed this would be my life? The little lonely boy from Blackpool, 
England—the one who was told he’d never amount to anything, who was even mocked 
for having a small dick—now living in one of the most beautiful places in the world, with 
one of the most gorgeous women in the world in my bed and, living my dream.

I stood there for a few minutes, taking it all in. My mum’s words echoed in my 
mind—something she said when I called her from the Bentley dealer in Beverly Yills and 
asked if she thought I should buy the BentleyH “Stephen, life is about moments. No matter 
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what happens, no one can ever take those moments away from you.” ”ords I will never 
forget.

I often stopped to capture a moment, taking a mental photograph or recording a movie 
in my mind—something I could replay whenever I wanted to. It works. Ns we go through 
these events, I am playing back some those movies.

I walked over to the bed and looked down at Tomoz, still asleep. It was all justé 
mindVblowing to me. I kissed her forehead. She stirred, waved her hand in the air, and 
mumbled something that sounded likeH "Leave me the fuck alone!"

I went into the kitchen to make myself a juice. I’ve made it a habit to have juice every 
morning.

Nfter drinking my juice, I usually needed to go to the bathroom. Today was no di2erV
ent. I headed to the guest bathroom next to the kitchen.

”hile sitting on the toilet, I noticed the sink vanity door was slightly ajar. I saw 
something that at 6rst confused me and then sent a jolt of trepidation through my entire 
body.

There, sitting on the shelf, sat a halfVempty bottle of 7aptain Morgan’s Cum.
I hadn’t put it there. ”hy would I? My heart sank. Tomoz had taken it from the bar.
I had never even opened the bottle. She had drunk a signi6cant amount—maybe 

half—and stashed it here, hidden, so she could return to it later without me knowing.
N sinking feeling settled in my chest. I had seen this before—the way the glass was 

never empty and the excuses for 8just one more… always came too easily. This wasn’t just 
casual drinking. It was a pattern. Nnd I knew, from painful experience, exactly where that 
pattern led.

I sat there in shock. Yaving confronted an alcoholic before. I knew how Guickly things 
could spiral out of control. Nnd I knew that with Tomoz, it could turn dangerous.

I didn’t know how dangerous.
But I was about to 6nd out. 



Chapter Eleven

Baked Beans & 
Scrambled Eggs On 
Toast

I  rstc aleedm yp htpai,aD bd.slW ?ipv I ilnd o! ,mdlj I uStc oddmdm c! cdee t!yd!odW wid 
klt dyhlcidc,a lom c!em yd I ilm c! .sdlT Sh k,ci TomozW gilc klt mdro,cdep o!c 

cid lmn,ad I klt e!!T,of J!sW
gido I aleedm —dsspW I To!k“h!!s fSpW I ltTdm i,y c! a!yd !ndsD uStc ,o altd ci,oft 

kdoc t,mdklptW
?ido id lss,ndmD Tomoz klt tc,ee lteddhW —dssp lom I kdoc Shtcl,stD tcdhhdm !Sc !oc! 

cid .lea!opD lom ae!tdm cid yltt,nd te,m,of m!!st .di,om St J!s hs,nlapW ?d tloT ,oc! ck! 
e!Sofdst !ndse!!T,of cid elTdW Ic klt l .dlSc,JSe mlp lom n,dkW

”?ilc ti!Sem I tlpv’ I ltTdmW ”I To!k I aloBc mlcd lo lea!i!e,aW zddo cidsdD m!od cilcW’ 
I hlStdm lom ci!Sfic J!s l y,oScdW

”IJ I .s,of ,c ShD tid k,ee f! aslxpW’ zp o!kD I ilm tddo do!Sfi !J Tomoz’s .diln,!s lom 
sdlac,!ot c! To!k tid a!Sem .d d-csdydep m,NaSec kido ci,oft m,moBc f! ids klpW

—dsspD leklpt o!oaileloc lom ylccdsO!JOJlacD tisSffdmW ”I ci,oT p!S ti!Sem uStc dou!p 
cid kddTdom k,ci idsD clTd ids i!yd c!y!ss!kD lom .d m!od k,ci idsD’ —dssp tl,mW 
”F!ci,of c! .d fl,odm .p a!oJs!oc,of idsW’

gid s,fic lotkdst lsd !Jcdo f,ndo c! StD !od klp !s lo!cidsW AJ a!SstdD kd slsdep e,tcdoW
I m,moBc kloc c! .sdlT Sh k,ci TomozW ?ilc I klocdm klt J!s ids c! tc!h ms,oT,ofW 

gido kd a!Sem .d c!fdcidsW
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Ec edltcD cilcBt kilc I Tdhc cdee,of yptdeJW
?d idlmdm m!kotcl,st k,ci o! aedls helo J!s ilome,of cid t,cSlc,!o“uStc l idlnp tdotd 

!J csdh,mlc,!o ilof,of !nds St .!ciW
E Jdk kddTt dlse,dsD I lss,ndm lc wlslt!cl l,sh!sc Js!y !od !J yp cs,htWW …dslsmD !od !J 

cid tTpalht ki! idehdm k,ci yp .lft dlai kddTD lhhs!laidm ydW
”4sW VmklsmtD’ id tl,mD ”k!Sem p!S m! yd l Jln!sv’
”AJ a!SstdD’ I sdhe,dmW
Ud idt,clcdm J!s l y!ydocD cido tl,mD ”4p t!o ,t l ndsp cledocdm J!!c.lee helpdsW UdBt 

.ddo !5dsdm l tai!elsti,h lc LwRW’
”?!kD cilcBt ,oasdm,.edD’ I tl,mW ”P!S yStc .d t! hs!SmW’
”?deeD pdt' .Sc idsdBt cid hs!.edyW’ Ud t,fidmD sS..,of i,t J!sdidlmW ”Ud uStc c!em yd 

id ilcdt J!!c.lee lom o! e!ofds kloct c! helpW UdBt heloo,of c! f,nd Sh i,t tai!elsti,hW 
wlpt id kloct c! .d l y,ydW’

U!ep ti,cD I ci!SficW gilcBt l iSfd ailofdW
…dslsm klt n,t,.ep tcsdttdm l.!Sc cid ki!ed t,cSlc,!oW ”I uStc m!oBc kloc i,y c! sS,o 

i,t JScSsd .p ylT,of l slti mda,t,!oW’
I o!mmdmD Somdstclom,of i,t a!oadsoW
”IBnd cleTdm c! i,y l.!Sc p!S .dJ!sdD’ …dslsm a!oc,oSdmW ”I c!em i,y p!SBsd l ndsp 

tSaadttJSe .St,odttyloW I dndo c!em i,y l.!Sc cilc c,yd p!S alyd .p cid l,sh!sc ,o p!Ss 
zdocedp lom edc St lee t,c ,o ,cW’

I m,m m! cilcW I e!ndm tils,of cid u!p !J iln,of cid als k,ci !cids hd!hedD dthda,leep T,mtD 
edcc,of cidy t,c ,o cid ms,ndsBt tdlcW

”Ud klt ,yhsdttdmW UdBee odnds e,tcdo c! ydD .Sc I ci,oT id y,fic e,tcdo c! p!SW ?!Sem 
p!S cleT c! i,yv’ …dslsm ltTdmW

—ddxD cilcBt l e!c !J hsdttSsdD I ci!Sfic' .Sc idBt tSai l fsdlc fSpW
”?ilcBt p!Ss t!oBt olydv’ I ltTdmW
”—lydtD’ id c!em ydW
I m,moBc kloc c! edc i,y m!ko !s sdJStd c! idehD t! I lfsddm“lt e!of lt id Somdstc!!m 

cilc I klt !oep f!,of c! ideh —lydt ylTd cid s,fic mda,t,!o J!s himselfD o!c J!s i,t Jlcids 
!s lop!od detdW …dslsm lfsddmW

wSmmdoepD cid m!!s.dee slofW Who could that be? I k!omdsdmW
?ido I !hdodm cid m!!sD I ilm o! ,mdl ki! ,c klt“Soc,e id h!e,cdep ,ocs!mSadm 

i,ytdeJW Eom cidoD !J a!SstdD I sdydy.dsdmW
I ilm lsslofdm J!s —lydt c! a!yd .p cilc y!so,ofW I ilm a!yhedcdep J!sf!ccdoW
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gi,t y,fic .d lkTklsmD I ci!SficD .dalStd Tomoz k,ee .d lklTd t!!oW
I tlc —lydt m!ko lc cid .sdlTJltc cl.edW Ud kltD !J a!SstdD ndsp ,yhsdttdm .p cid i!StdW 

gid .sdlTJltc cl.ed klt t,cSlcdm ,o cid .lp k,om!kD e!!T,of !nds cid h!!eW
?d ilm uStc tclscdm cleT,of kido Tomoz kleTdm !ScD !hdodm cid Lsdoai m!!stD lom 

kdoc !Sc c! cid h!!eW wid ilm !ndsidlsm !Ss a!ondstlc,!o lom Todk tid klt o!c f!,of c! 
fdc yp lccdoc,!oW

wid kleTdm c! cid dmfd !J cid h!!eD lom k,ci l te!kD mde,.dslcd y!c,!oD Tomoz edc cid 
s!.d te,h Js!y ids ti!SemdstD cid t,eTp Jl.s,a h!!e,of lc ids JddcW gidoD k,ci!Sc l k!smD 
tid tcs!md c!klsm cid dmfd lom m!nd olTdm ,oc! cid h!!eW ?lcds theltidm ShD alcai,of cid 
e,fic e,Td talccdsdm m,ly!omt .dJ!sd Jlee,of .laT ,o ty!!ci s,hhedtW —lydt tc,5dodm .dt,md 
ydD i,t ulk odlsep Soi,ofdmW I a!Sem !oep tclsd lt tid tSsJladmD 6,aT,of ids kdc il,s .laT 
k,ci l tlc,trdm ty,sTW

U!kdndsD cilc kltoBc do!Sfi J!s TomozW wid f!c !Sc !J cid h!!e lom tclscdm kleT,of 
ls!Som olTdmW wid tlSocdsdm ls!Som cid !cids t,md !J cid h!!e lom m,ndm ,o lfl,oD 
To!k,ofD !J a!SstdD cilc kd ilm klcaidm cid ki!ed ci,ofW

w! o!k yp asdm,.,e,cp lt l a!otdsnlc,nd .St,odttylo f,n,of l p!Sof fSp e,Jd lmn,ad ilm 
uStc f!od !Sc cid k,om!k“!s ylp.d o!cj EopklpD I cleTdm k,ci —lydt J!s l ki,edW Ud 
lhhsda,lcdm yd clT,of cid c,yd c! thdlT k,ci i,y lom hs!.l.ep cid ti!k Tomoz ilm hSc 
!o J!s StW

UdsdBt cid JSoop ci,of“id ilm a!yd !nds c! a!on,oad me c! cleT c! i,t Jlcidsj gidsd 
klt uStc o! klp id klt f!,of c! help J!!c.leeW Ic uStc kltoBc kilc id klocdm c! m!W

”4sW VmklsmtD I uStc m!oBc kloc c! help J!!c.lee lopy!sdW IcBt c!! ySai hsdttSsdD lom 
,cBt ylT,of yd SoilhhpD’ id tl,mW

”I oddm yp Jlcids c! Somdstclom cilc dndo ci!Sfi I can help J!!c.lee lom am f!!m lc 
,cD I uStc aloBc m! ,c lopy!sdW’

Ud e!!Tdm lc yd k,ci hedlm,of dpdtW I a!Sem tdd i!k ySai ,c klt .sdlT,of i,t idlsc 
c! m,tlhh!,oc i,t JlcidsW Ud Todk i,t mlm klt k!sT,of ilsm lt l tTpalh c! f,nd i,y 
cid aiload c! ilnd l .dccds e,JdW U,t Jlcids tlk ci,t tai!elsti,h lt his son’s c,aTdc c! cid 
!hh!scSo,c,dt id odnds ilmW

”P!S tddD cid y!sd I helpD lom yp idlsc ,toBc ,o ,cD cid k!std cid tcsdtt k,ee fdc“lom cid 
y!sd mlofds!St ,c .da!ydt J!s ydD’ id tl,mD t!Som,of idehedttW

gi,t klt cSso,of !Sc c! .d l .lm ,mdlW zSc I Somdstc!!mW I really Somdstc!!mW I odnds 
rc ,oc! kilc yp Jlcids d-hdacdm yd c! .dD d,cidsW
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L!s y!tc !J yp e,JdD yp Jlcids cs,dm c! a!on,oad yd c! m! kilc id klocdm yd c! m!D c! 
J!ee!k his hlciW

?d thdoc cid sdtc !J cid a!ondstlc,!o cleT,of l.!Sc i,y .da!y,of l 4I4Vj
I flnd i,y t!yd ,mdlt J!s ylsTdc,of i,ytdeJ“asdlc,of hs!y! n,md!tD ylp.d dndo 

tdom,of !od c! gpeds 8dsspW
Et I kleTdm i,y c! cid Js!oc m!!sD I hs!y,tdm IBm cleT c! i,t Jlcids cid od-c c,yd I tlk 

i,yW F!c l a!ondstlc,!o I klt e!!T,of J!sklsm c!W
EJcds —lydt edJcD —dssp klt tc,ee !o cid hi!odD lt StSleD t! I kdoc .laT Shtcl,st c! fsl. 

yp hi!od lom cid dyhcp aShtW
?ido I alyd .laT m!koD Tomoz klt ,o cid T,caidoD t,cc,of ,o cid y,mmed !J cid T,caido 

,telom csp,of c! cis!k cid edJc!ndst !J ids ydle ,oc! cid kltcd m,th!tleW
Ic uStc ylmd yd Jdde e,Td tid m,moBc sdthdac cid i!StdW wid m,moBc .de,dnd ,o clT,of alsd 

!J ci,oftW
”…!!m y!so,ofD .l.pD’ I tl,m lt I sdlaidm cid .!cc!y !J cid tcl,stW
”…!!m y!so,ofD’ tid tl,m kls,epD dpd,of —dssp k,ci !.n,!St m,tlhhs!nleW Tomoz m,moBc 

e,Td yd iln,of !cids hd!hed ls!SomW
I tclscdm ylT,of tasly.edm dfft lom .lTdm .dlot !o c!ltc“Vofe,tiOtcped .lTdm .dlotW 

Ud,oxW Iyh!sclocW P!S ti!Sem csp cidyD p!S alo rom cidy !o cid Iocdsolc,!ole l,ted lc 
8S.e,-W Ic"t !od  !J cid Jdk Vofe,ti ydlet I tc,ee fdc c! dou!pW Ulsm c! lhhsda,lcd Soc,e p!SBnd 
lacSleep cs,dm ,cW DeliciousW P!S y,fic kloc c! ks,cd lee cilc m!koW —dssp Stdm c! cSso i,t 
o!td Sh lc ,cW zSc kido id cs,dm ,cD id klt i!!Tdm.

Et I ylmd cid tasly.edm dfftD .dlotD lom c!ltcD I altSleep .s!Sfic Sh cid 3lhcl,o 
4!sfloBt sSy .!cced ,o cid fSdtc .lcis!!y t,oT al.,odcW

”UdpD .l.dD I J!Som l .!cced !J 3lhcl,o 4!sfloBt sSy ,o cid nlo,cp aSh.!lsm ,o cid 
fSdtc .lcis!!y ci,t y!so,ofW Eop ,mdl i!k ,c f!c cidsdv’ I ltTdm odsn!StepW

”F!D’ Tomoz tl,m 6lcepD lesdlmp t!Som,of loo!pdmW
”?deeD I m,moBc hSc ,c cidsdD lom ,c kltoBc cidsd pdtcdsmlp y!so,ofD’ I hsdttdmW
”?ip lsd p!S ltT,of ydv’ Tomoz ltTdm mdrlocepW
?idodnds lop!od lccdyhcdm c! i!em Tomoz laa!Socl.ed J!s lopci,ofD tid k!Sem SoO

mdsf! l cisddOtcdh hs!adtt7 mdopD md6dacD lom cido uStc,JpW wid ilm lesdlmp mdo,dm ,c“o!k 
kd kdsd !oc! md6dac,!oW

”?ip lsd p!S ,ocdss!flc,of ydv’ tid tolhhdmW
I c!!T l mddh .sdlciD csp,of c! tclp aleyW ”IBy ltT,of .dalStd I kloc c! SomdstclomD’ I 

tl,mW zSc cid a!ondstlc,!o ilm lesdlmp ti,Jcdm ,oc! laaStlc,!otW
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”?deeD ,c feels e,Td lo ,ocdss!flc,!oD’ tid ti!c .laTD ids ,ss,clc,!o fs!k,ofW
”w! kip m,m p!S i,md l .!cced !J 3lhcl,o 4!sflo"t ,o cid aSh.!lsm Somds cid t,oTv’ 

I a!oc,oSdm c! hsdttW
”It ,c l as,yd c! ilnd l ms,oTv’ tid tolhhdmD ids c!od cSso,of y!sd mdJdot,ndW ”?ip lsd 

p!S ylT,of tSai l .,f mdle !Sc !J ci,tv’
Aod ci,of l.!Sc St .!ci ,t cilc “kd lsd extremely tcS..!soD tcs!ofOk,eedmD lom 

cdola,!StW gid ,ocdot,cp !J cid a!ondstlc,!o dtalelcdm 9S,aTepW
Tomoz klt not f!,of c! .laT m!koW
”P!SBsd .d,of s,m,aSe!StW IBy alee,of yp y!cidsD’ tid cisdlcdodmW
Eom uStc e,Td cilcD tid J!ee!kdm cis!Sfi k,ci ids cisdlc lom f!c !o cid hi!od k,ci ids 

y!cidsD iln,of cid a!ondstlc,!o ,o hel,o t,ficW wid tclscdm cdee,of ids y!cids cilc I klt 
.d,of ydlo c! idsW

wid tl,mD ”He told me he thinks I have a drinking problem.” Uds n!,ad klt ms,hh,of k,ci 
,om,folc,!oW

”4SyypD p!S lom I both To!k cilcBt l e,dW’
AJ a!SstdD —dssp lom I kdsdoBc hlsc !J cid a!ondstlc,!oD .Sc tid ylmd tSsd kd a!Sem 

idls dndsp k!sm“tclom,of s,fic ,o Js!oc !J St lt tid th!TdW
gid ki!ed ci,of tclscdm c! ylTd o! tdotdW I kltoBc dndo tSsd ids y!cids klt lacSleep 

!o cid !cids dom !J cid e,odW
?i,ed tid klt allegedly !o cid hi!od k,ci ids y!cidsD I edlodm !nds c! —dssp lom 

ki,thdsdmD ”widBt f!,of c! csp c! .l,c yd ,oc! lo lsfSydoc“lom hs!.l.ep p!S c!!W 
?ilcdnds p!S m!D don’t engage idsW’

”ATlpD’ id ki,thdsdm .laTW ”…!c ,cW’
L,oleepD tid hSc cid hi!od m!koW Eom uStc lt I hsdm,acdmD tid ,yydm,lcdep cs,dm c! .l,c 

yd ,oc! mdJdom,of yptdeJW
”4p y!cids ,t very Shtdc k,ci p!SD’ tid tl,mD ids n!,ad JSee !J yloSJlacSsdm !ScslfdW
”wid ci,oTt p!SBsd .d,of ndsp ydlo lom a!ocs!ee,ofD’ tid a!oc,oSdmW ”wid tl,mD G?ip 

aloBc id edc p!S ilnd l ms,oT !J i,t sSyv Ic t!Somt e,Td id ,t uStc ti!k,of !5 J!s i,t Js,domW’
wid Tdhc f!,ofD sly.e,of !o lom !oW
I m,m o!c sdth!omW
w!D tid f!c e!Smds lom e!Smds lom lofs,ds lom lofs,dsW
gidoD tid cSsodm !o —dsspW
”b,m you hSc i,y Sh c! ci,t uStc .dalStd you m!oBc ms,oTv’ tid laaStdmD csp,of c! hSc 

—dssp !o cid mdJdot,ndW
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”F!j I ilnd nothing c! m! k,ci lop !J ci,tD’ —dssp tclyydsdm“Jlee,of s,fic ,oc! ids 
cslhW

—dssp k!Sem fdc hSeedm ,oD lom IBm sdy,om i,y cilc ci,t klt hsda,tdep kilc Tomoz 
klocdm“c! mslf i,y ,oc! cid lsfSydocW

I a!oc,oSdm ylT,of .lTdm .dlot lom tasly.edm dfft !o c!ltcW gsp,of c! Tddh ci,oft 
a,n,eD I ltTdm Tomoz ,J tid k!Sem e,Td t!ydW

”RfiiD l.t!eScdep o!cW b,tfStc,ofj’ tid ta!5dmD ylT,of l flff,of fdtcSsdW
I heladm cid helcd !J .lTdm .dlot lom tasly.edm dfft !o c!ltc ,o Js!oc !J —dssp lom 

tlc m!ko lc cid cl.ed c! dlc y,odW wid cido elSoaidm ,oc! l JSeeO.e!ko sloc l.!Sc i!k 
sdn!ec,of tasly.edm dfft lom .dlot !o c!ltc kdsd“mdth,cd odnds iln,of dlcdo tasly.edm 
dfft lom .lTdm .dlot !o c!ltc ,o ids e,JdW wid klt tc,ee csp,of c! .l,c ydD .Sc I uStc ,fo!sdm 
idsW gi,t ,oJSs,lcdm ids dndo y!sdW

?,ci!Sc klso,ofD tid tc!sydm !nds c! cid cl.edD fsl..dm yp helcdD lom mSyhdm ,c ,o 
yp elhW

I ti!c ShD tcls,of m!ko lc cid ydtt !J .dlotD dfftD lom c!ltcD te,m,of m!ko yp edft !oc! 
cid 6!!sW

”?ilc cid JSaTj’ I .eSscdm ,o ti!aTW
I k!oBc hsdcdom c! .d cid aleydtcD y!tc a!yh!tdm hdst!o p!SBee dnds yddcW P!S a!Sem 

tlp IBy 9S,cd cid !hh!t,cdW
zSc t!ydi!kD I ylolfdm c! tclp aley lom o!c sdlacW 8dsilht .dalStd I Todk cilc 

fdcc,of l s,td !Sc !J yd klt d-lacep kilc Tomoz klocdmW F!c that T,om !J s,tdW
wid uStc kleTdm lklpD tySfD e,Td tidBm k!o l hs,xdrficD lom klt idlm,of c! ids a!sods 

e,Td tid ilm uStc cis!ko cid To!aT!Sc .e!kW
4dloki,edD I ilm o! ai!,ad .Sc c! fdc ailofdmWI I klt hsdccp tSsd cilc klt ids 

helo“tdhlslcd St t! tid a!Sem .l,c —dsspD ki! tddydm e,Td cid dlt,ds clsfdcW
I sStidm c! cid .dms!!y c! tklh ae!cidtD yp JsStcslc,!o y!Soc,ofW
Io yp sSti c! fdc .laT ,o cid T,caido ID !J a!SstdD hSc yp edf ,o cid ks!of t,md !J yp 

Jsdti hloct lom Jdee !nds !oc! cid 6!!s ,o JsStcslc,!oW gi,t klt o!c f!,of kdee lc leeW I Todk 
o!k cilc I ti!Sem odnds ilnd .s!Sfic ,c ShW ?deeD c! .d i!odtcD I Todk cilc Js!y cid tclscD 
.Sc I klt i!h,of cilc kd a!Sem mdle k,ci ci,t lom y!nd hltc ,c aleyepW I ydloD fdc Tomoz 
c! lfsdd c! tc!h ms,oT,of lom .d cid hdst!o I wanted ids c! .dW

?ilc m! p!S alee cilcv Ai pdli“a!ocs!ee,ofW
LSaTW
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Eom pdtD I To!k“mdeSt,!oleW zSc lc cid c,ydD I klt tc,ee Somds cid thdeeD alSfic ,o cid 
,oc!-,alc,of odacls !J cid YdoSt Lep gslhW Ic klt Jls k!std cilo I sdle,xdm lc ci,t h!,ocW 4p 
idlm klt ,o ids ulktD lom cid e,m klt l.!Sc c! a!yd telyy,of m!koW

Et I kleTdm .laT ,oc! cid T,caidoD Tomoz klt lesdlmp lsfS,of k,ci —dsspW Ud ilm alndm 
lfl,oW

Ud klt tc,ee dlc,of i,t .lTdm .dlot lom tasly.edm dfft !o c!ltcW I klt udle!StD .Sc I 
Todk ylT,of lo!cids helcd klt h!,ocedtt“,c k!Sem dom Sh ,o cid tlyd helad lt cid eltc 
!odW

”P!S oddm c! edlndD’ tid ti!Scdm lc —dsspW ”gi,t ,t .dckddo wcdhido lom ydW P!S 
ti!SemoBc .d idsdW’

wid ilm l h!,ocW Romds o!syle a,saSytcloadtD I k!Sem ilnd lfsddmW zSc cidtd kdsd not 
o!syle a,saSytcloadt“I oddmdm —dssp lt l k,codtt lomD JsloTepD J!s yp hs!cdac,!oW gidsd 
klt o! klp I a!Sem .d le!od k,ci Tomoz lom ylTd ,c cis!Sfi ci,tW

wid cSsodm c! yd o!kD ids n!,ad tilshW ”…dc i,y !Sc !J idsdj gi,t ilt o!ci,of c! m! 
k,ci i,yW P!SBsd .!ci flof,of Sh !o ydW’

Efl,oD cidsd klt t!yd csSci c! cilcW U!kdndsD I klt y!sd ,oae,odm c! alee J!s reinforce-
ments cilo ltT —dssp c! edlnd.

—dssp f!c mdJdot,nd lfl,o lom doflfdmW
”IBy idsd .dalStd wcdhido ltTdm yd c! a!yd !ndsW IJ wcdhido kloct yd c! edlndD I k,ee 

edlndW’
Shut the fuck up, Jerry., I thought, she’s going to use that against me—against us. I 

aedoaidm yp cddciW 
I a!Sem tdd d-lacep kilc tid klt m!,of“csp,of c! asdlcd l s,Jc .dckddo —dssp lom ydD 

i!h,of idBm clTd cid .l,c lom kleT !ScW IJ tid f!c i,y c! edlndD cidsdBm .d o! k,codttdtW 
gido tid a!Sem sdleep f! .lcti,c aslxp !o ydW I Todk cilc ,J —dssp edJcD lee idee k!Sem .sdlT 
e!!tdW I ydloD ,c lesdlmp ilmD .Sc k,ci!Sc i,y idsdD ,c k!Sem fdc dndo k!stdW

I ,fo!sdm idsD ki,ai klt hs!.l.ep cid .dccds !J ck! .lm ai!,adtW
…eloa,of lc —dsspD I hSc l rofds c! yp e,htD t,edocep sdy,om,of i,y not c! doflfdW
Uds sloc,of lom sln,of mslffdm !o J!s lo!cids i!SsD dtalelc,of ,o ,ocdot,cpW
Ec t!yd h!,ocD —dssp tclscdm sda!sm,of ids !o i,t hi!od k,ci!Sc ids To!k,ofW I m,moBc 

To!k d,cids“Soc,e elcds“.Sc ciloT …!m id m,mW
”?d oddm c! fdc !Sc !J idsdD’ I ki,thdsdm c! —dsspW ”gid e!ofds kd t,c idsdD cid k!std 

ci,t ,t f!,of c! fdcW’
”HdcBt f! k!sT !ScW wid y,fic ilnd aleydm m!ko .p cid c,yd kd fdc .laTD’ I tSffdtcdmW
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?d idlmdm c! yp e!ale fpyD HE L,codttW
Ic tddydm e,Td l f!!m ,mdl lc cid c,ydW
Et .lm ,mdlt !Jcdo m!W'



Chapter Twelve

“Get Out While You 
Can”

I t was getting dark when we got back from the gym.

When we stepped inside the house, Tomoz was nowhere to be found. We searched 
every room, but she had vanished. The silence in the house made it all the more unsettling.

When she was a kid, Tomoz and her brother, Miles, played hide-and-seek—a lot. 
She could have gone pro, but according to her, a career-ending injury cut her dreams 
short. Even now, she was incredibly skilled at hiding and evading detection. I had already 
experienced it ’rsthand.

Whenever we argued, she would disappear—literally. I:d eventually go looking for her 
but never ’nd her. She took great joy in the fact that she was impossible to track down.

I know what you:re thinking because I thought the same thingH 5ow the hell does a 
1-foot-??-inch woman hide so wellL

qike many things about Tomoz, it was a complete mystery.
She could bend and twist her body in ways that didn:t seem humanly possible, szueeO-

ing into spaces no normal person could. "ne of her many unsettling talents. 
When we ’rst met, Tomoz had given me her father:s and brother:s phone num-

bers—JAust in case,J she said. Nt the time, I hadn:t realiOed it was a calculated move. She 
wanted me to reciprocate and give her my parents: contact information, which she could 
use to manipulate and leverage against me when needed.

Fow, I was at my wits: end. I didn:t know what to do. qooking back, the answer seems 
obvious, but this was then. Nnd back then, I was in the habit of having bad ideas and 
making terrible decisions.
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That wasn:t going to change anytime soon.
So, I decided to call her father.
I needed reinforcements. Cerhaps he could help.
9hances were slim he:d even answer, I thought. I mean, he wouldn:t recogniOe my 

number. If someone calls me and they:re not in my contacts, I don:t answer. “ut then 
I ’gured—what have I got to loseL

Whenever you do something based on that logic, you zuickly ’nd out you have a lot 
to lose.

I pulled up her father:s number in my contacts and hit the call button.
To my surprise, he answered.
Fow, I was really nervous.
”5ello,0 he said.
What the hell do I sayL I mean, I:m dating his daughter, and this is the ’rst time he:s 

even heard about me.
Well, I made the call—I better step up, I told myself.
I took a deep breath, pulled myself together, and tried not to sound nervous. Something 

I had become very good at as a speaker. When you walk out on stage, you:re always 
nervous. The ’rst ?KK times are the worst. “ut it never completely goes away. If it does, 
it:s time to hang up your microphone.

”5ello, Mr. $ingston. My name is Stephen Edwards. I:m dating Tomoz, and I:m very 
concerned about her.0

Silence.
”She:s been drinking excessively, and I think she might be an alcoholic.0
More silence.
”Vid you know she:s an alcoholicL0
To my surprise, he replied matter-of-factly, ”"h, yes.0
I was stunned. What? She is?
"h no. I didn:t want to be right.
5e knew. Why wasn:t he doing something about itL
”I:ve put her into rehab numerous times. She checks in, then checks out a few days 

later. I:ve spent over 2?KK,KKK on treatment programs for her. She will never change,0 he 
said—almost sympathetically. For me.

”She will destroy your life,0 he warned. ”I can:t even have her in my home anymore.0
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I was still reeling. This was so much worse than I had imagined. Thank 'od I called 
him.

”When she comes to stay with me, she:s an angel for the ’rst few days,0 he continued. 
”Then suddenly, she becomes very di!cult, argumentative, and destructive. She starts 
making all kinds of ridiculous accusations.0

That’s weird, I thought. I haven’t seen any of that…
”'et out now while you still can,0 he advised. ”She will take everything you have. "ne 

guy in Forth 9arolina almost went to jail for a long time. 5e was a nice guy.0
I was speechless.
”Rou need to get her out of your house and never let her back in again. If you do, you 

are a fool,0 he concluded.
I thought about saying, ”Fo, tell me how you really feel, and this time, don:t hold 

back.0 “ut this did not seem like the right time to inject sarcasm into the conversation.
This was getting worse. N lot worse. It couldn:t possibly get any worse.
“ut it did anyway.
When I hung up the phone, for some reason, I felt like I had ’nally uncovered the 

truth—something Tomoz could no longer deny. The game was up. 
She would have to face the truth, and then we could work through this together. PightL
Rou:re probably thinking I had lost my mind—and you3d be right. I had. 9ompletely. 

I was deep in the jaws of The Uenus Dlytrap, and she was about to devour her prey—me;
I called Tomoz on her cellphone, ready to confront her with the damning information 

her father had provided and to coax her out of hiding. I thought I had the upper hand.
In realityL I was delusional.
I still had no idea where she was. When she answered my call, she was still angry and 

hostile.
”qook, I just talked to your father,0 I said. ”5e told me he:s spent over 2?KK,KKK on 

rehab and treatment for you. We need to sit down and talk about this.0
I thought I had played my trump card and won.
“ut when you corner a wild animal, the last thing it will do is lie down and obey. "f 

course, it will become even angrier and more aggressive.
Fo, I:m not saying Tomoz is a wild animal. That would be an insult to wild animals 

everywhere.
$idding.
Rou know what I mean.



DIFNq EVIT - T5E UEFYS DqR TPNC 9"CR 9"CR B4

She felt cornered and ganged up on. Nnd for good reason—she was.
Pather than having the trump card, I had just turned up the intensity of The Uenus 

Dlytrap. Fow, she was about to bring the wrath of her spiky jaws down and devour me.
”Who are you to be calling my fatherL What gives you the fucking right to involve 

himL0 she screamed.
”I was worried about you and—0 I started, but she immediately cut me o(. Npparently, 

that was a rhetorical zuestion.
”5e:s such a fucking liar.0 She meant her father, of course. ”5e has never spent a dime 

on any treatment. 5e makes things up because he:s still so angry I told my mother he was 
cheating.0

She continued her tirade for another eight to ten minutes before hanging up.
Then she called back and went o( for a few more minutes before hanging up again.
Then she texted meH ”I am calling Aules and your parents.0
SeeL I told you it got worse. “ut I still had no idea what was coming next.
I couldn:t ’nd Tomoz. She was out of control. I didn:t know what she would do next, 

but I had a sinking feeling it would be destructive in some way.
I suspected she might call the police and concoct some story to get me arrested. This 

was precisely why I had Aerry come over. It was also why I had been so determined not to 
get into an altercation with her.

So, I decided to call B??.
They told me someone had already called and that o!cers were on the way; This was 

precisely what I had feared.
Pemember what I saidL We create everything in our minds—our thoughts, words, and 

actions shape the energy around us.
The law of attraction. We create our reality. All of it. There are no victims—only 

volunteers.
“ut this was not the moment I wanted to be reminded of that. "r now, for that matter, 

so keep it to yourself) thank you anyway. I told you I knew a lot and forgot everything.
I was in total panic mode.
Ns the sheri(s pulled up, Tomoz ran out of the garage to meet them. I later found out 

she had been hiding there the whole time, curled up in the back of the Escalade.
Aerry and I sat inside, waiting for the inevitable knock on the door. We knew Tomoz was 

out there, spinning her story.
Nbout GK minutes later, the doorbell rang.
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I opened the door to two sheri(:s o!cers—one male, one female. The female o!cer 
came in hot. Tomoz had her ’red up.

”She claims you locked her in the garage,0 the female o!cer snapped.
I gestured to the wide-open door. ”Voes that look locked to youL0
Silence.
“ut I could still see doubt lingering in their eyes.
”She told us you were both trying to rape her in the sex room,0 the female o!cer shot 

back.
”5mmm. 5ow did she get in the sex roomL0 I asked, trying to stay calm and ask logical 

zuestions.
The female o!cer barely reacted. ”She also said that you guys are gay.0
I3m not sure what that had to do with anything. I mean, I don:t think that:s illegal 

anymore. Crobably not the best time to explore that with her.
”"!cers, don:t you think it:s a little strange that two gay guys were trying to rape a 

womanL0 I asked.
These two de’nitely weren:t on the shortlist for the next detective opening.
It seems that when police respond to a domestic situation, they often want to take 

someone to jail to di(use the situation. That is, not always—but usually, the guy.
They were clearly not convinced and were ready to arrest me, which was precisely what 

Tomoz was hoping for.
Aerry and I started explaining what really happened. I told them everything—the 

9aptain Morgan:s rum in the guest bathroom cupboard, calling Aerry to come over for 
this very reason, the scrambled eggs and beans 6yes, that part got a strange look7, the trip 
to the gym, Tomoz hiding, the whole thing.

Slowly but surely, the o!cers started coming around.
Well, one of them did.
The female o!cer still wasn:t buying it.
Fot a good sign.
The jaws of The Uenus Dly Trap were beginning to close.
The female o!cer went back outside to ask Tomoz more zuestions. Meanwhile, an-

other male o!cer entered the house, joining the one already inside.
We continued answering their zuestions, denying the ridiculous allegations, and 

pleading our case.
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Tomoz had told them we had both held her against her will and tried to rape her in the 
sex room.

WTD.
The new o!cer repeated what the others had said. ”She also said you are both gay.0
I stared at him. ”WhatL 5ow does that even workL We:re both gay, yet we were going 

to rape herL0 I exclaimed, restating what should have been painfully obvious. Sure, we 
could have both been bisexual, but even then, the story was ridiculous.

”Reah, I know. I thought that too,0 one of the o!cers admitted.
Dinally, they were starting to see the cracks in her story. N sliver of light appeared 

between the spiky jaws of the Uenus Dly Trap, and it began to open.
She must have been throwing out as many accusations as she could think of and didn:t 

realiOe—or think the o!cers would recogniOe—that they made no sense.
”qook, I even recorded her going craOy;0 Aerry said, his nerves starting to show.
”Vid you ask her if you could record herL0 one of the o!cers asked.
”Fo,0 Aerry admitted. ”Voes that matterL0
”Res,0 the o!cer said. ”That makes it inadmissible.0
Aerry looked crushed. Then he said, ”Well, can:t you just listen to itL0
The o!cer hesitated. ”Well, we:re not supposed to, no,0 he said. 5e wasn:t adamant, 

so Aerry pressed on. ”qook, guys, this is serious. There:s a lot on the line for us here. If you 
listen to this, I know it will save us all a lot of time and trouble80

The o!cers looked at each other for about an hour. Well, it felt like an hour. It was 
maybe a few seconds. Then one of them ’nally said, ”"kay, play it.0

5allelujah;
Even though the recording was inadmissible, Aerry played the clip he had secretly 

recorded of Tomoz’s ranting. Ns they listened, the picture became clearer. The two o!cers 
were almost convinced but still needed a way out.

Then the female o!cer returned, her demeanor noticeably di(erent.
”She kept going on about how important her father is, how wealthy her family is—full 

of her own importance.0 The female o!cer did not like Tomoz.
”The longer she went on, you could tell she was a street girl,0 the o!cer continued. 

”She:s rough, manipulative. I caught her lying to me more than once. She really had it in 
for you.0 She turned to look at me.

She was starting to lean toward the light side.
”Rou have an assistantL0 she asked.
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”5ad,0 I corrected. ”I ’red her this week.0
”5mm8 well, she:s not your friend. She:s the one who called us.0
That caught me o( guard.
”She told us she got a call from this woman—what:s her name againL0
”Tomoz,0 I said.
”TomozL0 The o!cer raised an eyebrow. ”Weird name. Nnyway, this Tomoz told her 

that you had beaten her, that she was hiding from you, and asked her to call us. She said 
some pretty nasty things about you,0 the o!cer explained as if justifying why they had 
come in so aggressively.

They were all starting to see the truth now.
”5ow did you meet herL0 the female o!cer asked, referring to Tomoz.
”"n the internet,0 I admitted lamely.
They all rolled their eyes.
”Voes she live hereL0 the male o!cer asked.
”Fo,0 I said Oatly.
”She says she does. She claims you convinced her to move out of her apartment to live 

with you,0 he said.
”That:s simply not true,0 I replied.
”Mind if we look aroundL0 he asked.
”Fo, go right ahead,0 I said, feeling powerless to say anything else.
Nfter checking the bathroom, they returned to the living room.
"ne of the male o!cers spoke up. ”Vid you know that if there is as much as a 

toothbrush of theirs in the bathroom, a guest can claim residencyL If they refuse to leave, 
you must go through the formal eviction process.0

My stomach dropped.
”If we had arrested you tonight,0 he continued, ”she could have ’led a restraining order 

against you. That would have given her access to the entire house—your belongings, cars, 
furniture—everything. Rou wouldn:t have been able to return. It would have taken you 
about six months to get her out through eviction.0

Suddenly, it all clicked. Tomoz didn:t care if the charges were dropped later. Nll she 
needed was for me to be arrested, get a restraining order, and take over the house for six 
months.

”Fo, I had no idea;0
Fow I knew. Nnd it was far worse than I had ever imagined.
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I was Ooored. I had been so close to losing my home, and I hadn:t even realiOed it.
”She says you have a sex room back there,0 one of the male o!cers said. ”Rou don:t 

have to let us, but could we take a lookL It would help us get a clearer picture of what 
happened.0

"nce again, I felt like I didn:t have a choice. I didn:t want to risk them changing their 
minds and hauling us o( to jail.

”Sure,0 I said, trying to keep my voice steady.
I opened the door to the sex room. This was making me feel very uncomfortable. I 

mean, I wasn:t in the habit of giving sex room tours. This was a private space—my space. 
Nnd now, strangers were stepping inside, inspecting it. I felt violated. I know that might 
sound craOy, but it:s true.

N moment later, one of the o!cers said as they returned. ”We have seen enough. We:re 
convinced you guys are telling the truth.0

The other o!cer smirked. ”Nre you a real-life 9hristian 'reyL0 he asked, half-serious.
”Fo,0 I said zuickly. I mean I don:t have the same contracts and agreements he uses. 

Well, I thought not precisely the same, but I decided not to throw humor into the chaos.
Then he added, ”Rou guys wait here. We:ll talk to her again, and then we:ll be back.0
Aerry and I just stood there, staring at each other in shock. We were both emotionally 

and mentally drained. This had dragged on for over ten hours, and we still weren:t entirely 
sure we were in the clear.

Then the doorbell rang.
I opened the door, and one of the o!cers stepped inside.
”We told her she needs to leave,0 he said. ”She has a friend coming to pick her up.0 5e 

paused, and said, ”My adviceL Fever speak to this woman again.0
Ns he opened the door to leave, he looked back at me and said, ”If we have to come out 

here again, someone is going to jail.0
It was over.
The feeling of relief was overwhelming. The stress of trying to get Tomoz to leave 

without ending up in jail, had been so intense. The pressure had been building for over 
ten hours.

Aerry and I looked at each other and suddenly started laughing. Fot because any of it 
was funny but because the release of tension was just too much. The whole thing had 
been unbelievable.

It had been a harrowing experience—one I never wanted to go through again.
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Turns out, it was just the ’rst of many.
I didn:t know that at that moment. “ut I would soon ’nd out.
”Man, that was craOy;0 Aerry exclaimed, ’nally letting out some of the pent-up energy.
”“ro, you saved my life;0 I said, beyond grateful.
It had been a very close call. We talked and laughed about the whole episode.
”qisten, I gotta get out of here,0 he said, ”qia is going craOy. I was supposed to be there 

an hour ago.0
qia is Aerry:s longtime girlfriend. They live and go everywhere together. qia is from 

Canama, speaks very little English, and is extremely shy. Aerry learned Spanish in just three 
months so that he could talk to her.

qia is eighteen years younger than Aerry and is, without a doubt, the love of his life.
“ut he will not marry her. 5e has a marriage phobia—I mean, really. 5e is terri’ed of 

the idea. “ut just like any actual phobia, there was no logical explanation for it.
qia had tried everything to get him to marry her—including cheating on him to make 

him jealous.
It didn:t matter.
5e will never marry her or leave her.
”Reah, get out of here. We can talk tomorrow,0 I said.
Ns Aerry walked out the door, I added, ”5ey, thanks, man.0
5e smiled. ”Nlways here for you, bro. Rou:ve always been there for me. I wouldn:t be 

where I am without you.0
It was true. I had put my life on the line for Aerry and helped him in more ways than I 

could count. qike I said, we were like brothers.
I held the door open as he made his way down the steps leading to the front of the 

house. Nt that moment, Tomoz’s friend, 9hanyce, had just pulled up, and Tomoz climbed 
into her car. The sheri(s were watching her, as was I, as they drove away.

Nnd then, just like that—she was gone.
Pelief washed over me. “ut mixed in with it was something else. Sadness.
Tomoz had given me her father:s number—just in case, she:d said.
She never thought I:d use it.
The Uenus Dly Trap was always one step ahead.
Reah, you:re right—four steps ahead.
This was her game—and she was damn good at it.
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I knew I:d have to call my parents in the morning. That wouldn:t be an easy conversa-
tion, but I was sure Tomoz would call them ’rst, spinning her story, trying to shake them.

I went to bed with mixed emotions. Pelief that I wasn:t in jail. That I still had my home. 
“ut also sadness that things with Tomoz and I had ended this way.

Velusional.
Me, not Tomoz.
I was still under the spell of her nectar, still tangled in the jaws of the Uenus Dly Trap.
I wasn:t free yet.
Fot even close.
5er grasp was stronger than I realiOed, and the battle was far from over. In fact8
It had barely begun.



Chapter Thirteen

Late To Meet The 
Oracle

T he next morning, I woke up with a pounding headache, the events of last night 
weighing heavily on my conscience. I was incredibly fortunate to have Jerry as a 

friend. I was so glad I had called him to come over. I knew Tomoz would be di’cult and 
try to bait me into a physical confrontation so she could have me arrested.

Jerryqs —uick thinkingïrecording Tomoz ïhad saved me from a disastrous situation.
I had been naAve about the legal implications. If Tomoz had succeeded in provoking 

me into a physical confrontation, she could have obtained a restraining order, e-ectively 
barring me from my own home.

jnd because she was technically a guest, getting her out wouldnqt have been simple. I 
would have needed to formally evict herïa process that could drag on for months.

It would have been a realGlife Gone Girl scenarioïme, locked out of my house while 
she sold o- my possessions, completely protected by the legal system.

The courts wouldnqt have seen me as a victimïBust a problem.
jll the while partying with her friends and Rod knows who in my mansion, driving 

around in my Centley and zollsGzoyceïa harrowing picture in my mind.
?raYyS Fes. Cut thatqs the law.
This wasnqt Tomoz’s Nrst rodeo. Lhe knew how to work the system to her advantage.
I had dodged a bullet.
Cut now, I had to make that dreaded call to my parents.
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“y conservative, lawGabiding parents were understandably shocked and disappointed 
in both of us. Their reaction stung more than I expected. They were now both worried 
and stressed, especially my mother.

1ghhhhh.
I needed to take my mind o- everything.
Lo, I decided to head to the pub and watch some Vnglish footballïor, as many 

jmericans call it, a boring waste of time.
I mean, soccer.
The pub served a proper Vnglish breakfast made by a lovely lady from Dewcastle, 

Vngland. Lhe coGowned the place with her husband, who was a miserable old git.
js I was driving, my phone lit up with TomoY”s name. I wasn”t ready for another 

confrontation, so I let it ring.
Inside the pub, I tried to lose myself in the game and my full Vnglish breakfast. Cut my 

teamqs loss only added to my growing depression.
"hen I left, I checked my phone and saw Tomoz had left a voicemail. I listened, but 

instead of the angry tirade I expected, her voice was sweet and seductiveï that familiar 
nectarïthe one I already knew was my weakness.

"Stephen, I'm so sorry for what happened," she purred. "I don’t know what got into me. I 
think I was just so upset that you spoke to my father, and I Bust lost it. Please forgive me. Call 
me. Please?"

I called her back like a moth to a 2ameïor a 2y drifting toward a Oenus Ely Trap. I told 
myself it was to give her a piece of my mind. Cut the moment she spoke, I was lost.

Per voice wasnqt Bust sweetïit was hypnotic, wrapping around me like silk, coaxing 
me closer.

Lhe answered immediately as if sheqd been anxiously waiting. (Pi,) she breathed.
(Pi,) I responded, already falling under the spell of her voice.
(Ltephen, Iqm so sorry. Is there anything I can do to make this up to youS) Lhe was 

masterful at this game, knowing exactly how to play her cards. "hen motivated, she could 
rival any top actress in performance.

3Tomoz, thereqs Bust no way. Pow could I ever trust you againS3 I said, sounding 
resolvedïthough I was anything but.

Then why the fuck are you on the phone talking to herS
The thought 2ashed through my mind, but I pushed past it —uickly. Thank Rod, rightS



Uz. LTV0PVD 0j1H VU"jzUL'W;

("hen you told me you had called my father, I Bust lost it,) she continued, skillfully 
shifting the blame. (Fou canqt do that. 4Dow, it was all my fault. Renius.7 “y father is a 
terrible man. Fou have no ideaïheqs a monster. Pe ruined my life. Pe had me committed 
to a mental institution when I was sixteen. Pe told the doctors I was craYy.)

Deither Tomoz nor her father ever explained exactly why she had been committed to 
the mental institution. I knew that if I —uestioned Tomoz, she would become defensive, 
aggressive, or lie. 0robably all three. I didnqt want to ask her father either because he had 
made it clear he didnqt want to go into the details.

I listened as she wove her tale. I was helpless. Mr hopeless. jctually, both.
(It was the most terrible experience of my life. Pe wanted to punish me for telling my 

mother he was gay. Pe wants to destroy me, and I knew he would Nll your head with lies 
about me.) Lhe de2ected, denied, and BustiNedïall in two sentences.

Hike all skilled manipulators, she wove threads of truth into her narrative. Uetails Iqd 
learn later would paint a di-erent picture, but at that moment, doubt crept in. “aybe her 
father was the villain. 0erhaps he was angry at her and trying to destroy her life. It made 
sense, rightS

Do. It was nonsenseïbut the nectar of her voice made everything cloudy.
I wandered through Target while on the phone with her, mechanically picking items 

o- shelves. I didnqt need anything from TargetïI had Bust drifted inside, absentmindedly 
while talking with Tomoz. Though I kept insisting we couldnqt be together, her persistent 
pleas wore down my resolve. "ith each passing minute, her voice eroded what little 
determination I had left to stay away.

Dot that it really mattered. Ueep down, I was already looking for a way to Bustify 
everything and be back with her again. Immediately, or if possible, sooner.

I started making demandsïconditions she would have to meet for reconciliation.
(Fou need to stop drinking,) I insisted.
(Uarling, I have no problem with drinking or not,) she responded smoothly.
Lhe used darling on me when she wanted to sound serious. Per conviction was 

compelling, especially when I desperately wanted to believe her. The truth was, I didnqt 
want to accept that she was an alcoholic.

Limple as that.
Lo, I wanted to believe she wasnqt.
(Tomoz, you need help.)
I tried to convince her to get help and to go to jj meetings.
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(Do, I donqt need help.)
"e went back and forth. Einally, she agreed to go to therapy together and said she 

would start attending jj meetings.
Lhe knew exactly how to play itïgive a little, promise much, with Yero intention of 

following through on anything. Lhe had inherited her fatherqs geniusGlevel intelligence, 
and it showed in how skillfully she manipulated situationsïand me.

Loon enough, we were back to calling each other baby and telling each other how 
craYy we were about one another. If this seems predictable, it wasïbut somehow still 
unbelievable.

Hike a 2y repeatedly drawn to a Oenus Ely Trap, I kept returningïoblivious to the 
danger or perhaps in spite of it.

Tomoz was my drug of choiceïintoxicating, irresistible, and dangerous.
Lhe was more addictive than crackïthough Iqve never tried crack, so I canqt make that 

comparison with certainty. Cut if you o-ered me crack or a night with Tomoz, I knew 
which one Iqd smokeï I mean, choose.

Pow could I possibly forgive Tomoz so —uicklyS I mean, she had tried to get me arrested 
and steal my home. "hy didnqt I make her at least earn my forgivenessG over weeks, if not 
monthsS

Pow many times can a 2y escape the Baws of a Oenus Ely Trap, oblivious to the danger, 
only to return againS

Ret comfortable and read on. Itqs gonna be a whileïweqve barely gotten started.
Lo, as craYy as it sounds, we were back together, more obsessed with each other than 

ever. 
Think about itïif I had broken up with Tomoz, you wouldnqt be reading about our 

wild, insane adventures. jnd honestlyS I wouldnqt change any of it for the world.
Hike ?harles Uickens said, “It was the best of times, it was the worst of times.” They were 

the times of our lives.
Lo, Tomoz and I began searching for a therapist we both liked. "e had numerous issues 

beyond her attempt to get me arrested and take my houseïarguments about drinking, 
smoking, and various other con2icts. jt its core, it was a power struggle5 we both wanted 
control.

Tomoz had agreed to go to therapy with me as part of our make-up deal. Mf course, I 
thought she needed therapy. Lhe, of course, thought it was me who needed therapy. Mf 
course, we were both right.
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"e talked on the phone with a therapist we both likedïor rather, one we both thought 
we could sway to be on our side.

The therapist, a very kind, softGspoken older lady, told us we needed to remain apart 
until she met with us. Lhe instructed us to meet at her o’ce at the appointed time and to 
arrive separately.

"e agreed to follow through on our assignments and make our own way to her o’ce.
Mur appointment was set for 8 p.m.
Mn the evening of our appointment, I drove over the Lkyway Cridge in my Centley 

RT?.
"e had agreed it was only fair to Nnd a therapist close to where Tomoz lived. js I 

crossed the Lkyway Cridge and got about 'W miles from Lt. 0etersburg, the Centley started 
sputtering.

Huh?
I glanced at the gas gauge and, to my horror, realiYed I had run out of gas.
(Eor fuckqs sake… Pow the hell did that happenS)
It seemed like a fair —uestion to ask myself.
("ell, you forgot to put gas in the car, you fucking idiot,) I answered myself. "ell, that 

was a bit harsh, I thought, but true.
Lo, I had to pull o- to the side. It was a very tight, hard shoulder. ?ars whiYYed past at 

what felt like breakneck speeds.
They were all laughing at me.
Mr at least, it felt that way.
Now what do I do?
Fouqre rightïthere was no one there. Lo, who was I talking toS “yself. Fes, I talk to 

myself. j lot. "eqve been through this already.
The only thing I could think of was to call Tomoz.
Lo, I did.
I told her I had run out of gas, which, of course, she found hilarious but tried not to 

laughïonly making my humiliation worse.
Tomoz was actually very sweet. Lhe went to a gas station, bought a container, Nlled it 

with gas, took a cab, and brought it to me.
Lhe arrived in a white taxi van, like an angel on a white horse.
The irony was not lost on me.
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The taxi driver, mercifully professional, refrained from the obvious Bokes. Tomoz, 
however, couldnqt resist teasing.

(Pow did you not see you were low on gasS)
("ell, when youqre rushing to meet your girlfriend to help her with her therapy, and 

youqre running late, itqs —uite easy to miss something,) I shot back defensively.
Per eyes widened, and she gave me a Nerce look.
js I refueled the Centley, the humiliation of a stalled luxury car weighed on me, 

ampliNed by the curious stares of passing motorists.
I got in and pressed the ignition button.
Dothing.
jgain.
Ltill nothing.
What the…?
I glanced at the gas gaugeïit hadnqt even moved. Then it hit me. There still wasnqt 

enough gas in the tank to start the car.
I gripped the top of the steering wheel, put my head down, and silently screamed.
Powever much gasoline was in that container, it was not enough to start the Centley5 

another humbling lesson in opulence.
Lo, I asked the driver to return to the gas station, buy a NveGgallon container, Nll it with 

gas, and bring it back. Pe kindly agreed. I mean, I couldnqt go anywhere, and he was pretty 
sure I wasnqt about to run o- and abandon the Centley.

Pe left Tomoz with meïmaybe thinking that if I did try to make a run for it, sheqd 
slow me down. The ironyS Tomoz can actually run really fast. jsk me how I know. Thatqs 
rightïyouqll Nnd out soon enough.

"ith the roof down, the wait was surprisingly bearable despite the Elorida heat.
"e found something to occupy us. Do, not thatïfor once. "e looked at the sky. Do, 

really.
The Elorida sky was a masterpiece, with divine rays streaming through the cloudsïa 

scene I like to call 3Rod “oments.3 "ith the roof down, we shared this rare, serene gift.
Feah, a silver liningïand a moment Iqll never forget. I know, hopeless romantic. Tomoz 

loved it, too. Lhe rested her head on my shoulder as we watched the clouds move across 
the sky, creating all kinds of beautiful, 2eeting scenes.
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Lo there we wereïsitting in a Centley, stranded on the hard shoulder of the freeway, 
having run out of gas, cars 2ying byïcompletely mesmeriYed by the 3Rod scene.3 "e 
were both —uite an anomaly.

"hile I was still in great danger, so was Tomoz. I was at risk of losing my freedom 
and my home. On the other hand, Tomoz was in danger of succumbing to my love and 
a-ectionïthe kind she had never experienced before, nor did she believe in. Mr at least, 
she refused to admit she believed in it.

Lhe truly believed she was unlovable. That men only wanted her for one thing. Cecause 
that had always been her experience.

"ho would win this battle of light and darknessS Eirst, we need to Ngure out which 
one of us was bringing the light and which one of us was bringing the darkness. Fou 
probably think you know. “aybe. Cut donqt be so sure. The Bourney to Nnd out had only 
Bust begun. "e had a long way to go.

Einally, the taxi driver returned. I emptied the fresh NveGgallon container into the gas 
tank as another stream of cars rushed pastïsome honking, others shouting obscenities.

I thanked and paid the driver. Then, we took o-, heading to our 8 0“ appointment 
with the therapist.

It was nearly 9 0“.
3Lhould we even goS3 Tomoz asked, her tone suggesting sheqd rather skip it and grab 

dinner.
I tried calling the therapist. Do answer.
3Hetqs Bust check if sheqs still there,3 I proposed, though Tomoz seemed convinced weqd 

Nnd an empty o’ce.
"e arrived at the therapistqs o’ce. It looked closed. Ltill, I tried the door anyway, and 

it opened.
I waved to Tomoz, and she hesitantly got out of the car and followed me inside.
"e searched for her o’ce number. I knocked on the door.
To our complete surprise, the therapist opened the door.
3"e are so sorry we”re late,3 I said. 3"e thought you would have left by now.3
3Mh, I had to stay and Nnish some paperwork anyway. ?ome on in,3 she said kindly. 

3Is everything okayS3
js we stepped inside her o’ce, I explained what had happened.
3Mh dear,3 she said. 3That must have been very stressful.3
3Ltephen andN.Tomoz, is itS3 she asked as we followed her.
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3Fes,3 I conNrmed.
3 Tomoz ïthatqs such a pretty and uni—ue name,3 the therapist said.
3Thank you,3 Tomoz replied. 3It means ”tomorrow.” Thatqs where Iqm fromïthe fuG

ture.3
The therapist smiled. 3"ell, thatqs lovely. Dow, sit down, both of you. Iqll make us some 

tea.3
Lhe started brewing herbal tea, and suddenly, it felt like we were visiting Rrandmaqs 

house. Per o’ce wasnqt sterile or clinicalïit was warm, coYy, more like a welcoming 
living room than a therapistqs o’ce.

The entire evening felt surreal. Erom the moment I drove over the Lkyway Cridge, it felt 
like I had stepped into another dimension. This meeting with ORrandmaq felt like Deoqs 
Nrst encounter with the Mracle in The Matrix.

js I said, we had spoken to her on the phone before, and we both liked her. Lhe had 
even given us some assignments. Tomoz was supposed to attend an jj meeting every day. 
jccording to her, she had

I had completed my assignments. "hich I had left at home. Mr maybe the dog had 
eaten them. I forget which.

"e were also instructed not to see each other before the session and to arrive separately. 
To be fair, we intended toïbut circumstances had other plans.

Dot seeing each other before the sessionS Feah, that hadnqt exactly worked out either. 
Mh, and we were one and a half hours late for our appointment.

Cut other than that, we had followed instructions perfectly.
The therapist forgave us, which was very nice of her. Then again, it wouldqve been a 

bit hypocritical if she hadnqt. I mean, therapists are big proponents of forgiveness, rightS
Lhe listened as we shared our storiesïboth talking over each other, hoping our version 

would be heard Nrst so sheqd take our side.
Cy the time we were done, our tea was cold, and our therapist lookedN confused. 

“aybe even exhausted by the chaos.
3"ell, that is all very interesting,3 she said Nnally. 3Erom what you”re both telling me, it 

sounds like you”re struggling to communicate what you want from each other, and thatqs 
causing arguments and Nghts. "ould that be a fair initial prognosisS3

"e both turned to look at each other. Ltartled by how accurately she had distilled our 
chaotic ramblings, we spoke almost in syncP

3Fes.3
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The therapist nodded.
3Ltephen, you want Tomoz to abstain from drinking alcohol because, in your opinion, 

she is an alcoholic. Is that correctS3
Cy Jove, I think sheqs got it… I knew sheqd be on my side.
3Fes,3 I said conNdently.
Tomoz frowned.
3jnd Tomoz, you feel that you donqt really have a drinking problem, and Ltephen is 

Bust trying to control you. "ould you agree with thatS3
Dow she thought the therapist was on her side. Renius.
3That is exactly right,3 Lhe said, her frown vanishing, replaced by a triumphant smile 

directed straight at me.
3Mkay. "ell, you guys are doing great so far. That helps me a lot.3
js the Mracle spoke, I wanted to believe this was a turning point. Cut doubt gnawed 

at me. ?ould Tomoz really changeS ?ould IS
Vven as I nodded in agreement, a part of me wondered if we were both simply too 

broken to Nx.
3Dow, let me ask you both a very important —uestion,3 she said, 3the answer to which 

will determine whether we can move forward toward an amicable outcome.3
"e sat in silence, waiting for this allGimportant —uestion.
3I can see you both care for each other very muchïyou can barely keep your hands or 

eyes o- each other,3 she chuckled.
It was true. "e smiled at each other and held hands even tighter.
3Lo, hereqs the —uestionP To save your relationship and make it better, more harmoG

nious, are you both willing to compromise your positions a littleS3
3Fes,3 we both said without hesitation.
3Mkay, good. Iqm so happy to hear that because Iqm excited to work with you both. Fou 

seem to have something special between you. Fou”re both very strong characters, which 
is both a blessing and a curse.3

Lhe paused, then continued, 3Fouqre both used to getting your way and can be very 
stubborn.3

"e exchanged a glance. Feah, she wasnqt wrong.
3Fou both need to understand and accept that you can’t always have your way. zelaG

tionships are about give and takeïpicking your battles.3
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Lhe leaned in slightly. 3Erom what youqve told me, youqre capable of doing that. Tomoz, 
you let Ltephen take the lead in certain areas. jnd Ltephen, you let Tomoz do things her 
way in othersïeven when you donqt always like what sheqs doing.3

3Is that fair to sayS3
Poly shit, this little grandma is a powerhouse.
3Fes,3 we both said, completely mesmeriYed by the Mracle.
3Lo that brings us to the issue of alcohol.3
Lhe turned to me.
3Ltephen, what makes you think Tomoz  has a problem with alcoholS3
Lo, I explained the events that had led me to that conclusion. I didnqt mention what 

her father had saidïbecause that would have ended the session right then and there.
The Mracle nodded thoughtfully. 3Cased on your version of the story, Ltephen, that 

seems like a reasonable assumption. "ouldnqt you agree, TomozS3
Tomoz looked like she was about to argue but bit her lip. 3I suppose so,3 she admitted.
The Mracle nodded again. 3Ltephen, can you see how that might feel controlling to 

TomozS3
3Fes, I can.3
Cecause I did. I was controlling.
3Mkay, Tomoz, now I need you to tell me why you believe you donqt have a drinking 

problem.3
Tomoz then shared her story, which was obviously bullshit.
Mkayïkidding.
3Fou are both doing really well here. Fouqre beginning to listen to each other. Fou donqt 

have to agree, but the most important thing is that you both feel heard.3
The Mracle was incredible.
3Dow, this is where compromise comes in.3
"ell, up until now, she had been incredible.
3Ltephen, this seems like a maBor issue for youïsomething you might not be able to 

accept. Is that trueS3
Pere comes the Mracle trap.
3FVL…3 I said Nrmly.
3Lo, you would break up with Tomoz rather than accept her drinking alcohol. Is that 

correctS3
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Mh, the Mracle was good. I mean, I didnqt want to make an ultimatum here, and of 
course, I deNnitely didnqt want to lose Tomoz.

3"ell, obviously, I donqt want to lose Tomoz. jt the same time, Iqd need to see her 
making an e-ort to get this under control,3 I said, trying my best to compromise while 
still holding my ground.

3Mkay, so Tomoz, would you be willing to make an e-ort to show Ltephen that youqre 
working toward having more control over your drinkingS3

Tomoz, like me, bristled at being cornered. 3"ell, that depends,3 she hedged.
3Mn what speciNcallyS3 The Mracle pressed.
3Mn how he expects me to show him that Iqm making an e-ort.3
Lhe needed more clarityïso she could devise ways to get out of complying.
3That”s a fair —uestion,3 the Mracle said, turning to me. 3Ltephen, what would Tomoz 

need to do to prove to you that she”s making a concerted e-ort to control her drinkingS3
3"ell, she would need to stop drinking for a month,3 I said, thinking, thatqs a big ask, 

but if you don’t ask…
Then, the Mracle turned to Tomoz.
3Tomoz, are you prepared to stop drinking for a monthS3
Tomoz hesitated, her expression 2ickering between deNance and vulnerability. Eor a 

moment, I saw something unguardedïfear, maybe. Mr the weight of a past she couldnqt 
escape.

Then, as —uickly as it disappeared, her conNdent mask returned.
3Iqll reduce the amount I drink,3 she o-ered her voice Nrm but distant.
The Mracle turned back to me, coming in for the Nnal close.
3Ltephen, is that acceptable to you to get things moving alongS3
In other wordsP Take what you can get here. This is a stepping stone.
3Fes,3 I said.
0ushing for more would be futile. jnd honestly, it was highly unlikely Tomoz would 

even follow through on what sheqd already agreed to anyway.
Cut it gave me somethingïand helped me keep some dignity.
3"onderful,3 the Mracle said. 3"eqve come so far already. Hetqs celebrate this little 

victory and the fact that you two are working through these issues together.3
Per words felt like a revelation. Lhe saw through our chaos, distilling our tangled 

emotions into something almost manageable. Eor a moment, it felt like we had hopeïan 
illusion we both clung to desperately.
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The Mracle asked us to stand and embrace. js we rose, our eyes met, and then, almost 
instinctively, our heads fell onto each otherqs shoulders. "e held on tightly.

“usic Nlled the room, adding an unexpected warmth. In that moment, it felt like 
a fragile truceïtemporary, but precious. Llowly, we swayed in a small circle, moving 
together in —uiet understanding.

Einally, the Mracle had to break us apart, like a referee separating two priYeNghters 
locked in an exhausted clinch.

"hile we were embracing, the Mracle had made more tea and placed it on the co-ee 
table in front of our chairs.

3Mkay, letqs go through some communication exercises you can do at home to help you 
both feel heard.3

Lo, the Mracle led us through some exercises.
Fou know, like one person talking while the other actively listens. Then the listener 

repeats what they heard, saying, “What I thought I heard you say was...”
jnd some other fucking stupid exercises like that.
Mkay, Iqm kidding.
(Mkay, were you listeningS Lo, repeat back what you thought you heard me say. Lee.
jll I remember is that it somehow ended up with Tomoz curled up in my lapïall ‘ 

feet '' inches of this amaYing creature. Lhe had taken her shoes o-.
Hike I said earlier, Tomoz could make herself tiny or a giant.
Fes, like a chameleon. Mkay, a chameleon changes color, not siYe, but you know what 

I mean. Ltop nitpicking.
The Mracle, who had put up with our complete madness for almost an hour, Nnally 

laid down the lawP we had to go home separately.
"hich, of course, we did.
Mkay, not a chance.
"hen we all said our goodbyes, it felt like leaving Rrandmaqs house after a long visit. 

It was QP6‘ p.m., and we were both starving.
Tomoz did well, but she was going through the motions. Lhe was giving the whole 

therapy thing lip service.
Lhe all but bolted out of thereïand would never bring up therapy again.
"e went for dinner downtown, on the main strip by the water, with “elaniaqs supG

posed boyfriend, Tristanïthe trust fund guy with the terrible stutter, whom “elania 
was siphoning money o- mercilessly.
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Pe was a super nice guy. Locially awkward and terribly insecure.
I mean, he lived in a completely unreal world. Pe had never worked a day in his life 

and never had to worry about money. Lo how could he possibly relate to anyoneS Pe 
constantly tried to compensate for his lack of social skills and his terrible stutter, which 
made him selfGconscious. Cut he didnqt have a mean bone in his body. Pe was kind to 
everyone.

This is, of course, why “elania could take advantage of him.
Lhe was pretending to be dating him while she was fucking anything that moved.
I know that sounds harsh. Cut she was cold, hard, and evil.
js you will soon discover.
Lo, we had a nice dinner with Tristan. Then Tomoz and I left separatelyïshe went to 

her apartment, and I went home.
Uid weS
Mkay, now youqre getting it.



Chapter Fourteen

“Are You Seriously 
NOT Going To Fuck 
Me Tonight?”

A fter dinner, Tomoz said she wanted to show me the lovely homes on Shell Island. 
I’m sure she was trying to get me to consider marrying her and living in St. 

Petersburg. At the time, I thought she just wanted to show me nice houses so we could 
spend more time together. Maybe both.

Look, at no point in this book do I claim to be the sharpest tool in the shed. Just a tool.
We drove around for a while; it was getting late. Neither of us wanted the night to end. 

Then again, we never wanted any of our nights together to end. By now, we were starting 
to get hungry again.

When it’s late, where do you go to eat? For us, the answer was simple. We went to our 
favorite place—the same place we went the night we Drst met—qenny’s. This time, in St. 
Petersburg.

The restaurant was zuiet again. The hostess stared at Tomoz in awe, as if she were a 
movie star or a supermodel.

I broke her ga“e with a playful remark. ”We were just passing by and saw the lights on. 
qo you have anything to eat here?E Like, I had no idea where we were.

It was somewhat believable because I’m Rnglish. She probably thought I genuinely 
didn’t know where I was or was just plain stupid. What she didn’t reali“e was that I am 
both.
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”-h yes,E she said. ”We have a large menu. Would you like to look at it?E Still taking 
me seriously.

”No, thank you. I don’t like to order o… a menu,E I replied in my best upperCclass 
Rnglish accent.

”-h' okay.E She looked confused now.
”I’d prefer to ask the chef to make me something special,E I continued. ”I’d like 

scrambled eggs, bacon, sausage, potatoes, and two slices of wheat toast. qo you think he 
can pull that o…?E

Finally, she caught on to my sarcasm and smiled.
”I’ll have to ask the chef. Ue doesn’t usually do special orders, but I’ll see what I can 

do,E she said, playing along.
”/an we sit down, please? My feet are killing me,E Tomoz interjected. She wasn’t a fan 

of our 7irting.
The hostess caught the tone in Tomoz’s voice and zuickly grabbed two menus. ”Hight 

this way, please.E She led us to a special booth—well, a booth anyway.
Then, she hurried back to the podium before Tomoz could eat her alive.
A moment later, our waitress arrived to take our order. She looked oddly familiar. Then 

it hit me—it was the same girl.
”-f course, I already have your order, sir. I’ll ask the chef if he can make your special 

rezuest, though I feel pretty conDdent he’ll be able to pull that o…,E she said, smiling at 
me. ”Ma’am, what would you like to order?E

Tomoz looked at her like, 2you better stop 7irting with my boyfriend, or I will fucking 
rip your heart out2, and then ordered what she wanted to eat.

The hostessVwaitress ran o… to convince the chef to make my special order.
”Well, you both seem to have hit it o…. Would you like me to get her phone number 

for you?E Tomoz said passiveCaggressively.
I should have apologi“ed and given Tomoz plenty of attention and reassurance. But for 

some reason, I couldn’t resist.
”She already gave it to me,E I teased. ”Uer number starts with Y5Y, so she must live here 

in St. Petersburg, which is convenient. I mean, I can come here and fuck two girls with 
one cock' or is it kill two birds with one stone?E

” ery funny,E Tomoz said 7atly. ”If you don’t stop, you won’t have a cock to fuck 
anything with.E
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The waitress arrived with our special orders. As she walked away and making sure 
Tomoz saw me, I made a phone sign with my Dngers, put them to my mouth and ear, 
and mouthed, ”/all me.E She walked away smiling and probably thinking, ”She is going 
to seriously bust his balls for doing that.E

She must be psychic.
Tomoz started to eat her breakfast while pretending to be completely unmoved by my 

childish teasing, ”6ou are such an idiot. First of all, that girl is still a child and would have 
absolutely no interest in an old man like you. Second of all, if you really want to fuck her, 
just say so, and I will go and pick her up; because you are too scared to do it, then we can 
all go to your house and fuck each other. Just say the word.E

She knew I had no interest in threesomes; she was just being passiveCaggressive. AlC
though she really could do that in a nanosecond, don’t believe me? Just wait.

-kay, enough. I’d had my fun, and now I’d been put Drmly in my place.
”Baby, no woman could ever take your place. 6ou are my princess. Now, pass the 

ketchup,E I said with a grin.
Tomoz punched my leg under the table, which, surprisingly, seemed to put her in a 

better mood.
We had breakfast and bantered back and forth for a while.
”So, what I think I heard you say' is that you can’t live without me, correct?E I teased.
Tomoz didn’t miss a beat. ”No. What I said was that I can’t live with you,E she shot 

back. ”6ou’re not listening.E
”Ummm, that’s funny. It didn’t seem that way when you were curled up in my lap, 

purring like a cat,E I counterCretorted. 6ou know what I mean.
”There was nowhere else to sit,E Tomoz replied 7atly.
This backCandCforth went on for a while until Tomoz Dnally capitulated, and I won.
What do you mean you don’t believe me? Sounds like you might have trust issues. 

Lucky for you, I know a great therapist called the -racle in St. Petersburg, Florida, and 
she opens late.

Finally, we got up to leave and pay the bill. Well, the Princess just walked out while I 
paid. She didn’t wait for anyone.K

I hurried to settle the bill and followed her outside. If I didn’t catch up zuickly, who 
knew what kind of trouble she could get into at 4 a.m. outside qenny’s?

-f course, she was taking the opportunity to sneak a cigarette—something I’d never 
allow in my car or my house. She even smoked like a movie star. She’d take a few pu…s, 
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then throw the rest away without even bothering to put it out. Because who extinguishes 
a cigarette—that doesn’t look cool, right?

Uow she’d never accidentally burned down a building was a minor miracle.
I folded her into the car, and we drove o…, cruising through the wealthy neighborC

hoods.
As we drove down the highway, we passed a Porsche dealership. Tomoz immediately 

wanted to pull in and check out the cars—or, more accurately, show me the one she 
wanted me to buy her.

I know I sound a little cynical, but I was zuickly learning how Tomoz thinks.
The truth was, she constantly went back and forth between believing I genuinely cared 

for her and suspecting I was just using her for se&. I went back and forth between believing 
she cared for me and wondering if she only wanted my money and the freedom to do 
whatever she pleased.

Anyway, we both loved cars.
At night, barriers were set up at the Porsche dealership to keep people out. -f course, 

these did not apply to us.
We casually walked around the barriers like they weren’t even there, then wandered 

onto the lot, checking out the new Porsches as well as all the used cars.
Then we walked over and looked through the showroom window. A used red Ferrari 

caught our eye. We both liked it. I even jotted down the price, thinking I might surprise 
her with it later.

6eah, no.
To be honest, if I had the money, I just might have.
Finally, we walked back to my car, which I liked better. We got in and sat there with 

the roof down, talking and making out.
Then, two sheri…s in their S1 s pulled up. We had been spotted on the security 

cameras, and they were sent to check us out. That’s e&actly what they told us.
They walked up to the side of the Bentley, and we sat there chatting with them. They 

were very nice and friendly, and we cracked jokes with them.
As they looked around the Bentley, one of them said, ”This is an ama“ing car.E
I e&plained the whole Mansory body kit thing to them. They were clearly impressed 

and seemed to appreciate that we were downCtoCearth and just chatting with them.
We talked about what it’s like to be a sheri… in today’s world—the challenges and the 

risks. I told them we appreciated what they did.
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Then one of the oécers grinned and said, ”This thing looks like it’s very fast.E
Ue looked at me and asked, ”Is it fast?E
Without missing a beat, I replied, ”I have no idea.E And we all laughed.
They asked where we were coming from.
”qenny’s,E we both said at the same time.
”qenny’s?E one of them sco…ed. ”That place is terrible. Ne&t time, go to :ristiC

na’s—it’s way better.E Ue gave us directions, and then we parted ways.
Tomoz and I e&changed looks, smiled, and started making out again. The e&citement 

had made us both horny. Well, we were always horny.
Tomoz smirked. ”Are you seriously not going to fuck me tonight?E
Straight to the point, as always. I didn’t need further encouragement, and that zuestion 

didn’t need an answer.
I drove straight to the  inoy Uotel, the Hit“C/arlton of St. Petersburg. -n the way, I 

made a reservation. I booked a suite with a balcony. I also arranged for room service to 
have a bottle of Mo8t ( /handon Imp)rial Brut /hampagne on ice waiting for us.

We checked in without any bags. Just the clothes we were standing in. The receptionist 
made it clear he disapproved of our obvious intentions.

”qo you have any bags, Mr. Rdwards?E ”No,E I said simply and 7atly.
”-h, how about Mrs. Rdwards? I assume it is Mrs. Rdwards?E
”No,E I said, a little more intensely.
Ue looked at my driver’s license and said, ”-h, I see you live in Sarasota. I love Sarasota, 

and it’s so close.E Meaning" Why don’t you just go home, where you might at least have a 
toothbrush?

”May I ask the reason for your stay, Mr. Rdwards? Business or pleasure?E
This motherfucker was enjoying this little e&ercise in trying to make us feel guilty 

about coming to his hotel to have se&. In essence, he was saying, We are not some 
rent-a-room-by-the-hour motel. We are a luxury hotel. Ue didn’t say that e&actly, but it 
was strongly implied. Like, I’m not going to turn you away, but we’d rather you not come 
back and do this again.

I didn’t take the bait. I stayed calm—well, calm enough not to snap his fucking head 
o…, at least.

In my mind, I kept repeating" In just a few minutes, I’ll be in a beautiful suite, with 
champagne on ice, with this magnificent woman, having mad, passionate sex with her… 
and you, buddy, will still be standing here with your dick in your hand.
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When the interrogation Dnally ended, he launched into the standard spiel—where 
everything in the hotel was" the gym, the hair salon, the spa, the pool, the pool house, 
where to Dnd the towels by the pool, the pool bar, the restaurant, the restaurant hours for 
breakfast, lunch, and dinner, and—just in case we cared—room service hours. Ue made 
sure to remind us that, at this time of night, room service was closed.

I guess we must have gotten the champagne delivered just in time.
Ue kept droning on about other amenities he knew we wouldn’t use.
”Well, thank you for joining us for the evening,E he said. 0It was 5 a.m! ”Rnjoy your stay 

with us here at the  inoy.E
”-h, I will,E I thought to myself.
As we walked toward the elevator, Tomoz, of course, had to have the last word. She 

knew this guy would be watching her sashay away.
Ualfway to the elevator, she glanced over her shoulder and blew him a slow, se&y 

kiss—just to let him know that she knew he was watching and that she was on her way 
upstairs, where I was going to fuck her brains out.

Ue broke his stare and scurried into the oéce. Brilliant.
But instead of just having se&, we made love—all over the room.
It felt di…erent this time—softer, slower as if we were afraid of breaking something 

fragile between us.
She kissed me like she was searching for answers. And for once, I kissed her like I wanted 

to give them.
We had been through a lot together. It had already been a whirlwind.
We were both trying to Dnd love and a safe place to be. I put on some love songs, 

including our song, All of Me, by John Legend. The lyrics were perfect for us—”6ou’re 
cra“y, and I’m out of my mind, G for a start.

We held and caressed each other. We were still standing in the middle of the room 
as I gently kissed her lips, then her face, and slowly kissed down her body. As I pulled 
her gently to the 7oor, I began taking o… her clothes. I continued kissing her body, her 
breasts—kissing, nibbling, caressing her face, pushing my hands through her hair, lightly 
tugging.

Tomoz just enjoyed it. Which was Dne with me. I enjoyed giving her pleasure.
I slowly made my way down to her pussy and ignored it. I’ll get back to her in a minute. 

She liked me to tease her.
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I started kissing and licking the inside of her thighs. Then I went down her legs, calves, 
and all the way to her toes.

Then back up again, this time stopping at her pussy. She still had her panties on, so I 
kissed and licked her through them. Then, slowly, I began pulling them down and o… 
completely.

Now I was sitting up, looking at her face. She looked at me like, For fuck’s sake, will 
you just fuck me with your tongue, you bastard?

So, I put my mouth over her pussy and began gently blowing on her clit. She began 
moaning again.

Then, the slightest, gentlest touch of my tongue— licking around the outside walls of 
her pussy.

Putting my tongue deep inside her. Then taking it out and putting her entire pussy in 
my mouth. Sucking her juices.

This went on for a long time. She would orgasm, and I would start all over again.
Then, Dnally, we made love.
Afterward, we just lay on the 7oor ne&t to each other, spent.
After a while, we got up and sat on the balcony. -f course, Tomoz had a cigarette while 

I opened the champagne. We took a few sips, she smoked half a cigarette, and then we 
headed to bed. We simply held each other and drifted o… to sleep.

When I woke up, we were still in the same position—clinging to each other as if we 
never wanted to let go. I lay there for a while, watching her sleep, mesmeri“ed by her 
beautiful face. What an ama“ing gift.

She stirred awake slowly.
Mornings weren’t her favorite time of day—she could be very grumpy until she had 

her co…ee.
I nudged her. GBreakfast is about to end. If we don’t get down there ASAP, we’ll have 

to wait an hour for room service.G
That got her moving. In an instant, she went into hyperCspeed and was ready in 

minutes.
We went down for breakfast and sat outside on the veranda, soaking in the morning 

sunshine.
The waiter came over and took our orders.
”What time does breakfast Dnish here in the restaurant?E Tomoz inzuired suspiciously.
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”-h, you have plenty of time—breakfast doesn’t Dnish for another hour,E he replied 
politely.

Tomoz turned to me, narrowing her eyes. ”6ou are such a liarSE she said, kicking me 
under the table.

I smirked. ”Shut up and just be grateful we’re here,E I said, trying to shift her focus.
We reminisced about last night. Me running out of gas. Uer coming to save me on her 

white horse. The clouds.
Arriving at the therapist an hour and a half late, and the -racle still being there. The 

-racle making us herbal tea. The fun we had with the e&ercises. Tomoz lying in my lap.
G6ou two have to go home separately.G
Then we went to dinner together. qenny’s. The se&y waitress. No, I didn’t say that. 

”What I heard you say was'E The Porsche dealer. The Ferrari. The sheri…s.
GIs it fast?G
GAre you seriously not going to fuck me tonight?G That was something only Tomoz 

would say.
The guy at reception. Tomoz’s blown kiss—classic. The lovemaking. Sleeping in each 

other’s arms and so much more.
And now, here we are, having breakfast the ne&t morning.
We laughed and relived the whole evening again. We were having the time of our lives. 

Literally.
Then, with impeccable timing, Tomoz asked to borrow the Rscalade.
GBaby, I need something to get around in,G she reasoned. GI hate depending on Melania 

for rides. Plus, how else will I get to AA meetings or that -rlando seminar you want me 
to go to this weekend?G

I know—poor Tomoz, right? No? 6eah, that’s what I thought, too.
So I said, ”-f course, baby.E Because I just can’t say no to her.
We went back to my house, and before I could change my mind, Tomoz left in her new 

Rscalade. I knew e&actly what she was doing, but I admired her for it.
Ask for what you want, and if at Drst you don’t succeed—just take it.
I told you there was another story about a car.
This one had just begun. And it did not end well.
I know—you’d never have guessed that, right?
Uey, I was under her spell. The nectar was into&icating, as any 7y would tell you. Well, 

—if they ever got away, of course. And few did.



FINAL RqIT C TUR  RN1S FL6 THAP /-P6 /-P6 454

I was already deep inside the  enus Fly Trap, slowly being pulled further into her jaws.
And just like that, we were back together. And that was the end of therapy.
Like I said, the therapist was really good. That’s why we called her the -racle.
The -racle had worked her magic, though perhaps not zuite as intended.
Toing to therapy had pushed us back together.
But it had solved nothing.
I reali“ed there was no way Tomoz would continue therapy, not even with the -racle. 

She would constantly undermine the process at every turn until it became untenable.
Rvents were accelerating, with no signs of slowing down. Rvery day brought new 

developments, new complications, new ways for us to become even more entangled in 
each other’s lives.

Looking back, I can see how each moment and each decision pulled us further down 
our path. The therapy session had given us a false sense of progress—made us believe we’d 
addressed our issues when, in reality, we had barely scratched the surface.

The Rscalade would become another thread in our tangled web—another connection, 
another source of con7ict.

-ur relationship was like a highCspeed train—thrilling, dangerous, and impossible 
to stop once in motion. Rvery step forward took us further from solid ground, yet we 
couldn’t help ourselves.

The intensity of our connection. The depth of our feelings. They overshadowed all the 
warning signs.

Things were happening fast. :eep up.
Because they’re not about to slow down anytime soon.
This would be a good time to use the bathroom if you need to. Uurry.



Chapter Fifteen

“Don’t Call Me Crazy!”

I  tried numerous times to get Tomoz into a rehab program. My wrst attempt Sas in 
,arasotac at a rehab and revofery laviFity vaFFed —irst ,tep. ,he lought me tooth and 

naiFc but wnaFFyc she agreed to go as an outpatient.
Tomoz Sas terriwed ol residentiaF rehab programsxprobabFy bevause ol her past 

e"perienves. I hafe this habit ol using the Sord zvrajyz to desvribe aFF sorts ol strange 
behafiors and efents that are “ust strange. I SouFd olten say to Tomozc A?re you vrajy”O 
Yr sometimesc A'ouWre vrajy.O !hen I vaFFed her vrajyc she SouFd go vrajy1

Maybe it Sas bevause her lather put her in a psyvhiatriv hospitaF Shen she Sas 6kc or 
perhaps bevause she EneS she reaFFy was vrajy.

…ither Sayc I stopped vaFFing her vrajyT “ust in vase she Sent vrajy.
Hhe truth isc Se are both vrajy. DoSeferc I am proud ol my vrajyxShivh is itseFl a sign 

that you reaFFy are vrajy.
?nySayc Tomoz wnaFFy agrees to go to outpatient rehab. -uring the intaEe ol neS 

patientsc they hafe a group meeting. Hhey aFF share their storiesc opening up to get to EnoS 
one another.

Dafing dated and married Somen Sith aFvohoF probFemsxand as a spirituaF voun’
seForxI had e"perienved many ol these meetings.

Tomozc hoSeferc vompFeteFy disrupted the session by maEing snide vomments about 
other peopFeBs stories. Nelore Fongc it turned into a lree’lor’aFF and vhaos. Hhenc in true 
Tomoz lashionc she stormed out. Hhey SouFdnBt Fet her bavE in alter that. !eFFc that tooE 
vare ol that.

Hhat Sas Tomoz. ,heBd put up a wghtc efentuaFFy gife inc and agree to do Shat I 
asEedxonFy to maEe sure it didnBt SorE. Hhat Sayc it SasnBt her lauFt Shen it aFF leFF 
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apart. It Sas nefer her idea not to go through Sith something. ,he Sas more than 
SiFFingxsomeone eFse messed up. !hat vouFd she do” :enius.

Hhe sad part Sas that she Sas onFy hurting herseFlc but she didnBt vare. Der phiFosophy 
SasT SeFFc she didnBt reaFFy hafe one. —or the most partc she “ust Fifed in the moment.

I toFd myseFl IBd done eferything I vouFdc but deep doSnc I EneS it SasnBt enough. 
Maybe I Santed to beFiefe sheBd safe herseFlc or perhaps I Sas “ust too alraid to admit that 
I vouFdnBt safe her.

VooEing bavE Sas painluF lorTomoz. HhinEing about the luture Sas svary lor her. In 
the present momentc she Sas terriwed ol being abandoned. ,oc aFvohoFc se"c and drugs 
bevame her onFy esvape lrom her lears and pain.

HaEing those things aSay lrom her meant lorving her to lave her demonsc her learsc and 
her pain.

—aving her demons Sas more than Tomoz vouFd handFe. xIn her mindc il aFvohoFc 
drugsc and se" shortened her Filec then so be it. Ho herc a File Sithout them SasnBt Sorth 
Fifing. It Sas nefer about Fongefityxit Sas about esvape.

I had a vhoiveq Fet her go or avvept her lor Sho she Sas and try to breaE her laFFs as best I 
vouFd. I vouFdnBt Fet her go. It Sas as simpFe as that. I EneS there SouFd be vonseéuenves. 
?FF I vouFd do Sas try to minimije themxil onFy in my mind.

?t the same timec she vrafed Fofec a4evtionc attentionc and vompanionshipxthings 
she EneS she vouFd aFSays get lrom me. Nut Shen I SasnBt aroundc she SouFd wnd them 
someShere eFse. In her mindc she had no other vhoive.

…fery Hhursdayc I Felt toSn lor my three’day speaEing efentc Shivh ran lrom —riday 
through ,unday. Hhenc I SouFd Dy home on ,unday or Mondayc depending on Shere I 
Sas in the vountry and Dight times. Hhis Sas Shen Tomoz got FoneFy Shen she started 
leeFing the painc and Shen she had to wnd reFiel.

,oc on Hhursdayc PenE drofe me to the airportc and I DeS o4 to ?Fbanyc LeS 'orE. 
MeanShiFec Tomoz Sent to a three’day seminar in YrFandoxVandmarE —orum.

!aitT Tomoz? Tomoz and personaF defeFopment” Lot e"avtFy a matvh.
Nut I Sas deepFy infested in it.
?s -r. ChiF SouFd sayc “How’s that working for you so far?”
Rp untiF noSc pretty good. ?vtuaFFyc fery good. 'ou seec this Sas Shat I spoEe about 

and tried to Fife my File by.
LoSc did I hafe more SorE to do on myseFl” ?bsoFuteFy. ?ndc as youBre starting to 

wgure outc I stiFF do. 'esc a Fot.
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It tooE me a Fong time to wnaFFy put myseFl out there and teavh this stu4. —or yearsc I 
thought I had to be perfect belore teavhing. ?dmirabFe and stupid.

I hafe SorEed Sith some ol the most lamous seFl’heFp gurus you van thinE ol. ?nd 
guess Shat”

HhatBs rightxnone ol them pravtive everything they teavh.
Hhat doesnBt mean they shouFdnBt teavh. HhereBs an oFd sayingq A!e teavh Shat Se 

need to Fearn.O ?nd itBs true.
It Sas onFy fery reventFy that the SheeFs Sere starting to vome o4 my oSn train.
,tiFFc I Santed to heFp Tomoz in any Say I vouFd. I thought that maybex“ust maybexil 

she vouFd defeFop the mentaF and emotionaF tooFs to vope Sith her demonsc Se vouFd wnd 
another Say lorSard.

Yl voursec she Sas not going to Fisten to mec so I had to get vreatife. HhatBs hoS I 
vonfinved her to attend a VandmarE —orum SeeEend efent in YrFando.

?nd she avtuaFFy Sent.
—or the wrst day.
!eFFT the wrst morningc anySay.
I vaFFed her lrom my efent in ?Fbany to see hoS things Sere going. ,he saidc AHhis is a 

Saste ol my time. I aFready EnoS aFF this stupid stu4. I am way beyond this.O
I Sas going to sayc “Well, you may know it, but are you actually using any of it?” Nut I 

thought better ol it.
I had tried.
AI hafe better things to do at homecO she e"pFainedxthough she didnBt spevily Shat 

these better things Sere.
?nother laiFed attempt to heFp her.
!hatBs the dewnition ol insanity” CeopFe FiEe to say itBs doing the same thing ofer and 

oferc e"pevting a di4erent resuFt.
Nut thatBs not the real dewnition.
IBFF get to that Fater.
In the meantimec pray lor me.
?nd lor Tomoz.
Especially lor Tomoz.



Chapter Sixteen

“Mission 
Accomplished”

I ewb ackf romy yv wnwti At lTactv im pcySc cAoSmoi mt udtgcv tAh.iP I .cg coocthwg 
rmo c TAym im ywwi yw ci i.w cAoSmoi ctg icfw yw im SAkf dS Tomoz ci .wo cScoiywti At 

uiP swiwo,adohP
I kcTTwg Tomoz mt i.w bcvP u.w bc, godtfP u.w bc, At i.w aco ci .wo cScoiywti,— k.ciiAth 

bAi. ,myw hdv"SomacaTv mtw mr i.w hdv, I ywi i.wow mt mdo 'o,i gciwP
’IWy mt yv bcv—’ I imTg .woP
u.w ydyaTwg ,mywi.Ath Atkm.wowti ctg .dth dSP
l ftmi iAh.iwtwg At yv ,imyck.P p.wt ,.w kcTTwg yw ackfP u.w bc, ,TdooAth .wo bmog,P 

Ii ,mdtgwg TAfw ,.w bc, At c aci.ommyP p.wt I .wcog c yct?, nmAkwP Bc, ,.w At i.w ywtW, 
aci.ommyq

zv i.w iAyw I cooAnwg— ,.w bc, mdi mr i.w aci.ommy— ctg i.wow bc, tm hdv At ,Ah.iP Ii 
bc, c owTAwr— .mtw,iTv— ,Atkw i.w TAym kmdTg mtTv 'i wTwnwt SwmSTw"i.wow bc, tm bcv bw 
kmdTg?nw ,Hdww-wg .Ay AtP

p.w TAym goAnwo gomSSwg d, m“ ci yv STckwP
l, ,mmt c, bw ,iwSSwg At,Agw— ,.w ,.odhhwg m“ .wo kmci ctg im,,wg Ai mtim i.w kmdk.P 

”wo .wwT, kTAkfwg chcAt,i i.w emmo TAfw c ywiomtmyw— kmdtiAth gmbt im ,mywi.Ath AtD
wnAicaTwP

p.w cAo 'TTwg bAi. .wo Swordyw— i.Akf bAi. ctiAkASciAmtP
R”dthovqE ,.w c,fwg— ,yAofAth c, ,.w Smdowg .wo,wTr c goAtfP
zdi gAttwo bc, twnwo mt i.w ywtdP ltg i.ci bc, 'tw"Tomoz bc, twnwo i.w fAtg im 

STcv .md,wP ltg I bc, twnwo i.w fAtg im bcti mo c,f .wo imP
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Ii bc, iAyw rmo d, im gm b.ci bw cTbcv, gAg— b.ci kcyw tcidocTTv im d, ami.P Tomoz 
bc, bATg ctvbcv— adi cTkm.mTq p.ci Yd,i Smdowg hc,mTAtw mt i.w 'owP

ltg b.ci c 'ow Ai bc,P
l bATg tAh.i# ctg gcv# ctg tAh.i chcAtP
xr kmdo,w— ,.w bc,t?i godtf i.w b.mTw iAyw"bw .cg mi.wo ,da,ictkw,— owywyawoq
p.w i.Ath, bw gAg im wck. mi.wo"bwTT— ym,iTv yw im .wo#
B.ci fAtg mr i.Ath,q
Mmd gmt?i bcttc ftmbP B.ciq
x.— vmd gmq
swonwoiP
Ir vmd i.Atf I?y hmAth im gw,koAaw b.ci .cSSwtwg# i.wt vmd SAkfwg i.w oAh.i ammfP Ir 

vmd gmt?i bcti im ftmb— ,fAS im Schw FPPP
Tomoz wywohwg romy i.w ,wV ommy At c aTckf TciwV mdi'i i.ci kTdth im .wo amgv— wnwov 

Atk. mr Ai gw,Ahtwg im kmyyctg ciiwtiAmtP p.w kmo,wi?, koA,,kom,, Tckw, kAtk.wg .wo bcA,i— 
.wo .Ah. .wwT, cggwg im .wo cTowcgv imbwoAth Sow,wtkw— ctg i.w kmt'gwtkw At .wo ,ioAgw 
bc, AtimVAkciAthP

”wo .cAo bc, bATg— ctg .wo wvw ycfwdS ,ydghwg Yd,i wtmdh. im ycfw .wo Tmmf w“moiD
Tw,,Tv owawTTAmd,P

p.w ,wVAw,i i.Ath I .cg wnwo ,wwtP
I?g ,wi i.w ymmg"gAy TAh.iAth— eAkfwoAth kctgTw, kc,iAth ,.cgmb, mt i.w bcTT,P l 

NwTAoAdy cTady .dyywg At i.w ackfhomdtg— Tmb ctg ,wt,dcTP xt i.w tAh.i,ictg— aw,Agw 
i.w mSwt gmmo mr i.w ,wV ommy— I?g kod,.wg i.w ,Swwg SATT, mt c yAoomo— twciTv coocthAth 
,iocb, aw,Agw i.w yAoomoP

I bc, ,iATT ycfAth 'tcT imdk.w, b.wt Tomoz ,iwSSwg mdi mr i.w ,wV ommy— bwcoAth i.w 
AtkowgAaTw aTckf TciwV mdi'i ctg ,ictgAth ,AV rwwi 'nw At .wo ,AVDAtk. STcirmoy .wwT,P

l ,wV hmggw,,P
I bc, ,Swwk.Tw,,P I ,icowg— ioct,'Vwg— c, ,.w ,TmbTv bcTfwg mnwo im yw— hTAgAth w“moiTw,,Tv 

ckom,, i.w kcoSwi At i.m,w ,AVDAtk. .wwT,P l yAockTw At Ai,wTrP Cm,i bmywt ,iodhhTw im bcTf 
mt c ,ymmi. emmo At .wwT, i.ci .Ah."Twi cTmtw mt kcoSwiP

u.w goctf At i.w wVSow,,Amt mt yv rckwP u.w ftwb ,.w .cg yw wVckiTv b.wow ,.w bctiwgP 
pmicT kmtiomTP la,mTdiw SmbwoP ltg ,.w Tmnwg AiP

u.w bcTfwg oAh.i dS im yw ctg ,TAg .wo .ctg, ,TmbTv comdtg yv twkfP BAi. c ,Tmb— 
gwTAawociw im,, mr .wo .cAo— ,.w Scoiwg .wo TAS, ctg koc,.wg i.wy mtim yAtw— gwnmdoAth ywP 
B.ciwnwo I?g awwt .mTgAth ,TASSwg romy yv 'thwo, ctg .Ai i.w emmoP
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p.wt— Tomoz gomSSwg im .wo ftww,P l bAkfwg ,yATw STcvwg mt .wo TAS, c, ,.w wt,dowg I 
bc, ymow i.ct owcgvP uciA,'wg— ,.w om,w hockwrdTTv ctg ,cdtiwowg mnwo im i.w awgP

l, ,.w kTAyawg mtim i.w awg— ,.w hTctkwg mnwo .wo ,.mdTgwo ctg ,cAg— R:wi i.w kcywocPE
”mTv rdkfP
I hocaawg i.w kcywoc romy i.w coyk.cAo av i.w bAtgmb— yv SdT,w .cyywoAthP B.wt 

I idotwg ackf— i.wow ,.w bc,",ictgAth icTT mt i.w awg— rocywg chcAt,i i.w Twci.wo .wcgD
amcog— Twh, ,TAh.iTv ScoiwgP

I ,icoiwg icfAth S.mimhocS., c, ,.w Sdi mt ctmi.wo AtkowgAaTw ,.mbP
I twnwo hcnw .wo ctv ,dhhw,iAmt, mt .mb im Sm,w9 ,.w gAgt?i twwg i.wyP u.w ftwb wVckiTv 

b.ci im gmP ”wo ymnwywti,— cthTw,— ctg .mb ,.w STcvwg im i.w kcywoc bwow cTT w“moiTw,,P 
u.w .cg Sm,w, I?g twnwo ,wwt awrmow— mtw, I kmdTgt?i .cnw wnwt AychAtwgP 1m hommyAth 
bc, twwgwg— tm cgYd,iywti,— tm At,iodkiAmt,P l, c imS ymgwT— ,.w .cg gwnwTmSwg ct 
AySwkkcaTw wvw rmo wnwov iAtv gwicATP Lnwovi.Ath .cg im aw SworwkiP

”wo ,imkfAth, .dhhwg .wo Twh,— i.w hcoiwo, SdTTwg icdi— gAhhAth ,TAh.iTv Atim .wo ew,. 
b.wtwnwo ,.w awti rmobcogP p.w ,wcy, mr .wo ,imkfAth, bwow SworwkiTv cTAhtwg"twnwo c 
i.owcg mdi mr STckwP

”wo kmo,wi, bwow cTbcv, c, iAh.i c, Sm,,AaTwP u.w twnwo immf .wo ,.mw, m“"b.wi.wo 
bcTfAth— gctkAth— mo wnwt mt i.w awg— i.w .wwT, owycAtwg c Scoi mr .wo— ct wViwt,Amt mr 
b.m ,.w bc,P u.w k.cthwg i.wy bAi. wck. mdi'i— adi i.wv bwow c kmt,ictiP

Bw?g ,Swtg gcv, TAfw i.A,P uwVP zckfhcyymt rmo .mdo,— mdi'i ctg .Ah. .wwT, mt ci cTT 
iAyw,P I twnwo c,fwg .wo im gm i.ciP u.w bctiwg im",.w .ciwg tmi awAth At .wo .wwT,P

p.A, bc, Tomoz’s bmoTgP I Twi .wo aw .wo,wTr— ctg ,.w Tmnwg AiP p.w,w bwow i.w ymywti, 
b.wt ,.w rwTi rowwP 7oww im aw .wo,wTrP pm wVSow,, .wo ,wVdcTAiv bAi.mdi Ydghywti mo rwcoP 
pm aw bmo,.ASSwgP pm aw Tmmfwg ci— im aw cgmowgP pm .cnw yv rdTT— dtgAnAgwg ciiwtiAmtP

u.w bmdTg mriwt ,cv— RI twwg i.A,PE
u.w ymnwg edAgTv— ,.AriAth Atim aowci.icfAth Sm,w, cTT mnwo i.w awg— .wo amgv c yc,D

iwoSAwkw At ymiAmtP p.wt— Yd,i TAfw i.ci— ,.w ,TAg m“ i.w awg ctg bcTfwg Atim i.w ,wV ommyP 
u.w bc, owcgv im icfw Ai im i.w twVi TwnwTP

I rmTTmbwg— yw,ywoA-wg— c, i.w ,wV hmggw,, ycgw .wo bcv im i.w yAoomowg ,ichwP u.w 
,iwSSwg mtim Ai w“moiTw,,Tv— .wo ,AVDAtk. .wwT, kTAkfAth ,mriTv chcAt,i i.w ,dorckwP u.w ymnwg 
At i.wy TAfw i.wv bwow ,wkmtg tcidow c, Ar ,.w bwow acowrmmiP I twnwo ,cb .wo ,TAS mo ioAS At 
i.wy"tmi mtkwP

u.w bmdTg wnwt gctkw At i.wy— c, ,.w bc, camdi im gmP u.w kdoTwg c .ctg comdtg i.w 
,ioASSwo SmTw— .wo amgv cok.Ath c, ,.w awhct im ,SAt",Tmb— kmtiomTTwg— AtimVAkciAthP xtw 
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Twh wViwtgwg wTwhctiTv im i.w ,Agw— i.w mi.wo awti kTm,wo im i.w SmTwP ”wo .wcg iATiwg ackf— 
.wo TAS, ,TAh.iTv ScoiwgP

p.w ommy bc, c kci.wgocT mr owewkiAmt,"wAh.iDrmmiD.Ah. yAoomo, TAtAth wnwov bcTT— i.w 
yAoomowg ,ichw hTwcyAthP I kmdTg bcik. .wo romy wnwov cthTwP B.Ak. I gAgP um gAg TomozP 
u.w Tmnwg im Tmmf ci .wo,wTr9 Ai idotwg .wo mtP

p.w ommy bc,t?i Yd,i c ackfgomS"Ai bc, c yctArw,iciAmt mr mdo ,.cowg k.cm, ctg 
twwg rmo kmtiomTP Lnwov wTwywti— romy i.w yAoomowg ,ichw im i.w owTwtiTw,, coiA'kAcT TAh.iD
Ath— owewkiwg i.w gdcTAiv mr mdo kmttwkiAmt0 AtimVAkciAth vwi ,d“mkciAth— wTwkioArvAth vwi 
Atw,kcScaTwP

I yctchwg im aowcf roww romy yv ioctkw ctg TAriwg i.w kcywocP Ir vmd .cnwt?i owcTA-wg 
cTowcgv"I?y c nmvwdoP I kmdTgt?i bcAi im ,ww i.w,w ,.mi, ctg im owTAnw i.A, ymywti rocyw 
av rocywP

Tomoz cTbcv, bctiwg im Tmmf ci i.wy bAi. ywP
u.w bctiwg i.wy aTmbt dS— rocywg— ctg .dth cTT mnwo i.w .md,w TAfw SAwkw, mr coiP u.w 

.cg tm At.AaAiAmt, camdi .wo amgv ctg tm ow,wonciAmt, camdi .wo ,wVdcTAivP u.w gAgt?i 
Yd,i TAfw awAth Tmmfwg ci",.w kocnwg AiP u.w twnwo ,cAg— RsomyA,w vmd bmt?i ,.mb i.w,w im 
ctvmtwPE 6Afw yctv bmywt .cg imTg ywP

Ir Ai bwowt?i rmo yv At,wkdoAiAw,— ,.w bmdTg .cnw ,.mbt i.w SAkidow, im ctvmtw b.m 
bctiwg im ,ww i.wyP u.w bc, Somdg mr i.wyP

zv tmb— Tomoz bc, Sm,Ath chcAtP ;omdk.wg oAh.i At romti mr yw— c yc,,Anw gATgm At .wo 
ymdi.— .wo TciwV SctiAw, ,iowik.wg wnwt iAh.iwo chcAt,i .wo ,fAtP ”wo 'thwo, ymnwg ,TmbTv— 
imdk.Ath .wo,wTr— .wo wvw, gA,icti— Tm,i At b.ciwnwo rctic,v .cg icfwt .mTg mr .woP

u.w bc, hmtw"kmySTwiwTv Ayywo,wg At .wo bmoTgP
u.w bmdTg ,Ai mt i.w wghw mr i.w ,ichw— .wo ,AVDAtk. .wwT, STctiwg 'oyTv mt i.w emmoP 

u.w?g ,iAkf i.w gATgm mtim i.w yAoomowg ,ichw— d,Ath i.w ,dkiAmt ci i.w ac,w im ,wkdow Ai ctg 
oAgw Ai rmo ywP

p.wt— bAi. c ,Tmb— gwTAawociw hockw— ,.w Twri i.w ,ichw ctg Tcv mt i.w bcnwD,.cSwg ,wV 
TmdthwoP Bw d,wg i.w oAth, ctg GwTkom iAw,P Tomoz Tmnwg im aw iAwg dSP

Ii rc,kAtciwg yw .mb .wo ,dayA,,Amt— ScocgmVAkcTTv— hcnw .wo kmtiomTP It ,doowtgwoAth— 
,.w ,ATwtkwg .wo ow,iTw,, yAtg— iocgAth k.cm, rmo Swckw At i.m,w ymywti,P

Bcik.Ath .wo— I bmtgwowg .mb bw .cg awkmyw ,m wtibAtwg At i.A, bmoTg mr wViowyw,P 
Bc, i.A, rowwgmy"mo Yd,i ctmi.wo rmoy mr w,kcSwq
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u.w mtkw imTg yw i.A, bc, i.w mtTv iAyw .wo i.mdh.i, bwowt?i ockAth— i.ci hAnAth .wo,wTr 
mnwo im yw kmySTwiwTv bc, .wo bcv mr 'tgAth SwckwP l fAtg mr i.wocSvP uiATT— I kmdTgt?i 
.wTS adi rwwT kmySTAkAi At .wo w,kcSwP

Bw Tm,i ctv ,wt,w mr iAywP p.Akf kdoicAt, ,ymi.wowg i.w bAtgmb,— ,.diiAth mdi i.w 
mdi,Agw bmoTgP 1m TAh.iP Bw twnwo Tmmfwg ci i.w kTmkfP Ii gAgt?i yciiwoP p.wow bc, 
tmb.wow wT,w bw bctiwg im aw"Yd,i i.w ibm mr d,— idotAth m“ mdo yAtg, ctg i.w mdi,Agw 
bmoTgP

Bw bwow TAiwocTTv At mdo mbt bmoTg mr ,wVdcT rowwgmy"Yd,i i.w ibm mr d,P
Tomoz bmdTg .cnw awwt .cSSv im aoAth At mi.wo SwmSTw— adi I bc,t?i Atim i.ci— ctg ,.w 

bc, mfcv bAi. Ai awAth Yd,i i.w ibm mr d,— ci Twc,i rmo tmbP
u.w ymnwg i.omdh. cTT fAtg, mr Sm,AiAmt,— wVSwoAywtiAth bAi. i.w ,wV imv,P
1wVi kcyw i.w Tmth aTckf sG; owkicthdTco awtk.P u.w Tmnwg ,AiiAth c,ioAgw Ai— AyScTAth 

.wo,wTr mt c gATgm— rdkfAth Ai ,TmbTv b.ATw I bcik.wgP
p.wt I awhct ycfAth Tmnw im .woP I?g awhAt av hAnAth .wo mocT ,wVP 7mo .mdo,— I Tm,i yv,wTr 

At i.w bcv .wo amgv ow,SmtgwgP I Tmnwg ycfAth .wo mohc,yP u.w ,wwywg im TAfw Ai— immP
B.wt I bc, gmtw— Tomoz bc, owcgv rmo c aowcfP u.w?g owck. rmo i.w Yco mr kmkmtdi mAT— 

kmciAth yv kmkf ctg acTT,P
p.wt ,.w bmdTg Sdi c iAh.i kmkf oAth mt ywP p.w nwAt, At yv kmkf bmdTg homb aAhhwo— 

SdT,Ath bAi. aTmmg— ycfAth yv kmkf wnwt aAhhwo ctg .cogwoP
u.w bmdTg ,Ai mt i.w owkicthdTco sG; awtk. At romti mr yw— Twh, mSwt— hAnAth yw c rdTT 

nAwb mr .wo iAh.i Twci.wo SctiAw,— ,imkfAth,— hcoiwo awTi— .wwT,— ctg TciwV kmo,wi"i.w b.mTw 
mdi'iP u.w bmdTg icTf gAoiv im ywP

Tomoz bmdTg icfw yv kmkf At .wo oAh.i ',i— .mTgAth Ai iAh.iP R6mmf ci yw— acavP Mmd 
TAfw i.A,qE ,.w?g iwc,w yw— hw,idoAth gmbt .wo amgv bAi. c ,Tmb— gwTAawociw .ctgP

p.wt— ,.w?g TAri .wo awti oAh.i Twh mtim i.w sG; awtk.— i.w mi.wo rmmi STctiwg 'oyTv 
mt i.w emmo— hAnAth yw ct wnwt awiiwo nAwbP

uTmbTv— ,.w bmdTg ,icoi ymnAth .wo ',i dS ctg gmbtP Rzcav— I bcti vmd im kdy rmo ywP 
I bcti vmd im kdy cTT mnwo ywPE

”wo hoAS bmdTg iAh.iwt— i.w ymiAmt gwTAawociw ci 'o,i— i.wt hocgdcTTv Atkowc,Ath ,SwwgP
RI Tmnw i.w ic,iw mr kdy At yv ymdi.P I Tmnw i.w rwwT mr kdy mt yv rckw ctg yv twkfP I 

Tmnw im rwwT kdy goASSAth mdi mr yv Sd,,v ctg odttAth gmbt yv Twh,P zcav— hAnw Ai im yw— 
STwc,wP sTwc,w— bATT vmd kdy rmo ywqE

Bw .cg awwt .cnAth ,wV rmo :mg ftmb, .mb Tmth— ctg I bc, cTowcgv owcgv im rdkfAth 
wVSTmgwP Cv kdy .cg awwt adATgAth ctg adATgAthP
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R;myw mt— acavP I bcti vmd im kdy rmo ywP’ ”wo nmAkw bc, c b.A,Swo— c kmyyctg— c 
SomyA,wP ’:Anw Ai im ywP I?y awhhAth vmd im ,.mmi vmdo kdy At yv ymdi.P BATT vmd gm 
i.ci rmo yw— acavq sTwc,wP I bcti im ,bcTTmb Ai gmbt yv i.omciP I bcti c, ydk. c, vmd kct 
hAnw yw— acavP I bcti cTT vmdo kdyPE

li i.A, SmAti— I bctiwg im kdy ,m acg— adi i.w kmkf oAth A, ,m rdkfAth iAh.i Ai?, ,imSSAth 
ywP

Tomoz ftmb, i.ci— mr kmdo,wP u.w ,yATw, ci yw— iwc,Ath ywP
Rzcav— cow vmd owcgv im kdyqE u.w Atkowc,w, i.w ,Swwg mr .wo ',i— SdySAth dS ctg 

gmbtP
Rxfcv— acavP I bcti vmd im rdkfAth wVSTmgw cTT mnwo vmdo gAoiv b.mowP I cy ,dk. c gAoiv 

,TdiP I Tmnw kdy— acavP I rdkfAth Tmnw AiPE
u.w vctf, i.w kmkf oAth m“ ywP R:Anw Ai im yw— acavP sTwc,wP I twwg AiP I bcti im goAtf 

vmdo kdyPE
Cv Twh, bwow ,.cfAthP I kcyw ,m .cog I kmdTgt?i aowci.wP
Rp.ci?, Ai— acavP x. vw,PE Tomoz kcdh.i c, ydk. c, ,.w kmdTg At .wo ymdi. ctg goctf 

Ai gmbtP u.w i.wt TAkfwg Ai m“ .wo .ctg— immf yv kmkf At .wo ymdi.— ctg ,dkfwg i.w Tc,i 
gomS gmbt .wo i.omciP

Ii immf yw c yAtdiw im kmyw ackf im owcTAiv ctg ,icoi aowci.Ath chcAtP
Rzcav— i.ci bc, rdkfAth cyc-AthP p.ctf vmd—E I ,cAg aowci.Tw,,TvP
RMmd cow bwTkmywPE u.w ,yATwg ctg TAkfwg .wo 'thwo, mtw ci c iAywP
I kcyw ,m .cog I kmdTg acowTv ymnw rmo c b.ATwP u.w .cg c Tmmf mt .wo rckw i.ci ,cAg— 

Mission Accomplished"c, Ar i.AtfAth— Now I can get a break from this fucking sex maniac!
p.wt bw bmdTg hm mdi,AgwP I?g TAh.i i.w 'ow SAi— ctg bw?g ,Ai mt i.w ,mrc— wck. ci mdo 

wtg— bAi. i.w ackfhcyymt amcog awibwwt d,P Bw bmdTg STcv rmo c Tmth iAywP
p.w ,.coS wghw, mr .wo nmAkw ,mriwtwg— .wo Sm,idow Tmm,wtwgP 7mo i.w 'o,i iAyw i.ci 

tAh.i— ,.w bc,t?i SwormoyAth"bc,t?i kmyyctgAth mo kmt,dyAthP 4d,i wVA,iAthP ltg rmo 
c ewwiAth ,wkmtg— I bmtgwowg Ar i.A, bc, i.w nwo,Amt mr .wo I?g rcTTwt rmo"i.w mtw b.m 
gAgt?i twwg i.w k.cm, im rwwT cTAnwP

xr kmdo,w— bw gAgt?i cTbcv, gm cTT i.A, At mtw ,w,,AmtP xtkw bw hmi ,icoiwg— bw bmdTg 
d,dcTTv fwwS hmAth rmo gcv,P

Bw bmdTg aowcf i.Ath, dS Atim yctv ,w,,Amt,P ltg i.w,w bwow av tm ywct, i.w mtTv 
i.Ath, bw gAg"mo i.w mtTv i.Ath, Tomoz Tmnwg im SwormoyP

u.w Tmnwg ymnAth cTT mnwo i.w .md,w— gow,,wg At .wo ,idttAth mdi'i, ctg .wwT,— Sm,Ath 
rmo yw b.ATw I bc, icfAth S.mimhocS., mr .wo— ctg .cnAth ,wV bAi. .woP
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BAi. i.w zwtiTwv ctg i.w UmTT,— At i.w gAtAth ommy— At i.w wTwncimo— dS,icAo,— At i.w 
aci.ommy"mnwo i.w doAtcT",.w Tmnwg hwiiAth dS .Ah.— ycfAth yw Tmmf dS ci .wo b.ATw 
I kcSidowg i.w ymywtiP

Bw rdkfwg At wnwov awgommy— av i.w SmmT— mt i.w awck. awg— At i.w SmmT— At i.w imATwi— 
At i.w ,.mbwo— At i.w aci.— At i.w Yckd--A".wo .mTgAth i.w doAtcT b.ATw I rdkfwg .wo romy 
aw.Atg"wnwovb.wowP

u.w Tmnwg SdTTAth mdi i.w aTckf STc,iAk ,.wwi mt i.w emmo mr i.w ,wV ommy ,m bw kmdTg 
hwi yw,,vP

I .cg rmdo ,Socv amiiTw, ctg bmdTg 'TT i.wy bAi. SmdoAth kowcyP u.w bmdTg ,Ai ackf— 
mSwt .wo ymdi.— ,iAkf mdi .wo imthdw— ctg ,Socv SmdoAth kowcy cTT mnwo AiP u.w Tmnwg AiP u.w 
Tmnwg i.w Agwc mr .cnAth kdy cTT mnwo .woP u.w bmdTg kmtiAtdw .wo Swormoyctkw— SdiiAth 
aAhhwo ctg aAhhwo gATgmw, At,Agw .wo b.ATw ,dkfAth mt ctmi.wo ctg ,mywiAyw, hAnAth .ctg 
Yma, im ibm ymowP Ii bc, .cog im awTAwnw ,.w kmdTg 'i ,myw mr i.wy At,Agw .wo Sd,,vP

Ii bmdTg icfw .wo c b.ATw im ,TmbTv Sd,. i.wy At,AgwP Ii bc, ScAtrdT rmo .wo— adi 
,myw.mb— i.w ScAt idotwg .wo mt wnwt ymowP

u.w Tmnwg AiP u.w bmdTg d,w i.w bctg nAaocimo im ,iAydTciw .wo kTAi b.ATw ,.w hmi i.wy 
At,Agw mr .woP p.w aAhhwo— i.w awiiwoP CAtgDaTmbAthP

lTT b.ATw kmnwowg At kdy— bAi. yw ,SocvAth ymow mt .woP
Ii bmdTg aw odttAth gmbt .wo rckw— .wo acow ,.mdTgwo,— .wo kmo,wi— .wo SctiAw, ctg 

,imkfAth,— ctg— mr kmdo,w— mtim i.w aTckf STc,iAk ,.wwiP
u.w cT,m .cg c acavW, amiiTw rdTT mr kowcy i.ci ,.w bmdTg Tmnw im ,dkf mtP
Ii bc,t?i Tmth awrmow bw bwow gmAth nAgwm,— b.Ak. bw bmdTg bcik. imhwi.woP
Tomoz bc, i.w hommywoP u.w bc, bcv awvmtg yv ,wVdcT wVSwoAwtkw,P Cv ,wVdcT SowrD

wowtkw, ctg wVSwoAwtkw, bwow nwov icyw im Tomoz.
xkkc,AmtcTTv Tomoz .cg yw boAiw ,Tdi ctg b.mow mt .wo amgv bAi. c aTckf ycofwo SwtP
u.w bmdTg ,mywiAyw, iAw .wo .cAo ackf At c iAh.i SmtvicATP u.w TAfwg yw im hoca .wo 

SmtvicAT— .mTg .wo rckw— iwTT .wo im mSwt .wo ymdi.— ctg ,.mnw yv kmkf gwwS At .wo ymdi. 
im i.w ackf mr .wo i.omci— k.mfAth .woP

u.w bmdTg .mTg mdi .wo imthdw rmo yw im ,SAi mt— i.wt kTm,w .wo ymdi.— ,bcTTmb— mSwt 
.wo ymdi. chcAt— ctg .mTg mdi .wo imthdw mnwo ctg mnwo chcAtP 6Afw ,.w bc, goAtfAth 
gmbt yv kdyP

p.w,w cow Yd,i c rwb wVcySTw, mr i.w yctv i.Ath, Tomoz wtYmvwg ctg wtkmdochwg 
yw im gmP u.w Sd,.wg yw mdi mr yv kmyrmoi -mtw ctg Atim .wo bmoTg— icfAth yw rco 
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awvmtg b.wow I .cg awwt awrmowP u.w k.cthwg yv dtgwo,ictgAth ctg wtYmvywti mr ,wV 
ctg ,wVdcTAiv rmownwoP

B.ATw bw STcvwg ackfhcyymt— ,.w Tmnwg ,.coAth .wo ,wVdcT rctic,Aw,P xtw I owywyawo 
AtnmTnwg c homdS mr ywt ,AiiAth comdtg c hTc,, icaTw b.ATw Tomoz bc, dtgwotwci.— hAnAth 
i.wy aTmbYma, c, i.wv STcvwg kcog,P

ltmi.wo bc, .wo TvAth mt c awg— awAth hcthDacthwg— bAi. c nAwbAth hcTTwov camnw .wo 
b.wow ywt bcik.wg ctg Yckfwg m“ mtim .wo amgvP

lTT mr i.w,w i.Ath, bwow c .dhw idotDmt rmo yw immP
p.wow bwow ,myw i.Ath, Tomoz bctiwg im gm i.ci I bc,t?i Atim— ctg ,.w bc, mfcv bAi. 

i.ciP Bw bwow cTowcgv gmAth wtmdh. im .wTS wck. mi.wo rdT'TT mdo rctic,Aw,P p.w ow,i— bw 
kmdTg icTf camdi"adi tmi twkw,,coATv cki mtP

xkkc,AmtcTTv— bw gAg i.Ath, i.w mi.wo gAgt?i TAfwP
xtw iAyw— bw bwow At i.w ,wV ommy— icfAth c aowcf b.ATw I bc, cgYd,iAth i.w kcywocP 

Tomoz kcTTwg .wo hAoTroAwtg mt 7ckwpAyw— yc,idoaciAth bAi. c gATgm ctg iwc,Ath .woP
u.w kmdTg iwTT I gAgt?i TAfw AiP um ,.w ,AySTv ,cAg— RI?TT kcTT vmd Tciwo—E ctg .dth dSP u.w 

.cg i.mdh.i I yAh.i wtYmv Ai— adi criwo i.ci— ,.w twnwo gAg Ai chcAt"ci Twc,i tmi At romti 
mr ywP

Tomoz bctiwg im ev At mtw mr .wo roAwtg,P u.w ,.mbwg yw c S.mim mr .wo— ,.w bc, nwov 
,wVvP Tomoz bctiwg d, im .cnw c i.oww,mywP

u.w imTg yw ,imoAw, camdi .mb i.wv .cg gmtw i.A, bAi. mi.wo hdv,— gw,koAaAth .mb i.wv 
bmdTg ami. icfw kcow mr i.w hdv awrmow ,TASSAth Atim ctmi.wo ommy im icfw kcow mr wck. 
mi.woP

u.w owcTTv bctiwg i.A,P zdi i.wow bc, Yd,i tm bcv I kmdTg gm AiP I .cnw tm Atiwow,i At 
.cnAth ,wV bAi. ibm bmywtP

l bmyct .cnAth ,wV bAi. ydTiASTw ywt A, c .dhw idotDmt rmo yw"adi tmi bAi. c 
bmyct I cy At c owTciAmt,.AS bAi.P

Bw kct icTf camdi Ai— bw kct Sowiwtg— adi ckidcTTv .cnAth mi.wo ywt .cnw ,wV bAi. yv 
Scoitwo A,t?i rmo ywP I?nw gmtw i.ci awrmow— ctg Ai imow i.w owTciAmt,.AS cScoiP Bcik.Ath 
bmywt .cnw ,wV bAi. wck. mi.wo gmw,t?i gm ctvi.Ath rmo yw— wAi.woP

Tomoz mtkw imTg yw ,.w .cg c amvroAwtg b.m ,immg mnwo .wo At i.w ,.mbwo ctg hcnw 
.wo c hmTgwt ,.mbwo mt .wo k.w,iP p.ci?, tmi yv i.AthP

It Tomoz?, yAtg— I bc, c SodgwP u.w bmdTg iwc,w yw c TAiiTw— adi ,.w ckkwSiwg i.ci bc,t?i 
hmAth im aw Scoi mr mdo ,wVdcT owTciAmt,.ASP
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zw.Atg .wo bATg wViwoAmo bc, c bmyct b.m i.oAnwg mt kmtiomT ctg wVSTmociAmtP 
B.wi.wo i.omdh. .ckfAth mo kowciAth nAoidcT bmoTg, mt i.w Atiwotwi— Tomoz rmdtg Smbwo 
At kocriAth owcTAiAw, b.wow ,.w .wTg i.w owAt,P

It mtw mr .wo nAoidcT bmoTg,— vmd kowciwg ct cncico mr vmdo,wTr— i.wt ywwi ctg .cg ,wV 
bAi. mi.wo cncico,P

u.w bc, cT,m mt c bwa,Aiw kcTTwg Seeking an Arrangement. I gmt?i ftmb Ar ,.w bc, wnwo 
ScAg— adi ,.w bmdTg hm im kmdSTw,? .myw, ctg .cnw ,wVP B.m ftmb, b.ci i.wv gAgq Ccvaw 
,.w bc, ,iATT mt i.w ,AiwP

p.A, bc, c b.mTw twb bmoTg rmo yw",myw mr Ai bc, gAKkdTi im Somkw,, ctg bocS yv 
.wcg comdtgP

I bc, iovAth .cog im Tmmf ci yv,wTr ctg yv Ydghywti,P
I awhct im owcTA-w i.ci— gwwS gmbt— I ftwb i.ci yctv"Ar tmi cTT"mr i.w,w Agwc, camdi 

,wV ctg ,wVdcTAiv bwow cTowcgv At SwmSTw?, yAtg,P Bw bwow ckiAth i.wy mdiP I mriwt i.mdh.i 
camdi i.w ymnAw Eyes Wide Shut bAi. pmy ;odA,w ctg 1AkmTw LAgyctP

p.w 'Ty wVSTmow, i.wyw, mr ymtmhcyv ctg ,wVdcTAivP Ii cT,m c,f, i.w Hdw,iAmt— b.ci 
A, i.w gA“wowtkw awibwwt nAnAgTv AychAtAth ,mywi.Ath ctg wVSwoAwtkAth Ai At S.v,AkcT 
owcTAivq

BwTT— ckidcTTv— HdAiw c TmiP Ii?, wnwt awiiwo At S.v,AkcT owcTAivP Mmd hwi im rwwT Ai cTTP Mmd 
hwi im imdk."mtw mr i.w ym,i SmbwordT ctg AySmoicti i.Ath, bw kct hAnw ctg owkwAnwP 
lTT vmdo ,wt,w, cow wthchwg ctg .wAh.iwtwgP Ii icfw, wnwovi.Ath im ctmi.wo— ymow Atiwt,w 
TwnwTP

um b.v gmt?i bwq B.v gm bw fwwS cTT i.w,w ,wVdcT rctic,Aw, At mdo .wcg, ctg twnwo 
ckidcTTv cki mt i.wyq

BwTT— ,myw mr d, gmM zdi rmo i.w ym,i Scoi— ,wkowiTvP
B.ci ,imS, d,q Bw gmP xdo Ydghywti,P umkAwiv?, Ydghywti,P xdo At,wkdoAiAw,P
lTi.mdh. i.m,w bcTT, cow ,TmbTv kmyAth gmbtP
Cv bcTT, bwow ,TmbTv kmyAth gmbtP Tomoz  hmi yw i.Atf camdi ctg Hdw,iAmt cTT i.w,w 

i.Ath,P I?y ,iATT bmofAth yv bcv i.omdh. i.A, twb ,wVdcT ownmTdiAmtP Tomoz bc, cTowcgv 
i.wowP 6Afw ,.w ,cAg— Tomoz means tomorrowP u.w A, romy i.w bmoTg mr imymoombP

I gAg i.Ath, I twnwo i.mdh.i I bmdTg gmP I .cg awwt imm c,.cywgP
I wnwt amdh.i Tomoz c kmmTDTmmfAth adii STdh".Ah.DHdcTAiv K!N ,iwwT— bAi. c owg 

,wyADSowkAmd, ,imtw ci i.w wtg ,iAkfAth mdi mr .wo adiiP u.w bmdTg bwco Ai cTT gcv",.w 
imTg yw ,.w TAfwg i.w rwwTAth ctg i.w bwAh.iP
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l, I ,cAg— i.wow bwow ,myw i.Ath, I bc,t?i owcgv rmo vwiP zdi i.wv bwow At,AhtA'kcti 
kmyScowg im b.ci bw did At mdo ,wVdcT owTciAmt,.ASP Bw twnwo bctiwg Ai im wtgP

p.A, bc, mdo Neverland.
zdi Ai .cg im wtgP 7mo owc,mt, I .cnwt?i vwi wVSTcAtwg im vmdP
Bw ami. ftwb Ai kmdTgt?i Tc,i"tmi TAfw i.A,P
Bw bwow .doiTAth imbcog ct wtg bw kmdTgt?i vwi tcyw— adi Ai bc, bcAiAth rmo d,P
4d,i mdi mr owck.P



Chapter Seventeen

That Is Just Her Nature 
& Nature Always Takes 
Its Course

W e all have a light side to our nature, and we all have a dark side. Exploring BOTH 
sides of our nature—and to what degree—is our choice.

We don’t have to explore all our fantasies in reality. For example, having multiple 
partners. I’m sure there are exceptions, but that usually doesn’t turn out well.

I had done it in the past with a girlfriend. We were very much in love. We had a 
threesome—me, another guy, and my girlfriend.

It wasn’t just the relationship that was destroyed—it was a part of me that fractured 
in the process. The scar in my heart felt raw every time I thought about what we’d done, 
the choices driven by lust. I realized it was something I never wanted to experience again. 
Not with her. Not with anyone.

I can fantasize about Tomoz being with multiple men—I love that—but actually doing 
it? That terriCes me.

Sould I overcome that fear? Aure.
Dm I going to?
Fuck no.
Other people have positive experiences—I get that. Whatever Roats your boat.
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I’m sure you’ve heard about swingers—married couples who get together and sleep 
with each other. It has always been more widespread than Ynormal society’ ever knew. But 
now, it’s becoming more and more accepted.

They have parties where you can attend to observe if you want to. There are even 
speciCc labels for attendees based on their level of participation. For example, you-re called 
a vanilla if you’re there to just watch.

Aome people say it improves their sex life. They talk about their experiences afterward 
and Cnd that titillating, it turns them on. Mou can learn how to set boundaries—what to 
do and what not to do, to maintain your marriage.

I think it’s fantastic, but it-s just not for me.
I have too many insecurities. I’m too shy. I’m too selCsh.
3et me share some of my selCsh beliefs.
I have a gorgeous girlfriend. The chances of me Cnding a woman I’d rather fuck at a 

swinger party seem remote at best. I enjoy oneqonqone sex. I have no desire to bring in 
other people. Ao, I would get little to no enjoyment from the experience.

I know—not very enlightened—but that is my truth. Vy point is that understanding 
yourself and your limitations is extremely important for both of you. If you’re not 
truly ready or committed to doing something, don’t do it. It will ruin your marriage or 
relationship. 3ook into it, discuss it, and think it through very carefully before actually 
doing it. Aometimes, it’s best to keep it as a fantasy.

Of course, there are always exceptions to everything, but being a stripper at a strip club 
rarely makes your life better.

Being a porn star in real life may seem like it would be fun, and you might make good 
money for a while, but there are serious longqterm negative conse7uences.

That said, you can be a stripper or pole dancer for your boyfriend, or a prostitute, or a 
porn star for him—but just for him. Lole dancing has become huge now. They even have 
pole dancing competitions. What these men and women can do on the pole is incredible, 
breathtaking, and beautiful. It’s an art form.

Lole dancing also gives you an incredible workout. Mou get to move your body sensually 
and feel sexy, beautiful, and desired. Dnd that’s aside from turning on your man—or 
men—or your woman—or women—for that matter.

Tomoz loved dancing on the stripper pole. I loved watching her. It was excellent 
foreplay. Tomoz would be a stripper for me, which was enough for us both. I didn’t want 
her to actually be a stripper.
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Once you cross that line, you can never go back. It’s out in the open forever. Mou no 
longer control your reputation or image, which could have serious longqterm negative 
conse7uences.

Aometimes, Tomoz would ask me, /Po you think I would have made a good porn star? 
…I’d say, /Mou already are, baby. Mou’re the sexiest porn star in the world. Mou’re my porn 
star. … Ahe would smile with satisfaction.

3et her be a porn star for you. 3et her experience that. Encourage her to let out all her 
sexual frustrations. 3et her talk dirty for you. If she likes it, talk dirty for her. It often 
connects us with our animal nature. Dnd yes, animals talk dirty to each other. I think.

Mou can go out and meet each other in a bar, a club, or a motel8hotel. Mou can act out 
your fantasies together.

The world doesn’t need to know—unless you want them to.
We would roleqplay all the time. Aometimes, Tomoz would say, /Baby, I want you to 

imagine we’re strangers in a bar. Mou see me, and you come over and try to pick me up.…
I don’t even go to bars. I’m pretty sure I’ve never picked up a woman in a bar. But hey, 

it’s her fantasy.
For many guys—including me—trying to pick up a woman in a bar is their worst 

nightmare. I mean, what do you even say to a supermodel? But I would do my best.
I would tell myself, She is already your girlfriend, for fuck’s sake—you can’t fuck it up! 

That never worked, though. I was still very nervous. But that only made it even more fun.
Tomoz never made it easy on me. Ahe explained that women like to see how you handle 

pressure and rejection and how conCdent you are. They want to know you’ll work hard 
to get them.

I thanked her for telling me that—so I could pick up more women. That earned me 
a punch in the groin! and an hour of pouting silence. Vaybe I do have masochistic 
tendencies.

Here’s an example of one of our conversations. Tomoz would get dressed up in one of 
her outCts, then put on a dress, sit on a barstool at the downstairs bar in the house, and 
sip a drink.

I walked up to her.
/Excuse me, is that your drink?… I asked.
Ahe replied, /Well, it is sitting on the bar in front of me! How did you Cgure that out?…
I smirked. /Well, it has the same beautiful red lipstick on the rim of the glass as on your 

gorgeous lips, so it was elementary, my dear! What did you say your name was?…
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/I didn’t.… Ahe paused and looked at me, challenging me. /Vy name is Tomoz.…
/“ery nice to meet you, Tomoz,… I said as I sat on the barstool beside her. /Bartender, 

please give Tomoz here another glass of whatever she’s drinking, and I’ll take a gin and 
tonic.…

Of course, there was no bartender. He had the night o9. I hated gin. I told you—we 
were roleqplaying a fantasy. Well, a fantasy for her. Vy nightmare.

I continued, looking into her eyes. /Tomoz, that’s a beautiful and unusual name. Poes 
it mean something?…

Ahe turned away from my gaze and, in her deep, sexy, demure voice, said, /Mes, it does.… 
Ahe paused again. /It means tomorrow. I am from the world of tomorrow—the future.…

/That’s very interesting. I’ve always wanted to have sex with a woman from the future.… 
I smiled. /Po women from the future enjoy sex?…

/“ery much,… she said nonchalantly.
/That’s a coincidence because I do too. Ao, let me ask you this, Tomoz —do you think 

you could fuck me into the future?… I challenged her.
Ahe turned toward me, locked eyes with mine, and said, /I can fuck you into the next 

millennium.…
I thought, -she is way too good at this.'
/I would like to experience that. When can we get started?… I said, matching her sexy 

stare.
/How soon can you get a room?… she asked, raising an eyebrow—a challenge.
/I was a little presumptuous—I already have a room waiting for us,… I said, taking her 

hand and leading her to the sex room.
Hey, I can see your eyes rolling4 I told you—I’m terrible at this.
I wasn’t sure if I could pull it o9, but seeing her Rirt with me as though we’d just 

met was exhilarating. For those hours, we weren’t bound by history—just two people 
indulging in the thrill of the unknown.

Tomoz found all of this titillating. It got her even more in the mood. For her, it was a 
form of foreplay. For me, it was uncomfortable—but worth it. I got better at it. Dnd, well, 
I got laid every time.

What I’m saying is0 be open to stepping outside your comfort zone. Explore what feels 
foreign and daring. Uoleqplaying—becoming someone else for a while—can push you to 
explore parts of yourself you never knew existed. It’s also a great way to create new and 
exciting sexual adventures.
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Exploring our fantasies—our nature—with someone we trust, someone who doesn’t 
judge us, someone who accepts us for who we are, even the darkness, is one of the most 
exhilarating, freeing experiences you can ever have.

Tomoz had no problem exploring her dark side. I did.
3ike I said, she wanted me to blow up the photographs I took of her and frame them, 

covering the walls of the house. I thought she was joking. Ahe wasn’t. Ahe was proud of 
them. Ahe knew exactly how incredibly sexy and beautiful she looked.

Ahe made me 7uestion why I didn’t want to do that. I hesitated. There was nothing 
wrong with the photographs, so why not frame them and put them on display? I should 
have been proud to have such an incredibly sexy and beautiful girlfriend. Tomoz forced 
me to confront my insecurities, face them, and sometimes even overcome them.

I remember the night she acted out one of her fantasies—a private moment of trust 
and abandon. But afterward, she pulled away as if the intimacy had been too much. In 
moments like these, I realized her darkness wasn’t a choice but a compulsion.

Leople say they want Cnancial freedom, the home of their dreams, the perfect partner, 
or a myriad of other things.

What we are all truly searching for is the feeling of being ALIVE.
Tomoz and I made each other feel ALIVE.
There were nights when she clung to me, her words faltering as if she were Cghting 

some internal battle. “I don’t know why I do this,” she once whispered, her voice breaking. 
But the next day, she would tear it all down as if the vulnerability had burned her.

Tomoz found being in love—and being loved—diGcult. Ds did I. But she found it. The 
tragedy was that she couldn’t help destroying it. It was safer for her. It was her nature.

3ike the time she convinced me to open my world completely to her, only to use every 
vulnerability I had shared against me in a moment of anger. Ahe wasn’t malicious—it was 
instinctual, like the jaws of a “enus Fly Trap snapping shut.

Tomoz was constantly pulling me in and pushing me away. 3ike when she lost control 
after I confronted her about having a drinking problem, not because she was in denial, 
but because she was terriCed. TerriCed of me leaving her. Or taking alcohol me away from 
her.

Ahe would do things to destroy the relationship, but then she said and did everything 
she could to bring us back together.

This was her nature.
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It was very diGcult for me to understand this at the time. I wasn’t ready to accept it. It 
was just too sad, too heartbreaking. I wasn’t ready to feel that pain.

Ds I watched her tear down another piece of what we’d built, I realized her actions 
weren’t personal. It was simply who she was—like the scorpion in the parable we’ve all 
heard many times.

The scorpion came across a wide, deep river.
"How am I going to get across?" he wondered.
Then, he spotted a frog sitting on a stone by the riverbank.
Ao the scorpion said, “Mr. Frog, I need to get to the other side of the river. Would you 

carry me across on your back?”
The frog hesitated. “Why would I do that when I know that halfway across, you’ll sting 

me, and I’ll drown and die?”
The scorpion replied, “But Mr. Frog, why would I do that? If I did, you would die—but 

I would die too.”
The frog, being a kind and trusting creature, thought for a moment. Then he said, 

“Okay, Mr. Scorpion, go ahead and jump on my back.”
Ds they made their way across the river, the frog paddled steadily, carrying the scorpion. 

But as they reached the halfway point, the scorpion suddenly stung him.
Ds the frog began to drown with the scorpion, he cried, “Why did you do that? I’m 

going to die—but you’re going to die too!”
Dnd the scorpion simply replied, “Because I am a scorpion, and that’s what scorpions 

do—they sting and kill frogs.”
That’s the nature of scorpions.
It reminded me of how I kept trying to save Tomoz, knowing full well she’d sting me 

eventually. Each time, I thought, This time will be different. But it never was. Dnd yet, I 
couldn’t stop myself.

Tomoz wasn’t cruel. Ahe was true to herself in a way I couldn’t fully grasp—like the 
scorpion, acting on instinct. Without malice, yet without truly understanding the damage 
left behind. I was the one left to pick up the pieces of a self I no longer recognized, 
wondering if I’d ever be able to untangle the lessons from the mess we had created.

The lyrics of Dl Wilson’s song The Snake are another perfect example of how we 
ultimately do what is in our nature0

"On her way to work one morning,
Down the path alongside the lake,
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A tender-hearted woman saw
A poor, half-frozen snake.
His pretty-colored skin
Had been all frosted with the dew..."
"Oh well, " she cried, "I'll take you in and I'll take care of you."
"Take me in, oh tender woman,
"Take me in, oh tender woman,
Take me in, for heaven's sake.
Take me in, oh tender woman," sighed the snake.
She wrapped him up all cozy in a curvature of silk,
Then, she laid him by the fireside with some honey and some milk.
Now, she hurried home from work that night, as soon as she arrived
She found the pretty snake she'd taken in had been revived.
"Take me in, oh tender woman,
Take me in, for heaven's sake.
Take me in, oh tender woman," sighed the snake.
Now she clutched him to her bosom. "You're so beautiful," she cried, "But if I hadn't 

brought you in, by now you might have died."
Now she stroked his pretty skin and then kissed and held him tight—
But instead of saying thanks, that snake gave her a vicious bite.
"Take me in, oh tender woman,
Take me in, for heaven's sake.
Take me in, oh tender woman," sighed the snake.
"I saved you!" cried the woman. "And you've bit me even —why?
You know your bite is poisonous, and now I'm going to die!"
"Oh, shut up, silly woman," said the reptile with a grin.
"You knew damn well I was a snake before you took me in."
Hearing those lyrics, I couldn’t help but see myself as the enabler, ignoring the truth 

staring me in the face. Jnowing her nature, I had let her in because part of me believed I 
could change her. Or worse, that I could endure her sting or bite.

Tomoz is the “enus Fly Trap. Ahe attracts Ries with her nectar, luring them in until they 
are completely under her spell. Then, just as they settle, she closes her jaws and devours 
them. That is her nature, and nature always takes its course.



Chapter Eighteen

The New Sexual 
Revolution Has 
Already Begun. Are 
You In?

I n daily life, we wear diterenm sak—kpoarenm, oarmner, or.fekki.nalB uhm in mbe -edc
r..s, mb.ke sak—k Fan F.se .tB S.r Tomoz, mbik wak wbere kbe felm mrhly freeB g.se 

mbin’k arenvm oraFmiFal in eWeryday life and, in k.se Fakek, n.m eWen ammraFmiWeB qe need m. 
feel li—e e“halk and -e rekoeFmed in mbe real w.rldB

Tomoz w.hld .fmen kay, YI li—e -ein’ kh-sikkiWe in mbe -edr..s -hm n.m in eWeryday 
lifeB ”.h Fan d. anymbin’ y.h wanm m. se in mbe -edr..s, -hm y.h -emmer n.m eWer 
dikrekoeFm se in fr.nm .f .mber oe.oleBz

Im asaOed se b.w et.rmlekkly kbe F.hld kwimFbpkh-simmin’ F.solemely -ebind Fl.ked 
d..rk yem F.ssandin’ rekoeFm wimb an hnkba—a-le orekenFe in oh-liFB Im wak ak if kbe 
rekerWed ber Whlnera-ilimiek f.r se al.neB

jnFe, am a dinner oarmy, k.se.ne sade a diksikkiWe A.—e a-.hm ber FareerB gbe didnvm 
bekimamepber kbaro rem.rm kilenFed mbe r..sB ”em lamer mbam ni’bm, kbe —nelm -ef.re se in 
mbe -edr..s, wbikoerin’ ber need m. khrrenderB Im wak ak if mbe o.wer kbe wielded in 
oh-liF bad m. -e -alanFed -y oriWame Whlnera-ilimyB

Mm a fhndasenmal leWel, im keesk in’rained in .hr namhre m. wanm .r wanm m. -epa 
wb.re in mbe -edr..s and a lady in mbe drawin’ r..sB Nany w.hld adasanmly deny 
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mbikB qbyx Cerbaok kbaseB Cerbaok mbey fear wbam oe.ole will mbin— .r kay a-.hm mbes, .f 
Ahd’senmB

Nay-e mbeyvWe -een F.ndimi.ned m. -elieWe imvk wr.n’, eWen eWilpmbam im ik hnnamhralB 
jmberk si’bm ar’he mbey d.nvm wanm mbamB Mnd say-e, f.r mbes, mbamvk mrheB Nay-e im ikB 
uhm n.m f.r s.kmB

I -elieWe we need m. Fban’e .hr ammimhdek a-.hm ke!halimyB
Ha—e Mkbley Nadik.n, f.r e!asolepa we-kime deki’ned f.r sarried indiWidhalk .r 

mb.ke in F.ssimmed relami.nkbiok m. kee— e!mrasarimal atairkB Im Famerk koeFiGFally m. mb.ke 
l..—in’ m. Fbeam .n mbeir oarmnerkB qbam d.ek mbam mell hkx g.sembin’ ik wr.n’B Ce.ole 
arenvm baWin’ mbeir needk sem in mbeir sarria’ekB .r relami.nkbiokB

M F.hole I w.r—ed wimb in F.hnkelin’ kmrh’’led wimb inGdelimyB qben mbey Gnally F.nc
fr.nmed mbeir ikkhek, mbey realiOed mbe atair waknvm a-.hm lhkm -hm a-.hm hnsem es.mi.nal 
needkB Im wak mbe s.km Fballen’in’ F.nWerkami.n .f mbeir liWek, -hm im kaWed mbeir sarria’eB 
Hbe we-kime didnvm mesom mbespmbe esominekk mbey were mryin’ m. Gll didB

I F.hldnvm belo -hm mbin— .f sy sarria’e m. Nandypmbe yeark .f kmi5ed inmisaFy and 
hnko.—en rekenmsenmB

N.re oe.ole mban eWer are “hekmi.nin’ mbe inkmimhmi.n .f sarria’eB S.r Fenmhriek, sany 
baWe Fballen’ed mbe idea mbam bhsank are seanm m. -e s.n.’as.hkB g.se ar’he mbam .hr 
namhre ik m. baWe sany oarmnerkB

I -elieWe mbamvk a oerk.nal deFiki.nB N.km oe.ole FraWe adWenmhre and e!Fimesenm, 
oakki.n, and ke!hal fhlGllsenmB Hbey need imB

Mnd imvk n.m Ahkm sarried F.holekB Nilli.nk .f hnsarried F.holek liWe m.’ember, sany 
.f wb.s are .n Mkbley Nadik.n m..J Hbe kmamikmiFk w.hld kb.F— y.hB

Mkbley Nadik.n iknvm mbe .nly olaFe wbere oe.ole seem m. baWe atairkpn.m -y a l.n’ 
kb.mB Hbe o.inm ik, if y.h are sarried and n.m baWin’ an atair, ’em wimb mbe or.’rasJ

L., mbamvk n.m mbe o.inmB g., wbam ik mbe o.inmx
qbember wevre sarried .r n.m, if we wanm .hr oarmnerk m. kmay in mbe relami.nkbio, we 

need m. enkhre wevre fhlGllin’ eaFb .mbervk needkB
ge! kbaoek .hr relami.nkbiok s.re mban we k.semisek adsimB I koenm a deFade in a 

relami.nkbiopand a sarria’epwbere inmisaFy wak an afmermb.h’bmB Hen yeark .f kilenFe, 
dikmanFe, and hnsem needkB

uhm wben I Gnally -r.—e free, I didnvm Ahkm redikF.Wer oakki.npI reFlaised a oarm .f 
sykelfB qimb Tomoz, I f.hnd a F.nneFmi.n mbam sade mb.ke l.km yeark feel li—e dikmanm 
ses.riekB
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I l.We ’iWin’ oleakhre, and Tomoz l.Wek reFeiWin’ imB qe were a oerfeFm samFbB gbe l.Wed 
-ein’ wamFbed, and Ivs a W.yehrpan.mber way we namhrally ali’nedB

Tomoz mah’bm se mbam s.km w.sen w.hld orefer mbree mbin’k -ef.re oenik oenemrami.nB
  Oral

  Fingers

  Toys/Dildos/Vibrators

Hbam bak Fermainly -een sy e!oerienFeB Tomoz w.hld kay, YI l.We mbam y.h d.nvm sind 
se hkin’ m.ykB N.km ’hyk d.nvm li—e impim sa—ek mbes feel inkeFhreBz

L.m seB I l.We hkin’ m.yk .n ber and wamFbin’ ber hke mbes .n berkelfB
I l.We hkin’ sy Gn’erk m. sa—e ber F.sepm. sa—e ber k“hirmB I Gnd im inFredi-ly ke!y, 

a bh’e mhrnc.n f.r seB :iWin’ ber .ral ke! and feelin’ ber F.se in sy s.hmb wak ohre 
eFkmakyB

Hbeke mbree mbin’k are inFredi-le wayk m. kamikfy w.sen and or.l.n’ ke!B Hbik ik wby 
we F.hld baWe ke! f.r daykB q.sen Fan F.se .Wer and .Wer a’ain, wbile sen hkhally need 
mise m. reF.Wer afmer Flisa!in’B I w.hld sa—e Tomoz F.se shlmiole misek hnmil kbe wak 
hmmerly e!bahkmedB I F.hld kmay bard f.r b.hrk wimb.hm F.sin’B Hben, we w.hld kim -y 
mbe Greoimp Tomoz kmill in ber ke!y .hmGmpolayin’ -aF—’ass.n and mal—in’ a-.hm .hr 
fanmakiek, meakin’ and manmaliOin’ eaFb .mber hnmil we were ready m. kmarm all .Wer a’ainB ge! 
-eFase .hr Wery .wn ‘Dirty Hobby.’

If y.hr oarmner iknvm ’emmin’ im fr.s y.h, ’hekk wbamx Mkbley Nadik.np.r k.se .mber 
kimepwill Gnd mbes k.se.ne wb. willB jr mbeyvll koend b.hrk wamFbin’ o.rn inkmeadB

Eadiek, if bevk wamFbin’ o.rn .nline, wbam d.ek mbam mell y.hx
Hbam bevk a kiF— -akmard, ri’bmx Lj!
Vevk mryin’ m. ’em k.sembin’ bevk n.m ’emmin’ fr.s y.hB Inkmead .f sa—in’ bis feel -ad 

.r kbasin’ bis, wby n.m A.in bisx qamFb k.se o.rn m.’ember, and wben y.h -.mb ’em 
ar.hked, fhF— mbe bell .hm .f eaFb .mberJ

Tomoz and I mal—ed o.rn m. eaFb .mber, kbared .hr fanmakiek, and mben fhF—ed eaFb 
.mbervk -raink .hm f.r dayk am a miseB

Tomoz wak sy Wery .wn o.rnkmar, and kbe l.Wed imB gbe l.Wed -ein’ a wb.re f.r seB gbe 
w.hld -e a klhm, mal—in’ e!mresely dirmy f.r seB Hbe dirmier, mbe -emmerB

I w.hld -e F.ssandin’ f.r ber, ma—e F.nmr.l, mell ber wbam m. d., mream ber li—e a wb.re, 
li—e a klhmB Mnd kbe l.Wed impFraWed imB Ei—e I kaid, kbe w.hld .fmen mell se, YI need mbikBz 
Im wak all Ahkm asaOin’B
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Im wak a ’..d mbin’ sy Fareer f.rFed se m. leaWe and w.r— bardB I waknvm addiFmed m. 
ke!B I didnvm wanm m. baWe ke! wimb Ahkm any-.dy .r any.ne elkeB I wak addiFmed m. Tomoz.

gbe wak sy ke! ’.ddekkB gbe wak eWerymbin’ I bad eWer dreased .fB
Mnd I bad dreased a-.hm berB
gbe wak eWery w.san m. seB
”.h need m. -e a ke! ’.ddekk f.r y.hr sanB Mnd y.h need m. -e wbameWer mbe fhF— y.hr 

ke! ’.ddekk wanmk y.h m. -e .r d.B
Hbin— a-.hm imB
V.w sany re’hlar damin’ kimek are .hm mberex M l.mB Mnd olenmy .f sarried oe.ole are 

.n mb.ke kimek m..B
qbam a-.hm mbe w.r—olaFex Hinderx Hbe likm .f olaFek ’.ek .n and .nB
1beamin’ bak neWer -een eakier, and oe.ole are ma—in’ adWanma’e .f mbe .oo.rmhnimiekB
I —n.w, I —n.wpoe.ole baWe alwayk Fbeamed, and n. sammer wbam, mbey or.-a-ly 

alwayk willB
uhm y.h d.nvm baWe m. -e .ne .f mbesB ”.h Fan kaWe y.hr sarria’e .r relami.nkbio if imvk 

n.m w.r—in’pif y.hvre willin’ m. d. wbameWer im ma—ekB qell, am leakm k.sembin’B
;hd’in’ and kbasin’ d.nvm w.r—B If y.h refhke m. Fban’e y.hr sindkem and ammimhde 

a-.hm mbeke mbin’k, and y.h mbin— diW.rFe ik mbe ankwer, y.hvre delhdin’ y.hrkelfB
”.hr Fhrrenm ammimhde and -eliefk are wbam drew mbik relami.nkbio inm. y.hr life in mbe 

Grkm olaFeB If y.h diW.rFe y.hr oarmner wimb.hm Fban’in’, y.hvll ammraFm mbe kase myoe .f 
oerk.n a’ainpAhkm in a diterenm -.dyB

qbereWer y.h ’., mbere y.h areB
E..— am mbe gerenimy Crayer6
"God, grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change, the courage to change the 

things I can, and the wisdom to know the difference."
Im say n.m alwayk w.r—B Im ma—ek mw.B uhm am leakm sa—e mbe et.rmB
If y.hr oarmner refhkek m. Fban’epif mbeyvre hnwillin’ m. d. wbamvk needed m. rei’nime 

mbe oakki.n in y.hr sarria’e .r relami.nkbiopmben y.h need m. ak— y.hrkelf6
�Ms I oreoared m. liWe li—e mbik f.r mbe rekm .f sy lifex�
Tomoz awa—ened oarmk .f se I badnvm e!ol.red -ef.reB g.se e!oerienFek mbrilled se7 

.mberk ohkbed se .hmkide sy F.sf.rm O.neB gbe .fmen senmi.ned mbreek.sek and .oen 
relami.nkbiokB qbile kbe es-raFed mbe idea, I waknvm ready, and mbam wak a -.hndary I bad 
m. deGne f.r sykelfB
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;hkm reses-er, if y.hr oarmner refhkek m. d. wbam im ma—ek, y.h Fan kmay in a ke!lekk, 
l.Welekk sarria’e, .r y.h Fan leaWeB ”.h Fan sa—e mbam Fb.iFeB ”.h Fan sa—e e!Fhkek li—e, 
“I can’t divorce; it would be hard on the kids.”

Hrhe, -hm kmayin’ in a l.Welekk sarria’e ik eWen w.rkeB ”.h are meaFbin’ mbes wbam a 
sarria’e ikB

”.h Fann.m kay y.h d.nvm baWe miseB
”.h Fann.m -lase im .n mbe —idkB
Hbey will -e mbe .nek wb. khter mbe s.km if eimber .f y.h FbeamkB qbam d.ek mbam meaFb 

mbesx Hbam imvk .—ay m. Fbeamx V.w will mbam ateFm mbeir relami.nkbiok and sarria’ekx
L. s.re e!FhkekB
Mre y.h ’.in’ m. lem y.hr relami.nkbio fall aoarm -eFahke y.hvre hnwillin’ m. kmeo .hm 

.f y.hr F.sf.rm O.ne and mry k.se FraOy kbimx
Mll -eFahke y.h werenvm oreoared m. wear a ke!y .hmGmx
:enmlesen, y.h Fan d. mbik 0B
Eadiek, y.h or.-a-ly -hy y.hr sanvk hnderwear anywaypwby n.m sa—e k.se diterc

enm Fb.iFekx
”.hr oarmner wanmk adWenmhreB Hbey wanm an ekFaoeB M fanmakyB qe all d., m. a ’reamer 

.r lekker de’reeB
Mre mbey wamFbin’ .nline o.rnx j—aypwamFb im m.’emberB Imvk a ’ream way m. dikF.Wer 

wbam y.h -.mb li—eB
M l.m .f w.sen enA.y a km.rypm. -eF.se k.se.ne .r k.sembin’ elke, m. khkoend 

realimy, m. ekFaoe mbe daycm.cday kmrekkek .f lifeB
M -rea— fr.s ma—in’ Fare .f eWery.ne e!Feom mbeskelWekB
uhm mbey Fan .nly d. mbam f.r k. l.n’B
q.sen .fmen Gnd im barder mban sen m. kwimFb .t mbeir sindkB
Hbey alk. need m. feel aooreFiamedB
Hbey need m. feel ke!yB
Hbey need m. feel li—e a w.sanB
Eadiek, ’hyk need m. feel adsiredB qben mbey are ma—en f.r ’ranmed .r disinikbed in 

any waypekoeFially -y y.hpim dasa’ek mbeir e’.B
”.h Fanvm Ahkm ak— y.hr oarmner if mbey feel mbik wayB Hbamvk hkhally a wakme .f mise and 

ener’yB L. .ne wanmk m. adsim mbeke mbin’k and rik— oikkin’ y.h .t .r sa—in’ y.h feel 
li—e y.hvre n.m ’..d en.h’bB
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Inkmead, G’hre im .hm -y mryin’ new mbin’k and kmayin’ .oen m. eaFb .mberpno judg-
ment. Hbam d.eknvm sean y.h baWe m. d. eWerymbin’ mbey wanm, -hm am leakm sa—e an et.rm 
m. seem mbeir needk and —eeo mbin’k e!Fimin’B

:. .n adWenmhrek m.’emberpeWen if imvk Ahkm m. a s.melB g.se oe.ole enA.y mbe mbrill .f 
rik—y ke!, mbe —ind wbere y.h si’bm ’em Fah’bmB Mnd if y.h d.x g. fhF—in’ wbamJ

Eem ber drekk ho f.r y.hB If kbe wanmk y.h m. drekk ho f.r ber, d. imB P.lecolayB
D!ol.re eaFb .mbervk -.diek wimb y.hr bandk, Gn’erk, s.hmb, and m.n’heB Sind eaFb 

.mbervk er.’en.hk O.nek and e!ol.im mbesB Sind .hm wbam mhrnk y.hr oarmner .nB Mk— mbes 
a-.hm mbeir fanmakiekB 1reame a kafe olaFe f.r mbes m. kbare mbeir deeoekm, dar—ekm mb.h’bmk 
and dreaskB

”.h d.nvm baWe m. a’ree m. d. anymbin’B ;hkm lemmin’ eaFb .mber kbare ik .fmen en.h’bB 
Imvk a f.rs .f inmisaFypinto-me-seeB ”.h will —n.w eaFb .mber .n a deeoer leWel and learn 
mbin’k a-.hm eaFb .mber mbam n. .ne elke —n.wkB Im Freamek mrhkm, mbe f.hndami.n .f all ’ream 
relami.nkbiokB

”ek, im sa—ek y.h Whlnera-leB ”em, im ik .hr Whlnera-ilimy mbam sa—ek hk l.Wa-leB jnly 
wben we are Whlnera-le Fan we mrhly l.We k.se.neB Im ik .hr isoerfeFmi.n mbam drawk hk 
m. eaFb .mber, n.m .hr oerfeFmi.nB

Hbere are k.se mbin’k mbam y.h say Ahkm feel m.. hnF.sf.rma-le d.in’B ”.h -.mb say 
need m. F.sor.sikeB

E..—, rei’nimin’ y.hr oakki.n will sa—e eWerymbin’ -emmer, ekoeFially y.hr relami.nkbio 
wimb y.hr —idkB :ra- y.hr wifevk akk in fr.nm .f mbe —idkB Hbey will or.-a-ly fei’n dik’hkm, 
-hm mbey will li—e keein’ y.h -.mb -ein’ ateFmi.name wimb eaFb .mberB Hbey will feel s.re 
keFhre —n.win’ mbam y.h l.We eaFb .mberB

8ikk and -e ateFmi.name m.ward eaFb .mber in fr.nm .f mbe —idkB Hbey will kee mbam mbey 
Fan baWe a l.Win’ sarria’e wben mbey are .lderB Hell eaFb .mber mbam y.h l.We eaFb .mber, 
des.nkmrame l.We, and aooreFiame eaFb .mberB uhild eaFb .mber ho and neWer ohm eaFb .mber 
d.wnB

ghoo.rm eaFb .mber 499&B If k.se.ne FrimiFiOek y.hr oarmner, alwayk kmand -y mbes and 
y.hr fasilyB ”.h Fan e!orekk any dika’reesenmk oriWamelyp-hm neWer oh-liFly .r in fr.nm 
.f mbe —idkB

LeWer F.solain a-.hm y.hr oarmner m. .mberkB If k.sembin’ -.mberk y.h, addrekk im 
direFmly wimb mbesporiWamelyB Uenmin’ m. friendk .nly sa—ek mbin’k w.rke, and mbey say 
hke im a’ainkm y.hB
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ue a measB LeWer hndersine eaFb .mberB gb.w y.hr —idk, friendk, and fasily mbam y.h 
are a hnimed fr.nmB Hbik ik FrhFial f.r FbildrenB DWen if mbey d.nvm li—e y.hr deFiki.nk, mbey 
will feel s.re keFhre —n.win’ y.h -.mb kmand m.’ember in a kmr.n’, F.ssimmed sarria’eB

Hbeke f.hndami.nal orinFiolek Freame a l.Win’ enWir.nsenm, all.win’ y.h m. feel kafe 
kbarin’ y.hr Whlnera-ilimiek wimb.hm fear .f Ahd’senmB

I waknvm isshne m. mbe fear .f Ahd’senmB gbarin’ sy dar—ekm mb.h’bmk felm li—e kmandc
in’ na—ed in a ko.mli’bm, b.oin’ n.m m. -e ridiFhledB uhm wimb Tomoz, ber aFFeomanFe sade 
im w.rmb mbe rik—B

Imvk .nly F.nkidered a �dar— kide� -eFahke k.Fiemy Fb..kek m. Ahd’e imB uhm l..— 
ar.hndpke!halimy ik s.re aFFeomed mban eWerB qbam oe.ole wear m.day, ekoeFially w.sen, 
w.hld baWe -een deesed hnaFFeoma-le -y k.Fiemy n.m l.n’ a’.B ”em, .hr ke!halimy F.nminc
hek m. -e e!orekked s.re freelyB qe are in mbe sidkm .f an.mber ke!hal reW.lhmi.nB

Ha—e uhrnin’ Nan, f.r e!asoleB DaFb year, mbe .hmGmk ’em ke!ier and wilderB gearFb 
�uhrnin’ Nan� .n ”.hHh-eB ”.hvll kee sen and w.sen .f all kbaoek and kiOek es-raFin’ 
mbeir ke!halimy, wearin’ kmhnnin’ly -.ld .hmGmk, -.dy oainm, mamm..k, and AewelryB

Imvk inFredi-le m. wimnekk mbik ’enerami.n kmeooin’ inm. mbeir ke!hal o.werB
”.h Fanvm km.o mbik reW.lhmi.n, k. y.h say ak well A.in in and enA.y imB
Peses-er, eWerymbin’ y.h d. and kay meaFbek y.hr —idk b.w m. naWi’ame mbe w.rld and 

mbeir relami.nkbiokB T. y.h wanm mbes m. baWe baooy, l.Win’, and lakmin’ relami.nkbiokx 
Hben, kb.w mbes b.wB

”.hn’ oe.ole m.day are s.re .oen m. e!ol.rin’ mbeir ke!halimy in all imk f.rskB Hbey 
are mbe fhmhre, and ramber mban Ahd’in’ mbes, we need m. relame m. mbesB Mk mbe w.rld 
es-raFek mbe fhll koeFmrhs .f bhsan dekirek, imvk n.m Ahkm mradimi.nal relami.nkbiok mbam are 
eW.lWin’pke!halimy imkelf ik -ein’ redeGned, Freamin’ koaFe f.r idenmimiek and e!orekki.nk 
mbam .nFe liWed in mbe kbad.wkB

I wak resinded .f mbik am a fasily ’amberin’ wben k.se.ne sade a knide resar— a-.hm 
Tomoz’s -.ld fakbi.n Fb.iFekB I Fah’bm mbe 5iF—er .f oain in ber eyek, “hiF—ly sak—ed 
-y a karFakmiF F.se-aF—B N.senmk li—e mbeke reWealed Ahkm b.w deeoly in’rained k.Fiemal 
Ahd’senm Fan -eB

jne ni’bm, I F.nfekked a fanmaky m. Tomoz mbam Ivd -een m.. akbased m. kbareB gbe 
likmened wimb.hm 5inFbin’, and ber Fals aFFeomanFe sade se feel mrhly keen in a way I 
neWer bad -ef.reB Im waknvm Ahkm ar.hkin’pim wak bealin’B
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qe all need m. es-raFe mbik ke!hal reW.lhmi.nB Im say -e Fballen’in’ m. wrao y.hr bead 
ar.hnd all mbe or.n.hnk and diterenm ’enderk, -hm rekikmin’ Fban’e ik fhmileB Hbik ik mbe 
w.rld we liWe in n.w, k. mry m. hnderkmand wbam oe.ole are e!oerienFin’B

If y.hvre l..—in’ f.r a olaFe m. kmarm, berevk a ’ream s.Wie mbam will li—ely -e reF.’niOed 
ak a ’r.hnd-rea—in’ GlsB

Hbe s.Wie Close to You, kmarrin’ Dlli.m Ca’e and Vilary uaaF—, .terk a nhanFed Wiew 
.f mbik eW.lWin’ landkFaoepmbe Fballen’ek and mbe inFredi-le ’ifmk im -rin’kB Hbe Gls ik 
-eahmifhlly d.ne, wimb n. e!oliFim F.nmenm, yem im o.werfhlly Faomhrek b.w mbik reW.lhmi.n 
isoaFmk an enmire fasilyB N.re mban mbam, imvk an e!mra.rdinary l.We km.ryB

qe .we im m. .hr Fbildren m. hnderkmand wbam mbeyvre ’.in’ mbr.h’bB Hbeir fhmhre and 
baooinekk are in .hr bandkB

Mm Grkm, mbik say feel hnF.sf.rma-leB uhm berevk an.mber mrhmb6
�Eife -e’ink am mbe end .f y.hr F.sf.rm O.neB�
I as n.m kayin’ im will -e eaky, -hm I or.sike im will -e w.rmb imB
S.r se and Tomoz, .hr ke!hal relami.nkbio wak eWerymbin’ we F.hld baWe eWer wikbed 

f.rpand mben k.seB
Hbe -.mm.s line ik mbam mbe new ke!hal reW.lhmi.n bak already -e’hnB Mre y.h inx
Rnf.rmhnamely, ke!, li—e l.We, ik k.semisek Ahkm n.m en.h’bB
”.hvre or.-a-ly mbin—in’, “Dear God, what does this guy want, for fuck’s sake?! He had 

love, his dream woman, and the most incredible sex he could ever want or imagine! What 
an ungrateful asshole.” qell, all mb.ke mbin’k are mrhepn. denyin’ imB V.weWer, I baWe n.m 
e!olained k.sembin’ m. y.hpk.sembin’ mbam, am mbik o.inm, I did n.m —n.wB Im w.hld ma—e 
a wbile f.r se m. dikF.Wer, and im baooened “hime -y aFFidenmp ak mbeke mbin’k hkhally d.B

Hbam ik, .f F.hrke, if mberevk khFb a mbin’ ak an aFFidenmB
qbam I eWenmhally dikF.Wered w.hld Fban’e eWerymbin’pand ma—e mbe Fb.iFe .hm .f sy 

bandkB
uhm am mbik o.inm, we were kmill baWin’ mbe mise .f .hr liWek, Fah’bm ho in mbe e!bilaramin’ 

’ase .f Fam and s.hkep.r 5y and 5ymraoB
qe mb.h’bm we bad reaFbed mbe oea— .f .hr oakki.n, -hm life bak a way .f mbr.win’ 

FhrWe-allk wben y.h leakm e!oeFm mbesB qbam Fase ne!m w.hld Fban’e eWerymbin’B
Hbe wild ’asek we were olayin’ were a-.hm m. ’em eWen FraOierB NhFb FraOierB
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HVMH Ig ;RgH VDP LMHRPD M LMHRPD MEqM”g HM8Dg IHg 1jRPgD
 
 qe all baWe a li’bm kide m. .hr namhre, and we all baWe a dar— kideB D!ol.rin’ -.mbpand 
m. wbam de’reepik .hr Fb.iFeB
 
 qe d.nvm baWe m. aFm .hm eWery fanmakyB g.semisek, imvk -emmer lefm in mbe sindB
 

 
 g. wbile I F.hld fanmakiOe a-.hm H.s.Ovk w.rldN liWin’ imx
 
 Hbam wak diterenmB
 
 I —new sy lisimkB
 
 Mnd mbam sammeredB
 
 H.s.O didnvm baWe mb.ke kase -.hndariekB
 
 gbe liWed .n mbe ed’epwbere F.nmr.l and Fba.k -lhrred m.’emberB
 
 Mnd I f.ll.wed ber mbereB
 
 ueFahke kbe sade se feel aliWeB
 
 Hbamvk mbe mrhmbB
 
 L.m l.WeB
 L.m l.’iFB
 
 MliWeB
 
 Hbere were s.senmkp“hiem .nekpwbere kbe w.hld k.fmenB
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 N.senmk wbere kbe keesed als.km fra’ileB
 
 Ei—e kbe didnvm hnderkmand berkelfB
 
 YI d.nvm —n.w wby I d. mbik,z kbe .nFe kaidB
 
 uhm mbe ne!m dayN
 
 kbe w.hld mear eWerymbin’ d.wn a’ainB
 
 Hbam wak ber oammernB
 
 Chll se inB
 
 Chkb se awayB
 
 uhild k.sembin’B
 
 Hben dekmr.y imB
 
 L.m .hm .f FrhelmyB
 
 jhm .f inkminFmB
 
 Hbam wak ber namhreB
 
 Mnd namhreN alwayk ma—ek imk F.hrkeB
 
 Im resinded se .f mbe km.ry .f mbe kF.roi.n and mbe fr.’B
 
 Hbe kF.roi.n ak—k f.r belo Fr.kkin’ mbe riWerB
 
 Hbe fr.’ bekimamekp—n.win’ mbe rik—B
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 uhm -elieWek l.’iF will winB
 
 Valfway aFr.kkN
 
 mbe kF.roi.n kmin’k bisB
 
 Yqbyxz mbe fr.’ ak—k ak mbey -.mb -e’in m. dr.wnB
 
 YueFahke imvk in sy namhreBz
 
 Hbam wak H.s.OB
 
 Mnd if Ivs b.nekmN
 
 mbam wak se m..B
 
 ueFahke I —eom ’.in’ -aF—B
 
 I —eom -elieWin’ mbik mise w.hld -e diterenmB
 
 DWen wben I —new e!aFmly b.w im w.hld endB
 
 H.s.O waknvm eWilB
 
 gbe wak kisoly -ein’ wb. kbe wakB
 
 Mnd I wak mbe .ne wb. Fb.ke m. kmayB
 
 Ei—e mbe w.san in mbe km.ry .f mbe kna—ep
 
 ma—in’ in k.sembin’ dan’er.hkN
 
 b.oin’ im w.hldnvm -imeB
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 uhm im alwayk d.ekB
 
 ueFahke mbamvk imk namhreB
 
 Mnd .nFe y.h hnderkmand mbamN
 
 y.h realiOe k.sembin’ oainfhl6
 
 ”.h were neWer mraooedB
 
 ”.h wal—ed in willin’lyB
 
 Mnd kmayedB
 
 DWen wben y.h —new -emmerB



Chapter Nineteen

Deny, DeceJt, usfti�y

 One evening, we were sitting together on the loungers by the pool.

I was looking over the lake, watching the sunset, and Tomoz was reading Vanity Fair, 
sipping her glass of wine. 

As she was looking at the magazine, she asked me, “Why do men want a girl to be a 
virgin?”

“Because women never forget their Drst.”
“Ho you want a virgin?”
“"ell no.”
“Why?”
'I gave up on that dream a long time ago.'
'Hream? IYm your dream honey. Anyway good, because that was a long time ago.'
“ ’ou will never forget me anyway.”
“Oh, really, why is that?”
“’ouYll Dnd out.”
“Because you think you will be my last love?”
“Well, IJm not hoping I wonJt be, but not because of that.”
'…ust so you know I am not going to tattoo your name on my assL Ok IYll bite, why 

wonJt I forget you, Have?”
“Very funny, Horis, I love your sense of humor.”
'Met me tell you something, Sr. ’ouJll never forget me, let me tell you whyL. Because 

if you ever call me Horis again, I will slap you so hard you will be back in the Ttone Age, 
where you came from. :rust me, you will never forget me or my name ever again.'

“Ok, note to self( )as if writing the note down.N Horis... has... seriousLanger... issues.”
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'’eah, youJd better write that down and commit it to memory. In the meantime, donJt 
speak to me for an hourK youJre really annoying me. Horis?, What kind of a name is 
HOPIT?'

“What time is it now?”
“:ime for you to get lost or shut up, you decide.”
I said, “O—, Horis,” as I bolted. The picked up her glass of wine and threw it at me as I 

ran away.
I should probably stay clear of her for at least two hours, I thought.
I never called her Horis again.
But she has never forgotten me, and she never will. 
We did and said awful, terrible things to each other out of our hurt and pain. We 

have tended to focus on all the negative aspects of our relationshipjour weaknesses and 
foibles. We are both insecure, immature, irrational, and irresponsible. :hese xaws created 
mayhem in our lives. :hey also created amazing adventures that made the havoc and 
mayhem worthwhile.

As crazy as things got, there were 0ust as many incredible momentsjwe showered each 
other with love all the time. We wrote long teGts every day, eGpressing how and why we 
loved each other. Eot a single day passed without us saying, “I love you.” We made each 
other laugh 0ust as much as we made each other cry. I used to write her love notes and slip 
them into her shoes or clothes so they would fall out when she put them on. Tometimes, 
IJd tuck them into her folded clothes or bags, leaving little surprises for her to Dnd.

Tomoz and I loveUbombed each other constantly. Once, I wrote 566 sticky notes, each 
one listing something I loved about her, and stuck them all over her bathroom mirror. 
When she walked in and saw them, she put her hands over her mouth in shock. :hen, 
she read each one, tears of gratitude streaming down her face. The carefully placed them 
along the outside frame of her mirror and would reread some every morning as she got 
ready.

About a month later, she did the same for me. The arranged the notes in the shape of 
a heart on my bathroom mirror. It had the same eqect on mejI was utterly shocked. 
Overwhelmed with gratitude. :hese were the kinds of eGperiences we created for each 
other all the time.

We also loved listening to music together and shared many favorite songs, one of which 
was Truly Madly Deeply by Tavage 7arden.
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From the very beginning of our relationship, I would buy Tomoz greeting cards or love 
cardsjbeautiful ones. :hey were like works of art. I wrote heartfelt poems inside them 
for her. Along with the poems, I Dlled the cards with memories of our recent moments 
together, writing in diqerent directions, so she had to keep turning the cards to read each 
one. Tometimes, it was 0ust a word or phrasejenough to bring back a special memory.

I would give her three or four, sometimes Dve or more, at a timejespecially on 
holidays. Tometimes, I couldnJt choose which I liked best, so I bought them all. I also had 
so much to say that one card was never enough. I would write in each one, Dlling them 
with my thoughts and memories. It often took 8uite some time, but I loved doing it. It 
was my way of eGpressing my feelings about her and capturing the incredible moments 
we shared. I en0oyed doing it.

Tomoz, of course, loved it. I always gave her the cards while we were in bedjfor obvious 
reasons.

The would eGcitedly open each envelope, admiring the beautiful artwork on the front 
of the cards. I even had a special way of writing her name on the envelopes, which she 
always noticed. :hen, she would hand me a card and say, “Pead it to me.” The loved 
listening to my -nglish accent. Mying on her side beside me, sheJd prop her head up with 
her hand, completely focused.

I would read aloud every wordjevery poem, every memoryjturning the cards 
around as I followed the scattered notes, like navigating a maze. -ach memory brought 
laughter, conversation, and nostalgia. It was our special ritual, a time 0ust for us.

At the bottom of the inside right side of every card, I always signed oq the same way, 
with the same message(

I love you, Truly, Madly, Deeply )Our songN
4E4E X 23 )Forever, For Eternity X 23—my magical numberN
Stephen )My name �N
XOXO
We had so many little sayings and rituals, uni8ue to 0ust us. Our love was deep, and we 

eGpressed it in countless creative ways. :here was never a dull moment. -very day felt like 
an adventure. 

Tomoz had a knack for Dnding eGactly what she wantedjmoney, drugs, secrets. Eo 
drawer, bag, or cupboard was oqUlimits. "er charm was disarming, her manipulations 
eqortless, and before I even realized it, she had taken everything she neededjwhether it 
was cash from my carryUon or a piece of my sanity.
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For a while, I had no idea she had gone through everything in the house. :hings most 
people consider privatejto Tomoz, they were all hers to eGplore. The even read my 0ournal.

I found out when she casually mentioned something I had written in my 0ournal, but 
not something I had ever told her. After that, I started writing Dctitious stories in my 
0ournal to mess with her.

July 31st, 2014 – Thursday
Flying SRQ-ATL-ATL-Baltimore
What a week2 Tomoz has been impossible all week, and our time together has been a 

complete nightmare2
"a ha, Tomoz, if youYre reading this, it serves you right2 Ttop snooping in my 0ourU

naljitJs private2 7o write your own. Move you.
What was I going to do? :here was no point hiding my 0ournalK she would Dnd it 

anyway.
Sy 0ournals were far more detailed than what I can share here. Saybe one day, IJll turn 

them into a bookja collection of my 0ournals, poems, and letters I wrote to Tomoz.
Whenever I confronted Tomoz about something she had done, we would always go 

through a threeUstep process.
For eGample, when I found money missing from my carryUon bag, I asked her, “Baby, 

most of the money I left in my carryUon is missing. Ho you know anything about it?”
The had left some of the money in the envelope, making it less obvious until you 

actually counted it. The was no rookie.
The replied, “Eo, I donJt know anything about it. ’ou must have spent it and forgotU

ten.”
First, she would deny it.
“I would remember if I had spent it, Tomoz,” I pressed. “I donJt even use cash anymore 

unless itJs an emergency.”
:hen she said, “’ou want me to be here so you can fuck me all day and night, so I need 

some money.”
Tecond, she would dexect responsibilityjit was my fault.
“:hatJs not true. Well, not completely true. ’ou could have a 0ob working with me. 

’ou could take care of the house, be my butler,” I prodded her. ’ou can imagine the look 
on her face.

“Well, I need some money. I mean, I need to buy things that make me look pretty for 
you, and I hate asking you for money,” she argued.
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:hird, she would 0ustify.
Heny, dexect, 0ustify. ’ou could never win your case.
:hen I told myself, It’s only a relatively small amount of money; it’s not worth arguing 

about.
First, denial.
:hen, what do you expect if she has no money? Tecond, dexect onto myselfjit was my 

fault.
Mastly, I would tell myself, "Of course, she needs money to buy things to look pretty, and 

she shouldn’t have to ask me. That’s demeaning.'
:hird, 0ustify her behavior.
Heny, dexect, 0ustify2
I was doing the same thing.
Are you even surprised? The had been doing the same thing since we started seeing each 

other. And so had I.
…ust a few days after Tomoz nearly got me arrested and stole my home.
I asked her if she could get me something I needed while I was away.
The said, “Well, I will need money to buy that for you.” Which was, of course, fair. To, 

I wrote her a check and handed it to her.
Before I could even place it in her hand, Selania grabbed it, took out her phone, and 

banked it. …ust like that. Mike a pickpocket passing a wallet to their accomplice.
Tomoz never bought what I asked her to, and the money was gone, 0ust like that.
The had learned these tricks after years of living moment to moment, man to man, 

surrounding herself with people like Selaniajpeople from very diqerent backgrounds 
than hers.

:hey were survivors from incredibly tough backgrounds. :hey knew how to eGploit 
people, society, and the law. :hey had tojit was a means of survival, and Tomoz had 
learned well.

When we Drst met, Tomoz told me she had a friend who lived in Tt. Cetersburg and 
implied that this friend had been there before Tomoz arrived.

I never met that friend.
The didnJt eGist.
Tomoz only met Selania after arriving in Tt. Cetersburg. :hey met through :ristan, 

who lived in the same apartment building as Tomoz.
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Tomoz was lonely, 0ust like :ristan. Selania, the proverbial predator, 8uickly realized 
she could manipulate and control Tomoz. Rntil Tomoz met me, she went everywhere with 
Selania. In fact, Selania was the conduit between Tomoz and the outside world.

Tomoz didnJt have a car. The was a great wingmanjI mean, wingwomanjfor SelaU
nia. Tomoz would meet and attract men and women for Selania to feed oq.

Selania used that for her devious ends. :hat is how she got her claws into :ristan. 
Because he trusted Tomoz, :ristan assumed he could trust Selania. A terrible mistake.

Selania, :ony, and Tomoz were all fucking each other. It was a lovejI mean, lustjtriU
angle.

:hey were all incredibly goodUlooking, addicted to seG and drugs, and loved to party. 
Cerfect.

Selania was the leader, the mastermind. The controlled each of them using fear, seG, 
and her sharp street instincts.

Tomoz was afraid that if she didnJt do what Selania told her to, Selania would 
abandon her, leaving her alone and unable to leave her apartment.

Selania got :ony to physically abuse her. :hen she turned around and got a restraining 
order against him. :ony, in turn, was afraid Selania would have him arrested againjeiU
ther for breaking the restraining order or for physical abuse.

:hey also worked together as a team, conning anyone and everyone they met who had 
money, then splitting the bounty.

Mater, when :ony had to go to court over the physical abuse charges Selania had Dled, 
she testiDed against him. Why? Eo reason. Because thatJs what scorpions do.

"e was facing a lengthy prison sentence. Tomoz had to testify on his behalf to save him.
:hat was the end of Tomoz’s friendship with Selania.
Tomoz played the game as well as any man. The used them as they used herj8uid pro 

8uo, an eye for an eye.
With a carefully timed glance and a lingering touch, she knew eGactly how to turn 

desire into leverage.
The lured men with her beauty and seGuality. :o Tomoz, this was 0ust part of the 

dealjan unspoken deal, but a deal nonetheless.
If you were prepared to make the trade, you had to live with the conse8uences.
I knew that. It 0ust took me a minute to realize.
:he truth is, I was prepared to make the deal and live with the conse8uences, at least 

for now.
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As you can imagine, Tomoz did not like being told what to do or following rules. Eot 
even her own.

Almost everything she did was far outside normal behavior. Tomoz had 0ust one rule( 
that rules did not apply to her.

The would sunbathe topless anywhere. Well, anywhere she chose to sunbathe.
When she lived in MA, she would walk into a hotel, head to the pool, grab one of 

the poolside towels, claim a lounger, take oq her top, and lay there topless, completely 
unbothered.

Eow and then, sheJd get up and swim in the pool.
The was not a guest of the hotel, but she looked like one. The looked like she beU

longedjlike she was either rich or with her rich husband or boyfriend.
The had an air about her, a presence that said, This is my world.
1an you imagine the pool staq saying anything to her?
The would have cut them into pieces and devoured them.
Occasionally, it would happen.
“-Gcuse me, madam, are you staying at the hotel?”
“What?” The would glare at them. “Who are you, and what is your name?” A veiled 

threat.
Eow, it took some hutzpah for them to push forward. But if they did, they might say 

something like, “"ello, my name is …oe Blow, and I apologize madam, but could I 0ust get 
your last name and room number?”

:hat might continue, but she wasnJt going to make it easy. The would make them feel 
like they would probably lose their 0ob.

If they pushed further and went oq to verify, she would simply get up and leave. -asy, 
simple, no conse8uences.

Anyway, topless sunbathing became a thing for her. The even petitioned the city of Mos 
Angeles, getting them to change an ordinance that made it legal within city limits.

Tomoz was used to getting away with everythingjand getting anything she wanted.
I mean, you have to admire her.
Mook, Sike :yson used to almost kill people and steal from everyone, yet most people 

love him. Hespite everything he went through, he still found his way to becoming the 
worldYs heavyweight champion. Hid he fuck up? Hid he go to prison? Ture. But people 
love himjeven some of the people he stole from2
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We may not agree with some of the things people do, but we can admire the fact that 
they live life on their own terms. ’ou might say, “Well, Tomoz is no Sike :yson.” ’ou 
might not want to put that to the test.

 The en0oyed pissing people oq. The loved it when men stared at her while their wives 
were right neGt to them.

:he wife would glare at her. Tomoz would simply look at them with a knowing smile 
that said, I win.

The thought it was funny. I thought it was unkind and cruel. But she didnJt care what 
I thought either.

Tomoz had huge, rapid mood swings. The would go from being infatuated with 
mejloveUbombing mejto hating me, accusing me of being mean to her, all within a 
few short hours. It was pretty startling. I never knew who I was going to wake up neGt to. 
:he Angel of Might or the Angel of Harkness.

"er wild mood swings left me eGhausted, but beneath my frustration was a pang of 
pity. Was this chaos her defense mechanism, a way to shield herself from something more 
profound? I wondered if loving her meant accepting the stormjor if it would eventually 
consume me.

We had a lot of eGplosive arguments. After one of these nuclear eGplosions, we would 
both retreat to assess the fallout.

After an argument, Tomoz would send me long teGts. :hey became perfunctory, 
standard. :hey were very mean and spiteful. Sostly paranoid accusations stated as fact. 
:hings like(

"I hope that stupid bitch you're fucking is worth it."
"I can smell her on your clothes."
"That perfume she wears is disgusting."
I could barely keep up with Tomoz seGually. :here was no way I had the energy to fuck 

anyone elsejand I didnJt want to.
The accused me of having prostitutes in every city. The kept me on the defensive while 

probably on Seeking An Arrangement, doing eGactly what she accused me of2
:hat thought never even crossed my mind at the time. I was too busy defending myself 

from I1BSs.
The would twist things around, spinning them into some crazy, negative fantasy. And 

to be fair, a lot of what she said was also truejmostly about me being an asshole. :he 
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best lies or accusations always have an element of truth. It makes it harder to separate fact 
from Dction.

A lot of it was pro0ection. But there was a lot of it, and her teGts were a mile long.
At Drst, I would respond and try to reason with her, but that 0ust made things worse. 

I used to read the entire teGt and respond to each accusation.
The would then Dre back with an even longer, meaner, and more spiteful message.
In the end, I realized I 0ust needed to let her vent and let it go. After a few hours, she 

would calm down and teGt me, 'I love you.'
:hereJs a great line in a Tarah Brightman song( "Every ship you come across is not one you 

have to take." Tometimes, saying nothing is the best response.
Anyway, one Tunday evening, we were xying back to Tarasota together after one of our 

trips.
Tomoz was sitting backward, leaning against the seat in front of her with her legs 

stretched out on her seat. Why? I have no idea. It was Tomoz. The did everything her way, 
even sitting on a plane.

Do not try this at home. Rnless, of course, you happen to have an airplane seat in your 
house.

:hat put pressure on the seat in front of herjor rather, behind her back. IJm sure it 
felt like when a kid starts kicking the back of your seat on a xight.

Very annoying.
I wasnJt paying attentionjnot a good thing.
Like a child, Tomoz was going to get attention no matter what. 7ood or bad, she didnJt 

care.
To, you can guess what happened.
-ventually, the guy in the seat in front of her turned around and asked her to stop.
"e looked even more annoyed when he saw how she was sitting backward.
"e was actually behind the rest of the passengers in his reaction. :hey were already 

pissed oq with Tomoz.
Why? Teveral reasons.
Tome were 0ealous of how beautiful she was.
And some because it was evident that Tomoz was a law unto herself and had no 

consideration for how her behavior aqected others.
Ceople were showing their disapproval.
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When I looked up, I would catch people glaring at me like it was my fault. Mike I was the 
parent who refused to make their child behave, letting them become a menace to everyone 
around them.

To, I handled it.
I stopped looking up.
The was like a naughty child. But when itJs your child, you can be more lenient and 

more understanding. :hatJs called being a bad parent.
’ou tell yourself, "It’s just not worth it. I don’t need the aggravation right now." ’ouJre 

0ust too tired.
But she wasnJt my child. The was of an age, unknown, but nevertheless a fully grown 

women.
To, this guyjpretty aggressivelyjasks her to stop pushing her back into his seat. "e 

also makes some comment about how the seat isnJt meant to be sat in like that.
I thought, Good for you, mister. She needed to hear that. And rather you than me.
To, Tomoz apologized, turned around, and sat nicely in her seat with her seatbelt 

fastened for the rest of the xight.
Eow, in a parallel universe, that might have happened.
But in this universejI mean, Tomoz’s universejthat would never happen.
Of course, Tomoz started arguing with the guy.
"This is my seat, and I will sit in it how I like," she said deDantly. :otal brat.
:his was an eGercise in how to turn a whole plane full of passengers against herjand, 

by eGtension, me.
:hey went back and forth a few times until he snapped his seat forward and then back 

again, throwing Tomoz oq balance. The slipped down, practically disappearing below the 
seat. 

Fortunately, she wasnJt hurt physically, though her ego was bruised, which, to Tomoz, 
was far worse. The had an incredibly high threshold for physical pain. In fact, as you probU
ably know by now, she kinda liked it. Actually, craved it. :hereJs a reason for thatjIJll 
eGplain later.

But looking foolish or having her ego attacked? Eot so much.
"er tolerance for that was noneGistent. The 0ust lit up. And now, I was in a predicament.
:he guy was rightjshe shouldnJt have been sitting like that, and it was disturbing him.
The was a total brat in how she handled it.
We can all agree on that, your honor. I was trying her case in my mind.



HP. T:-C"-E CARM -HWAPHT5!O

"ow was I supposed to defend my clientjA—A my girlfriendPchild?
:hat was about as far as I got before Tomoz pulled herself back up, fuming.
Eow, to be fair, the guy was being an asshole too. When he pushed his chair forward 

like that, he knew sheJd probably fall to the xoorjand she could have gotten hurt. :hatJs 
not okay.

I knew if I didnJt do something right now, this was going to escalate. And if that 
happened, IJd have no choice but to step in, which would mean Dghting with this guy, 
at least verbally and possibly physically.

To, I started helping her up and tried to turn her around so sheJd be sitting in her seat 
the right way, which I somehow managed to do.

Of course, everyone was staring at us with complete disdain.
And that was that.
’eah, no.
'Wow, real tough guy, shoving me like that,' Tomoz sneered. The pressed her Dngers 

against her temple, wincing dramatically. '"ope you feel big and strong now.'
"e shot back, 'If you would 0ust sit in your seat properly, then that wouldnJt happen, 

now would it?'
Tomoz, he has a point. Let’s move on, I thought.
But no.
'’ou 0ust sit in your seat, big boy, and donJt tell me what to do in mine. ItJs none of 

your business.'
:hose were Dghting words.
-Gcept it was going to be me doing the Dghting.
I wonderedjif I asked the xight attendant nicely, would she let me move to another 

seat?
As I reached for the call button, I realized two things(
One, Tomoz would never let me pass.
And two, she would torture me for the rest of my life in very mean and horrible ways.
Saybe that was a little dramatic. But maybe not.
Of course, IJm kidding. I would never leave her side.
Eow, there was silence.
Thank you, God.
Rnfortunately, it was the 8uiet before the storm.



FIEAM -HI: U :"- V-ERT FM’ :PAC 1OC’ 1OC’ 5!;

:hen, the guy 0umped out of his seat into the aisle, xung open the overhead compartU
ment, and glared at Tomoz with a look that wasL well, very scary.

Mike, say one more word, and I will punch you in the mouth.
:hatJs a lot to put into a look, but he pulled it oq.
:hen, still staring at Tomoz, he slammed the overhead compartment shut.
Very aggressively.
I mean, it was a pretty clear signal that violence was his neGt step.
Eow, I am not a Dghter. I am a lover.
WellL maybe more of a seGual deviant, but that old 8uote 0ust seemed to Dt here.
Anyway, I donJt like to Dghtjeven verballyjif I can help it.
But of course, I have, and I will.
I have buttons, and a nuclear reaction can occur if they get pushed enough.
Mike I said earlier, one of my buttonsjone of my red buttonsjis anyone being a bully.
:hreatening me, my family, or Tomoz? Yeah, no.
I hate to generalize, which is a good thing to say right before generalizing, but most 

men have a natural protective instinct.
WeJre raised with the idea that we should take care of and protect our loved ones.
And, wellL our seG slaves.
I mean, in a way, theyJre part of the family too, you know.
To, I calmly said to the guyj
Torry, backup.
I very aggressively said to the guy, “"ey man, that is not okay. Ho not threaten my 

girlfriend like that.”
’eah, I told him.
I put a big, fat line in the sand.
Which he went ahead and stepped right over.
I had 0ust poured gasoline on his Dre.
To, he came back at me with even more intensity.
'Oh yeah? And what are you gonna do?' he sneered like I was some kind of wimp.
:his was the beginning.
’ou know how presidents say things like, “If they hit us, we’ll hit them 10X harder?”
’eah, well, I subscribe to that philosophy.
I should probably mention that IJm a black belt in :aekwondo and studied Bruce MeeYs 

Dghting style, …eet —une Ho.
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I had never lost a Dght in my life.
I should also mention that IJd only ever had three Dghts.
:wo were with boys half my age.
:he third was with my sisterjwho, to this day, still debates the outcome.
I mean, who are you gonna believe, right?
Whatever.
Okay, kidding.
But I am a black belt.
ItJs 0ust that my last Dght was years ago.
To, none of that would be helpful if this turned physical.
Sy chances of winning were extremely low.
Ture, the guy was half my age, but at my age now, thatJs no longer an advantage.
And as you may knowjor at least know someone who doesjonce you cross the 

threshold from being calm and collected, into anger, you leave rationality behind.
And if you say youJve never been angry, chances are you lie about other things too.
Once you cross that line, itJs no longer about logic. ItJs about winning.
-go.
And as youJve probably already realizedL I donJt have an ego.
Okay, I have a massive ego. Almost as big as Tomoz’s.
But despite that, my primary motivation here wasnJt ego. It was simple(
Eo one was going to threaten or frighten Tomoz.
1rossing that line is always dangerous.
Anger always comes from fear.
Of course, I donJt actually believe itJs a good philosophy for a country to say, “Hit us, 

and we’ll hit back 10X harder.”
I meanL howJs that working out for us so far, right?
And itJs certainly not a good philosophy in everyday life.
But when it comes to protecting the people I love?
I would die for them.
I would 0ump in front of a bus for Tomoz if it meant saving her life.
To, if that meant Dghting this guy, then so be it.
TuQce to say, we had now devolved into men's stuff.
1aveman stuq.
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Although, in more recent times, IJve noticed more and more women Dghtingjlike, 
really beating the shit out of each other.

Women in SSA. BoGing. Ttreet Dghts.
:heyJre crazier than the men.
Tougher too.
Teriously. But this? :his was primal.
We had resorted to our most basic animal instincts. I canJt even remember what we said 

to each other. But you can probably imagine.
When I lose my temper, I can never remember much afterward. ItJs like I had an 

epileptic Dt.
Madies, you know what I mean. ’ouJve seen it plenty of times.
:he xight attendants rushed over, telling us to stop. We didnJt.
:hen one of them turned to me and said, “If you do not sit down immediately, I will 

call the police, and they will meet you when you get oq the plane.”
I was xabbergasted. I said, “Se? :hat guy is the one who slammed his overhead 

compartment eGtremely aggressively2”
I mightJve added something about her not doing her 0ob properly and how she should 

report him to the police, not me.
At which point, another xight attendant chimed in. “’ou two have been causing 

trouble since you got on the plane.”
Seaning Tomoz and me. W:F?
’ou can guess what happened neGt.
'Mook, this guy threatened my girlfriend. :hat is unacceptable, and he needs to be 

arrested when we get oq this airplane2' I shouted.
:hey 0ust stared at me like I was crazy.
'If you had been doing your 0ob instead of hanging out behind that curtain, you would 

know that2 To donJt you dare say weJve been causing trouble since we got on this plane2 
"e needs to apologize to my girlfriendjright now!” I demanded.

:he lead xight attendant didnJt even hesitate.
'Tir, we are calling the police to meet you at the gate. ’ou can eGplain all that to them. 

In the meantime, sit down and fasten your seatbelt.'
I sat down.
And prepared myself to be arrested.
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Eow, Tomoz was looking at me, shaking her head. 'Ttephen, what are you doing? Why 
did you do that?' The sounded like my mother.

:his was coming from Tomoz? Are you fucking serious right now? I was trying to 
protect you2

I was thinking it. But I didnJt say it. ’et.
I started thinking about how to break open a window and throw her out.
But sheJs five feet eleven fucking inches tall, and it would take forever to get her through 

the window. 
I probably had other very unproductive and evil thoughts about Tomoz during that 

/6Uminute descent while also mentally preparing for my inevitable arrest, a night in 0ail, 
and thousands of dollars in attorney fees.

Finally, we landed.
Heplaning was horrible. 
-veryone was looking at us like weJd committed some unspeakable crime against 

humanity.
"Lock them up! Lock them up!" :hey chanted.
Well, thatJs what they were chanting in my head as we walked down the aisle and oq 

the plane.
As we stepped onto the gangway, the sheriq stood there, waiting.
:he xight attendant pointed at us. ':hem,' she said. :hen she turned and got back on 

the plane like she hadnJt 0ust ruined my life.
:he sheriq looked at me. 'Sr. -dwards?'
'’es,' I said, resigned to my fate.
'1ome with me,' he said, motioning toward the terminal.
Teemed like an appropriate description for what was about to happen to me.
Once we got oq the 0etway, he gestured toward some seats to the right. We hobbled over 

like a chain gang, took a seat, and waited for our sentencing. 
:he sheriq was surprisingly nice. Older guy. -Gperienced. 1alm.
"e asked, 'To, what happened?'
We told him everything.
I eGplained that we were 0ust innocent victims, 0ust sitting there 8uietly when they 

called the police.
But for some reason, he didnJt believe that.
IJm kidding.
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Tort of.
Tomoz was still feeling victimized, but she admitted she could have handled it better.
I admitted I lost my temper.
:he sheriq nodded. 'Well, you were probably trying to protect her, right?'
'’-T2' Finally, a man who understands2
'I get it,' he said. 'But you canJt do thatjespecially on an airplane.'
I sighed. 'I know. It wonJt happen again.'
'I hope not. Because neGt time, it wonJt be me meeting you. :hey might take you to 

0ail and let the 0udge decide what to do with you.'
Firm but kind.
"e was showing me how to be better.
'Alright,' he said. 'I think weJre done here. ’ou both look eGhausted. 7o home and get 

some rest. And in the futurejxy safe, stay in your seats, and remember, Dghting on an 
airplane is never a good idea.'

And 0ust like that, he walked away.
I sat there, replaying everything in my head.
:he anger. :he embarrassment. :he glares from other passengers.
All of it.
And I started wonderingjhad protecting her been worth it?
"ad I let her pull me so far from my center that I had lost myself?
And then it hit me.
What if he had arrested me? What if Tomoz had then taken out a restraining order? 

:hat thought hadnJt even crossed my mind until now.
I donJt know if that was her plan.
But even if it wasnJt intentional, it wouldJve been the perfect opportunity for her to 

do what she always doesj
7et me arrested. 7et a restraining order. :ake my home from me for siG months.
"ad I 0ust escaped the Venus Fly :rap again?
I guess weJll never know.
We talked about the whole episode on the way home. Of course, Tomoz saw herself as 

the victim, which, to some degree, she was. By that, I mean she was 0ust being herself.
The could never 8uite understand how, simply by being herself, she could cross other 

peopleJs boundaries and cause conxict. It was a genuine blind spot for her. Rnfortunately, 
she also didnJt realize that this blind spot brought her a lot of heartache and pain.
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The said, “:hose people were 0ust complete idiots.” The was still angry.
Eow, I had a choicejagree with her or start World War III. The wasnJt ready to take 

any responsibility, at least not yet. At this moment, she needed validation, support, and 
understanding. 

“I agree, baby. :hey were very unfair to you. MetJs not worry about that right now. MetJs 
get you home and fuck your brains out so you feel better, okay?”

“’es, baby, I want you to fuck me hard. 1an you do that for me?” she asked in her 
demure, seGy voice, looking at me with those big, brown, BambiUlike eyes.

:hat was not the response I eGpected. I guess she appreciated my support.
“Baby, IJm going to ruin you tonightjyou wonJt know what hit you.”
“:hat is eGactly what I need right now. I need you to ruin me. :hank you, baby,” she 

said, suddenly happier.
Eo, thank you, I thought.
“Baby, I am going to rip your clothes oq and fucking destroy you,” I added.
“Ohh, baby, I want you to treat me like the dirty whore I am. Will you do that for me?”
Eow she was coming back.
I met her gaze, the weight of the moment settling between us.
“:hatJs what I live for,” I murmured.
And for once, the words felt like more than 0ust charmjthey felt like a promise.
The looked at me, rubbed her hands together, and let out a little s8ueal of eGcitement.
By the time we got home, we were both almost completely undressed, ready to destroy 

each other.
As you can imagine, that was 8uite a night.
Once again, we fell into a deep sleep in each otherYs arms.
In the stillness of the night, there was nothing but breath... and only the flow of ideas 

moving onward—like a river unburdened by banks.
We needed the restjto prepare for our neGt crazy adventure.



Chapter Twenty

“But I Don’t Have Any 
Clothes”

 Tomoz had many big plans to make money, all kinds of business ideas that required tons 
of investment. Some of her ideas were really good, so I decided to invest all the money I 

had in one of her schemes. I mean, what could go wrong, right? Kidding.
It sometimes amazed me that Tomoz wasn’t already making a lot of money. With 

her personality, —ne upbringing, and high intelligenceTnot to mention her incredible 
beautyTshe had so many amazing gifts. She could have done or been anything she 
wanted.

jhen it hit meTshe wasn’t chasing success for herself. She Bust wanted to impress her 
father, to earn his love. Lut nothing ever lasted because it was never truly what she wanted 
to do.

What did she want to do? Aike her father said, party and have a rich guy take care of 
her while she did whatever she pleased.  t least, that’s what she thought she wanted.

When she —nally realized I would never invest my money in her schemes, she suggested 
she could do RenéJs Bob. Well, that would certainly get rid of one of her enemies.

Tomoz never liked me having RenéJor Ferry around. jhey were witnessesTobstacles 
in her way. jhe more she could isolate me, the easier it was for her to take control.

I didn’t like leaving Tomoz at home each week or even in her apartment. jhat was way 
too long for me to be without her for a couple of reasons. xirst, the seD. Second, who knew 
what she would get up to?  ll kinds of images ran through my mind. jhere was no way 
Tomoz was going to pack and unpack my bags. She wanted to stay home while I was away, 
busting my assTsitting by the pool by day and partying in my house by night.
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“f course, there were probably all kinds of positive advantages to having Tomoz as my 
assistant, but somehow, I couldn’t think of a single one. “f course, she pleaded her case, 
but her pleas fell on deaf ears.

Nowever, I needed to come up with something she could do to keep her busy and help 
her start making her own money.

She could make great money as a sales consultant on the road with me. I had a sales 
team that sold advanced programs at the back of the ballroom. jhat way, we could travel 
together, and Tomoz could make good money for herself.

She needed a Bob because her father had made it clearThe would only pay for her 
apartment until she found one. Ne gave her three months, after which she was on her 
own.

Tomoz was running out of time and places in the house to —nd cash. So I told her, Y”ou 
can come and work for me, on my team, as a sales consultant at the back of the room. ”ou 
can make a nice salary.V

It seemed like a good idea at the time. ”ou might be thinking I didn’t think it through. 
Well, you’d be wrongTI did think it through. I saw all the things that could go wrong. I 
could see her being a maBor problem.   nightmare.  nd I still suggested it anyway.

She was the !enus xly jrap, and I, as always, the helpless -y. When you’re in the trap, 
you can’t reason. ”ou’re beyond helpTeven your own. Pspecially your ownC

Tomoz said, Y s long as you’re not my boss telling me what to do.V
YUo, the team is separate, and you would have a manager,V I told her, trying to convince 

her it was a good idea.
jhen she said, YLut I don’t have any clothes.V  lways the great negotiator.
I had bought her plenty of nice clothes, and we had a fantastic time shopping together. 

I always Boined her in the changing room when she tried things on, which she enBoyed 
almost as much as I did. jhe sales assistants didn’t mindTthey made a great sale and 
earned commission.

Lut while those clothes were very nice and she looked beautiful, they were casual and 
unsuitable for business purposes.

So, I decided to take her to Saks xifth  venue to buy her some professional out—ts. She 
needed to look the part if she was coming on the road with me.

Ruring the ride, she eDcitedly listed all the skirts and Backets she would needTseDy, 
tight, yet professional. jhe moment we stepped into the women’s department, the drama 
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and the show began. Fust by the way Tomoz walked, it was clear she was a fabulous diva, 
and the assistants lapped it up. jhey were practically squealing with delight.

She had all the salesgirls running around, picking out suits, Backets, and blous3
esTeverything professional yet tight and seDy, Bust as she, and I, wanted. jhe girls loved 
it. jhey all wanted to look and be like Tomoz and have a rich guy buy them whatever they 
wantedTnot that I ever told Tomoz she could have whatever she wanted.

She didn’t need me to tell her anythingç she Bust did it. What was I going to doTtell 
the assistants to put things back?

jrapped by the !enus xly jrap again. I should’ve seen it comingTher pull was in3
evitable. jhen again, I had plans of my own.   di"erent kind of trap, a di"erent kind of 
hunger. SeD, lies, and repercussionsTpar for the course.

She charmed the sales assistants e"ortlessly, her laughter echoing through the store like 
a siren’s call. I watched from the sidelines, torn between admiration and unease. She was 
brilliant and magnetic, but there was always a cost to her brilliance. I couldn’t decide 
whether I was her partner or pawn, and the uncertainty gnawed at me.

jhe neDt thing I knew, she was telling the assistants that we were having a partyTand 
they were all invitedC

I thought, We are? I hope I’m invited! She had a way of putting you in situations where 
you couldn’t say anythingTyou Bust had to follow along.

So, we had a party.
When I —nished paying, we left the store. I carried an armful of bags as we walked out 

while Tomoz blew kisses at her new besties.
Tomoz made fast friendsTand lost them Bust as fast. Uo one stayed friends with her for 

very long.  s you will see, many people came in and out of her life in a -ash.
jhere were several reasons for that. xirst, Tomoz was constantly moving from city to 

city. jhen, there were her eDtreme mood swings. She rarely stayed in touch with people 
unless she needed something.

Aetting anyone get close to her was di:cult. She felt insecure and often bragged about 
herself or her family, believing it would impress people and make them like her. 1nfor3
tunately, this had the opposite e"ect, creating the very thing she was terri—ed ofTbeing 
abandonedTonly reinforcing her belief that she was unlovable.

Tomoz felt she needed to be somebodyTanybody but herself. She had no authentic 
self3identity. Instead, she tried to be the person she thought others wanted her to be. Lut 
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she could only maintain the fa6ade for so long. Lefore anyone could discover the 5real5 
Tomoz, she would either create an argument or simply disappear.

It all made her feel alone and abandoned, which meant that no matter what she did, 
she was always living her worst fearTself3destructing. ”es, there was a reason for all of it, 
and yes, I’ll eDplain later.

It was heartbreaking to watch. Uaturally, this played right into my protective instincts, 
making me want to rescue, save, and —D her.

 s we left the store, her laughter faded, and for a moment, her shoulders slumped. She 
looked vulnerable, almost fragile.

YAet’s Bust go home,V she murmured, avoiding my gaze.
It was rare to see her mask slip, and when it did, I couldn’t help but feel protective, even 

as I questioned what lay beneath it.
jhe shopping spree was overTat least for now. “f course, the salesgirls all had her 

number and would call incessantly to sell her more merchandise.
jhat was juesday. Tomoz  had told the girls at Saks that the party was happening 

tomorrowTand she had given them all my address.
I thought to myself, Okay then, we’re having a party. jhere was no stopping this now, 

even if I wanted to. I Bust needed to remember to let security at the gate know that several 
beautiful young women would be arriving at my house tomorrow night for a party.

That’ll give them something to talk about! I thought. jhen another thought followed… 
Uo one is going to show up on such short notice.

Lut they did.  bout 4M people.
Tomoz made no e"ort to do anything for the party other than invite people.
I invited some friends. jhey were surprised by the last3minute invitation, but as always, 

they showed up for me. RenéJ appeared with an armful of supplies, his calm e:ciency 
starkly contrasting with the chaos swirling around him.

Y”ou’d think we were hosting royalty,V he quipped, handing me a bottle of wine.
I smiled, grateful for his steadinessTeven as I wondered how long he could endure 

Tomoz’s whirlwind.
Ne managed to pull things togetherThors d’oeuvres, the bar, the essentialsTso it 

wasn’t so bad.
Pveryone started arriving around I…4M p.m. jhey all loved the house, of course. Tomoz 

was having the time of her life, showing them around what was now, apparently, our 
home.  nd they followed her like an entourage.
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 bout half an hour after everyone else had arrived, the doorbell rang.
I opened the front door, and a young Llack woman walked right past meTno hello, 

nothingTstraight into the house.
She was pissed.
YI am so pissed,V she snapped. See? jold you.
YI’ve been sitting at the security gate for OM minutesTthey wouldn’t let me in. jhey 

said no one named Tomoz is listed as an owner of any house.V
Well, that was true.
YI told them she was living here with some guy. I don’t know his name.V
jhat would be me, I thought.
She kept going, ignoring me entirely.
YI told them you were having a party. jhen they realized I was one of the guests who 

were already arriving.  nd when they —nally let me through, the directions they gave me 
got me lost.V

I thought, Well, everyone else managed to get here just fine. Lut I decided that was 
probably not the best way to calm this bitch down.

Ly this time, Tomoz had come to see what all the commotion was about.
Tomoz beamed. Y;hanyce, you made itC I’m so glad you’re here. ;ome on in.V
;hanyce started to calm down and followed Tomoz out to the patio.
Nice to meet you, too, I thought.
So, I guess this was ;hanyce T K  Nell on Neels. jurns out she had been given a 

one3night pass to leave the local mental hospital. I should have checked her pass at the 
door. I was far from convinced that any mental institution would ever let her outTeven 
for one evening.

;hanyce was Tomoz’s hairdresser.
 lthough, during all our time together, Tomoz never once got her hair done by 

;hanyce.
I understood.
jhere was no way I would have let her near my hair with scissors either.
Heople started to relaD after a few drinks, some hors d’oeuvres, and introductions.
 s the evening wore on, we all sat around the —re pit and pool, sipping drinks and 

watching the sunset over the lake and golf course.
Tomoz -itted from guest to guest, holding court like a queen. She had a way of com3

manding attention, e"ortlessly drawing people in with her wit and charm. Lut beneath 
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the surface, there was a darkness. I wondered if anyone else saw it or if they, too, were 
blinded by her light.

Tomoz and I played and teased each other. She’d toss out some rude remark to make 
me chase her. She’d squeal in eDcitement, feigning an attempt to run away, wanting to be 
caught and conquered.

WellK caught, anyway.
She was never going to be conquered.  t least not in public.
jhen, we tumbled onto the ground by the pool and started making out in front of our 

audience. We all Boked, laughed, and had a great time.
Rusk had barely settled when most people left. I was a little tipsy.
“f course, Tomoz was wasted. jony and Lelania slipped inside.
I was pretty sure they were heading to the bedroom where they’d had seD the other 

night.
 s the last guest left, I stood in the quiet aftermath, staring at the remnants of the party. 

Tomoz had seamlessly woven herself into my life, leaving me both eDhilarated and uneasy. 
She was a force of nature, and I couldn’t tell whether I was weathering her storm or being 
swept away by it.

“utside, Tomoz and I sat together, lost in each other, our kisses growing heated. She 
dropped to her knees in front of me, unzipped my Beans, and took me into her mouth.

1nbelievable. I had the urge to capture this moment on my iHhone. Tomoz didn’t 
careTif anything, she played to the camera. So, I took photographs on my iHhone while 
she worked her magic. jhen, for some reason, I was unable to take pictures anymoreK

When she was done milking me dry, she collapsed onto the couch, her makeup 
smudged, her energy drained.

YRo you ever feel like none of this matters?V she asked, staring at the lake. I glimpsed 
the woman behind the performance for a moment, and it broke my heart.

We went back inside. jony and Lelania were nowhere to be seen. jhe party was over. 
PDhausted, we crawled into bed, letting the night fade into quiet.

  whirlwind of thoughts swirled in my mind as I drifted toward sleep. This is crazy. 
What the hell is going on? What am I doing? Am I losing myself?

Lut before I could —nd the answers, I was already lostTdeep in dreams of Tomoz, 
where the questions and answers no longer mattered.



Chapter Twenty-One

She's Mad, But She's 
Magic

T he next morning, we packed for Tampa to go to my next speaking engagement. 
Tomoz asked me, in her deep, sexy voice and with her Bambi brown eyes, if she 

could drive the Bentley, and I would drive the Rolls.
What was I going to say? No? And risk a three-hour argument, followed by her pouting 

and saying, “I’m not going then!” like a brat?
See, I can justify doing anything for her. So, of course, I said OK.
We raced the whole way. She’s a damn good driver, so she gave me a real run for my 

money. She might have even beaten me, just like she did at Backgammon.
As I followed her down the highway, watching the Bentley glide e—ortlessly ahead, I 

couldn’t help but marvel at how she had taken over my life. She was intoxicatingJalways 
one step ahead, impossible to predict.

And yet, I couldn’t resist.
We were both Mercely competitive. I would never let her win, and she wouldn’t have 

wanted me to. So, given that I’m the one telling this story, it’s fair to assume that I won.
We arrived at the C.W. Oarriott togetherJher in the Bentley with the roof down, of 

course, and me in the Rolls. It felt like a scene straight out of a movie or in front of the 
casino in Oonte Darlo. Ef course, we pretended not to notice, like it was just another day 
in Richville.

Tomoz sashayed through the hotel like she owned the place. At reception, she grabbed 
the key card and headed straight to the room while I stayed behind to Mnish checking in.
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She was not good at waiting for anyone or anything. She would say things like, “Why 
do you need me here?” or “You can handle this on your own, can’t you?”Jand then she’d be 
gone.

By the time I reached the room, the bags had already been delivered. Tomoz had raided 
the minibar and was lounging outside, drink in one hand, cigarette in the other.

We hadn’t had sex all day, so we were both horny as hell. We both got undressed, had 
sexy time, thenJfor some reasonJwe decided to Mnd a store that sold sex toys. I knowJ 
weird, right? Uave you been paying attention?

So, we took the Bentley to a local sex shop called Giggles to pick up some goodies.
We cruised along I-;2z through downtown Tampa with the roof down. It was a 

beautiful evening6 the city bathed in the golden hues of a setting sun.
Tomoz sat beside me, her beautiful hair Gowing in the evening bree“e. Another perfect 

moment, another memory to treasure. Uow was I this lucky? I mean, come on!
I laughed at how cra“y this wasJI mean, really laughed. We were both rocking our 

cool, sexy sunglasses. Tomoz had on one of her fabulous short summer dresses. She liked 
me to wear silk shirts, unbuttoned about halfway down. We looked like a drug dealer and 
his sexy moll. Uilarious.

As we approached our exit at Ashley Street, I noticed a police car. I made sure to slow 
down to ”z mph, keeping below the speed limit. It felt like we were going backwards.

Priving a Bentley YTD Donvertible at ”z mph isn’t easyJit could stall. I know it’s a 
tough life. I cruised past the police car, Gashing the o0cer a friendly smile as I went by. 
The next thing I knew, the lights on the police car Gicked on, and the o0cer pulled me 
over. What?

So, I eased onto the shoulder. The o0cer walked up to my side of the car.
FPid you know you were speeding, sir?V
Speeding? I thought. Are you kidding? I had made sure I was only doing ”z mph.
FLo, I didn’t reali“e, o0cer. I thought I was only doing ”z mph?V I said, genuinely 

confused.
F9ou were, sir, but this is a zz-mph “one since we’re in the downtown area.V
Fzz mph? 9ou have got to be kidding,V I said. F9ou’re pulling me over for going 8K 

mph over the speed limit? I thought you were allowed to be 8K mph over anyway.V
Ue started writing the ticket. I wanted to say, Shouldn’t you be arresting real criminals, 

like burglars or murderers, instead of harassing good, law-abiding citizens?
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E!, you’ll be glad to know I didn’t say any of that. I hate it when people say that kind 
of shit. I do respect the policeJI think they have one of the most di0cult and dangerous 
jobs you can imagine. The people who complain about them are often the Mrst to call 
when they need help. 1nless you’re in the OaMa, of courseJthen it’s di—erent.

Are there some bad cops? Ef course. They, like any criminals, should be brought to 
justice. Uowever, the vast majority of police o0cers are doing an incredible job for society.

It would be the wild, wild west without the NE-NE. They leave their homes and 
families every day and put their lives on the line for us.

It makes me angry when protesters throw things at the police, scream in their faces, and 
the o0cers have to stand there and take it. I mean, they have nothing to do with whatever 
those people are protesting about. It’s disgusting. In many ways, society has come apart. 
I’ll also admit that my views have changedJI’ve become more conservative in some of 
my opinions and beliefs as I’ve gotten older.

When I was young, I hated the police. Seeing a police car, my stomach would turn. I 
always thought they were coming to arrest me for drug possession or something else I had 
done. I was a nightmare. I got into a lot of trouble. Some pretty heavy stu—.

7ike Tomoz, I had been a rebel without a cause when I was younger. Tomoz still was. 
Ever time, after facing some very tough conse:uencesJstories that will be the focus of 
future booksJI had mellowed out and left behind a life of crime and punishment.

When I came to America, I put all that behind me.
Low, having said all that, when the o0cer told me the speed limit and the amount of 

the infraction, I did think it was a little harsh to pull me over. I had never seen such a 
low-speed limit on the freeway. Then again, I never read the speed limit signs anyway, so 
how would I know?

I’ve learned to put myself in the other person’s shoes in situations like this. And 
honestly, this whole scene felt like d3jú vu. Almost the exact same thing happened to me ;K 
years agoJgoing in the opposite direction on the same freeway. Back then, I was driving a 
convertible à88 Norsche Darrera. I wasn’t paying attention and overtook a police car while 
doing 5z mph.

Ue pulled me over, and I took the o—-ramp to stop. It was dark, and he got suspicious. 
The roof was down, and as he came alongside the car, he shined his Gashlight on the 
interior. That’s when he :uickly spotted the butt of a gun sticking out from the lid of 
the driver’s door compartment. I know me with a gun? Ridiculous right? There is a cra“y 
story behind it. But that’s a story for another time. It was all legalJI had a carry license. 
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But it was dark, and he didn’t know any of that, so he put me in the back of his car while 
he continued his investigation.

Nlastic seats, by the way. 9eah, I’m sure you knowJyou’ve probably been in one 
yourself. Stop judging.

Anyway, I was angry and felt like a total victim.
It was then, watching the o0cer do his job, that I had an epiphany. Hvery day, he left 

his family and put his life on the line for us, never knowing if he would return home. 
Low, that is what I call a hero. When he let me out of the car, I apologi“ed for putting 
him through that traumati“ing situation. I had a newfound respect for law enforcement.

And now here I wasJdriving down the freeway, in tra0c, in a Bentley, rooftop down, 
drop-dead gorgeous girl in the passenger seat, my shirt open, sunglasses on, looking like a 
drug dealer, speeding, and smiling at the police o0cer like a cocky fucking asshole. I was 
asking to get pulled over4

The o0cer had just told me I was doing ”z in a zz “one. I wasn’t about to get nit-picky 
about the speed or act cocky. I was in the wrong.

I apologi“ed and said, FI was enjoying the evening with my girlfriend and hadn’t 
noticed the zz mph signs, o0cer. Oy fault.V

Ue could tell I wasn’t drunk or on drugs, that I was being honest and genuine, which 
I was.

Ue was very friendly and professional, asked me about the car, told me to slow down, 
and went on his way. When you treat people with genuine respect and appreciation, it 
tends to be reciprocated.

Tomoz and I continued our adventure to the sex store. We found some new fun items 
to pleasure each other with and headed back to the hotel to enjoy them. We were just 
insatiable.

The next morningJqridayJI went down to the ballroom to speak for the day. Tomoz 
refused to get out of bed that early.

Cerry drove out to watch me speak. 7ike Tomoz, I had told him I might be able to get 
him a job on my sales team. Cerry and Tomoz were there to observe me and potentially join 
my team.

Tomoz, of course, came down late. She sashayed into the ballroom of course causing a 
huge distraction which she loved to do.

Total disruption. The whole show annoyed the team, which, of course, was precisely 
what she wanted.
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Then she watched me for maybe an hour and left. And that was that. 7ater, she 
explained, FThis is just not for me, baby.V

Tomoz had promised not to drink all day. So, being true to her word, she sat at the bar 
all day... getting drunk.

At the end of the day, I told Cerry, F7et’s go out to the Blue Oartini tonight.V It was a 
cool nightclub at the International Oall nearby.

Cerry doesn’t drink, but he does go to nightclubs.
FI don’t want to be a third wheel,V he said weakly.
FWhat are you talking about?V I asked. FIt’s Tomoz, for Yod’s sake. She won’t mind. 

Besides, I don’t want to be alone with her in a nightclubJanything could happen4V
Ue laughed and agreed. I stepped out of the ballroom to call Tomoz and let her know 

our plan.
I had no idea where she was, but the background noise was loud, and she was slurring. 

This wasn’t the time to hold her accountable for breaking her promise. I told her where 
we were going and that she needed to get ready fast. Before I could Mnish speaking, she 
s:uealed excitedly and hung up.

I wrapped things up with the team in the ballroom and headed up to the suite.
Another thing I had to admire about Tomoz Jshe could pull herself together and get 

ready faster than any woman I had ever known and still look absolutely stunning. When 
it suited her.

And tonight, it suited her. She was so excited to hit the town that she was ready by the 
time I walked into our room.

I jumped in the shower and got ready. At the same time, she sat on the balcony, while 
once again she was having a cigarette and :uietly raiding the minibarJor so she thought.

I put on one of my cool outMts. It was cool back then. Low, it would look ridiculous, 
so I won’t describe it.

E!, Mne, I will.
A Oasatomo black pinstripe jacketJthe bottom third was leather, and the pinstripes 

were the designer’s name repeated over and over. Black Tom qord jeans. A cool belt and 
Black python ankle-length boots.

Cerry just wore what he had on, so he was ready in no time. Tomoz and I headed down 
and met him in the lobby.

I had called the valet from the room, so by the time we got downstairs, the Rolls was 
already pulled up to the front of the hotel. E— we went.
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En the way, Tomoz called the Blue Oartini, reserved a table, and ordered a bottle of 
Belvedere vodka. I rarely drank, but when I did, I drank vodkaJand I preferred Dhopin.

That’s why Tomoz made sure to order the vodka she wanted. She always ensured she 
got what she wantedJahead of the game. Er at least ahead of me.

qunny how those things never bothered me. It was another of the many things I ad-
mired about her. She knew exactly what she wanted and was brilliant at getting itJwhile 
making it seem like it was your idea.

7ike if I had said, FWhy did you order Belvedere? 9ou know I like Dhopin,V she would 
have just smiled and said, FEh, I’m sorry, I forgot. If you want, I can call back for you, 
baby.V

Ef course, I would just accept what she had ordered and drop it. But if I actually said, 
F9es, sweetheart, would you call back and ask them to change it to Dhopin?V she would 
reply, FEf course, baby.V And she would.

But somehow, she wouldn’t be able to get through to anyone. Er she’d pretend to call, 
having a whole conversationJwith no one.

When we got to the table, there would be a bottle of Belvedere éodka.
FEh my Yod, baby, I told them to change it.V
Then, she would pretend to scan the room, looking for someone to Mx the Fmistake.V 

If I didn’t say, FPon’t bother,V she’d sigh dramatically and say, FEh, never mind, I need a 
drink,V as she popped the bottle open.

If I wanted Dhopin, I’d have to order another bottle. 9ou see? Brilliant. 7ike I saidJher 
philosophy was( don’t ask for permission, do it.

We pulled up to the front of the mall, and the valet took the car. The place was bu““ing 
with tourists and locals heading out for qriday night.

We stepped out of the Rolls looking like movie stars.
WellJat least Tomoz did.
Cerry and I? We looked like movie stars by association with Tomoz.
If it had just been Cerry and me getting out of the Rolls, no one would have given us 

much of a glance. I mean, they might have noticed the RollsJbut not us.
E!, that’s not entirely true. Cerry and I were very handsome and could have easily been 

movie stars. I’d been told many times that I had movie-star looks.
But nothing compared to Tomoz.
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Tomoz towered above everyone on her six-inch stilts. She knew how to walk like a 
supermodelJso she did. She sashayed toward the entrance of the Blue Oartini, and the 
crowd instinctively parted, admiring her as she passed.

She strode right past the people lined up to get in and went straight inside the Blue 
Oartini without so much as a glance at anyone. Total congruency. The doormen didn’t 
:uestion itJthey just pulled back the velvet rope and let her in. It was obvious she was a 
éIN. They wanted her in there.

She was a man magnet.
Cerry and I just followed behind, looking like her sidekicks.
This was Tomoz’s world. She knew exactly what to do, who to talk to, and how to get 

anyoneJor anythingJshe wanted.
A line of coke? Hcstasy? Oolly? A girl? A guy? Anything.
That might sound exaggerated, but it’s the truth. Tomoz’s abilities went beyond what 

most people could comprehend.
She could hypnoti“e peopleJliterally.
And if that sounds unbelievable now, just wait.
She continued to sashay into the éIN section.
A waitress led us to our table, where the bottle of Belvedere vodka was waiting. She 

asked what we’d like with it.
I ordered !ahl‘aJI enjoyed a Black Russian.
Tomoz didn’t want anything. “What a waste, putting anything in it,” she would say.
And now here I was, joining her. Hncouraging her drinking. She was pulling me deeper 

and deeper into her world. I was sinking further into the depths of the éenus qly Trap.
Sometimes, I felt guiltyJlike I was giving up on her. But I had to accept the truth her 

father had told me from the beginning. FStephen, she will never change."
I had tried. Ue had triedJfar longer than I. And I knew there were only two options( 

let her go or join her.
We danced.
I’ve loved to dance since I was a teenager back in Hngland, andJthough I say it 

myselfJI’m very good. I won all kinds of dance competitions. I have natural rhythm.
Oost guys avoid dancing, which, to me, is just plain stupid. Women love a man who 

can moveJit’s an easy way to get close, to be sexy without trying too hard.
But no, they’d rather stand in a corner and complain about being single.
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Tomoz showed o—, soaking up all the attention. And I enjoyed watching herJshe 
always put on a fabulous show.

After we’d danced our asses o— and returned to our table, Tomoz turned to Cerry.
FIs there a girl here you like?V she asked.
Cerry gestured over his shoulder at a very young, pretty waitress.
FI’ll go get her for you,V Tomoz said.
7ike I saidJanything you wanted.
Before Cerry could say another word, she got up and walked straight over to the waitress.
Cerry was stunned. Ue hadn’t expected her to actually do it. Ue looked nervousJbut 

he didn’t try to stop her either.
We watched as Tomoz started chatting with the waitress. Within seconds, she had 

her under her spellJsmiling, leaning in, completely captivated by this gorgeous creature 
talking to her.

We had no idea what they were saying, but a few minutes later, they both walked over 
to our table.

Tomoz was a great wingman. She had an incredible ability to meet people and get them 
to do whatever she wanted.

Apparently, the éenus qly Trap nectar worked on both men and women.
I didn’t know it then, but Tomoz is bisexualJwhich made her even more skilled at 

picking up both men and women. She understood how to get into everyone’s psyche.
She could meet a young girl in the bathroom, and by the time they walked out, they 

were besties. That’s no exaggeration. And as you’ll see soon, I mean that literally.
She was brilliant at everything she didJmanipulative, magnetic. 7ike I said, Tomoz 

was a chameleon.
She could transform herself into exactly the person you couldn’t help but have an 

immediate connection with. 1ltra charming, ultra-conMdent. She would ask you a few 
:uestions, and before you knew it, you were in a straitjacketJhelping her buckle you up.

At that time, I still had no idea what she was capable of.
I was about to Mnd out very soon. I guarantee.
And trust me, you won’t be disappointed. 9ou’ll be amazed.
Cerry, meanwhile, was happyJcompletely absorbed in his conversation with the wait-

ress. Cust as Tomoz intended.
With him occupied, she turned to me and grinned.
F7et’s go have some real fun.V
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A short ride in the Rolls later, we entered The Doll House, a high-end strip club.
Tomoz was into strip clubs. At Mrst, I thought she was just saying that to impress me.
She wasn’t.
Cust like when she made out with Oelania in the back of the RollsJI assumed she 

did it because she thought I’d like the idea of two girls making out. I was wrong on both 
counts.

Tomoz, being bisexual, genuinely loved watching the girls and Girting with them.
After spending an hour at The Doll House, we headed back to the hotel to release our 

pent-up sexual energy and have cra“y, deviant sex.
Eur suite was nice, although I have little recollection of it. All my focus and attention 

were completely devoted to Tomoz.
I do remember there was a balcony with a table and chairs.
I only remember that because we fucked on the table.
It was also where we would sit, and Tomoz would smoke between sessions.
I ordered champagne, even though we didn’t need it. Hventually, we found ourselves 

on the Goor, writhing around. We came to a stop with my Mngers in her pussy.
I used my magical Mngers to bring her to orgasm, feeling her body writhe at my touch. 

Loticing what made her moan, bite her lip, or throw her head back in ecstasy.
Soon, she started s:uirting, which is a turn-on for me because it tells me I’m doing 

good4 We sat on the Goor with her legs open and my Mngers working her for literally 
hours. I lost count of how many times she orgasmed. I kept moving my Mngers, feeling 
her completely at the will and command of my digits.

Ooving them together, then separately. Slowly, gently, and then pushing harder and 
faster until she came again. Nutting more Mngers inside her. Oaking her feel she was being 
fucked by two cocks. Then three. I soon reali“ed the more, the better. I would come to 
know that the bigger, the better.

The carpet was drenched. After hours of doing this, I knew she had to be dehydrated. 
I made her drink water even though she just wanted more sex. She drank from the bottle, 
and her body just soaked it up.

I don’t remember what time we Mnally collapsed from our mutual sexual depravity.
We never even made it to the bed.
At 2 a.m., I dragged myself into the shower, dressed, and went down to the ballroom 

for the second day of the three-day event. It was all a blur.
It was also the beginning of the end.
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Pon’t worryJthere was still a long journey ahead of us.
That night, I took the team out for dinner. We found a great spot in 9bor Dity. The 

place was lively6 it was Saturday night. We ate, drank, and then enjoyed the energy of 9bor 
Dity.

There were many bars, and the street was packed with people hopping from bar to bar, 
drinking in the intoxicating atmosphere.

The team left early, as I should have.
But, of course, Tomoz didn’t want to leave. So we stayed for a while.
Then we went back to the hotel and fucked each other’s brains out until the wee hours 

again.
The next dayJSundayJwas the Mnal day of the event.
It was a disaster.
We had a terrible result.
Lot sure why? !idding. I mean what did I expect?
The team didn’t say much, but of course, they knew.
It was my fault.
And it cost them sales. Dost them commission.
It cost me too, of course.
I wasn’t just losing my mindJI was losing focus on my business.
7ike I said, it was the beginning of the end.
Tomoz needed constant attention, forTomoz, being alone was the one thing she couldn’t 

handle.
Sunday night, we went for a drive around Tampa in the Bentley. We had the roof down 

and the music blasting.
There’s something romantic about driving through a city at night. Something magical.
9ou know what I mean.
7ater, we went to Ocean Prime restaurant. It was almost empty, so we had the place 

pretty much to ourselves.
Sometimes, it felt like we had the whole world to ourselves. We were literally in our own 

world.
Neople could see it.
We were oblivious to anything or anyone else.
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When people approached us, it was as if they were breaking through our invisible 
bubble. We didn’t mind6 in fact, we enjoyed interacting with people. 9ou could tell they 
were slightly in awe of what they saw going on between us.

We had a beautiful, romantic dinner overlooking the city.
We Mnally returned to our suite and indulged in each other until about  ()K a.m. By 

then, Tomoz was starving, so she ordered a full breakfast from room service.
Before it even arrived, we passed out.
A knock on the door woke us at ”()K a.m.Jroom service with our breakfast. Appar-

ently, ”()K a.m. was the earliest they served, so that worked out.
Hxhausted, we decided to stay another night at the C.W. Oarriott instead of driving back 

home Oonday morning.
That afternoon, we took a drive to downtown 9bor Dity. Sitting at a cool little co—ee 

shop, we sipped our co—ee and admired the viewJmostly of each other. We relived Jand 
laughed about our adventure together over the wild weekend.

Racing each other to the C.W. Oarriott 'me winning the raceJwe debated that, of 
courseP. Yetting pulled over by the police, having fun playing with the toys in the sex store, 
and enjoying playing with them back at the hotel. Tomoz striding into The Blue Martini 
like she owned the place. Nicking up a girlfriend for Cerry. The Doll House, Tomoz Girting 
with the strippers. Sex in the suite. Tomoz s:uirting for hours, destroying the room. Eur 
night out in 9bor Dity. Priving the Bentley through downtown at night with the roof 
down and music blasting. Eur romantic dinner at Ocean Prime, practically having the 
restaurant to ourselves.

It was hard to believe we had done so much in just three daysJwhile I still managed 
to run my event, and Tomoz had her own adventures at the bar during the day.

We had a fantastic time. And we weren’t done yet.
Low, think about thisJnone of it would have happened if I had broken up with 

Tomoz. See what I mean?
After reminiscing about our wild weekend, we strolled down Oain Street, weaving 

through thrift stores packed with secondhand clothes and :uirky knick-knacks. We en-
joyed watching each other try on all kinds of old ridiculous outMts and hats, being goofy, 
and making each other laugh.

7ater, we decided to check out QChannel Side’. We walked hand in hand along the 
waterside before making our way back to the hotel.
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That night, we ate dinner at Ocean Prime again. We had such a great time there the 
night before6 it just made sense. The valet guys were happy to see usJme for the tip and 
Tomoz for the eye candy.

Tomoz would always get out of the car very elegantly, ensuring not to show the valet 
guys what they hoped to see. Lot an easy feat for her.

The next morning, we raced home. Well, I raced home. Tomoz drove o— somewhere 
else. She arrived at the house about an hour after I got back. Who knows where she went? 
Anyway, it didn’t matter6 I won.R

We had the time of our lives again. I learned so much from Tomoz. ItSs true( She’s Oad, 
But SheSs Oagic.

So, by now, we were practically living together, although nothing had been made 
o0cial.

Lot that Tomoz needed an o0cial invite. 7ike she had told everyone already, this was 
her house. She lived in it like she owned the place. When anyone came over, there was no 
doubt that this was Tomoz’s home.

I was just the lucky guest.
Uad I already lost my home?
I was still under the inGuence of the nectar, under the magical spell of The éenus qly 

Trap. 
Uad I lost myself?



Chapter Twenty-Two

“I Need This”

L ike I said, when I would bring Tomoz to the house for one of our three-day sex 
extravaganzas, she would often say, “I need this.”

She needed the charge of being photographed, of having deviant sex, of being desired, 
of being the center of my attention, of feeling free and alive.

It gave her the perfect stage to use her skills as a model, to be sexy, to be watched. She 
thrived on the focus of the camera, imagining all the men looking at her, beguiled by her, 
sexually aroused by her. Then, having sex and being pleasured.

She was not so concerned about pleasuring me, but I was in ecstasy too. It was not easy 
for me to come. It sounds weird. It was like I would hold o; for so longA I would go past 
the point of being able to come easily or through intercourse. I needed to stop worrying 
about pleasing her and allow myself to be pleasured.

So, Tomoz always made sure I got a happy ending. Bt that point, it was the only way I 
could cum.

Wy then, we were both exhausted. ?e played backgammon for hours. ?e were very 
competitive, keeping score, always on speed, so we could really concentrate well. Bfter 
three daysN ’ot so much.

ThatMs when Tomoz would turn into jedusa. I tried to make a rule that we had to get 
some sleep after two days max. Tomoz agreed but never did. She qust wanted to keep going, 
hoping it would never end.

?e were pretty evenly matched, which was qust as well. Sometimes, she would sDueal 
with qoy when she won. Tomoz hated losing and was a terrible loser.

?hen I would win, I would stay Duiet for obvious reasons. Inside, I was sDuealing 
though.
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—ur conversations were always interesting!sometimes enlightening, always varied.
?hile we were playing backgammon, and as our time together was coming to an end, 

she would ask me leading Duestions.
"Do you think I’d make a good mother?"
’ow, you know where this is leading. ?hat do you thinkN ?ould Tomoz make a good 

motherN
Uell ’—V ?ho would be taking care of the kidsN Me!
She would love them, sure, and try to be there for them, but her happiness and doing 

whatever she wanted would always come before the needs of our children. So, I told her 
that.

—f course, I didnMt tell her that, though she probably already knew. Uaving children 
would qust be a way for her to trap me and get what she wanted.

This was a setup. B trap.
’o matter how I answered, I was totally fucked.
If I didnMt answerN Totally fucked.
The qaws of the Fenus Yly Trap were open, qust waiting for me to fall in.
So, which answer was the best optionN "es!lie my ass o;. This was a basises. Wasises is 

a word that will be explained later.
C"ou would make a wonderful mother, baby, and we will have beautiful children,C I 

said, feeling the prickles of her qaws around my neck.
CThank you, baby. "ou will make an amazing fatherA they will adore you,C she said, 

playing to my ego.
I could see two beautiful children by our side!a little girl and a little boy. I could see 

us all playing and laughing together. It was an incredible vision of a happy, healthy family. 
This was what I had always wanted and dreamed of. It was very compelling.

I could be a great father. I love children. IMm still a big kid!IMve never really grown 
up. Bs you can probably tell, I still live in a fairy tale. ?henever I went to parties where 
there were couples with their kids, I always ended up playing with the kids. IMd have them 
all running around the house and garden, laughing and screaming as they chased me. IMd 
throw them around, let them qump on the beds, or leap o; tables into my arms. It was 
pure chaos!which, of course, they all loved. ’aturally, one or more of them would end 
up crying. Then, IMd hand them back, leave, and go home.

I have two incredible nieces whom I love dearly. I did the exact same thing with them 
when they were kids. ?eMd have food 2ghts in restaurants. I took them skydiving and 
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brought them to ’ew "ork for the 2rst time. ?e always had a blast. Bfter IMd worn them 
out, IMd leave them crying for my sister to calm down and put them to bed. She would 
shoot me a 2erce look and say, CThanks very much.C

ThatMs not parenting. ThatMs being a fun uncle.
I had a terrible childhood, and I donMt know if IMm healed enough to be a father. ?hat 

if I pass it onN ?hat if I screw up the way I was screwed upN The thought sent a chill down 
my spine.

Then, I had another vision! Tomoz and I arguing, her storming out the door and 
leaving us all behind, of her going missing for days. The children wondering where their 
mummy was, feeling abandoned. There was no way I could risk doing that to my children.

Tomoz continued, “Waby, I want to have your children.”
“That would be amazing. Uow many children do you think we should haveN” I said. 

RonMt qudge. ?hat would you sayN Pxactly.
“Bt least two. B boy and a girl. ?hat names do you think we should give themN”
She wanted me to see them in my mind. I already had!and I had already given them 

names a long time ago.
“"es, a boy and a girl would be perfect. I think we should call the boy Satori and the 

girl ’amaste,” I said. Listen, this was ten years ago!it seemed like a good idea back then.
“?ell, we can talk about that. Wut baby, we need to get started right now. jy biological 

clock is ticking. Gan we have a babyN”
“I agree, baby. If weMre going to have children, we need to have them soon. ThatMs why 

we need to get our shit together 2rst!so we can give them a safe, stable home to grow up 
in,” I said, trying to talk reason into her madness.

“I know, thatMs very important. Wut we can work on that while IMm pregnant, baby. It 
wonMt take nine months to get things on track,” she replied. ’ow, she was trying to talk 
reason into my madness.

“I agree, baby. ?e can have all that done in qust a few months, so letMs get it sorted 2rst, 
and then we can start a family,” I said, knowing full well this wasnMt going to end well. Bre 
you nervousN "ou should be.

“"ou think IMm stupid, donMt youN” she accused.
I thought, Far from it. You’re running rings around me, and you know it.
Yortunately, I bit my tongue, even though I knew it would only make my response 

sound silly.
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“’o, baby, I donMt think youMre stupid. ?e both know youMre extremely intelligent,” I 
said. Jreat answer, rightN Bnd true, by the way.

“Then why are you treating me like I am stupidN "ouMre qust trying to put this o; to 
get what you want without committing to me. ThatMs not fair, Stephen. IMm giving you 
the best years I have left. jy time to have children will be gone, and then youMre going to 
leave me on the shelf.”

“"ou need to step up and be a man.” Tomoz’s voice was 2rm, her eyes locking onto mine 
like she was daring me to argue. “"ou canMt be a child forever, Stephen. "ou are not Heter 
Han.C She let out a dry laugh, shaking her head. “I hate to burst your bubble, but youMre 
not Wenqamin Wutton eitherA you:re not getting any younger.”

“?here are you going to 2nd another woman like meN "ouMll never 2nd another 
woman like me. "ou tell me IMm everything youMve ever wanted. ?as that qust something 
you said to get me into bedN 3ust like every other guyN” She sighed, her voice softer now. “I 
canMt keep waiting for you to grow up, Stephen. "ou need to show me youMre committed 
to me, not qust say it.”

She gave me her Wambi-eyed, sexy, demure look.
I truly wanted to say, “OK, let’s do it. Let’s get pregnant. We’ll figure the rest out later.” 

Wut I couldnMt.
If she could prove to me that she could stop doing drugs and alcohol, if she could show 

me that she could be stable and not have these crazy outbursts of total madness, I would 
marry her and have children with her in a heartbeat. That would be a dream come true. 
Wut not until then.

“Waby, hereMs my commitment to youK if we can get stable and stop these destructive 
2ghts, I promise you!IMll marry you and start a family. Wut we have to 2x that 2rst,” I said, 
feeling pretty good about myself for coming up with such a logical, reasonable answer.

1nfortunately, that feeling didnMt last long.
Tomoz 2red back. “?hat does that even meanN ’othing. ThatMs about as clear as your 

Pnglish fog. ItMs a way not to make any commitment to me, and you know it. ?eMll stop 
2ghting and acting out once we both have what we want!not qust what you want. "ou 
want me but wonMt commit to me.”

She continued, “It will never work, Stephen. I can keep it together for a while, but when 
I think about it!when I see that youMre qust using me!it makes me sad. Then depressed. 
Then angry. Bnd that anger turns into rage. ThatMs when I have to act out.”

She threw her hands up.
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“I canMt leave you, so my only option is to act out!destroy something, go on a binge, 
drink myself into oblivion. Bnd that gives me the false con2dence to hurt you, so you feel 
my pain,” she said, looking at me with pleading eyes.

“"ou can stop it all if you qust show me youMre committed. If you wonMt marry me, then 
give me a baby.”

“"ou say I need to get my shit together, but itMs YOU who needs to get YOUR shit 
together,” she said, her frustration growing.

It all made sense. B lot of what she was saying was true. She wore me down. It all 
sounded amazing. It was what I wanted!so badly. I got so close to saying OK.

Then I felt this giant hand grabbing the back of my shirt, pulling me up and out of the 
qaws of the Fenus Yly Trap qust before they snapped shut.

“Waby, I have made a commitment to you!I qust did again. You need to show me 
that you are committed. "ouMve already promised to do these things anyway. I need you 
to follow through on your commitment,” I said, standing my ground.

The hand on the ack of my shirt let go.
I could see the wheels in her mind grinding as she tried to come up with something to 

convince me to change my mind. She decided to regroup and come at it another way later.
“?ell, I will try my best, but you need to stop being so hard on me. IMll probably mess 

up, but you canMt break up with me. —4N” she capitulated!for now.
“—4, baby,” I said. Phew.
“HromiseN” she pushed.
“"es, baby, I promise,” I capitulated. She had to have the last word.
?e continued playing backgammon, and I made absolutely sure I lost.
I know what I said. Yirst, shut the fuck up. Second, rules are made to be broken!es-

pecially when your freedom and life are in danger. Third$ well, there is no third.
?e would be up for days. Literally. Slowly but surely, the e;ects of the speed would 

wear o;, becoming less and less potent.
Bt 2rst, weMd feel happy, kind, and caring.
Bfter three daysN ’ot so much. Like I said, Tomoz would turn into jedusa.
“Waby, we need to get some sleep. ?e agreed, rememberN” I would say.
She would respond, “IMm not tired. I donMt want to sleep.”
I did try tying her down and gagging her, hoping she would eventually fall asleep, but 

it didnMt work very wellA in fact, it only made her even worse.
IMm kidding.
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Wut what could I doN I couldnMt sleep either. ?ho knows what she might get up to 
while I was asleepN

So, it would always end with her becoming annoyed and angry, and often, it would 
build into rage. 1sually, because she was exhausted!and because I still hadnMt asked her 
to marry me.

Like I said, she would start thinking, He got what he wanted, but when am I going to get 
what I want? He’s the same as all the other guys—he just wants to use me.

—nce she started thinking that way, it qust spiraled down from there. SheMd get angrier 
and angrier.

She would say things like, “If youMre qust going to have me come here, fuck me for three 
days, and then send me home, I want to get paid. ?hy donMt you qust pay me I9,JOO per 
month, and IMll be your whoreN”

It was a very tempting deal.
Ro you have any idea how much money that would save meN
IMm kidding.
She was implying that she was open to being a prostitute. She knew that would piss me 

o;. Wut what would she do if I said, “OK, deal”N
She would have gone crazy. She wouldMve said what she had so many times beforeK “See? 

I knew it. You are never going to commit to me. All you want is a prostitute—like the ones 
you have in every city you go to. FUCK YOU!”

—r some version of that.
This was yet another reason why I felt like I couldnMt say anything. I knew that whatever 

I said, she would use it against me.
Bnd the truth was, some of what she was thinking was true, so I couldnMt blame her 

for feeling that way. ThatMs what made it so diKcult to get her to calm down.
I had to make sure she didnMt provoke me into a physical confrontation, get the police 

involved, and take over the house.
It was a delicate process!lots of shouting, pouting, and then consoling her before she 

2nally settled down. I had to give her a lot of reassurance.
Wut somehow, it usually worked out.
"ou might still be wondering, how on earth did he put up with all this? There’s no way 

this happened. This can’t be true. No one could be that stupid.
Wut it did. It is. Bnd I was. I was completely infatuated with her!utterly co-depen-

dent, addicted to her. I was truly, madly, deeply in love.
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The lows were as crushing as the highs were exhilarating!and thatMs addictive too. I 
was willing to endure the lows to experience the highs. That had always been the pattern 
of my life.

ItMs a reLection of me being bipolar. jany people diagnosed with bipolar disorder 
refuse to take medication to stabilize their moods because they donMt want to give up the 
highs. So, we tolerate the deep depressions and look forward to the highs.

This story tends to focus on the chaos, the destructive behavior, and the negative 
conseDuences. Bs you will see, this is qust the tip of the iceberg. Wut as youMll read here 
and in future books, there were countless incidents of madness and mayhem. There was 
a price to pay, and I paid it in full.

"et, it was worth paying the price. Wecause along with all of the madness, chaos, and 
mayhem, there were also many, many wonderful moments!times when there was no 
drama!qust incredible memories I will treasure for the rest of my life. Bs you will see.

?hen Tomoz left, I watched her get in the limo, her body elegantly slipping onto the 
leather seat, followed by those gorgeous, sky-high legs. She would often Lash me and laugh 
naughtily.

Then, as I closed her door and walked back to the house:s front steps, she would wave 
at me with a sad smile!like she wished she wasnMt leaving.

I would smile back. Sometimes, qust as the limo was pulling away, she would ask ?es, 
the driver, to wait. Then, she would get out of the limo, run over to me, wrap her hands 
around my neck, and give me a long, romantic kiss. Bfter she 2nished devouring me, she 
would slip back into the limo and blow me kisses as it disappeared down the road.

I wished she wasnMt leaving. Wut at the same time, I was relieved. It was a strange feeling.
I would watch her leave, that familiar, wistful ache settling in my chest. Wut soon 

enough, the house would fall silent, and in that silence, the emptiness would creep 
in!qust as familiar as her presence.

Bs the limo disappeared into the distance, I couldnMt help but wonderK ?ould I ever 
see her againN



Chapter Twenty-Three

“He Stole My Phone!”

T he following weekend, we traveled to Long Island for another event. Once again, 
we talked about her drinking. I told Tomoz I needed to focus on my business—I 

was bleeding money from being too distracted, and she was getting a little crazy again.
“Look,” I said, “we’re both on a downward spiral right now. Can we agree to stay ox 

alcohol for the ne?t two monthsA Ynd maybe you go back to YYA”
Tomoz said, “Of course, baby. Bou’re right. I have no problem with that.”
I felt like saying, Who are you, and what have you done with my girlfriend?—Wut I 

thought better of it. I took the deal and ran.
Mith Tomoz agreeing, I felt so much better. There was no bar in the hotel, and we only 

left the hotel once all weekend, which made things easier. Me took the team to a nice 
Italian restaurant, and nobody drank alcohol. The team were all Sormons, so they never 
drank anyway—at least not in public.

jtill, Tomoz was a maGor distraction in the ballroom.  jhe tried to be helpful, like 
making me a Guice in the morning, but she forgot to put the lid on the Guicer. The hotel 
stax had to come clean up the mess, which was splattered all over the room, the walls, and 
the carpet.

It  was  yet  another  conFrmation that Tomoz  would be  a  disaster  at  being any 
help—which, of course, was precisely what she wanted me to realize. If she didn’t want 
to do something, she would do it so badly and make such a mess that you’d never ask her 
to do it again. That way, it became your idea that she didn’t do it ever again.

Nenius.
It was e?asperating and somehow funny at the same time. jhe lived completely in her 

own fantasy world. jometimes, she was like a caricature. I can’t e?plain it, but even when 



EIDYL -HIT V TU- R-DPj ELB T1Y9 CO9B CO9B 72…

she was being a brat, even when I knew she was being manipulative, or when she said or 
did mean, hurtful things—I still loved her. jo annoying.

Me 8ew back on Sonday, and Tomoz invited her friend Chanyce—a.k.a Hell on 
Heels—to Goin us for the evening.

Me sat around talking, and to my surprise, Chanyce was actually very nice and calm. 
jhe even apologized for how she had acted when she Frst arrived at the party.

Turns out, we really hit it ox. Me were having a great conversation, and then—at some 
point— Tomoz sneaked away. I had no idea where she had gone. Saybe her mother calledA 
Or SelaniaA

Then suddenly, Chanyce got a phone call. There had been a death in the family, and 
she had to leave. Chanyce e?cused herself and left.

Ynd TomozA Mhere the hell was sheA
jhe Fnally came outside—wasted. I found out later that she had gone upstairs to the 

bar and had been drinking. I didn’t bring it up that night. I mean, what was the pointA 
9lus, if things went sideways, I didn’t have anyone there with me.

I was deeply disappointed. Me sat outside by the pool on the loveseat and talked—well, 
she slurred incomprehensibly, with me occasionally nodding and gazing out over the pool 
at the lake.

It was surreal. jitting beside this beautiful woman while, at the same time, feeling 
completely alone. -ventually, she Gust keeled over and fell asleep in my lap. That actually 
made things easier—I no longer had to worry about getting into a Fght with her while 
she was drunk.

Ys I sat there, stroking her hair, her head resting in my lap, I thought, This is your life 
now. Is this what you want? It will never get better. Are you sure you really want to do this 
for the rest of your life?

I carry a really good therapist around in my head. Pnfortunately, I rarely listen to her.
"Maybe not for the rest of my life, no. She’s not Miss Right; she’s just Miss Right Now," 

I told the mobile therapist in my head. Wut I was getting closer to letting Tomoz go. It 
would be tough, but I could do it. 1ightA

Look, unless you have something positive to say, don’t say anything, okayA I’m very 
fragile at this point.

jhe woke up groggy around & a.m., and I took her to bed.
I couldn’t sleep. Instead, I sat in the armchair in the bedroom, staring at the view, 

re8ecting on how we got here. Erom Fnding The One on the websiteJ
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The highVhanded typist. Me, me, me.
“Favorite flower?”
"Bird of Paradise."
“Mine too! A bit expensive, though. What’s your second favorite?”
“Venus Fly Trap.”
Our Frst date—the dinner, backgammon, and making out in the 1olls. -veryone in 

the restaurant could see. Henny’s. Then, all the chaos. This is MY house, and YOU need 
to leave!

jo, so much in such a short time. jo much Goy. jo much pain. I knew it couldn’t last 
forever, but I wasn’t ready to lose her yet.

The following weekend, I went to 9hoeni?. Tomoz stayed at her apartment so she could 
hang out with Selania.

Mhen I arrived back in Tampa, I picked Tomoz up in the limo on my way to jarasota. 
jhe was drunk.

Wy now, I had completely caved on the noVdrinking rule. I Gust asked that she not drink 
to e?cess. I have to admit—she was even se?ier when she was a little drunk. Our se? went 
to another level.

The ne?t night, I had arranged for us to go to dinner with a friend who had lived in 
jingapore and had been in charge of the Ysian division of -rnst ! Boung, one of the 
largest accounting Frms in the world.

Me met at one of my events in Eort Lauderdale. Wob Mhitman and his wife, -laine, 
lived in Siramar Country Club—an upscale community about two hours away. Ys you 
can imagine, he was very conservative and proper.

Tomoz was supposed to come with me, but at the last minute, she said she wasn’t feeling 
well—knowing full well I’d have to go and leave her alone at the house with all the alcohol.

I spent a very awkward evening as the third wheel with Wob and -laine. They were 
e?tremely polite and said they understood. They are wonderful people.

I drove the two hours home, wondering what I would Fnd when I arrived.
Tomoz did not disappoint.
There she was, outside by the pool, on the phone with her mother—wasted.
Yfter she Fnished her conversation, she got into the pool. I got in with her, but I still 

felt alone. Mhen you’re with someone who’s really drunk, and you’re not, you e?ist in 
two completely dixerent realities—until one of you sobers up or you Goin them by getting 
drunk.
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I thought of the movie When a Man Loves a Woman with Seg 1yan and Yndy 
Narcia. 1yan is an alcoholic, and Narcia is her devoted lover. Ue realizes she lives in a 
dixerent world—a world he can’t meet her in. Yt one point, he Fnally has to let her go.

Heep down, I knew I had to let Tomoz go. There was no future with her—only more 
of this. Sore chaos. Sore pain.

The following morning, we were sitting around the house. Tomoz was being di(cult 
again.

I called )erry and asked him to come over. I told him what had happened the night 
before and that I had Fnally decided—it was time for her to leave. It was over.

Uow on earth was I going to pull this ox without her calling the police and getting 
myself arrestedA I had no idea.

Tomoz decided to go buy some cigarettes in the -scalade. I decided this was my opporV
tunity to get her out of the house.

I watched her drive ox, then went into the kitchen. )erry was sitting at the breakfast bar, 
engrossed in his phone as usual. Erederic was either folding my underwear—his signature 
four folds—or loading the dishwasher. I can’t remember which.

“Uey guys, I need your help— uickly,” I said urgently. “Me need to get all of her stux 
into the 1olls and out of here before she gets back from the store.”

They both Gust stared at me blankly.
“Nuys, come on0 Me don’t have much time. Erederic, grab all her toiletries from the 

bathroom—go0”
Ue immediately put down my underwear Kor the dishes3 and sprinted down the 

hallway towards the bathroom.
I turned to )erry, who by now had fully grasped what I was doing—and he looked 

terriFed. Ue knew he was about to play a signiFcant role in this, and Tomoz would go 
crazy. I mean, freak out.

“)erry,  uick, come on0 Let’s get all her clothes out of the closet and into the car.”
Ynd Gust like that, it was chaos.
The three of us—)erry, René', and me—frantically ran through the house, grabbing 

her clothes, makeup, toiletries, and everything else. Clothes and hangers 8ew everywhere, 
bumping into each other—it looked like an SNL comedy sketch.

Me were terriFed she’d come back before we were done. -very second felt like a gamble.
Me had to clear everything—every last item—so that if the police came, nothing of hers 

would be left in the house—not a single trace.
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Me threw the last of her things into the 1olls.
“Net in the car and drive away,” I told )erry.
“To whereA” he asked.
“Uow the fuck do I knowA )ust away from here!” I said frantically.
juddenly, I saw Tomoz pulling up in the -scalade. Shit.
I walked out to meet her as she stopped the car. Mithout hesitation, I opened the 

passenger door and got in.
“Mhat are you doingA” she asked, eyes narrowing. jhe immediately knew something 

was going on.
“I’m going to drive you back to jt. 9etersburg,” I said.
“MhyA” she demanded.
I started to e?plain and then realized that was a rhetorical  uestion—she already knew 

exactly why.
Mhen she realized I was serious, she, of course, went crazy. jhe shouted, “This is my 

house0 I live here0 Bou can’t Gust keep throwing me out whenever the fuck it suits you0” 
she screamed. “Bou’re fucking crazy0 I’m calling the police0”

-?actly what I had e?pected, but also precisely what I hoped to avoid.
I tried to grab her phone from her. Big mistake.
jhe was too  uick for me and too strong.
Yt this point, I thought they should open a police station here in the community just 

for us.
Mhen she had Fnished ordering another crazy scene for the neighbors—one they could 

gossip about with righteous indignation—she Fnally put her phone down.
I grabbed it.
MhyA I have no fucking idea. I panicked. I was so stressed out I Gust reacted.
jhe glared at me.
Tomoz had made some e?cellent points. Ynd honestlyA jhe was right about a lot.
It wasn’t fair to keep doing this. It was Gust wrong to keep throwing her out whenever 

it suited me. This whole thing had turned into a twisted game of power and control. We 
had turned it into that. Woth of us are trying to keep the upper hand. Woth of us trying to 
win.

Wut there were no winners here. Two people tearing each other apart, feeding each 
other’s worst fears.

Yt this point, it wasn’t even about love—it was a matter of survival for both of us.
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Me both had everything to lose in the ne?t few minutes or hours, depending on how 
this latest episode of Cops and Robbers played out.

Tomoz was frantic.
jhe Gumped out of the car and ran to the front door, yanking at the handles trying to 

get into the house. Of course, they were locked.
Erom the o(ce window, )erry watched. jhe spotted him and started pleading with him 

through the glass.
Ue Gust stood there looking at her with his arms spread, saying, “Mhat can I doA”
jhe wasn’t giving up. jhe circled the house, checking for another way in.
Seanwhile, I realized keeping her phone was a bad idea. The police were already on the 

way, but I didn’t need her calling NodVknowsVwho.
jo, I slid her phone back onto the passenger seat of the -scalade.
Tomoz returned from her search for a place to break in. jhe came over to me, and we 

talked.
Mell, she shouted obscenities, and I tried to calm her down without success.
“Nive me my phone0” she screamed.
“I don’t have it,” I said 8atly. Mhich, at this point, was both completely accurate and 

a lie.
“Bes, you do0” she shrieked.
“Do, I don’t,” I continued to lie. I don’t usually lie. MellJ only when I need to. Bes, on 

a strict need-to-lie basis. Ynd this was one of those basises. KThat’s my word, by the way. 
Y completely valid term for Gustifying when one absolutely must bend the truth.3

Tomoz stormed ox. jhe plopped down on the curb, arms crossed, eyes blazing, waiting 
for the jherix to arrive.

jhe was certain I’d have no choice but to let her back in, convinced she could play her 
cards Gust right and get me arrested. The Renus Ely Trap would snap shut. jhe’d have my 
house, my cars, everything, and then suck the life out of me.

I called )erry.
“Mhat the hell are you doingA” I barked.
“IJ uhJ I don’t know where to go,” he stammered.
“I TOLH BOP TO H1IR- YMYB0” I snapped.
“Mhere toA” he asked again.
“I HOD’T 4DOM0 )PjT LEAVE0”
)erry panicked. Ue couldn’t Fgure out how to put the 1olls in drive.
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This was o(cially turning into a scene from a Three Stooges movie.
It sounds funny now but at the timeA Dot so much.
Me were all afraid of this woman and what she might do. It was incredible how Tomoz 

could put the fear of Nod into everyone around her.
-ven my psychic Hebra, Khey, I thought we were past this. -veryone should have one3— 

was terriFed of Tomoz.
I once took Tomoz over to Hebra’s house for a reading. I lay on a massage mat in one 

of the back bedrooms while Hebra read Tarot cards for Tomoz.
Mhen I came out, Hebra was visibly shaken. jhe pulled me aside and whispered, “Net 

her out of your life. Dow.”
jhe saged her house for two days after we left. To this day, she says she still has 

nightmares about Tomoz.
jo, considering all that, I did what nobody else would do—nothing.
Hebra later referred me to another psychic in LY. jhe said she was the psychic to the 

stars. I paid her to do a reading for Tomoz. Yfterward, I asked her what she thought.
The psychic sighed and said, “jhe spent most of the hour telling me how amazing she 

is. jhe’s Gust not ready to do the work.”
Ynd that wasA Yll together now—TUYT.
Seanwhile, back in my actual crisis, )erry was still sitting in the damn 1olls.
I e?plained how to put the car in drive. Einally, the garage door opened, and he sped 

away.
Thank Nod. This was stressing me out.
I was ready to throw up. The police would be here any second, and based on past 

e?periences, this could go either way.
I had to play this very cool.
Tomoz had no idea what we had pulled ox while she was gone. Me moved so fast. Bou 

would never believe we could do all that in the 5" minutes she was gone. Uonestly, I wasn’t 
sure we could do it. I think Nod was on our side. Okay, kidding—but it was a miracle we 
managed to pull it ox.

Ys )erry drove down the street, he passed the patrol cars heading toward the house. The 
whole thing felt surreal.

The Frst patrol car pulled into the circular driveway as Tomoz rushed to meet them. Of 
course, she wanted to control the narrative.
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I hung back, trying to look cool and calm while, inside, I was burning hot and freaking 
out. Bears of speaking on stage while my life was in crisis had given me the skills to appear 
in control e?ternally, even when the reality was something else entirely.

These two o(cers seemed much calmer this time than the others who showed up last 
time. It was so nice that we were getting to meet the entire jherix’s Hepartment.

I stayed back while Tomoz delivered her version of events. jhe pleaded her case. “I live 
here. Yll my belongings are here. Ue won’t let me into the house, and he stole my phone.”

Of course, the o(cers knew she had the phone Gust minutes ago—after all, she was the 
one who called the police.

“Mhere was your phone when you last had itA” one of the o(cers asked.
“It was on the passenger seat of the car,” she said, pointing at the -scalade.
jhe knew it wasn’t there. Ynd she knew they’d realize I had taken it.
One of the o(cers opened the car6s passenger door—and there was her phone, sitting 

right on the passenger seat. Ue held it up.
“Is this your phoneA” he asked.
Uer mouth fell open, but no words came out. Eor the Frst time, she looked unsure. 

Ynd Gust like that, her credibility started to crack.
jhe snatched the phone from his hand and launched back into her accusations about 

me.
“This is my home0 This is where I live0 Yll my belongings are here—go and look0 Ue’s 

crazy and violent0 Ue beat me0” she cried, shoving her arm toward them, where she had 
somehow managed to make it bleed.

Eor some reason, the o(cers didn’t seem convinced. Yt least, not yet.
One of them turned to me. “Hoes she live hereA” he asked.
“Do, o(cer,” I said. jame basises.
“jhe says all her things are here. Can we take a look inside the houseA”
Dow, I knew I didn’t have to let them in, but of course, I wanted to.
“jure, come in,” I said calmly.
The Renus Ely Trap couldn’t believe it. “Ue is going to let them in the houseA Mhat 

an idiot. Dow I’ve got you,‘ she thought. The Renus Ely Trap was sure she was about to 
devour her prey—me.

jhe turned to me and gave me an evil smile. Mell, she smiled anyway.
I led them inside and started showing them around the house.
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One of the o(cers sat down on the couch, talking to me and keeping me occupied, 
while the other discreetly looked around. jhe checked drawers and cupboards without 
me watching over her shoulder. I was nervous—what if we had left something behindA

“This isn’t the Frst time we’ve been here, is itA” the o(cer on the couch asked.
“Do, not e?actly.” The whole situation was humiliating.
“Look,” he said, lowering his voice, “this girl is bad news. Mhen we were driving down 

the street to get here, I saw her digging her nails into her arm, dragging them across her 
skin, hard, to make it look like you had abused her. jhe wanted us to Fnd her like that, 
raw and red, so we’d take her side without  uestion.”

Sy stomach twisted. jhe wasn’t Gust lying—she was staging a scene, twisting reality to 
Ft her story.

Wut this time, she had miscalculated. They saw through it.
jtill, I felt sick. It hurt knowing she was so determined to get me arrested, to send me 

to Gail. Then again, I had Gust thrown her out of her home. Mhat did she have to loseA
jhe wanted to show me. jhe wanted to win.
Yll’s fair in love and war.
“Bou need to stop letting her in your house,” he warned.
I let out a sigh of relief. They believed me. Thank Nod. I wasn’t going to Gail.
“I know, I know,” I said sheepishly.
“jhe says you beat herA” Wefore I could respond, he continued, “Look, I’ve seen it all,” 

he said.
Ue knew about the se? room. Of course, he did.
“I know some of these girls like it rough,” he added. “)ust be careful.”
I know, I was shocked too0 Uoly shit. Of course, he would never admit he said that, but 

it was further proof that Nod really was on my side. 4idding.
I guess we were o(cially the talk of the local sherix’s department. Eame at last.
The other o(cer returned. “Dothing here,” she said, scratching her head, glancing at 

me like she knew Tomoz’s stux had been here until very recently—probably within the 
last hour.

Seanwhile, Tomoz stood in the driveway, arms folded, looking smug—conFdent they 
would come out with me in handcuxs and hand her the keys to my house.

Instead, the o(cers casually walked outside, talking to me like it was no big deal.
“Mell, thanks for letting us look around. Obviously, she doesn’t live here. jorry for any 

inconvenience,” the male o(cer said.
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Tomoz looked like she had seen a ghost.
Do, not the 1ollsV1oyce kind—a real ghost. If that makes any sense.
The o(cers turned to her. “Done of your things are in there,” Ue said. “Bou need to 

leave.”
jhe was absolutely stunned. Uow the hellJA
jhe remonstrated, argued, and pleaded—but they said there was nothing they could 

do.
“Look,” the o(cer Fnally said, his patience wearing thin, “this is private property. Sr. 

-dwards wants you to leave. 1ight now, you’re trespassing. Bou need to go if you don’t 
want to be arrested.”

Tomoz was furious. jhe stormed ox, plopped down on the curb, and pulled out her 
phone. jhe called her friend Chanyce—a.k.a Uell on Ueels.

jhe sat there, seething until Chanyce arrived. Mhen they Fnally left, I swear I could see 
steam coming out of the car windows as they sped away.

Once Tomoz was gone, the sherixs left too.
René' turned to me. “I need to leave,” he said, already halfway out the door. “Can I 

take the rest of the day oxA”
“jure,” I said. “Wut Fnish folding my underwear Frst.”
I don’t think he heard me. Ue bolted. Saybe he was scared of what I’d ask him to do 

ne?t.
Dow I had a real problem. Uow the hell does he fold my underwear four timesA I had 

grown to like it.
I sighed and went back inside, collapsing onto the family room sofa.
)ust as I lay down, my phone rang.
)erry.
I had completely forgotten about him.
)erry was freaking out.
“Mhat the fuck is going onA” he blurted. “I’m driving around jarasota with a car full 

of stolen women’s clothes, in a fucking 1ollsV1oyce that I don’t even own—risking my 
life0 Mhat if Tomoz called the police and told them I stole her stux and took ox in the 
1ollsA I called my friend—who used to be a sherix. Ue told me I could be in big trouble 
if I got pulled over. Ue told me to ditch the car and—”

I cut him ox before he had an emotional breakdown—or a heart attack.
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“)ust calm down,” I said, e?hausted. “jhe’s gone. Bou can come back now. )ust leave 
the car in a parking lot and get an Pber back here. Me don’t want her stux back here in 
case she does call the police, and they come looking for it.”

“MhatA Uow the hell did you pull that oxA” Ue sounded like he was Fnally breathing 
again.

“)ust get back here, and I’ll e?plain everything. The sherixs are gone,” I said, hanging 
up before he could ask more  uestions.

I let my phone drop onto my chest and sank back into the sofa.
Mhat the fuck Gust happenedA
Once again, I had acted on impulse. I Gust threw her out—again.
Mhat did I e?pectA
Mas I losing my mindA That was a rhetorical  uestion.
I know I had completely lost my mind.
Thanks for the support though.
Hid I really want to be done with herA
Or was this Gust payback for breaking her promiseA Eor getting drunk againA
Saybe both.
Mhat had I doneA
Well, you basically threw her out on the street. That’s not right. She doesn’t deserve that. 

I thought in my head.
Dow I’m feeling guilty.
Wut at this point, I’m committed to the process. I mean, I can’t Gust call her up and say, 

‘Okay, you can come back now.”
Eor now, I was Gust relieved things hadn’t gotten worse than they did.
)erry came bursting through the front door.
“Wro, that was crazy0 Bou have no idea what I Gust went through0 I was so fucking 

freaked out. I didn’t know what to do—I didn’t want to let you down, but I got paranoid. 
I was sure she had called the police and that I would get pulled over any second. I was about 
to dump the 1olls in the Malmart parking lot,” he said, collapsing into the armchair ne?t 
to the sofa.

Ue looked at me, eyes wide. “Yre you okayA Bou look pale.”
I sat up, trying to pull myself together. “Uave you looked in the mirrorA” I shot back. 

“Bou look like you were pulled through a hedge backwards.” Uis hair was a complete 
mess from him running his hands through it while he was stressed out, driving around 
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town with stolen women’s clothes—precisely the way you’d e?pect any criminal on the 
run from the police in a 1ollsV1oyce would.

)erry walked over to the mirror above the Freplace in the formal sitting room and 
started trying to straighten his hair.

I got up from the sofa in the family room, walked into the formal sitting room, and sat 
on the couch, watching )erry make an even bigger mess of his hair.

“To answer your  uestion—no, I am not okay. Uow could I beA” I said, e?asperated.
“Wro, you have got to stop doing this to yourself. Ynd me0 Bou Gust walked into the 

kitchen, midVcoxee, and said, QUey )erry, go steal all her clothes, toss them in the 1olls, 
and drive ox.’

‘Mho does thatA Bou get something in your head, don’t think it through, and everyV
thing goes fucking crazy. Mhat were you even thinkingA Mhy couldn’t you break up with 
her like a normal personA” he said, e ually e?asperated.

I looked at him like he was now the one being crazy.
“1eallyA Uave you forgotten who we’re dealing with hereA Wut I get your point. I felt 

angry that she had betrayed my trust again, and I needed her to be gone. Bou’re right—I 
panicked. I shouldn’t have done it. Yt least, not like that. Dow I feel guilty and stupid.”

I paused and looked at him.
“I’m sorry for pulling you into this again,” I said.
“Wro, when she was looking at me from outside the window, begging me to let her 

in—it was sad. jhe looked desperate. I felt bad for her,” he said.
“I know. It was really messed up. I don’t know what I’m going to do. Me have to get 

her stux back to her before she calls the police, and they come looking for it,” I said.
Me were only temporarily out of the Gaws of the Renus Ely Trap. Me still had to get her 

stux back to her—and that could get sticky.
)erry came up with an idea. “Lia’s brother, )ose, is a cab driver. Me can have him take 

her stux to her.”
It was a great idea. The ne?t day, )erry and  went to the parking lot, took all the stux 

out of the 1olls, packed it into old suitcases, and loaded it into )ose’s cab.
René' was SIY—probably still recovering from yesterday’s trauma. I hope he comes 

back soonR my underwear folding is hopeless.
)ose called Tomoz to let her know he was on his way with her stux. They arranged to 

meet at Chanyce’s hair salon.
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Tomoz was waiting—spitting feathers—ready to ask  uestions and gather evidence 
that I had stolen her belongings.

Ys soon as )ose arrived, she demanded, “Mho gave you these casesA”
“I have no idea. I was Gust told to pick them up,” )ose said. “They were in a parking lot 

where they told me to get them. I never saw anyone.”
jhe didn’t believe him for a second, but she also knew there was nothing she could do.
Ue told me later that she was utterly baSed, angry, and frustrated.
I had escaped the Renus Ely Trap again0
Ynd that was it. I never saw or heard from Tomoz again.
Of course, this wasn’t the end—the games had barely begun.
Bes, Tomoz had acted out, but so had I. I should never have done what I did. It was 

mean. Mhen she returned to the house, and I told her it was over, she went into shock. 
jhe had no clothes and no home. jhe was terriFed. jhe was losing everything and was 
about to be abandoned—her worst fear.

jhe was furious with me and wanted to hurt me Gust as much as I had hurt her. To her, 
it must have felt like I had Gust discarded her like an old toy. Uow could I do that to herA

I had no idea that I was still under the spell of the Renus Ely Trap or that I was far from 
being free from her Gaws.

This wasn’t the end of us—Gust the end of another chapter in the story.
Nuess what happens ne?t. Bou will never guess what happens. Bou will Gust have to read 

the ne?t chapter.



Chapter Twenty-Four

“I Would Like To Marry 
You In That Dress”

W hen René  told me about the prestigious butler training program in France that 
he wanted to attend, I knew I couldn’t stand in his way. It was a once-in-a-life-

time opportunity, and though I hated to lose him, I wished him well.
His absence left a gap I needed to qll ?uickly. What would become of my underwearN 

I asked around. Jo, not about my underwear. —erry suggested his friend —oshva capable, 
resourceful man with a pro…en track record of handlingA delicate tasks. Tfter a brief 
meeting, no pun intended, I knew he was the right qt. —osh was hired.

Tomoz ne…er once broke up with me. I, on the other hand, ended things repeated-
lyveach time hoping to regain some control. It was a weak tactic, a predictable cycle I 
had fallen into my entire life.

It all stemmed from my insecurity and childhood trauma. I would get scared and 
o…erwhelmed, con…inced the problem was unsol…able and permanent. xhe only way I 
knew how to deal with it was to push the person away.

Ts I mentioned earlier, whene…er we broke up, Tomoz would send me long, mean, and 
spiteful teSts. jhe would threaten to talk to my parents or the people I worked with.

jhe’d pout, smack my armvnot hard, "ust enough to say, “I’m mad.“
Ts if I didn’t already know.
”Tre we doneNM I would ask.
jhe would then hit me again. Dessage recei…ed.
jhe would …erbally abuse me and, of course, pull her fa…orite mo…evcalling the police 

to ha…e me arrested. Jothing too bad.
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I wanted a beautiful, seSy girl on my armvsomeone to play with and ha…e craOy seS on 
tap. jhe wanted a rich husband who would let her do whate…er she wantedvsomeone to 
play with, gi…e her all the attention she cra…ed, and ha…e craOy seS.

We were the perfect match. If only we could control each other.
I would get angry and fearful and tell her to lea…e. jhe would get angry and fearful and 

try to get me arrestedvso I had to lea…e.
We were both "ust trying to protect oursel…es. I wanted to change Tomoz, to mold her 

into the …ersion of her that I wanted her to be, instead of accepting her for who she was. 
Bn the other hand, she "ust wanted someone to lo…e her for who she was.

Bf course, after Tomoz dro…e awayvsmoke practically pouring from the car win-
dowsvremorse set in. xhe way she leftvfast, recklessvmade my stomach twist. jhe 
didn’t want to go, and I didn’t want her to lea…e, but I was too damn stubborn to stop 
her. Tnd I sure as hell wasn’t going to be the qrst to call. jhe knew that. We both did.

jhe had always been the stronger one, the one in control.
jo, as usual, she called.
Hearing her …oice now, I eShaled, relie…ed.
”Hi,M she saidvher fa…orite opening line, mine too.
Tnd "ust like that, she had me.
Her …oice, smooth as silk, wrapped around me, and all I could say back was, ”Hi.M
”xhat was ?uite a mo…e you pulled on me,M she teased, her …oice light.
Vut I wasn’t taking the baitvI’d fallen into enough traps already.
I cleared my throat. ”Where are youNM
”Tt my apartment,M she answered.
I hesitated, unsure how to keep the con…ersation going. ”What are you doingNM
jhe laughed softly. ”I’m calling you silly.M jhe always called me thatvmostly when I 

was being silly.
”I mean, you would ne…er call me, would youNM she admonished.
”Jo,M I said, embarrassed.
”WhyNM
jhe was used to men chasing her and couldn’t understand why I would ne…er chase 

her.
”I don’t know why. I’m afraid, I guess,M I admittedvthough what I really wanted to 

say was, “Because I’m a weak, insecure asshole.”
”Tfraid of whatNM jhe sounded confused.
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”WellA you,M I admitted. jhe could get anything out of me. jhe could ha…e been an 
interrogator for the ;IT.

”DeNM she said, feigning shock.
”Tfraid you won’t pick up the phone or, if you do, you’ll be angry with me and tell me 

it’s o…er. jtu6 like that.M
xhis was not a comfortable con…ersation for me.
”Ha…e I e…er done thatNM she asked.
”I guess not.M I was starting to sound like a q…e-year-old. Which, unfortunately, she 

liked.
”2ook, you can’t "ust throw me away when you don’t get your way, jtephen.M
I thought, “I’m sorry, who made you my motherN“
xhen, I answered my own ?uestion.
I did.
I put her in that role.
Ts hard as it might be to belie…e, Tomoz somehow "ustiqed her drinking againvand, 

of course, we got back together.
Fool me once/ shame on you. Fool me twice/ shame on me. Tfter three, four, or q…e 

timesN Cou should be locked up for your own protection.
jomehow, she con…inced me it was my fault. My fault? WhyN Fucked if I know. Who 

cares. xhough I hate to admit it, I was "ust as much to blame as she was. WellA maybe 
4z:3z.

I went to pick up Tomoz three days later. jorry, I mean, three minutes later.
I dro…e o…er to her apartment in the Ventley, and the second she saw me, she came 

running out of the building and "umped into my arms. We held each other so tightly we 
could barely breathe. jhe rested her head on my shoulder, her body shaking as she let out 
all her pent-up emotions.

It was like a dry sob. Tomoz hated cryingvshe a…oided it at all costs. jhe ne…er wanted 
to appear weak.

I "ust held her, my arms wrapped tightly around her back. Jeither of us could let go.
Finally, we had to mo…e aside to let some tenants pass, and we reluctantly pulled apart.
I gently took her hand, and we walked to the car. I opened the door for her, and she 

slowly slid into the seat. 2etting her gove…en for a few secondsvfelt like torture.
Her eyes followed me as I walked around the car.
xhe moment I got back in the car, we embraced and kissed.
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If all this seems like too muchvqrst, shut the fuck up. jecond, we had "ust almost lost 
each other. It had been traumatiOing for both of us. We ne…er wanted to lea…e each other’s 
side again. xhat’s how it felt for both of us. Bur greatest fear is to be abandoned. 2ike I 
said, we were mirrors of each other.

We were both relie…ed and happyv…ery happy.
We dro…e back to the house with the roof down. Tomoz lay her head on my shoulder 

and slipped her hand into my pants, which I thought was a nice touch.
For the neSt couple of days, we did nothing but kiss, hold each other, make lo…e, sit by 

the pool, eat together in the kitchen, play backgammon, and talk. —ust the two of us.
We shut o6 our phones. Jo one was allowed to come by.
We cocooned.
We ne…er left each other’s side. jometimes, we would "ust be together in the same 

roomvon our computers, watching xY, or simply sitting ?uietly. We "ust wanted to be 
near each other. xo feel close to each other.

We wanted to be so close that we were inside each other.
We wanted to know what the other was thinking and how the other truly felt.
We cra…ed assurance. We needed certainty.
Bf course, the truth is you can only qnd those things within yourself.
Vut we did our best.
We were li…ing together now. Tomoz started to feel safevwe both did.
We were li…ing in an incredible home. Cet, the emotional turmoil we were constantly 

going through was a sharp contrast to the tran?uil setting. Uroof of the old adage! Doney 
can’t buy lo…e or happiness.

Tt the same time, we were …ery blessed to ha…e this beautiful safe ha…en.
We were sitting by the pool, Tomoz was Gipping through a magaOine. jhe found 

some dresses she lo…ed and showed me. Bne, in particular, caught her eyevan amaOing 
Donarch VutterGy dress.

jhe knew I had a strong a'nity for the Donarch VutterGy.
”I would like to marry you in that dress,M she said.
xhat touched my heart. I would ha…e lo…ed nothing more than to marry Tomoz, ha…e 

a family, and li…e happily e…er after.
Vut that dream felt out of reach.
I felt like I wanted to cry. jo, as usual, I used humor to deGect my emotions and feelings.
”Vabe, I would not look good in that dressvit would show my thick ankles.M
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jhe didn’t hesitate.
Smack. DagaOine to my shoulder.
I dodged the neSt one, but she was on me, swinging mercilessly.
”TbuseKM I yelled, running.
jhe kept hitting, but we were laughing. Ts I ran away, she chased me, and the blows 

rained down mercilessly. xhe bruises were terrible.
Vy the time she qnished beating me like a dog, the magaOine was in tatters.
We ended up on the bedroom Goor, laughing hysterically.
Tomoz managed to sal…age the picture of the Donarch VutterGy dress and posted it on 

my bathroom mirror.
I’ll ne…er forget that dress.
jhe made me laugh while making her point loud and clear.
We were in lo…e again. Hard to belie…e.
jhe started talking about the weddingvwhere it would be, who would be there.
”I want you to meet Raddy.M jhe said, looking at my face, searching for a reaction.
I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t want to burst her bubble. Tt the same time, I didn’t 

want to promise her anything I wouldn’t follow through on.
jo, I said, ”Vaby, I would lo…e to meet him.M
Which was true.
jhe was so eScitedvshe s?uealed and clapped her hands together like a teenage girl 

who had "ust been picked as prom ?ueen.
Vefore I could change my mind, she immediately called her father.
He picked up, and Tomoz started gushing. I could barely understand half of what she 

was saying.
Vy the time she hung up, her father had agreed to come to jarasota out to meet mevin 

one of his jouped up, reno…ated classic cars.
xhis was getting intense.
Vut I was happy because she was happy.
Tnd who knowsN If we could "ust keep it togetherA
T few days later, her father dro…e out to see us with his partner.
We met them at a restaurant on jt. Trmands ;ircle
It felt like I was about to meet the Uresident. Br 5odvI7m not sure which.
xhe  they arri…ed in a completely o…er the top classic car. I am not sure what make it 

was, may be a ;he…rolet, from the 081z7sN Tnyway it was totally tricked out. jky Vlue 
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with a  ;ream ;on…ertible top, with huge ;hrome eShausts lining each side,  It had been 
tuned up, and you could hear it7s throaty roar a mile away. 

Her father parked the piece of art right outside the restaurant in a no parking Oone. He 
was not taking any chances getting it scratched or damaged. xhe ticket would be worth 
it. 

Tomoz and I walked out of the restaurant to greet them. xhey stepped out of the car 
looking like Vonnie and ;lyde.

It was all ?uite somethingv…ery impressi…e.
 xhe Eolls, was parked in a normal parking spot down the road.
He deqnitely made his point.
I mean, he could ha…e "ust dri…en here in one of his Ferraris.
Midding.
Dr. Mingston was …ery nicevyet still intimidating. He was easy to talk to and clearly 

happy to see his daughter.
His partner, Eosetta, was according to Tomoz ,the woman she found her father cheat-

ing on his mother with.  Eosetta was …ery calm and relaSed. xhey balance each other out 
nicely.

We went for lunch at a casual restaurant called 7jhore7 on jt. Trmands ;ircle. We sat 
and talked for three hours.

Tomoz was beaming.
Eosetta andTomoz got on …ery well. xhey were almost like sistersvcompeting for their 

parents7 attention, yet they seemed to care about each other.
Her father lo…ed the dynamic because it put him at the center, in the power position.
“jo, how are you, EosettaNM Tomoz asked him as she reached across the table and took 

hold of Eosetta7s hands in hers.
”I am doing well, Tomoz. xhank you for asking,M she replied, then added, ”I’m happy 

that you ha…e found this handsome man who seems to adore you.M
I could see he meant it.
jhe had a wonderful energyvkind, calm, and caring.
“I know. He seems to be willing to put up with me.M jhe smiled and looked at me.
“Well, if your father doesn’t hurry up and put a ring on me, you might ha…e some 

competition girlK“ Eosetta teased with a wink and a smile.
“He won’t let me out of the bedroom Eosetta  so you ha…e no chanceK“
xypical Tomoz —straight to the raw.
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We all burst out laughing. Well, all of us except her father.
We turned to look at him, silently asking! What the fuck is wrong with you?
xhen, after making sure all eyes were on him, he laughed.
;lassic. Had to grab the attention qrst.
It was interesting watching him with Eosetta. He was so uptight, while Eosetta was 

e6ortlessly relaSed. jomehow, Eosetta seemed to soften her father and make him happy. 
xhey made a nice couple.

We kept chatting, e…eryone catching up, and Tomoz made sure to include me as much 
as possible. Vut, of course, she couldn’t resist asking awkward ?uestions.

“jo, what do you think of my FatherN“ she asked, putting me on the spot and lo…ing it.
I smirked. “Well, I don’t know much about him yet, but he seems to ha…e a nice 

girlfriend,“ I said, winking at Eosetta.
xhen, without missing a beat, I added, “I mean, if I were to e…er cheat on you , I’d 

deqnitely consider Eosetta  to be my qrst choice.“
P…eryone cracked up.
PScept Tomoz.
“Bh, he is cute and funny,“ Eosetta said, still laughing.
P…en her father found it funnyvprimarily because of Tomoz’s reaction.
”Tll I can say is, you better not fall asleep before I do tonight, or your ass will be mine,M 

Tomoz warned, and we all burst into laughter.
xhe mood was much more relaSed now. Dr. Mingston was starting to en"oy his …is-

itvthe wine seemed to help. Eosetta struck me as the kind of woman who could en"oy 
herself where…er she went.

We talked about her father’s lo…e of ;lassic cars and the types of cars he owned. He was 
passionate about them and came ali…e when he spoke about collecting them.

xhey had recently been in…ol…ed in a pretty harrowing car crash.
xhey had both genuinely belie…ed they were going to be killed. It was a harrowing eS-

perience for them bothvone that made them realiOe how fragile life is and how important 
it is to make the most of e…ery day.

xhen Eosetta said, ”Ceah, I decided right then and there that I was going to retire and 
en"oy the rest of my days.M

Dr. Mingston looked at me and said dryly, ”jhe hasn’t worked a day in his life for more 
than 9z years.M

We all laughed. PScept Eosetta.
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Eosetta shot back, ”What do you meanN 2i…ing with you is a full-time "obKM xhen we 
all laughed.

Tomoz eScused herself to go powder her nose at the appropriate time so that her father 
and I could talk about her and us.

Bnce she was out of sight and earshot, her father said, ”jhe seems …ery happy.M His tone 
was casual, almost indi6erent. ”I ha…en’t seen her like this in a long time.M

I wasn’t sure what to say. I mean, I didn’t want to say, ”Ceah, we are ha…ing a great 
time,M like I’m ha…ing a great time fucking your daughter.

I also didn’t want to say, ”Ces, we are …ery much in lo…e.M xhat might freak him out e…en 
more. We had barely known each other for two months. He’s a …ery wealthy manvhe 
might think I was after his money.

T tough situation.
jo, I "ust said, ”Well, as you know, it hasn’t been easy for either of us, but right now, 

we’re happy.M
”jhe seems to care for you.M His tone made it sound like a ?uestionvlike was he asking 

if I cared for Tomoz.
”I think we both care for each other,M I replied.
”jhe speaks …ery highly of you,M he said. Tgain, it felt like he was asking a ?uestion, as 

in, ”What does she see in you?
”I’m happy to hear that.M I was doing my best to stay straightforward and honest.
He was wary, as any father would bevand should be, especially in his position, with all 

his money and a  daughter as gorgeous as Tomoz. He knew eSactly what most men wanted 
from her and how …ulnerable she was to their attention.

”I remember you calling me and me telling you to get her out of your house and your 
life. It seems you don7t take ad…ice …ery well.M He smiled wryly, letting me know he hadn’t 
forgotten and was …ery curious about what happened.

”Jo, I must admit, I’m not …ery good at taking ad…ice. Tnd, well, things pretty much 
went eSactly as you said they would.M

He studied me e…en more closely now but "ust sat silently, waiting for me to continue. 
jo, I did.

”We’…e deqnitely had some tough battles, and there ha…e been some …ery scary mo-
ments for us both.M
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I wasn’t doing …ery well here. I was sweating it right now. xrying to walk the qne line 
between respecting her father and Tomoz while staying as close to the truth as possible. 
No basises yet.

”Vut we’…e worked through thingsvand we’re still working through things, "ust like 
any couple.M

Tlthough, of course, we were in no way like any other couple.
”Well, that’s good,M he saidvthough he clearly didn’t fully belie…e any of it. jtill, he 

respected me for being polite and at least trying to be honest.
He seemed ready to let me o6 the hook. Thank God.
Tcross the table, Eosetta smiled at me and gently clapped her hands together subtly, 

"ust enough that her father wouldn’t notice. T silent good "ob. It made me feel a little 
better.

”I’d like you to call me e…ery so often and let me know how she’s doing,M he said, his 
tone more like a boss delegating a task than a father making a re?uest. ”jhe rarely calls me, 
and when she does, I can ne…er get a word of truth out of her.M

It was easy to see where she got her presence, strong will, and unshakable belief that she 
could ha…e whate…er she wanted.

”Bf course, I’d be happy to do that.M
Tnd that was it. I ga…e him what he came forva way into his daughter’s life.
Tomoz returned to the table, not a trace of powder on her nose.
”What did you guys talk aboutNM she teased.
”Dostly cars,M I teased back. ”We were "ust about to talk about you, but you’re here 

now.AM
jhe pretended not to qnd that funny.
We sat and talked for a few more minutes before her father qnally said, ”Well, we ha…e 

to get back.M jo, we all got up and left.
We walked them out to the workk of art, and they dro…e way to, vwell, they ne…er said 

where they were going.
I stood beside Tomoz on the street and put my arm around her shoulder. jhe let her 

head rest on my shoulder as they dro…e o6  into the distance.
Tomoz missed her father terribly. Tll she wanted was for him to be proud of her. jhe 

belie…ed that for him to be proud of her, she needed to be qnancially successful. xhe truth 
is, he couldn7t care less about any of that.
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2ike so many fathers, he was terrible at communicating with his daughter. xhe tragedy 
is he lo…ed her …ery much, but not in the way she needed him to. Tomoz ne…er felt it.

Ts we walked back to the Eolls, she glanced o…er her shoulder one last time. xhen we 
dro…e home in silence.

Vy the time we pulled into the dri…eway, she had shaken o6 any sadness and was back 
to her usual self again.

”jo, what did you think of himNM jhe was eager to know. jhe was leaning on the kitchen 
island with both hands under her chin, looking at me with those big brown Vambi eyes. 
Yery cute.

”I like him and I think he likes me,M I saidvmaybe a little too conqdently for her liking.
”EeallyN What makes you think that he likes youNM jhe asked, her tone laced with 

concern. jhe didn’t want us to like each other too much and start talking behind her back.
”Well, the fact that he o6ered to teach me how to show me  his car collection was a big 

indication.M I teased.
Her eyes widened, and her head snapped toward me before she realiOed I was "oking.
”Yery funny,M she said sarcastically. ”jo, you guys seemed to be scheming about some-

thing. What were you talking aboutNM jhe was dying to know.
”We were putting a plan together so that if you start misbeha…ing again, we can kidnap 

you, put you into rehab, and get you sober.M
jhe punched me hard on the arm.
”Fuck youKM
I laughedvthen winced in pain. ”xhat hurtKM
Tomoz rarely had sympathy, and this was not a time to eSpect any.
”xell me what you were talking about right now, or I will hit you somewhere else.M
I could tell she wasn’t "oking. xhat was more encouragement than I needed.
”Bkay, okay, calm the fuck down, for 5od’s sakeKM I said, still holding my arm in pain. 

”I’ll tell you. Vut you can’t tell your father I told you.M
Jow, she was eScited. ”Bf course not. I would ne…er say anything.M
I noticed her nose seemed to get longer.
”Well, he told me he had ne…er seen you so craOy about a guy before and that you’re 

ob…iously madly in lo…e with me.M
Her face tightened, and she started balling her qst, eyes locking onto my crotch.
”If you don’t tell me right now, I swear to 5od I will bust your ballsKM
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”Bkay, okayKM I surrendered. ”He did say you looked happy. xhat’s the truth. I told him 
we care about each other. I mean, he already knew what happened when I called him.M

Her face started to relaSva little.
I continued, ”jo, I "ust said we’…e been through a lot, but we’…e worked through most 

of it, and we’re working on the rest. He asked me to call him occasionally and let him 
know how you’re doing. He worries about you. Tnd that’s it. xhat’s the truth.M

Tomoz wasn’t entirely con…inced. ”What did he say about meNM
”He’s not stupid Tomoz. He knows you’re fucking craOy. He told me that if you ga…e me 

any trouble again, I should slit your throat and bury you at the bottom of the gardenv"ust 
to let him know roughly where so they can qnd your body, and we can split the money 
from the life insurance policy he took out on you.M

”I hate you.M jhe said it Gatly. Tnd in that moment, I think she meant it.
”2ook, it was all …ery innocuous.M I continued. ”xhere was nothing negati…e said about 

you by either of us. He lo…es you. Tnd, for what it’s worth, I think you’re kinda cute.M I 
smiled and kissed her forehead.

”I don’t want you talking to him.M xhere it was. xhe fear, the "ealousyvwhat we might 
say about her to each other.

”Bkay, well, if you promise to call him more often and let him know what’s going on 
in your life, then I won’t need to.M

”Whate…er. If I qnd out you’re talking to each other, I’m going to be …ery mad.M jhe 
pouted.

Tt least I was able to be honest with her. Jo basises.
”I think it went pretty well, don’t youNM I said, steering the interrogation in another 

direction.
jilence. jhe was thinking.
”He really did say he hadn’t seen you this happy in a long, long time. Is that trueNM
jhe wasn’t going to admit to that, but she took that in.
I continued, ”He was happy that you seemed happy.M
Jo …erbal reaction. Vut I saw that land too.
”How do you feel it wentNM I asked, shifting the focus away from myself.
”I "ust wanted you to meet him. It was important to me.M Her …oice was softer now, 

but she still walked o6 into the bedroom, pouting.
Her emotional walls were skyscraper-high, solid, unshakable. Vut there were cracks. 

Tnd I saw them.
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jhe hesitated in the doorway, her back to me. For a moment, I thought she might 
turn around and say something. Vut then, without a word, she stepped inside the master 
bedroom.

I followed.
jhe was lying on top of the bed, staring through the French doors at the pool and the 

lake beyond. xhe setting sun reGected o6 the water, bathing the room in a soft, golden 
glow.

I slipped onto the bed beside her. Jeither of us spoke.
xhen, slowly, I reached out and gently took her hand in mine.
”I’m glad I met your father. It meant the world to me that you introduced me to him. 

xhank you.M
Tomoz didn’t respond with words. Instead, she rolled on top of me, pinning my hands 

abo…e my head, her eyes dark with intent.
jhe kissed mevslow at qrst, teasing, nibbling my lips before thrusting her tongue into 

my mouth, taking eSactly what she wanted.
jhe straddled me, holding me down and taking ad…antage of my mouth for ?uite some 

time before I pushed her o6 me, rolled on top of her, and switched positions. Which was 
not easy to do. jhe is Nft 00 inches tallK

Vut I was committed.
I held her arms abo…e her head with one hand. Tt the same time, I ran the qngers of my 

other hand through her hair, down her face, and body/ xhen I put one hand under her 
chin and pushed her head upwards with my other hand, pushing down on her shoulder 
to completely bare her neck to me. I kissed and licked her neck, using my tongue to push 
deeper. jhe moaned deeply. jhe lo…ed me ha…ing seS with her neck.

I tried not to lea…e lo…e bites on her neck, but sometimes I got carried away. xhis was 
one of those times. Don’t ask for permission; just take what you want.

Tfter caressing and making lo…e to her neck, I mo…ed on to fondling her breasts, teasing 
her nipples, licking and sucking her stomach and her inner thighs before qnally reaching 
her pussy.

I mo…ed up her body again, caressing with my hand, kissing her passionately, all the 
while eSploring e…ery nuance of her mouth and lips. jhe was writhing beneath me. jhe 
kept her hands o…er her head as I pulled her blouse o6 with both hands.

xhen we were both pulling at each other and ripping our own and each other’s clothes 
o6. We were both down to our underwear in seconds.
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I put the music on, then got back on the bed and began ra…ishing her again, kissing 
e…ery inch of her naked body. Viting, nibbling, touching, holding her. Bwning her, taking 
her, making her mine. Dind, body, and spirit.

I mo…ed her all around the bed. Lsing the pillows to prop her up, then to raise up her 
lower body. I teased her with my qngers, with my tongue, and my cock.

I told her she was mine, I told her that I owned her, I told her what to do, I told her how 
to do it, I told her she was e…erything I e…er wanted, I told her she was my whore, I told 
her she was my slut, I told her to spread her legs, wider, I told her to put her qngers in her 
pussy, then in her mouth. I told her to put her qngers in her pussy and at the same time, I 
fucked her with my cock/ I told her to put her qngers in her mouth while she sucked my 
cock, and I told her to tell me she was a dirty whore. I told her she was safe/ I told her that 
I lo…ed her.

jhe lo…ed it as much as I did. jhe felt free, she felt adored, she felt she was the ob"ect of 
my desire, she felt owned, she felt like a real woman, she felt no need to be in control, she 
felt lost in her mind, body, and soul, she felt safe.

We were lost in each other and our passions. We were on a magical "ourney to bliss. 
When we got there, we "ust died in each other’s arms. We were in Hea…en.

Ro they ha…e seS in Hea…enN Well, we did, that’s for sure.
xhis was the time of our li…es. xhis was as good as it gets.
We had it all for a brief moment in time. Jo one can e…er take that away from us. 

Demories to treasure for a lifetime.
We tried to hold on to each other, but the tighter you hold anything, the more it slips 

away. xhis is the way of nature. P…erything comes and goes. Jothing is fore…er. JB 
xHIJ5.

Tshes to ashes, dust to dust.
2ike the mandalas xibetan Vuddhists create from colored sand, our time together felt 

beautiful yet Geeting. We could only hold on to the moment for so long before it slipped 
through our qngers, as all things do.

Jo regrets.
When you truly lo…e someone, you ha…e to let them go. xhat is the hardest part. It …ery 

often takes a long time to qnally let go. xhat "ourney can be …ery painful. xhe pain is 
necessary.

Here is a powerful parable that sums it up!



RE. jxPUHPJ UTL2 PRWTERj111

T man was sitting in his deck chair in his garden one spring day. He noticed a butterGy 
struggling to break out of its cocoon. Its body was too big to get through the tiny slit. He 
decided to help the butterGy by opening the slit with a raOor blade.

xhe butterGy got out of the cocoon, but its body was deformed. It wiggled around for 
a couple of minutes and then died.

Uushing its body through that tiny slit was necessary to push the blood into its wings so 
it could Gy and be a butterGy. Tlthough it was painful for the butterGy, it was necessary. 
It’s "ust an ine…itable process. It’s got to happen that way. jometimes, we want to help 
people in pain, to sol…e the problem for them, but in doing so, we enable or weaken them.

Uain is necessary for us to grow and become who we are. In the end, only lo…e remains.



Chapter Twenty-Five

I Put My Head In 
My Hands. We Are So 
Fucked.

O ne evening, after dinner, we came home. 

Things between Tomoz and I had gotten tense again. She wasn’t going to AA 
meetings and was drinking a lot.

I was trying the active listening techniques: “What I heard you say is...” But what I 
heard her say was exactly correct—I just didn’t like what I heard!

 We  went to bed. Sex was apparently out of the question, so no trips to heaven tonight.
When we got into bed, we both gravitated to our own sides. Neither of us could sleep 

because of the unresolved issues.
So, we sat up and argued, which didn’t help. Then we went back to trying to sleep. We 

repeated this process three or four times before we were so exhausted that we just passed 
out.

I’m not sure what time it was when I woke up—maybe two hours later. I couldn't 
sleep. Tomoz was still sound asleep. I decided not to wake her.

I had to get up and go to the kitchen.
I sat there, staring at nothing, trying to make sense of Tomoz.
I was torn—admiring how she moved through life, fearless, reckless, never sec-

ond-guessing. She was often wrong but never in doubt. She never hesitated, never slowed 
down. I wasn’t sure if I was in awe of her or just exhausted.
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Now I was fully awake, so I called Jerry to see what he was doing. He was with Josh, so 
I told them to come over so we could hang out.

“Be quiet when you come in,” I said. “Tomoz is asleep. If she wakes up, it’s all over. She 
is not in a good mood.”

Jerry and Josh didn’t need reminding. They knew better than to mess with her when 
she was in a mood.

Jerry thought about it and said, “Dude, why don’t you just come over here?”
I had no idea where they were, but I said, “Not happening. If she wakes up and I’m 

missing, she will burn this place down. Just come over.”
“Fine.” He groaned like I was dragging him to his execution. He had no idea how close 

that would be.
“I’ll leave the back door open. Just take your shoes oz and sneak in. I’ll be upstairs. 

Hurry.”
Josh and Jerry had known each other for some time. Jerry had recommended Josh for 

the position as my assistant, and he had turned out to be perfect.
Josh had learned to navigate the chaos of my life. When I was home, it was a whirl-

wind—disorgani;ed and unpredictable. 
Whatever I needed him to do something, he was Johnny-on-the-spot—always reliable. 
He never wanted to do any of it and would kick and Vght to get out of it. Still, 

eventually, he would capitulate and get it done—though he always made sure I knew it 
was under protest. But Josh never let me down.

Josh had his routines, always holed up by the stairs, glued to his computer for hours. 
He only moved if I asked for something—maybe a juice or a quick errand. But it wasn’t 
just meY Tomoz would send him oz to buy cigarettes, even when I told him not to. It was 
like he couldn’t say no to her.

He picked up my dry cleaning and ran basic errands.
He arranged for contractors to come and Vx things when necessary and generally kept 

the house safe and everything functional. Then there were the special missions I asked him 
to perform—missions that often put him in harm’s way.

Josh had a tough childhood. His mother was pregnant with him when his father left 
and never returned. Josh never met his real father. His mother later married an army vet.

Unfortunately, his stepfather had PTSD. He was extremely emotionally and physically 
abusive to Josh. His stepfather hated him simply for not being his child and resented 
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having to raise another man’s son. This, of course, caused Josh to shut down emotionally. 
He was terriVed of con&ict. He preferred to be alone, staying in the shadows.

His role working for me allowed him to do both. He spent most of his time alone, 
preparing me for my trips.

I would text him from the bedroom, asking him to bring me juice or pick up a 
sandwich. He made my bed every day and ensured all the laundry was done. It was always 
nice to come home to a tidy home. Josh also came on adventures with Jerry and me—as 
you will soon see.

I would sit in the kitchen, sharing my escapades with Tomoz, while Josh listened, which 
only added to his fear of her. He would just shake his head. He was terriVed of Tomoz, 
and Tomoz hated having Josh around. She would tell him to leave or not come over when 
we were alone. This stressed him out. It was like having two parents, both telling you to 
do opposite things and never being able to say anything. Tomoz would promise to stop 
smoking, then I’d catch her with a new pack of cigarettes. She never bought them when 
she was with me.

“Where did you get them from?” I would ask her.
“Josh got them for me.” She threw him under the bus without hesitation.
When I confronted Josh, he looked like a deer caught in the headlights. Tomoz loved 

getting him in trouble as much as possible.
Josh would raise his hands and say, “I am more afraid of her than you. What was I 

supposed to do?”
Tomoz made his life hell whenever she could, hoping he would quit. I know—poor 

Josh.
She didn’t like Jerry and Josh being in the house during the day, let alone at 2 a.m. If 

she found them in the house, I am not exactly sure what she would do, but it wouldn’t 
be good.

I should have told her the truth. I know that now. But I didn’t. Why? Because, some-
where deep down, I was terriVed of losing her. I wanted to keep her happy, even if it meant 
neglecting my own needs. I’ve always felt like her happiness was my responsibility—like I 
was the one who had to hold it all together.

I left all the lights oz and went upstairs, making sure I was as quiet as possible, so 
I wouldn’t wake Tomoz. Then I thought, WTF, this is my house. I was behaving like a 
burglar, sneaking around to avoid getting caught.

I would rather get arrested by the police than get caught by Tomoz, I thought.
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So, I went upstairs and sat on the balcony, enjoying the view of the moonlit lake and 
golf course. The colored lights in the pool were rotating. It was peaceful.

Josh and Jerry came through the balcony doors and sat down. After a few minutes we 
were beginning to get loud, so I said, “Let’s hit the movie theater.”

We settled into the leather recliner armchairs and started watching a movie.
Jerry said, “Dude, this is way too loud.”
“Projection room, then,” I said.
We were running out of places to get further away. It was like that 7ey M Peele sketch 

where the characters were afraid their wives would hear what they were saying—they kept 
getting further and further away from their wives until they ended up in outer space.

So now, we were in the projection room—no chairs, just sitting on the &oor. We sat 
there, talking and laughing like mischievous schoolboys.

Then we heard her downstairs in the kitchen. We fro;e.
“Let me handle this. I’ll get her to bed. 5ou two stay here.”
I sounded like 88% on a mission.
“We’ll have to sleep in the spare room, which is on your way out. So let me get her to 

sleep, and I’ll let you know when to come down and leave.”
That sounded more like Mission Impossible.
I left Jerry and Josh cowering in fear and went downstairs to deal with Tomoz.
As I reached the bottom of the stairs, the kitchen lights were on. I saw her rummaging 

through the cupboards. She had knocked a &ute of champagne over when she woke up  
and was looking for something to clean up the mess on the bed.

“Hey, babe, what are you doing?”
“Where were you?” she asked, sounding annoyed.
“I didn’t want to wake you, so I was Vxing something in the movie theater.” Baiseses. 

Need-to-lie basis, remember.
“Where’s the cleaning stuz?” She asked frustrated.
Gy assumption was correct. She had no idea where to Vnd the cleaning stuz, she was 

looking in the cupboards where we kept the dishes.
“Listen, it’s late. We both need to get to sleep. Let’s sleep in the spare room and deal 

with this in the morning,” I said, yawning.
Sold. She walked straight into the spare room, fell into bed, and pulled the duvet over 

her head.
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I turned oz the kitchen lights, followed her into the spare bedroom, got into bed with 
her, and curled up in my usual corner.

Tomoz always stretched out her body, claiming at least  8" of the 7ing-si;e bed. 
Of course, I couldn’t fall asleep—there were two burglars upstairs that I had to help 
escape—alive.

It was taking forever for Tomoz to fall asleep. Jerry and Josh must be getting antsy, I 
thought.

Suddenly, Tomoz jumped out of bed and went into the kitchen.
This is getting cra;y, I thought as I got up and followed her.
“What are you doing?” I asked.
She ignored me.
“Babe, we need to sleep,” I implored.
As I walked up behind her, she suddenly fro;e. She had heard a noise from upstairs.
She looked up, and—lo and behold—two faces were staring down through the orna-

mental bars of the banister at the top of the staircase.
Jerry and Josh had crawled along the &oor and were now lying there, peeking over, 

trying to Vgure out when it was safe to make their escape.
Unfortunately, there would be no escape.
“What the fuck are you two doing?” Tomoz’s voice sliced through the silence.“Jet 

down here. Now.”
I put my head in my hands. We are so fucked.
Jerry and Josh bolted down the stairs like their lives depended on it—which, at that 

moment, they probably did.
With the push of one switch Tomoz turned all the house lights on.K
She stood at the bottom of the staircase, waiting. As they meekly descended the last few 

steps, she pointed to the front door and shouted, “Jet out! Jet out of my house!”
Without a word, they walked quickly, one behind the other, heads down, through the 

kitchen, into the hallway, and straight out the front door.
Unfuckingbelievable. I wasn’t sure if I should just sign the deed to the house over to 

her now or wait till morning. LThis is MY house!"  And she meant it.
As I watched Tomoz assert control over the house, shouting at Jerry and Josh, I was 

torn—admiring her unapologetic conVdence and ability to take charge, yet frustrated and 
alienated by her complete disregard for my space.
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I felt caught in the tension of both wanting to be close to her and resenting the 
power dynamic that made me feel like an outsider in my own home. She dismissed them 
ezortlessly like she owned the place. Like she owned us.

This was no time to argue with this bitch—I mean, Tomoz.
Then she just walt;ed into the bedroom, shut the door, and went to bed.
Thank Jod there was another spare room with a ready-made bed.
And that, as they say, was that.
Of course, it’s funny now, but back then, it was scary. But once again, she did have a 

point. I should have just told her what was going on. She needed to feel safe and that this 
was her home.

I also wanted her to feel safe and to know this was her home.
Not that she needed my permission anyway.
She would always say, “Don’t ask for permission—ask for forgiveness.”
But her real motto?
“Don’t ask for permission—don't ask for anything, just take whatever you want.”
I mean, you have to admire her for it. And I did.
I thought, LWe need a break. Let’s go to Cegas.L I mean, what could possibly go wrong 

in Cegas, right?



Chapter Twenty-Six

What Happens In 
Vegas May Scar You 
For Life.

W e needed a break and to spend some time together having fun. I had an event in 
Las Vegas and wanted to take Tomoz with me. After the event, we could stay at 

the fabulous Wynn Suites and enjoy a few days and nights in Vegas together.
Tomoz loved the idea. She was jumping up and down, doing her exaggerated girly 

dance—the one she knew I loved to see her do. It always made me happy when she was 
happy.

“There’s one condition,” I said.
Tomoz’s face fell. She hated conditions or being told what to do.
“Look, babe, I need to be focused right now. My numbers have been terrible. I need 

this to be a great event, which means I’ve got to get plenty of sleep. I need to get to bed 
early—no going out until after the event when we get to the Wynn. Okay?”

“Of course, baby,” she agreed.
We arrived in Vegas and took a limo to the hotel. Since the event was at the Embassy 

Suites, right behind the Wynn, we decided to stay there. Jerry, who had recently joined my 
team (much to Tomoz’s chagrin), was already waiting for us. After checking in, we went 
up to our rooms.

It was about 10 p.m. I started unpacking while Tomoz took a shower. 
Tomoz came out of the bathroom and slipped into one of her nice dresses.
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I was about to jump into bed when I saw her. I stared, trying to hold it together. “What 
are you doing?”

“I’m going to see some friends at the Bellagio,” she said, as if it were no big deal—as if 
she had already told me.

My heart sank. “Tomoz, we talked about this. I need to get to sleep early. You agreed we 
weren’t going out until after the event.”

“Well, you get to sleep, baby. I’ll be quiet when I come in,” she said, putting the 'nal 
touches on her appearance.

I was fucking furious. She knew she would wake me when she came in. She also knew 
that if I woke up, it was almost impossible for me to get back to sleep. But I wasn’t about 
to have a knockdown 'ght with her and risk the police showing up and arresting me.

So, I said, “Okay, babe, have a nice time.”
She said, “Thanks, babe.” Then she kissed me on the cheek, opened the door, and was 

gone. Gone Girl.
Normally, I’d be panicking if my girlfriend were out alone in Vegas. But Tomoz? She 

wasn’t a normal girlfriend. I wasn’t worried about her—I was worried about everyone else 
she might run into.

This was Tomoz’s world. She owned it.
As soon as she left, I started packing my suitcases. Once everything was packed, I left.
I went down the hall and knocked on Jerry’s door. He opened the door, looked down 

at my bags, then back up at me and said, “What!s going on?”
I said, “Let me in. I’m staying with youF”
I did the event and never saw Tomoz all weekend—except once. I was looking over the 

balcony, down at the bu-et breakfast area below. And there she was, getting her breakfast.
I missed her. I wanted to go down, make up, and put everything behind us. But I forced 

myself to stay focused on the event.
She did her own thing—which, of course, turned into quite the adventure. 
Tomoz would go to the complimentary drinks and food social event each evening. 

Making sure to make the most of the free drinks. According to the manager, onne evening 
she got into an altercation with another guest. I!m not exactly sure what it was all about 
but it go really heated and eventually security was called and Tomoz demanded that this 
guy was told to leave. Some of the other guests got involved and told security that Tomoz 
was the one causing trouble. Instead of backing down, not something Tomoz does, she 
started arguing with all the guests. Now the manager comes to see what is going on. And 
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guess who is asked to leave? Yep, she tells the manager HE needs to leave. Anywas 'nally 
Tomo: leaves on her own terms.

Apparently, this was just one of several incidents leading up to her being ejected from 
the premises. After the altercation in the lounge, she was banned from returning there.

So, she started trying to order food from room service—using my credit card.
Except it wasn’t my credit card on 'le. The room was booked and paid for with the 

company’s credit card, which was only authori:ed for the room—no additional charges 
allowed. I hadn’t left a personal credit card on 'le.

So, Tomoz argued with the lady taking room service orders.
She was using profane language and called her a “stupid old cow.” The manager 

wouldn’t repeat everything she said exactly, but we can all imagine, right?
There was nothing the poor woman at room service could do. There was simply no 

way to charge anything to the room.
The lady was so upset that she had to be taken to the emergency room. Well, the 

manager made it sound like she should have been.
Anyway, Tomoz called down to reception and told them I’d bring them a credit card as 

soon as I 'nished the event at the end of the day.
“In the meantime, send up my order,” she commanded.
And, of course, they did. She always found a way.
I had no idea any of this was going on. I just thought she was out partying all weekend. 

But Tomoz was so pissed that I left her on her own—she was never going to ask me for 
anything4 she was just going to take it.

At the end of the weekend, I packed my bags, went to the airport with Jerry, and "ew 
back to Sarasota—without Tomoz. I left her there at the hotel.

I knew that was bad, but I was pissed at her tooF
The whole weekend had been stressful. Was she going to come into the ballroom and 

make a scene? I had no idea what she would do or say.
There was no way I was going to go and blow money staying at the Wynn and risk 

getting arrested.
It might seem harsh, but I had to teach her a lesson.
That’s my story, and I’m sticking to it.
Yes, I feel guilty now. Looking back, it was a terrible thing to do to her.
Tough love.
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So, on Monday, the front desk called Tomoz and told her I had checked out without 
paying for her room service charges.

Then she called me. I let it go to voicemail—I wanted to gauge her mood before 
speaking to her.

By this time, I was already back in Sarasota, Clorida.
I listened to her message6 “Baby, you left me hereF I have no money or food. Please call 

me back, baby.”
Okay, she sounded like she might be somewhat reasonable if I called her back. So, I did.
She answered immediately. “Hi.”
I said nothing. The nectar was starting to wear o-. A little.
“Baby, I am so sorry about the weekend. You were right—I shouldn’t have gone out 

and been so inconsiderate of you,” she conceded.
“Well, you ruined the whole weekend, and now we don’t get to spend the rest of the 

week at the Wynn and enjoy Vegas,” I admonished.
“I know, baby. I reali:e that now.” She was really working me.
“Baby, I’m truly sorry, but I’m here alone with no money or food. I need your help,” 

she pleaded.
Somehow, I didn’t feel sorry for her—or at least, I didn’t want her to know I did.
“Well, you’re going to have to 'gure it out, Tomoz. I’m already back in Sarasota.”
“Baby, please. Baby, can you call and get me some food? I’m starving. I haven’t eaten 

in 25 hours,” she begged.
Ughhh, she gets me every time. And, of course, I wanted to be gotten.
“Okay,” I caved. “I’ll get you some food.”
She said KThank you baby, hurry please.K and hung up.
So, I called a food delivery place and placed an order.
“When the driver arrives, someone will need to be there with the credit card,” the lady 

told me.
“Well, I can give you the credit card number right now,” I o-ered.
“I’m sorry, sir. The person whose name is on the credit card has to be present with the 

card,” she said.
I argued up and down to no avail. Cor fuck’s sakeF Now I’m stressing, trying to get food 

to her.
Then the Embassy Suites called me.
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“Hello, Mr. Edwards. This is Mr. Johnson. I’m the manager at the Embassy Suites in 
Las Vegas.”

“Yes, hello,” I said, hoping he could help me.
He was not very friendly, to say the least. That’s when I found out about all the 

shenanigans that had been going on.
They had been sending her food. They delivered food to her at 11630 a.m. and again at 

1630 p.m. today. It was the same thing both times—steak salad and two glasses of wine.
She lied to meF “I’m starving, baby. Please get me some food,” she said.
There’s a good reason she lied. She is a fucking liarF
But joking aside, there is a reason she lied so much—as you will 'nd out.
She had been very rude to the sta- and other guests. The manager told me about the 

altercation in the lounge with security. He had demanded that she leave, but she refused.
One evening, she went to the bar for free drinks and got into an altercation with 

another guest. The manager was called to handle the situation, and the guest claimed that 
threw his drink at him. It was very confusing. I mean this did not sound like Tomoz.

As I listened to the manager recount her antics, my frustration boiled over. I wanted 
to be angry at her—at her lies, her recklessness—but part of me couldn’t shake the guilt. 
Had I set her up to fail by leaving? Or was this just another consequence of enabling her?

“The reason I’m calling you, Mr. Edwards, is that I will have to call the police if she 
doesn’t leave the hotel immediately,” he said. He didn’t want to, but he was giving me a 
headszup.

“I’ll have her leave, Mr. Johnson. I apologi:e for all the trouble and thank you for letting 
me know all this. I had no idea. I’ll call reception and provide my credit card to settle the 
bill.”

He hung up.
She had lied to me—not just about not having food, but about so much more. I was 

disappointed, hurt, and angry.
After I called the hotel and paid the bill, I called her back and told her the food delivery 

service wouldn’t take my credit card.
Of course, she didn’t believe me. Now, in her mind, I was the one lying to her, but I 

wasn’t going to save her.
She was disappointed, hurt, and angry.
The mirror never goes away until you smash it.
Cinally, she had to leave.
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Tomoz had no money. She was literally on the street.
This was nothing new to Tomoz. Cor all her bluezblood upbringing, she was also a street 

hustler.
Once again, I was torn between my love for her and my selfzpreservation. I was aware I 

was in grave danger of falling fatally into the jaws of The Venus Cly Trap and never coming 
out again.

At the same time, her nectar was incredibly potent.
Cor all her "aws, Tomoz had a way of making me feel like I owed her something—loyz

alty, love, forgiveness. And maybe I did. But at what cost?
Every time I gave in, I felt a little more lost.
Later, when I went back and read my journals, it was there for me to see—the constant 

backzandzforth, reali:ing I needed to let her go, and then the justi'cation for staying in. 
Madness.

It was like Jack Nicholson in The Shining, writing the same thing over and over 
again—the insanity was right there on the pages of my journals.

She had to call her mother for money, asking her to send it through Western Union.
Her mother was living on social security with Tomoz’s grandmother, so she could only 

send a little.
She didn’t call her father—who was almost a billionaire—because she didn’t want him 

to know we were 'ghting in case he called me, and I told him what was really going on.
Her mother didn’t have my phone number.
Always three steps ahead.
She called a cab and paid the driver when she got to Western Union.
Of course, she had missed her "ight. But she called the airline and somehow convinced 

them to book her on a "ight at G a.m. the next day.
She had nowhere to stay and only a few dollars left, so she had to sleep at the airport.
Tomoz called me from the airport. There was no way I was going to answer.
But somehow, I did.
“I am coming home, baby,” she said.
“When?” I wanted her home.
“I have a "ight at G a.m.” She sounded exhausted.
Now I felt sorry for her. She had been through a tough few days too.
“What time does it land?” I asked.
“I don’t know.” She didn’t care at this point.
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“Well, 'nd out,” I said, a little frustrated. Like, I need to know so I can pick you up.
“Okay, hang on,” she said, annoyed, as she went to check the screens.
She kept me waiting because I had been harsh.
Cinally, she came back to the phone, about an hour later, and told me what time the 

plane would land.
Okay, two minutes later, but it felt like an hour.
“I’ll pick you up,” I said. I wanted to support her, and honestly, I couldn’t wait to see 

her.
“You will? Oh, baby, that would be ama:ing. Thank you.” She sounded tired but 

grateful.
We were always so up and down. Super highs and super lows. Just like our personalities.
We were creating all the drama and loving all of it.
No victims—only volunteers.
We were exhausted from 'ghting, trying to win and control each other.
We just needed to be in each other’s arms.
And that was it.
We were back.
I stayed on the phone with her all night, talking and laughing at ourselves and each 

other.
She told me about her escapades at the hotel—from her point of view, which, of course, 

was a completely di-erent version.
Apparently, none of it was her fault after all.
She told me how it felt returning to an empty room, how she’d missed me all weekend, 

waiting and hoping I’d come back.
But she knew I needed to focus and didn’t want to interfere.
To be fair, she could have—but didn’t.
So, she waited.
She was sure I would return after the event.
She never thought I would leave her alone in Las Vegas with no money.
When she left to go out that 'rst night, she just needed to get away for a while.
There were no friends at The Bellagio.
She only had enough for one drink, and she came back an hour later—
But I was gone.
As she recounted her side of the story, my heart softened.
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Despite everything, I couldn’t help but feel responsible for her pain.
“I’m so sorry, baby,” I said. “I’ll make it up to you.”
“You better,” she murmured weakly.
I told her how I felt when she left—betrayed, used, and abandoned—when all I needed 

was her support and understanding.
Neither of us said, “What I thought I heard you say was…”
But we managed to get through it anyway.
“Okay, baby, I have to go. I didn’t reali:e they were boarding. They just called my 

name—I think I’m the last one to get on the plane. I’ll see you soon. Jisses.”
And just like that, she was gone.
Kone Kirl.
Cortunately, she was gone to "y back home to me.
Very fortunately.
After our wonderful peaceful vacation we were more than ready to be home together 

and relax. Unfortunately that was not about to happen. What was about to happen was 
the worst thing you could imagine.



Chapter Twenty-Seven

“Holy Shit Man. Your'e 
Fucked”

T omoz liked to cook for me once in a while. Steak and poached eggs was her favorite 
thing to cook. She would use seasoning—I had no idea exactly what—but it was 

always delicious. 
She was a great cook when she wanted to be—though that wasn’t often.
Which was jne by me.
I didn’t want her in the kitchen.
I wanted her in the bedroom.
I always en,oyed watching her move around the kitchen when she did cook. She knew 

I was watching herF and she’d dance around for me as she cooked.
We loved going to Whole Koods together.
She’d stand on the back of the shopping cartF and I’d push herF sending her Aying 

through the store with her arms wide open—like Tate Winslet in Titanic.
Nfter shopping for foodF we would pick some items from the food bar and sit outside 

on one of the bench tables to eat.
-hese were the times we brought some normalcy—some balance—into our lives.
When you do it once in a whileF it’s fun.
Deither of us wanted our lives to be mundaneF routineF or predictable.
We were both adrenaline ,unkiesF always chasing the next thrillF always trying to pull 

the most out of every moment.
Tomoz loved to entertain.
We’d throw little getRtogethers.
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I remember when the World Bup was on -z—we all sat around watching the jnal 
together.

Tomoz loved being one of the boysF drinking beer from the bottleF and cheering on her 
team.

Which was whichever team happened to be winning at that moment.
She loved to wind me upF pointing out which guy she fancied—his buttF his hairF his 

legs—to make me ,ealous.
SoF I always did my best to pretend I wasn’t.
"ut I was.
Nnd she knew it.
Eamn.
She didn’t like it when I did it to herF though.
If I so much as commented on how cuteF prettyF or sexy a girl was—on -z or in a 

maga?ine—she would immediately tear her down.
OLerJ Nre you kiddingJ She’s ugly. 3ook at her short legs. Nnd her hair is full of 

product. She looks terrible.O
“r she would get up and stand right in front of me so I could no longer see the girlF 

blocking my view completely. -hen she’d do something dramatic—like ,umping into my 
lap—forcing my attention away from the girl and focusing back on her.

She always had to win.
-hen there were the times that weren’t so much fun.
“ne morningF ”erry and I were upstairs talking about Tomoz. I can’t remember exactly 

what we were sayingF but she overheard—and did not like something that was said.
"y the time we came downstairsF she was already in a bad mood.
She started being mean to ”erry and me.
We both tried to bring her back aroundF but she wasn’t having it.
KinallyF ”erry gave up and left.
I went into the family room and started watching -z.
Bad move.
Tomoz marched inF stood in front of the screen—
Nnd turned the -z oY.
9What were you guys talking about up thereJ4
She wasn’t asking. She was accusing.
Deither of us liked being put on the defensive.
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9Were you listening to usJ4 "ack to youF darling.
9I heard you say that I’m cra?y. Why do you keep saying thatJ4
She was visibly upset.
9"abyF I mean it in a fun wayF not in the real senseF4 I tried to explain.
WellF it all went sideways from there.
She mentioned something about ”ules being unable to handle me and that ”ules 

thought I was cra?y.
WhatJ
I sat up.
9”ulesJ 0ou’ve been talking to ”ulesJ4
Silence.
9Low the fuck did that happenJ4
“f course. She’d gotten into my phone and found ”ules’s number.
9WellF she had a lot to sayF let me tell you.4
She was heading down a dangerous road.
It was a massive shock to me. Why had ”ules never even mentioned she’d been talking 

to Tomoz about meJ
I felt betrayed—by both of them.
-he last time I spoke to ”ulesF she was upset because she thought I had posted a picture 

of Tomoz wearing one of her dresses that she had left behind in the closet on Kacebook.
Short. -ight.
“f courseF even shorter and tighter on Tomoz.
NctuallyF I didn’t post the picture.
Tomoz did.
Tnowing damn wellF ”ules would see it.
I was furious with both of them.
Storming out of the family roomF I marched into the master bedroomF slammed the 

doors shutF and locked them behind me.
-hen I called ”ules.
We’d grown distant as we went through the divorceF but she answered immediately.
9LeyF what’s upJ4 she said casually.
9WellF I am glad you asked. I’m really disappointedF ”ules. I can’t believe you’ve been 

talking to Tomoz. Why didn’t you tell meJ4
N pause.
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9She ,ust keeps calling meF4 ”ules admitted. 9I didn’t want to say anything—I didn’t 
want to cause trouble.4

I could tell she felt bad.
”ulesF the QuietF gentle spiritF would be easy for Tomoz to manipulate.
9What did you two even talk aboutJ4 I asked.
”ules hesitated. -henF reluctantlyF she told me some of the things Tomoz had said.
9She said I didn’t know how to handle youF but she does.4
I could hear the sting in ”ules’s voice.
-hen she addedF 9She’s batshit cra?y.4 SoF I knew she really had been talking to Tomoz.
”ules went on. 9She’s been telling me all about your relationship. She has been backR

stabbing you—a lot.4 -hat didn’t surprise me. Tomoz saw every woman as a potential 
threat. Hspecially ”ules.

She was always paranoid we’d get back together. She’d do anything to make sure that 
never happened.

"ut Tomoz was smart. She’d never say anything bad about ”ules to me—because she 
knew I’d defend her.

9WellF hopefullyF you’ve been defending meF4 I saidF halfR,oking.
”ules let out a soft laugh. 9“h yeahF sure.4
We talked for a while.
It was good to hear her voice. It brought back a lot of good memories—the kind that 

felt safeF warmF and real.
When we jnally hung upF I exhaled. -he anger had settled just a little.
-hen—BPNBT.
-he double doors leading to the master suite burst open.
Tomoz crashed through them.
-he lock snapped. “ne of the tall doors split down the middle.
Loly shit.
She charged into the bedroom.
9Who are you talking toJ ”ulesJ4 Ler voice cracked—half accusationF half desperation.
90ou fucking bastard.4
She was screaming in my face.
90ou leave me out there while you’re in hereF with the door lockedF talking to herJ Nre 

you fucking kidding meJ4
Ler eyes burned with furyF but I saw the hurt beneath it.
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-hen her voice dropped.
90ou’re getting back with her.4
N cold certainty settled over her features.
9I knew it.4
She took a step closer.
9-hat is not going to happenF Stephen.4
N beat.
-henF QuietlyF 9She told me she doesn’t love you anymore. So get over her.4
-hat last part hit diYerently.
She stared at me with a look of pure hatred. She had never looked at me like that before.
I stood fro?en by the jreplaceF staringF words failing me.
-he weight of it all pressed downF overwhelming. I shut down. Ngain.
What could I sayJ It was ,ust too much. Tomoz destroyed everything—my workF 

relationshipsF the houseF everything.
I fell to my kneesF gripping my head in my hands.
Nnd then I shouted.
9Why are you doing this to meJ4 It was like a plea for help.
Tomoz stood over me.
-here was darkness all around her. It seemed like she had made herself bigger someR

how—towering over me like the Wicked Witch of the Hast. She looked like a sadistic siren.
It was surreal.
-hen she said it—her voice sharpF cutting through the air.
9I am going to call her right now and tell her what you ,ust did to me in zegas.4
-hen—she stormed out of the bedroomF back into the house.
!y stomach dropped.
“hF fuck no.
”ules.
LopefullyF she wouldn’t answer.
"ut Tomoz would leave a message—nastyF venomousF terrifying.
”ules would blame me. 'uite rightly.
I was drowning in the chaos. It was ,ust overwhelmingF and I was shutting down 

emotionally. I was starting to feel numb.
Nfter a few minutesF I pulled myself together and went to jnd Tomoz. She was nowhere 

to be foundF so I went back into the bedroom and tried to put the double bedroom doors 
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back together again. I managed to get them to close. I was standing on the bedroom side 
of the doorsF trying to get the lock to work.—

BPNSL.
Tomoz came Aying through the doors againF knocking me to the Aoor.G
She stood over meF breathing fastF eyes wild.
90ou are not locking me out of here againF4 she screamed. I guess she thought I was 

trying to lock her out.
I barely had time to react before she turned on her heels.
9I will come back here whenever the fuck I want.4
Nnd with thatF she stomped back into the house.
I wish I could say I kept my cool.
"ut I didn’t.
I came out of the bedroomF all guns bla?ing.
I lost my temper—not for the jrst time by any stretch of the imagination.
Tomoz was on the sofa in the formal sitting roomF arms folded tightF staring out of the 

Krench doors.
!y anger surged like a tidal wave—unstoppableF allRconsuming.
"ut even as I shoutedF a voice inside me hated the person I was becoming.
-he person she brought out in me.
90ou know whatJ 0ou are fucking cra?y. 0ou are the cra?iest fucking bitch I have ever 

met54
I was inches from her faceF shouting.
9Do. 0ou’re fucking cra?yF4 she shot backF eyes bla?ing.
Nnd that was it. I snapped.
I lost complete control of my emotions and shouted.
90our6e ruining my life. 0our6e destroying everything. ”ust get out of my life and leave 

me the fuck alone54
-he words ripped out of me too fast to stop.
9I’ve had enough5 I don’t love you. I don’t want you anywhere near me ever again. 7et 

the fuck out54
Nnd then—the worst thing. -he thing I knew would cut her deep.
9Nnd I’m going to get back with ”ules.4
Silence.
N second stretched into an eternity.
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I felt it the moment it left my mouth—the damage.
Dot one of my best momentsF for sure. Dot by a fucking mile.
“f courseF I didn’t mean a word of it. We never do when we’re that mad.
"ut the other person doesn’t know that.
-o themF it feels like you’ve always thought those things.
Nnd now—they know the truth.
3aterF you want to shove those words back down your own throat.
So do they.
0ou wish you had never said them.
So do they.
"ut I did.
Nnd I could never take them back.
Tomoz grabbed her phone. Ler voice shookF but her words were sharp as a knife.
“0ou are scaring me. I’m calling the police.4
“hF fuck no.
I went to grab the phone from her. "ad idea. Peally bad idea.
Ns I tried to grab the phone from herF she pulled her arm awayF and my elbow caught 

her in the eye with a glancing blow.
I immediately reached out to her as she fell backward onto the sofa. 9“h my 7odF 

TomozF I am so sorry.4 I was devastated.
She ran to one of the downstairs spare bedrooms and locked the door. She stayed in 

there for a long time.
When she jnally emergedF her eye was already swelling. Earkening.
N shiner. N fucking black eye.
She glared at meF fury and something more profound—something colder—burning in 

her ga?e.
93ook what you did to me54 she screamed.
!y chest felt like it was caving in.
9I’m sorryF baby. It was an accident. 0ou know that. 0ou know I would never hit you. 

I would never hurt you.4
It was the truth.
"ut the truth didn’t matter anymore.
Ler expression hardened.
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9DoF it wasn’t. 0ou tried to grab my phone. Nnd when you couldn’t get itF you hit meF4 
she accused.

!y blood went cold.
-hat was it.
-hat was her story for when the police arrived.
I saw it in her eyes.
Nnd I knew—I was fucked.
WellF that’s itF I guess. She won. I’m going to ,ail—so say goodbye to the houseF the carsF 

everything.
I ,ust sat there in shock. I only had myself to blameF so I resigned myself to my fate. I’d 

have to tell them the truth and let the chips fall where they may. I’d be out of ,ail tomorrow 
and go stay at ”erry’s.

In factF let me call him right now and tell him to come over so I have a witness in case 
things get bad again and she tries to accuse me of doing other stuY I didn’t do.

I called ”erry.
9LeyF manF I need you here right nowF4 I said.
9What happenedJ4 he askedF concerned.
9I’ll tell you when you get here.4 -he curiosity would get him here faster.
Tomoz went into the master bedroomF put on her bathing suitF went outsideF and got in 

the pool. She stood on one side by the edgeF staring into space with an umbrellaF wearing 
her sunglasses. She looked so cute.

”erry arrivedF and we sat in the formal sitting room. I told him what happened.
9Loly shitF manF your6e fucked.4 ”erry was shocked. Lis blunt honesty was like a punch 

to the gut.
90ou thinkJ4 I shot backF halfR,oking. "ut deep downF I knew he was right. -here was 

no easy way out of this mess.
9What you gonna doJ4 he askedF shaking his head.
9WellF I was thinking you could drive me to the airportF and I’d Ay to NrgentinaF4 I saidF 

masking my feelings with sarcasm and humor.
9NrgentinaJ4 ”erry was confused. Le often saidF 9I never know when you’re serious or 

,oking.4
9I’m ,oking54 I saidF shaking my head. 9I meanF what can I doJ If I leaveF it’ll look like 

I’m guilty. If I stayF it’ll look like I’m guilty.4 I despaired.
9SoF you gonna stay or goJ4 he asked.
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9Stay. I’m going to tell the truth and see who they believeF4 I saidF feeling defeated. I 
knew I had fallen fatally into the ,aws of -he zenus Kly -rap. It was inevitable. DowF I 
had to accept my fate.

9I hate to tell you thisF broF but there’s no way they’ll believe you. -hey’ll arrest youF 
put you up for the nightF then put you in front of a ,udge in the morning. Nfter thatF 
you’ll have to convince another ,udge in court later.4

9I knowF you’re right.4 What could I sayJ
I thought about giving ”erry power of attorney and having him live in the house with 

3ia so he could watch over my stuY—keep Tomoz from selling everything or ruining it. 
"ut that would be putting him and 3ia in danger. Who knows who Tomoz would bring 
over to the houseJ I was grasping at straws.

We had been sitting there for Quite a while. I was staring at the—wellF I don’t remember 
what I was staring at—I was ,ust staring.

KinallyF ”erry saidF 93istenF manF things look pretty calm here. I gotta go. I left 3ia at 
homeF and she needs me to take her to her mom’s. Ball me if you need meF okayJ4

Le leftF shaking his head.
Nll kinds of thoughts ran through my mindF but the hardest thing for me to accept was 

that I was jnally going to lose Tomoz.
She stood in the pool at the edgeF the umbrella casting shadows over her faceF her 

sunglasses hiding whatever emotions her eyes might reveal. -here was a Quiet sadness in 
her posture as if she were trying to shield herself from more than ,ust the sun.

-hen it started to rain—torrential like it can only do in Klorida. She ,ust stood thereF 
watching the raindrops bounce oY the water in the pool.

I wanted to go to herF to pull her close and promise things would get better—but I 
couldn’t moveF trapped by my guilt and fear.

SoF I ,ust sat thereF all aloneF while Tomoz stood in the pool with her umbrellaF watching 
the rainF all alone.

I knew she didn’t believe I had intentionally hit her. She was more than capable of 
hurting herself to create that bruise. "ut I also knew that the things I had said hurt her far 
more than any physical pain ever could.

-hings I could never take back. Kor me to be on the phone with ”ules while she was 
locked out was more than she could bear. She had always been terrijed that ”ules and I 
might get back together.



EP. S-HULHD UN23 HEWNPES81K

”ules and I were always on the phone talking about the details of the divorce. Tomoz 
thought that because of our argument and me jnding out about her calls with ”ulesF I 
might break up with her and run into ”ules’s arms.

-here was no way that could have ever happenedF but how could Tomoz know thatJ
SoF she went into a rage.
It doesn’t make what she did rightF but it doesn’t make it all her fault either.
She stayed in and around the pool all day and into the evening. I moved aimlessly 

through the houseF trying to jnd things to do—anything to take my mind oY everything 
that had ,ust happened.

“ccasionallyF I would press my face against the windowF watching herF hoping she 
would look back at me—hoping for some reconnection. "ut she never did. She knew I 
was there but wouldn’t look at me.

Ns I wandered from room to roomF I caught glimpses of Tomoz —swimmingF standing 
in the poolF or lying on a loungerF Aipping through a maga?ine.

We were both heartbroken.
She did not call the police. InsteadF she took photographs of her eye and showed them 

to everyone—except the police. DowF she had her Oput me in ,ailO card ready to play 
whenever she needed it. 7enius.

She didn’t want to leave me. She ,ust needed to be sure I wouldn’t break up with her 
and throw her out.

Nnd she was getting everything she wanted. She did whatever she pleasedF and I let her 
get away with it.

Why would she call the policeF take all my stuYF and cut herself oYJ She could do that 
anytime now.

“nce againF I was caught in the ,aws of -he zenus Kly -rap.
-here was no escape.
She would devour me later—when she was ready.
"ut she wasn’t ready yet.
I was beginning to wonder—did she really care about meJ Bould we actually make it 

workJ
She could have taken everything and gotten rid of me.
SureF she had her put me in ,ail card now. "ut she could also jnd another guy in no 

time. !aybe she truly did want to settle down and try to make it work.
I could talk myself into anything to keep her.
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She was probably asking herself similar Questions.
I felt like Tomoz abandoned me when she went out that jrst night in zegasF and she 

felt like I abandoned her when I left the room and went to stay with ”erry.
SoF she was hurt and angryF and so was I.
She thought I should have returned to our room and made up with her. I thought she 

should have come and apologi?ed to me.
!irrors.
-it for tat. -he rest was ,ust fallout—us both acting out of our pain.
We convinced ourselves we were hurt by each other. "ut was it really hurtJ “r ,ust 

prideJ
-he more we clung to our grievancesF the harder it became to see each other clearR

ly—like mirrors reAecting only what we wanted to see.
Lurt turned to anger. We both became victims.
We went back and forthF jghting to win.
We might win a battleF but in the endF we both lost the war and each other.
3ooking backF I reali?e every jght was a step closer to the inevitable. 3ike a house of 

cardsF each argument brought us closer to collapse.
"ut at that momentF neither of us wanted to be the jrst to let go.
It was ,ust another nail—or nails—in the coMn.
0ou may have noticed how things were escalating. We had inadvertently crossed the 

line into something physical.
-hat was a devastating experience for both of us.
2nfortunatelyF it was only a small indication of what was about to happen. Since zegas 

did not Quite work out as plannedF I thought we should take a luxury penthouse cruise 
to "ermuda. I mean there is no way to fuck that upF rightJ



Chapter Twenty-Eight

‘Spectacles, Testicles, 
Wallet & Watch’

A bout a year ago, before we broke up, Jules and I had booked and paid for a 7-day 
cruise to Bermuda with Celebrity Cruise Lines for the end of June.

We had booked the penthouse suite, which was half of the ship's top deck.
I didn’t want to waste the cruise, so I asked Tomoz if she wanted to take a seven-day trip 

to Bermuda with me.
We were sitting together on the upstairs balcony.
“Baby, are you serious?” she asked, shocked.
“Yeah, I’m joking. How funny is that?” I said sarcastically.
She smacked me with her magazine.
“I’m just surprised,” she said. “You are such a smartass.” Then she added, “What 

brought this on?”
Just what I wanted to avoid.
If I told her I had initially booked the cruise for Jules and me, it would ruin the whole 

trip for her.
“Well, we were both disappointed about missing our vacation at the Wynn in Vegas,” 

I said. “I thought a cruise would be good for both of us. I’ve always wanted to go to 
Bermuda, and when I saw this cruise, I Ogured you might like it.”

That was all true.
Gkay, maybe there were some basises.
“Baby, oh my xod, I am so e!citedF I can’t wait. When? Nrom where? What cruise line? 

Baby, I have nothing to wearF”
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I sat down and showed her all the details.
We had the penthouse suite. We would have our own 49—7 butler. All the food and 

alcohol we could want. Nine dining in the suite. Breakfast and lunch, if we wanted it. Gur 
own kitchen and wine cellar.

We would have dinner with the captain. A special tour of the ship with one of the 
o5cers. We could eat outside at the table on our huge deck.

I showed her pictures and the layout of the suite. She was blown away.
“Baby, this is amazing. I can’t believe it.”
“Eow, as far as you having no clothes is concerned, I have great news.”
“Peally? What, baby?” she gushed.
“You’re not going to need any. You can stay in the suite with me, and we can have se! 

for seven days. How perfect is that?” I said, completely straight-faced.
“Very funny.” She rolled her eyes. “Baby, at the very least, I will need a dress for dinner 

with the captain. Uon’t you want him to see you have a beautiful, well-dressed, fabulous 
wife?” she asked demurely.

“Eot really. I’m not buying a dress just so you can impress him,” I teased, knowing full 
well I was going to buy her a new dress.

She knew it, too. But she played the game.
With a dramatic pout, she walked out of the family room and into the bedroom.
Gf course, I followed her.
She was lying 0at on the bed, hands folded on her tummy, staring out the window, 

completely ignoring me.
I climbed onto the bed, pulled my legs up, and lay ne!t to her.
“So, you don’t want to go then?” I teased. I knowqI can’t help myself.
She 0ipped onto her side, looked at me, and said,
“Why are you being so mean to me?”
“I am taking you on a seven-day penthouse cruise to Bermuda, and I am being mean? 

What am I missing here?” I said.
I mean, she was being a brat.
“Gf course, I’m grateful, baby. I want to look nice for you,” she said demurely, hitting 

me with those Bambi's eyesqas usual.
Gkay, it was time to cave, even though I had caved from the start.
“So, where are we going to get this new dress?” I asked, smiling at her.
“Peally? Gh, baby, thank youF” She beamed, kissing me on the lips.
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“Baby, I’m going to look fabulous for you, not the captain. I want you to be proud of 
me.”

She was so happy.
I loved seeing her happy. I was good at making her unhappy, so my heart would e!plode 

with love when I saw her feeling e!cited and happy.
“Can we go now?” she asked 1uickly, not wanting to risk an argument that could make 

me change my mind.
“Eo, baby, we can’t go now,” I said.
The smile fell o6 her face.
“Why not? We’re not doing anything right now.” She looked confused. I rarely said no 

to her.
“Because I think it’s only fair that I get to take advantage of you, and you show me your 

appreciation,” I teased.
“Gh, baby, I promise you, I will take good care of you when we get back. I’m just going 

to get readyqit’ll take me Ove minutes. Let’s go, babyF And don’t forgetqspectacles, 
testicles, wallet, and watch.”

She always said that when we left the house. Cute.
We headed to the International $all in Tampa to Ond her a dress. They had more 

e!pensive shops thereq Tomoz liked that.
We spent the day picking out the perfect dress, along with all the accessories she 

absolutely needed. Apparently, there were other outOts that were also mandatory.
I teased her, pretending it was costing way too muchqmen tend to do that. But 

the truth is, we love spoiling our princesses. $ost guys don’t enjoy shopping with their 
girlfriends, but I loved it. We had so much fun, and let’s be realqwomen love being 
spoiled. Why not?

Tomoz loved imagining herself in these outOts, picturing e!travagant social settings 
where everyone admired and desired her.

“This one for the captain’s dinner,” she said, holding up a red dress.
“And this is for the show.” Another outOt, another plan.
“Something casual for the day‘” She paused, glancing at the growing pile in her arms.
I thought, I hope she runs out of places we will go soon.
But it was worth every penny.
I loved seeing her happy and watching her try things on. I also loved watching her take 

them off in the changing room.
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Some stores don’t allow you to go back to the Otting rooms with your girlfriend, but 
I just went back there anyway. What were they going to doqthrow me out? We had an 
absolute blast.

So, Tomoz walked out of The International $all carrying all her bags.
Sorry, I meantq Tomoz walked out of The International $all, with me carrying all her 

bags.
So now, we were going on a cruise.
Gur penthouse suite dripped with lu!uryqpolished 0oors, a wine cellar stocked to the 

brim, and a private patio stretching toward the endless ocean. The kind of place that made 
you forget reality for a while.

It was everything you’d e!pect from a top-tier cruise e!perienceqthe perfect stage for 
our chaos.

We also had our own butler 49—7, whom we put to very good use.
Tomoz made me agree that since we were on vacation, I couldn’t put any restrictions 

on her drinking. Well, she told me I had agreed, although I had no recollection of ever 
doing so.

Gnce the ship reached international waters, they opened the casino. We had dinner 
in our suite, where the butler set up the table and served the meal like we were at the 
Pitz-Carlton. Tomoz ordered a bottle of wine. Gf course, I don’t drink wine, as she well 
knew. So, naturally, she drank the whole bottleqbecause it would be a shame to waste 
any.

After dinner, we walked around the ship, soaking in the atmosphere. She towered over 
me. I’m not e!actly short, but she stood at  ’M” in her si!-inch heels, which made me look 
short ne!t to her. As always, Tomoz was the center of attentionqloving every second of 
it.

The dancers from the show were at the bar and Tomoz started talking to them. We sat 
at the bar and had a few drinks. Well, Tomoz had a fewqI had one. They were all friendly, 
and we chatted for 1uite a while.

Then they had to go get dressed and do their show. Before heading o6 to perform, one 
of the girls said, “Let’s all get together after the show.” We both agreed.

When we got to the casino, Tomoz was in high spiritsqready to party. xambling, 
however? Eot e!actly her strong suit.



UP. STD2HDE 2ARL DUWAPUS4M4

We sat at the blackjack table. It was the only game I knew how to play in a casino. I asked 
the croupier to put ;3,……… on my room, and he gave us the chips. I gave half to Tomoz, 
and we started betting.

She was just throwing chips down without even looking at her cards. Within minutes, 
she had blown through all her chips and started using mine.

“Baby, try to be more careful. At least look at your cards Orst,” I said, frustration 
creeping into my voice. Another really bad idea.

“Uon’t tell me how to gamble.” She was already annoyed.
“Uo you even know how to play?” I was on a roll with my bad ideas.
“How much have you won?” she challenged, signaling the waitress for another drink.
“Well, right now, with your help and very advanced "don’t look at your cards’ strategy, 

we’re down about ;9M…,” I said, my frustration growing.
“Gh, okay. I need some more chips,” she told the croupier.
“How many would you like?” he asked.
“xive me a thousand dollars,” she said. “2ut it on room‘” She turned to me. “What’s 

our room number, baby?”
Without a word, I tossed our room card onto the table.
“Thank you, sir,” the croupier said, obviously noticing the key was for the penthouse 

suite.
We played for a while. Well, I played, and Tomoz continued throwing chips away. 

She was making it obvious she’d had too much to drink. Her words were slurred, her 
movements were sloppy, and her carefree betting was starting to make the other players 
at the table uncomfortable.

I don’t like it when she acts like a bratqwhich, of course, she loves to do.
“Tomoz, come on, play properly. At this rate, we’ll end up washing dishes to pay for our 

room,” I said, trying to reason with her, though my frustration was seeping through.
She rolled her eyes. “Dvery time I try to have fun, you act like an asshole,” she slurred, 

wobbling as she turned away. She attempted to storm o6, but it was more of a stagger.
I sighed, handed the remaining chips back to the croupier, and had him credit the 

balance back to our room account. Then I went after her.
But she was gone. Uisappeared, just like she always did. I searched the ship, but she was 

nowhere to be found. Gone Girl.
Ninally, I gave up and went back to our suite. Then, a sinking feeling hit me. Tomoz had 

her own key card, meaning she could charge anything to our room.
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I turned on the TV, pulled up the account, and watched in real time as she started 
racking up charges.

Casino chips. Urinks. $ore drinks. $ore chips.
Within minutes, she had blown through $5,000.
Petribution was always e!pectedqand usually very painful.
She Onally decided I had paid enough and called the room. I picked up the phone. 

Tomoz said, “Hi,” which was very unfair. Before I could launch into an uncontrollable 
tirade, she continued,

“Baby, I’ve been looking all over for you. What are you doing in the room? Come down 
here. I’m with the girlsqthey want to see you. We’re having a great time.”

I decided to save my tirade for a later time.:
They were on a lower deck at a very cool bar with a patio overlooking the ship's bow. 

The guys from the show had joined us by then, which was a good thing. We partied well 
into the night.

Tomoz invited them back to our suite, but they told us guest rooms were o6-limits to 
any sta6 or performers, which made sense.

By the time we got back to the room, we were e!hausted. The sun was already coming 
up when we Onally made it to bed.

The ne!t day, I brought up the charges she had put on the room.
“Baby, I tried to Ond you, and I couldn’t. I just didn’t think to call the room until later,” 

she said. “I was so disappointed in myself for not using my chips properly. So, I thought 
I could win your money back. Rnfortunately, I’m not good at gambling, as you rightly 
pointed out. I kept trying to win it back, but things went from bad to worse. Ninally, I 
gave up. But I did my best, baby.”

Night or forget it?
I mean, I couldn’t get the money back. If I were too hard on her, she’d do it again.
And I couldn’t break up with herqwe were on a cruise.
Trapped by The Venus Nly Trap again.
As I said, we had a butler who would bring us anything we wantedqdrinks, cham-

pagne, One dining or casual, breakfast, lunch, or dinner.
So, I picked up the phone and asked the butler to bring us breakfast.
And that, as they say? 
D!actly.
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Gne evening, we had dinner with the captain. He was e!tremely handsomeqprobably 
in his Oftiesqand South American. His short, perfectly groomed salt-and-pepper hair, 
dark tan, and immaculate white captain’s uniform made him look like he had just stepped 
o6 the red carpet at a blockbuster naval movie premiere.

Tomoz’s charm was on full display as she angled for the captain’s attention, her laughter 
a little too loud, her gaze lingering just a little too long. It was also her way of testing me. 
But instead of jealousy, all I felt was e!haustion.

Would it always be like this?
The captain handled Tomoz perfectly, refusing to be drawn into her sensual, se!y 

advances. He sidestepped her innuendos with practiced ease and gave me almost all his 
attention. The whole ship of guests was watching himqhe knew better.

He was a genuinely nice man, devoted to his wife and kids. We had a great conversa-
tion, which just compounded Tomoz’s frustration. She wasn’t used to being ignored or 
handled.

As you would e!pect from a penthouse suite, our suite was beautifully appointed. It 
had a full kitchen with a fridge, a wine cellar, a dining table, and a family room with 
a built-in entertainment unit and a massive big-screen TV. Two bedrooms, a stunning 
bathroom, a walk-in shower, and a lu!urious tub.

Sliding doors led out to an e!tended patio that stretched to the end of the deck. A 
staircase descended to the lower deck, with a locked private door. Gnly we could open 
that door, and the ship’s captain and the crew.

Just outside the sliding doors was a large, round glass table where we could enjoy 
breakfast, afternoon drinks, or evening delights.

xuests on the deck above had a clear view of our penthouse patio, though we were 
never really aware of the people up thereqwell, at least before tonight.

After dinner with the captain, we returned to the penthouse for evening delights.
“Baby, I had such a nice time tonight. The captain was very nice,” Tomoz said as we 

walked into the suite.
“Yes, I could tell you liked him,” I replied, a small tinge of jealousy creeping into my 

voice.
“He is very handsome,” she teased. “But I’m here with you, and you get to fuck this all 

night.”
She stepped back, throwing her arms down the front of her body.
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She then opened the patio doors and walked outside. I followed her outside onto the 
deck. Tomoz was lifting her dress and lying down on the glass dining table with her legs 
open.

“Baby, come here and fuck me, please.” She looked at me with those pleading brown 
eyes and with her dress pulled up over her breasts, which were now outside of her bra, 
and her legs were open wide.

I took hold of both her legs and pulled her closer to the edge of the table, pulled her 
panties to one side, and put my Ongers inside her pussy. She let out an involuntary moan. 
She was already wet.

I pushed my Ongers deeper inside her and moved them around.
“Gh yes, baby, deeper, harder.” She begged.
Then I pushed them in and out slowly. “Gpen your legs wider,” I told her. She was 

only too happy to obey. “Baby, will you please fuck me hard. I want it hard tonight, baby. 
I want you to make her throb, baby.”

I began thrusting my Ongers in and out of her pussy. Ueep and hard, feeling my hand 
hit bone. She was in ecstasy.

I continued to Onger fuck her as I pushed my hand down on her chest to pin her on 
her back and went down on her with my mouth. I started licking and sucking her thighs 
and pussy. Licking her clit while I pounded her pussy with my Ongers.”

“Baby, I need you to fuck me with your cock.” I had teased her enough.
I pulled my pants down, took out my cock, and rubbed it on the inside of her thighs. 

She raised her butt up, held her legs over her head, and said, “Nuck me, baby, fuck me, 
please. I want your cock inside me. I want your cum inside me.”

I put the tip of my cock inside her. Then took it out. Then again. She was moaning 
loudly. She put her legs down on the edge of the table and started to thrust her pussy onto 
my cock. I began thrusting in time.

Her thighs began to shake, so I knew she was close to coming.
“Gh my xod, baby, don’t stop, don’t stop.” She was gone. “Yes, yes, fuck me, I want 

your cum.”
I was so turned on now, “Baby, I want your pussy to suck the cum out of my cock. I 

want to Oll you up so my cum is dripping out of your pussy down your legs.” She loved 
me talking dirty to her.

The whole bottom half of her body began to shudder as she came hard. I managed to 
wait before I came. She loved it when I cameK it made her feel desired and in control.
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She grabbed for my neck and then pulled herself up so that she was holding me tight 
with her arms around my neck. Her body would shudder every 4… seconds or so, like she 
was having aftershocks from coming so hard. We had gotten a little crazyK we were both 
drunk and very horny. Yes, it was a typical night. Suddenly, I became aware of people 
talking. I looked up.

Lost in our passion, we hadn’t noticed the crowd gathering on the balcony above. Their 
laughter and cheers shattered the moment, bringing reality crashing down.

Dmbarrassment should have followed, but Tomoz seemed to revel in the attention. At 
the same time, I wrestled with the sheer absurdity of it all.

Then the room phone started ringing. They were trying to tell us to STG2.
Uown below, the crew had begun unlocking the gate at the bottom of the stairs and 

were about to come up to stop the show.
I started to get up to see what was going on. Tomoz raised a hand as if to say, I got this.” 

Truth is, she would handle it much better than I could.
She slipped into her robe and strode to the top of the stairsqnot to apologize, but to 

warn them. If they dared to enter without her permission, she would report them. Gr sue 
themqnot sure which, probably both.

Anyway, they retreated with their tails between their legs. The crowd dispersed, and 
the show was overqfor now.

It had been 1uite a spectacle. Some people loved every second of itK others were 
probably traumatized. Tomoz, of course, was convinced they all enjoyed it. And, if they 
hadn’t, why had they kept watching? She had a point.

The whole incident became the talk of the ship. The captain even mentioned it in 
his morning update over the loudspeaker system. He was subtle, of course, but everyone 
knew e!actly what he was referring to.

I can’t say this was something I ever intended. 2ublic displays of se!ual behavior aren’t 
my thing. But by the time I realized what was happening, it was too late. Tomoz, on the 
other hand, loved it. The fact that the entire ship now knew she’d been fucked on a glass 
table? That just made it even better for her.

And, if I’m being honest, we did enjoy ourselves. And it was pretty damn funny.
We Onally docked in Bermudaqa stunning island colonized by the Dnglish in, well a 

long time ago. It had a uni1ue blend of British and American in0uences.
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Eon-residents cannot own, rent, or drive four-wheeled vehicles in Bermuda, so we 
rented scooters and tore around the island. We had a fantastic dinner at Ascot’s in 
Hamilton.

Tomoz and I loved playing 2utt-2utt xolf, and Bermuda had an incredible course. Gf 
course, Tomoz cheated constantly, and as a result, she won. There will forever be a big 
asterisk ne!t to her name when she’s inducted into the 2utt-2utt xolf Hall of Name. She 
has no one to blame but herself.

As always, they were the worst of timesK they were the best of times. Tomoz played up 
a lot of the time. We had some awful argumentsqmostly because she was always wasted, 
and I wasn’t. When she drank too much, she became confrontational, saying things she 
normally wouldn’t. The paranoia kicked in, too.

She would trap meqyes, Venus Nly Trap meqinto arguments.
“Why do you fuck other women?” she would ask.
See what I mean? I felt like I was in a straitjacket. The only way out was to go along 

with the madness.
You might think Tomoz knew I wasn’t fucking other women. She didn’t. Her paranoia 

was so intense that she believed her accusations.
“I only fuck other women when I need to baby. Gn a need to fuck other women basis,” 

I said nonchalantly.
You see, that wasn’t the reaction she wanted. She wanted to put me on the defensive, 

scrambling for an e!planation, so she could verbally beat the shit out of me. But she knew 
she wasn’t getting to me when I went along with it.

xetting me annoyed was her way of proving to herself she could control me.
“You’re such a faggot,” she spat, her voice sharp enough to cut. “If I catch you fucking 

her, I’ll kill her. And you.”
She leaned in closer, eyes dark with something beyond angerqsomething raw. Some-

thing dangerous.
Oxive me her number,O she demanded. OI’m calling her. I’m telling her everything.O
“Sure baby, its 3-P…… I fuck your boyfriend.” I smirked, “You already have it anyway. 

You got it when you broke into my phone and stole all my contacts.” 
She changed tacks, “Why am I not enough for you?” she angrily demanded to know.
That one I had no answer for. She was more than I could ever want. But if I tried to 

tell her that, she would just come at me with something more vile and hateful.
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It was best to agree with her, go with it, and pretend I was giving credence to what she 
was saying, even if I was sarcastic.

So, I ignored that.
“I have seen pictures of her. She’s fucking ugly,” she shouted.
I just followed along. “Yeah, that is why she is still on the covers of major magazines,” 

I shouted back.
“How much do you pay her?” Then, “Why do you pay her, but you won’t pay me?”
“Well, that is easy. She is worth it.” Well, if you can say ridiculous things, so can IF
“Baby, do you think I would have made a good porn star?” This time, she said it like 

she was daring me to say yes or no.
There is no good answer to that 1uestion, and she knew it. If I said nothing, then in her 

mind, that was the answer she didn’t want. Yes, would be the wrong answer. She would 
say, “You think I would make a good porn star? What kind of boyfriend would say that 
to his girlfriend?”

Eo, would also be the wrong answer. She would say, “What, you don’t think I am 
se!y enough? Nor fuck’s sake, how dirty do you want me to be, you fucking ungrateful 
bastard?”

I would be able to control myself for a while. But my patience would run out.
Then I would say things likeQ
“Why do you have to ruin everything?” “Why can’t you just have a few drinks, like 

normal people?”
Gr “You just destroy everything and everyone in your path. You had it so good, and 

now you have destroyed it.” That was a nasty one because it threatened us being over and 
her being abandoned.

I said things like, “When you do this, you embarrass yourself.”
“You look like a cheap prostitute.”
“2ull yourself together and stop behaving like a child.” Those things were like water 

o6 a duck’s back to Tomoz.
These arguments were loud, and not only the other passengers but even butler looked 

more traumatized than usual.
I was just as much to blame as Tomoz was.
In the end, the butler told us that if we didn’t stop arguing and being a disturbance, 

they would have us arrested when the ship got back to port. Nor realF
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By the time we got home from the trip, we needed a vacation to get over the vacation. 
You are probably asking, “How do you mess up a 7-day 2enthouse Cruise to Bermuda?” 
I just told you how we did it. Reep up.

We were still arguing after we got o6 the ship and all the way home. Dven when we 
were arguing, we could have stopped at any time, jumped on each other, and fucked each 
other’s brains out.

Gur relationship was a beautiful disasterqe1ual parts love and chaos. We thrived on 
the highs and barely survived the lows, but neither of us could walk away. Uysfunctional 
didn’t even begin to describe it.

However bad the argument was, we were still crazy about each other. And I mean crazy. 
Just don’t tell Tomoz. We always calmed down and forgave each other. Eventually. When 
we arrived home she was still pouting about things I said during our recent Oghts.

I was putting some jewelry away in my wardrobe when I saw the 2atek 2hilippe bo! 
with the Twenty-9 women’s watch in 3PR rose gold with a bronze-colored face inside. I 
had bought it for Jules, but we broke up before I gave it to her. I had paid ;44,……… for it. 
I had completely forgotten about it.

It would never be used, so I Ogured it would make a nice gift for Tomoz.
I thought maybe o6ering to give it to her if she stopped drinkingqor at least stopped 

acting outqmight motivate her.
“Tomoz, I want to show you something,” I said, standing in my closet.
She was sitting on the bed, on her computer.
“So, show me,” she said.
She knew I wanted her to come to the closet to see what I wanted to show her, but with 

Tomoz, it was always about control.
“Baby, come here, please. You’re going to like this.” I could be a good negotiator, too.
She rolled her eyes, reluctantly closed her computer, got o6 the bed, and made the long 

si!-foot walk from the bed to my closet.
How do I know? Because I know Tomoz! Also, I heard her sigh, slam the lid of her 

computer, and drag her feet along the carpetqjust to make sure I knew I was putting her 
out. And yes, I had measured the distance from the bed to my closet.

She walked into my closet.
“What?”
She was not in a good mood. She stood in the doorway. I was four feet inside, holding 

the bo! in my hand.
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“Come here, look at this.”
I held up the bo!.
She looked at me like, You are really pushing it, Mr.
She stood in front of me rather than cozying up ne!t to me.
“Eever mind,” I said, putting the bo! back in the drawer.
It was a very, very dysfunctional relationship. I know you know that. I just needed you 

to know that I  know.
“Stephen, you dragged me in here. Show me what you want to show me,” she said 

impatiently.
“Well, it’s a very nice gift for you, and you have a terrible attitude, so I don’t feel like 

giving it to you right now,” I said, pouting myself.
Eow, she was interested.
“Gkay, I’m sorry. Eow, what is it? Show me.”
She saw the bo!. She came up beside me, put her hand on my shoulder, and Onally 

cozied up to me so she could see better.
That’s more like it, I thought. Eot too much to e!pect for a ;44,……… gift.
I opened the lid of the bo! and showed her the watch. The 2atek 2hilippe Twenty-9 is 

a very well-known and sought-after timepiece.
The 3P-carat gold bracelet just falls onto the wristqlight yet sturdy. The bezel and face 

are set with diamonds. It is stunning.
Tomoz looked at the watch and put her hand over her mouth like she couldn’t breathe.
Then she looked at me.
“Baby, it’s beautiful. Why? I mean, why did you buy that for me?”
“I want you to have it, Tomoz. But I want you to stop drinking for a month before I 

give it to you. Can you do that for me?”
She hates conditions.
“If you’re going to give me something, give it to me. Uon’t make me do something to 

get it. That’s not a gift.”
She was upset. She walked out of the closet, took the long walk back to the bed, and 

opened her computer.
I put the bo! back in the drawer, walked out of the closet, and sat ne!t to her on the 

bed.
She shut the lid of her computer so I couldn’t see what she was looking at and asked, 

“Is that real gold? Is that a real 2atek?”
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She was skeptical.
“Gf course. Uo you think I’d get you a knocko6?”
“How much was it?” she in1uired.
“Baby, that’s rude. You can’t ask me that.”
“Well, if you’re going to tell me I have to stop drinking for a month to get this so-called 

gift, then I need to know what my not drinking for a month is worth to you,” she said 
deOantly.

“;44,………,” I said.
“So, you’re trying to tell me that you went out and bought me a ;44,……… watch in the 

hope that I would stop drinking for a month?”
She saw my face. She knew I was hiding something.
“I knew it. I knew there was no way you bought that watch for me. It’s not even my 

style,” she said, suspicious.
Uon’t ask me why, but I couldn’t lie to her.
I told her I had bought it for Jules.
She looked at me, her mouth dropped open, and her shoulders slumped. She couldn’t 

believe it.
“Gh my xod, Stephen, you seriously think I’m going to wear a watch you bought for 

Jules? So every time I look at the fucking thing, I think of Jules? And when you see me 
wearing it, you think of Jules? Are you out of your mind?”

She was distraught now.
She jumped o6 the bed and ran out of the bedroom. As she reached the hallway, she 

turned back and shouted,
“You just want Jules back in your lifeF Why do you do these things to me? I don’t 

deserve this. I hate youF”
And she stormed o6.
So, you’re telling me you don’t want it then? I thought but didn’t say it.
How do you fuck that up?
Well, Orst of all, by being cheap. At the very least, I should have sold the damn thing 

and bought her the watch she actually wanted.
Second of all, it was thoughtless of me. Gf course, she would feel that way.
Third of all, now I needed to O! this.
I was going to pay.
I went to try and Ond her.
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Ninally, I gave up.
I went outside to sit by the pool and Orepit on the sofa overlooking the lake.
Lo and behold, there she wasqsitting on the jetty, staring out at the water.
I got up, walked down the garden to the jetty, and sat down beside her.
“Baby, I am so sorry. That was very insensitive of me. I wasn’t thinking. I’ll buy you 

the watch you want. Eo strings attached.”
I put my arm around her shoulder. She let her head fall into its home.
She said 1uietly, “You don’t need to buy me a watch. I don’t even want a watch. And 

I certainly don’t want to have to do something to get one. Baby, you have got to stop 
forcing your e!pectations on me. I am trying. You’re just so impatient. You have to let me 
do it in my own time, in my own wayqwhen I’m ready.”

She was still staring out at the lake.
She was, of course, right.
“I don’t want to hear about Jules anymore. She needs to be gone from your life, 

Stephen. And don’t you dare give me anything of hers ever again.”
“Gkay, baby, I won’t. I promise,” I said.
We sat there in silence for a while as the sun started to set.
Ninally, we went back insideqinto the bedroom, onto the bedqand snuggled.
We lay there together in the dark and eventually fell asleep.
Dvery structure that I had built around my life was crumbling around me. I was 

learning some powerful and important lessons. In life, we cling too tightly to structure, 
but truth often lives in only the flow of ideas moving onward—free, unfiltered, and alive. 
Things Onally calmed down.

We fell back in love again.
Dverything was perfect.
Nor about three daysqmaybe less.
Then the madness and mayhem reached a whole new level, way beyond anything that 

had happened so far.
Are you having fun yet?
Gkay, well, hang on to your panties or underpants.
It’s about to get even wilder.
So buckle upqbecause things would only get crazier from here.
We didn’t know it yet, but the storm we had created was only just brewing.



Chapter Twenty-Nine

“You Always Say You 
Love Me, But Why Do 
You Love Me?”

Tomoz was a paradox. One minute, she was conldent and sef-bassured ayout her yeautT 
and sexuaf prowess. Whe next, she was insecure and needed assurance that she was stiff 
yeauti-uf and sexT.

Ie were in the yathroom. j had gust kotten out o- the shower, and Tomoz was appfTink 
her ma—eup in -ront o- the mirror. Where was somethink undeniayfT sexT ayout how she 
did itvthen akain, e“erTthink she did was sexT.

’j gust don”t -eef prettT enoukh -or Tou, yayT,z she said.
j foo—ed at her fi—e she was craBT. When j rememyeredvshe is craBT.
’SayT, Tou ta—e mT yreath awaT whene“er j foo— at Tou. 'ometimes, j stare at Tou in 

awe and thin— itDs un-air that aff that yeautT was ki“en to gust one woman.z
jt was true. What”s exactfT how j -eft.
'he foo—ed somewhat appeased yut then as—ed, ’j hope Tou”re not gust saTink that to 

ma—e me -eef yetter.z
’Ieff, j maT ha“e o“erstated it a fittfe yit,z j teased.
'he shot me a foo— gust to ye sure j was go—ink.
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’SayT, pfease don”t e“er saT that in -ront o- other women,z j said. ’UnT woman woufd 
ki“e anTthink to foo— fi—e Touvto ha“e men stare at them the waT theT stare at Tou. Now 
woufd theT -eef hearink Tou saT Tou don”t -eef prettTF Cirst o- aff, theT”d ye thin—ink, i- 
she doesn”t -eef prettT, what does that ma—e meF 'econd o- aff, theT”d hate Tou -or not 
appreciatink the ki-t theT wish theT had yeen ki“en.z

j tried to ma—e her understand.
'he —ept appfTink her ma—eup in sifence, re-usink to fisten. jt wasn”t delancevit was 

hayit. 'he woufd -aff into sef- douyt and need assurance -rom whome“er was around her. 
'he needed attention, to ye admired yT men and women afi—e.

When, she woufd compfain that her kirf-riends woufd use her, steaf -rom her, and then 
-aff out with her. jt was “erT sad.

Ihen she lnished kettink readT, j too— her to the EitBbMarfton, and we had a -ayufous 
e“enink.

Whe next daT, j had to fea“e -or another e“ent. JT next trip was to Saftimore.
Tomoz staTed home. 'he wasn”t happT, yut j coufdn”t ta—e her with me. jt was too 

dankerous. O- course, she acted out.
On the lrst daT, j kot a caff -rom the fandscaper. Ne tofd me she was sittink on the 

yafconT, drin—ink yeer and throwink the emptT yottfes into the yushes yefow. Ne was 
annoTed yecause he had to pic— them aff up. j tofd him to fea“e them. 2ater, j as—ed ‘osh 
to coffect the yottfes and put them in the trash.

jt was a nikhtmare -or him. Whe yranches cut him up, and he was so annoTed he —ept 
teffink me she coufd pic— them up hersef- next time yecause he was ne“er doink it akain.

j gust praTed there woufd ye no Vnext time.” 
When, on 'aturdaT nikht, when j caffed her, she said she was tired.
'he tofd me she was koink to ket readT -or yed and then caff her mother, so i- j coufdn”t 

reach her fater, she was either on the phone with her mother or had -affen asfeep.
O- course, these were yoth setups -or me not yeink ayfe to reach her when she was out 

on the town.
'he was textink me and sent me a picture. 'he was in the yathroom, kettink readT -or 

yedv a fittfe piece o- e“idence to pro“e her case fater.
Sut j noticed an open yeer yottfe yehind her. 'he didn”t reafiBe it was “isiyfe in the 

photokraph.
'he was oy“iousfT kettink readT to ko out. jt was 'aturdaT nikht.
Un hour fater, j caffed her.
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’j —now Tou”re koink out,z j said.
'he denied, denied, denied.
’O—aT, i- Tou”re not koink out, send me another picture. Eikht now.z
'he came up with a stream o- excuses, yut none o- them wor—ed. CinaffT, she sent me a 

picturevta—en in totaf dar—ness. P“en in the dar—, j coufd see her ma—eup. Und, o- course, 
it was “erT sexT.

j had no proyfem with her koink out. Ieff, that”s not entirefT true. UctuaffT, it”s 
compfetefT untrue. j hated her koink out on her own. j mean, what do Tou thin— is koink 
to happenF PxactfT.

5es, j —nowvthat”s terriyfe. Sut there Tou are.
Ufthoukh more than anTthink, j hated her fTink to me.
'o, j decided to teach her a fesson.
5eah, another reaffT yad idea.
‘osh had afreadT done some speciaf operations -or me, so j sent ‘osh to the house to 

see what she was up to.
'o, ‘osh went o“er to the house. ST now it was :30q pm. Wime to hit the town.
‘osh went around the yac— o- the house and entered throukh the Crench doors. Tomoz 

we kettink readT to fea“e out the -ront door. ‘osh made a noise as he cfosed the -rench 
doors yehind him. 'he turned and saw a lkure yehind her in the dar—. 'uGce to saT 
she -rea—ed out. 'he e“entuaffT reafiBed it was ‘osh. 'he was -urious. 'he was caukht 
redbhandedvkettink readT to ko out. Uff doffed up and readT -or action.

U-ter she kot o“er her shoc— and horror, she 1uic—fT kot rid o- ‘osh.
Aow, Tomoz was really pissed o8vand ayout to teach me a fesson.
j didn”t —now this then, yut she spent the rest o- the nikht on a datink weysite.
5es, the same one where she met me.
Iho coufd yfame herF
I coufdvyut that woufd ye a waste o- time and enerkT.
‘ust fi—e that, she -ound a weafthT kuT who owned a horse ranch in !aines“iffe, 

Cforidavayout … q mifes awaT.
Ne arranked -or his ranch hand to pic— up Tomoz and ta—e her to his horse ranch on 

JondaT mornink ye-ore j kot yac—.
j mean, hofT shit, how she manaked to puff that o8 in gust a coupfe o- hours was -uc—ink 

incrediyfe.
Ihen j arri“ed home on JondaT around … p.m., ‘osh was in the —itchen, cfeanink up.
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j sat down at the yrea—-ast isfand.
’Ro Tou want a guiceFz ‘osh as—ed.
’5es, pfeasevma—e it a douyfe,z j said, trTink to yrink some humor to the whofe 

situation.
’'o, she”s kone, huhFz j as—ed.
j afreadT —new the answer.
’5eah, the kuT -rom the ranch came yT and pic—ed her up ayout an hour ako,z ‘osh 

said.
’'he fe-t that yox -or Tou. 'aid it was a watch Tou ka“e her yut that she didn”t want it.z
Ne nodded toward the Hate— Hhifippe yox on the counter.
'he must ha“e ta—en it out o- the drawer in mT cfoset.
j pic—ed up the yox and opened it to foo— at the watch.
AO IUWMN(
Oh, dear !od.
‘osh hadn”t yothered to open the yox.
IhT woufd heF
Ut lrst, j was -rantic, then ankrT, and then j gust) accepted it.
j lkured it was —armav-or not ki“ink it to ‘ufes and then trTink to ki“e it to Tomoz.
Once she arri“ed, she immediatefT sent me pictures o- her new pface at The Ranch in 

!aines“iffe.
One was her foo—ink in the mirror and ki“ink me the middfe lnker.7 7 7 7 7
'he was stiff pissed.
'he sent me fonk texts, caffink me terriyfe names and teffink me she was koink to do 

unspea—ayfe thinks to me.
'fowfT, the texts and threats yecame fess ayusi“e, and she started wor—ink her waT yac—.
'he sent me manT pictures o- vher new ranch yunkafow, the train KTes, the ranch had a 

-uc—ink miniature train Tou coufd ride around the estate on(;, and the main house, which 
was yasicaffT a mansion. j had to admit, it was impressi“e.

Und reaffT annoTink.
O- course, she was trTink to ma—e me geafous.
Ihich didn”t wor—.
Ieffvo- course, it wor—ed, yut j pretended it didn”t.
When she caffed to ruy it in.
’SayT, j am so happT here. Where are horses, and Eekkie has yeen so nice to me.z
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j tofd her j was very happT -or her.
jt was per-ect.
'he fo“ed horses.
Moufdn”t ha“e wor—ed out yetter.
Ihich was aysofutefT not true.
’Whan— Tou -or fea“ink me the watch yox, yayT. What was a nice touch,z j said sarcasb

ticaffT.
’Ieff, what do Tou expectF 5ou were an asshofe -or sendink ‘osh o“er. Ne reaffT scared 

me,z she retorted.
’5eah, weff, Tou can —eep the watch. 'eff it so Tou ha“e some moneT.z
’Whan— Tou, yayT.z
What”s not what she wanted.
'he wanted me to ye pissed o8.
Whis was a “erT expensi“e waT to not ki“e her what she wanted.
Pko is a “erT destructi“evand sometimes a “erT expensi“e fuxurT.
’2oo—s fi—e a prettT impressi“e pface, this horse ranch. Whan—s -or the pictures, yT the 

waT. j”“e started a picture yoard.z
Whe geafousT was pourink out o- me. j coufdn”t hide it.
Tomoz gust iknored it.
’5es, we”re koink ridink tomorrow. Eekkie mentioned he has a yusiness proposaf to 

discuss,z she said nonchafantfTvas i- she didn”t —now how much that woufd eat awaT at 
me.

JT krip on the phone tikhtened.
’'ounds kreat,z j manaked to saT, thoukh j was seethink inside.
j hated how easifT she coufd pfaT me.
Sut e“en moreF
j hated how much j cared.
Ne has a yusiness proposafF j -uc—ink yet he does( j thoukht.
What yetter ye the onfT proposaf he ma—es.
Sut out foud, j said, ’5eah, that sounds excitink.z
When, with a touch o- yitterness, ’'eems fi—e Tou”“e lnaffT -ound a reaffT kreat kuT.z
j thoukht to mTsef-, j”ff ki“e it three daTs.
'he went on her ride with him.
j thin— theT afso too— the horses out -or a run or kaffopvwhate“er the heff horses do.
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O—aT, some o- mT geafousT sfippink out there.
Sut what was j supposed to thin—F
5es, Tou”re rikht, precisefT that.
Tomoz —new her yeink there with this -uc—ink Eekkie kuT was dri“ink me craBT.
Or shoufd j saTve“en craBierF
'he caffed me a-ter theT had lnished kaffopink around the ranch tokethervwhich j 

thoukht was nice o- her. AOW.
'he was excited. Whinks were koink weff. Eekkie had tried to ha“e his waT with her, yut 

she had -ended him o8. j was so proud o- her. j mean reaffTF
j was -rea—ink out. Whis kuT was extremefT weafthT and coufd ki“e her a fi-estTfe j 

coufdn”t. 'he coufd ha“e and do whate“er she wanted. 'o, j had nothink to worrT ayout.
j gust wanted her home so j coufd strankfe hervthen ma—e fo“e to her. Or maTye that 

needed to ye the other waT aroundF O- course, she was fo“ink e“erT minute o- this.
WheT had pfanned a -offowbup meetink at the mansion the -offowink daT.
’'ounds amaBink,z j said throukh kritted teeth. 'he was torturink me, and she —new 

it.
’j wish Tou coufd ye here to see e“erTthink,z she said in her sexT, demure “oice. j coufd 

-eef the enerkT yuifdink up in mT yodT, readT to expfode.
’5es, j woufd fo“e to meet this kuT. Ne sounds reaffT nice,z j said, trTink to contain 

mTsef-.
’Now are TouFz she as—ed, hopink j woufd saT somethink fi—e, ’j miss Tou,z or ’Ihen 

are Tou comink homeFz
’!reat,z j tofd her, ’j”“e yeen kettink a fot done.z 5es on a need to fie yasises.
UctuaffT, j had done nothink yut miss her.
’O—aT, yayT, j ha“e to ko. Ne”s caffink me,z she said, rushink o8 the phone.
Oh, now Tou are reaffT pissink me o8, j thoukht.
2ater that e“enink, she caffed me. 'he was ki“ink the -emafe ranch sta8 some —ind o- 

moti“ationaf seminar. 'he tofd them aff to saT ’Niz to me, which theT did, yut somehow, 
it wasn”t 1uite the same as when Tomoz said, ’Ni.z

Tomoz had yeen drin—ink, and she was sfurrink her words. jt was prettT entertainink 
untif, aff o- a sudden, the fine went dead. JaTye she -eff o8 the stakevj”m not sure.

'he caffed me the next daT a-ter their ’Susiness Jeetink.z UpparentfT, he owned a 
resort on some isfand and wanted Tomoz  to manake it -or him. Ne woufd paT her a kood 
safarT, and o- course, she woufd ha“e her own suite at the resort hotef.
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jt aff sounded wonder-uf. j mean, it was delnitefT a step up -rom gust yeink an escort. 
'he woufd ye his personaf prostitute. 'he was delnitefT on an upward tragectorT.

’j thin— it is koink to ye amaBink,z j saidvwhich is afmost the same think.
’j”m thin—ink j mikht come to see Tou this a-ternoon,z she said fi—e it was gust someb

think she was considerink doink a-ter ridink with ranch dude.
’Sut yayT, Tou won”t caff the pofice and ha“e me arrested -or ta—ink the watch, wiff 

TouFz 'he was reaffT worried.
’5eah, j shoufd proyayfT caff them yac— and teff them not to come,z j said, teasink her.
’SayT, j —now Tou”re mad) yut Tou woufdn”t ha“e me arrested, woufd TouFz she 

as—ed, needink reassurance. Whe ironT was not fost on me.
’SayT, it ne“er e“en crossed mT mind. Ron”t ye siffT.z
jt reaffT had ne“er e“en entered mT mind.
’O—aT, then j”m comink to see Tou,z she said, stiff a fittfe warT.
’EeaffTF Ieff, j kuess j shoufd tidT up a yit then. Ie had a prettT wifd partT here fast 

nikht. Whe kuTs wanted to cefeyrate that Tou were kone. Whe pface is a mess. !od onfT 
—nows what theT were aff doink in the sex room aff nikht,z j teased with an edke.

’2oo—, j am trTink to ye nice here, 'tephen,z she said, notink mT sarcasm. ’j —now Tou 
didn”t ha“e a sex partT fast nikht. 'top yeink siffT,z she admonished me.

j thoukht, Mum, get off the phone and put Tomoz back on, please.
Sut j said sarcasticaffT, ’Now are Tou koink to ket hereF Ro theT e“en ha“e !reThound 

yuses in the middfe o- nowhere, or shoufd j arranke a horse and carriakeFz
j mean, the ranch was nearfT 6qq mifes awaTvhow was she koink to ket hereF
’SayT, j woufd waf— a thousand mifes gust to see Tou,z she shot yac— sarcasticaffT 

without missink a yeat. ’CortunatefT, j don”t ha“e to,z she continued. ’Eekkie has foaned 
me a car to ket around in,z she added drTfT. 'he had made her point.

’O—aT, weff, j wiff ye here “iewink mT estate untif Tou arri“e, darfink. Ro Tou ha“e anT 
idea what time Tou mikht arri“eF j”ff put the —ettfe on and ma—e us a pot o- tea,z j said in 
a “erT upperbcfass, aristocratic Pnkfish “oice.

’j”ff caff Tou when j”m on mT waT. j”ff ye there as soon as j can,z she said and hunk up.
'he was “erT 1uic—, which wasn”t surprisinkvyecause he had foaned her a Jercedes 

'299 UJ!. IWC(
'he caffed me as she was arri“ink at the yac— kate so j coufd fet her in.
j dro“e out to the kates, where she was waitinkv“erT impatientfT. 'he kot out o- her 

car, which was oy“iousfT hers now, fe-t the door open and the enkine runnink, and ran 
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o“er to the Eoffs. 'he gumped into the passenker seat, do“e into mT arms, and started 
—issink me.

jt was gust the start o- a trufT amaBink daT.
'he -offowed me throukh the kates in her '299. UmaBink.
Ihen we kot into the house, we went into the —itchen.
’Ioufd Tou fi—e some tea, darfinkFz j as—ed, puttink the —ettfe on.
'he was sittink on one o- the hikh stoofs yT the —itchen isfand on the other side -rom 

me. 'he opened her yak and sfid the Hate— Hhifippe watch onto the counter.
’Nere,z she said.
'he ne“er wanted the watch and ne“er intended to seff it. 'he gust wanted to hurt me. 

Wo punish me -or hurtink hervakain.
j waf—ed around the —itchen isfand to her side. j puffed her up o8 the stoof and put mT 

arms around her nec—. j —issed her -orehead and said, ’Whan— Tou, yayT. What means the 
worfd to me.z

Se-ore j coufd saT another word, she puffed me to her and —issed me passionatefT.
Und we were yac—.
Se-ore Tomoz arri“ed, j had yeen drin—ink kreen guice, so mT yreath was, weff, kreen. 

Tomoz hated that, so j went to the yathroom to cfean mT teeth and -reshen mT mouth.
Tomoz faT on the "oor outside the yathroom, watchink mevher head propped up in 

her hands under her chin.
YerT cute.
'he —nows j fo“e it when she does that.
Ihen j had lnished, j went and sat down on the carpet next to her, and we made out.
’j”m hunkrT,z she said.
’O—aT, Hrincess, fet”s ket Tou somethink to eat. Where”s a PCM at the end o- the street.z
’YerT -unnT. j didn”t dri“e 6qq mifes to eat at PCM, so Tou had yetter do yetter than 

that.z 'he said, -eiknink indiknance. 'he —new j was teasink her and woufd ne“er ta—e her 
to PCM.

'o, j too— her to the EitB -or funch in the Eoffs. j didn”t teff her j was ta—ink her to the 
EitB. Us j puffed into the dri“ebthroukh at JcRonafdDs, she turned, foo—ed at me, and 
punched me on the shoufder. ’Ron”t Tou dare puff up to that window.z

’IhatF 5ou said Tou didn”t want PCM.z j had to tease her a yitQ j mean, how she put 
PCM down was unacceptayfe.

’Cine, j”ff ha“e a mif—sha—e and head yac— to the Eanch. Eekkie wiff yuT me dinner.z
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Ow( 'he —new how to stay me in the heart.
’5ou want Mhocofate or YaniffaFz j —now j can”t stop sometimes. 'he is gust so much 

-un to tease. Und now she deser“ed it, at feast in mT mind.
’Ihiche“er one Tou thin— wiff foo— the yest aff o“er Tour head.z
UfwaTs the fast word.
ST now, j was stuc— in the dri“ebthroukh fine. Ihen j kot to the spea—er to order, the 

Tounk attendant said, ’Iefcome to JcRonafdDs. Man j ta—e Tour orderFz
’5es, is the mif—sha—e machine wor—ink todaTFz Tomoz foo—ed at me. Ner eTes were 

wide and wifd, fi—e Tou yetter ye -uc—ink —iddink me rikht now.
’Ao, j”m sorrT it”s yro—en rikht now.z Whe Tounk kirf said.
jt was one o- the -ew thinks Tou coufd refT on in this worfd. Whe mif—sha—e machine 

at JcRonafdDs is afwaTs yro—en.
’Ihen wiff it ye lxedFz Aow, she -ofded her hands tikhtfT and foo—ed out the passenker 

window at the waff.
’j am not sure, maTye ne“er.z Whe kirf said, faukhink.
’Ramn, j was foo—ink -orward to wearink a chocofate mif—sha—e.z
’Pxcuse meF 'he was con-used.
’Ae“er mind, j kuess j need to ko to RairT Rueen. Whan—s anTwaT.z
j puffed throukh past the window out o- the fot and onto the hikhwaT.
’Ro Tou reaffT thin— this is -unnTFz Tomoz pouted. ’IhT are Tou yeink mean to meFz
’IhatF 5ou thin— Tou are ayo“e PCM and JcRonafdDs nowFz
’5P'( j gust dro“e 6qq mifes to see Tou, Tou asshofe. j thin— j deser“e to eat somewhere 

yetter than PCM or JcRonafdDs.z
’O—aT, weff, we are runnink out o- options.z j paused, S j ha“e an idea. j —now where 

we can ko.z j said, fi—e j had gust thoukht o- somewhere we coufd eat.
’IhereFz
’5ou”ff see.z
'he foo—ed apprehensi“e, hopink the teasink was o“er.
Us we puffed into the EitB “afet par—ink, she said, ’j shoufd thin— soQ whT Tou coufdn”t 

gust yrink me here in the lrst pface without aff the ridicufousness is yeTond me.z
’'top moanink, ye krate-uf Tou are eatink at the EitB, and —iss me,z j said as j puffed 

up and feaned in towards her.
’Ao, j am not —issink Tou,z she raised her hand, yfoc—ink me. S5ou shoufd ye yekkink 

me -or -orki“eness. When j mikht consider fettink you —iss me.z
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Pric, the “afet, came and opened mT door. ’Iefcome yac—, Jr. Pdwards.z
jt -eft fi—e mT second home.
Whe other “afet opened Tomoz’s car door. Us usuaf, she efekantfT -ofded hersef- out o- 

the car and touched the s—T. 'he sashaTed throukh the -ront doors, hefd open -or her, and 
into the foyyT. U “ision to yehofd. !od, j fo“e that woman, j thoukht. Aow, j needed to 
ket to wor— to kain her -orki“eness. j made a -uss o- her, hofdink her chair, teffink her how 
happT j was to see her and how stunnink she foo—ed. ‘oy done. Aow, fet”s eat. O—aT, j”m 
—iddinkQ e“erT word was true. Ao yasises.

Ie sat outside on the “eranda o“erfoo—ink the water. Tomoz had -ried kreen tomatoes, 
and j had mT -a“orite krouper sandwich.

On the waT yac—, we stopped at her storake unit to ket some thinks -or her. 'he 
was upset ayout how René7 had pac—ed her thinks when he had mo“ed them there. 
'he “ented ayout what a sna—e he was. WheT were ne“er -riends, and René7 was “erT 
passi“ebakkressi“e. Ne was terriled o- Tomoz.

Ie made out in the car on the waT home, and yT the time we reached the house, we 
were afreadT haf- undressed. Whe other haf- came o8 as we entered the house.

Ie spent the rest o- the a-ternoon koink yac— and -orth yetween the yed and the poof. 
Ie made fo“e on the "oor, yT the lrepface, and in the poof.

Ie ne“er taf—ed ayout what happened o“er the wee—end. Where was simpfT no 
pointvor need.

'he as—ed me who the Pnkfish upperbcfass twit on the phone was and where the tea and 
yiscuits were.

j tofd her j had decided to ki“e the yutfer the a-ternoon o8 so we coufd -uc— each other”s 
yrains out without him disturyink us.

Tomoz concurred that this was a kood decision.
'he was wearink a yeauti-uf, "owered dressvthat is untif she kot inside the -ront door 

o- the house.
Ie yoth spent the daT in our underwear or yT the poof, na—ed.
j opened a yottfe o- Mhampaknevweff, it ended up yeink three. Ie sat and pfaTed our 

-a“orite fo“e sonks whife we made out.
‘ohn 2ekend”s All of Me, 'a“ake !arden”s Truly Madly Deeply, Pffie !oufdink”s Love 

Me Like You Do, Mhristina Herri”s A Thousand Yearsvthat —ind o- stu8.
Ie coufd taf— -or hours. Iith or without druks.
'he woufd as— me 1uestions incessantfT.
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'he afwaTs wanted to —now what j was thin—ink. Herhaps yecause she —new j was 
mostfT thin—ink ayout her.

'ometimes, it woufd ye a simpfe 1uestion fi—e, ’Ro Tou fo“e meFz
j woufd answer, ’2o“eF What”s a yit stronk.z
'he woufd respond yT punchink mT arm. Nard.
When she as—ed me, ’5ou afwaTs saT Tou fo“e me, yut whT do Tou fo“e meFz
What maT sound innocuous, yut trust me, that 1uestion is as foaded as a douyfebyarb

refed shotkun.
jt wasn”t a hard 1uestion to answer. j mean, she was the most korkeous woman j had 

e“er seen. WrufT. Sut that”s not whT Tou -aff in fo“e with someone. What”s whT Tou -aff in 
fust with them.

j did that in the yekinnink.
'o now, without mentionink her phTsicaf attriyutes, j expfained in kreat detaif whT j 

fo“ed hervfi—e in our sonk, Truly Madly Deeply.
Ie were on the yed. 'he faT in -ront o- me akain, her hands under her chin, foo—ink at 

me with those yik, yeauti-uf yrown eTes.
j tofd her j fo“ed her efekance and strenkth, how she fistened to me, and e“en how she 

roffed her eTes.
j tofd her j fo“ed her sef-bconldence, her insecurities, her inteffikence, her presence, her 

miffion di8erent smifes, her patiencevTes, she caukht that one toovthat o- course kot 
and eTe roff, the waT she woufd gust run up to me, gump into mT arms, and start —issink 
me. j fo“e how she woufd put her head on mT shoufder and woufd hofd mT arm. j fo“ed 
how she she woufd spoon me and -aff asfeep in mT arms. j fo“ed how she woufd coo— me 
yrea—-ast and dance around the —itchen. 

j fo“ed the waT she yfew me —isses, how she fo“ed to faukh and taf—, and how j coufd 
teff her anTthinkvexcept that she was craBT.

What earned me a punch on mT fek and a lerce stare, yut it was worth it.
j tofd her j gust fo“ed yeink with her. j fo“ed the waT she hefd mT hand, how she made 

me -eef, how she missed me when j was kone, and how yeink with her -eft fi—e home. 
Where were manT more reasons j tofd her whT j fo“ed her.
ST the time j had lnished, she was yeamink, sa“orink each word.
'omehow, she resisted as—ink, ’'o whT don”t Tou gust marrT me thenFz
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j don”t fi—e to taf— yadfT ayout peopfevwhich is afwaTs a kood think to saT ye-ore Tou 
taf— yadfT ayout someonevyut this kuT Eekkie was a compfete dic—. Nis name shoufd 
ha“e yeen Ric—ie, not Eekkie.

Ric—ie, yac— at the ranch, thoukht his impressi“e mansion, horses, cars, and moneT 
woufd ket Tomoz to drop her panties. Where was no waT that was koink to happen. Ut 
feast, j hoped not. jn anT case, she was comink home to mevo- that, j was sure.

Ric—ie was the —ind o- kuT who thoukht moneT coufd yuT anTthinkvrespect, foTaftT, 
e“en Tomoz. j coufdn”t hefp yut faukh at his arrokance, yut a smaff part o- me wondered 
i- he mikht succeed where j had -aifed.

Srea—ink up and ma—ink up had yecome our patternva toxic dance neither o- us 
seemed wiffink to 1uit. jt was thriffink, heartyrea—ink, and utterfT unsustainayfe. 'tiff, in 
those moments, it -eft fi—e we coufdn”t fi“e without each other.

Whe daT was fi—e a dream. When, o- course, Tomoz had to fea“e.
j waf—ed her out to her new car. j ne“er ceased to ye amaBed yT what she coufd puff o8. 

Wo her, it was nothink.
'he —new fi-e is a kame o- iffusions and pfaTed it yetter than anTone. Whe car, the ranch, 

the attentionvit was aff temporarT, and she didn”t care. Ihat mattered to her was the 
thriff o- the moment.

'he yfew me —isses as she sped awaT. 'he was kone akain.
Whoukh this time, j —new j woufd ye seeink her akainv“erT soon.



Chapter Thirty

Truly, Madly, Deeply

T omoz called me from the ranch the next day. “I want you to come and see me,” she 
said excitedly.

“How is that going to work? Does he have a triple-sized bed?” I asked, meaning, how 
will we all sleep in the same bed? I was still very jealous.

“Very funny.” I could see her rolling her eyes. “I told you, nothing is going on here.”
Now I was rolling my eyes.
“Reggie is going away for a few days, so you can come over,” she said. “He leaves 

this afternoon, so get your ass over here so we can go to dinner together. There’s a nice 
restaurant near here I want you to take me to,” she demanded.

“What are you wearing?” I asked, wanting to know what I should wear. Another 
insecurity of mine. When I was a kid, money was scarce. My mother bought me school 
clothes that would last me my entire educational life. 

I had shorts that came down to my knees and a Parker overcoat that came down to the 
ground. There was a hood with a fur rim. I looked like the grim reaper. 

The other kids were merciless. They teased me relentlessly. When I would complain 
to my mother, she would say, “You will grow into them.” I know for sure that Parker 
overcoat would still be too big for me today. So as soon as I could aJord to, I bought my 
own school clothes. I was determined to ensure that no one ever laughed at me again for 
what I wore. I always looked immaculate. When I asked Tomoz what she was wearing, it 
went right over her head.

“I’ll wear whatever you want me to wear, baby. —ust get yourself hereEhurry.” She 
hung up.

Now, I was thinking about what I wanted her to wear tonight.
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Yeah, I know that was exactly what she wanted me to be thinking.
So, I 5uickly got ready. I had —osh pack an overnight bag, jumped in the Rolls, and took 

oJ. In no time, I was 1ying down the I-60 freeway. It was a three-hour drive, but I was 
almost there in two hours and ten minutes. Almost.

Suddenly, I caught sight of 1ashing headlights in my rearview mirrorEalong with blue 
lights. Fuck.

He pulled me over and walked up to my window. I already had all my documents ready, 
including my driver’s license, which I had a sinking feeling I might have to kiss goodbye. 
I wasn’t sure what he clocked me at, but I knew I had sometimes hit –73G–B3 mph. And 
I also knew he could take me straight to jail.

“Food afternoon, sir,” he said, his frustration barely contained.
“Food afternoon, oCcer,” I replied respectfully.
“Do you have a good reason why you were driving so fast?” he asked, wanting to hear 

my excuses before he handed me a ticket or took me straight to jail.
I decided to throw myself at his feet and hope for mercy.
“There is no good reason for driving that fast, oCcer,” I admitted 1atly.
He nodded slightly as if thinking, “That was a good, well-rehearsed answer.”
“2et me see your ID and insurance,” he demanded.
“You were going ––0 mph. That is extremely reckless. You could have killed not only 

yourself but many other people,” he continued. “It just takes one moment for someone to 
change lanes in front of you. What if that car was full of kids? How would that feel? Well, 
you wouldn’t even knowEbecause you’d be dead too. I’ve seen it happen many times,” 
he admonished me.

“You’re right, oCcer. It was reckless. I apologizeEit won’t happen again.” It was a 
wake-up call.

“Wait here,” he said before returning to his car with the 1ashy lights.
When he returned, he handed me a ticket. “Slow down,” he warned. “If I catch you 

speeding again, I will take you to jail.”
He was more than fair with me. He could have arrested me on the spot. So, even though 

I got a ticket, I was grateful.
Oy now, instead of being early, I was late.
I arrived at the ranch gates. Tomoz had given me the secret code, so I punched it into 

the keypad, and the massive gates swung open.
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I had to admitEthe estate was impressive. Sprawling gardens, towering columns, and 
an eJortless kind of luxury.

%ollowing her directions, I made my way to her bungalow, knocked on the door, and 
stepped inside.

“Where have you been?” she demanded, clearly stressed.
“Well, it’s nice to see you too,” I said sarcastically, as I do sometimes.
“Oaby, we need to leave now. Uvery horse owner in town is out tonight, and the 

restaurant was down to one table. I had to pull some serious strings to get it. If we don’t 
get there soon, someone else will,” she said, scurrying around.

I went over to kiss her. She pushed me away.
“Oaby, I’ll kiss you in the car. I’ll even give you a blow job, but we have to go.”
She was the best negotiator ever. I just hoped she didn’t negotiate like that with anyone 

else.
So, we sped oJ to the restaurantEdoing the speed limit.
“What is wrong with you, for Fod’s sake? Fo fast like you always do.”
She loved it when I drove fast. It turned her on.
“Well, I’m glad you asked because now I can explain why it took me so long to get here,” 

I said as I put my foot downEfollowing orders. My license wasn’t worth the +ght. I was 
probably going to lose it anyway.

“You got a ticket for doing ––0 mph?” she said. “I told you to get here 5uickly.” She 
teased.

“Yes, and because of that, I think it’s only fair we split the +ne,” I said, teasing back.
“ékay, baby, just add it to my bill,” she 5uipped.
“You know I charge –39 plus the vig,” I said. “That’s weekly.”
“Shut up and drive,” she said, trying to keep me focused on getting to the restaurant 

before we lost our reservation.
Then she asked, “What is the vig?”
“I’m not exactly sure,” I admitted, “but gangsters always say that.”
“So, are you my sexy gangster boyfriend now?” she asked in her super-sexy voice. “I 

always wanted to date a gangster.” She teased.
“Well, if you don’t start giving me a blow job like you promised, you’re gonna be 

sleeping with the +shes tonight,” I said in the best New York accent I could muster. I 
think I sounded more Australian, so I don’t think my point came across 5uite as well.
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“Oaby, we’re almost there now, and it takes forever for you to cum. We don’t have time, 
and I don’t want you to be half-baked while we eat dinner.”

“I’ll give you one when we get back. I have a sexy out+t picked out for you.”
2ike I said, the best negotiator ever.
Dinner was nice, but the stress of driving so fast, getting a ticket, and then having to 

rush to the restaurant was beginning to take its toll. Plus, eating a big meal didn’t help.
Then Tomoz started talking about the ranch, this guy Reggie, and riding with him. 

Apparently, Reggie owns an island in the 8aribbean, and now she was talking about 
moving to his fucking island in the middle of who knows where to manage his resort.

“You’ll have to come out and see me. I saw pictures of the resortEit looks fabulous,” 
she gushed.

“Yeah, I’ll get right on booking my tickets,” I said dryly.
“Really, baby?” she said, sounding frustrated. “8ome on, don’t be like that. I’m excited 

about this. You said you wanted me to get a job. Now I have one, and you’re still not 
happy. I don’t know what to do anymore.”

All that just frustrated me even more. Why? Oecause she had a fucking point, for 
8hrist’s sakeEkeep up.

I was just not in the mood.
“ékay, well, let’s start with not working for some rich guy who just wants to fuck you,” 

I said.
“éh, and you don’t?”
Touch;. She was kicking my ass with my own words and behavior. Totally unfair.
“Why can’t you believe he thinks I’d do a good job managing the property? Is that so 

hard for you to believe?”
She was hurt and angry. Never a good combination.
“%uck you,” she muttered under her breath, trying to hold back her rage.
Then we started to argue. It got louder. More obnoxious. People were staring. We were 

causing a scene.
So, we left the restaurant in a cloud of smoke.
The drive back to the ranch was silent. We were both lost in thought.
I entered the code, and the massive iron gates opened. We wound our way up the 

winding road toward the bungalow.
The ranch sprawled across acres of beautiful +elds and towering treesEperfect for 

riding. To the right of the main house stood the 734 stables, but calling the main house 
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a “house” was an insult. It was a massive two-story mansion with towering white pillars 
1anking the grand entrance and enormous double glass doors.

The lawns and hedges were 1awlessly manicured. We could still smell the freshly cut 
grass even with the windows up and the air conditioning blasting. There was even a 
cro5uet lawn. And did I mention the train? A fucking train. I mean, who has a fucking 
train running through their estate? éh, rightEReggie does.

The winding roads were lined with towering trees, their branches stretching across the 
road as if reaching for each other. It was undeniably beautiful. Three-rail white fences 
enclosed the q' acres that made up the ranch.

We pulled around to the eight bungalows used by the ranch manager and a couple of 
other employees. The rest were for guests or sex slaves that Reggie found online recently.

As we pulled into the parking spot, I was talking to myself again.
Did I believe she was capable of managing a resort? No doubt in my mind. Out not 

without learning how to manage a resort +rst. The idea that Reggie would hand her the 
keys to a resort without her having any idea what it takes was just ludicrous.

Not to mention the fact that she doesn’t even want to work in the +rst place. She would 
lose interest in no time 1at.

Do you think I kept that thought to myself? Yeah, no. I said it. Pretty much. I 
knowEanother really bad decision. Yes, I was jealous. No, I did not want her to go. And 
yes, I was tired and irritated.

I know there is no excuse, and I deserved everything that was about to come my way. 
And trust meEit was a lot.

Tomoz had also been thinking about this and was smoldering on our drive back. She got 
out of the Rolls before I could get there to open her door. As she got out she slammed the 
doorEwhich she knew would annoy the hell out of me. She stormed into the bungalow, 
nearly removing the door from its hinges.

Oy now, she had worked herself up into a fury with my kind help. I followed, about 
four steps behind. She threw her handbag down on the sofa as she spun around to face 
me, eyes blazing.

“Well, I guess we’ll see,” she said, her voice clipped, her expression set. I had never seen 
a single line on her forehead before, so I knew either her Ootox was wearing oJ or I was 
about to face a cat 0 hurricane.
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“Well, Reggie is con+dent I can do it. He believes in me.” She was angry and hurt. Her 
words were a dagger aimed straight at my ego. She wanted to hurt me and make me jealous. 
She managed both.

Then, the real attack began. “What do you even know about running a business, 
anyway?” she snapped.

And me? I already knew this wasn’t going to end well. Whatever I said from this point 
forward would be used to nail me to my cross. So, I thought, WT%. If I was already going 
to get burned, I might as well light the match myself.

“Well, just %YI, the reason you were sitting in a Rolls-Royce a few minutes ago after 
spending the evening at a +ne dining restaurant is a small tribute to my business acumen,” 
I +red back.

Yes, a huge mistake.
“You think you are successful? Please. You are barely a millionaire. My father could buy 

you a thousand times over.” She could be ruthless. It was true, though.
“I wasn’t comparing myself to your father, Tomoz. I was comparing myself to you.” I 

was digging my own hole that she would shortly bury me in.
“Really? ékay, let’s compare, Mr. Oig. I have had a successful modeling career in Paris, 

Miami, and Orazil. I have appeared on multiple top magazine covers, including Italian 
and French Vogue. So, fuck you and the horse you rode in on. What have you done?”

The horse reference was not lost on me.
I think I saw another deep line on her forehead. I also saw some very intense facial 

expressions I had never seen before and hoped I would never see again.
So, best to shut the fuck up now, right? Well, like I said, I was jealous, angry, and tired. 

I was past the point of being in control of my emotions.
“Hmmm. That was a long time ago, Tomoz. What have you done in the past ten years? 

Fot addicted to alcohol, cocaine and doing nothing but +nd rich men to take care of you? 
What do you call that?” I took another shot across her bow.

“Yes, I have wasted my time on fucking faggots like you. You are all the fucking 
same. Assholes. énly interested in one thing. You’re like little boys who need their balls 
emptied.” She made a direct hit on my starboard side.

She continued her tirade. “You think a car impresses me? Do you think your money 
impresses me? I grew up with real wealth, StephenEsomething you will never have. You 
are so small-time.” My ship was beginning to sink.
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“I am not trying to impress you, Tomoz. You were the one who asked me what I knew 
about running a business. I was trying to impress upon you that I do happen to know a 
little about running a business, that’s all.” I reasoned with her.

“Your‘e afraid I will make more money than you, and then I won’t need you anymore.” 
She wanted nothing to do with peace negotiations at this point. It was an all-out war, and 
she would accept nothing less than my complete, unconditional surrender and repara-
tions for my terrible treatment of her.

There were so many things I could have said at this point. Things that, at the very least, 
could have lowered the intensity and brought some calm to the situation. In hindsight, I 
can think of many( at the time, I couldn’t think of any.

So, I said, “You will always need me, Tomoz, or someone like me. You are no longer 
capable of taking care of yourself, and you are certainly not capable of running a fucking 
multi-million-dollar resort. This guyEDickie, whatever his name isEhas no intention of 
letting you do that anyway. He just wants to, as you said, empty his balls in you.”

As the +nal nail in my coCn was hammered into place, I knew the only place I was 
about to go was my grave.

“If you believe that, why did you come anyway?” She always made such good points 
when we were having an argument. Dead and buried.

Oy this time, we had gotten louder and even more obnoxious.
I was going to pay for my perceived lack of belief in herEwhich wasn’t true, but truth 

was not something Tomoz wanted to hear right now. She only wanted to hear what she 
wanted to hear.

I hated hurting her feelings. Hated it. Which just made me even angrier at myself. I 
tried to tell her that I truly did believe in her.

You know when people shout at the TV screen like they expect the person on the screen 
to hear them? It was like that. She couldn’t hear me.

“You just came here so you could fuck me and leave me. You’re jealous of Reggie 
because he’s the real deal, and you’re a fucking wannabe. You don’t want me, but you 
don’t want him to have me, either. You are such a child.”

She was shouting now. She was on a roll. The dam had burst, and I was about to be 
drowned by the tidal wave of anger Tomoz had been holding down deep inside her.

“You treat me like a hookerEexcept you don’t even pay me. You are so cheap( you make 
me sick.”

She was so hurt but used her anger instead of tears.
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Well, I just spent a small fortune getting here. That speeding ticket was going to be very 
expensive, I thought, but I wasn’t about to throw any more gasoline on her +re.

I was wrong, I know. I should never have said those things. I mean, who wants their 
partner to burst their balloon, to cast doubt on their dreams?

I knew trying to reason with her at this point was futile, so I said, “I’ll just go and sleep 
in the spare room.”

That made her even more furious. 2eave her alone? Her worst fear?
As I entered the spare room, she followed me, guns a-blazing.
“éh no, you are not. You are going to stay here, and we are going to hash this out. 

Whenever things get tough, you just run away. Stop being such a pussy and be a man,” 
she said. And once again, she was right. I do run away.

I knew I had fucked up. I couldn’t handle it anymore. I couldn’t take a whole night of 
this. I knew it would be hours before she calmed down.

I decided to leave and go home. I had to leave but knew I was in for a serious +ght.
Oefore I could leave, there was a knock on the door. The ranch manager and one of the 

female staJ had come to the bungalow to see what all the disturbance was about.
I sat in the living room with my head in my hands while Tomoz explained that I was 

fucking crazy, that it had nothing to do with them, and that they needed to fuck oJ. They 
+nally left.

This would be reported to Reggie in the morningEmaybe even to the police tonight.
I grabbed my bag and started to leave.
When she saw me walking out the door, her body completely de1ated.
“Oaby, don’t leave me, please,” she pleaded.
Hearing her so afraid and feeling let down by me broke my heart.
It stopped me in my tracks. I had walked out the front door( Tomoz was now standing 

outside on the stoop.
I put my bag down and walked over to her. I took her head in my hands and kissed her 

forehead. She immediately wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me to her. She 
held me so tightly I could barely breathe.

Her body started sobbing.
We just held each other. And held each other. And held each other some more. In 

silence.
Slowly, very slowly, she started to come back into her body.
So, I gently lowered her down onto the step of the stoop.
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I put my arm around her, and she let her head fall onto my shoulder.
“I‘m sorry for being such an asshole, baby,” I said.
Her head was pressed against my shoulder. She nodded in agreement that, yes, I had 

been an asshole.
There weren’t many times Tomoz agreed with anything I said, so I took that as a small 

victory.
“I want you to know something,” I said. “I do believe in you, baby. I am your biggest 

cheerleader. I am also your biggest protector. I know you can do anything you set your 
mind toElike you’re modeling and horse riding, anything. I also know men want you for 
their sel+sh agendas and promise you anything to get what they want from you.”

She nodded in agreement again.
“I don’t believe you really want to be with this Dickie guy.”
“Reggie,” she corrected me.
Don’t push it right now, I thought.
“I know you wanted me to be jealous and come out here to claim you and take you 

home.”
She nodded again.
“Well, I am jealous, and I am here to claim you. You are mine, and I don’t want any 

other man or woman to have you.”
She needed to hear me say it.
“ékay,” she said in a whisper.
“I’m here. Please don’t push me away. I don’t want to go. Is it okay if I just stay here 

with you?” I told her and asked her at the same time.
She nodded again. Then she swung her legs across mine and sat in my lap.
She was sitting sideways on me. Then she put her arms around my neck and let her 

head rest on my chest.
Her breathing started to steady, and she slowly melted into me, holding onto me for 

dear life.
I thought if only we could keep it this way.
Moments like these made all the madness and mayhem worthwhile.
I looked downEher breathing was calm now, her body relaxed. She looked so peaceful. 

I had my girl back.
I rocked her like that for –3G–0 minutes. We were both exhausted.
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%inally, I took her inside. I lay her on the bed and snuggled up behind her. I wrapped 
my arms around her, and she grasped my hands tightly.

“I love you,” I whispered in her ear.
She snuggled even closer, holding onto me. Then we fell asleep in each other’s arms.
I woke up early. I had to leave to get back and prepare for my next trip.
Fently, I woke her and let her know I was leaving.
I kissed her forehead.
She whispered, “Don’t leave,” then drifted back to sleep.
én the way home, I started thinking about the speeding ticket.
éf course, I deserved it.
A friend from 8alifornia came to visit me about a year ago. Her name was —aia.
She drove across the country from 2A, stopping to see other friends in diJerent cities 

along the way. She has a OMW MB, which is a very fast car. She got +ve speeding tickets 
on her journey. She paid an attorney to get her out of all of them.

So later, I called her and asked if that attorney might know an attorney in %lorida who 
could do the same thing for me. She called him, and he knew an attorney who did the 
same thing in Tampa.

I hired him, and he got me oJ the ticket. How? I have no idea. Out his fee was !–,'33.
I know that is totally unfair. No, not his fee. The fact that you can pay to get out of a 

ticket.
I got oJ cheap. I could have gone to jail. I could have lost my license. My insurance 

would have at least doubled with a conviction for driving ––0 mph.
The system is created for the wealthy. Simple as that. It’s not right, I know. Out that is 

reality.
The news of the previous evening’s events got back to Reggie.
The following day, the job oJer disappeared. He needed the car and the bungalow. He 

had some business associates coming into town. So, she had to leave.
Tomoz didn’t even bat an eye. She just called me, told me what happened, and told me 

I needed to come and pick her up. Simple as ordering pie.
éf course, I went into …Rescue, Save, and %ix’ mode and drove over to pick her up.
As I took the B-hour drive to go and pick her up, I thought about what had happened 

over the past few days. How she had so 5uickly found another guyEin just a couple of 
hoursEa guy much richer than me. She got him to give her a bungalow and a Mercedes 
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033S2 AMF and oJered her a job as his private prostitute "kidding, I am still very jealousK, 
I mean, as the manager of his resort.

She could have just left me in the dust and lived an extraordinary life with this Dickie 
guy. Out she didn’t.

I realized she really did want to be with me.
In the beginning, I was just another markEa rich guy she could take down, use, abuse, 

and take everything away from.
In the beginning, we were both in danger. I was in danger of losing everything I had 

spent my whole life building. Tomoz was in danger of falling in love with me.
Tomoz no longer wanted to take me down. She had fallen in love with me. She didn’t 

want to be with anyone else.
She had shown me that she had the ability and power to leave me anytime she wanted. 

She didn’t need me( she wanted to be with me. That realization brought me to tears.
éf course, I drove at breakneck speed. I prayed the police oCcer who pulled me over 

wasn’t on duty. If he was, I was going to jail. %ortunately, he wasn’t, and I arrived at the 
ranch safely.

When I arrived at her bungalow, she came running out to meet me. This time, I rode 
in on the white horseEthe white Rolls RoyceEjust like she did in the white taxi when I 
ran out of gas on the Skyway Oridge, which seemed so long ago.

I got out of the car, and she ran and jumped into my arms.
“What took you so fucking long? I thought you weren’t coming,” she said, holding me 

tight, with her legs curled up behind her and her arms around my neck. 
“Well, I had to stop and pick up a few things, and I was hungry, so I stopped and had 

some lunch,” I teased.
“éh, stopX Why can’t you just be nice to me, tell me you love me and that you’ll never 

let me leave you again?” she whined.
“2isten, Doris,” I would sometimes call her Doris when she was being silly, “the next 

time you scare me like this, if you ever doEwhich you better notEI swear to Fod, I will... 
well, I don’t know what I’ll do, but it will be drastic, and you won’t like it,” I threatened 
weakly.

“éh, wow, now I want you to do it to me, baby,” she teased.
“Seriously, baby, you scared the shit out of me. Please don’t put me through that again. 

You have no idea how painful and annoying that drive is.” I swear, I start saying something 
loving, and then my sarcasm slips out. I can’t help it.
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We were now walking to the bungalow. “Uvery time you start to say something nice, 
you always spoil it,” she pouted.

“I know. It’s a terrible habit. I’m sorry,” I said sincerely. I took her by the hand and 
turned her toward me. “2isten, babe, I love you, and I know you love me too. I never 
want to go through this again. I realize I’ve never trusted you, and that’s caused a lot of 
problems between us. You’ve proven to me that I can trust you and that you really do 
want to be with meEnot for the money, but because you truly love meEand that means 
everything to me,” I said earnestly.

“Well, love is a strong word:” she said, trailing oJ.
“See, now you’re doing itX” I said incredulously.
“Well, it’s time you took some of your own medicine. So now you know how it feels, 

Mr. Udwards,” she laughed as she skipped into the bungalow.
I walked in behind her. She was +nishing putting her bags together.
“Do you have any idea how many wealthy guys are on that website?” she asked me. 

Now she was on a roll. She wanted to make sure I knew that she could do this again at the 
drop of a hat.

I didn’t want to think about it or have her tell me, so I tried to change the subject. 
“Which bags are ready for me to put in the car?” I asked.

“None of them.” As she sat down on the sofa, she said, “8ome here and sit next to me.”
I got the distinct feeling I was going to get more of my own medicineEand that it was 

going to taste awful.
I sat down next to her, ready to have her jam the spoon in my mouth. I was facing 

straight ahead.
“2ook at me, baby,” she said, shaking my arm. I turned toward her with my puppy 

eyesEor what I hoped looked like puppy eyesEhoping for some mercy.
“I really do want to be with you. I hope you do see that now. I don’t need you, Stephen, 

or anyone else for that matter. I’ve taken care of myself since I was –q.”
“Yes, I intended to take everything away from you in the beginning. Out the longer we 

were together, the more I fell in love with you. We began to fall in love with each other. 
Now it’s diJerent. You have to start believing in us. I need you to let me be who I am.”

“You will not like all of it, but you know you love most of it. I will never be a housewife( 
I will never be normal, Stephen. I know I am a handful. That will never change. Yes, I need 
you to be strong with me, and you are. Out you will never control me, Stephen. You’ve 
got to let me be wild and free sometimes. 8an you do that?” she told, and asked me.
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“I’m not exactly sure what that means, but I’m gonna do my best, baby.” And I meant 
it. I knew I needed to let her be who she is. I also knew it would be tough for me.

2ike I’ve said before, I’m very insecure. Tomoz made me feel even more insecure, not 
because of what she did so much, but because of how she looked. She’s so beautiful( I was 
terri+ed some other guy would sweep her oJ her feet and steal her from me. She could 
have any guy she wanted. That was never the 5uestion. The real problem? I wasn’t sure 
I’d ever be enough for her.

“You better do your best. ékay, let’s go home. I haven’t had sex since yesterday, and I’m 
horny as hell. I need you to fuck my brains out.”

I started to grab her bags, and then I realized, “Wait a minute, we didn’t have sex 
yesterdayX” I shouted.

She ran out to the car laughing. “It took you long enough to +gure that outX” She 
shouted back at me.

“Very funny. Wait till I get you home and spank your assX” I said, laughing.
“éh, please, baby, I want you to spank me hard. I’ve been a very, very naughty girl.” 

She was laughing even harder now.
I put the bags in the car, then I folded Tomoz into her seat.
We spent the drive home reliving everything that happened. Her pretending she was 

going to bed and talking with her mother. The dark picture with her wearing her makeup, 
—osh coming to the house. Her throwing him out. Her +nding Dickie on the online dating 
site. Her ranting texts, the picture of her giving me the middle +nger, Dickie’s ranch, the 
fucking stupid train.

Her coming back to the house in a Mercedes 00S2 AMF. Fiving me back the Patek 
Philippe watch, which she stole in the +rst placeX Foing to McDonald‘s, then the Ritz for 
lunch. Making love all over the house when we got back. Me telling her all the things I 
love about her. Me going to the ranch, the dinner, my jealousy, the ranch hand, and the 
maid coming over to the bungalow, her telling them it was none of their business and to 
fuck oJ.

It had only been a few daysX
After we had +nished the review, we were getting close to home. I said to her, “I 

remember you promising that you would give me a blow job to get me in the car when 
we went to dinner. Then you reneged on the promise. I think you still owe me one.”
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“I don’t owe you anything, Mr. I don’t want you to come yet. So, as long as you don’t 
mind me teasing you the whole way home, I’ll be happy to suck your cock until you can’t 
take it anymore so you’re rock hard and ready to fuck my brains out when we get home.”

“You drive a hard bargain, my dear,” I said, emphasizing the words TdriveT and Thard.T
She just rolled her eyes, pulled the zipper of my pants down, and took my cock in her 

mouth.
Somehow, the drive always went faster when she gave me a blow job. Weird.
I was rock hard when we arrived home, as she promised I would be. “2et’s get you 

inside,” she said. “Inside me, I mean. I need you inside me, baby.” She looked at me with 
pleading eyes.

I never stood a chance, ever. She had me long ago at “Hi.” 
I took Tomoz by the hand and walked slowly into the master bedroom. It was hard to 

believe she was home again. It was overwhelming. As we reached the edge of the bed, I put 
my hand on her shoulder, turned her towards me, and kissed her passionately. I wanted 
her to feel how much I loved her. I pressed my lips onto hers. She pushed back, showing 
me that my love was reciprocated.

We fell onto the bed together, still locked in our kiss. I began taking her clothes oJ very 
slowly. She lay there, just letting me do whatever I wanted. She wanted me to take control. 
She needed me to own her. To let her feel free. To no longer need to think. She needed to 
escape the demons in her mind, even if only for a short while.

As she lay there before me, totally naked, she spread her arms and legs out, giving herself 
to me completely. “Oaby, I want you to destroy me, please. I need you to take away all the 
pain, baby. I want you to use me, I need you to fuck me until I can’t take any more and 
then keep fucking me. When you’ve +nished with me, I want to know I’ve been fucked. 
I mean, really fucked,” she said like she was ordering dinner from the waiter.

I sat in front of her, looking into her pleading eyes, letting her wait. She looked at me, 
like, TWhat are you thinking? And what are you going to do?T

I just sat there staring at her in silence, keeping her in anticipation. She was about to say 
something when I 1ipped her over onto her stomach. She let out a little gasp of surprise. 
“Wait there,” I commanded. “Don’t move.”

I got oJ the bed and went to the bathroom to get some towels and the coconut oil. She 
had a bad reaction to regular massage oil, especially if I put it inside her. érganic virgin 
coconut oil is hypoallergenic, safe, and natural. I went back into the bedroom. Tomoz was 
lying exactly where and how I had left her. I put on some music. Delerium.
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I made her roll on her side and put the towels underneath her. Then I climbed onto 
the bed and sat across her lower back. I started dripping the coconut oil on her back. Drip 
by drip. Then, I gently began rubbing it into the folds of her skin. Uneading her back 
muscles, her arms, and her neck. Pushing my hands deep into her. Her eyes were closed, 
letting out occasional little moans.

I give an amazing massage. I have been told I have very healing hands and energy. I did 
this for at least B3 minutes. Her back was completely oiled up. Then I got oJ her back and 
started on her legs. %irst her feet, then her ankles, her calves, and behind her knees. Then 
her thighs and to the top of her legs, gradually getting closer and closer to her pussy.

The anticipation was killing her. She knew it was coming. Now I was gently touching 
her pussy from behind, driving her crazy. I pulled her apart with the +ngers of my left 
hand. She could feel my breath as I gently breathed into her pussy. I put two of my 
right-hand +ngers dripping with coconut oil inside her. She was moaning louder now. 
I began thrusting my +ngers in and out, in and out to the beat of the music. I massaged 
her butt at the same time. Then I took two +ngers from both hands and began fucking 
her with four +ngers at the same time.

Then I alternated. Putting two +ngers inside her, and as I pulled them out, I thrust 
the other two inside her. As her legs were beginning to shake, I pulled her up onto her 
knees, spread them apart, grabbed a large handful of coconut oil, and smeared it all over 
her ass and pussy, so it was dripping down in between her buttocks, her pussy and down 
her thighs. I was making love to her entire body, inch by inch. Touching her gently, then 
forcefully. I caressed her and then took her and dominated her, pushing her hard into the 
bed and giving her a strong, deep massage.

Then I began massaging her pussy. Oy now, she was completely drenched in coconut 
oil and was totally gone.

I let her stay there, unable to move, while I went into the sex room and got her two 
favorite toys.

When I came back, she was still there with her ass up in the air waiting for me to 
+nish her. It was going to be a while. I got behind her and began gently massaging her 
pussy again. She was now pushing back against my hands, wanting it harder and deeper. 
I resisted her trying to get me to move faster and harder. Teasing her mercilessly.

Her juices were mixed with the coconut oil. It was very erotic.
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As I was +ngering her pussy with three +ngers from my left hand, I picked up the black 
dildo with the handle on the bottom and put the tip close to her pussy. She didn‘t know 
it was there. Yet.

As I continued to +nger her, I suddenly thrust the dildo inside her pussy. She let out a 
gasp of sheer ecstasy.

Now it was easier to fuck her hard with the handle of the dildo to thrust the black cock 
deep and hard inside her.

The constant rhythm of me pounding her was just too much. Her legs began to shake. 
I just kept going. Harder and harder, deeper and deeper. Her body started to convulse. 
I just kept going. She came. Then came again. I just kept going. She collapsed onto her 
face. I 1ipped her over.

“épen your mouth,” I commanded her. Her eyes were wide, and she looked afraid, 
moving her head from side to side.

“I said open your mouth,” I said sternly. She stopped moving her head from side to side 
and opened her mouth. I put the black cock, with the handle, in her mouth. “Now suck 
that,” I said.

She began sucking. I took her other favorite black cock and put it in her pussy. Her eyes 
opened even wider. Then I sat across her waist and began dripping coconut oil all over 
her chest, her breasts, her stomach, and her neck. I did the same thing I did to her back. 
Fently caressed her and then pushed my hands deep into her 1esh and muscles, paying 
extra attention to her breasts and nipples.

She was breathing heavily through her nose because the black cock +lled her mouth. I 
oiled her arms, her neck, and her torso. Her neck is one of her erogenous zones. She could 
literally come when I would hold her tightly by her neck. She loved it when I pushed my 
cock into her neck and then in her mouth, back and forth. Then I got oJ her and started 
on the front of her legs.

She was still lying there with one black dildo in her mouth and the other one deep in 
her pussy.

Her eyes were closed again. She was lost now. The pain was gone, and she was free. This 
is what she wanted.

I started at her feet again and worked my way up to her pussy. Her entire body was now 
drenched in coconut oil. I took the big black dildo out of her pussy and used it to push 
her pussy wide open. I began +lling her with coconut oil until it was pouring out of her 
and down her thighs and legs. I +lled her up more. Then suddenly, I thrust the big black 
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dildo back inside her again. The coconut oil came gushing out of her pussy. I sat next to 
her side so I could thrust the dildo deep in her pussy while I simultaneously thrust the 
other dildo in her mouth in and out.

She was thrashing her legs, and her eyes were getting wider and wider. I just kept going( 
there would be no mercy.

Her whole body began convulsing again. I kept going. She was shaking her head no 
more. I kept going. She tried to sit up to stop me. I pushed her back down and kept going.

%inally, she pushed herself up. I took the dildo out of her mouth, and she started 
gasping for air. “Oaby, I can’t take anymore. Dear Fod, please. You have to stop, baby, 
please.” She pleaded.

“Oaby, you said, “Oaby, I want you to destroy me, please. I need you fuck me until I 
can’t take anymore, and then keep fucking me. When you have +nished with me, I want 
to know I have been fucked. I mean, really fucked.” “I am just doing what you asked me 
to do,” I said, smiling.

“I know what I asked you to do, but I didn’t mean it literallyX”
She started to get her breath back. “—esus 8hrist, I thought I was going to have a heart 

attack. What is wrong with you? You are fucking sexual monsterX”
TThank you, I think? ér maybe I should apologize? Monster? What is wrong with you? 

I can’t believe I messed up so badly. —eez,T I teased.
Then I started laughing. Then she started laughing. She sat up in front of me with her 

legs tucked underneath her, like in the lotus position, took my hands in hers, and looked 
at me intensely.

TOaby, I need you to know what you just did to me, but I don’t even know how to 
begin to describe it.T She paused and drew a breath( she was still a little breathless. When 
she caught her breath, she continued. TWhen you started to massage me, it felt good, but 
it was pretty normal. Then, as you continued, the way you touched and caressed every 
inch of my body, I felt completely enveloped by your love.T

“ I literally had a full-body orgasm, my body was convulsing, and I lost control of all my 
bodily functions. It was like my brain exploded, and +reworks were exploding throughout 
my entire body. At one point, I couldn’t breathe, and I am pretty sure I lost consciousness. 
It was like all my bodily circuits were blown out( I couldn’t take it anymore.”

“I thought I had died and gone to heaven. Seriously, I was out there. I had all kinds of 
indescribable, amazing visions. I saw myself surrounded by this incredible, intense, bright 
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light. It was like the light was alive, speaking to me, telling me that I was safe and loved, 
that we were meant to be together. Oaby, was that an angel or just me talking to myself?”

TYes,T I said 1atly.
TWhat do you mean ‘Yes‘? Which one was it?T she asked, confused.
TOoth,T I said. Now she was really confused.
“Oaby, please don’t go into some spiritual enlightenment class right now. —ust answer 

me in human speak,” she said, needing a more grounded explanation.
TIt means you speak to yourself when you stand on the stage, you are the audience, and 

yes, you are the sage,T I explained. I knowEnot a very grounded explanation.
TWhat?T She was now even more confused. TWhat does that even mean?T
TThat, my dear, was some Soultry that came through me many years ago. It means 

there is only one person in the room. You. You are everything and everyone. You are the 
universe and everything in it. So yes, that was an angel speaking to you, and yes, you were 
also talking to yourselfEit is the same thing, baby,T I said in an Indian accent.

Tékay, Deepak Udwards, I have no idea what you are talking about. That all just 
sounded crazy.T Then she continued, TWell, anyway, it was fucking incredible.T She looked 
down and shook her head like she was trying to wrap her head around what had just 
happened.

Then she looked up at me again and said, “The coconut oil felt like your cum all over 
me. Oaby, that was intense. What you did is not normal. Seriously, you are a sexual savant.”

“Well, that sounds better than being a sexual monster,” I said, feeling better about my 
performance. I mean, monster? WT%?

“That is the best way I can explain it all. Oaby, that wasEwell, it was beyond words. 
Who taught you how to do that?” She was blown away.

Now, there was a door wide open for me to walk through and say something hilarious 
but extremely self-destructive at the same time.

I managed to resist the temptation and tell the truth. “You want to know the truth?” 
I asked her.

“Now, I am not sure,” she said, afraid of what I might tell her.
“The truth is, you just bring that out of me, baby. No one taught me how to do that. I 

swear to Fod, Tomoz, I have never done that for another woman in my life. I just followed 
your body, your movement, and my intuition. That’s how I was able to do all that. There 
was no script or premeditated thought. 
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I didn’t know what I would do when I started or throughout the whole experience. It 
just all came to me as I was going along. It was as though I was being guided. It was my 
soul showing you how much I love you in a way your mind, body, and spirit could truly 
understand. With everything that has happened over the last few days, our feelings and 
emotions for each other are heightened, and I let mine all out on you just now.”

Tomoz looked at me like she had never looked at me before. She was speechless. Tears 
began to well up in her eyes. We were both sitting up in front of each other. She opened 
her arms, leaned forward, and put them behind my neck. Then she just collapsed into me, 
shaking her head. It was all overwhelming for both of us.

Tomoz had never been in a relationship like this before. She had numbed her feelings. 
She was afraid to feel emotionally vulnerable. She had been hurt by men all her life. To her, 
it was always just sexEno feeling or emotion. 2ike eating a meal, it was just something she 
needed to do, but once it was over, she just took her body, took a shower, and got back on 
with her day, like washing the dishes after a meal.

Now she knew she had more. She had a partner with whom she could be vulnerable 
yet safe. That was the weight that had been lifted oJ her shoulders. She had wanted this 
all her life but had stopped believing it was possible for her because of how she looked. 
How crazy is that? Her beauty had truly become a curse for her. 

Uvery woman thinks they want to look like Tomoz, that their life would be so much 
easier. In fact, nothing could be further from the truth. Tomoz felt that every man just 
wanted to fuck her and leave her. That she was not worthy of love. In my own way, from 
my own experiences, I felt exactly the same way. Now, we both knew diJerently. %inally, 
we felt loved and lovable. That was the shift we both felt.

There was nothing to say. I pulled her over and fell onto my side. She was now lying 
beside me with her arms still around my neck. We fell asleep in each other’s arms, like we 
had done so many times before. Out this time, it was diJerent. Something had changed( 
everything had shifted.

When I woke up, Tomoz was pouring coconut oil on my chest. When she saw my eyes 
open, she smiled. “I hope I’m not disturbing you, baby,” she purred.

I just shook my head no. Tomoz proceeded to do what I had done to her for me. When 
she had me rock hard, she mounted me and rode me to heaven. I wanted to just stay there. 
With her. %orever. %or eternity. V7B. Maybe we will get there someday.

Delerium was still playing over the speakers. The words +t perfectly. Isn’t that always 
the way it is when you are in love?
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We were both exhausted and covered in baby oil. Despite the towels, so was the bed. 
We didn’t care( we just lay together, staring at the ceiling.

“Oaby, what just happened?” she said, turning her face to look at mine.
“You feel it, too?” I asked her.
“Yes. I don’t know what it is, but I feel diJerent. 2ike a huge weight has been lifted oJ 

me,” she said, a little confused.
“I feel the same way, like the tension between us has been lifted,” I replied.
“Yes, exactly,” she said, turning on her side and looking at me.
“Oaby, is this real? ér is this just us being overly emotional in the moment?” she said 

nervously.
“Ooth. It is real, baby, AND we are being overly emotional. We have been through so 

much together, and the thought of losing each other almost manifested right before us. 
Now we‘re back together, and all that pent-up emotion is just 1ooding out of us.” I tried 
to explain the unexplainable. You know how guys like their girls to think they can explain 
everything, but they really can’t. Uvery woman knows that.

Then I said, “It’s up to us now, baby. We have a chance at a whole new beginning.” I 
turned on my side and looked into her eyes. Then I continued, “What happened over the 
past week was a huge wake-up call for me. Oaby, I thought I might lose you. I have never 
felt so scared. And I have been through some scary shit in my life.”

“2ike what?” She was dying to know.
“éne day, I will tell you, baby, but not right now. I don’t want to live through all that 

pain again right now, and it would take too long. Out I will tell you, I promise.”
“When?” She didn’t want to wait another minute.
“Oaby, please just let it go for now. 2et’s focus on us and our future and not worry 

about the pastEany of it. The only thing that matters right now is you and me and what 
we are going to do with our lives together.”

“ékay, baby. So, what are we going to do with our lives together? Tell meEI am dying 
to know.” Her eyes were lit up.

“So, here’s the plan. We have sex three times a day( you make me breakfast, lunch, and 
dinner( you live in the sex room, and you are my submissive sex slave. How does that 
sound?” I teased.

Without missing a beat, she came back with, “Oaby, we are pretty much doing all that 
already. Uxcept for the cooking part, which will never happen. What else?” she asked coyly.
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“True dat,” I said, knowing I was never gonna get away with that. “Oaby, I just got you 
back. 8an we just enjoy being with each other for a few days before we start talking about 
the future?” I could barely think straight after what we just did to each other.

“ékay, baby, whatever you say. I am just so happy right now. I never want this to end, 
that’s all. I want to know that this is how you really feelEthat I am safe, that you will 
never let me go, ever again,” she said 5uietly, needing some certainty.

TI don’t know how else to say it, Tomoz EI’m yours,T I breathed. T%or better or worse, 
through every storm, I’d rather be lost with you than safe without you.T

She turned on her back and smiled. “ékay then, I was just checking.”
I grabbed her by the waist and pulled her on her side again. “That is all you have to say 

after I lay out my heart to you?” I asked her, like, for fuck’s sake, give me something.
“Yes, baby. I mean, what do you want me to say?” She teased me even more, trying to 

get me to say it.
“Why are you being so mean to me? Why can’t you just be nice to me?” I said, doing 

my caricature impression of her.
“I don’t talk like that. And yes, that is exactly what you do to me,” she said, pouting a 

little and teasing a lot.
“ékay, never mind,” I said, feigning a pout.
“Oaby, I have already shown you that I love you more than any woman has ever loved 

you or ever will. I have fucking chased you till I am exhausted. You keep running away.” 
She paused.

Then she continued, “I have been everything you could ever wish for in a woman and 
then some. I have shown you that I will do anything for you. So don’t pretend that you 
don’t know I love you more than anything in the world.”

“You know I am yours and could never love anyone like I love you. There, was that 
enough?” She had laid her heart out for me, in her way, with a little protection at the end. 
She always had to have the last word and Eon her terms.

Yes, that was enough for me. %or now. Although I knew that enough is never enough. 
We always want more. I wanted it all, and so did Tomoz. We didn’t realize we already had 
it all.

I turned onto my back and smiled. “ékay then, I was just checking,” I said, back to 
teasing her.

She reached out with her right hand and slapped my stomach, making me lurch up, 
holding my belly. I made the most of it, but, as usual, I got no sympathy.
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“So now that you have it all +gured out, what ARU we going to do?” she asked.
“How about we get some sleep so I have enough energy to fuck your brains out three 

times tomorrow?” I said, being serious and joking at the same time.
We both got under the sheets and pulled the duvet over us.
“ékay, baby, I need to recharge my batteries too. Sleep well,” she said, yawning. Then, 

as she was drifting oJ, she added, “It’s been another crazy day, baby.”
She turned onto her side, pulled her legs up, and snuggled into her pillow. Within 

minutes, she was out.
“Food night, baby. Sleep tight,” I whispered as I turned oJ the lights, though I don’t 

think she even heard me.
As I drifted oJ to sleep, I thoughtW If I hadn’t gone to get her back, she really would 

have been Gone Girl. I had almost lost her. The relief was overwhelming. I said a 5uiet 
prayer of gratitude.

I stopped editing, stopped judging—there was only the flow of ideas moving onward, and 
I let them take me wherever they wanted to go.

It was a new beginning for us. The very next day, we started our new life togetherEand 
we lived happily ever after.

The End.
—ust as I’ve always wanted to start a book about my life with, “This is a true story,” I’ve 

always dreamed of ending my life story with, “And we lived happily ever after.”
Maybe one day I will.
Out not yet. Not now.
So, this is NOT the end?
Not even close.
This is barely the beginning of this crazy, magical mystery ride.
This is just where our journey pausesEfor now.
Out there is so much more to come.
This is only the end of the +rst book in The Venus Fly Trap Saga.



Epilogue

 When I rstd ceiwcec dhe Vswde dhe uenFt lyT aspo I dhgFbhd I VgFyc ke pkye dg bed dhe 
Vhgye tdgsT wndg gne thgsd kgg.N vgd eBen iygteN 1gg. j wt sepyyT mFtd dhe wndsgcFidwgnN 

ahese wt tg ,FihS ,Fih ,gse dg dhe tdgsTN
’g Vhpdxt wn dhe ne?d kgg.M Dgse te?S p ygd ,gse te?N Yget pnTgne bg dg mpwyM OetN Yg 

TgF bFTt bed enbpbecM OetN Yg TgF bFTt bed ,psswecM q.S engFbh fFetdwgnt Lgs ngVN :ed 
,e mFtd deyy TgF dhwt2 ahe uenFt lyT aspo E2 zngFbh It veBes zngFbhS wt eBen ispRwesS 
,gse e?iwdwnbS pnc ,gse p,pRwnb dhpnS ahe uenFt lyT aspo2 ’e?S :wetS pnc —eoesiFttwgntS 
Vhwih hgoeLFyyT e?ieecec TgFs e?oeidpdwgntN Id iesdpwnyT e?ieecec ,wneN

’gS Vhg ksgFbhd dhe ywbhdS pnc Vhg ksgFbhd dhe cps.nett dg dhe seypdwgnthwoM
ahpdxt Lgs TgF dg ceiwceN qL igFsteS epih gL FtS wn gFs gVn VpTS ksgFbhd kgdhN We 

thgVec epih gdhes dhe ketd gL gFsteyBetHpnc dhe VgstdN ahese Vese ,g,endt gL thees 
mgT pnc ,g,endt gL Fddes ihpgtN ahe ketd gL dw,etN ahe Vgstd gL dw,etN 1Fd ng ,pddes 
VhpdS Ve hpc dhe dw,e gL gFs ywBetN

Ixc yw.e dg tpT tg,edhwnb wn ,T ceLenteS kFd FnLgsdFnpdeyTS I ipnxd dhwn. gL pnTdhwnb I 
igFyc ogttwkyT tpT dhpd igFyc p,gFnd dg pnT .wnc gL ceLenteN DT kehpBwgs Vpt BesT gLden 
wnceLentwkyeN

ahe dsFdh wtS dhese wt ngdhwnb sepyyT dg ceLencN
vgdhwnb dg LgsbwBeN
vgd Lgs ewdhes gL FtN
We Vese mFtd kewnb hF,pnN PF,pn kewnbtN We Vese cgwnb dhe ketd Ve igFyc Vwdh 

dhe setgFsiet Ve hpc pBpwypkye dg Ft pd dhe dw,eN Aeshpot Ve igFyc hpBe mFtd Ftec hpBwnb 
,gse setgFsietN We kgdh .neV keddesN 1Fd Vhpd TgF .ngV pnc Vhpd TgF cgS ygbwi pnc 
septgnS hpBe ng seypdwgnthwo Vwdh epih gdhes Vhen ogVesLFy e,gdwgnt yw.e LepsS mepygFtTS 
wnteiFswdTS pnc gL igFste ygBe pse pccec dg dhe efFpdwgnN We ygtd gFs ,wnctN :wdespyyTN

:w.e I tpwc wn dhe kebwnnwnbHVe pse kgdh ceeoyT UpVecN
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1Fd wd wt dhgte UpVt dhpd ,pce Ft Vhg Ve pseN Id Vpt dhgte UpVt dhpd oFyyec Ft dgbedhes 
yw.e ogVesLFyS wssetwtdwkye ,pbnedtHUpVt dhpd heyoec Ft dg Fncestdpnc epih gdhes pnc 
isepdec pyy dhgte ispRTS swcwiFygFtS cpnbesgFtS desswLTwnbS hwypswgFtS ,wspiFygFtS pnc ,pbC
wipy ,g,endt dhpd Vese dhe dw,et gL gFs ywBetN

I VgFycnxd ihpnbe p dhwnbN WeyyS ,pTke Ixc Vwn ,gse bp,et gL kpi.bp,,gnZ
ahwt kgg. wt cecwipdec dg TomozS dhe ,gtd kepFdwLFyS p,pRwnbS 4—9XO Vg,pn I hpBe 

eBes ,edHpnc dhe ygBe gL ,T ywLeN I ygBe TgF asFyTS DpcyTS YeeoyTS 3z3z ;E0N
In ahe uenFt lyT aspo ES zngFbh It veBes zngFbhS TgFxyy rnc dhe pntVest dg pyy TgFs 

fFetdwgntN ahe csp,p wndentwret keTgnc keyweLS Vwdh dVwtdt pnc dFsnt dhpd Vwyy .eeo TgF 
hgg.ec pt Ve rbhd Lgs gFs BesT tFsBwBpyHpnc Lgs dhe Fncenwpkye ygBe dhpd Tomoz pnc I 
FncgFkdecyT thpseN

qhS epsywes wn dhe kgg.S I osg,wtec dg thpse tg,e ’gFydsT Vwdh TgFN ahwt opsdwiFyps 
’gFydsT wt oesLeid Lgs dhwt ,g,end wn dhe tdgsT gL ahe uenFt lyT aspoN

lwstdS yed ,e e?oypwn ’gFydsT pnc hgV wd cw'est Lsg, ogedsTN AgedsT wt ispLdec Vwdh ceeo 
dhgFbhd wn dhe ,wncS ig,kwnec Vwdh e,gdwgnN AgedsT hpt ,pnT oFsogtet pnc ipn ke Ftec 
dg e?oypwn ,pnT .wnct gL ywLe e?oeswenietN

’gFydsTS hgVeBesS wt Vswdden oFseyT Lsg, dhe tgFyN Id UgVt Lsg, dhe FnigntiwgFt ,wncS 
ig,oyedeyT ceBgwc gL igntiwgFt dhgFbhdN

OgF tw,oyT cg ngd .ngV dhe ne?d Vgsc TgF Vwyy VswdeN Idxt p ywddye cwtigniesdwnb pnc 
dp.et Lpwdh dg mFtd yed bg pnc yed dhe oen gs dhe .eTkgpsc dp.e gBesN

When TgF Vswde dhe rstd dhwnb dhpd UgVt Lsg, TgFs hepsd dg TgFs ,wncS wd wt ipyyec 
pFdg,pdwi VswdwnbN ahenS dhe enesbT kFwyct wntwce TgFN Id keig,et p BwkspdwgnN OgF ipn 
Leey dhe shTdh, pnc shT,e swtwnb Fo Vwdhwn TgFN

ahe hwbhes dhe BwkspdwgnS dhe Lptdes dhe shTdh, pnc shT,e keig,eN Whpd TgF Vswde 
ig,et Lsg, ceeo Vwdhwn TgFs tgFyN

ahe yeBey gL Bwkspdwgn TgF e?oeswenie cedes,wnet dhe ceodh gL dhe ’gFydsTN Id wt yw.e TgF 
sepih BpsTwnb yeBeyt gL igntiwgFtnett epih dw,e TgF ig,e dg VswdeN OgFs kgcT keig,et p 
Bettey Lgs dhwt enesbTS BwkspdwgnS gs igntiwgFtnett dg e?osett wdteyL dhsgFbh TgFN

’gFydsT UgVt Lsg, dhe hepsd wn p tdsep, gL igntiwgFtnett Lsg, TgFs hwbhes ogVesN Id 
wt p cwBwne ,ettpbe Lsg, TgFs hwbhes teyLS se,wncwnb TgF gL Vhg TgF sepyyT pse pnc dhe 
towswdFpy dsFdht dhpd thpoe pnc bgBesn dhe hF,pn e?oeswenieN

ahese wt p iesdpwn ipcenie dg dhe shTdh, pnc shT,eS pnc wd gLden ogFst gFd gL TgF Lgs 
hgFstHmFtd pt wd hpt cgne Lgs ,e ,pnT dw,etN
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OgFxBe osgkpkyT hepsc dhe tpTwnb dhpd Ve pse ngd hF,pnt hpBwnb p towswdFpy e?oeswenieK 
spdhesS Ve pse towswdt hpBwnb p hF,pn e?oeswenieN Id wt dhpd towswd dhpd ygnbt dg e?osett wdteyLS 
UgVwnb dhsgFbh TgF pt TgF VswdeN

8nyw.e ogedsTS ’gFydsT hpt gnyT gne oFsogte2 dg pVp.en gFs towswd pnc goen gFs hepsdt 
dg p neV VgsycN

ahwt neV Vgsyc Vwyy ke kwsdhec Lsg, gFs hepsdtS ngd gFs ,wnctN Id wt gFs hepsdt pnc 
wndFwdwgn dhpd Vwyy bFwce Ft wndg dhe neV Vgsyc Ve pse isepdwnb swbhd ngVN

We pse dspntwdwgnwnb Lsg, p opdswpsihpyCcswBen tgiwedT dg p ,pdswpsihpyCcswBen tgiwedT 
pnc VgsycN ahwt wt VhT dhe Vg,enxt e,ogVes,end ,gBe,end wt tg w,ogsdpndHpnc VhT 
,en ,Ftd hgngs dhe cwBwne Le,wnwneS kgdh wn Vg,en pnc Vwdhwn dhe,teyBetN

ag p ypsbe e?dendS dhwt wt Vhpd Tomoz pnc I Vese dsTwnb dg ig,e dg bswot VwdhN Tomoz wt pn 
wnisecwkyT ogVesLFy Vg,pn Vhg hpt tdeooec wndg hes gVn ogVesN ahpd ogVes Vpt gLden 
cw"iFyd Lgs hes dg igndsgy gs LFyyT FncestdpncN In ,pnT VpTtS the Vpt yw.e p tFoeshesg 
yepsnwnb dg npBwbpde hes tFoeshesg ogVestN

1eLgse I ,ed TomozS I dhgFbhd I hpc wd pyy dgbedhesHdhpd I igFyc hpncye pnTdhwnb pnc 
eBesTdhwnbN 1Fd kewnb Vwdh hes Lgsiec ,e dg ignLsgnd pnc piieod dhwnbt I neBes igFyc hpBe 
w,pbwnecN ’he dpFbhd ,e ,gse dhpn pnT gL dhe bsepd depihest pnc ,endgst I Vpt oswBwyebec 
dg yepsn Lsg,N

Tomoz sepyyT wt Lsg, dg,gssgVHdhe LFdFseN ’he oFthec ,e keTgnc keyweLN ’he fFwde 
ywdespyyT bgd ,e gFd gL ,T ,wnc pnc wndg ,T hepsdN

’he bpBe ,e gne gL dhe bsepdetd bwLdt gL pyyN ’he dpFbhd ,e hgV dg keHhgV dg ke Vhg 
I sepyyT p,S kT kewnb Vhg the sepyyT wtN ’he dpFbhd ,e kT e?p,oyeN

’he neBes yed pnTgne igndsgy hesN ’he igFyc hpBe hpc pyy dhe ,gneT pnc ogttettwgnt 
eBesTgne csep,t gLS kFd the VgFyc neBes ig,osg,wte Vhg the Vpt Lgs pnT gL wdN vgVS 
dhpd dp.et dse,encgFt igFspbeN

OetS the hpt UpVtHtg,e gL Vhwih TgF hpBe Ted dg teeN 1Fd ng ,pddes VhpdS the tdpTec 
dsFe dg hesteyL pnc hes wnhesend npdFseN

ahe ihpyyenbe pnc googsdFnwdT Lgs pyy bencest wt dg se,pwn dsFe dg dhe,teyBet pnc 
dhews wndswntwi npdFseN ahe cwBwceHdhe gnie swbwc ywne kedVeen ,en pnc Vg,enS kedVeen 
bencestHwt cwtpooepswnbN ’ggnS wd Vwyy ng ygnbes e?wtdN

Tomoz .neV dhwtN ’he piieodec eBesTgneS sebpscyett gL dhews bences gs te?Fpy oseLesC
enieN 9t cg IN

Den ipn tdwyy se,pwn ,ptiFywneS pnc Vg,en ipn tdwyy se,pwn Le,wnwneN qs ngdN qs 
pnTdhwnb wn kedVeenN Id wt pyy pkgFd tdpTwnb dsFe dg TgFs gVn dsFdh pnc pyygVwnb dhe topie 
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pnc bspie Lgs gdhest dg cg dhe tp,eN Id wt dhe cwBwne Le,wnwne Vwdhwn Ft dhpd Vwyy nFsdFse 
Ft pyy kpi. dg gFs dsFe npdFseN

We pyy hpBe kgdh ,ptiFywne pnc Le,wnwne enesbT Vwdhwn FtN Id wt dw,e dg hgngs kgdhN
Tomoz VgFyc tg,edw,et ke dhe ,ptiFywne enesbT wn gFs seypdwgnthwoS pnc I VgFyc ke 

dhe ,gse Le,wnwne enesbTN 9nc tg,edw,et Bwie BestpN We ekkec pnc UgVecN 9ncS TetS 
dhese Vese dw,et Vhen Ve kgdh dswec dg hgyc dhe ,ptiFywne enesbTHVhwih yec dg tg,e 
gL dhe hwypswdT pnc ,pcnett TgF mFtd sepc pkgFdN

1Fd wn dhe encS ygBe pyVpTt ksgFbhd Ft kpi. dgbedhesN We pyVpTt LgsbpBe epih gdhes Lgs 
gFs dsetopttet pbpwntd epih gdhesN

ahsgFbhgFd dhe kgg.S I VgFyc tpT dhpd Ve Vese ,wssgst gL epih gdhesN 9nc wd wt dsFeN
ahese wt p kepFdwLFy pnc Vwte DpTpn bseedwnb2 In :p.Jeih 9yp GJwnS Vhwih ,epntS HI p, 

TgFS TgF pse ,eS Ve pse gneNH We pse pyy tw,oyT seUeidwgnt gL epih gdhesN
When dhwt tpisec bseedwnb wt e?ihpnbecS wd wt pyVpTt piig,opnwec kT p betdFseHoypiwnb 

p hpnc gBes dhe hepsdN ahwt bseedwnb se,wnct kgdh oegoye dhpd Ve pse Lps ,gse dhpn gFs 
hF,pn kgcwetK Ve pse opsd gL dhe cwBwne gnenett dhpd ignneidt Ft pyyN Id wt BesT tw,wyps dg 
dhe ’pnt.swd bseedwnb vp,ptdeN

’g,e ,en pse wn Lgs p dgFbh swce pt dheT kebwn dg ygte dhe cg,wnpnie dheT hpBe heyc 
gBes Vg,en wn nepsyT eBesT ptoeid gL dhe hF,pn e?oeswenieN ahpd dw,e wt gBesN

ahwt dspntLgs,pdwgn Vwyy ke ignLFtwnb pnc ihpyyenbwnb Lgs ,pnTN 1Fd dhwt dspntLgs,pC
dwgn wt wneBwdpkyeS mFtd yw.e dhe ipdesowyyps dspntLgs,wnb wndg dhe ,gnpsih kFddesUTN

’gFydsT ig,et Lsg, ig,oyedeyT yeddwnb bg pnc rncwnb TgFsteyL wn p ceeo tdpde gL kywttN
HlgyygV TgFs kywttN
IL TgF cg LgyygV TgFs kywttS
TgF oFd TgFsteyL gn p .wnc gL dspi.
dhpd hpt keen dhese pyy dhe Vhwye Vpwdwnb Lgs TgFS
pnc dhe ywLe TgF gFbhd dg ke ywBwnb
wt dhe gne TgF pse ywBwnbNH
HWhen TgF ipn tee dhpdS TgF kebwn dg ,eed oegoye
Vhg pse wn dhe reyc gL TgFs kywttS pnc dheT goen cggst Lgs TgFN
I tpTS LgyygV TgFs kywtt pnc cgnJd ke pLspwcS pnc cggst Vwyy goen
Vhese TgF cwcnJd .ngV dheT Vese bgwnb dg keN IL TgF LgyygV TgFs kywttS
cggst Vwyy goen Lgs TgF dhpd VgFycnJd hpBe goenec Lgs pnTgne eyteNI
H Jgteoh 4p,okeyy
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9t I Vsgde ’gFydsTS dhese Vese ,g,endt Vhen I VgFyc rnc ,TteyL twddwnb gn dhe Uggs 
gs yTwnb wn kecS FnigndsgyypkyT isTwnb depst gL mgTHgBesig,e kT Vhpd I ipn gnyT cetiswke 
pt p tdpde gL kywttN

ahe dsFdh wtS dhese pse ng Vgsct dg LFyyT ipodFse dhpd LeeywnbN JFtd pt dhese pse ng Vgsct 
dhpd ipn dsFyT cerne gs e?oypwn ygBeN OgF hpBe dg e?oeswenie wd Lgs TgFsteyLHmFtd pt TgF 
ipnngd dsFyT .ngV Kgc Fndwy TgF hpBe TgFs gVn e?oeswenie gL hesN

qL igFsteS Kgc hpt ng bencesN 1Fd Kgc cget hpBe pn pbencpN
9Ldes ,T ’pdgsw e?oeswenieS I dswec dg ke oesLeidHgs pd yeptd Vhpd I dhgFbhd Vpt oesLeidN 

I cwcnxd sepywRe I pysepcT VptN
We pyy pseN
HId wt ngd dhe oesLeidwgn Ve ygBe pkgFd tg,egneN Whg VgFyc Vpnd dg ke Vwdh tg,egne 

Vhg wt oesLeidM PgV kgswnb VgFyc dhpd keM vgS wd wt dhe w,oesLeidwgn dhpd Ve ygBe pkgFd 
gdhes oegoyeNI

H Jgteoh 4p,okeyyS DTdht dg :wBe 1T
Whpd I sepyyT neecec dg cgS pt I tpwc pd dhe kebwnnwnb gL dhwt kgg.S Vpt dg e,kspie ,T 

gVn w,oesLeidwgn pnc ygBe ,TteyLS LgwkyetS LspwydwetS pnc pyyN aheT pse ngd p iFste kFd p bwLdN
’g pse TgFstN
:gBe TgFsteyLHpyy gL TgFN asFyTS DpcyTS YeeoyTN
9nc rnpyyTS hese wt tg,e ’gFydsT ipyyec JDp.e Id OgFs Ysep,J
Enjoy.



Soultry: 'Make It Your 
Dream'

D on’t push too hard—you just might fall.

Being good isn’t enough; you must give it your all.
Unless they need something, they never seem to call,
So we protect ourselves by building a wall.
—
But take down all the walls, and what do you see?
That people are really just like you and like me.
When we can love each other, it sets us all free—
Because what I do for you, I also do for me.
—
We are beginning to balance the left and the right,
The male and the female, the day and the night.
We are coming to realize that we all have second sight,
That inside each one of us shines the brightest light.
—
We are remembering that we need to give and to take,
That nothing is real—reality is just something we make.
Life is never against us; it all happens for our sake,
And life exists in all things, even a snowflake.
—
Everything outside of us is only pretend.
Life never began, and of course, it will never end.
You may not like the truth, but it is really your best friend,
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And you are creating yours with every thought that you send.
—
You are love, light, and energy, with a creative force.
Your thoughts, words, and actions determine your course.
So align yourself with what you know to be true,
That the world you live in is a reflection of you.
—
So what do you see when you look outside?
Does it remind you of what you feel inside?
Are people against you, or are they on your side?
Is your mind closed down, or is your heart open wide?
—
Do you give love freely, or are you caught up in pride?
Can we see who you are, or do you stay home and hide?
Who really knows you? In whom do you confide?
Have you come here to watch—or enjoy the ride?
—
You may not have done it, but have you ever really tried?
How you live is your choice, so you must decide,
Whether you struggle through life, or whether you glide
Will you stay in one place, or will you travel far and wide?
—
Do you believe you can do it, or that you always fail?
Do you wonder what’s out there, or do you set sail?
Would you rather watch TV or would you rather save a whale?
Do you believe in miracles—that life is a fairy tale?
—
Well, I believe in all great things, and I believe in you.
I know that once you decide, there is nothing that you can’t do.
So jump off your mountain and dive into the stream—
Live your life to the full, make it your dream.
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 His work explores the intersection of relationships, power, emotion, and human behav-
ior—unTltered and unapologetic.
 
 Vhe Fenus yl: Vrap is his debut memoir series, blending raw confession, ps:chological 
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Dr. Stephen Paul Edwards is an international speaker, investor, and a PhC in Spir-
itual Oounseling, known for his bold insights on the mind-bod:-spirit connection and 
the transformative power of love. Briginall: from Ulackpool, K1, he moved to ylorida in 
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of the mess: beaut: of love, lust, heartbreak, and healing. Vhis true stor: doesnIt sh: 
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awa: from the madness—it embraces it. ;ith biting wit and profound vulnerabilit:, Cr. 
Stephen challenges the fears and social masks that keep us small, encouraging readers to 
shed their shame, accept their <aws, and revel in the glorious chaos of being human.

Vhrough his words, Cr. Stephen o=ers more than ’ust a stor:—he provides permission. 
Permission to fall hard, to make mistakes, to lose :ourself, and to Tnall: come home to 
who :ou reall: are. His ’ourne: is a raw reminder that while love can be a battleTeld, the 
greatest act of courage is often learning to love :ourself enough to walk awa: or to love 
with reckless abandon.

Nf :ouIre read: to laugh, cr:, cringe a little, challenge ever:thing :ou believe, and come 
out feeling a little more whole, this is :our invitation.

Please visit our website2 FyV3D.com


