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Prologue

I grew up spending most of my life at my Aunt Sandy’s Resort in Michigan. After my mom had died when I was eight years old, Aunt Sandy took the responsibility of raising me until I went to college. I finished college getting a Business Degree, and decided to stay in New York City where I had landed a job working in a private banking establishment.

I was engaged to my boss, the owner of the bank, and working tedious hours on projects after projects for him. I thought he was the greatest thing at the time, then I was proven wrong, and my engagement was off.

That made the second love of my life fall short of marriage. Tommy was my first love at the resort when we were teenagers, but when I went off to college I didn’t hear from him again. I sent letters daily to him receiving nothing back. After graduation from college, I stopped hoping to hear from him, and went on with my life. That was when I met Phillip, and had been hired at his bank. Tommy was then out of the picture, and replaced with Phillip.

Phillip wasn’t the wonderful man as I thought he was, and when I found that out about him I had been fired immediately from the bank. I had no other place to go but back home to Aunt Sandy, and was worried I wouldn’t get back home before another rotten thing would happened. My safety was in jeopardy now, and I knew somehow or another I had to get away from Phillip finding me before I could safely leave.

Not only was I taking a chance of Phillip locating me, I was also in part of knowing information of fraud, and not letting the proper authorities know about the crime Phillip had been doing for so long. I knew what he was capable of doing to keep that a secret no matter what the cost was. That was the part that terrified me the most.

When I got home it felt good, but Phillip wasn’t completely out of the picture by a long shot. Many times I had to look over my shoulder in fear that he would some how be stocking me.

I felt as if I was a failure in life now. Failed at two loves, failed at a fantastic job that I was fired from, scared out of my wits regarding my safety, and having to move back home feeling like a loser, ashamed, and embarrassed.

With Aunt Sandy’s help and understanding, and the help I received from others I had been able to overcome the hellish nightmare that happened in New York City. Being able to tell my story I felt that I have gotten justice for other people wronged at the bank, and felt vindicated for what Phillip had made me go through. The truth will set you free, and it did for me!

 




July

I fly home to Michigan every summer to visit my Aunt Sandy, at her resort on Lake Huron. She was the one who raised me after my mother had passed away, when I was eight years old. That was the worse day of my life, but Aunt Sandy assured me we would always remember my mom. I lost my mom, and she had lost her sister, who was also her best friend. We were going to move on with our lives together helping each other along the way.

My mom had been an elementary school teacher most of her life, and her illness came on quickly taking her life about as fast. It was the hardest thing I had to deal with in my life. My dad wasn’t in the picture at all, but I knew his name, and it was just that, a name to me, nothing more, nothing less. My mom told me he didn’t want to be a father, to be tied down with responsibilities, and bolted when my mother told him she was pregnant. So, I wasn’t planned, and he definitely didn’t want to be a father, so one night he left the house they had shared together, and left town without warning. I was thankful my mother wanted me, and raised me until she wasn’t able to any longer. I felt sad for my mom, when she told me all this, and she vowed she would never trust men again in her life. All I could do is dream of the day I would become a mother, and I knew I wanted to be just like my mom when I did become one.

I think it was something every girl dreams about while growing up, including the important wedding plans that changed every few weeks. I knew what my dream husband would be like, too. Tall, dark, and definitely handsome, like in the books I read whenever I could. He would be the kindest, happiest man that would make lots of money at his job, and love me always and forever.

Aunt Sandy had always wanted children of her own, but she wasn’t able to conceive for some odd reason. Her first husband, Darren, had been killed in action during the war, and she had never remarried, until much later in life. I never knew her first husband, my uncle, but he sounded like a wonderful man from what my mom had told me, and very good to my aunt. Aunt Sandy always said we were her family, feeling blessed having us with her was all she needed. She had a heart of gold working herself to the bone making her resort run as smooth as it did, to making herself a few extra dollars.

My mom and I would spend our entire summers with her at her resort, located on the sandy shores of Lake Huron, as soon as school was out. When I got off the school bus, mom had the car already packed with our clothes, and snacks for me, just waiting for me to hop in the car so we could leave. She loved the resort as much as I did, and being with her sister.

Mom helped Aunt Sandy every summer, by cleaning the twenty-four cabins after the guests left, and washing the many loads of soiled laundry that was involved. I had never seen a basement that had ten washing machines lining the walls with as many dryers, all in one place, other than at the laundromat. Aunt Sandy’s basement was just that, and they were always in use when it came to changing the linens for the next guest to use.

I loved it there, the best part of my life growing up involved the resort. Aunt Sandy never hesitated to take me in to live with her, even before my mom’s funeral was over. She was there to comfort me when I needed it, and I’d like to think I was able to help her through mom’s passing on some days, too. She knew there were other family members that would try to take me, but Aunt Sandy didn’t think they would be a good fit for me, only wanting me for the money they’d receive, and not much on the nurturing side. My mom had it in her will stating this as well, with Aunt Sandy promising her she would care for me. We didn’t visit any other family very often, and I always overheard the many conversations mom and Aunt Sandy had about them. They weren’t too fond of the relatives for some reason I never understood.

Sandy Dunes Resort was always filled with activities to do all summer long, which I was included in on all that I wanted, as if I was a guest there. As I got older, the jet skis and boating became my favorite pass time, using them as much as possible. Nothing like having the lake as your own playground. I had the best backyard that anyone could want.

Tommy was close to my age and my best friend, that was living at the resort with his grandfather, Thomas. We would be gone for hours on the jet skis when we could escape, and enjoyed every second of it when we were of age to drive them. We both knew our chores came first, and we never complained knowing we would be rewarded with time on the water once we were done.

Having a beach life was my main purpose in life at that time, and I spent every second I could in my preteen and teen years there. I loved the sun and all the water activities. I was also getting the darkest tan possible. It showed everyone at school, when we went back in September, that I was a sun worshiper. Never took any advise about getting too much sun though, or that the sun could damage my skin. I just wanted that dark tan, no matter what it took.

The beach sand was such a soft texture, and the purest white ever seen, that burned the bottom of my feet when I wasn’t careful. The bluish green water of Lake Huron was warm, and the nights were cool enough to have several bonfires blazing along the shore. If we didn’t have one on our beach, there were plenty others along the coast that a person could join into. I was at a bonfire about every night mingling with the locals, and our guests as well.

When I was in high school, I started working on Aunt Sandy’s books showing her several ways to save more money, and items she could take off her taxes as expense, as I learned each trick of the trade in my business class. I knew then what I wanted to do when I went to college, and set my mind to complete college in record time.

Many people expected me to go into the medical field, because of what had happened to my mom, but that wasn’t what I wanted. I didn’t like being in the hospital when I had to go, and I certainly didn’t want it to remind me of my mom’s last days alive. I liked the business field. Aunt Sandy understood, and encouraged me to do what I wanted. That was all I needed, her support, and have something that I was really good at doing.

I went home every six months for a week to work on Aunt Sandy’s books when I went away to college. It was a rather hard task at the beginning because she didn’t have anything organized, and I needed them organized. After I made a system of where Aunt Sandy was to put her receipts and invoices, it was quick to do the books, and rather easy for me to complete it all in a day, or two. It also gave me extra time to spend with Aunt Sandy, which I loved to do. Besides, I needed that rest and relaxation for my own well-being.

The rest of the time there, I always pitched in helping wherever Aunt Sandy needed help. I always had the feeling of belonging there, and missed it immensely when I had to return to New York City, where it was all concrete, over populated, louder than what I liked, and a much busier life style. I wondered many times if I was really happy living there, with the fast pace, but after I landed my job, I didn’t have time to worry about anything else but work. Work became my friend, and at times, my enemy.

It had been a crazy week at the bank, and I was nonstop working from morning to night. I loved my job, but I was too tired to enjoy the night life the city had to offer. I needed a break to collect my thoughts at times, and to figure out what was going on between Phillip and me. I was honestly too tired to even think about that as well.

I had more than a boyfriend/fiance with Phillip. Our relationship was a very good one at the beginning. Nothing seemed wrong then, he’d ask me to do something with the charm he utilized, and I would do it all, no matter how long it took me to do.

I was now engaged to the most powerful eligible man ever, but there was something not quite right between us lately. I couldn’t place my finger on why, or what it was, but it was driving me crazy not knowing what it could be, or if there was anything really wrong at all. I was always aware of my feelings, but this wasn’t adding up for some reason. Maybe my mind was getting the best of me, I just didn’t know.

Phillip was perfect in every way to me most of the time, but he could also be down right deceitful, extremely rude to his clients, and towards his other employees when he felt like it, and lashed out at me several times that wasn’t necessary. It wasn’t right what he had been doing to the clients accounts either, which I happened to notice one afternoon. I never had seen Phillip so enraged when I brought it to his attention, telling me if I wanted to get anywhere in life, and especially with him, I needed to keep my mouth shut about what I had seen.

I had asked him about the extra unnecessary, larger than normal, charges on client’s statements when I found them, thinking it had to have been a mistake that we could correct easily enough. The glare from Phillip’s eyes towards me were piercing enough for me to know, I had opened my mouth when I shouldn’t have, and was about to receive a tongue lashing for bringing it to his attention. I was shocked by the way he snapped at me, and I was almost scared enough to consider leaving my job there. I kept my mouth shut from then on, but my eyes and ears were wide open to everything happening around me after that. I started keeping track of the mismanaging amounts I had seen reoccurring over and over by him every month, on my private laptop. I downloaded information, and kept documentation on everything I knew, or heard. Even though I felt guilty about it, I was covering my own butt, and I was beginning to think it was important that I do just that. That was one of the many things I had learned in my college classes, along with all the ramifications that could fall on my shoulders just for knowing illegal activities were happening.

Philip praised me often by giving me lavish gifts. At first it seemed wonderful, and I gladly accepted each and every one of the gifts, which was mostly jewelry of some sort. I was always seen on his arm when we attended the many benefits and dinner parties, wearing gorgeous outfits fit for a queen with jewelry to match. I had it all, but yet there was that nagging feeling in the pit of my stomach that something wasn’t right. I felt it from the moment he chewed me out on the overcharges, that day.

Maybe after my interview it would have been better if I had not accepted the job, and run from him as quick as possible, but there was something about him that was intriguing, and his charm was something else. He knew he had it, and how to use it, that was for sure, and I fell for it like most young single women would, hook, line, and sinker.

I spent most of my nights with him in his penthouse apartment, not far from his bank after we had became engaged. Phillip was CEO and owner of the private banking establishment. He was very well liked, especially by the women, and he knew this tactic and would charm them with his words to get what he wanted from them. I could see why, as I was the same way when I was hired. The more he smiled talking to me in his deep sexy voice, the more I wanted to do for him. He was handsome, with his dark hair that was beginning to show some gray highlights on his sideburns, and with charisma that oozed with soft spoken words showing as his pearly white teeth glistening when he smiled. The harder I worked, the more money I made, but it was really beginning to zap the life right out of me.

Phillip would have to be away almost weekly on business trips. Those nights I usually spent at my little apartment a few blocks over from the bank in the opposite direction from Phillip’s place. I never had any doubt he was getting another high dollar account because that was his goal, to have the best clients known to mankind, and be a multi-millionaire in record time. He was on his way to making that happen. No matter what it would take, and being well-known to everyone in the New York area, he was determined on getting his way.

The presentations that I had been assigned to do by him, took long tedious hours of research in order for him to present it to a new client. I would always hope to come along on one of his trips to observe Phillip as he presented the offer, but that never happened. Phillip needed to win the other people over, and that was a “man’s place in this dog eat dog world we live in”, as he would always tell me.

After about a year of dating Phillip exclusively, he proposed to me at a party he was hosting for the bank employees, after securing the largest account ever. (It was a combination victory party for him with Christmas tied into it, just so he could save a buck!) Never did he recognize who did the work on the projects, and he never intended to give any credit to anyone. He lead everyone to believe he had done the work himself. I tried not to let my feelings show, but I was hurting deeply as I smiled, a fake smile at that. I also knew better than to speak up to claim the work I had done on the projects knowing the repercussions Phillip could inflict on me at a later time.

My engagement ring was amazingly beautiful that he gave me, and the sparkle from it was bright enough to light up a darken room. Oh, I had it made alright. I was on cloud nine dreaming of the day I would become his bride, his wife, but thought after thought of not giving me credit for the work wore heavily on my mind. I felt I deserved recognition of some sort for the long hours I put into each presentation for it to be successfully presented. I never did receive any credit openly, only in the private sector of our lives.

Once everyone came up to congratulate us on our engagement, I put that need to be recognized for the work out of my mind. I had happier things to think about now, and wasn’t going to be consumed of the need for recognition any longer.

For me to be a mother was important, too, even though whenever I brought it up to Phillip he became very distant, and didn’t want to talk about having a family. I overheard him talking several times that he would never become a father, if he had his way. He wasn’t going to be tied down to that kind of responsibility by any means. Now I know how my mother must have felt when my father had left her all alone, pregnant for me. I was hurt by his statements, but then I thought and hoped maybe, it was him trying to act all macho around his friends.

 




August

New York City was exciting, but the glamour it held was wearing off when I couldn’t enjoy the sites, or the many other things I would like to do. I put 125% of my time at working on one presentation report after another for Phillip. I was lucky to get in a Broadway play or the opera once a year, with Phillip complaining all through the performances. Most of the time Phillip reminded me being successful required work, work, work. People need to enjoy their life, and I was finding out how complicated city life was. I wasn’t sure I was cut out for that anymore. I was homesick often, which I am sure was because I felt overworked.

I couldn’t wait to see Aunt Sandy to show her my beautiful engagement ring, and for her to finally meet the man of my life. Aunt Sandy and I had talked several times during the week as we always have, but until she met him, it wasn’t the same. I told her all the wonderful things about Phillip, but not the things that were nagging me on his work ethics, or his attitude towards people at times. She couldn’t wait to meet him in person, and get a chance to see for herself what I have talked to her about on the phone. She seemed pleased for me, which meant a lot. I think I just needed her reassurance that I was making the right decision.

Phillip went with me this last time to visit my aunt and friends, but he snubbed his nose immediately at the place when we pulled in the driveway. He was not very nice to my aunt or friends, as if he thought he was so above them. He made crude remarks and grunted many times in displeasure at just about everything. I told him to quit acting like a baby, and to be nice, but that was ignored completely. Needless to say it didn’t go well, and I heard about it for weeks to come from Phillip when we got back home to New York. He was shocked that I would spend my time there wasting away, when I could be enjoying my life at a real resort overseas. As if I ever had the chance to go anyhow is what I thought. I was so hurt over his actions, and verbal abuse he inflicted on everyone, especially me.

Aunt Sandy never said a bad thing about him to me. I made plenty of excuses and apologies for his rude behavior to everyone all the time, but I think they knew without me uttering another word. I could sense the ill feelings they had when they were around Phillip. I was torn at what to do. Phillip decided to cut our trip down to just the weekend, and we headed back to New York City where I spent the rest of my time off working on yet another presentation report, while Phillip had lunches out with his friends and clients, and many late night meetings throughout the week. Aunt Sandy was sad, and I’m sure very hurt, but said she understood the predicament I was faced with. I was close to tears by the time we said our good-byes. I was resentful towards Phillip for his behavior, but I didn’t complain, especially to Phillip over his decision that we had to leave. I knew better than that.

He was trying to get another high dollar client lined up with the bank, and I was working my butt off with the presentation. Phillip had left on another venture to drum up more business again. I was beginning to feel like his personal slave with the presentation report prep work he had me doing so he could just waltz in, get the report to woo over the client as if he worked long and hard on it himself. It was wearing thin on me, and yet I stuck with him for one lame reason or another.

I was happy for his success, but I would have loved to have gone with him now and then to just watch him work. All the work that I was doing didn’t mean I had to do it at my desk at the bank, but he thought it was best for me to be there. He wanted me to keep an eye on the bank, and on his employees while he was gone. That wasn’t necessary because everyone worked hard for him, but yet there was a sense of ease when he was gone. That should have told me something there about how they felt towards Phillip, but I had overlooked everything as if I was totally blind. How could I have been so unseeing about everything? Were we just his puppets on a string killing ourselves so he could be rich and famous? Everyone was more relaxed with him out of the bank. I was first into work each day working until late into the night getting everything in order for him.

My best friend and co-worker, Elizabeth, would often tell me to slow down, and try to get me away from there for lunch, but I usually had her just bring me back a sandwich and iced tea when she came back from her lunch. That allowed me to eat while working at my desk. Elizabeth was such a dear friend to me, and could never understand why I felt I had to stay at the bank. At least once a week during Phillip’s absence we would leave work early to take in a movie, and have dinner out. It always felt so good to relax with Elizabeth. No one was the wiser to our friendship, because I always went back to the bank to continue working on the current presentation until around midnight, and I also knew Phillip wouldn’t approve of my friendship with anyone from the bank.

Elizabeth and I were very close friends keeping our friendship as quiet as possible. She didn’t want the stigma of working her way up the corporate ladder because she was best friends with the owner’s fiance. She wasn’t like that at all, and I knew I could trust her with things I told her. I never brought up the friendship I had with her to Phillip either because it went against his beliefs that everyone below his level were just workers, and we didn’t have time for workers in our lives. There was a line we weren’t to cross, but yet I was friends with Elizabeth none-the-less. I needed a friend many times that could be unbiased of my feelings.

Phillip never called to see how things were going with me, the office, or the current project I was working on the entire time he was gone. When I asked him why he never called while away on any of these trips, he’d said that he was too busy and tired. Once he got back to his room he fell asleep as soon as his head hit the pillow. Besides, he knew I had everything under control. Yep, good ole Lexi could be counted on for everything every time. I could actually hear him crack that imaginary whip he used to keep us all under control.

Well, that was changed one day, much to my surprise. Phillip couldn’t be reached by phone, and not answering his text messages I had sent. The new clients came in a day earlier than scheduled wanting a preview on what we had done so far, so they could decide if it was worth anymore of their time and money to work with us, or not. I had everything ready for the presentation, but it was for Phillip to pitch the sales with them, not me. However, the client vehemently insisted, so I stepped up to do it myself. After all, it was only a preview, not the whole rock solid presentation which I was sure Philip would have done, if he could only have been located. I told Elizabeth to set the conference room up making sure there was a fresh pot of coffee made, and plenty of finger foods available for the clients. I would be back shortly, and if Phillip returned, he could step right in with the information they were seeking.

The presentation was at Philip’s penthouse on the desk where I left it earlier this week so Phillip could glance through it when he got home from his latest business trip. I needed to run there to retrieve it as fast as I could. It wouldn’t take me no more than forty minutes or so to get it, and be back in plenty of time before the clients arrived.

I tried one more time calling Phillip, and it still was going to his voice mail. Leaving him messages that he was ignoring, for some reason, wasn’t normally like him. The texts were sent every few minutes with the urgency to respond as soon as possible. Still, nothing. Where could he be, and what could he be doing that was more important than a client’s request? I didn’t have any spare time to worry any longer. Nothing was making sense, but I knew Phillip wouldn’t want to miss selling the clients on this project. It was a huge project that Phillip was sure to make lots of money. Phillip and his money were the most important thing to him.

 




Deceit

I took off immediately from the bank on foot, to Phillip’s penthouse to get the report. I was glad the sidewalks weren’t full of people making their way to some place themselves that I would bump into. I was in a hurry, it was already humid outside, and I didn’t need to be bogged down with people in my way. I rushed inside the building taking the first elevator available to the top floor. Even the elevator seemed to realize I was in a hurry, taking me to the top in no time. Once the elevator doors closed behind me, I dashed to Phillip’s office where I had left the papers. Grabbing them, and as I turned to leave, I realized I could hear people talking in the other room. Thinking Phillip was home, and probably on his phone, I rushed to our bedroom to get him so he could do the presentation himself. I stopped dead in my tracks at the doorway, shocked at what was going on in there. Phillip was in our bed with Heather Jenkins, from our bank, making love like two wild animals in heat. They didn’t hear me, or see me come in, but their moaning and groaning were horrifying, and hurtful beyond belief.

I knew then what had been nagging at my feelings all this time, and knew I couldn’t trust Phillip any longer, knowing I would be calling our engagement off. I lost all respect for
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