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			Disclaimer:

			This is a true story based on my personal experiences. While the events and narrative are accurate, certain names, locations, and professions have been changed for privacy, confidentiality, and legal reasons. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

			

			

			Foreword

			Is this about revenge?

			No.

			By exposing the deeds, tactics and modus operandi of this woman, I hope to shed a spotlight on the system and how it failed my son and me. Today (2026), we have been successfully alienated from each other. Failures in the system could have prevented this. It could have been so easily prevented if there were just some sense and logic in the system. It is my sincere wish that this story will become the catalyst for change. The horrible truth is that the system assisted Evil Anne in her evil agenda. Everyone in the system is equally complicit, because they were programmed to be emotionless robots, incapable of clear and independent thought. These idiots would use the following words without any understanding for what they are saying:

			“It is all about the best interests of the child.”

			They were programmed like parrots to use these words… and, with that, they think they sound very intelligent and compassionate. They are not any of these. In fact, I have yet to meet one of them who acted in the best interests of the child. This goes from the South African Police Child Protection Services and social workers to the family advocate. I call them idiots for a reason. The reason will become horribly clear as this story unfolds.

			All of the above were equally complicit in assisting Evil Anne to alienate a loving father from the son he dearly loved… and an innocent little boy from the father he adored.

			The truth is that the best interests of the child only features when you have lots and lots of money to pay for professionals to fight for your (and the child’s) cause. What happens when you do not have lots and lots of money to splash out? The answer is very simple.

			You will get alienated from your child.

			

			The evil parent will win.

			Nobody will ever take him/her to task.

			The child’s life will be destroyed by the one person he trusted the most (his own parent).

			These are the cold and hard facts.

			
			

			Introduction

			I met someone pure evil. Not only did I meet her. I dated her. I have a child with her. On top of that, I was also married to her equally nasty sidekick – her partner in crime. You might call them friends (in some twisted way). Both fed from the negative energy of the other while furthering their own respective evil agendas. They wanted completely different things… but they found allies in each other. They simply complemented one another in a very nasty way. The word nasty is simply too soft to describe these two. I would describe the one as totally evil, and the other as Nasty++. The one was the low-intelligence Master of Chaos and Manipulation, while the other was a cold, calculated, nasty piece of work.

			Needless to say, both should be avoided at all costs… yet I had the misfortune to be involved with both of them during the same time frame. I really dug a hole for myself – a very deep and dark one. I made the choice of dating these two women. I welcomed them into my life. Nobody else is to blame. I was warned. I didn’t listen. I paid the price.

			Understanding energy, I am the first to admit that getting involved with these two women (during the same time frame) is a clear reflection of where I was in my own life’s journey. I moved on the same low vibration or frequency as them at that stage and, therefore, I invited them into my life. Pure and simple. I was never evil or nasty, but I was a soft target for these two. They fed off my good and positive energy. They exploited my goodness, empathic and giving nature to the extreme. They took… drained me… manipulated me… dumped my life into utter chaos… time after time. Today, I would very quickly see through people like these and would then immediately cut them from my life. At that stage, I was too underdeveloped in my own growth, understanding and awareness to identify the red flags in both of them. Today, my vibration and frequency won’t match that of people like these. In those days, I still had much development, learning and understanding to go through – and this was what opened the door for both of them to come into my life.

			At first, they were being their nasty selves as individuals and, later, they teamed up to become a united evil force – trying to ruin me in every possible way. Both had no capacity for remorse. Both had no capacity to feel sorry or apologise for their actions. Both had zero dignity and were of very low character. Both would lie, deceive, exploit and manipulate to whatever level was required to further their own respective evil agenda. They certainly didn’t want to achieve the same thing. Yet teaming up against me would make each of them feel that they were furthering their respective agendas in a constructive way. In that sense, they also used (and manipulated) each other to achieve whatever they hoped to achieve on an individual basis.

			

			Just to add another spicy little twist, there also was a house – a house where I lived in on numerous occasions… and, each time, me staying there coincided with my life falling apart all around me in every possible way. Although I did see the pattern, I was reluctant to simply accept it and believe it. So I gave it the benefit of the doubt time after time. To my own detriment. What confused me was that this particular house always felt like my happy place. I felt totally at home there. To this day (after all that has happened), I often long to be back in that house. Such is its hold on me.

			Does the house have some kind of energy or curse associated with it? An energy that feeds on my positive energy to keep itself alive and strong? I recently watched a documentary on a similar case and, after watching it, the similarities were so freaky that I am now convinced this is a real thing. I think the name of the programme was Kindred Spirits. You might be thinking that it is totally ridiculous to include a house in my story. You might say that this simply takes the credibility away from my story. However, if you follow the timeline, you will be astounded to see that this house (or one of these two women… or both… or all three) was somehow always involved when something really bad happened in my life.

			All I will do from now on in this story is simply to share the events with you exactly how, when and where they happened. I have thousands of WhatsApp messages or images… e-mail correspondence… Facebook posts… court documentation and litigation between attorneys, on record. This forms the basis of this book. It is as authentic as can be. I will present it to you in chronological order, exactly as it happened. So this is all real. Horribly real. I will elaborate about my own feelings and views as we go along, but nothing in this book is fictional.

			

			This is as real as it gets.

			The timeline of events is fascinating.

			Quite a few people (including these two very evil women) are about to get exposed.

			This is the horribly true story of three very negative entities:

			A very evil woman who has caused chaos and destruction wherever and with whomever she has found herself in life.

			Meet Evil Anne.

			A very nasty woman who would rather destroy me than be rejected by me. That’s her idea of true love.

			Meet Plastic Petra.

			A house with some kind of dark curse or energy attached to it… which took a particular liking to me.

			Let’s call it Number 25.

			These three entities were part of my life from late 2006 until as recently as December 2025. A 20-year period of absolute chaos and destruction. I lost all my belongings twice in this time. I lost a son whom I dearly loved (and who loved me dearly). I struggled financially each time I was involved with any of these three entities. I was physically abused… financially abused… emotionally abused… verbally abused. I was falsely accused and framed for very bad things, of which I was totally innocent. I was stalked and harassed. Negative things (that never played a part in my life before or after) became very persistent during these 20 years. It simply came with the territory. Associate yourself with the wrong energies (people or things) and this is what will happen. It took me 20 long years to finally break free and cut ties with all three of these negative entities.

			For the record:

			

			It takes much for me to say something negative about someone else, especially an ex. I always refrain from doing so and always try to see the positive side of my involvement with them. In the end, I always thank them… sometimes to their faces… sometimes in conversations with my friends and family… sometimes just to myself. However nasty my experience with some of them was, I would always rather focus on what they have taught me and how my life (or theirs) is better after being involved with them. I am one of those people who always thanks my exes, good or bad. They became part of my life for a reason. They helped me grow in some way. They taught me something about myself. They taught me to identify red flags. There is always a positive to find in every one of them, even if the positive is just to realise and acknowledge that I never want someone like that again in my life. In that sense, she had positively contributed to my life… so I would thank her for that.

			I cannot say that I have bad feelings towards any of my exes… and there were many. I also cannot think of one of my exes who will not come up to me in a mall (or wherever we bump into each other) and ask how I am doing. Each one of them will be pleased to see me, and I will be pleased to see them. I feel grateful and privileged to have been part of each of their lives. At some stage, I saw something in them. Something that convinced me to date them. Even the horrible ones. Yes, we all have dated someone horrible somewhere along the line.

			Let me rephrase that:

			They were horrible because we weren’t a good match for each other. Pure and simple. That same horrible person whom I dated will and can be the perfect partner for someone else. It is just about matching like for like. We all bring out different things in one another. There are sides to me that most of my exes cannot even imagine I possess, simply because I never allowed them to see that particular side. Different people bring out different things in each of us. The point here is that I am not an ex-basher. To the contrary.

			But then there is Evil Anne.

			Don’t forget her trusty sidekick, Plastic Petra.

			

			The mere fact that I could write two thick books about these two women makes it clear how very bad they were. They were next-level bad. So bad that I struggled to edit and eliminate items from this book. They simply gave me an abundance of material to work with. The unedited manuscript of this story has 1,324 A4 pages! That is how ridiculously much material they gave me to work with. Don’t worry; I am not going to put you through all of that. You are reading the edited and shortened version. The impact has not been lost – in fact, the shorter version hits harder… much harder. The act of writing these two books allowed me to discover a fascinating timeline in which two very evil women were exposed for who and what they were.

			Evil Anne’s real name is withheld to protect my under-age son. Evil Anne. The name describes exactly who and what she is. There is no other way to describe her. Even about Evil Anne, I have some good things to say. I always tell people that I am grateful to her for giving me a beautiful boy. She was also the catalyst that catapulted me into a much higher level of being. She did bring some good into my life in that regard.

			However grateful I am to her for giving me a beautiful son, there is no way I can acknowledge her as a human being today. Once I realised just how evil she was, I could never look at her or even acknowledge her in any way. This woman is pure evil. To me, she has the shape of a human, but she is totally rotten and empty on the inside.

			Human, she is not.

			The same goes for Plastic Petra to a lesser degree. She is simply a nasty piece of work. I would not necessarily call her evil, but she is nasty and petty to the worst degree.

			At least my involvement with both of them caused me to change my ways and to grow spiritually, and also to become the best version of myself. This is something I now strive for every day of my life. In that sense, I am grateful to them both. They made me realise that I don’t want to exist on their low frequency. I want to vibrate high above them where they (or people like them) will never again form part of my reality. I did an incredible amount of growing because of them and, today, I vibrate on levels I never thought was possible. My life has simply changed in every possible way since I dated these two – for the better. So I do have something for which to thank them. Because of them, I became the best version of myself in every possible way. They also made me realise that I needed to become much more discerning in my choice of women, and also to be very careful with whom I shared my energy. So thank you for that.

			

			Okay, let’s get down to business. Let me tell you the story of Evil Anne (main character), Plastic Petra (her nasty sidekick), Number 25 (the cursed house) and my encounters with all three of them.

			It happened exactly like this.

			
			

			

			

			Chapter One

			The history that came before

			I met Plastic Petra on a dating app in the latter part of 2006. We were both living in or near Durban, South Africa at the time. At first, I was totally not interested in her, but she was very persistent. She kept knocking at the door and asked me to (at least) take her out for supper, so I eventually did. I was surprised that she looked way better in real life than on her photos on the dating app. She was very well groomed and appeared like an individual with her head screwed on right. She did have a very pretentious way of speaking, which irritated me right off the bat. I didn’t know it then, but I would learn in time that she would constantly adapt her behaviour and personality to whatever the situation required. She was a chameleon, false and pretentious, never authentically herself.

			The moment she met me and realised that she wanted to pursue me, she sought to understand what my likes and dislikes were. She quickly learnt what my deal-breakers were in relationships. When I told her that I detested drama, undignified behaviour, arguments and women who didn’t get along with my daughter; she immediately adopted behaviour, actions and a personality that would seal the deal for me. She was particularly interested when I informed her that it melts my heart when a woman gets along well with my daughter. I told her this was the way to my heart. So she set out to play that role of the caring and loving new woman in my life who simply adored my daughter and who just wanted the best for her in every way.

			Of course, all of this was false pretence, but it did fool me at first.

			The problem with pretence is that it is unsustainable. At some stage, the truth would come out… and that would be where her fake little world would come crumbling down around her. That’s when I would leave.

			When I did leave, she would go all out to harm and destroy me in any way possible. One of the first acts of deceit she performed was to leak a raw manuscript I had written about my life to certain members of my family. I remember so well how she pleaded with me and manipulated me into giving her a copy of the manuscript, using words like ‘I didn’t really love her if I didn’t give her a copy of the manuscript’. She promised me that she always had my best interests at heart and would never leak the manuscript to my family. I truly believed her. So I gave her a copy of the raw and honest manuscript.

			

			Guess what she did after our very first break-up?

			Yip, she leaked the manuscript to my family and this caused much drama. It basically split my family into two. We would never again be the same.

			Then she lied about it and refused to accept responsibility. Yet I knew I only ever released the manuscript to her. She had to be the culprit. She did eventually acknowledge that she was guilty as charged. To this day, she has never apologised.

			Three things about the above incident stayed with me and caused me serious concern about her character (or lack of it):

			She firstly promised me with everything she had that she would never betray my trust in order to get her hands on the manuscript. Yet she did so at the very first opportunity she got.

			Although she eventually acknowledged responsibility, she never apologised (or attempted to) or showed any remorse (to this very day).

			She was obviously very emotionally immature, untrustworthy and of low character. She was clearly not the person I initially thought she was.

			Yet I would always give her the benefit of the doubt. I figured that she simply loved me dearly and could not handle it when I rejected her. I then ended up (sometimes intentionally, sometimes out of desperation) taking her back and she would then again be 100% devoted to me and totally focussed on keeping me in her life. The joke was on me. Part of her strategy was to entrap me financially, to make it difficult for me to leave. It was a sick and vicious cycle. Being as strong and independent as I am, I would leave regardless of the situation… and guess what? That’s where she would again make a complete U-turn and try to harm and destroy me in any way possible.

			

			That was her idea of love.

			If she could not have me, she would try to harm and destroy me.

			She was nasty personified.

			Nasty++.

			As she always chillingly put it:

			“I will wipe you out… or… I will crush you until you are level with the earth.”

			My life quickly went south after I entered into a relationship with Plastic Petra. To be very honest, I never loved her. I was never attracted to her. I made excuses not to have sex with her (even though she was a very beautiful woman). She simply repulsed me in that way. I made the error of losing faith in myself and my abilities… so I fell for the stable and rich life she offered me. Like a true fortune seeker, I sold myself to her based on what she had to offer materially. To be honest, I was very frustrated by the drama, financial setbacks and issues I had encountered since I divorced my first wife in 1999. The dating world was not for sissies. By 2006, I was tired of dating woman after woman. I wanted something solid, meaningful, sane and lasting. Plastic Petra seemed to offer just that.

			In short, I wasn’t true to myself. I married her with my head rather than my heart.

			Part of my plan was to give my daughter a good and stable life in an idyllic setting. I was thus basically using Plastic Petra – just like you see fortune seekers do all over the world. Yes, I became one of them, I am ashamed to say. It was a business deal for me.

			Both of us were lying to one another and to ourselves.

			It was never going to last, was it?

			If I was disillusioned by the dating pool before late 2006, I was going to get a rude awakening… because Plastic Petra and Evil Anne would take me to school big time. These two women would be the worst two females I have ever met in my life… and they would (all but) destroy me.

			

			I guess the one thing that changed the course of my life was the fact that I lost faith in myself and my own abilities. I saw an easy way out in Plastic Petra and the material things she had to offer. Everything changed for my daughter and me from the moment I decided to move in with Plastic Petra in Number 25. Two of the three negative entities that would play a huge part in my life from 2006 to 2025 were now present in my life. I walked into their trap with wide-open eyes.

			The joke was really on me, because, while I was lured into Plastic Petra’s trap by the supposed stable and prosperous lifestyle she offered, the harsh truth was that she had her own agenda. Her agenda was to financially entrap me, and then to either keep me or keep everything I owned. Pure and simple. I was going to lose either way.

			This is exactly how it played out – twice!

			Plastic Petra was a cunning and sly beast. She would quickly position herself in a way to benefit as much as she could from me financially and materially. I was stunned to realise that it was actually costing me double to stay with her than before we moved in with her. Part of the lure to move in with her was that I envisioned and expected to save money. It does make financial sense for two people to share all the expenses, doesn’t it? Particularly when the house they were living in was bond-free. No rent. No bond repayments. So two people sharing the monthly finances for the household (minus any rent or bond) seemed like a win-win situation for both. I was really expecting to cut my monthly expenses by half… but what really happened?

			My expenses more than doubled.

			It was actually costing me a fortune to stay with someone I didn’t even love. That little business deal backfired spectacularly on me, didn’t it? Indeed. I was being played big time. What I didn’t realise at the start was that Plastic Petra had a little priority list. First on the list was me. That was first prize for her. The jackpot. She was very vocal about me being her dream man. Second on the list was all my material possessions (I had stunning furniture). Third on the list was to benefit financially by decreasing her own monthly financial expenses… and increasing mine in lieu thereof. So, suddenly, I found myself in a position where I was trapped in a house with her and where she expected me to contribute a certain amount to her every month and, when I could not afford it, she wrote it up as debt towards her. She even charged me rent (even after our marriage). All of this was to make sure that she would keep my furniture if I should ever leave.

			

			Cunning!

			I quickly realised that I had made a huge mistake associating myself with her.

			The other very noticeable thing was how my income drastically went south immediately after I met her and even more noticeably after I moved in with her. My bank statements reveal that I earned an average of R65,680 per month in the four years before I welcomed her into my life. This average income per month then dropped to R35,041 (average) over the next 15-year period, while she was in some way part of my life. So the bottom line was that I suddenly had R30,6k per month less in my account… while my expenses more than doubled over the same period.

			Take a moment to understand how much R30,6k per month is.

			Only about 3% of South Africans earn that amount of money per month. That is how much money this is. I suddenly didn’t have this R30,6k available to me anymore… and this happened immediately after I moved in with Plastic Petra. Then my expenses doubled, while I expected it to be half of what it was before. Each time I broke up with her and moved out, my income would almost double and my finances would become stable again. Then, when I caved and moved back in with her, or stayed in Number 25, my income and finances would again go south.

			The pattern is staggering.

			Something about her energy (and agenda) simply caused me to struggle financially as soon as I got involved with her, and this would remain a pattern throughout the following 15 years. Even the most pessimistic person would be stunned to see the pattern repeating itself by viewing my bank statements. Every time I was either involved with Plastic Petra or lived in her house (Number 25), I struggled financially and lost everything I owned at the time. As we speak, she is sitting with a house full of my upmarket furniture, which she so cunningly deceived me out of. And then, each time I cut all ties with her and Number 25, I immediately prospered and flourished in life.

			

			It is a stunning pattern.

			I remember being very unhappy in my relationship with Plastic Petra. I felt trapped. It felt as if I was raping myself by staying with her. Everything in my life had gone south since I got involved with her. It was a toxic situation. I wanted out so desperately, but I was totally trapped. I could not afford to move out. I was earning half of what I normally earned, while my expenses were double of what it previously was. I was totally trapped in the web she had spun for me.

			During 2008, I was sitting in Mugg & Bean in a shopping centre, desperately unhappy and longing to be free from the toxic situation in which I found myself. As I sat there, I saw a woman walk by. She was very cute and appealing. I liked the look of her. I instantly recognised her as the woman one of my friends had dated back in the early 2000s. I remember him sharing some troubling stories about her behaviour with me at the time. I didn’t take the stories to heart, because I always believed that different people brought out different things in each other. As I stared after her, I wished I could have ‘someone like that’ as my life partner.

			Be careful what you wish for.

			You might just get it.

			I did.

			That woman was Evil Anne.

			Little did I know that this same woman moved to Johannesburg soon after that day (July 2008). In September 2008, she wrote a suicide letter and then sent it to everyone she considered to be important to her. I have a copy of this letter. Of course, I knew nothing about all of this at that stage. It is just fascinating to me to think that I saw her and wanted her at the very same time in which she was planning to take her own life. This is exactly why you should be very careful what you wish for. You see something, it looks prefect from the outside, but then it turns out to be totally rotten on the inside.

			

			By late 2009, Plastic Petra and I were divorced (after getting married the year before). She was staying in Pretoria and I was renting Number 25 in Ballito from her. The pattern of trying to cause as much damage to me as possible after every break-up had become very apparent and well established by that time. I was struggling financially at the time (as was the pattern). Maybe it is not fair to blame Number 25, because the extension was that I was directly involved with Plastic Petra simply by renting her house from her.

			So, here my daughter and I were… living in a beautiful house overlooking the sea. We had a peaceful and loving existence. After losing all my furniture to Plastic Petra the first time around, I had managed to buy new, beautiful and upmarket furniture after my divorce from her. I also bought a luxury Audi A3 vehicle. The one thing I still longed for was a life partner. I had so much love to give and I longed to give it to the right person. I felt empty and incomplete inside.

			Remember the wish I made at Mugg & Bean on that fateful day the year before?

			What you put out into the universe will find you.

			Particularly when you have an energy like mine.

			I wished for a woman like that.

			Well, that wish was about to come true.

			

			Chapter Two

			Be careful what you wish for

			It was a Saturday morning in March 2010. Just another peaceful and quiet day in paradise for my daughter and me. Then a text message came through on my phone. That message would change my life forever – for the worse. That one simple message would be the cause of my life getting totally destroyed and turned upside down in an irreversible manner. The message was from an old friend of mine who had moved away from Durban to Johannesburg area after his divorce. He informed me that he was visiting Durban and wanted to meet up with me for coffee. It was just a normal Saturday morning. Little did I know how the events of that Saturday morning were going to completely change our lives.

			My 18-year-old daughter was in her last year of school and was busy with her own things. After checking that she was all right and didn’t need anything, I left to meet my friend in a shopping centre. It was great to see my buddy again. We were inseparable before he moved away from Durban, but we had lost touch since. He informed me that he was now married to a lady whom I had never met before, and he was very excited to introduce her to me. She was busy shopping with a friend of hers, so I had to wait until they returned. At one stage, I felt that I had enough of the catching up and wanted to leave.

			That was a defining moment.

			If I had left then, my life would have taken a completely different course.

			Instead, my friend convinced me to stay a little longer so that he could introduce me to his wife. The decision to stay forever changed our lives. In that moment, an evil so pure was approaching and I was a sitting duck, completely at its mercy. A little while later, my friend excitedly pointed over my shoulder and informed me that his wife was walking towards us. I turned to look at her. My eyes were immediately drawn to the figure who was walking with her. It was none other than Evil Anne.

			The same problematic woman who had dated my best friend (and physically attacked him) in the early 2000s.

			

			The same woman who had approached me after they split up (and whom I initially rejected back then).

			The same woman whom I saw walking past me at Mugg & Bean in 2008.

			The same woman I had looked after and wished I could date someone like her.

			The same woman who wrote a suicide letter in September 2008.

			That same woman was now walking straight into my life in March 2010, and with her she brought total chaos, destruction and pure evil.

			I made the wish, after all…

			I got exactly what I had wished for on that day when she walked past me while I was sitting in Mugg & Bean. I wished for someone like her. The universe heard I wanted her… and gave her to me. The ‘someone like her’ got lost in the mix. I guess you have to be very specific when placing orders with the universe.

			Before I go on with my story, consider the following baffling circumstances that brought us to this point where Evil Anne was standing in front of me:

			My friend, whom I hung out with every weekend in Durban, got divorced after his (very religious) wife cheated on him. He then moved to Johannesburg. During the same time, Evil Anne also moved upcountry to Johannesburg after breaking up with a boyfriend. My friend then started dating a woman, who was to become his wife. As fate would have it, this woman had somehow met Evil Anne (probably at a fitness centre) and they became friends. This is baffling on its own. Both Evil Anne and my friend had to meet someone (the same person) among millions of people in Johannesburg that would eventually connect her to me… because that’s what I put out into the universe. Remember, Evil Anne and my friend didn’t know each other at all.

			The odds are impossible to comprehend.

			Before Evil Anne relocated to Johannesburg, I saw her in a shopping mall and wished I could date someone like her. She then moved about 600km away from me, but the universe had to bring her back to Durban to fulfil my wish. So, being 600km away from me, the universe conspired and realigned itself to ensure that Evil Anne had to meet my friend’s future wife, whom would then be the cause of bringing her into my life – exactly as I wished for.

			

			It sounds like a fairy tale.

			It was not.

			It was a horror show.

			Evil Anne was then lured back to Durban (at the start of 2010) by a married man (Shady Pete), with whom she had developed an affair. You will read a lot about Shady Pete in this book. Affairs with married men was a pattern in her life (before and after me). He then dropped her after his wife discovered their affair. Her new friend, whom she had met in Johannesburg (my friend’s new wife), then visited Durban with her new husband (my old friend). They went shopping and invited Evil Anne to join them. On that fateful day, my friend then invited me for coffee… and that’s how Evil Anne walked straight into my life.

			Exactly as I had wished for.

			See how magically the universe made things happen?

			The sequence of events is baffling to comprehend.

			The problem is that I should have wished for a different quality of person, not someone as toxic and evil as she was. I simply got what I wished for. I should have been much more specific. I only have myself to blame.

			The lesson here is:

			Be careful what you put out into the universe, because the universe might just give you exactly what you wished for. In fact, it always does. Especially if you have energy like mine.

			So, back to the story:

			When I saw Evil Anne approaching, I jumped up, walked to her and said, “I know you!”

			

			I was sold on her the moment I laid my eyes on her. I went all out for her. She was beautiful, charming, bubbly and very well built. She had the complete package I liked in a woman (at face value). We all ended up having coffee together. Later on, after my friend and his wife left, Evil Anne and I stayed behind, very eager to chat longer and to learn about each other. At one stage, her two children (daughter, 13 and son, 11) also joined us. I immediately picked up that they were uncomfortable to see their mother sitting with a strange man. This was because she had a very bad reputation by dating man after man after man (mostly married)… but I didn’t know this at that time. I would only understand much later on why the children were so uncomfortable in my presence on that day.

			I was fascinated to hear Evil Anne’s stories about her current situation, which involved being unemployed and in quite a predicament. She told me how a man, called Shady Pete (a high-ranking official at a local municipality), had dropped her into deep trouble. As she told me, he was just a friend and had offered her a job at a construction company. She said he then dropped her soon after she had relocated back to Durban from Johannesburg, where she was working at a fitness centre. She didn’t divulge many details on that day, but she did play the victim card to perfection, and it truly evoked much sympathy from me. She seemed very believable. With tears in her eyes, she told me how she was now out of work and had no income. She explained that she was also going to be homeless within a few days, because she didn’t have money to pay her rent. My heart went out to her. She told me that she was grateful for certain friends, who was supporting her financially.

			Little did I know what the true story was.

			I would learn in time to come that Evil Anne was a master at putting herself into negative situations and then playing the victim when everything (predictably) blew up in her face. Her stories were always adapted to make herself look good and others bad. Needless to say, she twisted the truth and blatantly lied as required to portray herself as the innocent victim to her unsuspecting audience. I certainly fell for it.

			How was I to know?

			

			Evil Anne and I made a strong connection that day and we promised to see each other again soon. To be very honest, I was in seventh heaven. I really thought I had met my dream wife. I was on Cloud Nine as I drove home. Upon my arrival at home, I excitedly told my daughter about Evil Anne and how she had walked into my life that morning. The sequence of events seemed so magical, as if we were meant to be together. I had forgotten all about the stories my friend had told me about Evil Anne during and after he had dated her. To be honest, if I did remember the stories, I would have given her the benefit of the doubt. I knew (from my own experience) how certain situations and people can bring out the wrong side in a person.

			Evil Anne was about to take me to school big time.

			It didn’t take long for Evil Anne to call me. She was the first one to reach out to me. We arranged that I would pick her up and that we would go for supper. From that evening on, we would be inseparable. I was infatuated with her. She was it for me. The real deal. I remember telling my brother, Edward PlayStation, that I had just met my dream wife. I was absolutely convinced and very vocal about that. He would recount those words on many occasions in the years to come – to my utter embarrassment and disillusionment.

			Evil Anne had me under her spell. I was completely at her mercy, but mercy wasn’t something she knew anything about….

			Evil Anne gave the impression that she was very religious and told me that she wanted to ‘stay within God’s will’. This meant that she didn’t want to have sex with me before we were married. Today, I would run away as quickly as I can when encountering someone using delusional religious talk like this, but I was still quite ignorant at that time. I totally respected her wishes… yet I was very surprised a few days later when she initiated our first sexual experience in the kitchen of Number 25. We ended up rubbing our naked lower bodies up against each other until both of us climaxed. She then justified the experience by saying that ‘we didn’t sin, because we didn’t have real sex’.

			Run!

			

			I didn’t run.

			I wasn’t a religious person. I would rather call myself spiritual. Yet I tolerated and accepted her beliefs even though nothing of it made any sense to me. I was willing to allow her to live out her religious beliefs. I would support her and encourage her in that regard. If it was important to her, it was important to me. After all, that’s what partners should always do. Her religious beliefs did, however, seem over the top to me. She told me that she needed to live within God’s will, because her recent setbacks were proof to her that God was punishing her for not living within His will.

			She would passionately tell me about recent experiences she had in church where she was (for the first time) able to talk in tongues. She would then say a few words (like a parrot) that sounded very demonic to me. In her mind, she was impressing me. In my mind, I was thinking, “What the fuck!”

			I looked at her in utter amazement.

			Was this woman for real?

			Do that shit to me today and I am gone, you nasty, delusional freak show.

			To be honest, that did raise my eyebrows.

			It quickly became very evident that she wasn’t one of the sharpest tools in the shed. In fact, I quickly realised that she was totally blunt.

			Despite all her stories about wanting to live within God’s will, it was very obvious that she thought nothing of swearing a lot in her general conversation. Referring to people (mostly ex-boyfriends) as ‘that cunt’ was just part of her daily language. It was also obvious that she (not me) didn’t hesitate to initiate sexual interaction – no sex yet, but sexual interaction to the point of both having orgasms. Her mouth was saying one thing, while her behaviour contradicted everything she was preaching. Isn’t that the obvious pattern with most religious people? In Evil Anne’s case, the contradiction was even more blatant. It quickly became apparent that she was totally delusional, but I (again) gave her the benefit of the doubt. I figured that, once the turmoil she was going through had subsided, she would become a normal, authentic person, free from the over-the-top religious beliefs she was embracing in order to cope. Little did I know that this was her normal self.

			

			It really did make me feel special that she could not resist me sexually while she was so vocal about ‘staying within God’s will’. That was confirmation to me that we belonged together. I found it very cute and adoring. She always referred to my skin as having an irresistible chemical smell to it. Again, that made me feel very special. One of the things that raised my eyebrows was that she referred to a vagina as ‘dinky’ and a man’s penis as ‘winky’. I found it very strange that an adult was using childish names like those to describe adult genitalia. It was cute at first, although I did find it very strange. Today, I would immediately understand the mentality of someone using words like these, but, at that stage, I still needed to be schooled.

			Boy was I going to get schooled.

			About a week after I met Evil Anne, I went to visit my mother on a Sunday afternoon, as I always did. It was custom that my mother would cook lunch for whoever pitched up to visit on a Sunday. While I was there, one of my older brothers (Religious Ronald) and his wife (Betty Booboo) also pitched up. At that stage, I was on good terms with these two… although we (more often than not) did not see eye to eye. Relations had always been strained between Religious Ronald and myself, since we were growing up. It became much more strained as adults when I was able to stand my ground. I became vocal of my intolerance towards his abrasive and childish character. I should probably mention that, in the years preceding that day, my relationship with Religious Ronald and Betty Booboo hit rock bottom after my ex-wife, Plastic Petra, leaked one of my very first manuscripts to them. I did say some unflattering (yet true) things about them in the manuscript. I was simply telling it as it was. They were historical troublemakers in our family, and I simply wrote about all their (and my own) antics in an honest and open manner. It was a form of therapy for me. I was also finding my feet as an author. They didn’t quite like that.

			The end result was that Religious Ronald and Betty Booboo didn’t see eye to eye with me for a long time. My other brothers didn’t have a problem with the manuscript, because I could only say good things about them. In truth, they found the manuscript to be very entertaining and appreciated that someone was finally telling things as they were. I said out loud what everyone was whispering in private. Religious Ronald and Betty Booboo certainly didn’t appreciate the contents of the manuscript.

			

			In the end, Plastic Petra and I got back together and I eventually buried the hatched with Religious Ronald and Betty Booboo. For a while, things were okay again. Not good, but okay. There was an uneasy tolerance between us, but I always did feel that it wouldn’t take much to make the volcano erupt again.

			Erupt it did.

			Spectacularly so.

			So, on that Sunday when I visited my mother, the situation was that I was divorced from Plastic Petra. She was living in Pretoria, while I was renting her house in Durban. Plastic Petra was still working on a secret plan to eventually win me back. I would always remain her dream man. Plastic Petra and Betty Booboo were close friends at that time. I had no problem with that. I was happy that Plastic Petra found a friend in Betty Booboo through her involvement with me. While I didn’t have any dreams or thoughts of ever getting back together with Plastic Petra, she was actively keeping up to date with everything in my life. She was one of those people who would stalk you in an effort to better understand how she could possibly win you back. She is a scary person. To Plastic Petra, it was a strategy to be friends with Betty Booboo. Everything revolved around me and winning me back.

			Now that you have the background, let’s go on with the events.

			Religious Ronald and Betty Booboo were sitting across from me at my mother’s place. The mood was pleasant between us as we chatted about this and that. Then, at one stage, one of them asked what was going on in my love life. It was then that I, excitedly, told them about having met Evil Anne. Their reaction shocked me to my very core. They looked at each other. The smiles on their faces slowly disappeared. I watched in fascination. I could not understand why they reacted as they did. It was as if I had punched them both in the stomach by the mere mention of the name Evil Anne. Religious Ronald developed a sheepish grin on his face, while Betty Booboo turned as white as a sheet. Her face became hard and angry. I had no idea what was going on.

			

			“Is it the same Evil Anne who had the fitness centre in uMhlanga?” Religious Ronald asked.

			“Yes, that’s the one,” I said, totally puzzled by their behaviour.

			It dawned on me then that they would in all probability know Evil Anne, because they had also lived and worked in uMhlanga for many years. She was a well-known businesswoman in uMhlanga.

			“Stay away from her,” Betty Booboo said with ice in her voice.

			Those words struck me like cold water to the face. That really was not what I wanted to hear. I was convinced that I had met the love of my life and here my brother and his wife reacted very negatively at the mere mention of her name.

			“Why? What’s going on?” I was totally floored.

			“If you bring that woman into this family, we will never speak to you again.” Betty Booboo was absolutely serious about what she was saying.

			Then Religious Ronald chipped in. “Yes, listen to Betty Booboo. Stay away from that woman. She is very bad news.”

			I just about threw up then. I could not believe what I was hearing.

			Try as I like, they weren’t willing to elaborate further. They simply persisted in trying to convince me to avoid Evil Anne and to cut all ties with her with immediate effect.

			If only I had listened.

			I did not listen.

			I

			DID

			NOT

			FUCKING

			LISTEN!

			The universe did try to warn me.

			

			I left, totally puzzled and confused. I wanted them to be happy for me, not react like I had just met an evil person. Little did I know that’s exactly who Evil Anne was. There is no other way to describe her. I just didn’t know it at that time. It really was not a nice feeling to feel on top of the world, convinced you had met your soulmate, and then to be brought down to earth in such a harsh manner.

			Fuck!

			Evil Anne and I went out for supper at a very nice restaurant that evening. The words and reactions of Religious Ronald and Betty Booboo were still playing on repeat in my head. Despite being madly in love with her already, I confronted her with everything they had said. Her reaction made me feel instant regret. She started to cry and then spilt the beans.

			Her story was:

			People in uMhlanga didn’t understand her and her intentions and that is why they teamed up against her – because she was different. They were jealous of her because she was successful, and because she was a beautiful woman with an excellent body. She told me that she couldn’t help that married men pursued her. She assumed that it was probably because their wives didn’t look as well after themselves as she did. She also told me that she was very naïve, vulnerable and gullible and easily fell for the stories married men spun her. According to her, a married man had raped her at her fitness centre. The story got out and, since then, everyone was out to get her. She told me that she was just an innocent victim and that everyone saw her as an easy target. She said she trusted people too easily and then they generally ended up abusing her in some way. She believed that she was unfairly targeted by the uMhlanga community and that’s why she was forced to sell her business and move far away. She sobbed that she thought uMhlanga was in her past… until I opened up the old wounds again.

			She had me hanging on to her lips. I ate up her stories like they were candy (and I love candy). I was on her side all the way and believed every word she told me. I felt so sorry for her. She seemed so vulnerable, innocent and truly like a victim of bad people. I instantly felt the urge to protect her from all the negative energy.

			

			Yes, I can see you all shaking your heads.

			I am also shaking my head as I write this.

			You won’t understand until you actually have been in such a situation with a master manipulator like Evil Anne. Before me, many people fell for her stories. After me, many more fell for her manipulation and evil agenda. Some people (admittedly only a few really stupid ones) could never see through her and would support her to the very end. Others (particularly those who were intimately involved with her) would eventually realise who and what she was.

			On with my story…

			And then Evil Anne played her ace. With one statement, she swiped my feet out from under me. That statement erased any doubt I possibly had up to then in her side of the story. I was totally on her side after this simple revelation. She said:

			“I didn’t want to tell you this, but your brother, Religious Ronald, was one of the married men who had pursued me.”

			In that moment, my jaw dropped to the floor.

			Suddenly, I understood why Religious Ronald and Betty Booboo had reacted the way they had when I mentioned Evil Anne’s name. She then told me all about the text messages he had sent her and how he had pursued her. She made it clear to me that she wasn’t really interested in him, but that she did enjoy the attention. She described him as having a kind of greasy nature about him – something I also experienced feeling in his presence. She explained that, when Betty Booboo had discovered that Religious Ronald was pursuing her, all hell had broken loose. Betty Booboo then became a major driving force behind the anti-Evil Anne movement in uMhlanga. She even went as far as to open up a rival fitness centre in uMhlanga aimed at putting Evil Anne out of business. Yes, that’s the lengths to which Betty Booboo would go to get to someone she had a beef with. Like Plastic Petra, she is also a very scary and nasty character. Those two had the same scary and toxic character (or lack of character).

			

			Evil Anne had me hanging on to her lips. I believed every single word she was feeding me. At that time, I didn’t know her. I didn’t know how she operated. I certainly didn’t know that she always placed herself in negative situations and then blamed everyone but herself when things (predictably) blew up. Every single married man who pursued her only did so because she led him on. She created the interest. She flirted with them and made sure they knew the door was open. She always was to blame, yet she played the role of the victim perfectly. To be honest, anyone who is unfortunate enough to meet her today will also be fooled into believing all the twisted stories she tells them. She is extremely convincing. For at least a certain amount of time, anyone who meets her will believe everything she spins them. That is a fact.

			Man, I believed her stories. I swallowed it all… hook, line and sinker.

			The fact that Religious Ronald and Betty Booboo were always the cause of problems within our family played perfectly into her hands. Had they been people whom I respected or were they not as nasty as I had come to know, it would have been a different matter.

			As the evening progressed, Evil Anne also told me all about how she lost her job and how she came to be in the situation she was in. What I didn’t know at the time was that Evil Anne would always tell you a twisted form of the truth. She would omit certain crucial events or decisions on her side, and would focus on everything that made others look bad (while making herself look good). I will first tell her story as she told it to me, and then follow it up with the real story so that you can understand how cunning and sly she is.

			Her twisted version of the events:

			She was in the employment of a fitness centre in Johannesburg. She was lonely and far away from her children, who were in Durban with their father. She felt alone and depressed. As luck would have it, a friend of hers (Shady Pete) offered her an opportunity to come to work for him in a new construction company he and other partners were getting off the ground.

			

			Shady Pete is a name that would regularly pop up in this book. He was (and still is) a high-ranking official at a local municipality. It goes without saying that he is a highly influential man within the municipality. He is a good man to know if you wanted certain strings to be pulled for you, particularly because the word out there is that he is corruptible and can be bought.

			So her friend, Shady Pete, felt sorry for her and offered her a job in Durban where she could be with her two children. What a good guy. A few months after joining the new company, Shady Pete’s wife (who was also involved in the new company) had issues with her and saw to it that Shady Pete turned his back on her and left her high and dry without an income.

			You can already sense there is something wrong with this story, can’t you?

			Little old gullible me believed every word of it.

			In short, she now hated Shady Pete and blamed him for causing her to leave her job and then for dropping her high and dry. As she would refer to every man in her past, she also referred to him as ‘vermin’. In her mind, the word ‘vermin’ was a very derogatory way to refer to a man. It was a word she saved only for men she really disliked to the extreme.

			The long and the short was that she was now unemployed and without an income, and Shady Pete was to blame. She was the poor soul who (again) fell victim to someone who had abused her naivety, vulnerability and innocence. She made a big deal about the fact that she was going to be homeless soon, because she didn’t have money to pay for her rent.

			I felt so sorry for her.

			Little did I know what the true story was.

			The true story:

			Evil Anne resigned from her employment at a fitness centre in Johannesburg on 10 January 2010 and joined a rival fitness centre on 19 January 2010… only to simply disappear on 22 January (only three days later). She simply abandoned her job. Why? Well, you see, the story Evil Anne told me wasn’t quite true. The truth was that she was actually having an affair with Shady Pete behind his wife’s back. On the basis of this affair, it suited him to bring her back to Durban with a shady job offer at his construction company (his side hustle away from his job at the municipality). Typical of Evil Anne, she simply packed up and moved to Durban… no job contract… only based on her lover’s word.

			

			There is already so much wrong with this scenario…

			So, by now, you will understand that she placed herself in a very negative situation where she was having an affair with a married man, and then she simply dropped her job and moved town based on a flimsy promise by this cheat. In what world does any of this make any sense? Only in the crazy and chaotic world of Evil Anne. In a very short period, she had now placed herself in numerous negative situations… firstly, by having an affair with a married man, then by believing a man who was adapt at lying (as all adulterers are), and then by simply absconding from her permanent employment. All of this without any formal contract or agreement.

			What could possibly go wrong?

			Everything.

			And it did.

			At some stage, Shady Pete’s wife found out about his affair with Evil Anne and all hell broke loose. It then turned out that she knew shady things about Shady Pete (and his connections in his construction company) and threatened to expose him if he remained involved with Evil Anne. Obviously, she had some good stuff on him, because he dropped Evil Anne like a hot potato. From that moment, Shady Pete was accused of being the rubbish who had placed Evil Anne in the precarious situation in which she now found herself. Her participation in the process and the bad decisions she had made didn’t come to mind. Nope, Shady Pete alone was to blame for all the drama in her life.

			I was still totally unaware of the true version of this story at that stage.

			Back to the present:

			It was at this stage that I had the unfortunate experience of welcoming her into my life. Of course, I didn’t know the true story. I only knew the twisted story she had spun me… and I had no reason not to believe it. In fact, I sided with her 100%. My heart overflowed with sympathy for this very sexy and cute woman, who just seemed to have had some serious bad luck in her life. I immediately signed up to be the one to help her back on her feet and to give her stability in life. I was totally committed to that.

			

			What did I do as a result?

			I invited her to move in with my daughter and me, of course.

			She made a very big deal about going to be homeless within a few days.

			She really played on my emotions. I fell for it… I am ashamed to say.

			Evil Anne didn’t hesitate much to accept my offer.

			This was only a week after we had met in the shopping centre.

			Yes, I was now the idiot who made the wrong decisions and who placed myself (and my daughter) in a very negative situation that would end up totally destroying our lives for a good many years. All of this happened because I had a deep empty hole in my heart and I was desperate to meet the love of my life. I really was convinced that Evil Anne was it. She simply seemed to tick all my boxes. I was so ignorant and desperate that I ignored all the obvious red lights and simply jumped into the deep end… to my peril.

			To this very day, I don’t blame Evil Anne for anything. She was just being Evil Anne. I should not have ignored the red lights. I should not have invited her into our peaceful home after only one week. I should have remembered the stories my friend told me about his involvement with her back when they dated. I should have listened to the warnings Religious Ronald and Betty Booboo gave me. I should have run away when she told me how everyone victimised and abused her, because she was such an ‘innocent, trusting and naïve person’.

			I am to blame.

			I made the wrong decision by inviting her into my life.

			I ignored all the warnings and the warning signs.

			I am to blame, full stop.

			

			I had a deep emptiness within me and that was going to cause me to make all the wrong choices, which would eventually implode on our lives, leaving us standing among chaos and destruction, our lives shattered into a million pieces around us. My daughter didn’t ask for this. She trusted me and the choices I made in life. I will forever be sorry and live with a deep regret for what my decisions put her through. I sometimes wake up to this day in a cold sweat as I relive what my decisions brought into our peaceful lives.

			The sad thing is that I had already placed us in a negative situation by becoming involved with a poisonous person like Plastic Petra. This had already caused my daughter and me much drama, instability and sadness. Now I was about to take it a step further and totally blow up our lives into a million little pieces by becoming involved with a purely evil person.

			I am ashamed of myself.

			My daughter didn’t deserve to suffer as a result of my wrong choices, and the honest truth is that I managed to make the two worst decisions of my life one right after the other. I went from bad to even worse and then back to bad again. I have been thinking about Plastic Petra and Evil Anne a lot. Why were they part of my life in the same era in my life? It is obvious that I was functioning on a very low vibration at that time and that’s why I attracted them into my life. There can be no other explanation. I was attracting people into my life who reflected where I was in life… and that’s not a compliment to me.

			Back to my story:

			I was very surprised when Evil Anne informed me that she was going to sell all her furniture. She figured that she was moving in with me and she was convinced that she would marry me. She told me that ‘I was the last man ever in her life’. She probably had ten other men after me, but this shows you how delusional this woman is. I tried to convince her to rather keep her furniture and to store it in the garage of the house I rented. Evil Anne refused and said that she was selling the furniture firstly to prove her commitment to me and secondly so that she can also contribute financially to the household. I found her commitment heart-warming and this convinced me even more that I had met the love of my life.

			

			A few months later, she would turn around and tell the world that she was forced to sell all her furniture to help me out financially. Yes, she blamed it all on me! Welcome to the crazy world of Evil Anne. How crazy her world was, I would only figure out later. At that stage, I was still convinced I had met the love of my life and everything was bliss.

			So let’s start to follow the timeline… exactly as it happened.

			This is going to get wild – very wild, very quickly.

			Did I mention crazy? And chaotic? And disturbing?

			

			Chapter Three

			Thirteen months in hell

			27 March 2010

			Evil Anne sold all her furniture and moved in with me just a week after we had bumped into each other in the shopping centre. Both of us were convinced that we had found the love of our lives. Everything seemed right and perfect. The date was 27 March 2010. It would become a life-changing date in both my and my daughter’s lives. On that day, I invited true evil into our peaceful lives. Our lives would never be the same again. Very strangely, my life would again completely change ten years later to the day (27 March 2020) when South Africa went into full lockdown due to the coronavirus pandemic. Our lives would also not be the same again since that day. How strange is that?

			On 27 March 2010, my life changed (in a very negative way) when I invited Evil Anne into our lives.

			On 27 March 2020, my life changed again (this time, in a very positive way) when the pandemic struck.

			It certainly was ten years of hell. Strange that the worst two women I had ever met in my life (Evil Anne and Plastic Petra) were the two women who featured in my life for most of those ten years. It was no surprise that chaos and destruction followed. Associate with the wrong people and bad things will happen. This is a simple law of the universe. The events to follow will reveal ten years of absolute chaos and destruction in every possible way. Then, exactly ten years later (27 March 2020), everything changed and I began to address loose ends in my life and purge all toxic patterns and ties, and started to build a strong foundation for my future. The pandemic seemed to wash everything clean and the reset button was pressed. From that moment, I started to make good decisions. I tied loose ends. I grew as a person. I learnt to cut toxic people and things from my life. I learnt to be very careful with whom I shared my energy. From that moment, my life became magical again and I started to vibrate on a very high level. It would take another five years (exactly) for me to take off after building a solid foundation for me to launch from. From the end of March 2025, the destructive, chaotic and lack cycle ended. I felt the chords that held me back snap. Literally. I was suddenly myself again. I was again effortlessly back in the flow. But let’s discuss this later in real time as my story unfolds. At this stage of my book, we are still in March/April 2010, so let’s pick up the story there.

			

			As explained before, Evil Anne was very vocal about remaining within God’s will by not having sex with me. I was happy to respect her wishes, however delusional I found them to be. I understood that she was very sexually promiscuous in the past and that she wanted to change her behaviour. I was all for second chances. So basically what she was saying was that all the issues and drama in her life were caused by God punishing her because she had sex with other men (which she termed ‘not living within God’s will’). It totally went over her head that all of these dramas were caused by her own negative actions and bad decisions in life. One of the most negative actions a person can take in life is to have adulterous affairs (a consistent pattern in her life). The only possible outcome would be negative, full stop. So why blame your God?

			We slept in the same bed for about a week without having sexual intercourse… and then, one day, I realised that she was chatting to another man, called Petrus. I couldn’t quite figure out what the story was. At first, I thought he was just a friend, so it didn’t bother me. Then it surfaced that she barely knew Petrus (he was a new contact, not an old friend) and that she was sharing stuff about her life with him in the same way she was doing with me. He then invited her for coffee and wanted to ‘support’ her through the tough time she was experiencing. That’s when alarm bells started ringing for me. I thought I was playing that role in her life (as her committed partner), yet here she was opening up to another man and inviting him into her life. That was when I sat up and didn’t like what was being revealed to me. Suddenly, the thing we had between us didn’t feel that special anymore.

			As we were lying in bed one evening, I raised my concerns about her interaction with this stranger called Petrus. Evil Anne, being Evil Anne, felt that I was insecure and jealous without any justification. She quickly turned it on me. I was now the one in the wrong (according to her), so I decided to leave it there and ended the conversation. We fell silent, but neither of us could go to sleep. I was clearly not happy and she could feel it. Then, to my very surprise, she rolled me onto my back and, before I knew what was happening, she had pulled off my underpants and then performed a few sexual acts until I was nice and hard, and then she proceeded to ride me like a horse. I just lay there, not quite understanding what was going on. One moment, she was so vocal about wanting to ‘live within God’s will’ and, the next moment, she basically forced herself on me by first giving me a blowjob and then by humping the brains out of my head. She truly physically rolled me onto my back, started sucking me until I was hard, and then climbed on top of me and went for it… while I was looking on in total confusion. To her, that was proof of how much she loved me. To me, it was a very weird experience. The alarm bells started to ring… very softly at first. I realised that something was very off somewhere. Later, she would tell everyone that she was forced to have sex with me, because I was such an insecure person. I then became the person who forced her out of God’s will.

			

			Are you beginning to understand how twisted this woman’s mind and her behaviour are?

			It was going to get way more twisted.

			There were also other things that seemed odd to me.

			For example: She would wake me up in the middle of the night and make me promise to never leave her. This happened three or four times per night.

			Huh?

			I soon learnt that she was sending text messages to her ex-husband, Tertius, in which she blamed him for being the cause of her being so messed up. She confronted him in these messages about sexually rejecting her
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T his is a true story based on my personal experiences. While the events
and narrative are accurate, certain names, locations, and professions have
been changed for privacy, confidentiality, and legal reasons. Any resem-
blance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.
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