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Nobody Believes But Me

I lost $140,000 over four years to what I'm almost certain was a Nigerian scammer named Rahman.

I say "almost certain" because I can't prove it. Not definitively. Not in a way that satisfies the skeptics, the well-meaning friends who suggested I was paranoid, or the bank representatives who looked at me like I'd lost my mind.

But I know it's true. 

In 2025, a bank audit revealed that 75% of my income during those four years had been sent to Nigeria. Seventy-five percent. Not a handful of transactions. Not an occasional lapse in judgment. Three-quarters of everything I earned, flowing systematically to accounts I thought were recovering stolen cryptocurrency, paying legal fees, covering emergency expenses that always seemed urgent and never quite resolved.

The numbers don't lie. The patterns are there. The timeline tracks. And still, I can't prove Rahman was the orchestrator behind it all.

This is what it's like to live in a reality no one else can see.

The Story No One Wanted to Hear

When I first tried to explain what was happening, people were kind. Patient, even. They listened. They asked questions. But I could see it in their eyes—the moment they decided I was confused, or paranoid, or just couldn't admit I'd been scammed and moved on.

"Have you considered," they'd say gently, "that maybe you're seeing patterns that aren't there?"

"Maybe you just need to let this go."

"Maybe you're holding onto this because it's easier than accepting the loss."

Or a little more blunt, “It’s a scam!”

And maybe they were right. Maybe I was seeing things that weren't there. Maybe the connections I drew between accounts, between names, between timing and requests and emergencies were just coincidence.

Except they weren't.

The 2025 bank audit proved that. Seventy-five percent of my income. Four years. Nigeria.

But by then, the people who'd told me to let it go had already moved on. The vindication came too late to matter to anyone but me.

What This Book Is

This is the story of those four years.

It's the story of how I lost $140,000 trying to recover cryptocurrency that may or may not have been stolen in the first place. It's the story of Rahman—or whoever Rahman really was—and the elaborate, patient, relentless system of requests that kept me sending money long after I knew something was wrong.

It's the story of being too kind, too hopeful, too analytical for my own good. Of being smart enough to see the red flags and foolish enough to ignore them. Of living in the gap between what I knew and what I could prove, between what I felt and what anyone else would believe.

This isn't a redemption story. I didn't catch the scammer. I didn't get my money back. I didn't even get closure.

What I got was a bank audit in 2025 that confirmed what I'd known all along: I wasn't crazy. I wasn't paranoid. I was right.

And being right didn't set me free.

Why I'm Writing This

I'm writing this because the story needs to be told—not because it has a satisfying ending, but because it doesn't.

Most scam stories end with justice or recovery or at least clarity. The victim realizes what happened, reports it, moves on. The scammer gets caught, or disappears, or at least becomes a known entity.

This story doesn't end that way.

Rahman—if that was even his real name—is still out there. The money is still gone. The people who didn't believe me still don't. And I'm still living with the knowledge that I was right about something I can't prove to anyone's satisfaction but my own.

This is what it's like to be the hopeless fool—hopeful enough to keep trying, foolish enough to keep losing, and isolated enough that no one else can see what you see.

If you've ever felt that way—if you've ever known something was true and couldn't make anyone believe you, if you've ever been right in isolation, if you've ever lived in a reality that doesn't align with the evidence you can present—then this book is for you.

Not because I have answers.

But because I know what it's like to live without them.

AUTHOR'S NOTE

This is a true story. The events happened. The money was lost. Rahman is real.

Between September 2021 and January 2026, I exchanged over 110,000 messages with a man I met online who either stole $70,000 from me or is genuinely trying to help me recover it through an impossibly complicated Nigerian legal system. I still don't know which.

I have reconstructed this narrative from:

• Telegram message transcripts (110,000+ messages) 

• Bank statements and transaction records 

• Email correspondence 

• Personal journal entries 

• Memory 

A note on the source material:

Our communication began on Whatsapp in 2018. After the September 2021 theft, Rahman blocked me. I remained blocked for several weeks until I contacted him through another Nigerian friend on Facebook. After that, we resumed communication on Telegram, where it continued through January 2026.

Early in the relationship, I blocked Rahman once myself—and discovered that blocking someone on Telegram deletes the entire conversation history. After that, I began systematically saving conversations before any blocking occurred. This means the early Whatsapp messages (2018-2021) and the first few weeks after the theft are not available.

From late 2021 forward, I have nearly complete records. I blocked him once more and lost maybe a few days or weeks. Over 110,000 messages. Every promise. Every fee request. Every complication. Every "next week."

A note on accuracy:

The timeline and payment amounts in this book represent my best effort to make sense of four years of chaos. However, the scam itself was deliberately designed to create confusion—overlapping timelines, shifting explanations, contradictory fee structures, endless complications.

At times during the experience, I was confused about:

• Which payment was for which "fee" 

• Whether a request was new or a repeat of an earlier one 

• What the current status of "the case" actually was 

• How much I'd actually sent in total 

I have done my best to organize this chaos into a coherent narrative. Some dates may be approximate. Some dollar amounts may be attributed to the wrong specific "fee" even though the totals are accurate. Some events may be slightly out of sequence.

The emotional truth is exact. The financial record is nearly exact, as I own no cryptocurrency. Any payments made to a crypto exchange were sent to Rahman. If he suspected I was hiding anything, he would say, “Check your other wallets.” He had an uncanny ability to remember every small detail—and to use it later.

The financial totals are accurate: $70,000 stolen, $70,000 sent trying to recover it, $140,000 total loss.

The uncertainty is real.

For readers who want to examine the source material themselves, the complete Telegram transcripts (with names changed for privacy) are available separately at richabbott.com/honest-fool where you will find more information. You'll see exactly what I saw—and you'll understand why reconstruction was necessary.

Names have been changed to protect privacy:

• "Rahman" is a pseudonym 

• "Leonard" is a pseudonym 

• My wife's name is not used 

• "Barrister Mike David" and "Barrister Okenu" are pseudonyms 

Everything else is true.

— Rich Abbott

Manitoba, Canada

February 2026
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October 2025

My hands are shaking as I watch Rahman log into the Bybit account.

It's 2:37 PM on a Tuesday. I'm sitting alone in our mobile home in Manitoba, phone propped against a coffee mug, heart hammering so hard I can feel it in my throat.

On the screen, Rahman's face is calm. Almost serene. Like he's done this a hundred times before.

Maybe he has.

The Bybit login page loads. He types an email address I can't quite read. The phone tilts away as he enters the password—he claims he's secretly recording this from inside the Bybit office in Abuja, says it's risky because of security, but I don't care about the risk anymore.

I just want proof.

The page refreshes.

And there it is.

A cryptocurrency dashboard with a balance displayed in the upper right corner:

$512,847.23

Five hundred twelve thousand dollars.

I can't breathe.

"Brother, you see?" Rahman's voice comes through tinny on my phone speaker. "The funds are real. They have grown because Bitcoin increased in value. This is your money. Waiting for you."

I stare at the screen, my brain fracturing into competing realities.

Reality One: This is real. The money exists. Four years of hell have been leading to this moment. I was right to keep believing. Everyone who called me a fool was wrong.

Reality Two: This is an elaborate fake. A mockup website. A browser extension. A screen recording. Something he's spent months preparing to show me at exactly this moment, when my resistance is lowest and my desperation is highest.

I don't know which reality I'm in.

After four years, over $70,000 sent, thousands of messages exchanged, hundreds of broken promises, I still don't know.

"How do I know it's real?" I hear myself ask.

Rahman's face tightens. "What do you mean? You just watched me log in."

"Try to withdraw something. Send $100 to my wallet right now."

He shakes his head slowly. "Brother, I cannot. The account is restricted pending federal investigation. I can log in and see the balance, but I cannot transfer funds. That's why we need the federal officials present—to authorize the transfer."

Of course.

Of course he can't actually send the money.

There's always one more obstacle.

One more fee.

One more complication standing between me and proof.

"So this proves nothing," I say.

"It proves the funds exist!" His frustration bleeds through the phone. "It proves I'm not lying about the account! What more do you want from me?!"

I want certainty.

I want to know—with absolute finality—whether this is real or fake.

Whether I've spent four years chasing stolen money that might still be recoverable.

Or whether I've spent four years being conned by someone I thought was my friend.

But I don't get certainty.

Or whether I've spent four years being conned by someone I thought was my friend.

But I don't get certainty.

Nobody does in situations like this.

That's how these traps work.

They keep you in the space between knowing and not knowing, where hope and desperation blur into something that looks like rational decision-making but isn't.

"I need time to think," I tell Rahman.

"Brother, we don't have time. The federal officials are losing patience. If we don't pay them by end of month, they will close the case. All frozen Bybit accounts get transferred to government treasury as unclaimed property."

He's said this before. Multiple variations of the same threat. Always a deadline. Always urgency. Always one more payment away from success.

"How much do they want?" I ask, though I already know the answer will be just small enough to seem reasonable and just large enough to hurt.

"$300," he says. "That's all. Just $300 to keep them on site until the account is unfrozen."

$300.

On top of the $70,000 I've already sent over four years.

On top of the original $70,000 that was stolen.

$140,000 total.

More than half of what my wife and I got from selling our house in Ontario.

Gone.

"I'll think about it," I say again.

And I will.

I'll think about it for weeks.

I'll agonize over it.

I'll calculate and recalculate whether $300 is worth the chance—however small—that this might finally work.

And eventually, I'll say no.

But not because I'm certain it's a scam.

I'll say no because I'm exhausted.

Because I can't keep doing this regardless of whether it's real or not.

Because certainty is a luxury I'll never have, and I need to choose life over the endless wait for proof.

—-
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This book is the story of how I got here.

How a 61-year-old former pastor from Canada lost $70,000 in cryptocurrency theft, then spent another $70,000 and four years trying to get it back.

How I met a Nigerian man named Rahman who became my friend, my scammer, or possibly both.

How I ignored every warning sign, every red flag, every person who told me to stop.

How I rationalized each payment, each broken promise, each new complication.

How I lied to my wife, nearly destroyed my credit, lived in an RV, then a stranger's house, then a mobile home bought with the proceeds from selling the only investment that worked out.

How I finally said no—not because I was certain, but because uncertainty was killing me and I needed it to stop.

If you're reading this hoping for a satisfying ending where I either get my money back or definitively prove it was all a scam, I'm sorry to disappoint you.

This story doesn't have that ending.

It has the ending that most real-life scams have: unresolved ambiguity, unanswered questions, and a person trying to rebuild a life from the wreckage of their own choices.

It's not a satisfying story.

But it's an honest one.

And maybe honesty is more valuable than satisfaction.

—-
[image: ]


September 25, 2021

That's where this story begins.

The day I woke up in an RV parked on my old friend's property in Saskatchewan and discovered that $70,000 in cryptocurrency had vanished from my wallet overnight.

The day my
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