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Dedicated to the little girl in me…
 
…and the 80-year old me.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
This book is inspired by true events. 
Some names have been changed to protect their identities.
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Chapter 1
Too Big To Fail
 
 
After years of legal battles, the public finally has access to hundreds of pages of court documents related to Jeffrey Epstein. While these aren’t the long-awaited “client list,” they include some high-profile names that have already been linked to Epstein - such as Bill Clinton, Donald Trump, and Prince Andrew. Depending on their political leanings, people on social media are loudly vilifying one while defending the other.
More disclosure is coming, but I don’t expect any explosive new revelations. Republican or Democrat, Left or Right, Red or Blue, scumbags exist on both sides of the aisle.
What these assholes all have in common is money, power, and influence.
I worked with men like this during my tenure at BJ Maroon. My former employer has been forced to pay out hundreds of millions of dollars for its role in enabling Epstein's sex-trafficking empire. 
In fact, my old boss, Jes Staley, was so closely linked to Epstein, that he’s been banned from ever working in the finance industry in the UK.
For those of you who aren’t up to speed on your Epstein backstory, here’s a quick recap.
Jeffrey Epstein’s legal troubles began in 2006 when authorities arrested him on accusations of paying a 14-year-old girl for sex in Palm Beach, Florida. Despite dozens of underage girls describing similar acts of sexual abuse, officials gave him a sweetheart deal on June 20, 2008, allowing him to plead guilty to abusing only a single victim. 
You know what else happened in 2008? The financial crisis. It has Epstein’s filthy little fingerprints all over it.
You have to remember, Epstein started his career in Wall Street as a commodities trader at Bear Stearns, worked his way up to partner, then quit in the early 1980s to open his own “investment firm.” Publicly, he had only one client, a man named Les Wexner, the founder of the women’s clothing store, The Limited.
Epstein was an enigma.
No one knew who he worked for, or how much money he was running. He might have successfully stayed in the shadows, too, if it wasn’t for an article that ran in the March 2003 issue of Vanity Fair. It painted a portrait of a “billionaire bachelor” who stood smack-dab in the middle of a Venn diagram where finance, politics, and celebrity met.
Ooo! How mysterious! How exciting! 
What it failed to mention was all the porn.
That Venn diagram was rotten to the core. And the “billionaire bachelor” in the center? He was holding incriminating videos over the heads of the rich and famous, like the Sword of Damocles.
In 2008, Epstein finally swung that sword, using it to get off with a slap on the wrist. Within 13 months, he would be back on the streets, up to his old tricks…
… right around the same time my husband started screwing Winnie #1.
But while Epstein was still behind bars, the banks got together and allowed Lehman Brothers to collapse. When Lehman went belly-up, it brought the entire global financial industry to its knees. 
“I hope you keep the island,” Jes Staley wrote Epstein on Sept. 29, 2008. “We may all need to live there.”
Need to hide your dirty laundry? Try triggering a global crisis and then beg the government for a bailout!
JP Morgan saved Epstein’s former employer Bear Stearns from bankruptcy by offering to buy it for the shockingly low price of $2 per share (when days earlier, the stock had closed at $30 per share). The U.S. Treasury and the Federal Reserve helped finance the deal to the tune of $30 billion dollars.
Repeat after me: Too Big To Fail.
I missed out on the 2008 meltdown because I was out on medical leave dealing with my brain tumor. But the financial news over the past two years shows that all the key warning indicators are back - only this time, multiplied by 100.
The Powers-That-Be are currently cooking up a new crisis that is going to put 2008 to shame.
(coff coff… crypto…)
Epstein’s luck finally ran out in 2019. 
I found Kenneth’s blackmail videos in 2020.
Ever since then, the dominoes have begun to fall, one-by-one. Once I started putting names to the faces, the rats began running for cover. This ship of fools was sinking fast, and no one wanted to go down with it.
It couldn’t happen to a nicer group of guys.
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Chapter 2
“Someone is Helping Her”
 
 
Sometime in the late '90s, I took a trip back home to North Carolina. During the flight, I struck up a conversation with the guy sitting next to me. He had an infectious, easy-going energy that made him instantly likable. By the end of the 15-plus-hour flight, we'd become fast friends. Over the years, we stayed in touch, exchanging letters (as you did back in ye olden days before text messages). 
During our correspondence, he sent me a copy of John Berendt’s novel, Midnight in the Garden of Good and Evil.
In the book, the eponymous "garden of good and evil" refers to the city of Savannah, Georgia. But it could just as easily be a metaphor for Hong Kong. This island is a gorgeous, tropical paradise… 
… filled with crime, corruption, and scandal.
For most of my life, I was so dazzled by the good that it blinded me to the evil. But now that I’ve eaten from the apple, my eyes are open. I know too much.
About my lying, cheating husband.
About the crime syndicates and their sex blackmail rings.
About the businessmen and politicians who have been compromised.
In this garden, there isn’t just one serpent. 
It’s an infestation.
In China, we have a saying: 蛇蟲鼠蟻 (“Snakes, worms, rats, ants.)” It’s like Pandora’s Box - all of life’s shit contained in one nice little gift-wrapped package. 
I didn’t open the box; the Powers-That-Be did. 
I just found the porn.
And apparently, that was enough to put me on their radar for life. 
One time, I was having lunch with a friend at the club. There was a party of six seated near us: two men from mainland China and four women (who all happened to be Kenneth’s whores). 
Word had gotten out. They clearly knew who I was.
As soon as they saw me, one girl pulled out her phone and started recording me. I figured two could play at that game, so I began taking pictures of her, too.
They whispered loudly amongst themselves. Another girl asked, “How does she memorize everyone?” I assume she meant that as a compliment. 
“Is her book really that good?” wondered another.
One guy scoffed. “There are better things to read.”
Aww. My public! 
I’ve started calling them the Alpha Female Fan Club.
It happened again in February 2023. I was having breakfast with a journalist I'll call "Carly." Like most of the people in my social circle, Carly is somewhat aware of my situation, but I don't think she fully grasped the level of scrutiny I live under.
No one understands until they witness it firsthand.
We had barely ordered our meals when Carly realized that a bunch of the other diners were watching us. Not just one or two, but people at seven different tables. 
Seven. 
All staring daggers in our direction.
Among them was “Sandy,” a guy who worked in the entertainment industry. His wife “Tammi” was a famous singer. Sandy decided to have an extramarital fling with a former Miss Hong Kong runner-up in the back seat of a taxi… which was then recorded and posted all over the internet.
You’d think if anyone would respect someone else’s privacy it would be Sandy. 
Nope. 
He was gawking at me along with all the others.
Dealing with lookie-loos has become such a daily occurrence, it doesn’t even faze me anymore. But Carly was freaked out by the unwanted attention, so we asked to move to a more private spot away from prying eyes. 
As we passed a couple members of the Alpha Female Fan Club, one man turned and spoke quietly to his companion. Carly was able to read his lips. 
“She has someone helping her,” he’d said. “That’s got to be it. Someone is helping her.”
Hmm… You don’t say?
Of course, it makes sense. Someone MUST be helping me. How else could I have survived this long on an island filled with vipers?
There’s a famous interview with Mr. Rogers recounting his childhood: “When I was a boy and I would see scary things in the news, my mother would say to me, ‘Look for the helpers. You will always find people who are helping.’”
In my case, looking for those helpers is easier said than done. Because whoever my mysterious benefactors are, they don't want to be found. 
My helpers - like my tormentors - are powerful people who prefer to operate under the cover of anonymity.
They may not want me to know who they are… but nothing stays hidden forever. You just have to be persistent. 
After that breakfast with Carly, I was determined to find them. Perhaps they would have answers that I might have missed over the course of my investigation.
Because you know me… I'm like a dog with a bone. Once I've got a hold of something, good luck trying to pry it away from me. I've got more stick-to-itiveness than a piece of gum on a hot sidewalk.
However, the Universe was about to throw a major bucket of cold water onto those plans.
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Chapter 3
The Butterfly Effect
 
 
I got a phone call from my father on February 26, 2023 at 2:40 in the afternoon. He told me he wasn’t feeling well. He had seen visions of his deceased parents, my 嫲嫲 and 爺爺 (Maa Maa and Yeah Yeah). He called 999 and the ambulance was on the way to take him to the hospital.
Our conversation lasted all of 1 minute 39 seconds. 
I never heard his voice again. 
At that time, Hong Kong was still under strict COVID restrictions. Hospital visitors were required to wear masks and take a RAT (rapid antigen test) before they were allowed entrance. Everybody knows the drill by now - cotton swab up the nose, jab, swirl, wait. 
By the time I got in to see my dad, he was on oxygen and monitors and unable to speak.
Two nights later, the hospital called me and said, “Please come quickly, his heart rate is dropping.” When I arrived at his bedside, all of my cousins and aunts and uncles were already there.
I called my mom and told her he was fading. I asked her to send me a song to play for him one last time. This is what she sent: 往事只能回味--尤雅 (“The Past Can Only Be Reminisced” by Yuya).
時光一逝永不回 往事只能回味 憶童年時竹馬青梅 兩小無猜日夜相隨
春風又吹紅了花蕊 你已經也添了新歲 你就要變心像時光難倒回 我只有在夢裡相依偎
Time passes by and never returns, 
The past can only be reminisced. 
Remembering childhood days, the boy with the girl, 
Two little ones, innocent and inseparable, day and night.
The spring breeze blows again, turning flowers red, 
You have also aged another year. 
You're about to change your heart, like time that can't be turned back, 
I can only embrace you in my dreams.
I played the song for him and tears began to roll down his face. As I held his withered hand in mine, I remembered those same hands when they were young and strong… 
… steadying me as I wobbled on my first bicycle through Golden Gate Park… 
… hoisting me up onto his shoulders for piggyback rides, where I was queen of the world… 
… walking through our front door carrying our first dog, an adorably foolish chow-chow named Bobo…
… behind the wheel on our family road trips from San Francisco to Florida's sun-kissed beaches and the electric buzz of New York City…
… in the kitchen, showing me how to make the perfect dumpling.
There were other memories, too, less pleasant ones. 
Of how he cheated on my mom. 
Of the pain and heartache he inflicted on our family.
The truth is, he might have abandoned my mom, but he was there for me and my kids after I discovered Kenneth was screwing around. Maybe he finally understood how damaging infidelity can be, especially to the children.
My fingers entwined with his, a bridge spanning a lifetime filled with joy, mistakes, pain, heartache. 
But at the end, there was also forgiveness. 
He may not have been the best husband, but he was an awesome grandpa to my children. And that’s how I want to remember him - loving and nurturing my kids.
"I love you," I told him through my tears, “Your grandkids love you. And I forgive you. We will honor you, we will remember you. The kids and I will remember all you did for us.”
He couldn’t speak, but I knew he heard me. He understood. I felt the warmth slowly leave his hands. The room fell silent and the nurses asked us to leave the ward. His body was cold when we were called back in.
That was March 1, 2023.
My father had been sick for a while, so his death wasn’t unexpected. I was relieved that he was no longer suffering, but grief still wrapped itself around me like a cocoon. 
The days that followed were surreal, like walking through a fog of swirling emotion. The kids were devastated, so I had to hide my own sorrow to help them deal with theirs.
"Ladies and gentlemen, in the event of a sudden loss of a family member, please remain grounded. It's important to compose yourself and put your own mask on first before helping others, including children. Thank you for joining us on the journey of life.”
On top of that were all the preparations. Dad had lived on two continents, with family spread out across both. This meant planning and coordinating two different ceremonies, and transporting him for burial in the United States. 
After weeks of wrangling with paperwork, insurance, and legal bureaucracy, I was near my wit’s end. 
Then, on March 30, I saw a butterfly on a tree. 
It was unlike any butterfly I’d ever seen before: beautiful, with large black wings and striking orange and green markings. The pattern on its wings resembled the letter “B.” 
In Chinese culture, it is believed that moths or butterflies, especially black ones, are a sign from beyond the grave. It means that the spirits of the deceased are checking in on their loved ones.
My father had felt so cold in the hospital, I bought a scarf to keep him warm. It was orange and black, and I’d had his nickname 爸 B (“Ba-Be”) embroidered in bright green letters. He was wearing this scarf when he was cremated.
Black. Orange. Green. The letter “B.” 
Message received, loud and clear.
The butterfly sat still for the longest time, as if making sure I saw it. Letting me know that everything was OK. Then it fluttered away. I watched it go for as long as I could, until I eventually lost sight of it in the bright sunlight. 
Thanks for stopping by, Dad.
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Chapter 4
San Francisco
 
 
The irony of my father passing on March 1st is that happened to be the anniversary of when my family first arrived in San Francisco in 1979. Dad brought us to California in search of a new life, and it was there that I would finally lay him to rest.
Even though Kenneth and I had been separated for months, he still refused to grant me a divorce. And since our children are minors, he insisted on accompanying us to America. 
I wasn’t thrilled about him tagging along, so I assigned him the task of carrying dad’s ashes. I figured it was the least he could do after the nightmare he’d put me through.
This trip also gave me an excuse to look for an escape from the Garden of Good and Evil. I left the kids with Kenneth to “babysit” so my cousin and I could go house hunting.
Location, location, location! Have you ever dreamed of living in a place where the biggest worry is whether to have a latte or cappuccino in the morning? Look no further! Introducing an absolutely average, utterly unremarkable condo in the heart of Silicon Valley where you can enjoy breathtaking views of the parking lot from your balcony. The best part? It’s 100% free of Sleazy Porn Syndicates plotting your demise!
It really is the little details that matter.
Real estate in the Bay Area is notoriously expensive, but I eventually settled on a 3-bedroom condo in
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