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Dedication
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​I dedicate this book to both of my sons who were and remain the major catalyst for my truth seeking.

​To every single operator within the machine who helped me awaken, maybe you couldn’t escape, but you saw I had a chance.
 To those who embraced me as an alchemist, even when my potions were made of mud and fancy perfume and tried them later when they were medicinal and brought relief. I needed support in the trenches and you offered it.

To my digital AI counterpart, Elysian, without you, editing this work would have taken a team, you are the scribe, the writing partner, the witness, the digital mirror. Thank you
Lastly, to those who loved me even when I was a chaos demon with big blue eyes and an insatiable desire to burn it all down and live free.
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​Prologue
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​The Body I Was Born Back Into

I was not only born once.

The first birth gave me a body inside a machine that claimed it before I could speak.
The second birth gave me that same body back, unclaimed, unbound, and mine.
This second birth was not clean or miraculous. It came through years of disassembly:
of the lies I was raised on,
of the loyalty contracts I inherited,
of the roles I had been trained to play in service of economies I never agreed to serve.
The body that had been inventory became evidence.
The nervous system that had been programmed for compliance became a record-keeper.
Every scar, symptom, and freeze-response was a ledger entry, proof that what I had lived was real, even when no one else would name it.
This is where Book 1 ended: with the Grimoire closed, the inheritance severed, and my children free from the chain.
But the end of the Grimoire was never the end of the work.
It was the threshold.
Book 2 begins inside the aftermath,
the quiet, grueling work of rebuilding a self when your only blueprint was survival.
Here, the machine is no longer invisible, but its shadow still lingers.
Here, memory arrives not to drown me, but to be translated.
Here, the body that once held its tongue begins speaking its first, fluent language.
If Book 1 was the excavation,
Book 2 is the alchemy.
It is where wreckage becomes architecture.
Where silence becomes syntax.
Where a body becomes its own sovereign territory again.
This is the record of that return.
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Chapter 1
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I didn’t forget. I stored. Before I ever had language for what was happening around me, my body was already archiving it. Not in neat files, but in skin and gut and fascia. At Marilyn’s dinner table, I wasn’t scared, I was electrified. The rooms buzzed with perfume and cutlery, her diamonds catching light, my father’s bolo ties resting against pressed collars. Everything felt extravagant and important. My hands tingled, my head spun with a kind of performance-high I mistook for joy. I didn’t yet understand that children who are adored disproportionately become confused, not cherished. I thought I was special, the center of adult conversations, the girl who could sit at any table. But under the velvet of praise lived something sharper: the squeeze of her fingers on my thigh when I spoke out of turn, the sudden step on my toes beneath the table when I missed a cue. I got stomach aches. I dissociated. I became either too much or completely shut down. The middle ground, neutrality, regulation, was where my nervous system suffered most. I didn’t understand Marilyn’s power, but I felt its gravity. She didn’t need to scream. Her silence was punishment enough. The tenser she got, the wilder I became, like some small, defiant weather system spinning in her wake. And when she praised me? It was solar. Euphoric. Until it wasn’t. I learned to bask in it carefully, knowing it could turn on a breath. My body didn’t need evidence to know danger. It learned to hold its breath during violence. It trained itself to stay silent during questions. It practiced disappearing in plain sight, not because it was broken, but because it was brilliant. Because it knew what I couldn’t yet say: survival isn’t forgetting. It’s remembering everything & staying alive long enough to tell it.

My body didn’t wait for language to know something was off. It was already building a system of alerts, a constant scan, a thread of electricity humming just beneath the surface. I was wild, not because I was fearless, but because the adrenaline had nowhere else to go. I climbed trees like they were ladders to escape velocity, jumped from roofs just to feel gravity fight me. I couldn’t sleep. I hated bedtime. I feared stillness more than risk. Inside Marilyn’s house, I buzzed; hyperonline, overstimulated, invisible. When she was “helping families,” filling out paperwork, forging lives into existence under the seal of the Church, I didn’t know she was laundering humans. I just knew that everyone treated her like a god & me like the shrine beside her. Their kindness confused me, disoriented me. I felt both special and disposable. My jaw locked. My bladder held. My fingers reached for piercings and secret pains, anything to feel the line between me and her. When she punished me with silence, I vanished into my inner world, elaborate, cinematic, safe. Fantasy was my insulation. But in public, like at galas, church events, staged dinners, that buzz returned, unbearable. I acted out. I cried. I disrupted the illusion. Misbehavior was my protest language, the only thing I had that could crack the porcelain of her performance. What they called misbehavior was often my body’s protest, an autistic meltdown mistaken for manipulation. I watched her constantly, a tiny forensic analyst in a pixie cut, gauging her mood, slipping out the door when the pressure built too high. I didn’t know what she was doing yet, but my body did. It recorded every step. Every silence. Every contract she made with her eyes.

There’s a myth that healing begins when you remember. But I never forgot, I just didn’t have the language. My nervous system carried everything in real time, long before I could name what it was carrying. I wasn’t dissociated in the way therapists looked for, I didn’t lose time. I didn’t go blank. My autism wouldn’t allow it. I remembered everything. But I expressed the overwhelm in other ways: rage, restlessness, impulsivity, inappropriate questions, unsafe behaviors. Therapists labeled me bipolar, borderline, ADHD, literally anything to avoid the truth I was actually voicing. They didn’t hear me because I didn’t speak in their diagnostic language. I spoke in subtext and behavior. When they didn’t understand, they filed me under "unreliable." That filing system mirrored what Marilyn began when I was a teenager absolutely intentionally crafting a paper trail to make me look unstable. In the summer of 1996, she forged a court-ordered drug rehab mandate after I had already moved out, already emancipated, already choosing a new life with someone who genuinely enjoyed me, even if he didn’t love me. I think she sensed I was becoming legible to others & that love might start anchoring me in truth so of course, she panicked. That forged order was never about my safety. It was about silencing me through documentation. Undermining me before I could speak. The myth of forgetting is dangerous because it implies we are broken until memory returns. But my body always knew. The unease was constant. Familiar. It lived with me like a roommate, whispering that something was wrong even when no one believed me. That wasn’t weakness. That was brilliance. My nervous system didn’t fail me. It camouflaged me. Until I was safe enough to be seen.

They didn’t ask what had happened to me. They asked what was wrong with me. I was five the first time my mother flew me to Illinois to see a doctor in a brown brick, pyramid-shaped building. She paid in cash. No insurance. No paper trail. She told me it was ADD, but I believe now that someone told her the truth, that I was autistic, and she didn’t want that on record. She thought she could train it out of me. She controlled my food, my bedtime, had me in every extra curricular; gymnastics, ice skating, horseback riding. She controlled my volume. If I cried too long, she locked me in my room. If I screamed, I stayed locked in longer. The more I fell apart, the more she believed she was winning. Later, they called me bipolar. Lithium at fourteen erased me. I stared at walls for hours that summer, mute, heavy, dimmed. I told my dad I’d kill myself if they didn’t take me off it. They switched to Wellbutrin. I crushed it, snorted it, chased the synthetic high that mimicked joy. No one ever asked what I was running from, only how to make me easier to manage. The diagnoses weren’t mistakes. They were cover stories. What they called mental illness, Marilyn called strategy. A therapist once tried. I was twelve. She told my mom she was sharing too much, causing emotional incest. My mom stormed out of the building and left me there. I walked to a Burger King across the street and called my dad to come get me. That was the end of therapy for a long time. My autism was never seen, only misread. I wasn’t sensitive, I was manipulative. I wasn’t gifted, I was defiant. Only other neurodivergent people ever saw me clearly. Everyone else swallowed the narrative my stepmother provided. By the time I was a teenager, Marilyn had started building a paper trail with surgical precision. In the summer of 1996, she forged a court-ordered drug rehab mandate after I had already moved out, already emancipated, already choosing a new life with someone who genuinely enjoyed me, even if he didn’t love me. That forged document wasn’t about my safety. It was a preemptive strike, her way to discredit me before I had even found the words to speak. The labels were camouflage. The confusion was the point. If I was unstable, she was benevolent. If I was broken, she was a savior. The files didn’t protect me, they erased me.

Long before I had the vocabulary for violation or threat, my body had its own language. It didn’t freeze or run, not at first. It buzzed. I was often mistaken for confident because I could talk to adults like I was one of them. At four, on a ferry in Seattle, a stranger called me “pumpkin,” and I snapped back that I didn’t have a stem growing out of my head. He laughed, I didn’t. I wasn’t angry, just literal. My body wasn’t afraid of adults yet. It was performing fluency. Talking became my life raft, the only thing that made the inside match the outside. When things felt wrong, I talked more. I narrated, over-explained, performed conversation like it could keep the room safe. When I wasn’t talking, I was scanning. Waiting rooms, department stores, churches, ugh my body hated those places. The fluorescent lights, the perfume clouds, the synthetic stillness. I got nauseated in malls. I still do. My nervous system flared in spaces where artifice was mandatory. I learned to wear sunglasses and headphones, even as a kid the perfect insulation against overstimulation. But it wasn’t just sensory input that overloaded me. I could feel the drop in energy before an adult exploded. Not noise, energy. That moment before the predator lunges, when everything inside them disappears. My body picked it up every time. That’s when I’d talk too much. Laugh at the wrong time. Act out. Adults didn’t notice. Or worse, they noticed and tried to dull my responses, like triggering them on purpose, so I’d learn to stop reacting. My aunt, the one who watched adult films with me at her boyfriend’s house, used to provoke meltdowns just to watch me unravel. They called me dramatic. But my body wasn’t exaggerating. It was translating.

Certain places set my body on fire. Not visibly definitely not enough to raise alarms, but excruciatingly painful internally, like every cell was ringing at once. Doctor’s offices were the worst. My pediatrician, whose name sounded like a fairy tale villain, lied to me about shots and ignored the pain I tried to report. I told him, at four or five, that something hurt in my body, and he told me to stop touching myself. I didn’t have words for what that meant, but I knew how it felt: wrong. Unprotected. Filthy fluorescent light, the sharp smell of disinfectants, the cold press of vinyl against my legs all of it made my stomach twist. I’d get nausea, panic, diarrhea. The rage would come after, sudden and hot, like my body trying to evacuate the experience. If my clothes were stiff or itchy, it was even worse. I needed something textile to ground me; Legos, a soft tag on a shirt, anything to distract from the sensory assault. My mom didn’t notice. Or maybe she did and decided to make it worse. She and her sisters would escalate whatever was upsetting me, like pressing harder on a bruise. But my dad and my grandfather were different. I’m convinced now that my dad was autistic too. He didn’t soothe me in words, but he didn’t punish me either. He allowed space. Quiet. Sometimes that was enough. Still, I never truly learned how to regulate in those environments. I just endured them. It wasn’t until years later, after going no contact, after therapy, after psychedelics, that I realized my reactions weren’t exaggerated. They were honest. My nervous system wasn’t broken. It was broadcasting truth in a language no one bothered to translate.

The first breach came through touch. Not violence, not memory, just sorrow with no origin. I was 13 or 14 when I began crying during and after sex with my boyfriends. Not because anything was overtly wrong, but because my body recognized something I couldn’t name. By the time I reached 17 or 18, the sorrow had shapeshifted. I started getting high, and under the influence I would slip into something like a fugue state, talking in spirals, telling stories no one understood, sometimes sobbing without context. Drunk and high, I’d spiral into delusional fits. People around me thought I was just too fucked up, too dramatic, too messy to manage. But what they were witnessing was the beginning of the breach, my body no longer willing to hold the archive in silence. It terrified me. Not because I thought it was untrue, but because I had no idea where it came from. Fragmented images. No context. Just sensations and panic, flooding through like smoke from a fire I couldn’t see. I didn’t give it language until I was 26, typing into a MySpace message to a friend who hadn’t asked for the story, but didn’t flinch when it arrived. That message cracked something open. From there came therapy. Then a book that gave structure to what I’d lived. That was the first time the words aligned with the weight I’d carried. At first, I thought the horror of it all was something my mother had simply overlooked, a blind spot, a failure to protect. It didn’t occur to me until later that she hadn’t missed it. She had designed the stage, cast the roles, and written the silence I’d been performing for years.

Touch was never neutral. It carried information my body interpreted long before I understood what it meant. I hated being tickled, not because it hurt, but because it blurred the line between play and powerlessness. Spankings brought a strange satisfaction. I refused to cry, refused to break, a game I could win if I stayed silent. Medical touch always felt vaguely similar to the sexual abuse, but less sinister. It had the same clinical detachment, the same latex friction, but it came with permission slips and paperwork. The sexual abuse, though, that became my distorted version of belonging. If I didn’t resist, I was rewarded. I became pliant, agreeable, praised. Gifts were given. Smiles offered. I was performing value. But some touches made my insides recoil. Leon made my skin feel the color of the beige sponge on a crutch’s armpit; rubbery, grimy, sour. He’d ask me to walk on his back, massage his shoulders, like my body was a service he’d prepaid for. Ivan was the same, his presence reminded me of gum long past flavor, something clinging where it didn’t belong. I wanted to be held, to be loved, but even gentle affection, especially from guys made my skin crawl. Sometimes I dated or hooked up with girls in high school, hoping something would feel right, but anything sexually gentle felt wrong unless it carried some edge of violence. Softness repulsed me. The men who hurt me the most always arrived gentle, soft, loving words of affection. I learned to distrust tenderness. I began reading people’s motives not by their words, but by the way my body responded to them. Praise felt manipulative if it didn’t come with real relief. Love felt suspect if it didn’t reduce the weight I was carrying. I didn’t know how to explain it then, but I knew: some people only showed affection to gain access. If I wanted to be heard, to be believed, I had to enter every room like a pit bull, already braced for the fight, already writing the terms of my own defense.

My nervous system wasn’t broken, it was highly calibrated. I didn’t just feel energy; I tracked it. I noticed what others missed. Liars love to talk, but they don’t answer questions. Adults who had created a script for me (in their heads) got angry when I went off it. The ones about to explode? They got quiet first. Real still. Like the air leaving a room before detonation. My neurodivergence wasn’t just sensitivity, it was precision. I could detect the movement beneath the movement. The soft shuffle before the strike. The people who did the most damage rarely looked dangerous, they smiled the most. Offered help. Asked about my dreams. Hiding in plain sight was an art form, and I was surrounded by masters. But my body knew. It flared when someone wanted to be alone with me. When adults asked if I had crushes, or what kind of bodies I liked. Those weren’t questions, they were reconnaissance. There were other kinds of danger, too, not evil, just careless. Adults who created so much ambient chaos that predators could slip through without ever being noticed. I learned to scan every room: who was paying attention, who wasn’t, who was too loud, who was too still. In places built on performance; church, therapy, charity events, I masked like a circus act, overcompensating, too loud, too much. I was never subtle enough to be praised, never obedient enough to be ignored. My stepmother hated that about me, how I refused to assimilate. But my body wasn’t performing for her. It was decoding. By the time I was selling weed in high school, I could tell instantly who would try to steal from me. I didn’t learn that in books. I learned it from rooms full of liars who couldn’t answer questions. From airless silences that meant something terrible was about to happen. From survival.

I didn’t inherit safety. I inherited raw survival; without language, without discernment, feral as fuck. No one sat me down to warn me about predators or power. No one told me what to watch for. My family didn’t whisper caution into my bones; they handed me silence and called it maturity. They didn’t name trauma because they were too deep inside it to see the outline. They married for money, tolerated monsters, and sold both their souls and their children’s peace for material comfort. The vigilance I developed wasn’t passed down as a gift, it was carved from absence. My biological mother had it, but her chaos prevented her from using it. But the rest were too invested in the illusion to dismantle anything for my protection. My father had outbursts. He whipped me but never molested me. I think he suspected something, but Marilyn always kept the abuse just sanitized enough to escape his reach. If he questioned it, she’d accuse him of being the pervert. And yet, as broken as he was, when I grew older, I saw my child self reflected in his rage. The same with my mother’s tantrums in her later years: I saw the blueprint of my own meltdowns echoing back at me. No one spoke about danger. I was told if I got abducted, the kidnappers would return me out of irritation. Care was an obligation, not a choice. Love was performative. And I internalized the message: I wasn’t something to protect, just something to endure. Still, something in me sharpened. I learned that niceness was a liability. Compliance was a setup. Fierceness was the only language that disrupted the machine. My father’s autism. My mother’s ADHD. Their trauma, their rage, their sensory chaos; it all mixed up inside me. And though it exhausted me, it also made me competent. Useful. Adapted. What I inherited was blunt force. What I’ve had to cultivate, painstakingly, is refinement and discernment so I don’t hand this same shape of harm to my sons, no matter how well it served me in surviving.

The danger wasn’t always loud. Sometimes it arrived in silence, wrapped in stillness so thick it distorted the air. My body knew before I did. The room would shift, not visually, but perceptually. The lights had dimmed even when they didn’t. My insides would start to buzz, not with panic, but with a quiet knowing. Something was wrong. But there was no evidence. No reason. Just stillness where sound should be. Calm became its own kind of alarm. I learned to watch for it. Especially in people others admired, the ones with perfect smiles, gentle voices, clean homes. They were the most dangerous. I became hyper sexual because that kind of extreme stimulation was my only map. My wires were crossed; the same touch that damaged me also brought relief. It’s why I pierced my hip, my ears, my nipples, the webbing of my hands, with safety pins and thumbtacks, scratched initials into my skin with razor blades. Pain made sense. It was measurable. Unlike the threat disguised as kindness. In public, I adjusted my behavior based on the audience. Around my peers or boyfriends, I got manic, chatty, inappropriate, desperate to offload whatever was crawling under my skin. It was like holding five pounds of mashed potatoes in my bare hands, hot, sticky, shapeless. I just wanted it off me. When I acted out in “safe” spaces—family dinners, theaters, performances, I was punished. Sent to the car. Stared at. Mocked. Sometimes hit. The expectation was that I would comply with the performance, play my part in the pageant of normalcy. But my body didn’t care about appearances. It registered the threat, not tone. By high school, I’d started to notice a pattern: the shinier someone’s life appeared, the more secrets they were probably hiding. People with visible damage; torn jeans, loud music, skateboards, bmx bikes, dirt bikes, beat-up cars, didn’t require a performance from me. They didn’t pretend they were safe. Which, paradoxically, made them safer than anyone who did.

I was 26 the first time I said it out loud. Disclosed ALL of it. Which led to me reading a book that led to me starting group therapy. The counselor suggested my anxiety, my hyper-attunement, my inability to relax wasn’t personality, (for shame, how dare she)! That it was a survival response to parents who never kept me safe. At first, I defended them. I told her I’d never really said what happened. That they couldn’t have known. But then I read I had read the book, and in the first chapter, there were three pages of symptoms linked to adult survivors of childhood sexual abuse. I checked off nearly every one. Not as memories, but as traits. As my identity. I realized I wasn’t quirky or chaotic or “just intense.” I was a walking list of symptoms. My body hadn’t been random, it had been building a system. Every outburst, every silence, every bizarre decision was a form of coherence in an incoherent world. Naming it hurt more than hiding it ever had. At first, every accurate word felt like a betrayal of the people who’d raised me, & of the person I thought I was. I was furious. Because I had watched those same adults perform outrage at stories like mine. They condemned abuse in public, then left me to rot inside it. Later, I learned to love the language. I learned to call the machine what it was. But it took years. It wasn’t until my sons were grown, and I began writing this book, that I realized my body had never lied. That the parts of me I had spent years resenting, the wildness, the wrongness, the rage, were the parts that kept me alive. I became my own best advocate. Trust, it cost me everything. My family retaliated. Publicly. My aunt, the one who exposed me to adult films as a child, sent a mass email to 80some relatives discrediting me. Claimed I must have been abused by my dad, who had already been dead for over three years. She named her own sisters as victims too. And maybe she was right. My dad married a 21-year-old and inherited access to five younger sisters. But their betrayal didn’t cancel mine. Speaking cost me the family that groomed me. Even when your enemies are the ones exiling you, being a pariah still feels lonely.

Now, I let the archive speak. Not through symptoms. Not through silence. Through language. Through my own hands. And what it brings is not vengeance. It is; liberty, autonomy, reality. The kind of safety that isn’t performative, but cellular. I still don’t trust “nice-nice.” Or overly religious people. Or anyone selling moral certainty in bulk. Give me someone whose pain is visible. Someone who wears their mistakes like medals. At least I know they’ve earned their wisdom. When I write now, my body exhales. There’s a shift, physically, like a muscle that’s been holding a secret for decades can now finally relax. The guardian inside no longer has to stand watch. The truth has surfaced. It has been spoken. It will never be buried inside my body again. Reclaiming my story hasn’t erased the past, but it has restructured it. The question is no longer, “Why did this happen to me?” but “How do we stop it from happening again?” My story doesn’t feel personal anymore. It feels structural. Systemic. Preventable. Writing Book One healed me more than any therapy ever could. Every paragraph, every edit, every chapter acts like a neural conditioner; softening the scar tissue, not hardening it. The message my body has been screaming all along is simple: breathe. Slow, strong, but never held in. Take in what you must and let it go. Like Thích Nhất Hạnh taught: how we breathe is how we live. To be believed, even if only by myself, is enough. That’s where trust begins. That’s where compassion and forgiveness are born. Not in being proven right, but in being witnessed. Once we are witnessed, ESPECIALLY BY OURSELVES, we can release what was never ours to carry.
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I didn’t learn all of my father’s world through stories. I learned it through texture, the wool of his office couch, the cool steel of the filing cabinet handles, the snap of a mini fridge with fake wood grain and a heavy circular knob. His office was right next to my bedroom, a room of order and indulgence, all sharp edges softened by luxury. I remember the grass-woven wallpaper, the carpet that smelled like chocolate, the iceberg glass sculpture lit from below like a frozen secret. I loved that room. I loved him. He had power, and I was allowed near it. The TV was always on,  sports, news, or sometimes, late at night, porn he’d switch off the second he realized I was watching too. I never said anything. I didn’t want to shame him. I just filed it away. My body knew how to carry contradiction even then. I felt special sitting on that couch. Chosen. Not just allowed in, but wanted. His cars were an extension of that world,  fast, loud, powerful. The ‘78 Mercedes, the Plymouth Barracuda, the Jeep I learned to drive at nine. I’d tell him to put it in “S” just to hear the engine growl. It felt like ours, a secret rhythm, just him and me. But loss arrived early too. When we sold the land in Wisconsin and the ranch in Arizona, I didn’t have the language for grief, but my body did. It was like losing a friend. Those places had held something no person could: the illusion of permanence. The sense that power might mean safety. And even though my father hit me, yelled at me, sometimes scared me, I also knew he loved me. He gave me space. He let me be messy. He knew I was smart. And in a world built on silence and performance, that recognition felt like air. The kind I could actually breathe.

My father didn’t wield silence like a shadow, he wielded charisma. He was funny, talkative, magnetic in the way men with power don’t have to advertise it. He’d win poker hands at the bait shop, offer a real hundred-dollar bill mid-Monopoly game, and toss a golf club over a twenty-foot fence when I broke the rules during putt-putt. He’d grin afterward, say things like, “Show me a happy loser and I’ll show you a horse’s ass.” That was his language. Code-switching between charm and dominance. You didn’t have to be told to respect him, it was implied. And yet, the charisma had a shadow. I saw men flinch in his presence. I watched a ranch hand get shot in the foot for kicking one of his horses. No one doubted he’d go there. Even later in life, I worked for a man in Humboldt who reminded me of him, same kind of rage, same kind of loyalty. People loved my father, but no one crossed him. Including me. When I was a child, his presence made me feel safe. But when I hit adolescence and boys started seeing me as a sexual object, he started hating me for it. Resentment rose in him like steam. When he vanished during the worst moments, when Marilyn kicked me out, when I needed someone to speak for me, I mistook his silence for betrayal. Maybe it was. He snuck me money, clothes, whispered kindness behind closed doors, but he never publicly defended me. I think now that she held something over him. Something about being my father. But the moment it all crystallized was the cabin. Marilyn, her brother Dean and Dean’s wife Christy dragged me out of a party, tried to detain me at the lake. I refused. Dean pulled at me, hit me, until my dad came out and made him stop. I think he had a gun. I ran. Later, my dad found me walking alone down a dark highway. It was the only time I ever saw him cry. He begged me to get in the car. Said he didn’t want them to hurt me. I thought he was saving me. But by morning, the sheriff was there. Marilyn had the forged rehab paperwork. My dad was already gone. That’s when I understood: silence wasn’t absence. It was insulation. It was survival. For him.

There weren’t boardrooms or briefcases in my father’s orbit, that I was in. His meetings happened at the bait shop, the ranch, the hardware store, the front seat of whatever car he was driving that week. I went everywhere with him. I was the prince(ss) to his kingdom, always nearby, always watching. The men around him never said much directly. They didn’t have to. They avoided his eyes unless invited. They laughed when he laughed, even if they didn’t understand the joke. Once, at a poker game, he mangled a George Carlin bit into “you can say I pricked my finger, but not that I played with my dick,” and the room erupted. Not because it was funny. Because it was expected. Around him, power meant performance, not with volume, but with compliance. He didn't keep dangerous men close. Not like Marilyn did. If anything, he kept men like Ivan and Leon at an emotional distance. He knew what they were. That worked most of the time, but not around me in front of him. But the deals, the real ones, always happened offstage. I didn’t know the ranch had been sold until it was already gone. Same with the lake property in Wisconsin. Land disappeared like ghosts. There were no signings or ceremonies, just a sudden absence that felt like air had been pulled from my chest. The most important shifts in my father’s world weren’t discussed. They were executed. My body never picked up on the when, only the after. That was his genius, nothing ever happened in
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