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To Nicole —
a fierce woman, a soldier, a friend,
and forever my muse.
Your fire lives on every page.


The Coffee Shop 

As I sat across from him in that quaint coffee shop, the weight of my past pressing down on me, I realized it was time. Time to reveal the truths I had hidden so well, the journey that had shaped me into who I was. I am Nicole, and this is my story, unfiltered and raw, from the depths of my own memory.

.......... I’m Nicole, and this is where my story begins.


Family Dysfunction

My parents were two imbeciles lost in their own vices. My father, a crooked bookkeeper and failed land developer; my mother, a spoiled brat from a prominent, wealthy family who bailed him out whenever he found himself in a jam. You might think this background promised a life of bliss. However, reality was the stark opposite of such clichés. They despised me, I was their burden, their joke, and in their eyes, a threat. Why? I do not know. However, it did not matter to me; I never felt any connection with them. From a very young age, I understood that my existence could be summed up perfectly by one phrase: "this is not that." 

My expectations for care or affection, either from my parents or anyone else, were always minimal. Throughout my childhood and into my teenage years, there were moments when people offered kindness, even love. But it never felt genuine to me. Kindness was a performance, a transaction. Where it be, Old Mrs. Henderson down the street, with her sugary perfume and offers of cookies, always wanted me to fetch her mail or weed her garden. The boys in school, with their lingering glances and clumsy compliments, just wanted a peek down at my shirt. Everyone had an angle, a price. I learned to read their intentions like a poker player reads a bluff. 

By the time I was fifteen, my parents' reckless financial dealings had caught up with us. One minute they were hosting lavish parties, the next they were cowering on the living room floor, pleading for mercy. The men who came to collect were shadows with hard eyes and even harder fists. The sounds of their blows – the sickening thud of flesh against bone, the ragged gasps of pain, became the soundtrack of my nightmares. Although I despised them, hearing this made me sad. However, the feelings were not mutual, as they would turn their attention to me and the rage would spill over. My father, his face, a mask of shame and fury, would turn on me, his belt a weapon. My mother, her eyes vacant, would join in, her slaps stinging like fire. 'It's your fault,' they would hiss, their voices thick with self-loathing. 'If you weren't here...' Their words were poison, seeping into my soul."


Glimmer of Hope

Who they owe money to was a mystery. These men drifted in and out of our lives, ignoring me except for the occasional commands to fetch drinks or perform trivial tasks. However, they were always kind to me. I could not help but notice that their demeanor towards my parents seemed harsher when they saw the marks of their neglect on me, though they never explicitly stated this connection. However, they were present, these were the moments when I felt a semblance of safety, a fleeting taste of freedom. It was not lost on me that these guys were absolutely monsters in their own way, but they saw me as a kid and teenager and treated me as such. One of them I called uncle V. He would never raise a hand; he had people for that. Most of the time he took me out of the house to ensure I would not see the shakedown and eventual brutal beatings they inflicted on them. In hindsight, I wish I had seen it, it would have made my soul smile. Sometimes he would even teach me about strategies and how to read body language, knowledge I would have expected to learn from my parents in a different life.

My parents, despite their numerous failings, did one thing I cherished, they hired a tutor and housekeeper named Ms. Gomez. Her first name remained a mystery to me, but in my otherwise shadowy world, she was a beacon of light. Alongside Uncle V, she taught me the basics: cooking, cleaning, and taking responsibility for myself and my actions. She disciplined me when necessary and offered praise when deserved, showing me what true love felt like. In my eyes, she was my mother, and I will forever be grateful for her brief presence in my life, brief, because she dared to confront my parents. She dared to defend me and speak out against them. Despite knowing the despicable nature of my parents, I never imagined they were capable of murder. 


Catalyst Revenge 

Yet, the events of one fateful night remain vivid in my memory. I can recall everything, from the smells to the small, detailed actions. Ms. Gomez was finishing her duties when my mother, in a fit of jealous rage, accused her of stealing, a random bullshit way of punishing her. My mother despite her lack of care for me still could harbor jealousy if I shine my light on someone else. Nevertheless, an argument escalated into a physical altercation. Ms. Gomez easily subdued my mother. She never even threw a punch; it was more just trying to keep my mother from hunting her. Ms. Gomez kept this up until my father intervened. He threw her to the ground and strangled her with a cord, pulling with all his might while my mother laughed cruelly in her face. Paralyzed by fear, I was unable to intervene. It took minutes for Ms. Gomez's body to go limp, a sight and sound I will never forget. Both, never shed a tear, they just gasp for air, exhausted from the until ordeal. I watched as they cleaned up, called my Uncle V and his men came in took Ms. Gomez’s battered remains away. Hours passed before my parents decided to check in on me. I faked sleep so I would not have to see them and because I was afraid, they would kill me too. Ms. Gomez was an angel, and for them to do that to her, for her life to end like that was enough. My parents were the thieves that stole my innocents young. I always asked myself why did they have me? Why did they hate me? 

The following day, Uncle V, surprisingly, checked on me. His concern was usually limited to times when my parents' debts were being collected. When I saw him, I wanted to hug him and cry, but if he was anything like my parents, tears would not sway him, only actions. I remember with his usual calm demeanor he asked, “are you ok, Nicky.” Nicky, a nickname he had given me a while back, always had calming affection when he said it. Anyway, I just nodded and prepared myself for the next question. I knew he did not like what my parents did, but he had no dog in this fight, so I never expected him to dive deeper. However, while sipping his coffee and without hesitation he asked me directly “why did my parents kill Ms. Gomez.” With nothing to lose, I recounted the entire ordeal, revealing the petty jealousy at its core. While I was talking, I





Uncle V: New Beginnings  
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