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For Jagger and Phoenix,

my reason, my measure, and my greatest call to rise.
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Prologue


When I showed up to film season 14 of The Real Housewives of Beverly Hills, I was a completely different person than I had been the day I first walked onto set. The crew, the other ladies, the viewers, and the internet all saw it. I think I might have been the last one to realize quite how different I had suddenly become. Everyone seemed to be asking, Who is this new Dorit? 

To be honest with you, I was asking the same question.

After nearly a decade on television, after a home invasion, after my marriage fell apart, after my friendships fractured—who was I, really? And was I getting further from myself, or closer to the girl I’d always been?

 We know, as cast members, that whatever is done or said on camera is fair game. Season 14 opened with a shot of me lighting a cigarette in the car. It was the first time I’d been shown smoking on camera. I knew, in the moment, the cameras were on. It was just me in the car and I could have turned them off, but I didn’t feel any compelling reason to bother. While I can’t say I actually expected them to use the footage, I’m not surprised they did. It wasn’t about the cigarette; it was about the emotion that was clear in every wordless movement of that moment. Just the fact that I wasn’t being more discreet was uncharacteristic for me and showed how my walls were crumbling down.

It’s funny to me that it got so much talk. Suddenly, it was a meme! I even won a Bravo Award for most iconic Bravo item of the year at BravoCon for it.

The truth is, at that point in my life—the moment in the car—something was clicking into place. I was without my safety net, without my patience, and without any effs to give. To be blunt, I was exhausted from keeping silent and protecting people who weren’t protecting me. It felt like I was the only one with a moral compass sometimes, and I didn’t want to be polite anymore. I didn’t want to keep walking down the high road all alone. I wasn’t pretending things didn’t bother me when they did. I wasn’t believing the best in people and watching them prove me wrong. I wasn’t trying to convince anyone who I was. I already knew what they thought of me. Who they thought I was.

Well. They didn’t know (and perhaps still don’t know) the half of it.





CHAPTER ONE

The Only Way Down Is Up


It was July 2018 when the noise became too loud. I reached a milestone moment, a crisis of self, that I could not ignore.

The past seven years had been a whirlwind. The kind that sweeps you up before you have a chance to catch your breath. They were years filled with life-changing moments that shaped who I had become, and my life was brimming with beauty, chaos, and change.

I had moved from New York City, a place I knew so well and loved so deeply, to Los Angeles, where I didn’t know anyone. I had married the man I loved so much that he had become an extension of me. I became a mother. I joined the cast of The Real Housewives of Beverly Hills and stepped into a life I was not prepared for, out of the comfort of privacy and into a universe where every emotion, every word, every mistake lived in the public eye. I had suddenly gone from anonymity to exposure, something I had never craved.

All of this change brought its own kind of magic and its own kind of uproar. I was grateful for all of it, truly, but I was also tired in a way that sleep couldn’t touch. The constant upheaval had started to take its toll. Navigating my new world as a public figure at the same time as being a new (and newish) mother felt like being stretched between two selves, maybe more. I was reeling, and my recently fractured identity was shattered further into a kaleidoscopic projection by an unseen—but very much heard—audience.

It had been seven or eight years since I’d been doing my own thing, living anonymously in Manhattan—single and spending time with friends, not even thinking about love, children, or notoriety—but it felt like a whole other lifetime. Perhaps even another person.

I was trying to be everything for everyone. I felt pulled apart: Guilty when I was with one child and not the other; guilty when I wasn’t with my husband PK; guilty I didn’t have enough time for my other family—my parents, my siblings, my aunts, my cousins—guilty when I felt like I just needed an hour to myself, which never seemed possible.

I was running on empty. I hadn’t yet learned how to draw the line between my real life and the show. Whatever happened on camera stayed with me long after filming wrapped—bleeding into my role as a mother, as a wife, and as an individual. The opinions, the scrutiny, the endless conflict. It all followed me home, shaping my reality into something so foreign and unfamiliar. I didn’t recognize myself anymore.

I could always share anything with my husband and he would understand, but he handled the limelight differently. It wasn’t a burden to him; it was a gift. He saw all the possibilities fame gave and was excited and involved. When I shared my struggles about the dynamic of the show, the clandestine complexity of what felt like living inside a game of chess, he wanted to help me navigate that. But he couldn’t truly understand what it was doing to me emotionally, how it was overshadowing the things in my life that made me feel whole and happy.

He knew me to be a fighter, a warrior, a survivor, and I didn’t want to disappoint him or let him see the frightened little girl inside me who just wanted to feel safe.

I wanted space to think, to feel, to just be. I needed quiet. To be somewhere beautiful and still, where I could stop giving to everyone and breathe. I didn’t want a glamorous city or a beach full of people. I was reaching for stillness, isolation, something that felt pure. I needed to disappear and reconnect with myself. Away from the eyes, the opinions, the endless expectations. I needed to feel small next to something vast and ancient. Somewhere I could hear myself again.

I was forty-one years old and my birthday was fast approaching. I knew what I wanted most was to be selfish for once. Not in the careless sense, but in the saving-my-own-soul sense.

That’s when I found Amangiri, a secluded resort in the middle of the Utah desert, sculpted into the landscape as though it had risen from the stone itself. I remember seeing photos of it for the first time: endless desert, pale rock, silence you could almost see. It felt like the antidote to everything. I didn’t overthink it; I just booked a trip and went.

I arrived in the late afternoon. The desert heat was heavy but not oppressive; it smelled of sand, sage, and sunbaked stone. The air shimmered with that strange silence that only exists in the middle of nowhere. The horizon stretched endlessly. I remember stepping out of the car and feeling my whole body unclench.

I exhaled, a long, unguarded breath that felt like release.

The relief was immediate. And with that release came something almost mischievous. It felt wicked to have nothing to do and no one to answer to. For the first time in years, I could hear my own heartbeat without interruption.


On my first morning there, I woke before dawn. The desert was tranquil as I sipped coffee on the terrace.

After breakfast, I met with the concierge to map out the days ahead. I wanted to move, to connect with the landscape. They suggested a canyon hike, yoga at sunrise, canoeing on Lake Powell, and, almost casually, the Via Ferrata, a vertical climb that guests spoke about with equal parts wonder and incredulity. It sounded thrilling, impossible, and somehow not for me. Maybe another time, I told myself.

Over the next few days, I did everything else. I hiked through narrow slot canyons where the walls blushed coral and gold, the air cool. I paddled across the glassy surface of Lake Powell, the cliffs reflected so perfectly that it felt like drifting through a dream. I swam, practiced yoga, and let my body remember what strength and motionlessness felt like. I also concentrated on some healing by getting massages and treatments and taking the time to appreciate the art of silence.

Each evening, I could feel something inside me loosening.

The day before I was set to leave, I woke up early. I had a feeling I could not ignore: If I left without climbing that mountain, I would regret it.

I couldn’t leave without trying the Via Ferrata.

I wanted to prove, not to anyone else but to me, that I was still capable of doing something hard. I could still do something just for the thrill of doing it—to see if I could and say that I did. It was a challenge that might make me feel alive again.

So, I signed up to do the climb that afternoon.

And that changed everything.

I was driven to the mountain in a jeep, the kind made to trek through any terrain. It was nothing like the SUV that had picked me up from the airport; this one was bare and rattling, its plastic windows rolled halfway up, the seats dusted in a fine coat of desert sand. You could feel every bump in the road, every turn. It smelled of metal and sun. It felt like an adventure.

As we bumped along, a nervous tingle crept into my stomach. A mix of disbelief and anticipation. It was not that what I was doing was completely out of character, because that wasn’t quite right. It was just out of character for who I had become. The younger me, the one who chased adventure and lived for the rush of testing her limits, would have been the first to sign up. Somewhere along the way, that part of me had been buried under responsibility and commotion. Now, she was waking up again.

I tried to seem composed, asking the driver the same question I had already asked five different people that morning. “Is the Via Ferrata really hard?”

He smiled at me in the rearview mirror. “Nah, you’ll be fine.”

It was about a ten-minute drive, long enough for the air to rush across my face, clean and sharp as a whip. I closed my eyes, pretending to enjoy it, but really I was trying to steady myself, to gather the courage I would need when we got there. All I could think was how ridiculous I would look if I backed out after coming this far, though plenty of people must have done the same thing.

A friend of mine had joined me a day into the trip, so I was not alone in the adventure. She was keeping her cool, far less nervous than I was, or at least better at hiding it. I clung to her presence, hoping it would keep me from backing out. I did not want to disappoint her or myself. I wanted to be one of the people who did it, the ones who took on the climb most guests avoided. The Via Ferrata was not the kind of casual excursion you stumbled into; it required a willingness to stare down fear. Physically, it was demanding but doable. Mentally, it was something else entirely.


That was what drew me to it, and terrified me at the same time.

We finally arrived at the base of the mountain. I remember wishing the drive had lasted longer. My heart was racing again. My breath was shallow. Was this not closer to the hum I’d arrived with at Amangiri? Why was my nervous system operating at such a high frequency in my everyday life that this moment so closely resembled my daily hum? Frenetic, anxious, prepared for the unpredictable.

I resolved to show my mind and body that there was nothing to be afraid of.

But there was.

A Via Ferrata (iron road, in Italian) isn’t a hiking trail. The one at Amangiri is a vertical course bolted into the side of the mesa.

The guide, young, kind-eyed, confident, greeted us with an easy smile. I looked past him and up at the mountain. Its sandstone face was carved into craggy peaks and dips from years of baking sun, wind, and rain. Steep and intimidating. Even more daunting than the warnings had made it seem.

My stomach dropped.

“There’s absolutely no way I can do this,” I said, half-laughing, half-serious.

I was not exaggerating. In fact, why had I remotely thought I could do it? I had never climbed a mountain before, not even close. My only experience was the occasional indoor climbing wall I had taken my kids to, and even that had been enough of a thrill. I genuinely did not understand how anyone could call this doable for someone like me. I told the guide I had made a huge mistake.

He just nodded, tightening the harness. “You’ll be fine.”

The casualness of it all unnerved me. This was not a roller coaster where all I had to do was strap in and go for the ride. This required strength, focus, and commitment. My friend was laughing softly, probably at how pale I had gone. I kept saying, “No, really, I don’t think I can do this.” I started unclipping the harness and handing it back. The guide looked surprised, maybe a little disappointed.

I was not strong, not in that way, and I needed him to understand I was not being dramatic. I truly did not think I could do it.

My friend and the guide exchanged a look, both unsure whether to encourage me or let me bow out gracefully. I decided for them.

“Go ahead and take her.” I pointed to my friend. “I’ll wait here.”

As he helped me unclip the last piece of gear, I looked up at the mountain again, hoping, irrationally, that it would look smaller, easier. It did not.

Even so, something shifted.

I hated that I was quitting because of fear. I hated that I was the person who gave up before even trying.

For the past two years, my life had been one long climb through uncertainty and unfamiliarity. Everything that once felt safe and known had been replaced by instability. This mountain suddenly felt like all of it, the fear, the doubt, the unknown.

The thought hit hard. I realized this was not about strength. It was about belief.

So I took a breath and thought, To hell with it. It wasn’t about danger. It was about courage. If I could take this on, something bigger than I was, something that terrified me, maybe I could find my footing again.

I turned to the guide and said, “Never mind, let’s do it. I’m ready.”

My Nike sneakers, leggings, and tank top were already covered in dust. My hair was pulled back tight. My heart pounded so loudly that I could feel it in my throat. The metal and nylon of the harness were warm beneath my palms, rough with grit. The desert held its breath. No wind. No birds. Only the scrape of my shoes and the rhythm of my breath.

The path starts on solid ground but quickly takes you up onto steel rungs drilled into the cliff, each one sticking out a few inches and spaced just far enough apart that you have to stretch for them. You need to trust yourself to get to the next anchor. The safety cord I was clipped to did not alleviate my fear, which hit hard about halfway up. My arms trembled. My legs shook. The next rung looked impossibly far.

“How do I get down?” I called to the guide, trying to keep my voice steady.

He turned, calm and unflinching. “There’s only one way down,” he said. “It’s up.”

For a moment, I froze. The heat pressed against my back. The silence was total. I rested my forehead on the cool stone and closed my eyes. It was the moment of being unable to go on but having no choice. Paralyzed and having to find the power to move.

From somewhere deep inside, I heard my father’s voice. The one that always cuts through.

Walk into fear, Dorit. Do not let fear walk into you.

I took a breath. Then another. I had to keep going.

I climbed, inch by inch, step by step. My fingers scraped the rock, my legs shook, my breathing grew ragged, but I did not stop. The panic gave way to rhythm. The fear softened into focus. I was not thinking about falling anymore, only about moving forward.

And then something happened that even a few moments before I had thought impossible.

I reached the top.

A cool breeze lifted the sweat from my skin. The rock beneath my palms was dark gray, almost metallic. When I looked out, the view stretched endlessly, ribbons of canyon in light and shadow glowing under the late-day sun. It felt like standing inside a secret that only a few people would ever see.

Then I saw it, a narrow wooden crossbridge suspended between two cliffs, swaying slightly in the wind. It looked absurdly fragile. The guide told me it was optional. I laughed under my breath, exhausted and exhilarated, and said, “If I’ve come this far, I’m going all the way.”

Each plank, distantly placed, creaked as I stepped forward. The whole thing swayed in the wind with each step.

 The intensity of my nerves started to shift from terror to excitement.

When I reached the other side, I laughed again, not because I felt brave but because I felt free. Lighter than I had in years. I turned around and looked at the mountain. I couldn’t believe I had done it. All of that anxiety, and what had it done to protect me? It wasn’t the fear that had aided me, kept me alive, and allowed me to do something so hard. It was courage that had done that.

By the time we descended, my hair was damp and tangled. My hands were black with dust, skin flecked with scrapes and cuts. I was wrecked in the best way.

When I returned to my room, I poured a glass of water, the ice clinking against the glass, and lay back on a lounger on the patio. I watched the sun disappear behind the mesas. The desert shifted into evening stillness, as was its daily path. The silence had a sound now, and I felt part of it.

The mountain had changed my perspective. It reminded me that courage does not always roar. Sometimes it whispers. It is the choice to keep climbing when no one is watching.

When I returned home, the chaos returned. The packed schedule, the ringing and dinging phone, the kids at my feet, but I just kept reminding myself: The only way down is up.

The desert showed me what stillness feels like.

The mountain showed me what strength feels like.

And somewhere between the two I found myself again.





CHAPTER TWO

Bashert


I met PK when I was thirty-five.

By then, I had already lived a few lifetimes.

I had built a business. I had crossed continents. I had been engaged twice. Loved deeply twice. And walked away twice.

I wasn’t naïve, and I wasn’t searching. I really wasn’t looking to complicate things.

But life has a way of arriving anyway.

Ending an engagement is not like ending a relationship. It is ending a future. It is dismantling a life that has already begun forming in everyone’s imagination—families intertwined, holidays mapped out, children named in passing conversations. Yours isn’t the only broken heart, and you feel the ripple of it everywhere.

My first great love was Italian.

We met when I was young enough to believe romance alone could carry you forever. There was passion, travel, beauty—that intoxicating European way of living where dinner stretches long into the night and everything feels cinematic. I spent some of my most defining years in Europe. I grew up there, emotionally. I built a life alongside him, one I believed would be permanent.

He proposed more than once. The first two times—once under the golden sun in Lisbon, once in the watercolor beauty that was Paris—I couldn’t say no, but I couldn’t say yes either. Marriage was a huge commitment. When I did it, it was going to be forever. I needed certainty, and I didn’t yet have it. The final proposal came in the hills of Capri, overlooking the Bay of Naples. That time, I said yes.

But instinct is a powerful thing. And mine would not quiet. It kept telling me no, this wasn’t right. This wasn’t it.

For six months, I tried to silence it. I tried to convince myself that love was enough. That the life we’d built was enough. But something inside me would not settle.

That instinct carried me back to New York.

Leaving him was one of the hardest decisions of my life. It wasn’t about a lack of love. It was about knowing that love alone does not guarantee forever. Walking away meant breaking his heart and mine at the same time. It meant choosing the harder road when the easier one would have been beautiful.

When I returned to the States, word spread quickly that I was home—and single. The matchmakers went to work.

A family friend suggested I meet someone. He was English. Smart. Charming. Recently moved to New York.

I had never been set up on a date before, but for some reason I went ahead and said yes.

No, it was not PK.

We had a shared European sensibility, similar sense of humor, and we clicked instantly. There was something else, too—a familiarity that comes when two Jewish people recognize the same rhythms in each other’s upbringing. A shared language beneath language.

With him, life felt steady. Grown up. There were engagement parties—one in America, one in London. Our families blended beautifully.

But as we moved closer to planning our wedding, I started to get a familiar pit in my stomach. Nothing had happened; there wasn’t a betrayal. Only a truth I could not ignore: I couldn’t walk down an aisle unless I was absolutely certain it was forever.

I came from a family where marriage meant permanence. I had watched friends navigate divorce and broken homes. I knew I would not take vows lightly. If I was going to promise forever, I had to feel it without doubt. And I didn’t.

He was a wonderful man. A man any woman would have been lucky to build a life with. Ending that engagement was different. Less heartbreak on the surface, and more clarity underneath. Two good people who simply weren’t meant to build a life together. I left the ring behind without hesitation. It never occurred to me to keep something that symbolized a promise I was no longer making.

After that, I didn’t retreat. I stepped into my life and gave myself time.

For thirteen months, I let New York carry me. I had work that energized me, friends who made me laugh, and the effortless buzz of a city that never asked you to overthink. Fashion shows. Openings. Dinners that ran late into the night. Hamptons in the summer, a lake house upstate when the mood struck. It felt free. It felt full. It felt like mine.

That’s what makes what happened next so surprising.

One night, I had a business meeting at Bull & Bear, the elegant mahogany-walled steakhouse in the Waldorf Astoria on Park Ave in Midtown Manhattan. We planned for a light dinner and some work talk. Before we met up, the man I was meeting for business told me his cousin had surprised him by flying in at the last minute.

“Do you mind if he joins us?” he asked.


“Of course not,” I said.

Since the evening had become slightly more social, I asked a girlfriend to come with me. I had business to handle, and she could chat with the cousin. Afterward, I told her, I’ll take you out for a drink, just us. After the meeting, we walked to Lavo, a nightclub known for its selective doormen and big party energy, a real celebrity hotspot. We arrived before the rush, when it was still easy to get a seat at the bar. Within minutes, the place filled up—shoulder to shoulder, pressed in tight, that familiar New York rush where you’re shouting to be heard and half-lip reading the person in front of you. We had prime seats, which felt like winning the lottery. From two people deep in the crowd, a man caught our attention.

“Hey,” he called out. “Would you mind ordering us a couple of drinks? We’ll get yours too.”

My friend smiled. “We’re fine—but we’ll order yours.”

We ordered, handed the drinks over, and by the time we did, he’d made his way closer and was now standing beside her, chatting her up.

In true Manhattan fashion, I wasn’t on my own for long. Another man immediately took the opportunity to approach me, despite the sea of women around. I wasn’t rude. I just wasn’t interested. I wasn’t giving him anything. He picked up on it quickly.

When he finally backed away, he brushed the arm of the man standing behind him in the crowded shuffle—and that movement turned the man fully around to face me.

There he was.

PK.

He smiled, those piercing blue-green eyes locking into mine.

“Oh, hello,” he said in that unmistakable accent.

“Hello,” I responded, my curiosity piqued.

“Where are you from?”

It was hard to hear, so he had to lean in close—polite, respectful, but inevitably our hands would graze, shoulders touch. I told him the short version of where I came from, not knowing yet that we’d have years to cover every detail. Then I asked, “And you?”

“London,” he said.

By chance, he was from the same part of London my previous fiancé had been from. We realized we knew some of the same people—overlapping circles, familiar names—one of those moments where the connection feels instant, and everything seems too neat to be random.

PK was quick, clever, hilarious, and not guarded at all. He wears his heart on his sleeve, and I was drawn to that sincerity. He wasn’t the kind of man with rehearsed charm or cheap lines. Charming, yes. Witty and fast, yes. But not practiced.

He was sharp and confident, but also a little boyish. I’ve always been drawn to that mix. Someone intelligent who makes me laugh, and who I can make laugh too. I have a dry sense of humor that people sometimes take too literally. It happens a lot on Housewives. If you watch certain scenes through the lens of me joking, half of those dramas would disappear. My default is often teasing, playful, and light. PK got that immediately.

Our banter was effortless. It was so refreshing.

It was only a ten or fifteen minute conversation, though, and I didn’t think much of it, especially after he told me he was separated, had three children, and lived in Los Angeles. Complicated. I wasn’t about to start imagining futures.

At some point, I said, “I’ve got to step outside and make a quick call.” It wasn’t a lie, but it was also a polite escape. I wanted a breath of air.

A minute later, there he was.

He stepped outside too, lighting up a cigarette. There was a wink in it. He had followed me out, and I knew it.


Instead of being annoyed, like I should have been, I smiled.

He suggested we grab a drink somewhere quieter.

I heard myself agree.

We went somewhere nearby—casual, easy. I remember thinking how comfortable it felt to talk to him. No tension. No awkward pauses. No hidden agenda. Just ease.

Before we said goodbye, he mentioned he was having dinner the next night with friends.

“Why don’t you join us?”

I told him I had a meeting with one of the women who worked for me.

“Bring her,” he said. I had yet to learn his powers of persuasion, but I was prey to them instantly.

So I invited her as well.

I remember sitting beside him that next night, catching his eyes in the middle of some joke. There was that sparkle: boyish and open but so self-assured. He was telling stories, boasting in an endearing way.

He felt familiar. That was what struck me most. Not that it felt destined—just familiar.

I still wasn’t thinking this is someone I could date. He was going through a divorce, he had children, he lived across the country. My life felt full and clean and uncomplicated. His wasn’t.

But the connection was there. I’ve never been drawn to a man purely for how he looks. Attraction, for me, has always started somewhere deeper. Charisma. Charm. Presence. The kind of personality that makes you lean in without even realizing it, and that’s how I could tell I was attracted to PK. I remember my mother telling me when I was younger, “Never marry the best-looking guy in the room. He will never be yours.” It stayed with me, not as a rule exactly, but as a warning about the kind of attention that can follow a man who is used to being wanted, and the insecurity it can instill in his partner.


After that night, he went back to Los Angeles.

Weeks later, he was back in New York again. Another night out, another group setting. Dinner, laughter, the kind of easy social rhythm that doesn’t ask anything of you. In that dynamic, he and I were effortless. We always found our way into conversation—quick, funny, natural.

Threaded through the levity, there was a chemistry I could not ignore.

Because it unfolded in a group, without pressure, it felt safe to let it exist without needing to define it. I enjoyed him. I enjoyed how I felt around him. Then he’d go back to LA, and life would carry on.

Until one day, out of the blue, he called.

“Dorit,” he said, with a new deliberation, a pointedness he hadn’t used before. “I’m coming to New York this weekend. I’d really love to see you.”

Before, it had been casual. We’re going here, stop by if you want.

Now it was direct.

I told him I was leaving for Hong Kong for work that Friday.

“Can’t you change your flight?” he asked.

The nerve.

It was laughable. I was serious about my business. And who changes an international flight for a man?

But truthfully, I found it attractive. His directness drew me in.

Still, I told him no. A girl has to have some self-respect.

He didn’t push. He just said, “If you change your mind, will you let me know? I’d really love to get together.”

I hung up and thought, in equal parts, The nerve! and Why is that attractive?

And then something happened that took my breath away.



Seven months earlier, my grandmother, our family matriarch, had been on her deathbed. She had many grandchildren, but I was her eldest granddaughter, her second grandchild after my brother. She and I shared a sacred bond. She carried a joy for living and took immense pride in how she presented herself. Her hair was always perfectly done, she was impeccably dressed, and she had an instinct for choosing exactly the right jewelry or accessory—the final touch that made elegance look completely effortless. In many ways, I see so much of her in myself, in my love of beauty, presentation, and the belief that how you show up in the world matters.

She also loved fashion and design. Back in Tangiers, she would fly a seamstress in from London to make all of her clothes. She even designed her own wedding gown, a fact I only discovered years later when I designed a range of wedding dresses myself. She was a strikingly beautiful woman with a Jackie O quality, sort of a gentle power.

My family is big and tightly knit. Uncles
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