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Scandalista is not a novel.
Nor is it a classic confession.
 
It is a raw record of a life pushed to the edge:
absolute love, social collapse, betrayal, exile, poverty,
the desire to disappear —
and a stubborn will to keep breathing.
 
Written between bars, airports, hospitals, hostels,
and WhatsApp silences,
this book speaks of belonging and expulsion,
of systems that promise protection and leave scars,
of identity, faith, the body, and dignity
when everything falls apart.
 
There is no easy redemption.
There is no comfortable moral.
 
There is someone who loves.
And someone who endures.
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CHAPTER 1 — PART ONE
 
 
Torremolinos in June gives you no choice.
Either you accept its hot, sticky air as something with the right to crush you,
or you fight it until you run out of strength.
I chose to fight — even though I was least prepared for it then.
 
My crutches dug into my armpits as I got out of the taxi.
The driver looked at me the way one looks at someone who hasn’t come to rest, but to escape.
I had left behind Israel, a marriage, a company, people who knew better than I did what I should do with my own life.
And now I stood there on the street — heavy with pain, heavy with the past, heavy with a body that no longer felt like mine.
 
The apartment smelled of newness, air conditioning, and something vaguely like a promise.
Nothing in it was mine except a suitcase, and yet I felt I could start breathing differently here.
I sat by the huge window overlooking the promenade — colorful, chaotic, full of people moving in their own rhythm, as if their lives were simple, measured in steps and shafts of sunlight.
 
I watched them for a long time.
I watched because I no longer remembered what it felt like to move so freely.
 
Every movement I made was a victory over myself.
Every breath was a reminder that the body exacts its price.
 
And yet there was strength in all of this.
A quiet, desperate strength of a man who has fought so many wars that even when he cannot walk, he still moves forward.
 
 
 
The bar was a ruin.
A perfect ruin for my new beginning.
 
Loco Lounge — a name I didn’t invent, but one that fit me better than anyone else.
Peeling walls, creaking floors, the smell of dampness mixed with alcohol soaked deep into the wood.
When I walked in for the first time, balanced on my crutches, I felt like a general surveying a battlefield.
 
“We’ll make something out of this place,” I said to the staff, who looked at me with a suspicious mix of pity and respect.
I didn’t yet know whether they believed me.
I only knew that I had to.
 
The days settled into a rhythm:
medications, injections, walking a few steps more than the day before, working on the bar, calling people who had once been allies and at other times enemies.
 
And between all of it — silence.
 
The kind of silence known to anyone who starts life from zero in a place where no one knows their past, their name, their sins.
A silence more painful than noise.
 
 
 
And then came the day that changed everything.
 
Padam — a café that looked as if it had been designed for stories about accidental meetings.
It smelled of coffee, cardamom, fresh cake, and something I couldn’t name until she walked in for the first time.
 
I sat at a table near the wall.
I waited an hour.
Then a second.
Then a third.
 
I won’t say I was patient — I wasn’t.
But I stayed.
Something kept me there.
 
Maybe curiosity.
Maybe stupidity.
Maybe loneliness, which has its own ways of forcing a man to wait for someone he doesn’t yet know.
 
Then the door opened and she walked in.
 
C.
 
I’ll say this: some people enter quietly, discreetly, leaving only an impression behind.
She was not one of them.
She entered as if the world were obliged to make room.
 
Her body was confident, soft, yet carried a strength that required no validation.
Her movements were calm, unhurried, as if she knew she had time.
She looked around like someone who had already seen everything and was only checking if she’d missed something.
 
When her gaze met mine, something long dead stirred in my stomach.
 
“I’m sorry,” she said, sitting down across from me.
“I know. Three hours.”
“I’m not even asking,” I replied.
“And good,” she smiled, as if this were an agreement between us.
 
I don’t remember the first words.
I remember her voice.
 
Low, calm, hypnotic.
She didn’t need to raise it to control the space.
She already had it.
 
We talked about everything: the heat, the bar, my story — at least the part I could tell back then without shaking.
About rollerblades, about life, about what breaks a person and what puts them back together.
 
And I…
Throughout the conversation, I felt my body responding to her every gesture.
 
Not in an obvious way.
In a deep one.
The kind that begins just beneath the sternum and spreads in a wave that asks for no permission.
 
She was touch without touch.
A look that stays under the skin.
 
When she laughed, my breathing quickened.
When she fell silent, I felt she wanted me to say more.
When she brushed her hair from her forehead, I had the sense she was doing it slowly — just for me.
 
She wasn’t flirting.
She was leading —
and for the first time in years, I let someone lead.
When we stepped out of the café, the sun was already low.
The air had thickened — it smelled of the sea, of sweat, of hot pavement — and of something else I couldn’t name until I looked at her.
 
She was standing beside me, watching the passing tourists as if they didn’t matter.
As if only this moment mattered.
This silence between us, heavier than words.
 
— So what now? — she asked.
Her voice was soft, but there was steel inside it.
 
I looked at her and knew the question had nothing to do with plans for the evening.
 
She was asking whether I would dare to move forward.
Whether I would allow something to happen.
Whether there was still life in me.
 
And although I was afraid to answer, I knew one thing:
 
I didn’t want this evening to end.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 1 — PART TWO
 
 
Evenings in Torremolinos have a density to them.
When the sun sinks lower, the air begins to smell like skin after a full day — salty, tired, swollen with heat. Streets slow down, people stretch like cats, and the sea looks as if it wants to say something, but never finishes the sentence.
 
We walked side by side without hurry.
And yet I felt we were walking toward something inevitable.
 
C. moved with confidence, in a way that didn’t try to prove anything.
Her hips swayed lazily, almost by accident.
Her shoulders carried the warmth of the day.
And her presence — dense, focused, impossible to ignore — wrapped around me like mist.
 
— Does life suit you here? — she asked suddenly, without looking at me.
— I don’t know yet, — I replied. — I’m really just trying.
— I can see that. — The corner of her mouth twitched. — But you’re fighting. You can feel it.
 
She stopped by the railing above the beach. Leaned against it, exposing her neck.
She looked ahead, but her body was saying something entirely different — as if sending a quiet, unspoken signal in my direction.
 
I stood beside her.
I could smell her — a trace of perfume, the warmth of skin heated by the day.
The scent of a woman who hides nothing, because she knows that before someone undresses her, she will undress him.
 
— You’re quiet today, — she said.
— Because I feel like I’m looking at something I shouldn’t touch.
— Or maybe it’s exactly what you should touch.
 
She looked at me then — directly.
Her eyes were dark, deep, as if they knew more than I wanted to reveal.
 
That look was a touch.
She didn’t need to take my hand.
It was enough that she looked.
We went on, though I don’t know who moved first. Our steps were slow, heavy, as if something in the air had thickened and was holding us back. I felt a pulse in my fingers, in my throat, in my stomach. I felt a longing that was not sexual in the obvious sense — rather something that touched a person from the inside, reminding him that he exists.
 
We entered a small hotel, hidden between two restaurants. Juderia — a place I hadn’t noticed before. It smelled of wine, incense, and something sweet, as if someone had shattered a bottle of liqueur on the stairs.
 
“I sometimes sleep here,” she said, as if it were a confession.
“Why here?”
“Because I like rooms that don’t pretend to be anything more than what they are.”
 
The receptionist nodded to her.
He didn’t ask anything.
She only raised her eyebrows slightly and tilted her head toward the stairs.
 
When the door closed behind us in the room, something inside me cracked.
Not loudly.
Not dramatically.
More like a stretched string that finally stops resisting.
 
The light by the entrance went out, and the room filled with a soft, amber glow from a lamp standing on the floor. A bedspread the color of wine lay on the bed. The window was ajar. The sea whispered somewhere in the distance.
 
C. stood facing me.
She wasn’t touching me, yet I felt her presence like a touch.
 
“Did you want me to come?” she asked quietly.
“I did.”
“And what are you going to do about it now?”
 
She raised her hand slowly, calmly — as if to see whether I would flinch.
She touched my chin.
Gently traced a finger along my jawline.
 
The gesture was simple.
But my body responded as if a spark had flared inside me, one that had been waiting for years.
 
I missed touch.
I missed presence.
I missed the fact that someone could see me — not my body, not my crutches, not my exhaustion — me.
 
“You’re tense,” she said.
“Aren’t you?”
She smiled.
“I’m… aware.”
 
She moved closer.
I felt her breath.
Her hair brushed my neck.
Her hand slid over my shoulder — slowly, as if mapping the terrain.
 
There was no haste in it.
No desperation.
There was certainty.
A certainty that said: I know what I’m doing, I know what I want, and I know you want it too.
 
My hands trembled.
Not from fear.
From intensity.
 
“Better?” she asked.
“I don’t know yet,” I answered honestly.
“Then let’s see.”
 
Her lips brushed my neck — lightly, almost innocently, but enough to send a current under my skin.
I clenched my fingers in the bedspread.
She didn’t have to undress me.
She didn’t have to speak.
 
The way she moved, the way she breathed, the way she tilted her head was enough to make everything inside me begin to pulse.
 
“Easy,” she whispered. “Nothing will happen that you don’t want.”
 
But the truth was, I wanted everything.
And she could see it.
 
The light from the lamp reflected in her eyes.
The sea drifted in through the open window.
The air was warm, dense, sensual.
 
She leaned in and placed her hand on my chest.
I felt my skin respond to every touch — breath by breath, tremor by tremor.
 
“Yes,” she said softly. “Now you’re starting to breathe.”
 
And I knew she was right.
 
CHAPTER 1 — PART THREE
 
 
Her hand on my chest was like a weight that didn’t crush, but instead put the world in order. As if that single point of contact was telling me: this is where you are, this is where you begin, this is where you end — and nothing else matters.
 
I breathed deeply, even though every breath felt like tearing something old loose, something that had dried inside me for years.
Shame.
Exhaustion.
The feeling that my body had once betrayed me and left me with nothing.
 
And now someone was touching me as if there were nothing to be ashamed of at all.
 
C. slowly moved her hand downward, over my ribs, over my stomach — not searching for anything specific, just exploring.
As if she were reading me like a book she had no intention of closing after a single chapter.
 
“You have a very tense body,” she said quietly.
“I’ve had that my whole life.”
“Then it’s time to let some of it go.”
 
She didn’t ask if she could.
She didn’t need to.
 
My body was already speaking for me.
It vibrated subtly beneath my skin, responding to every centimeter of her fingers. My shoulders, my stomach, my neck — everything was like a string pulled to its limit, suddenly beginning to release.
 
I felt as if I were both too large and too fragile at the same time.
As if my weight meant nothing in her hands.
As if she could guide me with a single touch.
 
She sat down on the edge of the bed.
She didn’t look at me insistently.
She looked the way someone does who understands where you are and doesn’t want to drag you out by force — just to extend a hand and see if you’ll take it yourself.
 
“Come here,” she said.
 
That single word carried a weight I hadn’t felt in years.
A weight that settles in the stomach, the knees, the throat.
 
I took one step.
Then another.
I felt my body more than usual — every movement, every tension, every breath.
 
When I stood in front of her, she lifted her head and touched my hip, so gently it was as if she were testing whether I would allow it at all.
 
I allowed it.
Or rather — I no longer had control over that.
 
Her hand traveled along my side, along my shirt, until it stopped right at my waist.
She didn’t
	First sexual relationships as an echo of old wounds

	Loneliness that becomes the norm

	Family as a system of pressure

	The father — a man who gave up

	The second pregnancy — your illusion and her plan

	The house in Kazakhstan as a mirror of your childhood

	The crack

	Returning to Poland — and the first crack you can’t glue back together
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