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​Intro To Me

Before I tell you about the five men, you need to know the woman who loved them. Firstly, this isn't about anyone laying blame or me pretending to know more than I do; it’s just me and my life.

There I was, sitting in the dark, waiting for my shift to start. When all the noise disappears, I start thinking of times gone by. Failed relationships, chores, writing – all the little things.

At a young age, I dived into some complex relationships with men. But honestly, what relationship doesn't become complex at some point? I’ve had several boyfriends for a mix of reasons, and I’ve ended those relationships for a variety of reasons as I've learnt what I want.

Knowing what I wanted and what I was attracted to really took some time. I felt myself drawn to “bad boys"; I always thought I could change them, make them feel something. Not entirely sure what point I was trying to prove, but hey, we do dumb things when we’re young.

It wasn’t always about looks; it was a feeling. After talking to them for a while, it was like I just knew that everything would be good. By 'everything', I mean kissing, foreplay and sex. And no doubt, when I got that feeling, I was always right.

Right now, I have two kids: my daughter is 12, and my son is 8. They are my heart, and I do all I can to support and care for them. Any single mother knows that it isn’t easy, and neither is dating. Somewhere down the line, duty overruled desire, and I forgot for a while who I was.

When you get all wrapped up in chores, grocery shopping, homework, and making dinner. I start feeling like a pre-prince Cinderella. Sometimes I feel trapped, and the only escape is my dreams, but they always end up being about the same thing.

Throughout the years, I always had this lingering feeling, a feeling of wanting more, but because I was a mother, I thought I had to deny myself and make safer choices. My choices have left me always yearning for what could have been or what I could have had, and not knowing what I deserve.

I do not claim to be an expert on love or anything for that matter. But there is a feeling I can't shake – something I have been keeping inside for far too long a time. Hiding it because of shame or the fear that others wouldn't understand or judge me. I no longer care; it’s time to let go.

Fire doesn't always destroy you.

Sometimes it warms you. Sometimes it lights your way. Sometimes it burns so deeply that you're forced to become someone new.
​1. Innocence And Recklessness

It started when I was 16; that’s when I first saw him. He worked at a sneaker shop in a mall we had to cut through after school. Just a normal guy, waving at my friend and me. No one could have known what was just beginning. We’ll call him Anarchy. We met as a group of friends, trying to make plans for the weekend. He was a shameless flirt and seemed to be with every female that crossed his path. I have to admit I wasn’t impressed.

We all spent time together as a large group at parties, arcades, and clubs. Yeah, I was underage for it all. When you spend so much time with people, you learn a lot about them and find connections that hold you together. Anarchy was an enigma. He hardly spoke or revealed any personal information, other than a sister and a cousin he had. 

All the girls drooled over him, my friend included. I could not figure out why – maybe his confidence, maybe the mystery? Was it the way he smiled at you that your legs felt like jelly? Ding, ding, ding, ding, ding! (Imagine how high-pitched I was while saying this.) 

We started talking more. He wanted to know my plans after high school, and I wanted to know why he was such a dick. A friendship of sarcasm and light teasing started. Through this odd way of expressing ourselves, we got to know each other better. I got to see another side of him, a side of him that left me breathless.

I knew I was in trouble. I had fallen for our local Casanova, and he knew it. One night, we were all out at a house party, and “Got A Long Way 2 Go” by Cassie started playing. He pulled me closer to dance with him. It was hot, we were dancing close, and he started touching my arms, then my back, and lower. He kept pulling me closer, and then we kissed. It lasted only a few seconds, but it felt so much longer. He caressed my face with one hand while the other hand held mine. I expected to kiss; I did not expect him to be so gentle.

We were never anything more than friends with benefits. Is there really no better phrase? Situationship? No strings attached? Fuckbuddy? No, there really isn’t. Well, we certainly were not the last option. For weeks and then months, it was stolen kisses and some good old-fashioned manual stimulation. It was fun; it was intense; it felt real.

I never once thought that he wasn't fooling around with other girls, though he had become more discreet about it. He was mine without being mine. Everyone knew but saw and said nothing. And even though I never found out for sure, I know that he might have been teased about me, perhaps going soft.

His demeanour changed a lot 3 months into our... uhm... thing. He was distant when we were around others, and when alone, he was more aggressive. Not that aggression is a bad thing; many times, I was quite turned on. But there were times when he would seem cold and would want more than I was ready for at the time. But when I was with him, I felt it was okay to be as I am, free to explore things without judgement.

He knew this about me and used it to do with me what he wanted. There was a weekend when, for some reason, everyone's parents were AWOL. A few friends decided to have a party; as parties usually go, the girl-guy ratio was off, but this did not matter to me. I thought this would be the night it happens. It would be my first time, and it would be with him.

The night started with fun, dancing, drinking, sarcasm and some really dumb drunken conversation. People started pairing off, and I thought this would be the right time.

Boy, was I wrong.

He passed out.

I took the hint, helped clean up and then went to bed... alone and...uhm, what’s the female word for blue balls? Oh well.

I slept only a couple of hours and woke up with a burning question. Why do I like this man? Why would I enjoy this back-and-forth emotional non-committal rollercoaster? And even at a young age, I knew what it was. People have been taking relationships and putting them in a neat little box and just accepting that’s how it’s supposed to be. We weren’t meant to be boxed up; we weren't meant to be labelled like cattle. Why can't we just feel? Despite his flaws, I feel like myself when I’m with him; he accepts everything I say without trying to change me or judge me. He liked me for me. When someone allows you to be your true self, it is truly an amazing fucking feeling.

Question answered.

I got up to see if he was still sleeping.

He wasn’t.

He saw me but didn’t say a word. He just reached for my arm and pulled me into the shower with him, steam already filling the space.

There was nothing rushed about it. No urgency. Just closeness. He slowly removed my T-shirt and shorts. His hands were gentle but confident, as if it had already been decided.

He kissed me — slow, deliberate — and for a moment I forgot the questions I’d woken up with.

There was a sense of danger in being with him. He never needed to ask; he always knew what the answer would be. He pulled me closer as the water hit our bodies. After what seemed like hours, there was a knock on the door, and it was over. I definitely needed a cold shower after that shower.

That morning didn’t end with drama. It ended with something I couldn’t unsee.

I walked into the garden for a smoke and saw him with one of my friends. Just kissing. Nothing more. Nothing I could accuse him of. There were no rules broken, no promises betrayed—and somehow that made it worse.

I felt disappointed, but not surprised, so I said nothing. I didn’t confront him. I reminded myself that we had never agreed to be exclusive, that whatever this was existed outside of labels and expectations. So I swallowed it and carried on with the weekend.

A few weeks later, he called me – it was 2 am – he sounded sad – he never sounds sad. He then told me he really needed to see me.

I snuck out in the middle of the night. We talked for hours – about everything and nothing – the kind of conversations that make you feel chosen, seen, and important. When we finally decided to be together, I thought it meant something had shifted. That maybe this was the moment we aligned.

It wasn’t.

After that, he changed. He became distant. Harder to reach. And then, almost deliberately, he started going after more of my friends — as if pushing me away was easier than letting me leave on my own.

I didn’t fight for space. I didn’t demand explanations. Nothing could have made any sense to me if I had asked; I slowly drifted, not just from him, but from the whole group. It was quieter that way. Less humiliating. Less painful than watching myself become optional.

Physical stuff aside. I loved him; he was my friend, and he hurt me. And that was the
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