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    Dedication 


    For every woman who chose her own soul over the world’s approval.

  


  
    Author Philosophy


    “Life is a conversation between knowledge and imagination. Knowledge opens the door; imagination invites us beyond certainty. There, within the architecture of the human mind, every extraordinary story begins, every mystery deepens, and infinity quietly reveals itself to those willing to wonder. Science and the transcendental do not oppose one another – they move in parallel, each illuminating what the other cannot.”


    - Liza Theron

  


  
    About the Author


    Liza Theron is a South African writer, artist and neuroscience consultant whose work exists at the fascinating intersection of imagination, psychology, spirituality and human potential. Guided by an insatiable curiosity about the invisible forces that shape our decisions, beliefs and relationships, she explores the delicate boundary where science meets mystery. Her writing is inspired as much by careful observation as by the landscapes of the human mind, revealing the extraordinary hidden within ordinary lives. Whether painting on canvas or writing on paper, she searches for the patterns that quietly connect people – and perhaps to something far greater than themselves.


    Drawing on research and studying cognitive neuroscience, human behaviour, and holistic growth, Liza encourages others to discover the remarkable strengths already within them.


    Her philosophy is simple yet profound: life is a cascade of incomprehensible interventions from both the past and the future, connecting us to infinity whenever we fully inhabit the present moment. She is the author of Evolution of Sin and continues to write stories that invite readers to question certainty, embrace wonder and see the world through a different lens. When she is not writing, she can be found painting, exploring the chemistry of the human brain, or pursuing the next question that refuses to be answered.


    Some stories are written to entertain. Others are written to awaken. Liza leaves it to her readers to decide which kind they are holding.

  


  
    Chapter 1


    The first time I saw her, it was her hair that revealed the Picasso tale to me, rooted in his infamous remark that women are either “goddesses or doormats.” I could judge quickly what she might have endured. First, I noticed her beautiful, lustrous, slightly bushy dark brown hair. It was so neatly combed and glossy that she looked as if she had been handpicked from an Indian soap opera on television – those actresses always seem to have the most stunning hair, almost unreal, like a perfectly smooth wig made of plastic Barbie-doll strands cascading in waves around their necks.


    Even that comparison felt inadequate. As a young girl, no Barbie’s hair ever looked normal after I got hold of it. I loved doing far too much with it, obsessively styling until I gave the doll a permanent afro look, complete with split ends and tangles that had to be cut off just to make her look somewhat decent again. This is what some Picassos do to their women – they overgroom them, force them into perfection, and through a passionate lack of reflection, apply so much strain that a wild, restless quality emerges, neatly hidden beneath sheer reservation and graceful tolerance.


    Almost like the late Princess Diana of Wales.


    She possessed sheer grace, yet the angle of her sparkling sky-blue eyes – shy, reserved, patient – seemed like a window into hidden longings. Perhaps unfulfilled desires, perhaps smothered passion restrained by measured conformity. To an outspoken outsider, an observer like me, that was what her gaze suggested.


    


    Back to the opera singer’s hairdo – and the gentlemen’s checklist of the 1950s.


    At that time, loose, straight hair was considered slightly untamed, inadequately groomed unless wrapped, pinned, or tucked into polished submission. The criteria of desire favored an updo or a wax-doll wavy bob restrained by a headband – desired, if not demanded, by certain gentlemen. An unspoken rule prevailed: conservatively styled hair was a distinguished gentleman’s signature requirement for the lady by his side, like a polished accessory meant to be displayed.


    But her hair was straight, falling almost five inches below her breasts, which were just as plump and full as her bare, nude yet naturally tinted lips.


    Again, in the 1950s, bleak nude lips with a strange peachy glow and earthy undertones were seen as insignificant makeup – an understatement of what feminine beauty was supposed to be. Upper-crust ladies favored scarlet or deep coral shades to emphasize their mouths rather than merely their lips. Some discovered lip liner and drew horrific faux lips in signature wine-dark hues, sketching thick lines well beyond their natural lip line without blending them at all. Today, that look reminds me of the Joker losing the plot in Gotham City, snapping into his troubled alter ego. In the 1950s, it was an experimental prop designed to enhance feminine sexuality.


    I was in the 1950s now.


    Looking at them made me anxious. Some of these ladies bordered on caricature – the Queen of Hearts come to life – with their lust for money and relentless pursuit of gentlemen. Many set their ultimate goal as trapping a man, hiding sexual aggression behind shy, pretentious, lady-like unawareness of their true intent. Winning a gentleman’s heart would be a queen-high straight flush in this grotesque game of desire.


    But she was different.


    I sensed spiritual walls around her. She was genuinely unaware of me – and largely unaware of the rest of the crowd. The others behaved as if performing for an invisible audience, competing for something I never quite understood. I have never known whether I truly grasped pretentiousness or superficial talk; vanity, for reasons unknown to me, never took root. Without being at least slightly superficial, pretentious, or vain in the 1940s or 1950s, you were – well – just slightly fucked.


    She stared down at the velvety carpet from her uncomfortable wooden chair, situated beside the choir and musicians, who were seated on a slightly elevated stage built into the enormous hall. Her dress fit her Venus-shaped body superbly, though she was marginally slimmer than convention dictated. Once again, I noticed her striking individuality, quietly undermining rigid ideals of perfection. She was to perform a song in French as a soprano. I gathered this information from the gossiping crowd, most of whom criticized her on various points before the show had even begun.


    Her unusual ball gown was a pale shade of blue, adorned with appliqué and delicate beading that revealed both her shoulders. Her natural, buff-toned skin set her apart from the women who painted themselves as pale as porcelain, convinced that a doll-like whiteness was necessary to create contrast and distinction. Her dress celebrated her slender, exquisite waist, cinched by a thick satin ribbon that drew the fabric perfectly into a tightly spun corset, laced at the back. There were no frills, no exaggerated hoop beneath to thrust the skirt outward into a rigid three-hundred-and-sixty-degree circle. She appeared to wear only a full underdress, allowing the natural curves of her body to remain visible rather than disguised.


    The fabric itself was light and airy – soft satin layered with flowing net that fell gently over her flawless shape. Beneath the hem, she wore light blue satin ballet shoes, visible only when she sat, as the gown’s length concealed them completely when she stood.


    I, on the other hand, was well known as the “strict and straightforward lady” of my Uncle Claude’s majestic estates. Those who flattered me did so not out of affection but fear. I relished that rare freedom, because it was – and remains – who I am. I was liberated in thought first and foremost. I managed all of my uncle’s workers, and everyone knew I would dismiss anyone who deserved it – or who dared to defy me. I was tall, my glossy light-blonde hair spiraling down over my off-white gown. The design draped over one shoulder, my pearly gloves pulled nearly to my upper arms. The dress revealed my figure, its folds gathering gracefully to the left, forming a loose rose-shaped flourish at my hip.


    One shoulder was covered, the other bare, displaying my distinctively pale skin and making it clear that I, too, was known for my own style – and my stubborn will. The fabric was imported: white silk woven with fine silver lace strands. Compliments followed me everywhere. Few knew it was a gift from an Indian woman whose husband I had counseled through his adultery – successfully. Every year since, she sent me exquisite fabrics from India as a gesture of genuine gratitude.


    When she finally looked up, I saw her dark, chocolate-umber eyes. She appeared nervous as the small orchestra began to play. With a champagne glass in my right hand, I excused myself assertively through the crowd to claim a seat at the very front. It was astonishing how quickly the gentlemen surrendered their reserved places without hesitation. Rumors about me travelled faster than introductions – about my influence, my authority, my refusal to bow to misty ideals of female obedience. Still, hats were tipped, smiles forced, voices softened into superficial laughter meant to charm. It only fueled my desire to move further away, to grow larger, more powerful, and more notorious than ever before.


    I rarely smiled. At most, I lifted my left brow, amused by their masquerades, which I saw as thin veils over rampant sexual entitlement. It worked in my favor. Most people assumed I was vain and snobbish. The truth irritated them – and me. Had I not been wealthy and protected by relentless legal representatives, I would have been treated no differently than any woman unwilling to submit to the white-collar, toffee-nosed fantasies of men who chose wives as casually as drawing a card from a deck.


    Just as Picasso believed, I would have been labeled another “doormat.” To be a goddess – or a muse – required power. Wealth, I had learned, provided that power more reliably than anything else. Lust was another force women wielded over men, as centuries have proven, but it was far too risky an investment for my taste – too abundant, too easily depleted. Who would be foolish enough to rely on it? If I had a coin for every woman who believed she had secured a man through passion alone, only to lose him, I might have been the richest soul to walk the earth. Beneath all my controversial, business-minded philosophies lay a simpler truth: I refused to be chosen because I possessed something far rarer – I had a mind of my own.


    She began humming, her voice flowing into the pianist’s melody. After several minutes, the orchestra withdrew, leaving her accompanied only by the piano’s interwoven strains of Madame Butterfly, which dissolved seamlessly into Ave Maria. She leaned gently against the right edge of the piano, one arm free, expressing the emotion of the music with restrained passion. Together, the songs transformed into a dramatic operatic moment that silenced her premature critics. The voice of an angel had emerged.


    I glanced over my shoulder at the audience behind me and caught their defeated expressions. She had been misjudged, underestimated. The women sat frozen in time; the men dared not openly reveal their astonishment at the extraordinary opera diva before them.


    I smirked inwardly and then, unexpectedly, caught her eye as she continued to wave her left hand elegantly toward the astonished crowd. I smiled openly when her voice peaked at an impossibly high note – pure, ignited fuel that set my senses alight, sending a shiver through me and carrying me into a world of strange wonder and upliftment. The power of music – and of the human voice, of singing – can be the most tremendous force imaginable, like a shovel scooping you out of a dark hole and thrusting you back into the light.


    I wondered how talent so brilliant could be so understated, so underestimated. She was of world-class caliber. Time passed, yet it felt both timeless and priceless. For someone like me, an overthinker, always guarded and almost compelled to behave like a control freak, this moment of living fully in the now – of savoring the surround sound – was heaven on earth. For a few precious moments, I could let go of things I could not even name, and that was the beauty of it. I was not trapped in my ever-present analytical mode, dissecting every detail or punishing myself with thought. I simply sat there and drank it in – tasting the music, feeling her voice, visualizing


    

    

    

    

    

    


    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    


    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    


    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    


    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    


    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    


    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    
  


  
    Chapter 9


    NOT REALLY PICASSO’S TEMPERAMENTAL EMOTIONAL WRECK ANYMORE?


    She sat on my lap, shaking our third bottle of champagne. As she poured, the sparkling liquid overflowed from the crystal glasses and spilled over me, over her breasts and clothes, and she laughed:


    “Cheers! To being a family. To leaving all those Picassos behind who painted me into a picture I thought I had to be. Cheers! To realising I can look better than Picasso’s work – that was only how they saw me. Cheers!”


    With a broad smile I realised how much she had changed. She had become more self-fulfilled, more independent, and more certain of herself.


    “Cheers,” I answered, barely holding back laughter as she tumbled out of the small box she once lived in, aided graciously by the champagne.


    She talked endlessly, hugging me, putting music on, dancing – pulling me into her orbit. We drifted around the room in our private celebration. Fortunately, the heavy wooden doors of the manor muffled our laughter and growing noise; the children would hear nothing of our late-night revelry.


    I was having the time of my life with her. She moved with a new confidence – sensual without trying, provocative without realising it, naturally magnetic in a way that seemed to fill the entire room. Her hair was damp with champagne, her white silk shirt clinging softly where it had been soaked. She had not worn a bra for nearly two years; she often said her skin had become too sensitive. I suspected the reason was simpler: no one had touched her tenderly for a long time.


    A question surfaced in my mind: what would happen if I reached for her now? Would she recoil, or welcome it? If she wanted more, surely, she would act – as she had once before. Or would she?


    Confusion and desire tangled together, burning quietly beneath my composed exterior. She drank freely, surrendering to the moment with ease, while I needed more courage – more surrender – to release the control that always governed me.


    Tonight, I decided, I would let go.


    “Let’s get into something dry and warm,” I said, keeping my voice calm though my thoughts raced. I cared little about our damp clothes; I only wanted her upstairs, in my space, in the intimacy of my room.


    “Oh, miss perfect,” she teased lightly, gathering a few damp garments. “Does getting a little wet bother you so much?”


    Not with you, I thought. Not in the way you mean.


    Aloud I said only, “We shouldn’t catch a chill. Not with the children to care for.”


    She studied me for a moment, then nodded. “You’re right. Let’s change – but we come back and finish our party. Just another half hour.”


    In my mind I answered: we will not be sleeping soon.


    “Fair enough,” I replied gently. “Keep the fire going. Come with me – I have those pink pyjamas you like. Two pairs. We’ll be comfortable.”


    


    Her face lit up. “You remember everything,” she said warmly, linking her arm through mine as we climbed the stairs like conspirators.


    I felt unusually mellow – a rare state for someone who usually lived in sharp clarity and control. That softness both intrigued and unsettled me. Madeline moved easily through emotion and impulse; I, on the other hand, did nothing halfway.


    As we reached my room, I felt the quiet tension of possibility settle between us – not urgent, not forced, but present. For the first time in a long while, the future felt unwritten, open to whatever we might choose to make of it together.


    From an exhilarated princess she slipped back into the real world – becoming once more a canvas for forces that so often dominated and diminished her. Some men knew exactly how to strip beauty from a masterpiece and leave only the frame behind. Women were brave, undeniably so, yet I could not afford the journey society prescribed as “natural” if it meant surrendering my control, my strength, and my sense of self.


    Who could be successful, fulfilled, and whole if those very qualities were violated within the soul? Not me. Never me.


    My emotions were not weaknesses to be handled or dismissed as men so often believed. I needed someone who could feel and think as I did – someone whose strength lay in understanding rather than conquest. That someone was Madeline. And she happened to be a woman.


    “They” always said the right man would eventually appear, that happiness must surely lie somewhere within the expected order of things. I did not deny that many heterosexual couples were content – I was not cynical enough to believe happiness impossible there. Yet it felt distant to me, random, imposed. To deny a soul its counterpart based solely on sex seemed absurd.


    


    To me, love existed in spirit and in soul. No beauty, no wealth, no status could purchase unconditional devotion. And so, I knew: if I wished to keep that truth alive within me, I would have to hide it. Discreetly. Quietly. What a sorrowful reality – that society would stigmatise what it did not understand and assume authority where only God should judge.


    Human beings rarely considered the complexities of existence: those born between definitions, those whose spirits did not align neatly with the bodies they inhabited, those who lived beyond the narrow margins prescribed by convention. Such individuals were cast out, feared, persecuted. History had shown how cruel that fear could become.


    Perhaps it was best left to God to judge, for humanity too often crowned itself with authority it did not deserve. People clung to rigid definitions of “normality” and “order,” convinced they preserved peace, while in truth they often nurtured cruelty beneath the surface.


    The thought exhausted me.


    I returned abruptly to the present. All this reflection had nearly undone my resolve. I lifted a glass of whiskey and drank it quickly. Then another. The burn no longer comforted me.


    I had to accept myself.


    I loved Madeline.


    That truth could no longer be postponed.


    “You’re so quiet, Gabrielle,” she said lightly. “You’ve frozen – and look, I’m already in my pyjamas.”


    She turned playfully, blowing me a kiss.


    I swallowed another mouthful of whiskey, though it now tasted bitter.


    “That’s serious drinking,” she laughed. “If you carry on like that, I’ll have to dress you myself.”


    


    A strange calm settled over me as the room tilted gently. My thoughts drifted somewhere between courage and surrender.


    “Then dress me,” I murmured softly. “I can’t manage it myself. You’ll have to undress me first… so you can dress me again.”


    I met her eyes, no longer hiding what lived within mine – waiting, finally, for whatever might come next.


    She approached me and, for a moment, everything seemed to slow. Time itself stretched into something strange and suspended, as though the world paused to witness what was about to unfold. It felt surreal – one of the most unnerving and extraordinary moments of my life.


    Without quite knowing why, I lifted my hand and gently touched her neck. She looked up at me with questioning eyes – intense as ever, searching. I placed my whiskey glass aside and slid my other hand behind her head, drawing her closer while my fingers moved through the thick shine of her hair. She said something softly, but I did not hear the words. The world had narrowed to her face alone.


    I gazed into her eyes and kissed her – first softly, then with a sudden urgency that surprised even me. My lips moved across her face, her cheeks, her brow, as if memorising every feature anew. She stiffened at first, almost motionless, as though unsure whether to step forward or retreat.


    I pulled her gently against me and whispered, “I love you. I always have. I want you.”


    The confession hovered between us. I paused only a moment before kissing her again, slower now, more deliberate. My hands moved to frame her face, brushing her hair back, tracing the line of her neck. She remained still – not resisting, yet not fully responding. I continued carefully, aware of every breath she took, every quiet shift of her body.


    


    Gradually, beneath her uncertainty, I sensed a change – a softening. A faint sound escaped her, almost involuntary, not a protest but something closer to surrender.


    I knew then that I must move gently, with patience. If there was fear within her, I wanted only to ease it. The world might label us wrongly, judge us harshly, but this moment belonged to us alone. If there was truth in what we felt, it was something deeper than the narrow definitions imposed upon us.


    “Are you drunk, Gabrielle?” she asked quietly.


    I smiled faintly. “I am not drunk,” I answered softly. “Not at all.”


    My voice wavered with emotion, and I saw in her eyes that she understood – that this was no impulsive act, no fleeting haze. It was something I had carried within me for longer than I dared admit.


    I guided her gently to sit on the bed, brushing aside the scattered cushions almost absentmindedly. Everything felt fragile and immense at once. When she lay back, I paused, taking in the sight of her – not with urgency, but with a kind of reverence.


    My hands trembled slightly as they moved to her shoulders, then to her hair, cradling her face. I kissed her again, slower this time, giving space between each touch as though allowing her time to breathe within it. At moments, I stopped entirely, simply looking at her – into those eyes that held both uncertainty and trust.


    Nothing beyond that moment mattered: not society, not expectation, not the rigid structures of a world that seldom allowed space for honesty of the heart. All that existed was the quiet gravity of what we felt and the fragile courage it took to acknowledge it.


    


    In that suspended stillness, I realised how deeply I wanted her to feel safe – not trapped, not overwhelmed, but free. Free to step toward me or away, to choose with clarity rather than fear.


    Why the world could not simply allow such truths to exist without judgment remained beyond me. It doesn’t mean all lesbian people are balanced, good individuals, but neither are normal heterosexual people. Yet here, in this room, in this fleeting stretch of time, we created our own small place in the sun – one defined not by rules or expectations, but by honesty.


    Before I could let my thoughts wander toward some imagined future where I might bind myself to her in secret and shield that bond from the world, she broke through every illusion with a truth far more precious: she loved me, too. There was no need to shape her, no need to become some sculptor of her emotions or paint her into any image. I could simply let her be, and in doing so, allow myself to be seen as well.


    What followed was not hesitant or uncertain. It was as though something long restrained had finally found its release. She moved with a confidence and intensity that surpassed even that first awakening on the train. When she drew herself close, when she wrapped herself around me with unmistakable certainty, I felt something within me settle into peace.


    All the bitterness I had carried – toward the world, toward the rigid expectations of society, toward the countless disappointments imposed by others – began to dissolve. Those burdens no longer felt central. They became distant, like storms on a far horizon. In that moment, the world narrowed to us alone, and the only truth that mattered was the simple, overwhelming fact of our connection.


    I remember feeling tears gather – not from sadness, but from relief. Relief that what I felt was not solitary or imagined. Relief that I no longer had to stand as the sole keeper of this fragile truth. She had always known. She had always felt it too.


    There was a warmth between us that seemed to radiate outward, steady and encompassing. We moved together with a kind of instinctive understanding, sometimes laughing softly, sometimes simply holding one another in silence. The intensity of the moment did not feel reckless or chaotic; instead, it felt grounded – as though we had finally stepped into a space where we were allowed to exist honestly.


    For the first time, I did not feel the need to lead or to control the course of events. There was freedom in that surrender, a quiet and unfamiliar freedom that was both exhilarating and slightly frightening. Yet it was also deeply comforting. To be seen without armour, to be touched without hesitation, to exist without pretence – these things felt almost unreal in their simplicity.


    Time seemed to lose its usual shape. We spoke little, and when we did, our words carried more weight than they ever had before. There was laughter, there was tenderness, and there was a sense of discovery that neither of us tried to name.


    What mattered most was not the intensity of any single moment, but the understanding that grew between us – the knowledge that whatever the world might think or say, we had found something genuine. Something neither of us had been able to find elsewhere.


    And in that quiet certainty, everything else – all the noise, all the judgement, all the fears that once felt insurmountable – faded into the background.


    This participative adventure completely swept me off my feet. We live in an age where it is taboo to love whom or what you want. Great-tasting foods are banned, accessories associated with certain tribes or religions are deemed bad omens, and wearing particular clothes makes you a rebellious outcast. All these societal sanctions – decorated with the illusion of equality – made me worry about my future with Madeline.


    I wanted a future with her. Yet I also wanted to remain respected. Was that even possible?


    I was not going to become the monster who breaks unusual news to friends and family. I am not the gossiping type. Still, I knew I had to improve my ability to communicate spontaneously, because I refused to hide in the shadows and dodge questions. In any case, not answering questions only allows others to judge you with answers of their own invention. They will always judge – this is a golden rule in business, even when you offer your best product or finest service.


    What I could not tolerate was giving them the power to judge without first forcing them to consider my response. As for those who could not understand or imagine the justification behind my life choices, I had neither the hope of approval nor the time to educate them.


    I have never liked being caught off guard. Speaking off the cuff is not my strength. I plan. I digest what I see and hear. I process every thought through layers of emotion. Then, based on which facts stir which feelings, I sleep on it. I rehearse every possible response. Only then do I gather my thoughts and craft a careful reply – one that allows people to hear what they want to hear while still protecting my own intentions. Sometimes those intentions remain hidden; sometimes they surface. Either way, I shape my words to survive within society’s norms and expectations while still preserving my truth.


    The problem with mankind is not merely man. That is only the tip of the iceberg.


    


    Yet despite all my logic and discipline, waves of panic still rise in me – sudden, sharp, and unsettling. When my thoughts drift toward the question What will people think? What will they say? What will they do? – My composure falters. No amount of rational analysis can fully quiet that anxiety. It goes beyond calming words or soothing remedies.


    I cannot afford weakness. I cannot afford confusion.


    I will not allow this extraordinary woman in my life to be torn away from me by the sharp-beaked judgments of society. I will not expose her to rigid minds who believe they possess the right to condemn what they do not understand. Someone greater will judge me one day – and I will accept that. But I will not surrender to the verdicts of a warped and often cruel world that insists on carving every soul into the same shape.


    It is difficult being who I am, especially when it is so easy to pretend to be like everyone else. I have always known how to make life easier through strategy and composure. But this time, my heart is bound to another’s spirit. This time, there is more at stake than reputation or convenience.


    I exhaled slowly, drawing in a deep breath that filled my lungs and steadied my mind. Looking up at the sky, I made a series of silent vows.


    I would set things in motion.


    I would protect her with everything I had.


    During these times, that meant giving our all to the children. Dare I say – our children. To protect them, we would keep ourselves a secret, adhering to society’s norms, living discreetly and responsibly without advertising our private preferences to the world.


    We were strong. We could do that.


    


    Fortunately, I felt no need to confront the world or declare myself openly. Order and stability came first. No one in the strict, straight society would be hurt by what they did not know. Others might feel differently – they might want to shout their truth from the rooftops and attempt to change the world before allowing themselves happiness. I did not need to insist on rights or acceptance. Not now.


    As long as I had Madeline, little Gabrielle, Jade, and our loyal staff on the estate, I was content. And I still believed in a God of love. I believed He could see my soul, my intentions, and my truest feelings. I was prepared to accept judgment from Him alone. We were happy and blessed. What more could I have asked for?


    I would protect our family until death one day parted us.


    The End


    


    Science and the transcendental do not oppose one another – they move in parallel, each illuminating what the other cannot.


    Where neuroscience meets imagination, every story becomes an invitation to wonder.


    - Liza Theron
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