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The Billionaire’s Playboy Club
By Virginia Roberts

To my true love Robbie who believes in me every step of the way and
to all of my children, yvou are all my very inspirations!

Chapterl

Fvery single person in this shared world together has a unigue story of
his or her own to tell, this one is mine,

Tt was coming up to my third night camping out at Miami Beach in the
summer of 1997, [ was thirteen years old and hiding from a world full of
hurt. Sttting on the shoreline for hours watching the sunset tall deeper
into the horizon, my eyes were glazed over with tears, not from being
wind-whipped by the rough sea breeze, but from reflecting on the abuse T
cncountered as a voung girl and how cveryvone in my life who was
supposed to be there for me had now turned their backs on me in
abandonment. My fears crept up and the excitement of escaping all of
them faded now realizing how alone I really was now, and for the hunger
that was paining my belly. At this point, with nowhere to go and only
fime to waste, I wiped the tears [rom my eyes and set out to [ind an
empathetic person that [ could manage to get dinner money from. I not,
it wouldn’t have been the first time I had gone hungry for the night. [
walked to the nearest bus stop and asked a handfut of people for any
spare change, none of whom that could help me. Sitting down on a
nearby curb disappointed in griel of my current state, I put my head into
my knees and began to sob.

Out of nowhere, il seemed, a black stretch Hmousine turmed the comer
and stopped in front of the curb where T had been hopelessty lost. The
back door opened to reveal a heavy weight and balding, old man with a
big cheesy smile. Neatly dressed in black trousers and a collared shirt, he
was sifting next to a striking young, blonde girl, drop dead beautiful and
dressed in a foxy red mini dress she looked like a model just stepping off
arunway.

Their smiles greeted me warmly and he kindly asked, *“What is such a
sweet lifile girl like you doing sitting alone on the street fooking so
upset?” Shocked from this strangers concern | was hesitant in tething him
the truth. Reluctantly 1 decided to tell him that [ was a runaway, not [rom
around here and really hungry. [loping at most, | would get some money
for food from him. He instantly displaved a chitling excitement and
offered me to come into his car so we could talk some more. That
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should’ve been my first queue to get out of there quick but with no where
to go, and so naive I didn’t realize how much worse it could get. Setting
foot Into that fimo, [ made my first entrance into a world that would
entrap me for many years to come.

Hc introduced himsclf immediately as Ron Eppinger, a busincssman
and owner of a successful modeling agency, called “Perfect 10”.
Flaunting his oozing wealth by introducing one of his many girlfriends,
the beauty next to him was Yana, a supposed model from the Czech
Republic who looked ke she could be in her early twenties with the
heavy load of makcup she was wearing, but rcally was only in her late
teens. She kissed me on both cheeks and politely said “Ilello™ in a thick
Czech accent, making me feel a liitle more at ease. Convinced it couldn’t
be that bad there was another girl in the car, right? I couldn’t be more
wrong,

What he didn’t tell me 1o begin with was that his modeling agency was
only posing for an undercover trade. By the time T found out T thought it
was too late to run. His business was really an illegal immigrant
trafficking ring of young women mostly consisting of underage girls that
he was using as escorts to make him uber rich. Only available to a
seleciive clientele costing them anywhere [rom $1000.00 and over per
hour of erotic entertainment, the girls were trained to fulfill every sexual
desire asked of them, no matler how bizarre the requests might be. The
high paid escorts, for Ron’s super rich clientele, such as Yana and many
other charismatic beaunties would only benefit a fraction of their earnings
for themselves, Ron reaping in the majority of the financial rewards and
being they were all iflegal immigrants they were further trapped by his
enslavement.

I proceeded to introduce myself, besides what he had found out about
me on the curbside. Telling him my name and a little about how I ended
up on the streets explaining that T could take care of myself and didn’t
need my family or anyone to look after me anymore. Looking back later
in life I can now admit I was in a terrible stale, but being such a
headstrong teenager, I refused to give in. Lle asked my age and I told him
I was sixteen at tirst. He coyly replied, “Are yvou sure? | think vou could
be telling me a fib? How old are you... really? T wont be mad” Being a
terrible liar, [ knew had been caught out and couldn’t deny it any further.
T told him the truth and he chuckled then paused and answered in a very
sertous tone * As long as you never lie to me again I will take you in”
Right away I pondered to myself what did he mean. . take me in?

ile gave the driver the location of cur destinatton and rolled the middle
window back up to then tell me a story of how his daughter had passed
away seven years ago from a horrific car aceident in which four other
teens were killed and he has never gotten over it. T reacted with sheer
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sympathy and gave him my pity, believing this man had a heart. [lis next
proposal was eerie, he said,” If you wanted, I can be your new Daddy.
Someonc to take care of you and you’ll be my new baby forever”™ he
stroked my hair such as a caring parent would comfort a scared child. A
part of me wanted to accept his words and belicve he really could feel
that way, and then I also considered how hard it was living on the streets.
In the end I convinced myself this would be the lesser of two evils.

The car stopped at a plaza on the water, surrounded by little boutique
shops, restaurants, and httle stalls with items for sale like sunglasses and
costiunc jewelry. T didn’t know what to say or do or how to act, it all
happened so fast I just went along with everything he said, for now.

We went to a take out restaurant and ate on the waterside, and
afterwards he took me to G AP Kids co. to dress me in his idea of proper
attire, tiny cutoft shorts revealing the cusp of my buttocks and some shirts
that barely [it, even the sales assistant was shocked at what she thought
was my Grandfathers chotce in clothing. T couldn’t even believe it myself
only an hour ago [ was begging for money living on the streets and now |
was dining alfresco and shopping at name brand outlets. We then hit a
couple of more specialty stores afterwards. He said he had to buy me a
few more necessities to sfart with. Lacy G-strings and what looked o me
like Hingerie pieces [ had only seen grown women wearing in magazine
ad’s or movies was now a part of my wardrobe, m my mind it was a big
step up from being a little girl any lfonger.

T'he driver took us back to Ron’s grand apartment overlooking the isle
of Key Biscayne and a large bridge leading into a Miami Harbor.
Entering his residence, [ was blown away by the spectacular view, rich
décor, and white marble floors that were so glossy it looked as if' | was
stepping on glass. He took my shopping bags to a large room at the back
of the apartment and put them into a small closet. The room was
considerably large with glass exterior walls that maximized the potental
of the panorama landscape soaking in the seascape of Miami. In the room
was a gigantic round bed raised ol the floor by three steps and mirrors on
the ceithing. It looked like a honeymoon suite out of a raunchy hotel. ke
then exclaimed, “This is my room here and you will be sharing 1t with
me” When T asked him where T would sleep he then sickly replied “With
me silly, where ¢else of course?” With no room for argument I pretended
to be O.K with everything that my common sense was sercaming out in
my head to run.

Next I was taken down a long hall at the other end of the apartment to
meet five more exotic beauties. Three girls were in their late teens and the
other two in were in their early twenties. All of them were from the
Czech, here under false passports provided by Ron and his contacts. Yana
held my hand while introducing me to the group of girls as “Baby™ a pet
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name she came up with for me, being I was the youngest one among them
or ever to be brought in by Ron for that matter. It became my new
identity not even wortying to mention my real name to anyonc anymore,
My 1dentity was no longer important to myself, I wanted to become
somcone new and “Baby” is who | was.

A shocking first impression, the girls were completely nude revealing
their voluptuous voung bodies with such a careless ease and others were
in just a G-string, similar to the one’s Ron had bought me earlier. They
were all stunning girls and full of Hife. Charismatic and beautiful, they
were the girls who should be on the front of biliboards not sclling their
bodies to old crewed men for sex. Doing each other’s make-up in front of
the mirror and chatting away on the bed with no care in the world, auming
at persuading me to see the highlights of the life Ron gave them and they
almost did. Ron left the room for a few moments, letting us all get to
know each other a little betier and that’s when 1 starled 1o compile an
understanding of what really went on here,

Tust catching a bit of their conversation from before my introduction. I
heard them chatting about the night they were preparing for. Speaking
excitedly about some men they would be entertaining in a few howrs, one
girt was talking about going out to sea with one o these clients on a yacht
for a few days. Since none of the girls seemed shy to talk about their
professions or anything for that matter, 1 decided (0 ask them a lew
questions about what they did. They were more than happy to expand on
their point of view in the conversation, attenipting to paiut a pretty picture
of what they were paid to do.

They all began to jump up and down with excitement like giddy school
girls al a shumber party. Another givl with jet-black hair and a thick
accent, wearing absolutely nothing at all, grabbed me onto the bed with
them and into their fiasco, instantly making me feel accepted into their
sorority, hke Tactually belonged somewhere for once. Yana went on to
explain a little more m detail, ©* We accompany the wealthy friends of
Ron. They want only beautilud girls by their side so we come and act
however they want us too but most importantly we make them think we
want them back too.” Other girls began to jump in with their vivid points
of view while playing with my hair, they were taking turns brushing and
styling it as they were filling my head with all of the prospects I could
have as an escort too. They made me fee! beautiful ike them, too
beautiful for what a girl beyond my vears should feel. | was simply being
lured into a dangerous trap, just fike they had been at a voung age too.

It pretty much alt came down to two things in their game, the money
they would make and the lifestyle they were given. Their enthusiasm only
interested me further, making it not only sound like an aceeptable way of
living but also appearing to keep them all vivaciously satisfied. This way
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of life was just mind blowing to even comprehend at first. With such a
new outlook of the world to try and grasp at my young age I was listening
to cvery word spoken to me with such attentiveness, T was going to try
and model what I was observing from the girls. 1 justified their way of
thinking 1 my hcad for now, thinking it all thesc girts scem happy
enough, why couldn’t 1 try to be, it was this or the streets for me.

Ron came back for me not long after our conversation got out of hand
and took me to a bathroom down the hall. He opened the tap and filled a
small plastic cup with water and handed me two small blue oval pills.
Telling me to take them both as they would help me to relax a little bit
more. | swallowed the pills just following his orders. I put the cup on the
counter top and turned back around to tace him. Backing me up against
the wall and now cornered by this targe man [ felt his slithering hands
began to creep under my shirt, writhing my skin. T ¢closed my eyes tightly
and (urned my head away [rom him. hoping he would take my actions as
a sign of being extremely uncomfortable but that wouldn’t bother him at
all. He was half enjoying my reaction from the smug look on his face.
and persisted through it.

Continuing to undress my clothes he sad he wanted 1o look me over
and clean me up. It was so humiliating having {0 expose mysell to this
ageing man and now [ knew he was going {0 end up with his hands and
whatever else all over me. All oo soon 1 hated to be right, as [ stood
naked before his widened eyes, he told me “you're a hairy bugger I'll
have to shave you right up young lady”. and I didn’t know he wasn’t just
taiking about my legs. Standing with my legs wide apart while this man
coaxed me through the entire ordeal of shaving, hiis hands made me feel
so dirty. “Have I fost my mind?” I thought to myself but I had to play
nice until T had an opportunity to get away, this was not as fun as the girls
made it out to be after all, this was utterly disgusting. | had no idea what
was going to happen next with this guy, and due to whatever
pharmaceuticals he gave me, | still don’t know to this day.

Waking up the next moming my head was poundig in an agonizing
thumping pain and 1 was so thirsty. The satin sheets thankfully covered
my body, which was still nude from the night before, and I could hear
hushed voices standing over the bed where T was pretending to still be
asleep. Listening in on their conversation | kept nty eyes shut. I knew
Ron’s voice from two of the men but not recognizing the other puys T just
stayed quiet hoping they’d soon leave. Ron was telling the other man
what atrocities he got up to the night before with me and I heard him say,
“Doesn’t she even look like an angel the way she sleeps? She’s my own
little angel!” He exclaimed proudly.  opened my eves and rolled over to
face them both having to wrap the sheets over my body, really not
knowing what to say except “Good-morning™ in a blushful tone. Ron
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introduced me to his business partner and told to go get dressed. ile had
my whole day planned out for me already. Booked into get my hair
colored, a much lighter tint of blonde, and afterwards a day of shopping
with the girls I was becoming exactly what he wanted me too, a carbon
copy of the tcenage Barbic, .. only Twasn’t plastic and camc with many
benefits.

Days turned into weeks, being a servant to the sexual desires of this
distorted pervert. 1 dreamt of escaping but where wouid I go and how
would 1 get away from Ron with him controlling my every second of my
day. Scparating mysclf from the other girts being so uncomfortable with
enduring the everyday occurrences I was longing for the solitude of the
beach again. They were trainiing me up 1o be an escort prodigy or
something like it. Outrageous orgies were conducted as ny lessons with
the girls teaching me all of their tricks in the game, it was all for the sake
of men’s perverled fantasies, they didn’t get anything from being sexually
exploited and molesting each other, except getting paid for it. Everything
from oral sex too penetration with toys, [ was expected to not only to join
in but even perform hudicrous acts of hedonism.

t was Thirteen years old and had never heard the terminology of these
sexual acls before, and delinitely shouldn’t have been learning them first
hand. Thrown 1ote a world of chaos, T didn’t know what to do except be
as compiiant as possible, even when asked to do the most degrading
tasks. The excitement of the lifestvle he offered quickly diminished once
1 had to pay so dearly for it. 'T'he girls that subdued to this lifestyle and
enjoyed it dehnitely put on a good act, bul no little girl with hopes and
dreams of their untamted future, turns to her mother and say’s “one day |
dream of being a prostitute, passed around [rom man to man, only (o
grow older regretting so much of my life” It was all a part of an iHusion
that Ron painted for us that made it seem so alluring in the tirst place.

Spending my days with Ron, he took advantage at every chance given,
Even in his convertible with the top down | would be forced 1o go topless
while he drove around, when I asked him why one day, it was supposedly
so | could maintain an even suntan, but I knew it was his way of showing
oft his treasures. It was a far cry from the simple country fife I had been
raised in. Wearing designer miniskirts and tops that always revealed too
much, of course due to Ron and the girls determining everything [ wore,
ate, or spoke. We would spend our days at hatr laser ¢linies, shoppimg,
tanning beds, and eating as little as possible. Through the mights we were
expected to become party animals and greet Ron’s clientele with the
upmost fhirtatious attention and doting as possibie. Then whether we were
out for dinner, at a party, or at a club, the men would choose hts gir and
takc her home. Every girl had a different price and so did the charges
depending on the various clienteles but Ron always kept me for himsetf.
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I would always dread the end of every night, fearing what new desires
he had in-store for the evening. Sometimes he would hurt me and tefl me
to try and enjoy it then do it over and over again until T gave him exactly
what he wanted, I always resisted until I could no more, he was too
overpowering and relentiess at getting the results he wanted. At other
times he could be so gentle and caress my skin, worshiping every inch of
my body, all relying upon on what mood he was in. Often though he liked
to play the teacher role and instruct me on every motion and explain what
would happen when T did those certain things to him. No matter what he
did to me T was only disgusted with mysclf more and more. 1 still shudder
at the thought of how he used my body.

I turned fourteen in August that same vear and was spending my
birthday loaded on a concoction of pharmaceuticals and alcohol, being
generously supplied by the very man who swore his devotion to caring
for my every need. [ didn’t even know mysell any longer, completely
shying away from the girl T had grown up to be until to this point. The
apartment was empty except for me, for the time being, and that was
God's own little present for me.. some solitude for once [ thought,
Pouring myself another drink I opened the shding glass doors to the
balcony and walked to the edge. Looking down from the many stories
where Ron’s apartment was, T wished myself a happy birthday out loud
and wondered if my lamily even remembered the day’s occurrence.

Dwelling in my sadness for the fourteen years of suffering and
loneliness | had already endured. the tears swelled up in my eves,
trickling downwards making my eyeliner inevitably leak down my
cheeks. Inside | felt so trapped and began to entertain the thought of
Jumping over the edge, it all seemed much easier, and the simple
blackness that death had to offer rather than the tangled mess I was so
tired of fighting to get out of seemed a much easier approach. Detached
from wanting to feel anything, T became so numb towards my life’s own
tragedies. 1 couldn’t live like this any longer. | lifted my bare legs over
the edge of the raiting and sat looking at the ground beneath me so ¢lose
to even just slipping off the edge to my very death. I couldn’t think of any
reason not to fall. [ thought I had made too many bad decisions to keep
going on but some force of a higher nature had other things in store for
me.

The sliding door slammed open with a burst of speed and Ron scooped
me up in his big arms and brought me inside to our bedroom. Laying me
down and seeing the fook of despair in my eyes from my tear stained face
he went info the bathroom cupboard and returned with three pink pills.
Forcing me to swallow them using the angered tone of his voice he
thought he was tuming my sorrows into a distant dream as T passed out in
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his tight cluiches, crying myself all the way to sleep. lle didn’t even ask
me what was wrong, probably because be knew already.

Soon enough the crumbling of his evil cmpire in the underworld of
selling sex for his own advantage began with a single crack in his perfect
scheme, and proudly it all started with mc. Ron got a scarc onc-day and
rampaged through his apartment telling us girls to only pack our
important belongings and some clothes as we all had to leave right away.
I didn’t have much belonging to me so [ basically sat there warching
everyone rush around frantically and was curious what could’ve gotten a
man like Ron so scarred. Onee we were packed up and in the limo he was
trying to calm the frantic giris down after all the panic that spread through
the apartment like wildfire, I was the only one sitting there half amused at
the entire situation.

He began by assuring us that everything was going to be fine. Calmly
he continued to tell all of us packed in tightly, even [or a limo, that we
were alf taking a long trip to Florida’s countryside because someone has
reported an anonymous tip to the missing persons unit at the local police
station identifying a very young girl as a possible victim of abuse Hving
at his apartment. Ron knew what a landimine of trouble he had brought
upon himsell making an exhibition out of me on the streets of Miami, 1
didn’t pull off the older look like the other girls, T actually looked
younger than my age with my blue eyes and freckles always giving the
impression of my youthful innocence.

Now ke just had to do whatever it took to ensure he stayed as far away
from the authorities as possible. Arriving at a ranch in central Florida
many hours later and 1 assumed 1t belonged to Ron knowing never to ask
him things like that. I knew my purpose and it wasn’( prying into his
personatl life outside of the bedroom. There was a main house, a few
cottages, some staft quarters and paddocks where the horses were kept. |
was in heaven...T thought at first. Finally, something T could really enjoy.
Riding was my passion, basically growing up on the backs of horses since
I was just able to walk.

Not surprisingly [ began to despise Ron and all of the girls for the
gross exploits they made me do with them. Beginning to isolate myself
from everyone I'd rather spend my time sitting under a tree watching the
horses graze, writing in my journal or painting but mostly avoiding
evervone posstble unless Ron required me elsewhere. Nighttime was
always a reoccurring nightmare for me. Relived over and over again in
many various ways. Ron would always start by making me some drinks
and offering an assortment of pills before indulging himself by
grotesquely pusting his genitals in my mouth and tell me how to give him
what he would call a “first-class blow-job”, and T was being judged cvery
minute of it. Ordering me to slowdown or speedup or maintain a perfect
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rhythm [ was constantly being criticized for my efforts in pleasing him. 1
was eager when he actualtly gave me a compliment. The rest of the
evenmg was always a surprise left up to a moments notice. Quite
regularly he would proceed with having the girls dress me up in some
sexy outtit and loads of makcup then entertain him with a leshian
reenactment revolving him in the center. Sometimes they would use
dildos and other toreign sex toys, Ron hiked to see us hurt during sex,
sometimes even penetrating me anally but I always resisted and would try
to redirect him with another sexual desire of his but T had no excuses
when it camce to me having to usc the sex toys on him, he told me how
men have g-spots in their rectum and instructed me on how to precisely
penetrate him. These nights went on what seemed like an eternal sentence
for the price of not living on the streets, where unfortunately for the one’s
still there, I feared and knew from my own personal experience, could be
much worse.

Needing some contact with someone of my adolescent mentality T
called one of my school friends from the past, whom I wont name out of
privacy, but Ul call him T.J. We were so close and | knew very well, so
well. 1 had memorized his number a long time before. He was my first
puppy love sprung [rom ol a childhood [riendship. Being my very [irst
crush the summer before all of this happened he was the only person T
could think of that would care enough to taltk 1o me.

In the middle of the day, the least busy time to be noticed, T snuck into
one of the vacant guest rooms and used the phone to call my good friend.
The sound of my voice radiated a chill in him. “It’s you, oh my God
Jenna! Are you okay?” he was so shocked to hear from me and the sheer
fact I was sull ahve. Nearly three months now withoul a single word to
my family or friends, every one doubted my return. My attempt to forge a
happy voice when | spoke to him failed and [ absolutely crumbled when
he was at a loss for kind words for me. T told him of my current state of
affairs. 't'elling him of Ron and how 1 was terrified of him, trying to
escape in the middle of nowhere was useless. It was like being kept in
cage that I was unable to break free from. Going on to dump my issues on
T.1 | proceeded with how I fonged to call my family and to be with my
them for good but was too afraid they didn’t want me, knowing I'd just
be sent away somewhere else again and to me after ail this time was ke
going trom onc cage to another,

I1e had been called by them numerously and promised me that they
were very worried and even hired private investigators to fry and find me.
Given | was eleven years old the first time | was sent away, my trust in
there sincerity he spoke about was seriously doubted. I kept the
conversation short just in case my absence was betng noticed and Tleft on
the note that I would speak to him again shortly. His attempts to get off

9
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the phone were nothing short of desperate plea to keep me on as long as
possible. | thought he was just tryving to help in someway. Giving him
assurance in the fact T had survived this long obviously Tean hold off a
whiie longer | gave him my love and told him 1'd be in touch.

Thinking T had slipped away unnoticed T entered into the room that T
shared with Ron, hoping I got away with my brief and very needed phone
call. The piace looked empty and evervone else seemed o be out and
about so I decided to have a bath in the spa and try to relax before the
night’s precautions. My body glided into the steamy water as T began to
think about T.J and how good it fclt just to hear from a friendly voice. My
thoughts drifted into the days I missed when I felt I could be silly and
childlike and I nearly forgot for a moment how grown up I was acting
these days.

My first glimpse at the tmage surrounding me when T resurfaced above
the water was daunting. There was Ron was standing over my tub,
looking down at me with an eager display of his arousal. He began to
undo his pants and take them down when he told me “put vour lips on my
cock”, 1 was too slow in responding to his request so he grabbed me by
the back of the head and forced me into his groun. | had tears streaming
down my face as I looked up 1o him with the saddest blue eyes hoping he
would take pity and stop, but he never did. T was really hurt by his
aggression and he definitely knew it this time, which I believe only made
him more heated. T closed my eyes and began to count using the time to
keep my thoughts elsewhere believing every number 1 counted only
furthered me to the end of this. I just got over a hundred when he [nally
exploded in fulfillment sull halt submerged in the deep bath [ was
struggling {0 gain my bearings in as Ron was picked me up out of the
bath and carried me to go to the bedroom, which was just outside the
French adjoin doors. Stit! damp from the hot water in the spa 1 had goose
bumps from the chill of the fresh air where he brought me to the bed and
proceeded to deeply violate my every being. Eventually his scars that he
lelt were too deep ever 1o be healed and would even carry on through the
years to conie.

Upon his bursting with pleasure for the second time, he just got up
and left, without even sayving a word to me. Left alone T was awake for
hours atter that. There was no escaping the pain that night. [ lay naked
wrapped in the sheets, sobbing in the dark. My feclings of being hurt and
disgusted after his abusive ordeal “When will it ever stop” I prayed to
God and begged for death rather than face another day in my tife. I woke
up still alone the next day and exasperated from the misery | felt the night
before. Ushering through my drawers to tind something to throw on |
could carc less what lay in store for me today, couldn’t be as bad as being
raped by a scary man repeatedty.

10
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Starting my day with a few of the supplied oxytocin’s and a bloody
mary, made by the hive-in house chef. Having two celery sticks for my
breakfast, T wanted to lyc out by the pool and forget the world. Ron hated
tan-lines so to be caught with a bikint top on was a big no-no in his rule
book but after my crics fo stop were so blatantly ignored last night, T was
out to piss him off so 1 didn’t remove my shirt. | put on my headphones
and before I knew it had fallen into a deep slumber from my seff-made
therapeutic cocktail, the only way I knew how to cope with the emotional
turmoil on the inside.

Diesperate to hear his voice T called my friend T .J a fow more times that
week. I needed fo feel like someone out there really knew me. Sometimes
we could just chat like old friends with no care in the world and laugh at
a distan{ memory from too long ago. Then would come the good-bye part
of the conversation and we would both get tearv-eyed not knowing what
could happen next or if this would even be the last time we ever spoke to
¢ach other again.

My biggest fear came to reality when I was in our bedroom one
atternoon, just lounging around out of boredom. Ron came bursting in
through the door, red as a tomato. 1 couldn’t help but feeling [ was in big
trouble. His face was distorted and raging towards me. [ knew right away
he must have found out that T was calling T.J, but how, I had no idea. T
had always tried to be as invisible as possible, soon enough it was all
explained.

“Are you fryimg to get me caught? You are nothing but a stupid girl
you know thatt What am I supposed 1o do with you now?” He was
tearing up the room while his rants gave me something eise to think
about. What would he do with me if he had no use [or me any longer? |
wasn’t even thinking about him being caught for soliciting illegal
immigrants for the purpose of prostitution. I was more worried that he
would be upset at the fact T was talking to another guy, maybe even
jealous that he was at feast my age. | replied with simple sentences that |
could manage to get out between all the shouting. 1 kept saying, “I'm
sorry ” and putting my head down in shame. fe picked me up by my
throat pinning me against the wall, “You are going away, far -far away
from me and you better be nicer to the next man T send you to, I"ve heard
he’s not a nice as most would like. Are vou fucking hearing me Bitch?™ |
slid down the wall, choking on the first air entering my fungs, breathless
and terrified, ! never thought Ron was a nice guy but | had never seen
him lose it this bad. Now [ was being sent me away to another stranger,
another man, it only terrified me more.

The girls came in to say their good-byes all of them were cryving and
asking mc in their best English languages. why Thad to call somconc and
lose everything? T was able to find out through the broken sobs off of
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them that the confession came from the house-keeper who said she saw
me use the room regularly but was never messed up, so Ron looked at the
reeent telephone bills and found the same number dialed from that room
consecutively, he knew it was me right away. At least he didn’t know it
was another guy, T thought to mysclf. or I probably wouldn’t have madc it
out of there alive.

Ron came back to usher the girls out of my room and told me [ had tive
minutes to pack my clothes, which he made clear were to be my only
belongings to take with nie. He washed his hands clean of me that night,
or so he thought. The driver came knocking at my door, just as Ron said,
no longer than the five minutes that he had offered me and he took my
singie bag to the car. I didn’t want all the jewelry, music or books that he
so caringly bought me as tokens of his twisted affection. Only taking my
clothes and a wad of hundred dollar bills T had been saving, T shit a hole in
my scrunchie inserting my cash [or a rainy day that [ was more than sure
was just around the corner, .

We drove for hours, until I started seeing familiar surroundings. [
couldn’t believe my own eyes. | was back in Miami, but not on the
beaches, somewhere m the CBD this time. Fhe Dniver delivered me to the
front door with my one bag and watled at the door with me. Now [ knew
how it felt to be a puppy picked from her litter as vou can only hope vour
next owner would treat you with some sort of kindness.

Another balding man answered the door but he wasn’t so grotesquely
fat like Ron, but still a new owner at that. He looked me up and down and
seemed amused as he snickered 1o himseil. With one last fook to the
driver over my shoulder it was almost an appeal to him for some way to
help me. | knew he couldn’t anyways, I was just hoping. He told me his
name was Charlie but didn’t even bother in asking me for mine. I was
sure Ron already filled in all of my details when he arranged this.

Charlie picked up my bag and led me into his bachelor pad townhouse.
1 was never given a welcoming tour of mry new residence or made to feel
comfortable. He walked me up the stairs and opened one of the doors in
the small hallway. Telling me this would be my room, he showed me nto
it and told me to wait, he would be back shortly. I sat on my bed atraid to
touch anything and after the warning Ron gave me T knew [ had to watch
my step around here. I put my head down onto the pillows my where
world was falling apart and let my emotions downpour. Exhausted from
the days emotional furmotl | ended up falling asleep. f don’t even know if
he ever came in at all that night.

The next morning I looked out of the window fo see my new
surroundings. It was a beautiful sunny day outside, unlike the dreary ¢ell
T'was locked away side of. Feeling the sun warm up my face through
the glass, it radiated a familiar sense of comfort from the days of the good
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parts of my childhood. I reminisced how it had used to be before alt my
life turned upside down. Betore all of the fights with my family, before |
had to look afier myself, and before T was a slave to men.

Those days were too long gone now. With too many hard times passing
me¢ by 1t scemed surrcal to think that e had ever cven cexisted in the first
place. With that thought I shook myself out of reminiscing that way.
Whatever was going to happen was out of my control now, | just had to
give myself some hope that I would have the strength to get myself out
these circumstances before anything really bad happened.

Chapter 2

The house was quiet so I just assumed Charlie was still asleep. |
decided to get cleaned up and have a shower. Not even a knock on the
door when Charlic walked in with case. “Typical” T thought, Tt was an
easy way for Charlie to break the ice. “You really are as beautiful as Ron
said” as he opened the curtain. Watching me rinse myself in the shower
and me knowing I had no way out of this except to go along with
whatever he wanted. [ just looked down at the mention of Ron’s name,
wondering what else he had (old Charlie about me. Realizing later that he
wouldn't have satd anything anyways, in fear [ would’ve been a damaged
product that wouldn’t make him the money that young girls go for.

He just sat on the side of the vanity top and continued to take
observations of me standing submerged under the falling water. 1 avoided
looking at him and let him do all the taiking, after all I knew what I had
to say was of no importance, that 1s if he was anything like Ron. Between
the water beating down over myy head 1 could slightly hear him ramble on
about some club and restaurant he owned in FT. Lauderdale. He said he
was going to take me shopping for some club outfits and we would party
together tonight, as 1f T was supposed to be excited over this so-called
treat of his.

I fooked up and gave him a quick smile adding a comphant nod and
turned my attentton to turning off the faucets and quickly grabbing my
towel. I was talling so far from who [ used to be, shying away from my
outgoing personality to a quiet gir} that didn’t even recognize herself in
the mirror anymore. 1 dried myself off and looked at the man standing
between the doorway and me. He was still watching me with a sleazy
look on hts face but now preceded to move in my direction, arms wide
open. He embraced me, running his hands up around my youthful curves,
licking my neck and earlobes. Then his large, rough hands cupped my
small breasts and continued downwards to teel in between my legs. |
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knew what | had to do to get this over and done with as quick as possible,
but | was dreading this moment from the second he greeted me at the
door last night.

I fell to my knees and gave into his demented perversions. Thankfully
it didn’t last long betore he elimaxced and Twas allowed to got mysclf
dressed and ready to go out. 1 was nothing but money well spent in his
mind. This was another extremely wealthy man with a completely new
set of wants and needs asking a fourteen year old girl to affectionately
dote on sexual desires to a man in his mid forties. I really hated myself,
these men, and just about cverything my hifc had boiled up to by this
point, but [ knew from a young age that to survive in this harsh world 1
would have to do many things I would not willingly choose to.

At the shops he decided he would choose the clothes he paid for, which
I'might as well have been declared a teenage prostitute. Just like Ron he
also liked it that way. The more degrading he was to me only proved his
ownership of my body. He bought me tiny cocktail dresses, and skimpy
outfits, which I thought closely. resembled the lingerie he’d also bought
for me to wear for him. [ noticed that day that he enjoyed parading me
around the shopping mall and out for lunch at hooters, even joking with
the wattress that he'd like to buy her uniforni because he thought it’d look
sexy on his new girlfriend.

We arrived at his two in one, Restaurant and Club, at around nine
o’clock in the evening. It was a revolving tower calted “Hot Chocolates™
in downtown Ft. Lauderdale. 'The food was delicious and for the first time
since being with Ron, I ordered a hefty meal with steak and mashed
potatoes with a scriunptious gravy smothered on top. Charlie ordered
strong cocklails for us both and belore | knew it my head was spinning
and we were on the dance floor together. The music blared in my head
and the rhythm of my body took over, completely forgetting about even
dancing with Charlie and letting the music take ahold and work it’s
magic.

H didn’t do mee any justice though as Charlie watched me imagining
what pleasures lay in store for him later on. Taking me home before the
club had even closed, he just couldn’t wait to indulge on exactly what he
was fantasizing from beforehand. Once back at his townhouse he led me
up the stairs into his bedroom and pushed me down in the middle of his
bed. The motions from the wavy mattress made me dizzy and feel even
drunker when he lay on top of me. Coming at me like a hungered beast
wanting to ravage his next meal, it was intimidating as he entered into me
with a forceful thrust, he moaned out in delectable heaves. I looked away
while he self indulged his own gratifying needs using my body as his
mstrument in pleasure. T only grew stronger in my head fetting the hatred
for men desires intensify.
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The next two weeks 1 was expected to be at Charlie’s beckon call, never
aloud to leave his side, even making me sleep in his bed from the second
might onwards. T never even got the chance to call T.J again. Tt was too
much of a risk anyways. Thus pushing him further out of my memory,
too afraid, of the cmotional repercussions.

Our typical routine was to wake up get showered and dressed and 1
would put on my make-up while Charlie made his business calls for the
day. We would leave the house mid-afternoon and run his errands do
some shopping, sometimes meeting his friends or business partners for
lunch, none of the men he introduced me to scemed oftended at his
choice of adolescent eve candy. They’d just continue to chat away as if it
was normal to be 1n public with his arins draped over a girl young enough
to be his granddanghter, not too shy by giving me a flirty tap on my
bottom or even try to kiss me.

My last night was no dilTerent [rom every other night. We went
shopping that day and out for funch alone. Later we headed to a club his
friend just launched and it was his grand opening that night. The club was
called “lguana Joe’s”. We met up with his friend and said our hellos.
‘They both seemed so excited about the club and Charlie was full of
complimentis all around. The club did have a Hne out the door which
looked a mile long coming in, luckily we didn’t have to use the front
door. Charlie returned [rom the bar with two giant fong-island iced teas,
which were his favorite drink to start with and then we just sat for a while
watching people dancing. Occasionally conversing about passing
thoughts. We danced For a while having a [ew more drinks and aller
about two hours, Charlie said he was ready to go home. What a daunting
time o look forward 1o, he always liked 1o have a brief sexual encounter
before drifting off to sleep with my naked body intertwined between his
arms and legs.

It was bad enough to have to entertain him at every given second of the
day but his grip on me was so stifling [ felt so chocked 1 could hardly
breathe much less sleep. Eventually my over-worked mind would drilt in-
and-out of a restless sleep, but constantly on edge. I thought many of
nights of escaping, but where would I 20? Would one of Ron’s ever-so-
connected informants finds me and turns me into him to be disposed of
for good? 1 just prayed that I wouldn’t be another missing person to add
to the list of girls found in the local ditches. F knew that’s where T was
headed if | screwed this up for Ron again.

As if my guardian angel was there the whole time listening to my
secret prayers, my rescue came the next morning with an abrupt bursting
through the bedroom door at about six am. Charlie and I were still lying
in bed together and his grip on me was soill oight. The men dressed in all
black military gear had large guns and helmets on. Tt was so frightening
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at first. 1 couldn’t even comprehend what was happening so rapidly . I
thought Charlie could’ve been in some kind of trouble with a business
friend he had done wrong too, but then one of the men in black shouted
“TI".B.1 this 1s a raid get down with your hands on you head™, in too much
shock to move three of the mien grabbed Charlic and threw him 1o the
floor and cuffed him. [ sat up in bed with my sheets covering my naked
body and watched as they dragged Charlie from the room. Stifl
completely nude he wasn’t even aloud to get dressed. Another agent had
to come back in to the roont to find him a pair of shorts. T could hear him
scrcaming at the top of his lungs all of the way outside He was screaming
and the last thing | heard him yell was “If vou say anything you know
who will find you!” I could hear more threats being yelled at me but I
couldn’t make out what if was that he was saying. I was in total confusion
and couldn’t believe what was happening. There were so many uniformed
agenis | [elt so small compared to all of them but they were all very kind
and helped me out of bed allowing me to remain covered up with the bed
sheets so I could get dressed. The first decency I had been showed in a
long time. It was an odd feeling to acknowledge. I knew the life | had
come accustomed to for the last six months was now over, and in so
many ways | was relieved buf was also very nervous about what lay
ahead of me.

I excused mysell to the bathroom to put some clothes on. Not having
anything half decent, like a normal pair of jeans and a t-shirt. The best T
could come up with was a metallic blue miniskirt and a tiny matching top
that fell just below my breasts, hardly clothing at all it was more like
scraps of cloth. Putting my hair up in a tight bun with the scrunchie that
held my lve hundred dollar bills 1 was fed out of Charlie’s townhouse for
the very last time. Starting my life over.. .again, [ wanted to Ieave behind
my every memory belonging to these horrid times. Only taking small
sack containing my underwear, makeup bag, and journal with me.

‘The agents led me down the statrcase and my last vision’s of Charlie
was bent over the hood of a police vehicle still screaming and
handcuffed. I shipped into the backseat of the car and was driven to
Broward County Police Station where the Federal Agents interviewed me
about my entire whereabouts for the Tast six months. T was so scared of
what Ron would do if | told the agents what really happened but at the
same token T knew he’d most Bikely kill me anyways for being such a
liability.

Over the next few hours I sat down and told the agents how Ron’s
business worked and what I part I had to play to him. [ was able to ask
how they tound out | was at Charlie’s house and they informed nme that |
was bemng followed all the way from Ocala, Florida where Ron had me
stowed away for the last four months. T.J, my friend, called my parents

16

i Copyright Proecled Matenal

CONFIDENTIAL

CGIUFFRENO 149



Case 1:15-cv-07433-LAP Document 1218-11 Filed 07/15/21 Page 18 of 142

after our first phone conversation and ever since then, the I' B.1 were
tapping the phone hines and recording every conversation. Completely
unaware of T.Is caring act of deccit, T was in such shock that they had
been tracking us for so long. [ knew now, with or without my help, the
F.B.T had cnough on Ron to put him away tor a vory ong time, if they
could catch him, that is.

Having so many crooked people working for you can be an advantage
when you're in trouble. Like having a pair of eyes in every city. Ron was
somehow able to find out about Chartie’s arrest and immediately deserted
the country to avoid legal punishment, not to mention the discretization
of his esteemed clientele that the feds were now on to. Ron had so many
countless charges put up against him, eventually when the F B .1 were
able to track him down they were able o have him arrested in Yugoslavia
and extradited back to Miami, he was finally held accountable for being a
pedophile, soliciting women for prostitution, and running many
ilfegitimate and illegal businesses. By the time the F.B.T caught him he
was 11 his mid-seventies when he died of old age serving his second year
prison for a lengthy sentence. Coincidentally 1 was told of his punishment
and death many years later by one of the same F.B.1 agents that had
rescued me [rom Charlie’s arms.

I was taken out of the interrogation room afier the interview was over
wilth and told to sil at one of the oflicer’s desk while | was warting for
someone to pick me up. Uncertain of who that someone would be T
assumed it would be someone from the juvenile delinquents division to
take me back to some state operated lockdown facility. Not the nicest of
places to call home, but 1 had no choice in this matter.

Sitting back i the revolving chair | was twirling out of boredom and
listening to the roaming conversations within the oftice. T pondered in
feartul anticipation of the dreadful places that fay in store for me. Having
to of spent a lot of my adolescence in these kind of places for the sheer
factor that my mother said *'1 was out of contro! and unable to handle” by
eleven years old. There was plenty of just reason for me to be so scared of
those places. What | knew lay in store for me were constant fights
between the rough girls being settted with violent raids then out came the
pepper spray and then the strip-searches and worst of all, no sunlight. Tt
didn’t matter it you were a quiet, shy girl that didn’t belong there, when
there was a fight, which was could be like a fow times a week, cvery
person in the room was considered a threat and were treated like a violent
criminal. | hated those places and the memories they gave me. That’s
why I always ended up back on the streets. No child or even a juvenile
should have to be subjected to such unreasonable force and neglect, Some
of the girls wore so used to being subdued to this kind of treatment their
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whole life they ended up repeating the same attributes as the people who
initiatly hurt thent in the tirst place.

One very sad girl PH never forget her, had a father who had been a
heroine junkie and decided to play Russian Roulette with some of his
addict friends and by fatc or chance took the butlet straight through his
brain, killing him mnstanty. Iler mother being a hereine addict herself
spiraled downwards after his death and gave her four vear old child to her
ageing grandmother that eventually had to put my rwelve year old friend
in this un-dire circumstance. I can only have he highest hopes for her
today but unfortunatcly for most girls that have been vietimized by
society aren’t able to ever stop being a victim for the rest of their lives or
go on to make other people victims themselves. A sad and unfortunate
fate for so many innocent, and it happens so much more than anyone
would rather admit too instead of just trving to find a solution.

Chapter 3

Houss later I was still twirling myself in the same office chair when I
spun around to see my Father walking in my direction. [ nearly fell off
my seat at the sight of him. Gripping the chairs handles | couldn’t
imagine whal in the world I would say fo the man I once used to call
Daddy but now hated for the abandonment and unforgiving wounds he
mstilled inside of me. He contemplated putting his arms out to hold me
but instead anger and shame took over and he just shook his head. T never
saw my Dad cry until that day and 1 have to say it made me feel young
again and sad I had disappointed my parents again. The agenls now
standing beside us led both of us together back into the mterrogation
room Lo re-tale my journey (o my father who they satd | had no choice (o
tell, or they would have to tell him for me, being T was an under-aged
minor and Ron violated the statutory rape law, among many others, when
he took me back to his apartment and kept me as his sex stave. My Dad
couldn’t believe what he was hearing and for his lack of better choice
words asked me to stop talking, he was just happy to know | was alive.
Like everyone 1'd known 1n life they would rather brush it under the
carpet and not deal with the pain rather than realizing sooner or later it all
comes out sometime in our life even 1T 1t transgresses into our future then
becomes what we are willing to accept out of partners, work, and people
in general. Stmply saying in other ways than with words that our bad
decisions befall our tragedies later on in hfe.

The next discussion was led to where I would go to trom here. Betore
anyone could put his or her suggestion forward I teapt in with my two
bits and made it obviously clear to my Dad that if | was sent away o
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another lockdown facility and if he betrayed my trust, again, he would
never see me again. | would disappear tor good this time and for all he
would know T could be dead in no time on the streets. He Tooked at me
and for the first time in my life he saw the many years [ had grown up in
the time T was gonc and heard the scriousness in the tonc of my voice
when 1 made my vow to him. [le put his head in his hands and told me
the bad news, my Mom didn’t want me to come home and she was
making his life hell for even suggesting bringing me back into their lives.
I for some reason threatened her lifestyle and drove her ¢crazy. T had been
surpriscd about a lot of things lately but not that onc. The last time T saw
my Mom she ever so carefully lied to me and told me she was bringing
nie to an eye-doctor for an infection. Instead we walked into this tall blue
building with people in uniforms holding ¢lipboards and a few muscly
guards, she ushered me inside and hurried up to close the large auto lock
doors behind her leaving me there alone and imprisoned, which is what
led me to recently living on the streets. My life was hell as long as she
was 11 control of it, so when she didn’t want me back at home I was fine
with that too, but there had to be somewhere else | could go. My dad said
he had no chotce but to put me back into the facility, but he made a
sincere promise thal he would not take any longer than a week {o try to
find a place for me to stay and to go to school. A week [ could deal with,
but T was stitt unsure il [ could trust my lather and hold him (o his word,
but yet again,  had no choice. Being my legal guardian he could send me
anywhere he wanted and there would be nothing I could do. except for
keep running. I gave in, and before he lefi the officers o take me back 1o
the last facility | had run from, 1 gave him one last hug and reminded him
“one-week and I'm gone”. Nodding his head and squeezing his arms
tighter around me, T could only hope he meant it, but he didn’t look too
optimistic.

In the police car on the way back to the facility they had to handeuft me
in case [ ran again, but 1 had no intentions to anyways. | was going to
give my dad the week belore [ began to search for the right opportunity o
jolt again. I was like a “ghost come back,” said so many of myy girlfriends
from: the past and there was now a lot of new faces there too. At night
when we were all in bed and suppased to be sleeping, T would be
daydreaming of better days and imagine myseif somewhere in a
comfortable bed, actually enjoying my bife for 4 change. A week went by
1n this facility spending most of my days locked up in what they called
“The White Room”, a bare room with concrete flooring, no toilet or even
a chair to sit on. The only comfort | had was the blue sweater that was
provided as part of the uniform, and my hair scrunchie filled with my
stowed away cash that no one had found during my unpleasant streip-
searches. T would spend hours in the white room for objecting to their
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conformity and unwilling to participate in their dritling regime. I didn’t
teel like I owed any explanation to these people even when they brought
a physiologist in to speak with me, “What was the point when T would be
gone any day now’ and as if any of these people even cared in the first
place, T was just another number in the system and they had a job to do.

There was one mega-bitch, female guard, named Evelyn and she used
to either really ke vou or really hate yvou and God-forbid you were one
of the unfortunates that she didn’t like, she’d make your entire stay their
an agonizing nightmare. Constantly picking on girls who were not strong
enough to cope with their predicament or past issucs, she’d stand them up
and publicly humiliate them, and even when they begged her through
their sobs to et them sit down, she’d only torment them worse. Which
only made the strong girls want to antagonize the fragile one’s with more
malicious intent. Luckily when T had previously been there she didn’t
take much notice ol me, but I stayed out of harms way with her, just
being quiet and observant.

Being back here seemed like an eternity while [ held my end of the
bargain but unfortunately my Father didn’t. The first chance [ saw to run
1 took it. | was being sent to go get my blood and unine taken for drug and
disease analysis. My driver would be a volunleer [rom the community
and it was the perfect getaway for me, 1 was brought from the white
solitaire room and led into the bright sun, feeling hike today would be
favorable in my escape. We got to the doctors office, my whereabouts
told me | had plenty of ways to run and 1 scouted out the best looking
roule. My plan was o barge through the volunteer’s inexperienced grip
and wriggle my way out if needed, then hit the asphalt, running until my
legs couldn’t carry me any [urther. Playing it out in my mind felt
difterent to the anticipation that led up to actually doing it. The inner-
strength [ had was the only thing going to help me in this circumstance.

We arrived in the parking lot and T hadn’t said a word to him the entire
drive, the small framed Spanish man tried to make pleasant conversation
but I couldn’t see him as anvthing but a challenge, so I kept quiet instead,
1gnoring his humorous attempts to befriend me. The car pulled to a stop
and he came around the side to unlock my door, this was it, “here we go”
T told myself, and pushed past the volunteer. His arms grabbed out at me
but only caught me by my shirt, he didn’t even put up much of a struggle,
like some of the other trained one’s Fhad gotten before, they would put
me nto body locks of all sorts but he just tore at the collar of my shirt
letting me break free. | had done this many times before so  knew |
wasn’t gone yet, [ had to first get out of these clothes. The cops would be
looking for someone of my description in the area with a btue shirt and
khaki pants, so my first stop was a busy shopping complex. Ttook the
money from my scrunchie and bought myself a pair of jeans, a shirt, and
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a sweater for disguise and my next stop was Dunkin Doughnuts’ to get a
chocolate tced doughnut and a cup of coffee. | didn’t have doubts about
getting out of the facility but T wasn’t expecting it to be so casy this time.
My past excursions all began with an abrupt struggle sometimes ending
in a brutal statc of attairs afier being pepper sprayed and fastened into
some painfud lock by forceful men four- times my size, then tossed into
solitary untii [ saw my next chance to desert. | got to know the guards
real well, as [ spent a lot of my time being dragged down to the white
room by them. There was Jim, a farge black man who could’ve doubled
for a “Miami Dolphin’s”™ defensive lincbacker. John was another big man
with a ponytail and a mustache, and he looked like someone who
definitely owned a Harley. The last guy Scott had a smaller build but
made up for it with his steroid injected muscles bulging out of his neck
and their was the added hetght from his curly fro. When they weren’t
restraiming me and holding me captive in solitaire, they were actually
pretty nice guys, not afraid to have a laugh after some explosive incident
and I held no contempt towards them either. they were just doing their
jobs.

It was de’ja’vous all over again, free at last but where would [ go now.
With Ron’s scouts on the fookout for me, and now the authorities being
notified T was a runaway again, T would have a lot of people searching for
me, 30 [ knew I had to be careful where | went. My last stop before
leaving the shopping center was to use a payphone to call my parents, my
Dad answered completely surprised to hear me on the other end, 1 wanted
{o sarcastically thank him for breaking his promise to me and I hope he is
happy now, he just lost his daughter for good. I stopped to listen to what
he was trying to say and he told me T was getlling vou out in a few days,
T found you somebody to stay with, she’s a good person who has got
teenagers your age, | was just trying to convince your Mother to sign the
papers to get you out of there™.

[ was so outraged at her ability to put her own wants before the needs
of her own flesh and blood daughter. I 1old him to come pick me up and
bring me fo the house so I could speak with her for the first time in over a
year, but if 1 felt threatened for one second 1 will be on my way quicker
than a blink of an eye and on my own for good. He wasn’t overjoyed at
my proposition, knowing what posttion this put him in as her husband but
as my father he decided to put me first for once and take me home to
confront my mother.

I arrived at my house for the first timie in a long time and everything
looked different. My parents refurnished and renovated the house. I didn’t
even have a room anvmore, my old belongings and bed were removed
and it was now the office. Of course my Mom didn’t mect me at the gate
or the front door Hke her long lost offspring reunited. No, instead she
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waited for me to come find her outback smoking cigarettes and having a
beer. She stood up from her seat and squinted her eyes loathing in her
hatred she coldly slapped me hard in the face. The slap stung, but T
matched her look with a familiar stone-coldness that only she could
understand. Immediately we both started to cry and we washed away our
anguish and resentment through our tears and consolidated our feelings
for the first time since the chaos first atfected our Hives. She didn’t want
to know much of my whereabouts and she still had a lot of anger to get
over but she asked me to stay home at least. My little brother ran through
the back door and hugged me so tight, T started to cry again and was
saddened by how much timie I had missed the time [ had lost just hanging
out with my brothers and it took me even longer 1o realize how precious
time really is. We were never going to be the average Joes next door but
at least this was better than nothing. T loved being with my family again.
We had BBQ’s and bon-fires with each other and life began to slowly
piece back together. Tt was bizarre how normal it was when T first got
home. I turned fifteen that year and it was the exact cup of tea that I had
needed to boost me up and get me on the right track.

[ decided to go school to acquire my general education diptoma or G.E.D
and got a summer job with my Dad at Mar-A-Lago, Donald Trumps
exclusive country club in Palm Beach. Surrounded by lush acres of
tropical landscapes, manicured gardens, and a mansion made info a beach
club for the rich and famous it is known as the “Jewel of Palm Beach™. T
was 1 sheer awe at the gold arched ceilings and the grandeur ballrooms.

The spa where 1 worked was world class, not only oozing in style but in
the way each and every clientele was treated with the upmost service. My
focus was now sel on becoming a massage therapist, and working my
way into a luxurious spa like the one I worked for now, only T was a
locker-room attendant there. 1 studied many books about the anatomy of
the human body and how you can affect a person’s well-being and health
for the better through a simple healing touch. 1t was amazing to me the
way the body responded 1o massage. I was more than just interested. |
was defermined to become a therapist.

ft was one of those anatomy books that | had my nose buried in one
atternoon on a quiet Tuesday and it could get pretry fonely in the locker
room, so if | weren’t busy P'd sit outside by the spa’s reception and read
my books in the warmth of the Flortda sun. A lovely looking woman in
her late thirties who spoke with a proper English accent approached me. |
assumed it was a general question, “like where’s the ladies room or was
that the famous mode!l from so-and-so?” but she was more inferested in
the book 1 was reading. Only believing at first we were just making small
talk she was really intriguced at my choiee of reading. She then asked if 1
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did massage on the side, [ stated I was only reading the book and had not
yet began to study but one day | would love to practice massage therapy.

She introduced horself as Ghislane Maxwell, T would fater find out that
she was the daughter of the late prominent businessman and disgraced
newspaper tycoon, Robert Maxwell, T told her my name is Jenna pointing
to my nametag on my shirt and offered her a cold or hot beverage, as
those were my instructed duties at work. She accepted a tea and went on
to chat a bir about this rich guy that she worked for and she knew off-
hand that he was looking for a massage therapist. Just doing me a good
deed out of her kindocss of her heart, T'm sure, she otfered to introduce
me to him. I dechined her first proposition, thinking out loud, told her [
didn’t know the body well enough to even attempt an interview. She
didn’t seem worried at all by my fear of incompetence saying that if he
liked me enough he would get me the best training in the industry.
Ghistane thought I had a cheery persona and [it the quota for what he was
looking for and as she put it an enthusiastic learner that she said she
gathered from the sticky notes popping out of the various sections in my
book. | accepted her phone number and the house address and told her }
will call her if | am able to come over after work. I rushed over to the
tennis courts where my dad was working and told him of the news. We
both thought this could be a wonderful opportunity to get my
accreditation in massage therapy. Seeing that it was a lady in her late
thirties who came off as more of a nurturer rather than a procurer, neither
of us saw any reason to be hesitant.

Chapter 4

At around Five p.m. my dad drove me down to the bottom of “El Brillo
Way.” on the Palm Beach intercostal. We pulled into a short driveway
beckoning a large pink mansion with heavy wooden doors. 1 was so
excited about this chance and asked my dad to wish me luck. He gave me
a big squeeze and wished me the best. He watked me to the front door
and ! rung the door chime. Moments later we were greeted by an older
gentleman dressed in a casual butler uniform. I told him I was here to
meet Ms. Maxwell tor a massage trial and he opened the doors for my
father and 1 telling us to wait in the entry as Ms. Maxwell would be on
her way any second, and she was. Down the stairs she waltked with a
warm smile, her short black hair sceming very proper and clegant, for
now. She shook my fathers hand and thanked him for bringing me and
kissed us both on the cheeks. They spoke briefly about whom she worked
for and about Mar-a-Lago where we worked. She was in hurry, you could
tell to end the conversation and say good-bye to my dad, which she did so
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ever pleasantly. She said the boss was upstairs and waiting my arrival, so
with that I said bye to my dad and began to follow Ghislane up the stairs.
T was so nervous, but Tdidn’t show it T kept my reserve and demcanor
cool as ice, trymg show maturity for the open position. We continued on
to the massage room, passing by a grand crystal chandclicr, and a couple
lengthy wooden hall tables displaying a multitude of photos displaying
yvoung girls and beautitul women, trying not to gawk at them I didn’t
even notice that some of those girls were only wearing their smile.

Ghislane asked me how my day at work was and T told her it was easy
peasy as always just trying to make simplc conversation. There was a
fork at the end of the staircase and she led me to the right hand side. The
lights were dimined in the bedroom but I could still see the King Size bed
in the middle of room, we did a U-turn around the bed, which led us info
a massage room. Dripping in luxury T could’ve definitely compared it to
the renowned Mar-a-Lago’s spa’s, it had marble walls and a glass
enclosed shower and self-automated steam room at the very end of the
Burberry carpeted room. There was a large mirror over a basin 1o the
right of the room with an array of oils, ointments, soaps, and lotions and a
small closed door, which | assumed must be a closet. ‘The only thing that
struck awkward about this room was the naked man laying [ace down
atop of the turquoise massage fable in the center of it. “T had to be
prepared [or this,” T told myselll Massage was something [ had never
done before so T quickly brushed away my thoughts of possible schemes,
wanting to belteve whole-hearted this was going to be legit. Ghislane
introduced us to each other and I proceeded to make his acquaintance.

Looking up at from his downwards position, he looked me over and
gave a smile to Ghistane, an obvious notion ol his approval. He was
Jeftrey Epstein as she pronounced for him, as if T supposed to recognize
his name or something. He aftirmed, “It was his pleasure” and replied to
just call him Jeffrey, “No need for formalities” he answered, cleverly
putting me at ease. This man did not look like someone to beware of.
Both him and Ghislane appeared to be very nice people and conscious of
their health as their need for massages and spa visits, no alarm bells went
oft, vet. I was prepped by Ghislane to “treat this as a lesson from her and
follow her exact lead, if T did good tonight then maybe T would become
Jeftrey’s Travelling Masseuse, seeing the world and getting paid well for
it”. Twas very hopeful, a job like this could really make my dreams come
true.

I foHowed suit and washed myv hands with warm water so the coldness
would not shock Jeffery’s naked body, then lathered them in rich body
butter. Ghislane told me to always keep one hand on Jeffrey, even when
getting more lotion, so it didn’t make him lose coneentration on being
relaxed. She gave me a tip and told me to keep a blob of lotion high up on
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my forearm so it prevented me from having o keep going back for more
and was less disruptive to Jettrey. This alt seemed for real to begin with, |
was being educated about the body and splitting Jeffrey’s body with
Ghislane, mimicking her every motion. Starting with his feet, we began
with his heels and arches of his solcs. Pushing the blood up his calves in
upward strokes to rejuvenate the body’s blood supply and being careful to
mind his leg hair didn’t pull. I was keeping up with her and enjoying the
education. It was so interesting how the body worked and I couldn’t
believe [ was learning alt of this for free. Once I got a bit of a groove
following (Ghislang, they began asking me all sorts of questions about my
past and 1t didn’t take long before the conversation led down the darker
experiences of my young life. When they found out that [ hadn’t led
much of a normal existence they only probed me with more questions,
which being put on the spot answered honestly, The funny thing was they
didn’t seem appalled at all by my statements, rather entertained if
anything. Jeffrey called me a “naughty-girl” with that wry smile of his,
and half playful and half defensive, [ answered “no I’m not, I'm really a
good girl, just always in the wrong places™ he then replied, “It's QK. I
like naughty giis™ and rolled over onto his front side to expose his
complete nude self. He wasn’( the first man to show me his penis, so [
wasn’t shocked at the appearance of his manhood but T was incredibly
shocked at his complete ease to present himsell with an erection. I tried 10
ignore it waiting to follow the next directions off of Ghislane, who
surprisingly now stood behind me bare breasted. Betore I had a chance to
even think of replying hastily she began to slowly undress me, while
Jeffrey started to stroke his manhood while watching us. She unbuttoned
my blouse and resmoved my bra, revealing my bosoms. Cupping them in
her hands she moved her lips across my nipples, licking and teasing them
with her tongue making them cold and stiff. Next her hands moved down
to my little white skirt, removing the final piece of my remaining
uniform. She slid my skirt down my legs with ease, for a moment keeping
on my love-heart panties, so they could both take notice of my apparent
youth. They even snickered to each other about * [low cute she still wears
little girt pantie’s” Jeffrey said, and Ghislane joined in his laughter.
Acting as my madam, she instructed me to start by licking his nipples
and after I had sufticiently pleasured both of them, then prompted me to
go down on Jeffery orally while she rubbed her breasts along his body
tantalizingly. She moved behind me again this time to remove my panties
and start fondiing the delicate folds between my legs. I was still in shock
from the initial degrading blow. I hadn’t even let the reality sink in, it was
all too much for me to emotionally handle so instead 1 hid behind my
fears, which T told myself “T wasn’t going to cver be worth anything at all
and this would probably be as good as it gets for me” after all T thought,
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“what have I been trained up for until now™. Nobody ever stopped to ask
it I was comfortable or if | wanted to stop, no, instead, Ghislane only
dirceted me to conclude the massage sesston by climbing up on the table
to be fixated on Jeftrey, straddling him so he could penetrate me.

When it was all done and over with, F was taken into the stcam room
with just Jetfrey to get further aquatinted, as Ghislane left the room to go
get dressed. He asked me to grab his feet and rub them not saying a word
about what just happened, like it was all normal and accepted. | listened
to him ramble on about the health benefits of a sauna and the history of it,
ignoring the fact of the matter of his pretentiousncss degrading my spirit.
1 figured I had gone too far already, what would be the point in throwing
in the towel now after [ had done exactly what these people wanted.

Whilst we were sweating out our bodies’ toxins, and the steam was
blasting my burming face I listened to his lessons, entertaining his ego, I
let him become my teacher, he seemed (o like that. He sounded like a
very clever and intelligent man though. Telling me his story of how he
made himself an empire of billions from being a middle-class professor to
an elife financial advisor for clientele with only billions in their bank
accounts and through his so-called “lessons”, He became my mentor and
I emerged as his pupil, the teacher’s pet.

After the sauna we went to the next glass door beside us where the
shower was. He turned tap outwards and stood undemeath the water as |
stood naked and cold from the temperature difference. Tnstead of asking
me to join him under the warm stream, like 1 thought he was going to, he
handed me a bar of soap and asked me (o wash his body from top to toe.
1t didn’t stop there I had 1o massage the shampoo and conditioner into his
scalp as well, [ was bewildered someone would ask this off of someone
else, wasn’t it belittling enough having to endure the illicit massage from
beforehand but now this. The surprises kept coming that night, as this
was definttely not how I expected my interview to turn out, but that’s
what I had learned in my short time on this earth, life was full of
disappointment.

I let everyone else take the power of authority from myself and use me
in whatever way he or she wanted instead of standing up and giving
myself the respect T deserved, which in turn would’ve helped me get
through lite without all of the abuse I ended up copping. Not given the
belict in myscif from an carly age on T suppose is what affected my sensc
of control. Always letting the one’s with power and strength reduce my
inner-self to shreds untif 1 was cut so tiny in size [ would be completely
subdued to only their wants and needs left ignoring mine. The men [ had
encountered in my short expertence with them only repeated their
mflictions convincing me there was no running away from the sick world
T lived i, not yet understanding it all came down to the choices T had
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made for myself, [ needed some encouragement and the right words to
untock my very soul.

Jeffrey told me the towels were on the heated rack just outside the
shower and asked me to get one and pat him down. Again putting himself
first as I sat there freezing while T comphiantly patted down his body with
the white tlufty towel until he was dried. [ nearly expected him to ask me
to dress him as well, but not surprisingly that came later down the track
too. I dried myself off and wiped the make-up from under my eye’s.
keeping quiet not sure what to really say and half-embarrassed from the
entire cvening’s cvents that just took place. T just remained sitent whilst
we both got dressed unti} he brought me downstairs where Ghislane was
sitting at a desk holding his black leather duftel bag. When she moved
from the chair to let Jeffrey sit down, she passed him the bag and began
to tell me that [ had great potential {o be a massage thevapist, they really
liked my styte and who knows where this could lead too. She asked o see
me again tomorrow, same time after work, He opened the bag, revealing
stacks of brand-new hundred dollar bills separated with rubber bands to
count by the thousands. He grahbed one stack and took out two crisp
notes, placing them in my hand. He laughed that it was nearly my whole
week’s wage al Mar-A-Lago. Only there I dido’t have to degrade mvsell
as his new little toy.

When | got home my parents were anticipating my arrival. | kept it
simple and sweet with my folk’s, only telling them of the lessons about
the body 1 had received and the future prospects in massage therapy that
lie ahead. Nobody questioned who I was working for and complimented
my ability to be a hard worker. I quickly got out of that conversation
afraid I might give away a himt of shame in my eyes but no one caught
on. Fexcused myself to the bathroom to have a shower and stared into the
mirror for 2 moment, asking myself it I could really go through with this
only to mentaily respond by reminding myself this would be as good as it
gets for a girl of my stature and limitations. I scrubbed myseif rigidly in
the shower as il it would wash away the [lilthiness of the night, but it
didn’t help, I could still feel their hands in me and all over me and inside
of me. Trving to sleep that night was nearly impossible too, closing my
eyes only to drift away to flashbacks of the moments T had to pive myself
to Jeffrey and Ghislane, each replay an exploitation of my vulnerability.

The next moming Tawoke fecling anxious about the day ahead, trying to
push yesterday’s memory from my thoughts, 1 was quiet for the whole
trip to work with my Dad. Before we got out of his car in the parking ot
he asked me if everything was okay, I lied, for his sake and mine. My life
was bemg transformed and | didn’t even know it vet, but soon enough |
would be a brainwashed tool only used for the sexual pleasure of others,
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About to be entrapped in the same life | had broken free from only
months ago.

Convincing mysclf in order to succeed T had to step up from baing a
girly teenager and start thinking like a young woman, it would be my
ticket to a great carcer and a fortunate life. T told mysclf “So what if T had
to bargain my body to this rich old geezer, some girls get themselves
through college by becoming a stripper and using their bodies to pay for
degrees, others go down even worse paths.” I guess if was just another
way to fathom the road T was going down, the effectiveness of the lies I
forced mysclt to belicve was working as T continued to tell mysclt T had
to make it any way [ could rather than ever letting myself sleep on the
streets again. I was trading one shocking lifestyle for another, thinking I
was choosing the right one. If I could go back in time to ever meet myself
I would choose this time in my lfe, P'd start with a good hard smack to
my head to [irst shake some things up in there and next I would telt that
girl she could actually make it on her own if she just worked hard at
earning an honest wage and built her life up slowly. There i1s no rush or
time limit to ever stop reaching for achievement. Sadly enough 1 probably
wouldn’t of even believed myself anyways, learning my life’s hard
lessons through the experiences | continued to suller.

I went to work at Mar-A Lago that day trying hard not to think of what
lay ahead in the alternoon oo come, but the later the hour got the more
distinguished the knots became in my stomach. T spoke to no one of the
details to my explicit mterview but told one gir how I was so happy |
was now officially studying massage therapy, another lie. My [riend was
surprised and intrigued that these people who could afford the best of the
best ol therapists in the world chose an untrained [ifteen-year-old girl to
perform a massage. She never said it in words, but her body language told
me she knew exactly why they wanted to use me and it wasn’t for a
therapeutic reason either and deep down inside T understood.

‘T'he rest of the afternoon slipped away quickly and before 1 knew it 1
was standing before those large wooden doors again, giving a moments
pause but long enough to draw m my breath and exhale some of the
anxiety before ringing the doorbell. Juan answered the door again and
told me Ghislane would be down in a few moments and asked to follow
him into the kitchen, There was a pleasant looking young girl with blonde
spirals in her hair that glanced up from the mound of paperwork before
her. Ller shocking blue eye’s and appealing Lnglish accent seemed
delightful and she introduced herselt as “Emmy”, Ghislane’s Personal
Assistant. I infroduced myself as “Jenna”™ which is what most people
knew me as and told her | was on an emplovment trial to become
Jeftrey’s massage therapist. She had a coy smile on her face that told me
she knew exactly what T was on trial for. Something in my gut told me
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this wasn’t the first ime a young girl had been trialed for the same
position [ was about to fiil.

We were only chatting for a moment before Ghislane appeared and told
me Jeffrey was ready for his massage. | was led through the extensively
large housc to the winding staircasc that would Icad mc up to the same
dreaded room where [ would have to re-enact last night’s performance. I
wasn’t tar from wrong. [ gave Jeffrey a massage with Ghislane leading
the way again, this time we surprisingly made it to the front of his body
and she continued to show me how to massage all the way up to his
stomach pushing my hands in a spiraling clockwisc circular motion to not
disrupt the bowels and then we came up to his chest. lle couldn’t dare
contatn himself for one second longer, telling me to put my lips on his
nipptes and give them a kiss. Jeffrey moaned in pieasure and Ghislane
started to undress me from behind. Within moments I was completely
naked and Ghislane had her top off. She was caressing my body with her
hands while Jeffrey moved his hands down to stroke his loins while he
watched her and I kiss and touch each other. 1 didn’t know if she was
doing this for the sake of his eye-candy but she sure did act like she loved
having the contro! over me telling me what to do throughout the entire
threesome. Jeflrey’s climax was always the end 1o our sessions and this
time he wanted to have me make him orgasm orally. Afterwards we went
for the ritualistic stearn-room, this time Ghislane joining m with us for
conversation. She asked me fo massage her feet this thme while we were
in the steam room. showing me that Jeffrey wasn’t the only one I had pay
my homage {o. We all had a shower next and then we all went downstairs
to pay me and have Juan drop me off back home.

The lollowing afternoon | received a call at work, surprisingly it was
Ghislane asking me to come over when I got off of work again. The
compliant side took over and | told her I looked forward to meeting with
them today, instead of telling her to go screw herself for lying to me and
making me degrade myself more each time 1 saw them. I finished work
for the day and my Dad broughl me over to El Brillo Way again, where
the vultures were patiently waiting in their fair, he wished me well as |
hopped out ot his big truck, tooking ever so much like his little girl again.
T gave him a smile and a wave as he drove down the long driveway,
waiting for him to suddenly tum back and not leave me alone to my task.
T shook mysclf out of that calamity and put on my “big girls” face.

Juan brought me to the kitchen again as I waited for Ghislane. [le
offered me a cold drink and some fruit on a platter. | accepted and was
grateful for the rejuvenation before I went to work again. It wasn’t long
before Ghislane approached me from behind with a cold intense ook in
her eve. T jumped from my scat, feeling tike maybe T shouldn’t have been
eating and drinking while on the job, as her demeanor seemed annoyed
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and temperamental in the seconds that she appeared. She told me I would
be on my own today as she had business to attend to, so make sure |
remembered what she had taught me, as my trial depended on it

Chapter 5

F walked up the stairs by myself this time, taking in more of the décor,
noticing the more T looked around the more T noticed a different girel in
cach photograph in his collection of half-nude and topless girls on display
around his mansion. T couldn’t belicve how many girls there were, 1t's not
like Jetfrey was much to look at. 1le was an aging man in his early fifties
with shiny grey hair and characteristic lines drawn down his face as if he
had seen harder days. With no prospects of ever settling down or having a
family of his own, Jeffrey treated us girls like a piece of clothing he could
try on for the day and get rid of the next. So why was there so many giris
in these photo’s? T wondered to myself if T would end up one of those
eirls among his collection of forgotten relationships and broken promises.

1 continved to make my way up the stairs, and as if all of my senses
were heightened from my bare nerves bemg exposed, 1 could smell the
cleaning detergents recently used by the housekeepers, my observations
of the shade of Lighting through the concealed blinds as T entered Jeffrey’s
bedroom appeared golden, and the sound of stillness except for the thud
of my rapid beating heart all made me more aware of how nervous  was
to be on my own. Not that Ghislane was anything of a comfort, but |
didn’t know what o expect or how I was going to lead myself inlo
upholding my obligation in pleasing him. 1 would hope for the best I
thought, trying to uplift my confidence as [ opened the door to the
massage room with the typical scene of Jeffrey layving naked facedown in
the massage bed waiting for his entertamment. It was de’ja’vous” all over
again. Repeating what Ghislane had taught me, with him commenting on
what eise 1 should be doing, until it got to the end and [ was expected to
grant him all ol his spoken desires. We finished up with the shower again
and he seemed very pleased in my contribution of myself to him, giving
in to every request.

He told me to go ask Juan to pay me, as he was lethargic after the
massage and intimate affair between us and now was going to have sleep.
T walked back down stairs and told Juan that Jeffrey was asleep and said T
had to ask him for my pay. Ile went to Jeffrev's desk and took out the
exact amount [ was owed without even asking how much [ normally get
paid. ie then drove me home, only to be back the next afternoon.

30

i Capynght Prolecled Materal

CONFIDENTIAL

GILIEFREON4 63



Case 1:15-cv-07433-LAP Document 1218-11 Filed 07/15/21 Page 32 of 142

The following week was a daily routine, providing Jetfrey with
massages and continuously being groomed to fulfill all his needs. Often
jJoined by Ms. Maxwell and her assistant Emmy for sexual trysts of alf
kinds. I was mentally and physical ly exhausted from the week of working
and having to kcep up with Jettrey's strenuous late night activitics. T
couldn’t believe what I was doing but it was all starting fo sink in fast.
Most nights when | got home, ['d brietly say “Hi” to Mom and Dad
before heading straight to my bedroom. I couldn’t even sleep well
anymore. Closing my ¢ves at night T would fight the inevitable flood of
thoughts, replaying the moments of shame that atc away mysclt picce by
piece. My only reasoning being ! just had to keep telling myself it would
all be worth it in the end.

This afternoon Ghislane appeared to be in a much better mood. Instead
of taking me stratght up to Jeffrey she took me to a vellow guest room
where Emmy mostly stayed. It had a balcony where Emmy was already
outside reading a magazine and puffing on a cigarette. Ghislane 1it one up
too and then offered me one. I hadu’t smaoked cigarettes much before.
besides trying o look cool in front of one of my friends, but never really
took to thern, so when I started to cough from the inhalation of smoke,
the girls began (o laugh and joke aboul my in-experience. It was an
icebreaker for all of us to taugh and poke fun at me. T was then able o
give it back to them saying | would rather be an in-experienced non-
smoker than an old lady with a raspy smokers cough. T don’t think
Ghislane was used to somebody giving it back to her, but she seemed to
like it, as long as she was able to have the fast say. I knew my boundaries
and she liked that [ wouldn’t cross those wvisible ines. All three of us
chatted like friends and it started to leel like some kind of a strange
relationship was budding. After about fifteen minutes of chatting away,
Ghislane instructed me to wash my hands thoroughly, as Jeffrey hated the
smell of smokers, and to follow her down the hallway to the massage
room where he’{l be expecting me shortly. I did what she asked and
sprayed mysell with the boady spray that I always carried in my purse and
headed down the hall to Jeffrey’s room.

When I opened the door to the massage room surprisingly it was empty.
I sat down on the already made up massage table and was careful not to
mess up the neatly folded towels on the end of the bed. It was a good
fittcen more minutes before Jeffrey made his appearance. Tt was strange
seeing him in clothes for the first time. 1le wasn’t wearing what you’d
expect your typical billionaire’s attire to be. He was wearing a pair of
sweatpants and a [larvard sweatshirt, which he began to remove
immediately. This time he wanted to commence our session in the steam
room, so T began to undress as well, We went inte the stcam room and he
pushed a few buttons and the steam began to pour in from the marble

I Copyright Proecled Materal
CONFIDENTIAL CGIUFFREOO4 {04



Case 1:15-cv-07433-LAP Document 1218-11 Filed 07/15/21 Page 33 of 142

wall’s built in jets. There was a bench coming out of the wall also made
out of marble that went from either side of the room and had a step
underneath it where T was instructed to sit on so that T could begin giving
Jeffery his massage. Our conversation started off about simple things like
how was vour day at work, and T asked Jeffrev how his day was lounging
around, just being polite to each other. Hle was acting out of character
being a lot more attentive and conversing with me about other things than
sex or massages for once. Starting with his heels, ankles, toes and arches
in the soles of his feet T massaged all the way up to his calves. Tt took a
lot more strength to massage in the stcam room without oils or lotions
and the constant blowing of steam in your face making me twice as
exerted. ] was beginning to really start to heat up when the door to the
room suddenly opened to reveal two naked women. Ghislane and Emmy
acted as if thev came in to join us for a steam bath, but my instincts were
telling me otherwise. At least the cold burst ol air and escaped steam
revived me a bit,

So there was Jetfrey and Ghislane sitting on top of this marble bench,
each with a young gitl at their feet. Emmy and I continued with the
massage untll they were ready to head into the shower. There were two
showerheads that Ghislane and Jellrey both siood under while they were
being lathered with soap bubbles as we washed their bodies. After the
shower Ghislane fed us into JefTrey’s bed to (inish today’s session with
Emmy, Ghislane and T performing lesbian acts of foreplay on each other
while Jeffrey laid back and watched. Stroking his manhood in much
delight, he brought himself to climax, and the session was over within
moments. We all got dressed and went downstairs to the kitchen for some
refreshments. Like nothing had happened at all, it was all so bizarre lor
me, the whole ordeal with them since this all began. T couldn’t understand
why Ghislane and Jeftrey had such an openly intimate refationship but
yet never regarded themselves as partners. They rarely kissed and never
held hands or even slept in the same bed. It was more like a sexual
arrangement between the two of them. She brings in the girls for his
peculiar taste and he supplies the lavish lifestyle she was accustomed too
before her tamily lost all of their tortunes. | wasn’t sure how to act or
feel, always obliging to their needs but reserved enough not to get
attached, as it there was this invisible hierarchy and by instinct | knew
my placc.

We all hung out in the kitchen for a while before I asked when Juan
could bring me home as I had work in the morning and was tired. They
said no problem and called Juan on the intercom right away, but said
we’d all have something to talk about tomorrow. [ knew it had something
to do with my employment trial and from the way they were acting
tonight, T could only assume T got the job, but you never know with these
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types of peopie. Their friendships and partnerships can change fike the
weather.

I went home that night still confused on how T could et mysclf sink so
low, I had to put on an act like I enjoyed submitting my body and being
their new subscrvient plaything all for the fact that T was making
anywhere between $200-$400 for just a couple of hours. Then spent the
rest of the night regressing on the entire event in my head over and over
again. | battled those thoughts with the hope that I was receiving a
profession out of this and making good money in the meantime, All T had
to do was keep lying to mysclf long cnongh until T eventually belicved it

Arriving at Jefirey’s on time the next afternoon, as I always did,
understanding punctualify was a sign of respect and [ wanted them to feel
as if they had my deepest appreciation for the once in a lifetime chance
they had given to a girl of my history. This time when Juan answered the
door he told me Mr. Epstein and Ms. Maxwell were wailing lor me
upstairs in the massage room. I began my hike up the familiar spiraling
staircase and through to the room where my arrival was being deeply
anticipated. They were already in the steam room awaiting me to join
them. 1 undressed out of my uniform and folded them in a neat pile,
which I placed upon the marble basin. Having one last look in the mirror
before T exhaling a deep breath as it T was plunging into deep water, T
knew today was a big day. I either accepted their offer and trade my
morals for opportunity, or walk away with the prospect of one day many
years from now trying to make it on my own which 1 knew endowed
hardships of there own.

So confused about what decision to make, 1 just opened the door 1o the
steam room and let them do the talking. Used to the routine by now I sat
below Jeftrey and began to massage his feet and legs as [ listened in on
their ongoing conversation about travel plans for the next few weeks.
Ghislane and Jetfrey turned their attention to me and he asked me how
would | like to go see the big city of Manhattan. ! told them 1 had never
visited New York before and it sounded ke an adventure but my job at
Mar-A-Lago was only a summer job and wouldn’t be able to get the time
oft, especially that summer was so busy anyways.

Jeffrey then made his announcement, that T should just quit my job at
Mar-a-Lago and become his permanent travelling masseuse. He then
further persuaded me with all of the luxuries that came along with my
acceptance. Rather than being paid $9 dollars per hour at my current job 1
could be earning S200 dotitars per massage, which he even said could be a
few times a day. Tomorrow we could be leaving Palm Beach together in
his private jet first heading to his residence in the upper east side of
Manhattan, also the largest mansion in NUY, and would next be sctting of
to the Caribbean, where he owned a secluded istand just past Little St.
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James for a bit of relaxation. The temptation of his grandeur offer wasn’t
hard to give into, my vulnerability to be lewd into his grasp seemed
comforting at the time. The tdea that females were nothing more than an
empty shell of beauty bound by only a body to offer was a notion I had
accepted a long timce ago with my first tcacher, Ron.

My reaction had to be more than amusing for their egos, even though I
was excited to be traveling I could only imagine the likeliness of having
to be at their beckon call ag well. In my head I just told myself we all do
what we have to do in our lives to succeed no matter what it takes, and
with no one knowing the truth, T had no onc to talk mc out of it. |
accepted his offer and knew from here on out | would be his servant to
his sexual desires until one day I would gain my credentials and only then
could I go out on my own and make it in this world that when so young
seems so unconquerable. The night advanced into the usual grooming of
his requirements, for the next hour and a hall being exploited 1o satisfy
Jeffrey’s every sexual whim,

My mom cornered me that night, before I had a chance to avoid
speaking to anyone, heading fo the shower then my bedroom, like 1 had
been the last week. She knocked at my door with a hostile look in her
eyes, “ Virgimia. what exactly does an older couple want with a [tfleen
year old girl, who has no credentials and with no experience in massage
therapy?” She used that stern tone of voice that she's always had, when |
was in trouble.

Thus, as impressionable as | was, my blue eyes batted thetr innocence
in her direction and I [lashed her a girlish grin seliing her the pitch that I
had been given earlier that night. Not mentioning the other side to the
glamorous ltfestyle I would soon be living in. 1 told her about the money
I'd be carning, the places I'd be secing, the people T could meet and most
ot all the trade I'd be leaming. 1t all sounded so good, except it was a
bunch of fies T had to tell her and myself to otherwise convince us, that
this was a once i a lifetime opportunity, and I had to take it.

She asked when all of this would start, and I as shocking as il was to me
too, I told her I had to go start packing. We were leaving the next
morning off to N.Y.C. At fifteen most girls would be sucking up to their
parents to go to a high-school dance or to go on a date to the movies with
a nervous chap, but | wasn’t even asking her. I was simply letting her
know that T would be away for the next couple weeks, maybe three and
would keep in contact when 1 got free time. [ler daughter was lost a long
time ago, and she just now realized it. Backing out of the bathroom. with
nothing she could say, she left me wondering to myself who [ was
becoming.

Instead of driving me to work the next morning my Dad dropped me off
at Jeffrey’'s mansion, he told me not to worry about calling Mar-A-Lago,
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he’d take care of it for me. We said our good-byes outside in the
driveway, Jeftrey even coming outside to meet with my father to shake
his hands and assure him that his daughter will be more than looked after.
I hugged my dad tightly, feeling like I was on the verge of a steep cliff,
when he let go, so did the last of my innocenee.

Juan drove Jeffrey, Ghislane and I to Palm Beaches’™ Private Airport
and the luggage handlers escorted us on the tar mat where we all boarded
on Jaffrey’s black jet Larry was his main pilot, he had shiny grey hair
and long lanky legs, but a very sincere smile that instantly made vou feel
at casc. He greeted us at the staireasc that fed into the main cabin.  was
as lavish as I imagined it would be. The seats were enveloped in the finest
beige leather with polished wood grain finishes and there was a kitchen in
the back with an adjoining toilet. Jeffrey saw the amazement in my eyes
and to make it more thrilling he brought me up to the cockpit and let me
waich with a bird’s eye view ol the take off. | was on a natural high when
T came back to the cabin and was instantly brought back down when
Jefirey rested his bare feet on top of the rectined seat and instructed me to
get to work and start massaging him. My fufure was in his hands now, so
when he wanted something, I wouldn’t hesitate in giving it to him.

Chapter 6

Upon our arrival at New Jersey's Private Airstrip, the driver Jo-Jo met
us. His name was most likely shortened for something of his orientat
decent. Jelfrey liked to shorten the names ol his multi-cultural stalT into
American names. bven Juan and Maria were known as John and Mary.
We arrived in the Upper East Side of Manhattan. His principal place of
residence was the largest home in Manhattan, eight stories of opulence. It
used to be a Private School for boy’s many years ago, until Les Wexner,
Jeftrey’s best friend and mentor bought it for him as a mysterious gift.

There were two large Chinese gargoyles outside the entrance, and
beside the heavy looking wooden doors there was an intercom with a
camera overlooking us. 1 walked up the concrete steps mto a realm of
wealth, glamour and most ot all influence. My eye’s glistened at the
splendor of his palace. Caramel colored marble tiles spread through the
first floor, where his gourmet kitchen and dining hail were also located.
Then T eame 1o this sweeping staircase that curved into the next fevel
where Jeffrey and I went into his office, even though it looked more like
a museum exhibit. Ancient draperies that told lascivious stories of their
own covered parts of the elevated walls, and the remaining wall spaces
were taken up by rows on top of rows of books. He foved to read, as he
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often found it hard to sleep and was comforted in the early morning hours
with hig literature, or sometimes in other ways | would come to find out.
There was a mantle piece and a sofa with two armchairs next to the grand
piano that flaunted more of Jeffrey’s beautiful conquests, young women
posing in salacious picturcs, suggesting F could be casily replaced next to
one of those girls if | failed in keeping him satisfied. There were also
some pictures with recognizable political and royal tigures either shaking
Jeffrey’s hand, or with an arm around each other, even one with Jeffrey
and the Dali Lama, although his church was the bank. He liked to use his
power, wealth, and moncy to manipulate cveryone in his Hifc.

lie made a phone call that sounded business like and I didn’t mind, I
was quite enjoying taking in all of the beauty around me, I was blinded
by all of it. I was still waiting for him when, Ghislane came in. She asked
me what I thought so far of my trip 1o N.Y.C, T knew she was talking
about the house, she loved 1o gloat, even though none of it actually
belonged to her, she wanted everyone to believe that it did. T
complimented her on the mid-evil looking tapestries and a few other
adornments, when she cut me oftf mid-sentence to compliment it herself,
telling mie the history about one of the 17" century tapestry’s which to an
unsophisticated eye, looked 1o me like a rug on the wall.

Jeffrey hung the phone up and walked over to the sofa where we were
silling next to the mantle piece and took a seat on one of the armchairs.
He didn’t seem worried from the phone call but his mind was definitely
somewhere else from the hard look on his face. We all spoke for a few
moments more aboul the splendid décor before JefTrey had enough small
taik and needed some of his own relaxation time. He told Ghislane he
was going to show me 1o the massage room and he’d be back in a couple
hours. She agreed he looked like he could use some time to unwind and
with that wry grin of hers, she gave me a look that told me precisely how
he was expecting to be relaxed.

We left his office all together, Ghislane going downstairs, and Jeffrey
showing me to the Hlts. The 1ift looked like it’s original that came with
the school. It was made out of brass antique with archaic cuts throughout
the arches at the top. It wasn’t the only Hit in the house, but certainly the
most beautiful. We walked down a long hall carpeted in a royal red and
golden trim, passing by a bronze pagan statue of the homy little goat God
“Pan”. How adcquate, T thought, fit Jeffrey to a tee. We waltked into this
dimly lit room. Another daunting chamber that looked like we had
stepped back in time to the dark ages. It took a second for my eves to
adjust to the darkness, and Jeffrey beckoned me to follow him through
the room to the open adjoin shower, toilet and steam room. The room was
in black marble to accent the dreariness, and smaller than the one in Palm
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Beach, but it had it’s own witchery feel to 1t. Another unseen side to this
Man | was coming to know.

We both undressed and T followed Jeffrey into the steam room first. He
loved feeling clean, teaching me that the steam would deplete the toxins
front your skin, which was great during a massage when your blood flow
18 being replenished. I grabbed his foot out of instinct, knowing I had to
be constantly on alert to keep this man satisfied. He locked down at me
with a nod and reclined back against the wall as the steam pored in, this
was his idea of alleviation. T worked up to his calves and within a few
meorc minuics, he said he was rcady for his massage on the bed. We got
out and towel dried off, both stili nude, he asked me to stay undressed,
then we headed to massage bed n the middle of the room. He lay down
on the bed and told me to turn on the CD player on the wall hutch, where
all of the oils and lotions were set out, T hit play and a coltection of mixed
classical symphonies began to 3 the silence. | could tell he wasn’t in
one of those moods to be uplifted with idle chat, so T remained silent,
letting him enjoy my slow movenients. making my way up his body. My
instinets told me I was right about his mood, as he seemed to appreciate
the quietness of moment and the leisurely of the strokes [ was using to
massage him. When I got (10 his scalp he turned over, and grabbed my
hand to put on his erect manhood. No words spoken vet, T took the
gesture and mitiated what | had been taught over the last week. While
pleasing my master his hands groped my young flesh. penetrating my
insides with his fingers, he was only concerned with what he wanted, as
IT'I was a new car out for a test drive and he was pressing his new
gadgets. His soft moans were soon brought to louder heaves of breath and
my job was done. No inthnale kisses, or sweet pillow talk. He showed his
appreciation with money, never attachment. We concluded with a shower
and he told me he had some business to conduct. He walked me to the litt
and told me go to the next level and my room was the first one on the
right, it had an intercom mn which he can contact me when needed.

I hit number S on the Lt and took his directions to my room. I opened
the door to this massive loft, the size of an adequate house. [ walked
down the long hall and my eyes took in the magnificence of my
surroundings. It was a room fit for rovalty, and later would find out had
been stayed in by some. The room was trimmed in gold paint and had
another ceric tapestry on the main wall as feature. There was a TV and a
huge king sized bed, with goose feathered comforter and pillows.

All of the glitter from Jeftrey’s litestyle he was ottering me finally
covered the last bit of sight I had left and I let go of my consciousness.
Excited by my enthralling day, not having anyone around to have to act
reserved, Tiumped into the soft bed and fay looking around, thinking
about how quick life could change based upon one swift decision. Dazing
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into the artisiry, the intercom buzzed on the telephone next to the bed and
it was a housemaid letting me know Jetfrey wanted to see me in his office
now, “Alrcady” T thought to mysclf, [ was just getting settied in. T was
worrted | was going to get lost in this ancient museum, but I got myself
back to his office with no trouble, 1t was kind of hard to miss. T knocked
at the slightly ajar door and Jeffrey called for me to enter. I walked over
to his desk, where he was just ending a phone call and he opened his
duffel bag full of money. “I'll be out at my other office for most of the
day, so instead of being locked inside I thought vou should go do some
sightsceing for the day since it is your first trip to the Big Appic” He
didn’t count how much he was giving me he just handed me a bundle out
of the banded S100 doliar bills. He knew just how pull the right strings,
making me squeal in delight and give him a kiss in the cheek, since we
were never really emotionally intimate, it would be odd to act in any
other way, but he seemed 10 like it.

T ran upstairs to get dressed for “City” shopping and put my make-up
on, then hit the streets of N.Y.C, looking for a place to start spending this
load of dosh. When I got to the end of 72" street on Sth Avenue, I had no
idea which way to turn, left or right. [ thought 1'd just follow the lights
pasl Central Park and see the local sights on my way. My eyes were once
again pected back in splendor. T had never imagined a place so busy with
the hustle and bustle ol all the walks of lile. My first stop was to buy a
disposable camera and T was off taking photos of every wonder that
caught my attentton. ! didn’t do much shopping as | had planned too; |
was having too much fun exploring this capacious melropolitan.

When if started to hit dusk 1 began walking back to Jeffrey’s but not
before stopping ofT to enjoy a giant shice of pepperoni pizza, # was the
best I had ever had, and considering T was going back to Jeffrey’s
chickpea and tofu salad’s or such. [ really hated the healthy cuisine
served by Jeftrey s personal chef. T was a naturally skinny girl, never
watching what | ate and to eat that food 1 might as well have chewed on
hay. I strolled back to Jelfrey’s and was missed. Ghislane scolded me
“You shouldn’t have been gone so fong young lady”, “We need to know
where you are at all times, you are on call for Jeftrey” I started to
apologize, feeling guilty, T didn’t want them to think T didn’t take my job
with them seriously. She cut oft my explanation with a short conclusion
to this conversation “We will get you a cell phone tomorrow, so we can
always find you™. I thanked her for her generosity, and she dismissed me
to my room. So [ wasn’t even needed after all, it was just a way for her to
place me deeper in their control. The next few days I was on call, as
Ghisltane said 'd be. Venturing out to the ¢ity for onty an hour or so at a
timce, Tlooked most forward to my outings. T would return to Jeffrey’s
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mansion to attend to his sexual desires and when he was finished with
me, 1'd be off to my adventures.

On the day before we were to be heading back to Palm Beach, Jeffrey
had a new proposition for me. | could make double the money I was
making, if T would look for pretty girls and convinee them to come back
to Jefirey’s to be further persuaded with money to engage in bi-sexual
and sexual acts with Jeftrey and 1, T asked him how does one actually
propose such a thing to a complete stranger? “Well” he said in a build up
to another kind of lesson. “If T were vou I would use your charm to entice
them and my moncy to bring them, T would tell them vou work for a
multi-bilhionaire who has a taste for young, beautiful girts and with his
contacts in the acting, modeling, or rich husband world, vour boss could
help them. All they have to do is come meet me first.” If [ wasn’t so
naive at the time T would’ve seen that’s exactly what he was doing with
me, my prospects were massage credentials, but with too much pain from
my past, T could only have hope. Not that T was a shy girl, but picking up
eiris for one reason alone, oaly to be endorsed for her body, didn’t sound
like something | could do. But not wanting to displease my master, I told
him that 1 would give it a go. You could tell he was instantly excited with
my agreernent, he started to reveal the politics of what kind of girls he
was looking for. He wasn’t into multi-cultural girls, a very chauvinistic
perception; he said they had to be uniquely gorgeous to be accepied by
him, but definitely no African-American girls, he was racist against
anything different to his kind, a very narrow minded way of thinking for
such a supposed britliant man. The Hst went on and on. No girls with
tattoo’s or piercing’s, or gothics, no drug users, or prostitutes. Basically
he wanted everyone’s daughter that looked like the girt next door, with
blue eyes and blonde curly ringlets. T just nodded and smiled, wanting
this to be over with and move on to another conversation, but so worked
up from our previous talk, instead he persisted to show me exactly what 1
was good for to him. He took me up to the highest toft in his large
mansion and he lay down on his large bed, expecting me (o know exactly
what he wanted done. As always, 1 complied. Part of me hating him for
having to degrade myself to be so subservient to his sexual whims, and
another part of me was telling myself to be gratefut for the opportunities T
was being given,

The battles in my head were beginning to cause me too much anxicty,
when we got back to Palm Beach, I asked my Mom to make me a
doctor’s appointment for some headaches I had been getting lately, so she
wouldn’t question me. [ walked out of the doctor’s with a prescription for
a niind-altering anxiety tablet called “Xanax™, not onty did it help with
anxicty but it also acted as blanket over terible memories. So when T had
to perform degrading acts, T would take a few pills and forget what
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happened within the next hour and be able to become someone without a
batthing conscious.

T spent my sweet 16% birthday on his istand in the Caribbean next to
“St. James Isle™ he liked to call it “Little St. Jeff’s”, his ego was as
cnormous as his appetite for fornicating. T was given a birthday cake and
a new collection of designer make-up from London. Ghislane made a
joke after I blew out my array of candles and said, ”’d be soon getting
too old for Jeffrey’s taste, and soon they’d have 1o trade me in.” She was
only half joking in a sad reality though. A few days after my birthday, a
girl was flying out to the island to join us for a fow days before flying
back to N.Y.C. [ was introduced to a pretty girl a few years my senior,
named Sarah. She had long ash blonde hair and big brown eyes that
hinted she had a cheeky nature. She had known Jeffrey before I had, and
he was supposedly trying to help her get an acting job in L.A. She was
obviously accustomed 1o the lifestyle he provided her, making il ever so
apparent with her prompt attention she lavished on him. She would do
things like strip nude and bathe around the swimming pool, taunting him
for sex. She was good at what she did, even putting me at ease with her
cool persona and funny jokes. Jeffrey told me privately that she was one
of his besl at procuring young girls into her entrapment and delivering
them to him when he was in town, and when it came to time in the private
chambers with JelTrey, Her and L. it wasn’t hard to comprehend. She was
devoted to the moment, giving Jeffrey every imaginable lustful desire he
could fathom. On the last night there we all took a trip over to St. James
to go [or a stroll, odd | thought, it was past 7pm and Jeflrey rarely strayed
out past then, unless it was some event or dinner party. While Ghislane
and him tooked the average couple strolling army in arm through the
streets, he said to Sarah and I, “Why don’t you two hit the night club here
and see if there is anyone interesting to bring back for the evening?” k
was more of an order than a request and then T knew why we came out
tonight and why Sarah was invited, tonight was atl about training, and
Sarab was going o show me the ropes in picking up girls. Although there
was 110 one to accustom to Jeffrey’s distinct taste to bring back, watching
Sarah flirt from girt to gir] like a floating buttertly, gave me enough
insight into what I was expected to do.

Within Months | had become his handy little helper. Not only would |
run to his beekon eall, but T also aided Ghislane in bringing m more giels
to keep the appetite of our sexually starving chief from going hungry. 1
once asked Ghisfane, why she did what she did for him, instead of having
a common monogamous relationship and getting jealous tike normal
partners would? She replied simply "It takes the pressure off me having
to do it”. That said it all, we were all under the shade of Jeffrey’s money
tree, and not even someone like her could escape from its lure.
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Just like Ghislane had trained me it was now my job to reiterate that
onto other girls and thus the cyele of girls trying fo ¢himb the chain of
hicrarchy would start all over cach time T brought a new onc in. The
sesstons rarely differed much. They would mostly start out with Jeffrey
on top of the massage table alrcady naked and mc lcading a girl into
massaging him until his mstructions came to remove our clothing and 1if
they agreed to that, then Jeffrev knew he had them in his pocket, and
could do what ever else he wanted. He was never turned down in the
many years | staved with him. Never bemng shy, he would tell us to start
kissing cach other or depending on what he wanted we wounld perform
erotic acts sometimes with him fondling us, or just masturbating while he
watched. On explicit occasions, sex toys would be used on us gisls,
making it all the more exciting for him to observe. Ending with a
payment of $200 tor the new girt and $400 to me for bringing her. He
would then wait [or us to leave belore adding the events details of names
and payments in a httle black diary he kept with him wherever he went,
so if he were in anyone of the city’s he iived in, he would always have
contacts for sex.

I was slowly chimbing the ladder, as Jeffrey was happy taking me
everywhere with him, within the States. Merely at home | distanced
myself from my Family altogether and with Jeffrey renting me an
apariment in Royal Palm Beach as well as a plush furnished apartment in
N.Y.C, there was hardly a need to see them. I just couldn’t face everyone
thinking they all knew what | was really doing travelling around with a
man cld encugh to be my grandlather who supposedly only wanted me
for massages. Much further convincing myself of the lies [ told myself, {
ook a hiking to the Xanax, it felt hike i was all a dream at times, even
meeting up with old contacts from schoo! years who experimented with
drugs. I was flying around the country, seeing so many places in Ametica
I had only heard about in Movies and making more money than anvone
my age and loving it. My friends didn’t believe the lies | told them about
only being a massage therapist, some of them even asking if they can
meet Jeffrey too. At this pomt in my hife my heart went missing for a
white and I stooped so low, [ was even bringing my friends, | just saw
them as casy commission. When T wasn’t playing servant to my master, [
was partying hard, eventually using ecstasy pills, acid, and marijuana to
disiltusion the times T would’ve had away from Jeffrey to think about
what { was actually doing with my hife. | realized something one day
while I was alone, although | had Jeftrey to attend to sexually, it was not
gratitying. I needed someone fo come home to, someone I could call my
boytriend and that showed me emotion not just a job to get done,
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Chapter 7

A knock came to my apartment door one lazy atternoon while we were
m Palm Beach. T iocked through the peephole and didn’t recognize the
once familiar face. | asked from behind the closed door “Who is 1t”? The
voiec of the reply was onc T wasn’t anticipating to cver hear again. Tt was
my Junior-1ligh crush and childhood friend, T.J. The last time I saw him [
was a runaway and he had let me stav at his house tor a few days, telling
his parents nothing, he kept me hidden away in his room. At nightfall he
said to knock on his window and T could jump through and stay the night.
Unt:it T was picked up by authoritics during school hours and questioned
why I wasn’t in school they did some resourcing finding out 1 was a
runaway, then delivered me back to my angry parents.

“Oh My God- You finally answer your door girl”, and in a whirlwind,
T.J stormed back into my hfe, Even moving into my apartment, secretly,
within two weeks of his arrival. He had changed so much trom the last
time [ had seen him. He used to be this hard looking rocker type. now he
was cleaned up wearing preppy clothes and shooting out Tupac Lyrics.
He had the same old big brown eyes though, and when he told me he had
heard | was back m town but he was unable to ever get ahold of me he
just kept knocking at my door every so oflen, 1 was sold. How sweet 1
thought, he must care about me if he was s0 intent on approaching me,
not even thinking he would’ve spoken to the girls from our junior-high
circle and they would’ve mentioned him [ was back in town, what T was
doing and where to find me. We were a drug-induced romance, which
budded [rom [ake emotions the allects made us feel. He got what he
wanted, a free nnde and not having to work, and | got what I deserved, a
man who could let me go away with this multi-billionaire 1 regarded as
my second boyfriend.

I didn’t want to alarm Jeffrey in me having a boyfriend so 1 kept it
guiet, unt during a massage T was giving to him one afternoon. We were
having a conversation about some of my friends, the party girls | had
brought in fo meet him. Jeflrey started asking guestions about the
different types of drugs they used hearing them speak about it in his
presence. ** | thought a person on drugs would be all strung out and
lookmg like hell, but the girls vou know look great” he stated face down
during the massage.

That’s when T told him Fhad been dabbling in cestasy lately too, and T
thought it was the most amazing feeling one could even fathom. I tried to
describe the euphoric feelings it gave me and even joked with him about
wanting fo pet anything furry that was around and then there was the
constant need to tlick my tongue-ring around my mouth. It was great
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having such an open conversation about things Jeffrey had never
experienced betore and he seemed okay with evervthing I was telling him
as we were having a good taugh together, so T thought T could push it a bit
further and tell him the truth about T.J, since it was bound to come out
sooncr than later 'd rather not the latter, when it would look cven worse
that I kept the truth from him for so long.

“Well why were opening up about things together”, [ continued by
saying “'I had met someone from my past and we have been hanging out a
lot tately. When T haven’t been travelling with you T have been with him
and T was wondcring if you minded if T started to sce this guy.” He started
to laugh out loud, “Are you serious? Of course not, no one i this world 1s
monogamous, why would [ expect vou to be?” [ was smitten with relief,
but a little bit dis-heartened when 1 heard him speak that way and 1
wondered to myself if he’d had his own personal encounter with
hearlache.

Of course the evening concluded in the same way it always had, the only
reason [ was really even there in the first place. Upon his request |
straddled him on top of the table and let him explode with pleasure inside
of me. Thinking the entire ttme about 1.J, 1 felt so terrible but I quickly
had to wipe the thoughts of guilt from my mind not {o give Jeflrey the
wrong impression. So T had myself busy with two men in my life, but
that’s not what | really wanted lor mysell. | wanted an occupation that
would eventually set me free from depending on a man as my source of
survival.

I asked Jeflrey before I lell [or the evening, when my real training was
gomg to begin and he liked my assertiveness. 1 thought it meant to him
that | was taking my job with him seriously, but it was all part of his
master plan to keep me by his side. Within a couple of weeks of my
persistence, Jetfrey introduced me to a couple of real working massage
therapists, not only with credentials but with their own clientele too.
was 10 awe of their teachings, it all made so much sense about the body
and what they were saying. [ felt like I had picked mysell up out of the
lurches and had a direction again.

I was in the middle of another training session, with Jettrey the
recipient as usual, being it was rare for Ghislane to ask for a massage
uniess of course it was for Jetfrey ’s own pleasure to watch the punch line
of the scssion, when T was shocked to hear Jeffrey ask onc of the
therapists to now remove her shirt. Ile had no shame I thought. Lven
though she was above his usual age criteria, she was still a pretty woman
in her early 30°s with curly blonde hair and had an athletic body for a
mother of two children. She didn’t hesitate in his request. It tooked like
something out of a role-playing porn scenc with the therapist removing
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her white uniform to reveal her beautiful nude body and a much darker
side to her personality.

T couldn’t believe it at first it was such a state of shock and T began to
question t myself if this was normal in the massage profession to expect
this kind of clicntcle to request such degrading tasks cven though they
were professionals. At the end of the session she was paid $300 dollars an
additional hundred for helping to train me as well, and | was paid my
usual $200 dollars then we were both invited by Jeffrey to join him out
by the pool for a cool dip. With Jeffrey making a few phone calls while
her and Fundressed again for a swim, T wanted to ask her a few personal
questions about what she’s come to learn about the Massage Therapy
game, but [ never got the chance as we were joined by Ghislane moments
later. She was asking how my training was going and booked the
therapist in for herself in the following morning. Where she was invited
back to do another training session with me. It didn’t 1ake me long (o
figure out why,

I was at my apartment when I received a phone call from Jeftrey, I
thought it was the usual call to come over to his house, but he surprised
me. lustead | would be going to the exclusive hotel in Palm Beach
tonight, The Breaker’s, where I would be meeting my first ever clienis.
Only told their first names T was given some instructions and the address
where to meet Glen and Eva. They were a married couple with one on the
way. I was quite concerned when T heard she was pregnant, being T really
didn’t know the body that well and didn’t want to inflict any wrong doing
on the unborn baby but Jellrey insisted 1 take this job. Jusl massage her
gently where she wants to be rubbed and to save ali of my energy for
Glen’s massage, since it was going to be a four-hour job. In an
emphasized tone of voice [ was being coached by Jeffrey to treat Glen
with exactly whatever he wanted, just like [ do tor Jeffrey himself. It was
my last bit of preparation before he sent me out to his friends and my first
taste of responsibility m upholding his reputation.

At around seven pm 1 took a taxi to the address I was given and found
them on the residential side of the giant hotel’s extensive property. When
I arrived in their apartment it was a far cry from the lavish place | was
expecting, still really nice but had a cozier family feel to it. T was just
beginning to get dark when Eva and | went into the Master Bedroom and
she undressed to reveal the fiest naked pregnant bedy T had ever scen. |
was fascinating to see her in the later stages of maternity, and strangely
enough it was a miraculous and wondrous sight. She was a tormer model
and one of Jeffrey’s many entourages from his past that had gotten to old
for his taste and was married oft to a wealthy colleague of his.

Lying down on the bed T adjusted the pittows to try and make her more
comfortable and T began to massage her as Jeffrey had instructed me to,
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softly and slowly. So at ease with her nude body she even asked me to
massage her swelling breasts, in a non- sexual way. Not knowing any
other way but that way, T was trying to oblige in her request doing the
very best I could to relieve her but couldn’t help but giggle to myself at
the very sight of this. She said she was very happy at the end of the
massage and rolled over to go to sleep, asking me to turn out the light at
the end of it. I closed the door gently as if not to disturb her, and went to
find my other client.

The apartment’s lights had been tumed out for the sleeping children and
T found Gicn awaiting for me in the lounge room where T had to call out
“LIxcuse me?” as | couldn’t see him m the dark. There was a throw rug on
the ground that he had already placed out as he began to strip down in
preparation of the massage. Lying frontwards facing me with his exposed
and ever growing manhood, I asked him to roll over to begin the
massage. He complied with a cheeky smile and [rom his eagerness (o
show he was not shy indeed, T already knew where this was going to end
up.

I found it much more strenuous to massage on the floor but I wouldn’t
let that hold me back [ wanted to have a career and this being my first
ever clients, I didn’t wanl them to disapprove. Nearly four hours afler [
had gotten there T was still hard at work. Mentally preparing for the end
of the session he let me know when he was ready to begin the other side
to my job and just like Jeffrey did the fiest ime, he requested me to take
off my clothes starting with my shirt. When 1 complied, the requests kept
coming in and beflore I could change my mind and run away, I was
having intercourse with this man that was so comfortable doing all of this
white his pregnant wile and children slept in the room beside us. When
he had climaxed, we both got up and dressed and he paid me a large tip
even though Jetfrey would be the one to actually pay me for my time
spent there. Just fike it had all started, it had also ended so gquickly and
now that was that. 1 had to accept what my duties were and now I could
g0 back to Jeflrey who would be further pleased in my demonstrations to
keep him happy.

I was called the next moming to come over to Jettrey’s mansion that
afternoon for lunch, a swim and of course a massage session. Knowing
all too well they’d be expecting the gory details of tast nights events with
my new clientele, Feame there at 1pm as requested and sat down for a
light lunch and a swim. Jeffrey was mostly conducting business from his
offside pool office, but he came to ask me if everything went well the
night before. [ told him 1 did everything asked of me and I am guite
confident both my client’s were more than pleased with me. He gave me
a quick grn, before he headed back to the office, throwing a purple grape
down his throat as he walked away.
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Lying out on one of the pool decks blue and white striped lounge beds
I was waiting for Jeftrey to finish his business so I could give him his
massage. He never took too tong with his work, unless there was
something wrong and then we would all have to wear his mood but today
he scemed fine though, when we went up the stairs hie told me we would
be leaving for his ranch in Santa [e’, New Mexico in the morning and I'd
need to be packed and ready tonight. They loved leaving in the spur of
the moment, Jeffrey once said he checks with his pilot Larry on the best
weather before he heads to a different destination. T enjoved spending
time at his ranch being it was my favorite ot all of his residences. He had
a lavish Mediterranean looking castle on top of a hill that over looked his
extensive 7,500 acres of property. It has an indoor pool. gym, and all the
frimmings of extravagance I could only imagine. I had a great time on the
quad bikes, Sarah and I often got scolded for tipping one over going to
fast or trying to go up a steep hill, but we knew those weren’t the things
he cared about, so it wouldn’t matter. My favorite of it all was his little
town with it’s own fire station and truck, stables full of horses, and litle
cottages where the housekeepers and ranch hands lived.

On my own time | would take one of the quad bikes down to the
slables and saddle up on one of his beautiful horses and go for a ride in
the open terrain. It was coming up to the end of a very cold winter and it
still had the snow covered mountaintops and brisk air that | loved to take
in during my many trail rides. I have been an experienced horse rider
since my childhood, and could honestly pinpoint some of the best
memories of my life being on the back of a horse. I acclaimed with thrilt
1n my voice “Great, I’} get packed as soon as 1 get back to my apartment”
he threw in “Pack for a few weeks, as we will 2lso be making a pit stop
to L A for some business afterwards and then to N Y.C.” T was used to
these round trips with him, it was great as I was saving foads of cash and
about to buy myself my furst car.

Jefirey, Ghislane, Emmy and | all left the following morning, as
planned. Arriving in only a lew hours at his awe-inspiring Santa Fe
Palace was always a delight. Sull frisk in the air, my petite frame looked
even smaller in these gigantic overcoats. Nonetheless | was looking
forward to spending time out in the fresh clean air and open land. After a
few days of leisurely spending our time on the ranch, we went to the
Indian markets in Albuquerque for a bit of shopping and sight sceing.
Jeffrey wasn't the most off road kind of guy, so when we went sight
seetng it was more like maseums, boutique shopping, and local art
gallertes. Still a splendid trip though. With me picking up a few nifty
collectables to bring back for my family and knowing how much my
mom loves Indian apparcl, T thought 1t would put me back in her good
books for awhile, Thoped at least. There was some lengthy time to put a
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little water under the bridge between my folks and I. With my life
heading in a different direction | didn’t see any use in holding on to so
much hate especially that T didn’t even have to sce them that much.

We got back to “Zorro Ranch™, the name Jeffrey chose to call the
massive land he bought to build his fortrcss on, and Jefficy told mc that
he was looking forward to one of my famous relaxing massages and with
that notion he gave my bags of shopping to one of the many housemaids
who greeted us at the front door and asked her to bring my bags to the
exquisite room [ was staying in. We headed straight downstairs just past
the massage room and gym there is an indoor heated pool, shower and
spa. First Jeffrey wanted to warm up in the spa underneath a decorated
ceiling of clouds and blue skies. Starting the massage in the spa I rubbed
his feet while he reclined into the spa’s jets. We spoke of the museum and
some of the knick-knacks T had bought and T thanked him for the
turquoise earrings and necklace he had got [or me as a gifl, joking about
not ever knowing what to get for him, being that he was richest man I'd
ever known. By no far means did we ever have any kind of a mutual
respectful bond between us, but there was a significant softer side he
began to share with me that was different from how he treated his other
girls. Mavbe tt was my [eet that [illed the shoes for that time being, or the
fact my novelty hadn’t worn off yvet, but what ever it was T was getting
confused [rom the double-sided tile | was leading.

He got up from the spa tub shortly thereafter and asked me to come
wash him in the shower. 1t was nothing unordinary to me, 1 was used to
his need to be nurtured and pampered. [ performed his request with a
cheerful mannerism, tetting him think | was taking care of him out of my
sheer sweetness. 1 got the towels ready lor him 1o get oul of the shower
and towel dried him, patting his skin instead of rubbing as previousty
instructed. “You know you have a very maternal instinct, vou’ll make a
fine mother someday™, he would constantly acclaim at my gentleness. “1
hope so™ I replied, I would love to have my own babies one day, but not
any time soon”. Laughing at the very thought of that.

We walked up the steps and through the French doors into the gym’s
adjoining massage room. It was smaller room than in his other houses,
placing the emphasis on the large massage bed in the center. T grabbed
another clean towet to keep him warm while [ prepared the music, lights,
and oils. He liked me to use mostly lavender or other aromatherapy
scents, which reminded me of woodlands in the spring. Always enjoying
the beginning of the massage, 1 put my heart and soul into training in my
profession. I could just close my eyes | would see only with iy hands the
areas that needed the most work, and even though [ wasn’t a professional
yet, Jetfrey could feel and told me there wasn’t many that could please
him during a massage being untrained. 'm sure now it was just
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something he’d say nice to all the girls, but in the time 1 had known him 1
could honestly say it wasn’t Hke him to compliment girls in any other
way than regards to a sexual performance or their looks. T was flattered at
his praise and when the massage was over, so were the sentiments. [ was
back to being used for my body and what T could do with it.

With him satisfied and off for a nap, I could go do what ever I wanted,
like usually 1 would go down to the stables or something adventurous, but
today 1 was in a melancholy mood, just wanting to relax and vnwind
myself in a giant tub in my bathroom. T got out some of the oils T used on
Jeftrey putting them in the stcaming water and popped two of my Xanax
pills, forgetting about my troubles and focusing on the quiet moment at
hand, just wanting to soak up the peacefulness of it. Nearly slipping away
to sleep in the twb, I was startled when I got the call on the intercom to
come down for dinner.

Everybody seemed in good spirits at dinner, which helped to it mine.
We all ate our meals and went into the movie room to watch a newly
released movie. It was a ritualistic scenario, most nights that evervone
was at ease we would all sit in one of his various located movie rooms
and hang out together. Just as he always would Jeffrey asked Emmy and
me to both grab a foot during the movie that night and just keep
massaging through the film. We were always on call for duty, no matter
where we were or what ever time it was. He would just plop a ool up or
pass over his hand at any given time and require a massage, even if the
film went on for over two hours, [ would still be required to sit on the
floor rubbing his feet or hands, and even his scalp at times. Alter the
credits had rolled Ghislane got up to close the door to the room and |
knew she had received the signals hersell and would proceed to
manipulate, violate, and use us to satisfy Jeftrey’s urges once more before
he went to bed.

The blue illwmination from the empty T.V screen was glaring in the
tenebrous room as we watched her undress in a light that relied on the
reflection of the moon through the windows peek o show i’s proceeding
display. She walked back to the sofa where 1 was sitting at Jeftrey’s feet
still rubbing away and uncovered her shirt displaying ample bosoms for
his appeal. Approaching me like a lioness hunting her prey she stood me
up and fed me to the other couch across from Jetfrey and situated herself
on top of me, sliding her fingers through my dress to unbutton my attire,
revealing my girlish figure and two small peaks. Pushing my head into
her breasts [ was being fondled by Emmy at the same time, which took
her cue when she saw Ghislane look in my direction. I'rom an occasional
glance upwards, I could see that Jeffrey was up to his methodical foreplay
stroking his manhood while watching the build up to his main event,
They both took turns making me moan from their touches and when
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Ghislane was ready too she would insinuate we do the same to her. She
urged me downwards, untif my head was between her opened legs and
giving into her wanton indulgence. Twenty minutes passcd before Jeffrey
exerted his last energies for the night, the only advantage of being with an
old man was they could never last long,

Departing to our own separate quarters for the night, 1 calied T.J for
condolence, It was so important tor me to teel like I had someone out
there who saw me as more than a pretty girl with vulnerabilities. I needed
to matntain some sort of a connection to my vouthful side. But it would
be to no avail as T was getting uscd to being badly disappointed by all the
men m my iife.

Chapter 8

The phone nearly rang out and as T was about to hang up the receiver
when he finally picked up. On the other end of the phone T could hardly
hear T.J above the background noises. When T asked where he was he
told me “At our place baby”, meaning the apartment Jeffrey had rented
for me to be staying in alone. He already sounded off his chops
elongating his words and shurring his speech. There was music pumping
and people shouting behind him and every one sounded like they were
having a great time. I was so sick of his friends coming over using my
house as a place to party and then trashing it so bad I would even have to
sometimes throw my furniture out. T blew up at him over the phone and
threatened to kick him out, back to his parent’s house, so much for my
relaxing evening | thought to mysell venturing on to teff him “You leech
off me ustng the mioney 1 leave behind for you for drugs and throw these
gigan{ic parlies while I'm away.” Also mentioning the disastrous messes
T would come homie too. “T am so close to ending it with you™, F would
openly threaten, but he knew better than [ did, that [ just couldn’t bring
myself to do so, needing some attachment to my youth through all of this.
“Don’t worry baby™ he would say attempting to soothe me with his false
words going on to tell me how rauch he was missing me and how he was
always thinking about nie when | was away which was like all the time.

I would soon be buttered up and soft for serve. This was my penalty for
choosing a guy that accepted my lifestyle with my “Other-Man™ as T had
so eloquently put it to him once as not only acceptable but deemed 1t
“Cool”. The conversation ended with an casy good-bye and no “T-T.ove-
You's” or anything sweet. We weren’t those kinds of partners yet, so
much time spent away tfrom each other and the lifestyles we both fed, 1
couldn’t expect much more from him than what we already had.
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Jeffrey and t lett ewo days later, heading off to Carmel in California for
a business trip ot his, leaving Ghislane and Emmy {0 catch a commercial
flight back to N.Y.C, where we would mect up with them later. When we
arrived at the hotel we were given badges for the meeting tomorrow and
scttled into our rooms. We got adjoining rooms, keeping the doors open
at all imes, but sleeping in different beds. Ile hiked sleeping alone, even
after a late night session | would always go back to my own room. [ think
that’s why he liked me so much I never put pressure on him to become
inttmately more than what we were atready, never giving him the
mipression T 'wanted more than what we had. Tt scemed to keep him
happy just the way we were together. 1 hung out with Jeffrey that night,
going to a restaurant for dinner and afterwards watching a movie back at
the hotel.

The next morning we went for an early morning breakfast before the
conference and Jellrey gave me some money 1o go shopping instead of
attending the all day meeting with him. T was more than obliged to accept
his request, and wished him a good day before planning to meet back in
the room around six pm. He gave me five hundred dollars. He said it was
just enough to go have fun for the day and a girl of my means could find
plenty {o do with that kind of money. I walked around the many
boutiques that Hined the streets of the picturesque cozy town, and picked
up some bits of clothing here and there and even met a gir! who was
passing through on a road wip. She was somewhere in her late teens with
golden sunshine tresses, olive skin and blue eyes. Her name escapes me,
as it was so unexpected, I think it was Tina or something like that but she
was your typical California carefree chic, offering me a few tokes of her
jay as we ducked down a side street logether. I was so happy 1 had met
this girl, as she was fun spirited and charismatic a relief from the social
expectations | had come to know lately, but always being “on-call” as [
had been trained up w be, T ended up inviting her back to meet Jeffrey at
our hote! later on as a surprise for him. Maybe she was just a bit too
carelree [or Jeffrey’s taste but anyhow she was prelty enough to et him
be the judge of that matter.

Over the next hour of hanging out together [ found out that she was on
aroad frip with her best friend who was still sleeping off the bard night of
partving from the night before. She was originally from the southemn
states as she had a bit of deaw still left in her aceent, and she had recently
left her boyfriend because he was leaving for a college too far away not
believing in long distance relationships. Then it was my tum to dish out
my contribution to the conversation of getting to know each other better. 1
always got anxiety before | would tell a girt what [ did tor work and
romance (as such), morally T was ashamed of who T was cspecially with a
girl having led somewhat of a normal life. Next, as always, T expected to
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be probed with so many more questions and having to make Jeffrey
sound ideal and hot tor the taste of a young girl and knew | would be
pomt blank Iying, so T told her some of the truth which was that he was
really rich and paid good money for a massage and useful to have around
as a contact. T fold her he'd give her two hundred dollars for a two-hour
massage with me leading the way and warning her he was known to be
frisky during the session. Unexpectedly she said she coutd use the money
and then came the part that | hated the most, but had to do so they
wouldn’t be as shocked as T was the first time T had met him. “He does
like us to be nude though and somctimes asks for morc than just the
massage itsetf”. All [ could do was wait for a response after a shocking
sentence like that, and depending on the girl, most were sadly taken back
by the money. Her carefree attitude seemed to disillusion for a moment
when she gave it some thought and asked me “He’s not like, fat and ugly,
18 he”™? ¥ No.._.no...not af all” I replied, “He’s got more of a Richard
Gere appeal to him™. Trying t0 make him sound a little more measurable
than just a rich old man that likes to be with girls younger than half his
age. “Well then, what time shall we meet tonight™? She asked next.
Great, | thought, Jeffrey would be most pleased with my find. “Knock on
my room quieily, you 're going Lo be a surprise. Be there at around hall
past seven tonight and T will introduce you to Jeffrev”. She threw the butt
of the second jay we shared in the bushes and we strolled into a
homemade fudge boutique to get some relief for the munchies we now
had.

When [ got back to the hotel at around a quarter to six o’clock pm as
requested 1'd be, nobody was back yet, so I took the time to set up the
oils and bath in my room [or his massage tonight. I thought I would plan
it so the girl would be cleaning off, as Jeffrey liked before he had sexual
contact with a new girl and he could walk in and be surprised to find a
strange beautiful girl in my room who wanted to massage him. Jetfrey
walked through the door not long after I was done prepping for the night
ahead, looking like he had a rough day at the office, which was very rare
for him. Ie sat down on the bed and I asked him how his day was. ile
didn’t want to talk much about it, saying it was boring and long, rather
asking what T got up to for the day. Being coy about having a jay and his
unexpected surprise to come, [ told him it was a great day of shopping
and sight sceing and T even brought him back some Tocal made fudge
from the shop that had fulfilled my chocolate cravings only hours ago.

Telling him of the places I ventured into I mentioned to him “We'd
have to hit the fisherman’s wharf tomorrow. | saw some locals walking
around with breadbaskets tilled with ¢reamy clam chowder and it smelled
absolutely scrumptious.” He said if the weather were nice we'd cheek it
out tomorrow before we left for L.A. He wanted to take off his jeans and
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collared shirt and put on his normal attire of sweatpants and a sweatshirt.
Ushering him out the door for dinner when he was more relaxed | was
lucky when he said be was starving and quickly got dressed. W just
found a quite spot to eat that was next to the wharf and got back to the
hotel just in time for our surprisc guest, He wanted to 2o have a shower
and settle down for a massage, so 1 told him ['d join him in a minute, I
just had to make a phone call real quick which he thought was odd and
asked me if everything was alright, I reinstated that I'd just be a minute,
trying not to let on about anything. The knock came quietly on my
room’s door just on time, as we had planned and T told her my idea to
surprise him. I let her into the bathroom where she orchestrated my plan
perfectly. Jetfrey finished his shower without me and when he called out
for me [ told him that I needed him to have a look at something in my
room real quick. Not giving m fo what it was that he would be looking at,
he came into the room where | opened my bathroom door lo reveal a
beautitul nude girl bathing in a thick amount of soap bubbles in my tub
loclkang at him with an alluring intrigue. His grin went from ear o ear
when she stood up and introduced herself letting the bubbles run down
her glistening body at an ever-slow pace. It was a proud moment for
Jelfrey, I had done well in his eyes, and she was not like the other girls 1
had brought to him before, degraded from a lifetime of abuse off the
streets. This girl was exactly his pro quo looking sweet and inmocent as
the girl next door. My efforts were to show him [ knew that my only
responsibility was to keep him happy at all costs. I led her through the
massage on JelTrey and of course afterwards gratilying his perversion
with his lustful requests to be fondled and watch us become more than
Just [riends. 1 didn’t feel too bad at the time with his coercion providing
many financial rewards making his scheme enticing to a young,
impressionable teen not realizing the terrible memories left to come from
all of this. Afterwards he paid her the usual two hundred dollars he gave
to everyone for their time and took down her name and phone number
writing it in his infamous little black book of the contacts he met in every
city but only the ones he really liked made it down in his records.

We went out the next afternoon as | had suggested tast night and we ate
our clam chowder breadbaskets over fooking the wharf™s bay, watching

the seals playfully barking at each other on the rocks nearby. Shortly after

we were driven to the private airstrip and took off for Los Angeles. On
the plane was an unexpected visttor. Matt Groening the producer of the
“The Simpson’s” T.V show was catching a ride with us. I was so excited,
as | loved watching his show and acted Like a star struck fan, asking him
everything from his initial idea for creating the show to where he got his
characters from. He told me it was all bascd on his own family make up,
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but without the crazy father and son scenes of Homers hand around Bart’s
throat.

F was enjoying our conversation, when Jeftroy insisted that T give Matt
a foot massage throughout the duration of the short flight. I never turned
down a client but when T saw the shape of his feet, T ncarly threw up at
the thonght of having to touch them. 1le had yellow crusty toenails that
even someone with a chainsaw would’ve had troubles cutting through
and then there was the fluffy balls of leftover pieces of sock wedged
between the crevices of his sweaty toes, now that was the real icing on
the cake for me, no way could T attempt this | thought. Then T had an
idea. I went to the back of the plane and rinsed a wash cloth in warm
soapy water and refurned for his dreaded toot massage but not before
attempting to clean them first.

In return for my services Matt was kind enough to draw me two quick
sketches on blank paper from his brielcase of iy two favorite characters,
Homer and Bart. T asked if he would make them out to my hittle brother
and dad, the true fans of the family not missing an episode during dinner
over the past ten years or so. Next to the A-4 size drawing he was able to
fit in the quote *"f'o my greatest fan from Matt Groening™ and their names
next to it. 1 knew they'd absolutely love it, and it was such a nice gesture
his feet were no longer an issue as T laughed it off and even made a joke
{o the comedian about getting a pedicure before hitting L.A’s beaches.

The flight was only short and we arrived in busy L A within the hour,
saynig Good-Bye to Matt, who was a pleasure to meet. Jeffrey had a
meeting at a production studio for one of the girls he was keepmg lured in
his grasps, so we were off yet agamn for more business. We were staying
with one of his old girtlriends, Jeflrey’s code for “She got to old [or my
taste, but was still nice enough to keep around”. She was a tall blonde
with blue eves, a stereotypical Barbie doll. In her younger years she had
been a successtul model and now lived on the beaches of Santa Monica
with a sweeping view of the oceans landscape as her backyard.

The next morning Jeflrey and | went out to breaklast. He said Sarah
Keller, would be joining us with another one of Jeffrey’s girls I hadn’t
met yet, her name was Nadia Bjorlin and she was a Yugoslavian model
turned aspiring actress, with the help of Jeffrey, as be so proudly
remarked at the table before they arrived shortly thereafter. She was a
stunning brunctte with olive skin tones and shocking bluc cyes. By far
one of the most beautiful girls I had ever met before. She and Sarah
approached the table, shopping bags in hands already in the early hours of
the day. They both pulled out a chair and showed us their new pair of
Jimmy Choo’s they had bought on their way here this morning, and
excitedly asked for Jeffrey’s opinion. He loved the doting attention and
anyone who could make him feel important. We all went back to Sarah’s
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apartment that Jeffrey rented for her on Malibu Beach. This was the first
time Jeftrey came to visit and when we got there vou could see why. It
was 4 tiny onc-bedroom shack, too small for his hikes of accommodation,
but she toved it and it was plain to see why, the waves lapped underneath
her porch twice a day, what clsc could anvonc want. Betore cven walking
through her door, you could hear the commotion of excitedly screaming
females voices coming from inside. There were about five other girls in
Sarah’s living room and she had invited them so Jeffrey could have a few
different girls to choose from. Jeffrey looked at Sarah and smiled, aren’t
you sweet, as all the girls rushed to introduce themsclves, hoping for the
opportunities Sarah had offered them to come in the first place.

We all had some coffee and biscuits while the conversation kept getting
louder and louder, every girl trying to talk over the next one. Jeffrey
could handle only so much of that before getting too annoved. Instead of
choosing one of the other new girls, Jeflrey wanted Sarah to show Nadia
and T into her bedroom. He was anticipating the introduction of his two
favorite girls together, what mischief he had hoped we would get up to
was apparent when he asked where Sarah had kept her play toys and not
the fisher price ones. Sarah brought out quite a collectton of her personal
foys and was giggling on her way out as she shut the door. Suddenly the
room behind us went quiet, probably hoping te catch a moan or groans
oo laugh at and 1 felt so degraded having everyone knowing exactly what
was going on. Knowing my duties well T was batfled this time as there
was no ritualistic massage wanted. He immediately instructed us to start
kissing and fondling each other willi the provided toys straight away
seeing his excitement grow watching us try and out do the other one with
pleasure, he couldn’t keep restramt any longer and started (o have
intercourse with the both of us, taking his erect penis out of the other to
only swap to the other girl, back and forth. This continued for a good
fitteen minutes or so while we continued to engage in lesbian acts on
each other while the other girl was being subdued by Jeffrey’s thrust’s of
penetration. Nadia was just as dutiful as I was in fulilfing his demented
requests, willing to lend her body 10 Jeffrey and those he sent her too, for
the sake of keeping her acting career and putting on a good act at that.
She was never competition though. Once T found out where she actually
came from [ took pity on her for the simar lite of servitude we were both
accustomed 100 and not that we ever became good friends but we had
reason {o relate to each other.

Later on Jetfrey, Nadia and [ went to a production studio in L A, where
we had to meet with Nadia’s agent as well as the producer of “Day’s Of
Qur Lives”. The meeting lasted five minutes, with everyone in consent 1o
the proposal. We flew all the way out there to talk about money, only to
be leaving that evening back to N.Y.C. On the way to the airport we
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stopped at a fifties looking diner and got a cheeseburger and vanilia
miltkshake, the first and only time | saw Jetfrey eat what | considered to
be real food. Seven tanes to drive in and the freeway was stitl lined
bumper to bumper in the heavy rain. The sound of downpour on the
rooftop of the taxi and the rhythm of the windshicld wipers was making
me sleepy. I was looking forward to sleeping through the long flight
back. Thank goodness we had a private jet to catch back, the trip would
be comfortable and not rushed to get there on tfime through the daily peak
hour traftic. Jeffrey asked me what T thought of Nadia, more of a kiss and
tel kind of thing for him, so proud to admit somc of his tenacious acts of
pedophilia to me that 1 knew most people would be embarrassed to even
think aloud but 1 said what he wanted to hear when he asked me what |
had thought of her on the way back. I replied, *“She is attractive, funny,
and seems to know what she 1s doing with you.” Laughing at my
statement, he then started to tell me the history behind where he got her.
Five years ago when she was merely a teenager just turned thirieen. Her
father had recently passed away, leaving Nadia’s mother in a tremendous
amount of debt and living in a third world country, she didn’t have the
means necessary to raise her own daughter. When Ghistane approached
Nadia lor the first time at a music school, she seemed like a matemal,
caring stepmother. Telling Nadia’s mother if she et Nadia go with her,
she would se Lo it personally that Nadia receive the best education and
chances in life to make it. In her customs it wasn’t odd for a young girl to
be married off to bring the family good fortune, so she kissed her baby
gir! good-bye and sent her off to comnience her fife of servitude. I sat
there speechless listening to Jeffrey brag about his endeavor to get her
over here, shocked that he could stoop as low (0 use a barely feen to
oblige his sexual desires. He was laughing and giddy as he replaved the
mermortes of her arrival over in his head, painting me a horritic picture 1
had no choice but to imitate a smile to face him with,

No pretty girl is safe from the atlurement of these villains procuring the
youth off ol every street in the world. 1 knew that day more than ever
before those morals did not exist for people like this. Jeffrey once told me
that every girl he has had sexual relations with has benetited in their
career, finances, or an achievement in marriage with a successful
colleague ot his. Mine was the massage career, ever so often still giving
me a lesson from a professional, which kept me quict for a while fonger.
1 thought I was already knee deep in this world, if I gave up after putting
myselt through all of this hell it would’ve all been be for nothing. So |
treaded lightly, constantly at a risk of being replaced by another willing
participant and playing the eager student he wanted me fo be.
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Chapter 9

We met Ghislane and Emmy in N.Y.C, and it wasn’t a blissful reunion
as T hoped for, wanting a break from all of this T was just Tooking forward
to getting back to Palm Beach, not leaving for a further four more days. 1
eot home latc in the cvening as Jeftrey invited me out 1o the movics after
we had relaxed at his house for a while after landing.

F put my keys through the door to my apartment and walked into a
quict house. Not thinking anyonc was at home T set my suitease on the
floor and put my cell phone on charge as T always did to be accessible for
whenever Jetfrey or Ghislane could call. Twent to get a drink out of the
fridge when | heard some noises coming from the back of my apartment
where my bedroom was. I started back there and slowly murned my
doorknob to reveal T.J on top of another girl. When they noticed they
weren’t atone anymore, T.J got oft her with promptness. T recognized the
eirl from secing her around at partics, and she was the town lowic,
scattering her trail of guys along with her presumable diseases, and I
wasn't shy to verbalize that when she tried to open her mouth and calm
the heated situation between T.J and I. She didn’t like her cards on the
table in froat of the guy she was screwing around with and got up in a fit
of rage to avack me. Still nude with only my new while sheets to cover
her body, I threw her out of my house along with T.J. “T have been
paying your way for months, only finding out your sleeping with the
biggest slut in Royal Palm Beach, at east have some dignity and higher
your standards.” 1 dida’t really have a leg to stand on since | had started
this relationship giving hin the knowledge I had a sugar daddy to answer
to above him. “You're gone all the tune and with that old man, what did
yvou expect me to do”™? He was right, I wanted what | couldn’t have, but 1
needed some time to cool down and accept my situation. I loved having
'I'.J around to come honie too, and he used to be my best fiiend in my
school days. T convinced myselt of the lies T continued to accept.

Days later [ was still not speaking with 1".J, mentally adjusting to my
circumstances, [ thought 'd have the day off to refax since I hadn’t been
called all day. Until about five pm when Chislane called and said Jeffrey
would like a massage in an hour. Grudgingly I got up from relaxing on
the couch, got dressed and pur my make-up on, meeting Juan downstairs
a half an hour later. Jeffrey was already lying on the massage table when
T walked in, T started the massage being very quict from my somber
mood, when Jeftrey picked up on if and said “you know it’s not good to
massage people when vou’re angry, vou could pass on negative energy”.
I'wasn’t sure if he was serious or just frying to be nice so I could speak
about what was bothering me. Ending up not being able to contain my
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emotion any further ! told him what happened with T J and broke down
in tears, a little heart broken from living in such a Tie. He turned around
from his massage and sincercly pauscd for a sceond thinking he was
going to console me but instead he laughed at the very prospect of my
notion that monogamous relationships cver existed. “Arc you serious, he
was only doing what every guy in the world does, you can’t hold that
against him™. I replied in a lighthearted gesture “whose side are you on
anyways”? His answer stuck with me for many years to come “I'ni on
your side which is why 'm going to save vou a lot of grief with this one
tip, Nover expeet a man to be faithful and you’il never be ot down, it's
just the way us mten are genetically imprinted.” The remainder of the
massage | had 1o pretend like  wasn’t further saddened by his response,
but in fact having to act enlightened. 1 would never come to him for any
other relationship advice, ever agam. He told me I’d be fine if T just
listened to my mentor. He still loved role-playing the teacher and me the
pupil, like the old days before he got rich and only used to be a college
professor. [ finished the massage and tulfilled my sexual duties before
being sent home wanting to collapse in anguish.

1.J was outside my apartment door when | got there, his mom waiting
downstairs in her minivan just in case | kicked him ouf again. He pleaded
his guilt and promised that be would never see her again, agreeing with
me that she was the town slut and he screwed up big time. I tet him back
into my apartment and back into my life for that matter but more aware of
the world I was being led into believing was of normal conduct accepted
by everyone in this sick world. Jeffrey was going back 1o N.Y.C and told
me to have a few days off before his assistant at his office would arrange
an E-Ticket on a commercial [light for me to jom him later in the week. |
had just made loads of money from my previous trip and wanted to refax
like any teenager does, so | threw a hotel party that weekend on Singer
Istand in Rivera Beach, inviting only a small group of friends to begin
with.

The hotel roon quickly [itted up with a flood of teens and the pumping
music was blaring. The room had a balcony overlooking the pool and the
beach that became the smoker’s section. | wasn’t a real smoker at that
pomnt, preferring to have a puff of a spiffed blunt instead so T made it my
rule to go outside trying to prevent holes in the carpet, but it didn’t last
too long when our forbidden walls camc tumbling down, Making so
much money that | could supply my wild parties with an assortment of
drugs like trips, ecstasy, and coke as well as an abundance of alcohol, that
T.J had all the contacts for, made my fellow teens admire me. I definitely
gave me a head swell, thinking here | was so young but so grown up
already with all of my peers from high school looking up to me. In the
wee hours of the morning we were all still going hard with our eyes
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dilated into little black diamonds. We were all having in depth
conversations about life and where we would all end up when this
charadc was all said donc. Nobody got to sleep that night as the room
slowly dwindled in numbers as people were finding their way home to
recover from the repercussions of drugs wearing down out of their
mtoxicated system.

When I flew out to N.Y.C to meet Jetfrey the next day, | was still ina
horrible state. Not knowing what was wrong with me, thinking if was just
a bad come down, T rushed out of the elevator and down the hall to my
room, swcating protuscly, to make it just in timg to the toilct to throw up
bile again for the uncountable time since getting off the plane. I was
having intense cramps in my stomach and when I was called down to
meet Jeffrey in the massage room, [ had to decline for the first time. [ told
the housekeeper that T was feeling very ill after the flight, maybe some off
food for lunch and needed o lie down for a while. Nobody came up 1o
check on me for hours or even called. Waking up from my much-needed
nap, I pulled back the expensive white sheets to find myself in a pool of
my own sweat and blood. | was covered in the red stains that drenched
the pants 1 was wearing. | had no idea what was going on, | could only
focus on the dire amount of pain | was in. In between the heaves of
throwing up and crying simultaneously T was able to reach the phone and
called the housemaid on the intercom. I told her I needed o goto a
hospital immediately and slammed the phone down only to fall back to
the floor hurdied in a ball. She didn’t hesitate in calling Ghisiane who ran
up to see what was wrong. Ghislane then called Jeflrey who was in his
office at the time and told him to hurry up to my level, stressing to him
thal it was an emergency. Thinking they really cared about me lor the
first time since T had known them, they came with me to the hospital with
me. Now | realize | was only a hability in getting them caught and they
needed to get to the doctors before T could say anything incriminating.
‘They were suspecting the worst now and seeing he never wore a condom
with me and [rom our previous conversations they knew 1 always made
T.J wear one, they feared the situation at hand.

When he saw the catastrophic state I was in at that point, it was the
housemaid who helped me get up and assisted me down to the car where
Jo-Jo was waiting for me. He drove us to either Lennox Hill Hospital or
Mount Sinai, Fean’t remember, as it was so blurry in such a bad
condition. Rushed in for immediate testing | was uncontrollably vomiting
and in so much agony, | was given an injection to help me to subside the
intense pain. A nurse came in to ask who would pay for this and although
| insisted my parents insurance stil covered me, Jeftrey persisted that he
takc carc of all the medical bills and gave the nurse his information.
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When the pain relief kicked in, everything and everyone dwindled
away until | felt tike Alice in Wonderland who just swallowed the
shrinking tablet and cveryone standing around me scemed to move so
quick, speak so loud and hover above me. When [ awoke from my
induced statc, T was alonc in a different room. Not knowing at all what
went on but feeling a little better, I called in the nurse who looked
through my charts and checked my vital signs. Then told me the doctor
would be in shortly to inform me of the conclusion to my iliness.

He was a tall man with dark hair, and a hardened look about him
obviously from his job and constantly sccing the worst horror storics man
could think of, he just bluntly told me [ had miscarried in early stages of
pregnancy. I should be fine to go home as soon as my course of
intravenous antibiotics was complete. The news sunk in fast and hit a
deep nerve. [ watted for the doctor to close the curtain before I et out any
emotion and cried for my disastrous lilestyle that was dragging me into a
world that T wanted to break out of. This reoccurring cycle of believing |
needed men like Jeftrey to succeed in my life was draining the last bits of
sensitivity left in my heart. I was picked up by Jeffrey himself who took
the doctor alone to the side of the busy hallway to have a private
conversation aboutl something. Jeffrey wasn’t com/florting at all, instead he
sent me back home to rest for a couple weeks, and T only fell deeper into
a depression, using all forms of self~medication {0 treat my sorrows.

Two weeks later, as if Jeffrey was trying to lighten my spirits, he told
me | would be gomg to hisggland to meet a new client. He is a Harvard
Professor, named Stephen W I would be spending two days with
him showing him around the island, dinmg with him, and treating him to
a massage whenever he wanted. Without JefTrey even verbalizing the
need fo have sex with him, he told me to keep him happy like T had my
first client. [ packed my suitcase with island apparel, and kissed T.J good-
bye, who had at least offered me a warm embrace upon the news of my
miscarriage but none other than that knowing it wasn’t his.

Stephen was a quirky littte man with white hair and a mad scientist look
about him. We arrived separately and I greeted him when one of the
housekeepers picked him up from the airport and arrived by boat, instead
of helicopter as Jeffrey and Ghislane often arrive on. We made our
acquaintances and he fooked as it he was tripping over himself with
words, obviously delighted with his company and location for the
weekend. I showed him around as Jeffrey had asked and took him on an
adventurous quad bike ride around the small curvy paths, leading the way
and letting loose my hair, doing something that gave me a natural high
instead of the prescription one. The sights alone were breathtaking from
the mountainous peaks of the untouched parts of the island, we sat at a
cliff and just sat there, not saying a word to each other besides to
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compliment the sights mother nature that appealed to us. [ didn’t feel as if
I owed this stranger anything but what was expected of me by Jeffrey and
T could be polite, T just coutdn’t be mysclf.

We got back to the main villa to see what time dinner would be served
so we could have time to unpack and clcan up beforchand. We both met
at six pm for dinner on the ouiside veranda. 1le sat at the head of the
table and I sat next to him, politely folding my napkin to put in my lap.
The first time Jeffrey and Ghislane had seen me cut meat and eat with a
fork and knife they were so appalled, making fun of my unsophisticated
habits. Ghislanc took the fork and knife in her hands and proceeded to
show me how to politely cut my food and eat. Now that my mannerisms
had improved they wouldn’t have to be worried about my etiquette when
someone inportant was around anyone. We both drank the red wine
supplied on the table and it seemed to warm me up on the breezy night.
By the time dinner was served and another red wine bottle later, he
seemed to get funnier. I made fun of his tousled hair and he poked at me
for my skinny legs, calling me a wanna-be- anocrexic. When dessert was
brought out, he asked if he conld receive one of the delightful massages
he has been hearing about from Jeffiey. I gulped more red wine down and
sweetly complied with his offer, dreading the moment I’d have to see his
naked body, et atone touch 11, T asked the housekeeper Kathy that had
been serving us that night to please have someone set up a massage bed
in one of the cabana’s. T went to my room to down a few Xanax, telling
him 1 wanted to freshen up after dinner but to meet me in his cabana in
twenty minutes or so. I was ready 10 go as | had said. twenty minutes
later, with the effects of the tablets mixed with the red wine, and | would
be free not Lo feel anything. He was still dressed when [ got in the cabana,
obviously not accustomed to this and a fot shyer than what T had been
used to, | told him he’d need to undress and lie face down on the table,
putting a towel to cover his bare bottom to prevent him feeling
embarrassed during the massage. [ gave the massage my earnest as 1
always had, and quickly got through having intercourse with him. Not
wanting to make any foreplay or anything extravagant out of it, I let him
think that’s as good as it got, and by the smile on his face, I thought I had
done enough.

The next day [ took him down to the beach for a real massage under a
tiki-hut on the waters edge. Tt was onc of Jeffrey’s favorite places to have
a massage, as he droned out to the sound of the waves and my gentle
therapeutic strokes. Afterwards we had tunch back at the main villa and
went back down to the beach to swim out to the water trampoline about
one hundred meters off the dock. He didn’t do any bouncing around or
anything like that. Tt was just a good base point for a rest spot afier a long
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swim. What was really cool about it though, was you could see through
the mesh and watch tish swimming underneath,

The rest of the afternoon we spent by the pool reading magazines and
eating fruit plates. Dventually he went to his cabana to have a nap later
on. That night after dinner and my mixed cocktail of Xanax and red winc,
1 asked if he’d like another massage before I went to bed. Ile just wanted
to stay up watching movies in Jeffrey’s theatre room. As peculiar as that
request was fo me I didn’t argue it, [ just hoped 1 hadn’t disappointed him
in any way that could make it back to Jeffrey. T showed him how to use
the remote and turn oft'the T.V when he was finished before going to
bed. The next morning we were both catching a flight from St. Thomas
and we had no tume for anything other than breakfast and packing, which
saved me from having to be too polite as we said our good-bye’s from the
terminal 1n the airport, both hurriedly off in separate directions,
thank fully. 1 arrived back in Palm Beach, only (o be told to catch another
flight the next day to N.Y.C, where Jeffrey would fix me up the money he
owed me for treating his colleague out to an entertaining weekend.

Chapter 10

I was fixed up more than what | had usually made (or two days, which
was great because that car T had been saving for was finally within my
reach. I had been waiting for the freedom a car gives every teenager for a
long time, and now that T had over fifteen thousand dollars saved up I
could pretty much afford to go buy myseif a nice car outright. Looking
much beller than the last time I saw him Jeffrey acknowledged 1. | weni
to his office where he was waiting for me and he had a guest with him.
She was unusual looking to the common stereotype drop dead gorgeous
girls Jeffrey had normally introduced me to. Of Asian decent, her name
was Rena. Jeffrey had met her at an art gallery where some of her own
artwork was on display. She had a bubbly persena about her and T coutd
then understand why Jeffrey liked her so much, she fit into the
subservient category that he liked his girls to [alf under. It was apparent
to me that they had already slept together in the short time span they had
met, as there closeness was oddly noticeable and | wondered what it was
he was offering to her in exchange for her body. T found out later from
Jeffrey that he was buying her artwork, promising her the world as an
artist, telling her he’d have her work in the alt the museums in NY .C and
the best art exhibits. Lveryone was promised something, and seemed to
be bought off in someway or another to be in his company. It was only a
matter of time that the truth would conie out.
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To my own amazement Rena was to be assisting me in Jeffrey’s
massage this day, not being a total knockout or anything spectacular,
looks wisc that 13, but for somc reason he seemed intrigued cnough. As
we made our way through his spectacular mansion she was in total awe at
cvery corner. Commenting on the present artwork and décor that we
passed m every hall, it no tonger seemed so grandeur to me anymore but
hearing someone else speak about it in such excitement reminded me of
the days when all of this seemed so unforeseen.

When we got to the massage room, or “The Dungeon™ as T used to put
it for it’s medicval looking appearance, we firstly out of custom all had a
steam shower, where Jeffrey expected me to walk her through a servants
duties, telling her to take his other foot and start rubbing in small circles
and stroking the arches of his foot rhythmically. Rena took the
instructions well and began to massage him too. When we all went to the
shower next and she foliowed in my exact fead washing his body as well.
Jeftrey absolutely loved the fact that two teenage girls were dually
pampering him. Jeffrey wanted to move to the massage bed and [ had to
further begin to show her about the body, upon his accord. She minvicked
my every move up his legs and buttocks, keeping up with every stroke
until he could not contain his arousal any longer and was already
requesting us to start kissing each other, the start of the very reason we
had even met m the first place.

He biatantly stopped the massage nowhere near being complete and
turned over to announce his increased arousal in a physical abundance of
grolesqueness. Moving over to the small couch in the comer of the room
he made a space for her to lye me down on the massage table as she had
comnmanded him 1o do in such a domineering tone that he wasn’f used to
being spoken down fo with. From that very moment onwards and from
the look on his face he was yearning tor her to orchestrate an hour of
deliverance upon my meek nature. He started to stroke his erect manhood
as he was being tantalized watching her take over every inch of my body
in a donvinating act of seduction. I was left breathless and soar after my
first introduction into the world of S&M.

Rena considered herselt a dominatrix, she loved bondage, whipping
hitting, and eventually cutting her sex partner with little sharp knives
until they subdued to her punishment in agonizing pain. She was
absolutely crazy if you were to ask me, and T couldn’t help but wonder
what got her iato this in the first place. All 1 knew was that Jetfrey was
absurdly taking into the appeal of watching us two interact, often with her
acting as my mistress who would fondle me with an insurmountable
amount of whips and toys. Then she would love to tinish oft every
scsston by hitting me across my face with a hard blow from the back of
her hand and sneering over my curled up body showing Jeffrey her ability
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to make others surrender to her extreme force. She could be so opposite
all of the sudden and be tenderly intimate with Jeffrey stroking his penis
lovingly and even speaking in baby talk to him, which he scemed to
adore.

Hc loved us pairing up so much that within months he madc Rena an
offictal even renfing her an apartment af the same place he had one for me
during my extensive trips out to N.Y.C. Sending us out shopping together
at all of the underground seedy sex stores downtown we would bring him
back thousands of dollars worth of sexy outfits, sex toys and bondage
matertal. His favoritc onc was a black icather studded collar that lcad
down the back of my spine to cuff my hands and feet together, offering
Rena the most compromising positions to wield her afflictions, one she
was excited to pick out for my usage.

She was good at eradicating my softer side though. Helping me forge
an unpredictable scenario of me turning the tables on her, making her at
my will instead of me always being at her twisted discretion. Jeffrey
loved the rivairy between us, both striving to dominate the other one but
to me it was just another way of surviving her punishment. All for show |
thought she was 2 madman let loose in a torturesome domain of violent
sex and unbearable beatings. 1 wasn’t sure how long I could hold off this
charade of S & M, I just didn’t want Jeffrey to think T couldn’t give him
everything that she could, always being replaceable in his company.

She and T could often come across as good friends to his blind eye but
1t was only a matter of time before the animosity inside of me was going
to snap. Doing normal things too made it all haif bearable. Having a lot of
similar interests we did fun things like go to the theatre to watch
“Phantom of the Opera™ or visit several historical and art museums
together, afterwards treating ourselves for a giant piece of greasy N.Y.C
style pizza. Like I said, we really liked each other purely as friends but
the dominance in the massage chambers was taking it’s tolt on our
strange friendship. One average trip back to N.Y.C, she surprised Jeffrey
with a six [oot by six-foot oil painting of her and I lying nude in a ying
and yang position facing each other. Although we were soliciting each
other with sexual innuendo the picture was still very carefully
orchestrated to perfectly portray the darker side of Jeffrey’s thrills. Tt was
an amazing piece of work, besides the lewdness of it, but she would ve
known that’s exactly what kind of art Jeffrey liked. He was so astounded
by her gift as he had previously asked her to construct a smail painting of
us together but was not expecting anything of this grand magnitude she
had presented him with. Ile hifted her from the ground and twirled her
around before he thanked her profusely and embellished her with his
profound gratitude, the only thing Jeffrey had to offer, he handed her a
small wad of cash as her payment. Tt was the most appreciation 1 had ever
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seen him show a girl. Obviously moved by her gesture, he got her an
exhibit in N.Y.C’s “Metropolitan Museum of Art” where she submitted
her very own picee. She scubpted an image of my headshot out of clay,
shaping it with the strands of my long hair blowing across my face. | was
taken aback myscltat her ercation. She really did have an amazing talent
if not for her meaner streak she would’ve been a great friend. I will never
forget Rena, for all of the ups and the downs we endured together.

- It wasn’t too much longer before I finally had enough of the abuse in
the bedroom and I had to tell Jeffrey what T was feeling. She was getting
cven more vielent as ttime went on, and with her questioning me and
Jeftrey why she didn’t get brought on long trips with him, she didn’t get
the fact that she was just a tool for him to use. Jeffrey said he was already
thinking about getting rid of her off of his “regular list”. He said she was
becoming too clingy and he didn’t like ¢linginess or jealousy. I never
even gol to say good-bye or take the opportunitly to keep her as a [riend,
like a girlfriend to catch up with once and awhile, but that’s how it was
with Jeffrey, one day you sat under the blanket of his comfortably and the
next without any warning you could be discarded like yesterdays news.
She would've taken it hard but that’s the game we were playing and 1t
was for those who knew what lines not to cross.

I was further surprised the next day when Jeffrey gave me a thousand
dollars to go shopping in downtown Manhaltan to find a classy dress, on
top of being sent to the exclusive beauty salon of celebrity seylist
“Frederic Fekkai” for a new look. [t was amazing, to be pampered like
royalty. | walked out of there feeling like 1 had replaced a young girl with
a young woman, ] felt beautiful. He had yet another surprise in store for
me. Ghislane called me and (old me | need to go Lo a photo-developing
store and ask them for two 1.D photos then bring them downtown fo
Jeffrey’s Manhattan oftice. Weird request I thought. I was more used to
posing in full body shots being sexually exposed as a gift for Jeffrey. [
did as they asked and took my two photos into the office where Jeffrey’s
assistant was watting for my arrival. Still not telting me what the
headshots were for, she took them from me and 1old me to have a seat for
a second. A moment later | heard Jeffrey call me into the oftice. ] like
what you’ve done with your hair, you've yone more blonde, suits vour
glowing tan”. I replied with an appreciative “thank-you” for sending me
to such a renowned hairstylist, and shopping moncy. T showed him my
finds for the day, an efegant off the shoulder navy blue dress that had two
layers that would swoosh and sway with my every stride. [ couldn’t wait
to wear it on a special occasion, and I wouldn’t have to. The pictures |
had to bring to him, as he would proceed to tell me, were for my first
passport. T was so exeited, we were going to France for a close friend of
Jeffrey and Ghislane’s birthday party, famed super-model Naomi
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Campbell. I was so over-joyed with excitement, what girl my age with a
background like mine was attending socialite parties and globetrotting the
world. Tt only made it harder for me to see beyond the clusive walls Thad
put up to protect myself from the appalling truth.

We lctt in carly April first going to London, Paris and then our final
destination being St. Tropez in Southern France. If 1lalimark had a
posteard, St. Tropez would definitely be on the front of it. It was beautiful
spring weather and every where you looked women were dressed in
bikini tops branded with some kind of designer label embedded into it
and the men were following them around Like harping dogs in heat. In all
of the elegance of the Mediterranean, “La Bastide De St. Tropez™ was an
impressive landmark. Jeffrey and Ghislane were staying in one of the
private cottages, on the park on the grounds, while Emmy and [ stayed in
separate quarters inside the hotel, The old stvle cobblestone streets were
lined with boutique shops and beauty parlors. 1t was the hedonistic
stomping grounds of the beyond rich and famous.

The next day we went out to lunch at the grand opening of the
infamous Nikki Beach Club, where a cheap glass of champagne costs
around two hundred dollars and if your not keeping the alcohol
consumption flowing like water, vou’d be asked to leave 1o make way for
the constant flow of prospectus patrons. That’s where 1 first got to meet
Naomi Campbell. She was wearing the (ypical atiire strutting around
southern France, a D&G bikini top and a wrap around mini skirt to go
over the swimsutts bikint. She was so tall and stunningly beautiful. Her
charisma was energelic, funny, and everyone seemed to hang ofl of her
every word and laugh at her every joke. Ghislane and Jeffrey kissed her
cheeks and wished her a happy birthday, and then I was introduced and
followed in their suit. She was surrounded by a league of assistants,
friends and tans, which didn’t make it easy for us to all converse but she
got enough time in to invite us abroad a yacht of a fellow she was “kind
of seeing™ at the time for the before party ahead of tonight’s event. We
went back to the hotel and | gave Jelfrey a massage in his room belore we
all headed down to the pool to soak in some of the year’s first sun’s rays.

[ loved wearing my new ball gown and feeling like a princess. It was
absolutely sensational and made me feel as if T floated in the dress. |
swept up my long hair in a twisted clip, only letting down a few curly
strands and laycred on the mascara. Receiving many compliments
throughout the evening when we eventually left the Yacht to make our
appearance at the main birthday bash, I couldn’t help but feel excitement
for the party to come it was the first celebrity birthday bash I had ever
been to. Being introduced to model after model and the rich men that
folfowed them around became dizzying. Jeffrey sat back and watched as T
buoyantly worked the dance floor, coming back to the table where he
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was, only to grab another glass of champagne every now and then. Cvery
so often he’d introduce to me to someone new, pulling me aside to show
off his cager young masscuse to his fellow pedo’s. These people had so
much money pouring out of them. I don’t know why he even thought
they’d care in the first place. Tt made me feel good though. Atlcast ]
knew 1 made him proud to have me in his company.

Being surrounded by so many of Jeftrey’s colleagues and his
likeminded people that were considered the most sophisticated and the
highly esteemed of today’s world nearly made the way T was living lately
morc fathomable, at lcast to myscif. I thought if cveryone looks up to
these people and they are all accepting of if, it must be just the way the
world turns. I danced with a young prince that night and with all of the
help from the bubbly champagne I couldn’t remember his name for the
life of me. On one of my trips back {o the table for another glass, Jeffrey
leaned over to quiety whisper in my ear that it was a prince that I had
actually been dancing with and T didn’t phase me in the least way. T went
back to the dance floor and continued to let my hair down. It was a fun
bash, the entire crowd sang “Happy Birthday™ to Naomi and by the time
we got back in the car to retreat for the night, 1 was giddy from the
drinking and dancing all evening. We had a guest in the car, and
apparently we had already been introduced, but T couldn’t even remember
his name in the [irst five minutes of our meeting again. He was the hotel
owner of some large chain in America called “Hilton™ Staying at one of
the cottages near Jeffrey, he saw it quaint to loan me out for a night’s
massage to ruin an “almost” perfect evening. Jeflrey told me to come
back to his room after 1 was finished with Rick, thankfully he reminded
me ol his name but also odd I thought, being so late [ would’ve never
imagined Jeffrey could stay up this late but T never made a fuss out of his
requests. | gave him affirmation of my understood instructions and
headed oft with this stranger into the darkness.

I dimmed the bright lights in his bedroom to a softer tone as if it might
aid the vision of this short, balding man with straggling remmants of curly
brown hair left to show for the remaining bits of youth left in him.  had
to ask him to undress and lay on top ot the towel that | had picked up
from the neatly folded pile at the end of his bed and spread it over the
duvet. | didn’t want to waste a second in his place, getting right to the
very reason T was even there. Tuming around while he was gotting
undressed, being our first time together, | wanted to give him the
impression 1 was actually a therapist and not a finale to the end ot the
nights entertatniment. Not exactly what he had in mind though, given that
my impression was already made tor me when Jeftrey arranged tor our
mecting in the first place. His chuckle to my response was condescending
as he came up behind me and unzipped my dress which floated to the
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bottom of the floor as he was saying “You can’t really expect to give a
massage wearing this, here sweetie, I'H help yvou out of it.” He just
wanted to sce the hidden bounty my clothes were hindering his cyes from
seemng. | just went about my way trying to get his hands off of me and to
get him to lic down tor a massage. Making quaint conversation with him
was pointiess as I was trying to send his thoughts elsewhere other than
the apparent perverted schemes replaying in his mind from the heavy
breathing he was making and the looks he was giving to me. 1 was using
all of the tricks in the “turn-off” book even asking him about his wife and
kids.

Unquesttorably he was in seventh heaven turning every one of my
distractions into another flattering compliment. He was saying things like
“I love what you do you to me, | have never felt like this before, come
stay with me and [ will pay you double, no, triple whatever Jeffrev pays
you!”™ Knowing he was just a drunk idiot, | wasn’t being lured in by any
of his offers of money or a privileged lifestyle, T knew these cages all too
well and I was better off sticking with the one that I was art least
accustomed to already. Holding back any contposure now, he was going
extremely wild ravishing at my body trying to tear off my panties like a
hungered wild animal. After all of the champagne I had drunk thal night
it gave me the nerve that T needed to know exactly how to handle perverts
like this one, who had been no diflerent from every other shmuck in my
lite, and T quickly shut him up with a blowjob lasting no longer than two
terrible minutes. It had only been shy of a half an hour before | was
already geuting quickly get dressed and hurrying out his cottage door.

When [ got to Jetfrey’s cottage | rushed through the door and told
Jelfrey and Ghislane, who were sitting [ront of the [ireplace reading a
books, that I never ever wanted to see that puy ever again. When they
asked me what was the matter, | totd them of every thing that had
happened that night even how he offered me to come work for him
getting paid triple. I established a lot of trust with Jeffrey that night. He
asked me why I didn’t accept the offer and | responded with *“ Who
would look after you, if | were gone?” Like a caring grand father would
do, he pulled me into his chest for a hug and told me that it meant a lot to
him. It was so late and T was so tired but T stitl had to give Jeffrey his
massage that night. He asked me to just rub his feet as he fell asleep. and
thankfully hc was out fike a lght in no time. The next morming T took two
headache tablets and a ginger ale instead of a coffee. Trying to contain
my hangover as best as possibie behind a pair of sunnies it was mid
afternoon by the time I had felt like myself again. We spent the day Yacht
hopping, soaking in the sunny weather while Jeffrey and Ghistane caught
up with old acquaintances, Emimy and T were just aceessories to look
good on the arms of them. The next day we wrapped up the tail end of
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our trip and commenced our flight back into the U.S. I was paid a
generous amount and set oft to go car shopping as soon as | got back to
Florida. Through a private scller, T was able to pay out right for my car. T
got a Dodge Dakota in cherry red, and imimediately had an impressive
sound system put in. She was my first pride and joy and taste of frcedom.
I'would love to drive her down to Lakeworth Beach to sit in my car and
watch the waves while I listened to my stereo blare music and putfed on a
jay. Letting the rest of the world pass by while I sat back and watched
them walk past wondering to myself what their story was about.

I turned scventeen that summcer and had accumulated a string of cxotic
destinaftons that [ had travelled in such a short time. I was given more
make-up and a pair of diamond earrings from Jefirey. Ghislane only
wished me a happy day, wondering at times if she felt threatened by
Jeftrey’s and my closeness. We went to the island after we left N.Y.C and
1 asked If Sarah would be meeling us, mentioning it had been a while
since we had last seen her. He said he had some bad news about her.
Expecting the worse, thinking she had gotten hurt or something, I was
astounded when Jeftrey told me that she had been sent to his island with
one of his friends for a couple days and when the housekeepers were
cleaning her room and they [ound a stash of cocaine lelt out carelessly in
the bathroom.

He said he had no choice but to let her go. Addicts with no respect for
themselves or his wishes had no leeway in Jeffrey’s book. He didn’t mind
that | dabbled in drugs once n a while as long as ! never brought them
along with us on any trips, except for my Xanax, which he didn’t mind
because if was pharmaceutical and most of alf wouldn’t cause him trouble
being a legal narcotic. Sarah took it oo lar when she crossed international
borders with an itlegal drug, risking her welfare and almost costing
Jettrey public attention. She lost her apartment and contacts in the acting
world, only hearing from acquaintances once in a while that she was
sinkig deeper and deeper into the black hole of addiction. 1t was sad to
find oul, as I always did like her.

At the island, Ghislane had just recently obtained her helicopter pilot’s
license and wanted to get some practice airtime and flew Jeffrey and I to
St. John where we picked up Alexandria Cousteau, the grand daughter to
the inventor of the scuba tank and underwater explorer Jack Cousteau.
Ghistanc was out to sct us affright in the air, but it was all talk, she was
actually an impressive pilot. Still a daredevil though, she got her kicks
out of hearing us fret on the earmufts intercom’s. leffrey made it clear
that Alexandria was a guest when I was told to adhere to her if she
wanted a massage, which | obliged her with several times during our first
meeting. It was Jeffrey who instigated that her and T recnact as lovers in
lesbian acts of foreplay and penetration. T couldn’t imagine a girl with
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such high prospects lowering herself to something of Jeffrey’s standards,
but 1 later tound out through Jetfrey that he had donated money to her
continuous exploration into marine Hfe and habitats. She had followed in
her family’s footsteps, all of thems involved in Marine Biology in some
way or another. We actually got along really well, she was a real decent
girl, and loved talking about her passion, everything underneath the
waters surface,

When I wasn'’t busy giving massages to everyone around, her and 1
would hang out together. Often we go swimming in the crystal clear pool
ot occan that the Caribbean had to offer. Once we swam out so far not
paying attention to our location and were carried out to sea by the current.
We took turns on the backs of each other, taking breaks against the strong
ocean tide. If was almost a possibility that we nearly drowned out there, if
it weren’t for some guys on a boat out fishing for the day when they
caught us in their view. They picked us up and brought us back to the
island where we were reprimanded by a worried Jeffrey and Ghislane to
first of all let someone know where we are going at all times, and never
to lose sight of the shore while out for a swim. After that learning
experience 1 took thetr heed and proceeded with caution. | had a
newlound respect for the ocean and it’s mysteries.

Having such a lover of the water as a guest, made Jeffrey want to
explore parts of his Caribbean he had never seen before. The next
moming we were met by a scuba instructor in St. James and given a few
lessons in how to use the gear and more tips like how to descend slowly
to the ocean [loor as not 1o cause blood clots as well as visual hand
signals to communicate underwater. 1t was so exhilarating beneath the
waters surface. No voices 1o Histen (oo, only the enchanting sights (o take
in. We explored the surrounding reef and found a large squid, many of
sea urchins, and the magnificent colored coral that housed a many ot the
rich variety of the local species of fish. Tt was such a great sight to take
in. Holding a permanent mental picture of those adventures to carry in my
head for all times.

We all had such a great time that Jeffrey hired the same scuba
mstructor to come out the next day to scuba dive the safer parts around
his island. We got bored quickly with not much to see but seaweed and a
fish here and there. It didn’t take long before Ghislane decided for us all
to cxplore other numcrous locations by boat, Jeftrey needed a bit of
convincing at first and the instructor was quick to assure him that he
knew his way well around these waters, of course he would say that, he
was getting paid a hell of a iof to do this in the first place, why not extend
it a few more hours?

The clear water glistened and the tropical array of marine Hife was on
display as we wanted to stop at so many places but you could see as

69

b Copyvright Prelgoted Materal
CONFIDENTIAL GILIFFRENO4202



Case 1:15-cv-07433-LAP Document 1218-11 Filed 07/15/21 Page 71 of 142

beautiful as it was it could be as equally dangerous. It took so long as we
had to veer away from so many desirable spots. Finally we found a good
place that the scuba instructor thought was safc. He buddicd us up into
pairs and we jumped off the back of the boat into the crystal aqua blue
watcrs beginning our descent slowly into the darker regions of the occans
floor. We were situated on open water with a cavern of reefs 1o venture in
and around down below. It seemed to be quite a choice to scuba in, one
that our guide said he wasn’t familiar with but to alleviate his bored
clientele deemed sate to swint around.

Tt was Jeffrey and the Guide together, Ghislane and Emmy, and T was
paired up with Alexandria. Miles, the houseman, came with us and stayed
on the boat just in case something went wrong and lucky he did. We were
all too far under the water to hear his alarming screams of distress when
shadow’s lurking in the murky distance started appearing closer and
closer. Ghislane actuaily looked frightened for once as she gave us the
signal to start ascending upwards, reminding us by holding her ears not to
£0 up to quick or as we were previously warned before we could pop a
blood vessel in our brain and hemorrhage to death, not a very lovely
image but neither was getting torn apart by sharks.Those giant shadows
became clearer and soon enough we could recognize their indistinct
species as the terrifying and more aggressive breed of sharks, the
hammerhead. Grabbing Miles hand I was the last one ahead ol the Guide
to get on the boat imaging the worst as I waited behind Emmy and
Alexandria who were the next to follow after Jeffrey and Ghislane | was
in too much shock to scream or ery, I just told mysell 1 had 1o slay calm
to get out of this alive. Unlucky for us we found our later on that we were
m their breeding territory and being sent a clear message thal we were
soon to be on the menu to their feeding frenzy.

We all feit like we had cheated death and I know it wasn™t only my
heart that was still beating out of my chest when we headed back to
Jeffrey’s island. Jeffrey was pale as his designer sheets and looked like he
had aged another ten vears in such a scared state. Ghislane ook the heat
off herself even barely taking a notice of beforehand and decided to poke
fun at all of us frantically scurrving to get out of the water, it was just her
nature, as I had never seen her move so quickly cither. We got back o the
island and all collapsed our fatigued bodies in our own beds for a long
nap. Freshened up and much more relaxed we regaled our horrendous
story again over dinner, this time in laughter. The following afternoon
Ghislane piloted us all in the helicopter to St. John’s Aimort and we said
good-bye to Alexandra where we all parted ways. I met her a few more
separate tines in Palnt Beach at Jeffrey’s Mansion, but she wasn’t a
regutar of his, probably not as casy as the troubled girls were to bribe.
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Chapter 11

Throughout the remainder of the quickly passing year I wasona
constant move with Jeffrey. Attending various dinner partics, mostly with
other esteemed billionaires and widely acclaimed scientists. Jeffrey likes
to surround himsclt with the most britliant and powcerful of minds, filling
his little black book with some of the most esteemed and even infamous
people in today’s wealthy society. 1 was during those intellectual
gatherings that my body was also put on the banquet menu but this time
for a powertul senator George Mitchell and another prominent Nobel-
Prize winning scientist wha’s namce would be mentioned but for all the
life of me can no longer remember. They would be only some of the
recognizable figures of the high society that became added to my list of
clientele, of course being introduced to for a lot more than just a client of
Massage.

As an amusciment to Jeffrey’s associates T also knew my place was to
entertain but not to every desired content. T was to show them a good time
but not the way [ would have to use technique and effort for Jeffrey. The
very teachings from Jeffrey himself, or my tutor, as he liked to so
eloquently put it. Consistently being used and adored for the likeliness of
my youthful looks | was becoming very accustomed (o my lifestyle with
Jeftrey, never really relaxing into it, but just accepting this as being as
good as it will ever get for me. [ didn’t think I should be complaining.
wasn’t I being offered a life in exchange for servitude? Just letting the
signs of my anxiety and depression pass me by while I blanketed them
with my pills, sulfocating under a blanket of pain is alt 1 was really doing.

I spent Christmas and the New Years holidays with Jeftrey in N.Y.C,
who doesn’t celebrate the occasion, as he is of Jewish descent. Not that
he was a religious man anyways, [ never even saw him celebrate
Hanukah either. We firstly staved at his ranch in Santa Fe for a week,
then feft for a long plane trip to Paris, France where we all suffered jet lag
for the next twenty four hours. We all stayed in a grand hotel with a view
the Champs’ Elyse.

Emmy and I shared a room and with her gifted ability to make new
contacts in just a few hours, she brought out a jay to share on the rooftop
at nighttime while we were overlooking the lit up Eiffel Tower. We never
got really close as buddies but we both knew what we were indebted to
and felt cach other’s sorrows. All four of us went out shopping at Chancl,
D&G, Ralph Lauren, and many other little exclusive boutiques the
following afternoon. As a gift Jetfrey bought me a white terry clothed
goose teathered sofa and had it sent back to my apartiment in ['lorida, and
bought some new tapestries to have sent back to Santa Fe for his ranch.

71

I Copyright Protgcled Materal

CONFIDENTIAL

CGILIEFREOD4204



Case 1:15-cv-07433-LAP Document 1218-11 Filed 07/15/21 Page 73 of 142

We also visited his up and coming Paris apartment. It was a modern,
typical flat being refurbished, and we went to see how it was all looking,.
Jeftrey liked to fuss about every detail and harass the builder’s about their
work, changing last minute details at a whim.

Days and many croissants latcr we left for Spain fecling bloated and
sleepy. We only stayed in Spam for the afternoon, going to see another
astounding Moroccan castle for Jeftrey to replicate at one of his many
mansions. It was only a short plane ride to Tangier, Africa for more
castles hopping. We arrived at the historic fandmark and the only five star
hotel in Tangicr called El Minzah in the village of Ville Nouvelle. The
city and outskirts were still very hostile at the time, females being warned
to not walk the streets alone and not to leave the house after dark or be at
risk of being raped or worse.

When we got to the room, it was oozing with every expected bit of
exiravagance that a luxurious historical patace should offer until I was
greeted with a pile of monkey poo in the very middle of my bed. Not a
happy camper I called Jeffrey, Ghislane and Emmy into my adjoining
room and they all had quite a good laugh at my expense. Within a
momnients notice of a complamnt call 1o the front desk and we had an
attendant cleaning up my bed linen. The cleaner noticed the window was
still opened, he warmned not to leave it ajar at nighttime just in case
another monkey wanted to make himse!l comlortable in my quarters.

Ghislane joked that maybe I should keep it open T might find a suitable
husband before | get any older. Abways the mstigator of a good joke but
unable to take one herself she didn’t ke when [ poked back that it was
more 10 her recent taste of men, since she loved to brag about her
rendezvous with her various lovers. Once she carne back giddy as a
schoolgirl with an explosion of news, with all the build up and excitement
in her voice vou’d think she was the next crown princess, but she had
given George Clooney a blowjob in the bathroom at some random event,
she never let that one down.

We all went to explore the towns surrounding Morocean castles and
meet their royalty that lived in them. Jeffrey’s personal interior designet’s
met us at the residences. They walked around hurriedly, scribbling notes
into their clipboards and whispering between themselves. The palaces
were historically unique and beautiful but | wondered how could they live
so grandeur behind these walls when they Tived in a city of such poverty
stricken squabble. Beggars lined the streets, people could just go missing
and no one could care less, and you heard of barbaric murders happening
every night. Against the advice of the Palace Attendant and Jeffrey’s
wishes, I decided to take a stroll one afternoon, mainly just to take photos
of exotic Africa and do some shopping in the village markets but T ended
up being intrigued by a group of young children playing in the streets.
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When I was noticed watching them, about fitteen of them came up to me
and began to beg for money and food. | was over taken by the poor,
hungry children and T felt sad for them all and wished T could help out
somehow. When the tide of kids washed away and the street went empty,
Twas overcome with intriguc at these two little boys. Brothers T found out
later oni, and there only toy was an empty can they were kicking to each
other in the middle of the street. Intelligent kids, they were able to speak
three different languages, including English and I was interested to ask
them about life here. They didn’t seem to notice or be bothered by their
poverty stricken Hives. They told me about their schoot and parents and |
thought I had just heard the saddest story ever but they were accustomed
to fiving like that like I had been so accustomed to my degrading lifestyle
tor so long.

I was competled to empty out the contents of my purse, giving them
over two thousand dollars in U.S currency. A passer-byer snapped a
photo of the kids and me for myself to take home as a personal souvenir
betore they rushed home to proudly show there parents the money. [ told
Jeftrey later on of my good deed and he couldn’t believe I’d give away
my money so carelessly. He told me | had set up their parents with
enough money 10 feed and shelter thetr family [or a year. Wasn't that a
good thing? T couldn’t believe it, not that T was well off or anything close
{oo it, but to realize how lucky I was and to not have compassion for the
lesser off, especially children of a third- world country, T wouldn't be
human anymore. Then again what did | expect from someone who could
numerously steal another man’s daughter for the use of his own sexual
pleasure with great ease.

We wenl oul to lunch the following day with JelTrey’s teant of
designers to wrap things up and after Jeffrey’s afternoon massage he went
to the palace to have a nap. When | was all alone 1 thought I'd go see the
culture of the tocal unigue markets again and this time buy some trinkets
to bring home. 1 got to sightseeing and took pictures of the legs of lamb
hung over the blood drenched doorway over people’s homes as to warmn
off evil spirits and the ghettos where the tocal villager’s called home. |
walked into many of the market’s stalls and saw the most peculiar
antiques, such as weaponry with the blood of it’s last victim stained on
it’s sharp blades and body pieces of various animat’s for the use of
religious sacrifices. T was more interested in the ditferent culture and
respecting their ancient way of life with interest, instead of squirming like
a tourist and getting grossed out. I thought it was so educational and
enthralling in fact, I ended up buying a few sacrificial rinkets to have
sent to my apartment in Palm Beach. Not to say that | wasn’t looking
forward to getting back to the Tuxuries of western civilization it was a bit
like camping, fun and adventurous but as equally dangerous and thrilling,
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When we left for the final destination of our trip | was looking forward to
eating normal food again, not one to stray for foreign dishes, 'm a more
of a cheescburger and pizza kind of girl, a truc sign of my Amcrican
heritage.

We landed at the Heathrow Int’E Arrport and greeted by a driver that
would take us to Ghislane’s town house in London’s central that Jeffrey
had recently bought and refurbished as a gift for her. Emmy said “Good-
Bye™ at the airport, leaving us to go to her hometown in the rural
countryside nearby to visit family for a six-week holiday from work. Tt
wasn’t a very long drive before we were in the heart of the city and at
Ghislane’s place. I thought it was a cheery townhouse that had character
and the historical pub in front of it and cobblestone streets only added a
unique charm to its presence. They were going out for dinner and invited
me along with them but seeing I was so exhausted from all the travelling
and looking a bit melancholy, I apotogetically declined going out for
dinner that evening, I rather would be taking a few pills to catch up on
some needed sleep. “Are you sure your Okay”? Ghislane asked as she
showed me fo my room, more considerate than she normally was but 1
assured her that I was m absolute good health, just tired from all of the
recend Jei lag. Without another word said she whisked oll downslairs, to
the car where Jeffrey was waiting for her,

[ took the liberty to call my parents house to say “Hello” and catch up
with them since T hadn’t been home at all for the holiday season this year,
atlways too busy working. ‘Ihey sounded really happy to hear from me
and my moin put me on the phone to taik to my brothers as well. I got to
tell them about my travels abroad and 1 had some cool tribal stuff from
Alrica that | bought for them. They sounded so proud of me, all of them,
and why shouldn 't they be? In everyone’s convinced mind T was making
great money, travelling the world, and meeting new faces everywhere |
went, why should T spoil anyone’s delusions, especially mine. T took my
sleeping tablets and had a bath before falling info a deep and much
needed sleep.

The next morning | was woken up by Ghislane who 1 could tell was in a
chirpy mood by the way she paraded through my closed door saying
“Wake-up sleepy head” and opened the window’s shutters to fet in the
bright sunlight, she had never done anything like this before and | knew
mmediately something big was happeming. She sat down on my bed as T
rolled over from my deep slumber and I was able to mutter for an
explanation as to why she was awake so early. “Besides the fact it is ten
o clock in the morning and nearly fime for brunch, we have a big day
planned out for you today.” She was waiting for my cue to ask her “What
are we doing”, when T did, she responded with a convincing enthusiasm
“We’re going shopping for a new ensemble” she paused for a moment to
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build the suspense, before completing her sentence * To go dancing with
a Prince of England this evening™. Hoping it would be one of the younger
generations, | was disappointed when she told me he was the Duke of
York, Charles’s younger brother Andrew. 1 looked at her with a fake
surprised look, onc T had to usc on many occasions in my time with them,
fo give an mmpression of excitement. “What.. . wow!” I exclaimed with my
gifted acting ability. It is a sad realization but I had grown more
accustomed to seeing people for their significance rather than the good
qualities they possessed, and was able to grin & bear the thought of what
T expected lay in store for me.

Ghislane and ! left shortly thereafter for the many lanes of designer
shops to choose from in London. Her pep talks to prepare me for my
duties towards royalty went on and on, giving me the obscure impression
I was something of importance, at least for more than an evening, “Make
sure your bubbly and energetic, nobody want’s a dead horse” was one of
the cheap tools she instilled me with. “Who knows where this could lead
for you” was another. As the day grew shorter my anxiety only
heightened, anticipating the Prince’s arrival and unable to decide on an
outfit, I picked out three. Our last stop for the day was Burberry’s for a
nice handbag to compliment our chosen attire. We got back Lo her
townhouse with still a couple hours spare to get ready. After trying on all
three outlits and many mental debates with mysell later, 1 decided on the
pink mini-tee and dazzling pair of denims with horses embroidered into a
pattern. It seemed a lot more my style and age group rather than the other
two older looking sophisticated dresses 1 had picked out. I told mysell' |
was going dancing at a club not to an opera. As most young girls can be
during their body changes into womanhood, [ felt awkward, you know,
big feet, freckles and body hair in unwanted places. They 're things you
just don’t want when your seventeen and then you see these iconic
billboards of what femininity is supposed to represent and just don’ fit
into that picture, never feeling what we all are already... absolutely
perlect. By the time I had got ready | was a nervous wreck, bul trying Lo
keep my cool on the ountside was an act. I thought it’d be a good idea to
take a few Xanax before the evening unraveled and my anxiety went
through the roof.

Jeffrey and I were sitting in the lounge room downstairs, waiting tor
Ghislanc to finish getting ready. The room was silent, only stillness in the
atr. | stared at the mural painted onto the wall that I was facing. It was an
interesting piece of artwork. In great detail it 1flustrated a happy looking
family sitfing on a bench overlooking a pond that resided on a large piece
of lTand with a beautitul home displayed. There were also hunting hounds
and the hunters chasing a game of fox like the notorious “English Hunt
Pieces” throughout history. Jeffrey took notice of my enchantment into
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