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Christian, Kiersten & Destiny as always you are my heart.

Pepperjack - Mahalo, you inspired and encouraged me, it’ll never be forgotten!

Guru - You have reenergized my love of writing, thank you for lifting me up and agreeing to be my partner in this fun and exciting world you created of Pretty Girls & Bad Boys.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]
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PRETTY GIRLS LOVE BAD BOYS originally started as a pen pal book. I wrote that manuscript with full intentions of giving inmates the Game on how to meet free women and cultivate meaningful relationships with them. Although some women (including Debby Ng) may see my message as crass and manipulative it doesn't really bother me. See, I have a certain view of relationships with women who I meet off of websites. I totally believe you can meet the love of your life from here, but I've also experienced different forms of exploitation from the women who reach in here for emotional comfort.

Debby has written an intriguing story from the opposite end of that spectrum. Her narrative paints a vivid picture of the men who take advantage of unsuspecting women who open their hearts to them. Even though I can tell a different side of this phenomenon I still feel that the world needs to read Debby's story as well. The truth of the matter is that some convicts do con certain women. At least, that's what some women will tell you.

There are three sides to every story. His. Hers. The truth. I invite you to join us in this PRETTY GIRLS LOVE BAD BOYS journey. It's an experience that's very much a part of the American truth and everyone needs to take a glimpse into the lives of the men and women who find love and heartbreak in lockup...

-King Guru

PART 1

Preface: Woman to Woman 

This is my journal to my X, it was originally letters but I knew in my heart I just couldn’t send them. I wanted to and if it wasn’t for my friend Elizabeth, I would have because I was not sane in the beginning. They are raw and emotionally filled. If you don’t want to hear swearing or sexual discussions, don’t keep going. Keep going ONLY if you want real, raw and deep shit. 

This is for all women who have been hurt deeply by a man, used for sex, money, a place to live, or anything which rips at our self-esteem and disintegrates self-love. This is for all women who have been with a man who has a toxic mother in the background, which does not allow you to have an authentic relationship with your man. This is for all women who have been manipulated and lied to! I get it! 

It feels like anger, it feels like pain, it feels like you can’t breathe and worst of all it sometimes feels like you want him back. It is okay, you’re human, you’re allowed to feel all those things one at a time or all at once. Just remember to love yourself first and love then yourself more. Remember you are worth more than lies, more than manipulations, more than cheating, more than money and more than being second to a narcissistic, controlling, toxic mother. 

I have been researching how many girls fall into this trap of loving guys in prison and supporting them only to have them get out and revert back to crime or just dig out and get with another girl. The research says 85% of prison marriages end in divorce versus 45% of real-world marriages. Huge statistic! The chat rooms and posts from women indicate a lot of guys in prison have multiple girls, ask for money slowly but surely, and have toxic relationships with their mothers. 

I know there are a lot of women who will dog on me for this but honestly, you are worth more than collect calls, letters when they feel like it or worse letters full of shit, packages once a quarter, money on their account and visits with cops circling the room. Let me tell you being in love with a man in prison is HARD, HARD AS FUCK and this is some real talk. I am not saying never to do it but if you do it, you need to go in knowing all the angles and all things possible and please be aware of what can happen. 

Background: 

I knew him when he was young, really young, he’s 15 years younger than me. In total honesty, I knew him because I was dating his uncle and I lived with the family for a while. He was the cutest kid ever and I thought about him for years because he was so rascal; he taught me much about being a parent as I watched everyone around him tear him down constantly, shame him, and predict his future of incarceration.  I kept his picture and thought about him often. When I finally found him again, he was unfortunately incarcerated.  

(Don’t worry I will come back full circle to the Uncle in part 3.)

I found him because I went to go see a friend who reads Tarot cards right near his uncle’s old house.  I wasn’t even thinking of him at the time. In the middle of my reading, he said someone from your past is looking for you and wanting to make contact with you. I asked him if it was one of my x-husbands and he said, “No, they’re on the mainland, it’s someone who used to live around here.” Of course, River came straight to my mind and he said, “Yes, it’s him.” After the session, my friend who has been with me through much of the saga asked what I was going to do. I said the only one in the whole family I care about still is Storm Boy. I always wondered what happened to him and how he is doing now as a grown-up. She said you should find him then, I told her I didn’t know how. She suggested Facebook and since I don’t have it, she looked at hers. Lo and behold I found him almost instantly. I told her I needed to think about what to do because the family is toxic. 

A couple weeks later, I wrote a short note on her Facebook messages to see if it was him. He wrote back yes, nothing more than just one word. So, I thought about what to do for a few days before I finally wrote back. After about another week I sent a note through my friend just saying you played a significant role in my life and I hoped all was well and if you ever need anything email me. He wrote back the next day and said, “I’m locked up.” Then he gave his full address to write to in prison in California. Should have known better right then because it couldn’t have been him answering, he doesn’t have Facebook in prison; should have known it was his mother. 

Storm and I began with writing for over two months. Then talking on the phone as friends, purely friends. He made some comments, which were more than friends, but I ignored it. I did; however, love him, I always loved him and somewhere inside me I always will. He wanted to parole here to Hawaii and not stay in California and the only way it could happen is if we got married. Well this is what he said. We talked about getting married to help him come back home and be away from his mother who is his only outside connection but it’s a very unhealthy and toxic relationship. 

Looking back, this was not smart, and an even dumber idea was letting him tell his mom. I am not sure if he and his mom were in this together now though. It was systematic how it happened, and I did fall in love with him in my own way. I do not think it was a sexual love now looking back. It’s been a year since we spoke and even longer since we talked about anything more than friendship. It feels good to be me again. I was happy when I met him, and I can finally say I am happy again. I feel free of so many ties. 

We were supposed to be married on January 12 last year and of course I paid for everything even though I had the gut feeling it would never happen. Out of nowhere the craziest thing happened at the end of December.  The buildings in his prison began going into quarantine one at a time. Sure enough, last but not least he went into quarantine. If I am truly honest, I exhaled when this happened because I did not really want to get married. I also did not want to just not show up on the 12th and embarrass him. This thought gave me an anxiety attack, but it is what would have happened had his building not gone into quarantine. I think God saved us both a shitstorm of emotions and me some revenge from his family.

I am not a good wife anyways as you will see in Part 3 of this book, nor did I want to keep paying for all these phone calls and never be able to call him myself. I also realized when the wedding was in limbo due to the medical quarantine, THIS IS PRISON, there is no control, these state-employed motherfuckers are actually in control of everything. It felt awful, claustrophobic and nauseating. 

Storm made the call to cancel the wedding, when we didn’t know if it would happen because he wanted to save me the cost of the plane tickets, hotel, rental car, etc. At the exact moment when he said, “cancel everything”, it signaled the end for me. I knew it and I deep down, he knew it. A few days later, we had a huge fight, HUGE, and he was threatening to go in the hole and teach me a lesson and stay away from me forever by doing this. I am not fully sure what he meant by this. It never happened, he’s just the boy who cried wolf, and probably wanted mommy’s attention. 

He got it from his mom, and I knew for sure I was over this relationship and his mother. His mom began feeding him shit, I could tell by his voice on the phone. I decided to go the weekend of the wedding, on Sunday only and end it in person and have some balls to finally do this; however, it was too hard. I went into the visit with a plan to say goodbye, but I couldn’t, I am not even sure why, but I did tell him I just wanted to be friends. He acted as if it was fine and so we agreed to it but also discussed we didn’t know how it looked going forward. When I left I actually was foolish enough to think we could be friends and it was all good. My friends knew I was fooling myself, but they were kind enough to just check me and say, “Think of his mom.” 

I am not going to get into her background, but just know she’s abandoned him, she’s controlled his actions, she controls her grown daughter and brainwashes her into thinking Hawaii is a bad place, she believes in teaching her kids to collect social security or welfare and live off the system because it is better than working for someone else and as you will read prefers people in her life to be in jail. She thinks this gives her control but let me tell you having your child or your husband, boyfriend or whoever in jail means the government has control NOT you. 

Two days later in the morning Storm and I had a huge fight as he started talking shit, which I knew were not his words, they were his mother's words for sure. I hung up the phone and blocked him from calling. It’s been a journey since then and we did end up talking for a few days about a week later, but it was awkward and uncomfortable for both of us. Then his mom called from an unknown number because I had blocked her and started spewing shit about him using me and he just needed me for money every month and packages because she couldn’t do it anymore. This was the last fucking thing I needed or wanted in my life and whether or not it is true, is irrelevant now.  Later the same day, I received a message from one of the guys in his building warning me, he was using me, and I was too good for him. He said he was violating the bro code of prison, but I was worth it since he was a short timer about to get out anyways. I won’t get into the lengthy details of the call, but we have not spoken since nor do I plan to ever speak to Storm, the guy on the phone nor his mother ever again. Also, since every number which calls you from a California prison is the same, it could have been her boyfriend who is in jail and made the call pretending to know you. I will never know, and I will never care. 

I wrote a few postcards after we broke up, but never sent them. I had already started therapy and meditating and with this I decided to start journaling my letters so I would have them to either mail, burn or keep. As I went through this pain, I started reading online forums of prison wives, girlfriends, and family members and realized how much shit was going on.  I am publishing this in the hopes of just one woman realizing her worth and getting out of an unhealthy relationship. It would make me happy if just one woman said I am better than this. It would make me happy if just one woman said I love myself enough to be alone rather than be used or lied to or cheated on or second to a crazy mother. I hope this makes sense ladies! 

––––––––
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PART 2

Unsent Letters  

Entry 1 

Dear Storm, 

Yeah, IDK why I am writing, probably won’t send it but gonna write anyways, hopefully it is therapeutic. I know now I was a “cash cow” such a weird term but I guess it makes sense. I wonder if you and your mom team up and do this together, like you said, she’s your partner in crime and stuff and helps you with your schemes. I wonder if it was the best set-up in the history of my life or just an unhappy accident. 

First, you pretend, she’s our enemy and then somehow she’s part of our lives and constantly calling me. She literally takes over the planning of the wedding and I can tell this is happening because you say shit like my mom said and she’s right... When it starts like this I know I am doomed. Then all of a sudden, you tell me for the first time she makes you happy when you talk to her on the phone. Usually you say, “Fuck my mom!” I guess the whole attorney thing fueled her as you did not have the balls to tell her you were the one who didn’t want the attorney talking to her, so she fucks with my life. I wonder if this was the first time, the second time or the thousandth time you all have done this. 

I guess I’ll never know the truth and the truth isn’t even important anymore! What’s important is I move on and escape this place called HELL. One good thing, is  I no longer have the weight of River on my heart and soul and I have totally forgiven what happened in the end between him and I. Should’ve listened to you when I was walking the track you told me, you were worse than River and even more manipulative - wow you were so serious. He never used me or ran a scam on me and when shit hit the fan, he always had my back. He never let the bullshit his mom pulled work to break us up but with you, your mom will always be the winner. Good luck with the Oedipus relationship you have with her.  I never realized how totally he had my back, really had my back the entire 13 years, until he didn’t at the end. I will hopefully never know why he did what he did because then I would have to talk to him again and I can only imagine what he’d say about me and you and I don’t want to hear it. 
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