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— INTRODUCTION AND DISCLAIMER

 

DISCLAIMER: This memoir reflects my internal experience during a period of emotional instability. Others involved may remember these events differently. This memoir/story is based on true events. The names of the people and places mentioned have been changed in order to PROTECT the Identities of the people involved in this story. This story is 100% based on my perception and experiences. All descriptions reflect my personal perceptions, interpretations, and emotional state at the time.

 

This memoir/story of my life is about the interactions, confusions, theories, and lies I’ve encountered throughout my life talking to or working with a girl I’ve met long ago, and the events that followed. I’m not sure how much I am allowed to explain. THERE ARE VERY SENSITIVE TOPICS IN THIS MEMOIR/STORY, AS WELL AS HARSH LANGUAGE INTENDED FOR A MATURE AUDIENCE. But I will do my best to tell my side of the story as accurately as I can, WITHOUT going into too much detail. 

 

This memoir/story’s creative side and storytelling was written by a real person, me, Nemo. I wrote a few different versions of this current memoir/story. HOWEVER, the original story’s had so many revealing details and events, they needed to be significantly altered and shortened to what you’re reading now. This rewriting process became extremely hard on my mental health, tedious, and extensively long to the point I had ChatGBT rewrite it for the purpose of telling this memoir/story as safely as possible. Because: THE PURPOSE OF THIS STORY IS NOT EXPOSED OR EMBARRASS ANYONE. This is NOT a documentary. THIS MEMOIR/STORY IS A LESSON. A story, I want people to learn from. I don’t want anyone to have to go through something like this. That is its true purpose. That said, let’s get into this. You have no idea how much “calming chill music” it took for me to write this:

 

 

CHAPTER 1: The Backstory

 

This story begins back in high school. I moved around a lot as a kid and never felt fully grounded anywhere. I struggled to build real friendships. Some of the people I thought were friends later turned out to be using me for convenience more than genuinely caring about me. Because of that, I became more of a “drifter” socially. The socially awkward kid, someone who floated around and made small talk but never fully connected.

 

I hated my new high school. I felt like I didn’t belong. During my freshman year I was jumped while skateboarding home, which led me to start taking martial arts classes. Around that same time, I ran away from home at about 13 years old. I was found roughly 24 miles away near my old middle school and brought back home under supervision. I was forced to return to school while being closely watched for a few weeks. It was a hard time. I felt isolated and directionless.

 

One of the few things I genuinely loved during that time was drawing. I dropped out of JROTC so I could join art classes. One day I drew a detailed picture of a girl. She represented what kinda girls I liked at the time — cute but not overly flashy, long-mid length hair with bangs like mine, skater-style clothing, shy but quietly confident. It was one of the best drawings I had ever done.

 

A friend of “Elena’s” noticed the drawing and said it looked just like her. She asked if I wanted to meet her. That was the first time I learned her name. I said, “yeah, we can talk sometime.”

 

Eventually that day came. I walked by her group in front of her class one afternoon. She seemed like she might have been having a rough day. Her friends spoke first. One of them asked why I straightened my hair. Being socially awkward, I replied, “I don’t know.” I truly didn’t know how to respond. Her friend made a comment about how people thought I looked gay because of my hair. It was an odd exchange. I just liked my hair a certain way.

 

As I walked away, I thought I heard “Elena” softly say she liked it. At the time I didn’t have the confidence or social experience to turn around and ignore the awkwardness. I just kept walking. Looking back now, I would have handled that differently nowadays. But I was young and inexperienced.

 

In that short interaction, I noticed how closely she resembled the girl I had drawn. It felt almost surreal to me at the time. But because that first interaction felt awkward, I kept my distance afterward. Every time I saw her, she was with the same friends. I never found the “right” moment to try again. So I moved on, at least outwardly. But I never forgot that drawing. The idea of that girl I drew stayed with me.

 

For the next few years I developed bad habits — drugs, alcohol, partying. I drifted further from direction. I eventually forgot about “Elena” for a long time.

 

Then years later, while attending Westbrook College, I saw someone in my math class who looked remarkably like the girl I had drawn years earlier. She had dyed dark “color 1” hair, slightly different from high school “Elena’s” hair, but close enough that it caught my attention immediately. It felt like life repeating a pattern.

 

It took me a few weeks to build up the confidence to talk to her. After class one day, I asked what she thought of the lecture. We joked about the professor. I complimented her hair and asked what inspired her to dye it “color 1.” She said it was a “random choice”. We talked about favorite colors—hers was “color 2.” We laughed. I introduced myself as Nemo. She said her name was “Elena.” It was a good experience, I was glad I finally had the confidence to talk to her.

 

We said hi occasionally after that. I told her about my job as a technician, that I smoked weed, that I had a classic car project I’m working on. She mentioned she worked a lot but didn’t give details. She did say I should be careful smoking weed in the medical field. At the time it felt like casual advice. Later, it would matter much more.

 

After about weeks of small interactions, I decided to tell her I liked her. I had never directly expressed feelings like that before. I awkwardly complimented her “color 3” sweatshirt and told her I liked the way she looked. She responded that she had a boyfriend.

 

It stung, but I respected it. Before we parted ways, I said, “Alright, I won’t bother you anymore. Have a nice night.” I meant it as a sign of respect for her feelings and relationship. Not resentment.

 

After that, I avoided her. I didn’t want to appear “pushy”. Even small moments of eye contact felt loaded. I thought I was doing the right thing by keeping distance. I’m usually a man of my word when I’m fully aware of something.

 

Around that time, I felt lost in college. No career direction. No plan. I was almost 21 and still a virgin with no sexual experience. Combined with a long-standing pornography addiction that began far too young. I was a single digit age when introduced to that type of content. I was way too young, later in life I realized my perception of intimacy was deeply distorted.

 

So I made a decision I’m not proud of — I hired a sex worker. At the time, those arrangements were easy to find online. The experience felt transactional and emotionally empty. Hiring a girl like that, I realized quickly that sex without connection felt hollow. Long story short, I didn’t “finish”, I paid her full price still, and let her leave early. I learned something about myself after that experience.

 

I wanted to talk about it with my friend Marc. But instead of being honest about it, I lied to Marc. I told him the experience was with “Elena” from college. I didn’t want to look like someone who had hired a prostitute. It was insecurity, plain and simple.

 

Marc and I were close at that time. He later began dating a woman who had unstable circumstances. After an accident involving a dab tool, he was arrested due to how the situation was explained at a medical facility. According to him and his girlfriend, the situation was misunderstood at the hospital. I picked him up from jail. He said it was a misunderstanding.

 

There were later tense interactions between the three of us. One day his girlfriend asked me if I was upset about Marc going to jail. I answered honestly in front of him later when he asked what was said. She seemed uncomfortable that I repeated it. The situation felt strange, but I didn’t understand why.

 

Shortly after that, as I was leaving, I heard her yell something about wanting “to kill herself” while I was leaving their place. Marc sounded like he was calming her down. I didn’t hear further distress after that, and I went home unsure of what to make of it.

 

The next day, my car tires were slashed. I later asked Marc if he knew anything about it. He said no. One comment he made struck me as suspicious, and I began connecting events in my mind. Looking back now, I can acknowledge that I was already prone to linking stressful events together without proof. At the time, though, it felt real.

 

Marc and I remained friends, but eventually his girlfriend disappeared from his life. I questioned what had happened. Did she need help? Had I missed something? I couldn’t confirm anything. I carried those unanswered questions with me.

 

By May of the that year I finally turned 21 and began going to dispensaries legally, including one named Emerald Grove dispensary. Prices were high, but it was consistent access. I was still in lab school then. But 3 years after going to Westbrook college, Eventually I was let go from the medical field. Interestingly, and I eventually got hired at Emerald Grove dispensary.

 

It’s was a job I could smoke weed and have no issues. It seemed perfect at the time. When I started, I was excited. A new job. A new year. A new direction.

 

I met the staff. Some were welcoming. Some were neutral. Rhea and I clashed early. I often felt criticized by her. During one busy rush, after I handled things at the front well. She made a comment that I interpreted as sarcasm, she said something about me finally being “useful”. Whether she intended it playfully or not, I internalized it as hostility. I remember feeling like that this was the nicest thing she had ever said to me at that point, aside from just introducing herself. At least that’s how I perceived it. Instead of confronting her at the moment, I tried to avoided her as much as I could.
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