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Chapter 1: Invisible Chains
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Trapped like a rat on your burning Ship of Dreams. A blind dog at a meat market. Those sentences were banging around in my head all the time. This book is about what trauma bonds feel like from the inside, and what they cause you to do, or not do. It's a gut feeling that is ever-present. If you are hurting and emotionally or even physically isolated, I invite you to read about my experience and know that it's possible to escape from the shame and fear of the relationship bonds that trapped you with a narcissist professional.

This book will share with you the process that led up to my escape and healing. Hearing about my experience will remind you that you're not alone and there is hope and help when you think it's impossible. It's not easy, but it will pay great dividends to jump off that burning ship of your life and begin to live without codependency and the chains of a narcissistic relationship with a professional.

At first, we know that something is wrong, but we can't put our finger on it or verbalize it. If you have these feelings, listen to your gut; it's a warning sign that something truly is wrong that needs to be addressed. In this depressing, raw memoir, I'll share with you what became my trauma bonds, my overwhelming fears, and how I finally broke free. All of our stories are different but carry the same dark nucleus. And that is narcissistic abuse. Read on, and let me share with you what we have in common.

You are feeling isolated; that means you haven't talked with a friend, a therapist, or a spiritual guide about your situation. Really talked. Yeah, you've recited the pleasantries with a smile on your face. That's common. We don't want people to know how bad it is and what we've allowed in our lives, and that we are reaching a breaking point of hopelessness. You are coping and suppressing.

This is not your fault, and you are fearful to ask for help. Right? It may cause a domino effect; it could make it worse if you talked about it? Maybe you don't want your children to know how abused you are? Maybe you're ashamed of how far it's gone and perhaps the financial position you're in? And the biggest fear is outing your husband/partner, whom you are afraid of. I am an Empath and a Stepford Wife.

I'm sharing with you from the victim's point of view. I am not a therapist, but I’ve been saved through therapy. I'd like for my circumstances to be a roadmap for you; see how the journey started and how it ended. If you've traveled at all along my road, you are on the wrong path. Turn around. Allow me to describe some experiences that are very, very wrong that we empaths are drawn into.

Meet-Cute

“HI. I’VE SEEN YOU AROUND town. You drive that dark blue Porsche, right?” He smiled a little, [image: ]having the appropriate good grace to appear sheepish. I looked up at him from my desk at the School of Dentistry, Department of Pathology, in Southern California. I was 20, at my first job out of college, the new admin for the department, and it was common enough to meet 10 people a day. My boss, Dr. Gordon, had just introduced me to Warren Palmer, Senior Oral and Maxillofacial Surgery Resident. “I’m Anna, by the way. Happy to meet you.” I stood and extended my hand, and he seemed surprised. I’m 5’8” and, with heels, nearly 6 feet. He’s 6 foot 2, curly blonde-haired, and blue-eyed, with a magnetic smile.

The few people in the room filtered away, leaving Warren standing there alone. If I could only stop myself here and rewind. But I can’t. So yeah, I did it. I married Warren Palmer. Three. Months. Later. There’s another story behind that story, but I want to get to the juice of this one. I want to help you by showing you the innocent mistakes I made when I married a professional, a narcissist, a gaslighter, and a financial terrorist all wrapped up in one very premeditated, predatory human being.
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Chapter 2: Collection Calls
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Only a few weeks before we married, the newly minted Dr. Warren purchased an oral surgery practice from a retiring oral surgeon in Southern California. It was located in a lovely old neighborhood with enormous shade trees, sprawling lawns, and stately mid-century professional buildings. We reached an agreement to collaborate once Warren assumed control of the new practice. I would be Warren’s business manager and secretary. I’d support him, keep things organized, set up everything financial, and basically run the business end of the practice.

I had just graduated with my degree in Secretarial Administration and felt excited to learn this new business and take on the task. What a magnificent idea. I didn’t know anything yet about his personal finances. However, Warren was handsome, a doctor, and he made a big income. That's why he drove the most fucking awesome car in town. 

I had bookkeeping, phone, and scheduling experience. Warren expressed how great it would be to work together, and I was confident I could manage a medical practice like a family business. I thought of us as a match made in Heaven. Warren was so complimentary of my skills and how valuable they would be to the practice!

We had a cool little wedding and a memorable honeymoon in Saint Thomas, VI. And after we returned, we immediately began working full-time at the new practice. And Warren’s first month of production was outstanding. The schedule had been booked by the former owner, and he had a fairly full day of surgeries. I worked alongside Sandi, his receptionist, learning how to run the front office and how to do the bookkeeping and billing.

One afternoon, shortly after the old staff left, I went home early from the office. The pre-booked schedule was lightening up, and there just wasn’t a lot to do; I wanted to swim and lie out by the pool with a Pepsi. I'd just walked into the kitchen when the phone on the kitchen counter buzzed.

“Hi, this is Michael Matthews, Mrs. Palmer?”

“Yes?”

“I’m just calling to introduce myself and ask if you could remind your husband that his loan payment is 10 days past due? This is just a courtesy call. I know you two must be really busy. Congratulations, by the way, on your recent marriage and the new business. I’ll look forward to meeting you, Anna.”
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