
        
            
                
            
        

    
	 

	

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	" Living with the devil "

	 

	By Kirsten Janssens

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I had to book something, and it had to be something SM-like.

	I had to lock him up. 

	Outside there was a cage with grass where they let out dogs.

	After so many drugs he took, I was glad he didn't realize that dog cage was out there... 

	 

	I really didn't want to! 

	I didn't know where I'd suddenly ended up. 

	 

	It was totally confusing. 

	That wasn't Sébastian I met that night and all those nights we spent together walking in the woods, was it?

	 

	After 12h and 3 bottles of white wine I woke up with a hangover. 

	I didn't use drugs back then except for the occasional joint.

	I got up and saw him, by then we were already 17h later, Sébastian was jerking off on a magazine with latex women.

	They weren't pretty, but he had a hard-on for those outfits...

	 

	Sebastian could go on for 2 full days, 48 hours with the cocaine and the blue jar of MDMA... He couldn't stop, never, that was his tantra feeling he told me. 

	 

	The next day I read that he sent 'I miss you my angel' to Francesca, one of the many mistresses.

	 

	I didn't know that Sébastian used drugs so much but I came on a real journey of discovery... A journey to hell for me and my children. This dark world felt to me like ending up like an express train straight to hell. 

	I still have the mails... 

	 

	To be honest, I also started using drugs to always be able to please him so he wouldn't go to those other 9 girls.... 

	Or more, I don't know, I only read the other 9....

	 

	I couldn't have sex for more than 4 hours, but he wanted it 17 or 19 hours or more.... 

	You couldn't do that sober, no fucking way. I had to do it, to please him. I was so in love with that man. He drove me crazy.

	 

	I asked him after a while: what is that you use there?

	 

	Oh, nothing special he said. Just that you can enjoy hanging out up here a little longer, it's an endless feeling of happiness, something only strong characters can experience. 

	 

	You feel like a star and experience higher things in life. It’s only for strong people, like us he said.

	Ever heard of tantra, Emma? I said no. 

	 

	Well, read about that! 

	I have to do this for myself Sébastian said.

	He had apparently been doing it for over 15 years. 

	His experience taught him that you could reach higher spiritual spheres and Sébastian wanted to teach me that too but only if I wanted it myself.

	 

	So I agreed on the condition that he would stop sleeping with other women and stop cheating.

	 

	I would take anything he brought and commit to doing anything he wanted.

	 

	And he agreed and would say goodbye to all his mistresses. 

	 

	That was ok for me at the time because I was so very much in love with him.

	 

	And that was the beginning of the sex parties with the blue pot of MDMA and cocaine.

	 

	If I may be so bold, it's a story where I completely lost myself....

	 

	 

	This is the story of Sébastian and me. For myself, it felt like a thriller but at the same time like a great romance that unfortunately has a bad ending.

	 

	It goes from love to drugs, from whores, cheating, miscarriages, abuse to finally ending up as an alcoholic.

	A story with a lot of love and hate at the same time.

	From someone I thought I knew, but will never know... 

	 

	A story in which I have to admit that I have become an alcoholic and how the fight against alcohol was a huge battle of exhaustion for me and my family but which I have overcome despite many setbacks. Just by character, perseverance and the enormous support of my parents, friends and companions I succeeded in becoming myself again.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The beginning...

	 

	 

	I worked for 'Amazing Fun', an events agency in Belgium and partly in Europe.

	It was a Saturday night and I was doing public relations. 

	 

	As usual, I had to receive the guests in the lodge.

	That day it was a race between customers.

	There was a woman riding along who I didn't know at the time, her name is Kelly, she was racing along. 

	At that moment I didn't know she was Sébastian's personal assistant.

	 

	I received the guests, had a chat with them and took care of the drinks and snacks together with the whole team.

	 

	Suddenly a man came up to me at the end of the evening. He looked very special. 

	A high rockstar content but also something mysterious. 

	We chatted for 2 hours. I totally lost track of time. 

	 

	My boss got mad at me to which the man wrote down his number and said, "I'll hear from you hey with a wink."

	That man turned out to be Sebastian.

	 

	My employer gave me hell for standing in one place for so long and not paying attention to the other customers but only to him. 

	My boss said it was impossible. 

	To which I apologized because I absolutely did not want to lose my job.

	 

	That was the beginning of many problems that Sébastian would cause me without me even realizing it.

	 

	My boss told me: you don't want to have anything to do with that guy, that's Sébastian, he's famous and so I went home in the evening with a fight. 

	But everything was fine afterwards.

	 

	I decided to take my job seriously again and not spend hours talking to one guest but to make sure I would be there for everyone like I always did.

	 

	But I didn't forget Sébastian.

	It was as if he'd been sent to send a message to me. He seemed to come from another planet. He had made such an impression on me those hours that we chatted together in the lodge between all those hundreds of customers. I only saw him now. I could not remember any other guest in the meantime. 

	 

	A few weeks later I decided to contact him.

	He didn't go out of my mind. 

	 

	I lived above my parents then, in a small apartment that dad had made for me there.

	 

	It was dark and I grabbed my cell phone.

	I punched in his number and sent: "Are you okay? It's me, Emma, from back in the loge, remember? 

	To which he sent, "sure I remember that! "

	Do you want to meet up, he asked?

	I said yes! 

	Your name was Sebastian, right?

	Yes he replied, that's my name on this Earth anyway which made me feel special again and we secretly arranged to meet.

	 

	2 months after our first meeting in that lodge he came to pick me up in Lummen, where I lived at the time. So going for a walk in Averbode, not so far from my home, was a nice idea I thought to myself. 

	 

	And yes, our first walk was a fact in the woods. We walked for hours, smoked a joint and started philosophizing about life, about the stars, about other planets, about characters, about nature, about climate change. 

	 

	I didn't get home until morning.

	I had been walking in high heels in the woods for 8 hours but it seemed like only 10 minutes had gone by.

	 

	I felt happy and liberated that I could talk to a man who did not try to seduce me nor touch me. 

	I felt good and was immensely happy that I had met a person with whom I could talk a bit about this world and feelings that I couldn't share with anyone else until now without them trying to kiss me or thinking to take it a step further. 

	That was a blissful feeling. 

	 

	And so we arranged to meet again...

	 

	Again in the woods of Averbode. 

	 

	It clicked, I felt comfortable with him. 

	I didn't know who he was or what he did for a living, I only found that out afterwards.

	 

	We didn't meet that much, it was only once every few months. 

	But every time he or I sent another message after a few months to meet up we did, if he had time of course because he travelled a lot. 

	 

	I told him I was trying to become a single mother of a second child.

	At that time we were in Bilzen.  

	 

	We went to "Girls Bilzen" where Nicolas, a friend of mine, was organizing a party.

	 

	I was suddenly not feeling well and Sébastian brought me home.

	 

	A few days later I did a pregnancy test and yes, it worked!

	I was a conscious single mother

	to Olivia again. I was so happy. It felt wonderful.

	 

	No one knew the father but me...  

	I told Sebastian when I was 3 months pregnant. 

	We went together to the refuge, a dance bar in Hasselt but I saw that he was in shock. 

	My belly was visible by now, very visible. 

	He was clearly upset which I couldn't understand at the time....

	 

	Afterwards I didn't see or hear Sébastian for 1 year. It was as if he was angry but that didn't bother me then. I wanted a sister or a little brother for Gabriël, my first son, for if I would be gone one day.

	So that my son would still have a blood connection and not end up lonely here on this planet the day I would ever die because I hardly have any family. If I ever came to die, it would have been just him alone here on Earth and I really didn't want to do that to him. Life is just lonely without a family. I've experienced that myself.

	 

	It was up to me to build a new family, a new generation. 

	And I went for that 100 percent.

	 

	At that time there were also no love feelings with a man only with my children.

	 

	I was busy with the baby in my belly and my son Gabriel. 

	 

	A relationship was completely out of the question at the time. 

	 

	I'd had enough shit in my teens and really wanted to do it right this time. 

	When I got pregnant I promised myself and Gabriel and my unborn baby that I would make sure that everything would be okay with the three of us, no matter what.

	 

	I would take care of them with all my heart and make sure they never got into that shit I got into as a teenager. 

	After a year, when my daughter was about 6 months old, I received a text message from Sébastian.

	Suddenly, out of the blue...

	He had seen me and he had heard that I lived in Hasselt.

	 

	In the meantime I indeed lived in Hasselt, where I tried to find a school for the kids. 

	 

	Things didn't go well at home anymore and during the pregnancy I left Lummen after a big fight with my parents.

	 

	I had just looked for the cheapest house in Limburg. For 500 euros I had found something where I could move in within 14 days. It was a house with a garden and terrace and 3 bedrooms. 

	Ideal, so that's what it became.

	 

	At 100 meters there was a nice school where I could bring them on foot and pick them up.

	It was an old house but it was ok for me and my 2 kids. 

	 

	And so, apparently, in retrospect, we couldn't get out of Hasselt any quicker. 

	 

	My son had his friends there and when I was little my mom moved around constantly. 

	I could never keep my friends and I hated that. So moving out of Hasselt for the sake of my son Gabriel and his friends turned out to be a fact. 

	My guilt was far too great. 

	I didn't want to do that to him. I'd always suffered too much of that myself as a child. 

	 

	Continuously dropping off my friends, moving to a different city or town every year, I just hated that as a kid. 

	 

	My son became friends with a little boy named Dorian at 2e kindergarten.

	I didn't know then that the little boy, Dorian, was his brother's child. 

	 

	The great thing though is that they have been friends for almost 10 years without the we knew there was a brotherly bond between me and his family because of those guys. 

	 

	The children Dorian and Gabriel had finished kindergarten together and were doing primary school together at that time. 

	I liked that. They hadn't had a single fight in all that time. 

	 

	They were not allowed to sit together by the director because there was no house to keep. 

	They were hoodlums that year they were in class together. 

	It always made me laugh that they were kept apart by the director. 

	They pulled pranks and laughed themselves sick with each other. The two of them made a scene in the classroom. 

	The last year they had allowed them to be in the same class...

	 

	I was so happy for them.

	Nothing was more beautiful than the fantastic bond these 2 guys have with each other. 

	I was very proud that my son had such a good comrade as Dorian. Because he was a fantastic child. 

	They recognized themselves in each other and I thought that was very beautiful. 

	 

	Sébastian came back to my house more often when Oliviaake was 6 to 7 months.

	Sébastian grabbed her and taught her to say her first word "mama".

	 

	That did something to me... 

	 

	I thought it was sweet that a man was holding my baby and especially since she wasn't his.... 

	He gave her the bottle and has been coming around more and more ever since.

	 

	Until Sébastian suddenly had to leave for the Philippines .... He stayed away for a few weeks with Joeri, he told me.

	 

	One night I woke up from a bad dream: gone is double in this sense.

	I never turned on the TV but that night I ran down the stairs because my nightmare seemed so real and watched CNN. A station I never watched.

	 

	It turned out that there had been a huge earthquake of 9.2 on the Richter scale in the Philippines.

	 

	I tried to contact Sébastian but it was voicemail. I tried to contact Joeri, his best friend who was staying there with Sébastian as well but I couldn't reach both of them: leave out and replace with : without result.

	 

	I was in shock. In the meantime I walked around at home where my 2 children were as well, the baby wasn't a baby anymore.

	She was already 2.5 years or so, I don't remember exactly. Anyway, I thought Sebastian was dead.

	I called my friends who all showed up immediately and helped me for 2 days in my search for Sébastian.

	 

	I cried and only then realized that I loved him after all these years of walking and thousands of hours of talking.

	 

	I called the Ministry of Foreign Affairs but even they could not get in touch with them after 2 days. 

	I cried a lot. I could barely hold back the tears.

	I took my kids to my parents and watched CNN with my girlfriends the whole time. 

	The images got worse and worse and the death toll kept rising. I became totally panicked and in total shock.

	 

	Had I found and lost the man of my life in an earthquake without thanking him even once for all those nice walks in the woods and without saying that I actually love him?

	 

	No you couldn't!

	I knelt down with my hands up and said to the universe, "if he survives this, I'm going to tell him I love him."

	 

	3.5 days later I received the liberating message from Joeri that they had survived the earthquake. 

	I immediately sent Sébastian a text message: 'I love you. Shall we go on a city trip somewhere together because I miss you so much?

	 

	And that was the beginning of our romance....

	 

	I found journals from before we started dating. 

	 

	Here's a letter I wrote to him but never delivered to Sébastian:

	 

	" Dear Sébastian,

	 

	There's so much I want to tell you. I don't know where to begin. The best place to start is...

	 

	First of all I want to tell you that you are the only man I respect, I look up to you enormously, you are such a fantastic human being, you know so much about the world, about nature, about people. But the most fantastic thing about you, I think, is that you try to understand other people. You listen and you don't judge anyone, no matter what they've done. You always stay so calm. 

	 

	If there's one man I'd like to be the wife of, it's you. But I'm so afraid. 

	Imagine if we had sex, what would happen then? Maybe our friendship would be over.
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