
I MANAGED TO STAY EXACTLY WHERE I AM… IN LOVE! 

 My name is Philadelphia Monaco and I am about to tell you how I fell in love and 

managed to stay exactly where I am… in love. It was the 10th of July and the summer of my 

life. For me it was love at first sight and for him I do believe it took more than just one look to 

fall for me. It all happened when my best friend Daphne and I had one drink too many. We 

were laughing and dancing in the club when that gorgeous man spotted me. He approached 

me, looked me in my eyes and said: ‘Hi.’ I have to tell you he had the most attractive voice 

I’ve ever heard. His voice got me hooked right away. To be honest I don’t remember the rest 

of the night, like I said, I had one drink too many.  

 The next morning was very interesting. I woke up in his bed. He was asleep. I felt like 

a total idiot. I quickly grabbed my purse and left his house. The funniest part was that I felt so 

proud that I had managed to get out before he woke up. After I got home thirty minutes went 

by and just as I was about to take a shower the doorbell rang. I went to open the door and as 

soon as I did my satisfaction vanished. “Hi gorgeous, you forgot your wallet in my house, so I 

brought it to you.” Great. That was all I needed. I needed him to know where I lived. I took 

the goddamn wallet and thanked him. As I wanted to close the door, he asked me whether I 

wanted to go out with him. I just smiled and nodded. My head kept saying to me: “Phil you 

are such an idiot!” Well, what could I have said? I was an idiot, still am actually. But who am 

I to fight with my own head? Anyway the dinner time came. My first plan was not to let the 

man take control over me, which meant I had to distract him. I knew men of his kind were 

aware of how to play that kind of a game, so I was determined to give him the best round he’d 

ever had. I put on my red dress and winked to myself in the mirror. I knew I was about to win 

this game. And boy I was wrong! 

 The dinner passed by quickly. John Steve Jackson or as I call him Mr. J was a little 

staggered when he realized I had revealed his little game of love. His playful look amused me 

and I was amusing him. I put all of my effort in this game and then the unexpected happened. 

When he walked me home he just kissed me goodbye and didn’t push me further. I realized I 

had lost. I’d fallen for him. I wanted him to stay. Of course I was expecting him to do 

something. Truth be told I was sad when he left. I went inside and looked myself in the 

mirror. And that was when I realized it. I was head over heels in love. I still couldn't believe 

it. I mean - me in love? All I ever did was manipulate men and flirt my way around. But this 

time it was different. I had never felt anything like it. I was deeply terrified. The next thought 

was if he felt the same. I couldn't sleep that night. I kept thinking about him. He was messing 

with my head. I couldn't get him out and it slowly started to bother me, until I had enough. I 

got up and went to get some ice cream. The following day I was waiting for his message. And 

then it hit me! He was waiting for me to make the first move. Of course! How could I have 

been so blind! And so I did. I dialed in his number and his: "I thought you'd never call." 

calmed me down. In the following days we spent a lot of time together. We were laughing and 

he seemed happy. We talked a lot. I was right about him. He was a womanizer. When I 

thought about that word my heart froze for a minute. So I asked him what had made him 

change his mind. He simply told me that I was different. We continued to see each other every 

day. I was slowly going crazy. My only salvation was Daphne. I told her everything. She just 



listened and sometimes laughed because she saw my frowned face. I understood her. For the 

first time in years she saw me swirling around one specific man. Her advice was: "Listen to 

your heart. You need to decide on what you feel and once you've done it, all this brilliant 

logic of yours won't make any sense. Trust me, you'll see." That was it. I was officially 

screwed up because I didn't know what I felt. I swear to God I had never felt more confused. 

 On the 21th of August he asked me to be his girlfriend. By that time I’d been sure that 

I loved him. I wasn't sure for him, but I gave it a shot because I thought I couldn't live without 

him. It was perfect. We had created our heaven and no one could invade it. Everything was 

perfect just as it was, until one day he told me that he had to leave for several months because 

he was going on a business trip. He promised to call me every night. And so he did. Weeks 

flew by and instead of feeling lonely and devastated I felt loved and appreciated. It's funny 

but looking back at it I could say that the distance brought us even closer. I mean yes, we 

were apart but that feeling we both had… he was in love. I saw it in his eyes. What touched 

me the most was that every now and then he had tears in his eyes. He would have never 

admitted it. I could see that he really missed me. Two months later was the first time when I 

saw him after he went away. Our reunion was magical. After two months his hug gave me a 

feeling of home. I felt safe again. At that moment I realized that he was the one. The one and 

only. The best part of us being together were our conversations. Of course we were intimate, 

but it just wasn't all about that. We were more than that. We had our future planned out. We 

did not miss a single detail. You could say that we were rushing things, and I could say you 

are wrong. I loved him like I had never loved anybody before. He was my support. I trusted 

him with my life. My doubts about him were finally over.  

 On our one-year anniversary he took me on a special date he had prepared by himself. 

I'd never seen anything like it before. Mr. J really outdid himself that time. We were walking 

through a beautiful moonlit path. We were surrounded by flowers and fireflies. It was 

magical. The path led us to a lake. I wondered what was going on in his mind. As I walked 

forward I realized he wasn't walking by my side. I turned around and found him kneeling. 

Before I could say anything he shut me up. "Before you even say anything, I want you to 

know that I’ve figured it out that I have become a better person because of you. You have 

changed my life, you’ve made me alive. I want you to be the mother of my kids, honestly 

baby, no one else can compare to you. You showed me what love is. You believed in me 

when no one else did. You were always there for me. Will you be mine for the rest of my 

life?" I wiped my tear away, gently whispering: "yes" and kissed my man. "Philadelphia you 

are the one." he said. And just like that I was. 

 


