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				Christmas and New Year’s Holiday, 2011. We are on Johnny’s basketball court—Quinn’s favorite indoor playground.

				
			

		

	
		
		
			
				
				Introduction

				“Fame means millions of people have the wrong idea of who you are.”				

				—Erica Jong

				A lot has been said about me, about John Edwards, and about our relationship. You may feel like you know the true story. You may even feel like you know me. But the truth is, you don’t.

				There have been many lies told, many judgments made. Even Erica Jong, who from the quote above would seem to know better, said, “When you think of John Edwards being taken in by someone like Rielle Hunter, you think, what a child he must be, how infantile he must be!”

				Apparently everyone is ready to judge me, to judge Johnny, and to judge our relationship. That’s okay. This book isn’t about changing anyone’s mind. It’s simply about telling the full truth, which, up until now, no one has heard.

				At its heart, this is a love story. It’s about two people who fell in love, made terrible sacrifices for that love, and did terrible things in defense of that love. I have regrets about some of the things we did—of course I do. But I don’t regret loving Johnny and I certainly don’t regret the birth of our amazing daughter, Quinn.

				I originally thought that I could get through this whole ordeal without needing to write a book. But in the summer of 2010, I finally grasped the full depth of the story and my role in it and I changed my mind. 

				I have endured a lot—a great deal of embarrassment, pain, and sadness beyond measure. The disrespect to my life and my privacy are still somewhat astonishing to me. This has not been an easy road to walk, but I’m not writing this book to garner sympathy. 

				I am writing this book because the truths of this story are not yet in the public domain. In reality, there are facts that even I didn’t become aware of until 2011. I’m hoping that by sharing the truth and my experiences, this book will shed some light on the untold side of the story. 

				Many people invested their hearts, their time, and their energy into the image of John and Elizabeth Edwards. While this image wasn’t exactly true, I did play a role in destroying this myth and many supporters ended up feeling hurt, betrayed, and disillusioned. I feel that I owe them the full story.

				I also believe that I have a responsibility to Johnny and his entire family to offer the truth.

				In addition to all of those reasons, I have a stronger, more personal force driving me to write this book. Her name is Frances Quinn. I want my sweet girl to have one entirely truthful public account of how she came into the world. After all, this is her history too.

				I am not writing this book as a defense, but everything in it I would repeat under oath.

				It is the truth.

				Our daughter deserves it. 

				

				

				

				

				

				

			

		

	
		
			
				ONE

				Sixty-First and Park

				“We must let go of the life we have planned so as to accept the one that is waiting for us.” 

				—Joseph Campbell

				I don’t like to think of myself as a stupid person but I have done a lot of things in my life that were just plain stupid. Snorting cocaine is stupid. Snorting cocaine for just under a decade, desperately attempting to recreate the euphoric high from the first line ever snorted, is so far beyond stupid it may even qualify as criminal. Fortunately, I recognized this in my twenties and stopped. I then began to devote a huge amount of my time and energy to spiritual growth. I know that sounds weird to most people and I’m not one of those gullible New Age–types who believes everything any swami says, but I have always been very attracted to the idea of happiness, self-improvement, and change, which in my youth seemed to be somewhat elusive. For many years I studied astrology, went to spiritual retreats, practiced transcendental meditation and much more. Even as I was drawn to these practices, I also was somewhat skeptical. If there were a joke to be found, I would find it. And yes, while there is a lot of silliness out there, I do sincerely believe there are also a lot of positive things to be learned.

				On May 4th, 2004, it suddenly occurred to me that what I had been looking for all those years couldn’t come from someone or something else. I realized that I was the source of my own happiness. It was kind of like, if in forty years of life, you had never once seen your own reflection and then one day you just simply looked in the mirror. The realization was so simple yet so weird. I think of that day as the day I woke up and started living, because there was a fundamental shift that happened in my mind and my perspective changed. Overnight, I no longer had any ongoing internal wars. I still had negative emotional reactions, but instead of hanging on to those feelings, I moved to acceptance seamlessly. It took me about two years to adapt to this new way of operating and during that time, I felt extremely high, quite similar to a high from drugs but much better. Actually way better. 

				Johnny and I took Quinn to school together the day after her fourth birthday. Afterward, we were standing in the kitchen while I made coffee for myself (he doesn’t drink coffee). I asked him, “What attracted you to me that first night?” He responded, “Your lightness. When you walked into the room there was a lightness about you.”

				When this “lightness” happened I (stupidly) assumed that I would do what countless others have done when “waking up” had happened to them—I would teach. I had emerged from more than a decade of intense spiritual study as a person who was committed to being as honest and authentic as I can be with myself and to helping others to the same. I also had a knack for being able to help people see where they were stuck, and what was keeping them from being happy. I’d been an actress, a producer, a filmmaker, and a writer. With my newfound “lightness” (accompanied with a few people asking me for guidance), teaching seemed the most logical thing for me to do next.

				So on February 21st, 2006, I was in the process of becoming a spiritual teacher, or to put it in more traditional terms, a life coach. 

				If I were writing this as a screenplay, here is the part where GOD (played by LENNY KRAVITZ or if Lenny is too busy touring, BONO) would ERUPT into laughter. 

				I mean, really, what a joke.

				I was living in South Orange, New Jersey, with my best friend, Mimi Godfrey Hockman, and her two sons (and my godsons). It was late afternoon and I was getting ready to head into New York City. I remember feeling very happy. Ever since my new outlook on life had happened, my emotional state rarely varied from one of satisfaction. No matter what the circumstances were on the outside, life was just fun.

				By early evening I had finished a downtown meeting with a guy from Plum TV about a TV show that never happened, and Mimi had finished getting her hair done, so we met up for dinner. As we approached Park Avenue, Mimi suggested that we stop for a drink at the Loews Regency Hotel.

				I liked that idea. I had never been inside the Regency. More importantly, Mimi was in love and wanted to revisit the places that she and her boyfriend had been visiting in the city.

				We walked into The Library, the Regency’s street-level bar/restaurant. A waiter escorted us to a table. I looked around the room. Diagonally from me on a couch were two men sitting side by side; two more men in chairs flanked the couch. One of the guys on the couch was attractive, wearing all dark Barneys New York type of attire: leather coat, turtleneck, and jeans. He smiled at me; I smiled back. I guessed that he was in the music industry. Directly behind Mimi sat three men who appeared to be having a business meeting. The one closest to Mimi was the most attractive of the three, looking very Southern and conservative but still casual in blue jeans, a blue blazer, and no tie. 

				After my initial scan of the room, I drank some wine. Then my cell phone rang; it was my friend, Glory Crampton. I asked her to join us, given we were in her neighborhood. She told me she wasn’t dressed for the Regency; I told her I wasn’t either. (I had on jeans and a black cashmere turtleneck.) She said she would be there soon. 

				I spotted a guy in a blue blazer sitting directly behind Mimi. I pointed him out to her and said, “He looks like someone who went to University of Virginia or someone that I showed horses with.” He was very familiar to me, as if I had known him a long time ago in the South.

				She turned briefly to glance at him and said, “You know who that is? John Edwards.” 

				I said, “No, John Edwards is a geek. That guy’s got it going on.” 

				“It is. I recognize the accent.” 

				I still didn’t believe her.

				We spotted an empty table and headed there since Glory would soon be joining us. It also happened to be the precise spot where Mimi and her man sat the previous week. 

				Seated at our new table, I was now directly facing the alleged John Edwards. He looked directly at me, not smiling. I returned his gaze, also not smiling. He rested his face in his hands and continued to glance at me during the rest of his meeting. This was weird. I knew this man. There was a strong sense of familiarity that I couldn’t shake. I was intrigued because there was something so different and so very interesting about this man. This looking back and forth at each other went on for a while, and then he and the younger gentlemen got up and left. 

				That surprised me. I would have thought that he would have walked directly over to me and asked, “Who are you? And where do I know you from? Because I know you.”

				Mimi said, “That was definitely John Edwards.” 

				I said, “No way. John Edwards the politician is disconnected and as deep as a puddle. That man has depth and awareness.”

				The man they had been sitting with remained at their table. Mimi got up, walked over to him, and asked if he had been sitting with John Edwards. The man said he had.

				“It was him, I told you,” she said to me from John Edwards’s table. 

				Mimi sat down with the man and I joined them. We chatted briefly. He introduced himself as a lawyer and campaign donor named Tony; if he told me his last name, it didn’t stick.

				“I can’t believe that was John Edwards. He is so hot.” I didn’t say this in the voice of an adoring fan, but more like I was surprised to find that it was true.

				Tony said, “You should have come over and told him that. He would have loved to hear that.”

				After some pleasant small talk that included Mimi expressing a strong desire to work for John Edwards, Tony the lawyer raving about what a great guy John Edwards is, and John Edwards’s uncanny ability to inspire people to want to help him wherever he goes, there was an exchange of business cards between Mimi and Tony. We went back to our table and Glory arrived. Mimi told her that she had just missed John Edwards and expressed again how much she would like to work for him. Glory seemed a bit disappointed that she had missed out. She sighed, “Oh, I would have loved to meet him.” 

				I replied, “You will.” I told Glory about the weird connection I felt between the two of us and that I was confident our paths would cross again one day. 

				And that was it about John Edwards. The conversation turned to Glory’s upcoming wedding, and we were soon discussing details like flowers and venues. 

				A bit later, I got up to use the ladies’ room and on the way I noticed the younger gentleman who had left with John Edwards was back and now sitting with a young woman. I stopped at their table in order to pick up a card for Mimi. His name was Josh Brumberger. He gave me his card and I gave him mine. 

				I thought about the card exchange for a split second after it happened. I realized that I, the self-described spiritual guide, and my website (which was unfinished and targeted at a much different demographic) could possibly trigger a little ridicule from a young political staffer but I let the thought go. I had picked up his card for Mimi and didn’t think that he would ever actually look at the site. 

				On our way out of the Regency, Glory, a musical theater actress, noticed a poster advertising a friend’s upcoming singing engagement. She asked us to wait for her. So while she popped back in to inquire about her friend, Mimi and I waited outside for her. 

				And then out of nowhere it happened: Johnny Reid Edwards came waltzing around the corner and into my life.

				This was the moment. Not a “love at first sight” moment but it was the moment when something electric exploded between us. For me it was a little like one of those slow-motion movie moments; it felt like an eternity and yet it all happened very quickly.

				As he rounded the corner, he saw me and just lit up. I was very surprised to see him so soon, even though I had felt certain our paths would cross again. I could feel his joy when he saw me and I responded to it. Much to my own astonishment, “You are so hot!” came flying out of my mouth. Not a usual greeting for me. And his friend Tony was right—he did like it. His smile got even brighter. He shook my hand so eagerly it felt as though he might jump into my arms as he said, “Thank you.” 

				And then another little surprise flew out of my mouth: “I can help you.” 

				He replied, “I want your help. I need your help.” 

				“Do you email?” I asked. 

				He said, “No. I am staying here under the name Matthew Nelson. Call me.” 

				“How long are you staying?” I asked. 

				He replied, “Until tomorrow morning. Call me. Call me.”

				And then he was gone. 

				I had never in my life experienced anything like that meeting. It actually made me feel dizzy. There was a very strong connection between us, I was certain of it. 

				Mimi was standing next to me, just inches away during the entire exchange. She claims that she saw two people in their own world when Johnny and I shook hands. Mimi held her hand out the whole time attempting to shake hands with John Edwards, the man she wanted to work for. And not only did he not shake her hand, I found out later that he never even noticed her standing there. 

				Johnny also told me later that he had gone to dinner and could not stop thinking about me. He was mad at himself for not walking over to my table to find out who I was. When he was walking back to the hotel, he looked through the window into the Regency and saw that I was no longer sitting at our table. And much to his surprise he felt very disappointed, even sad. So when her rounded the corner and saw me standing, he felt very happy, with no real understanding as to why.

				After the big crazy intro, we girls continued on to dinner and as we sat down, Glory and Mimi kept peppering me with questions and opinions: “What was that?” “Are you going to call?” “You have to call.” “You could really help him.” “You have to call him.” 

				We ordered our food, and I walked outside to call him. No answer. I hung up and figured that I would try again in a while. 

				A few minutes later, my cell rang. I dug into my coat for it and saw the number.

				“What’s 212-759-4100?” 

				Mimi said immediately, “That’s the Regency.”

				“What?” I was floored.

				Did the Regency have caller ID? 

				It was too loud in the restaurant, so I got up and went into the bathroom to call him back. 

				I asked, “Do you always call women that you don’t know, that you meet on the street?” 

				“Nope, this is the first. I want to hear what you have to say. I am interested in hearing how you can help me. But, uh, my life is, uh, different.”

				“You can’t exactly meet me in a public place.” 

				“Correct.”

				“Because you can’t exactly be seen alone with a woman in the lounge.”

				“Correct. Would you feel uncomfortable coming to my room?” 

				“No. I don’t feel uncomfortable at all.” 

				And I didn’t. There was so much immediate ease between us. He felt very familiar and safe to me, and I really thought I could help him. 

				“Let me finish my Caesar salad. I’ll be there in about fifteen, twenty minutes.”

				He told me his room number, and we hung up.

				I went back to the table to finish eating and informed the ladies that I was headed back to the Regency. They were very excited by this new development, as was I. I remember Glory was adamant about how I could not sleep with him; she had seen the connection and thought he was really attracted to me. More importantly, she thought that I could really help him, and that our country needed him. I told her that I had no intention of sleeping with him. I really did just want to help him.

				My type of “teaching/life coaching” seems very simple on the outside. I sit with someone and, as they talk to me, I listen and begin seeing where he or she happens to be stuck in his or her head. And then I help them to see it, like holding up a mirror for them. 

				We all have mental habits that we repeat over and over again, and most people identify the world around them through the lens of these mental habits. They believe they are their mental habits. For example, if you have a habit of seeing what’s wrong around you, and you don’t know you have this habit, everywhere you look you’ll see what’s wrong, and then you’ll get upset about it over and over again. It’s all taking place inside of you, and the whole time you think the problem is being caused by someone or something outside of yourself. It’s as if you’re wearing special eyeglasses, and the lenses have “What’s wrong?” written on them. First you have to recognize that you’re wearing those glasses and then, at the very least, start reading what’s written on your lenses. 

				When you start seeing that you are not made up of mind patterns but actually the awareness that is behind the mind patterns, your whole life starts to change. 

				This is why I wanted to help John Edwards. I sensed that he was an interesting man who could offer some amazing things to the world, but that was not at all what I saw when I saw him on TV. My thinking was if he could just recognize his mental habits, the man I saw sitting in the Regency would be more likely to shine through on TV.

				So I finished my Caesar salad, said goodbye to my friends, and headed back to the Regency to help John Edwards become more aware, to help him to see his mind patterns. That really was the plan. At least, it was the part of the plan that I was aware of.

				I knocked. He opened the door, a smile lighting up his entire face. I walked in and, after the little hallway and past the bathroom, there was a table with two chairs, where I stopped. He passed me. I looked around the room, which had a king-sized bed with a chair and ottoman next to it. I noticed that he had his opened suitcase on the chair and ottoman. There was something happening between us that I had never felt before. There was a charge, an excitement that filled the room, as much energy as a sold-out rock concert—and it was just the two of us. I didn’t understand the force of what was going on between us and it scared me. At the same time, I liked the unknown and the newness of it all. I stayed at the table. He sat on the bed.

				“I can’t see you way over there,” he said. “Come over here—I won’t bite.” It may sound cheesy now, but to me it felt sweet and charming. 

				I can see now that what I should have said was, “Sorry, there is more attraction here than I first realized. I need to stop right here or I won’t be able to work with you because I won’t see clearly.” 

				But, I did not say what I should have said because it did not even occur to me. I was a moth fluttering helplessly toward a flame. Naturally, because he was the most charismatic man I had ever met, he eventually persuaded me to join him on the bed, where we sat and talked. And talked. And talked. We talked about everything—his relationships, his political career, his family. What became clear to me very quickly was that this was a man whose whole self didn’t fit in his marriage, which happens a lot. But instead of repressing the parts that didn’t fit, he split himself in two and created a double life. A politician who compartmentalizes was not really a shocking development to me because that is one of the abilities that contributes to making a great politician. It had taken him many years to get where he currently was. He told me that he had an entire hidden life that had gone on for decades and that he was currently involved with three different women. One lived in Los Angeles, one in Florida, and one in Chicago. Clearly this behavior of his was not going to change overnight. 

				I could also easily see the fear—infidelity stems from fear—but I was blinded to the extent of it. I believe that I couldn’t see it, partly because I was so blown away by his ability to disclose all the parts of his life to me so openly. The depth of his immediate trust in me was a bit overwhelming. 

				I remember telling him that the key to being authentic is total honesty with yourself—not hiding anything from yourself. I also told him that if I was going to help him, he couldn’t lie to me. He needed to have one person in his life that was safe for him. 

				He said that wasn’t a problem, and when he said that, I felt a wave of total relief roll off of him. He needed this safe space.

				Somewhere in the midst of our talk, long after I realized how far off the rails his marriage was, and for how long it had been that way, something happened between us. The connection I felt when I walked in the door had only grown, and the amount of energy between us was huge and unstoppable. And then a moment came while we were talking when something in my heart clicked and I surrendered. I took off my teacher hat, let go of all my resistance to him, and let him lead. 

				And lead he did. He led me toward the most extraordinary night of my life.

				There was a lot of talk, a lot of laughter, and zero sleep.

				When I left, I really didn’t expect that I would ever hear from him again. From our conversation the night before, I knew that he was a very busy man and because I had forfeited the teacher role, and I am not remotely the type of girl that would ever fit into the role of mistress, let alone occupy the space of girlfriend number four, I just couldn’t imagine how our lives would ever intersect again. I honestly thought that I’d just be left with memories. I gave him my phone number but I never asked for his, and he never offered. Walking out of the hotel, I was sleep deprived and walking on air. 

				On the train back to Jersey that early morning, if my Lenny/Bono GOD sat down next to me and said, “At this exact time, on this exact date six years from now, you will be in North Carolina driving your daughter to school and that man is your daughter’s father,” I would have ERUPTED with laughter. Because to me, in that moment (especially with all the information that I had acquired in the previous ten hours), that would have sounded just plain stupid. Funny, but stupid.

			
			

		

	
		
			
				TWO

				Becoming a Mistress

				“People say I make strange choices, but they’re not strange for me. My sickness is that I’m fascinated by human behavior, by what’s underneath the surface, by the worlds inside people.”

				—Johnny Depp

				I really had no idea whether or not John Edwards would call me. So when he called around 9:30 p.m. later that night, my response was, “I can’t believe you are calling me!” 

				He told me that he had left New York that afternoon and was at his next hotel. He informed me that he had just canceled his previous plans—“the Florida ones I told you about last night.” He went on to say, “In fact, I permanently canceled. That one is all done. Which speaks volumes about how I feel about you.”

				I swooned. 

				We talked for two hours. He said repeatedly that he couldn’t believe how easy it was to talk to me. He asked if he could call me on Saturday night from Davenport, Iowa. It would be around 11:30 my time. Would I wait up for him?

				I said yes. I was completely fascinated by him. Where could this possibly be headed? And was he really already changing his behavior, based on our one night together? Love does evolve you and encourage you to behave differently. Was he in love with me?

				I was in the kitchen when my cell rang late Saturday night, February 25th. The first thing out of his mouth was, “I miss you! I can’t believe how much I miss you. I miss you so bad.”

				I couldn’t believe how vocal he was about his feelings! A man expressing his feelings? I loved that! He came across as open and fearless, though I would learn later that this was not exactly the case.

				“You know how bad I missed you?” he continued. “I almost broke all my rules yesterday. I went to my phone; I had it in my hand and just about called you before I stopped myself. I thought, ‘What are you doing?’” 

				I wondered to myself: what are his “rules”?

				He paused and sighed. “By the way, I’m in Iowa. What am I doing in Davenport fucking Iowa?” The way he said it cracked me up, like he was completely bewildered to find himself mired in the crazy political landscape of Iowa. It was like he knew he didn’t belong there. 

				I burst out laughing. And just like that, I was head over heels in love. My heart had a reaction to him like no other man, ever. His sense of humor sealed the deal. I couldn’t believe it—I had absolutely no control over my heart—not that I wanted any, but oh my God, this was CRAZY!

				That night began our frequent extended phone conversations, usually four hours in length.

				It felt to me like he was starved for authenticity and he was finally getting fed. He had the freedom to say anything and not get punished for it. He told me that I didn’t have the negative reactions that most women had when he said things that were a little off the wall. He said that he found me to be so refreshing and couldn’t believe how easy I was to talk to. He also told me that I was the first person in his life that gave him energy instead of taking it.

				I loved how much he needed and wanted more awareness, joy, and love. I had a lot to give and I very much wanted to give it to him.

				The problem with our relationship is pretty obvious: someone who is living a life devoted to spiritual truth is probably not going to be the best mistress. Mistresses are supposed to be a secret. It’s a hidden relationship by nature, but given that I had never been a mistress and because I never set out to be one, I did not attend mistress school, I never read any mistress handbooks, and therefore didn’t realize how important it is (outside of your relationship, of course) to keep your mouth shut! 

				I also find it very ironic, given I am actually somewhat knowledgeable and talented in other areas, that I would become world-famous for something that I am not very good at.

				If you have ever been in love, you know that when it happens, you are bursting with happiness. It is very difficult to contain yourself, so everyone who crosses your path will instantly realize that something is different about you. 

				Johnny told me that many people he worked with around that time said to him, “What’s going on with you?” And he would tell them, “I’m happy. It makes a big difference.” 

				Because I had no experience at this type of thing, when I was asked about my over-the-top happiness, I stupidly said a little too much.

				It was during this same time period that I was attempting to fix my website with a woman named Pigeon O’Brien. 

				I met Pigeon on October 25th, 2005, at an anniversary book party in New York City for Jay McInerney’s book Bright Lights, Big City. Pigeon approached me and acted as though she was my long-lost friend. I did not know her so I asked Jay, my ex-boyfriend, who she was. He said Pigeon was in love with him and was around him a lot after I dated him in the 1980s and that she built websites. I asked around and, with the exception of Jay, none of my old friends from the 1980s knew her either. Despite her odd insertion into my life as my long-lost friend and disclosing many of her emotional problems in the first few minutes of chatting, she seemed quite harmless and very quickly offered to help me with my website. She spent a month or so in 2005 building the initial site and then disappeared before it was completed. 

				In 2006 I reached out to Pigeon again and asked if she could fix her original work. And like our original verbal agreement, instead of a money exchange for her work, I was helping Pigeon with her problems, one of which was a situation where she found herself chasing after a guy. In my bursting-with-love state I (stupidly) used my life as an example and mentioned to Pigeon that I had seen a guy in the Regency who seemed interesting, different to me than most men, but I never went after him. And then later I just magically bumped into him on the street. But then (bad mistress) in response to her inquiry, I revealed that the guy from the Regency was from North Carolina, his name was John, I had fallen for him, and the hard part for me was that he was (still) in a bad marriage and he had small kids. I (stupidly) answered questions, offering too many details that would enable her to later put the puzzle together. Yet, at the time, she expressed her joy over my newfound love and over those first few weeks, when I was falling hard, she sent my some examples for the splash page, which, to put it nicely, were not at all what I was going for. I thanked her anyway and stopped talking to her. I never spoke to her again nor did I retain her last name. Unfortunately, Pigeon didn’t forget about me and would show up in my life later, in a much more sinister aspect. 

				Johnny came back to New York for two days at the beginning of March. He phoned me in the late afternoon to confirm our plans to meet later. He was totally in his work mode, which to me felt cold and a bit guarded. He told me if I could just be somewhere near his hotel around 8:30 that night, he would call me when he was done.

				I wasn’t accustomed to his work mode and asked him if he was nervous. He replied no, not at all, and that he was really looking forward to getting together. I was feeling a little nervous, after so much intimate phone time and not a lot of face time, but because he didn’t ask, I kept my feelings to myself.

				The “state of affairs” of his life made me very uneasy and scared for him. He seemed to want to clean it all up and not hurt anyone in the process, yet, like a lot of very successful men who compartmentalize, he had not, in his fifty-odd years, acquired the tools needed to handle any kind of deep emotional territory. And from what he told me, his other girlfriends would understandably not be very happy with this new development in his life. 

				I was really impressed with his strong desire to clean up his life, and at the same time, the mess of it all seemed so dangerous to me. Apparently, though, not too dangerous to stop me from going forward with him, partly because I really thought I could help him and if he didn’t change his ways, his life was bound to implode. Secondly, and more importantly, I was already madly in love.

				Around 8:15, I went to the Four Seasons and my phone rang just as my glass of wine arrived. 

				“What are you doing?” 

				“Having a glass of wine.” 

				“Get your butt over here right now. I can’t wait to see you.” 

				I paid my tab and didn’t drink my wine. 

				I walked into the hotel, right through the lobby, and up the elevator. His door was ajar, and when I walked in, he ran over to me as he said, “You are even more gorgeous than I remembered.” 

				I was blown away, not because of him, or that comment, but I just couldn’t believe the charge between us. The force of it! I had never experienced anything like it and it was increasing, not diminishing.

				If you have ever wondered whether that movie magic, that mysterious love connection, beyond your wildest fantasy, really exists? I can tell you unequivocally: it exists. 

				While I was there, the hotel phone rang a number of times, but he did not pick it up. I assumed it was the LA woman who had his alias but not the room number. There was never a knock on the door, and his attention stayed focused on me the entire night.

				I left the hotel in the morning; he left New York later that day. We continued talking frequently on the phone. 

				We would talk on the phone until we both had zero energy left. But even then it was still difficult to hang up. We really could not get enough of each other. We were like a pair of teenagers, completely attached, and it felt awful to separate.

				And at some point during this time, he told me that LA was done. We’d only seen each other a couple of times and hadn’t been talking for very long, and already he’d broken off two of his other relationships. 

				The following week Johnny went out to the beach with his kids and told me that he needed to go out to dinner with an old girlfriend. I was very upset about this. I asked, “Why are you opening that door again?” He gave excuse after excuse: “I can’t get out of it now. She has come all this way to meet me for dinner—dinner only.” Clearly he wanted to go. Why would he be doing this? How could he be going out to dinner in a public place? I told him that this was a big mistake; none of it made sense to me. He went and called me when he got back to say what a mistake it had been. She wanted to stay, wanted to get back together, she cried, and so on. He was acting so weird—drunk, in fact. That’s it. He was drunk. 

				This was the man I thought was so unique? Not bloody likely. That little pattern connects him to almost every heterosexual man on the planet.

				I couldn’t understand how this man could be so unaware or how I could be so in love with him. Of course, those thoughts separate me from almost no woman on the planet.

				And what’s up with that anyway? You get rid of two women, and an old one comes back? What kind nightmare is this?

				When he called me the next day, he was himself again. And he was really appreciative of how great I was for him. He seemed to be happy to have dodged an old girlfriend bullet. And I was somewhat satisfied that at the very least we were moving in the right direction.

				Being down at the beach seemed to inspire a desire in him to have me join him there. He really wanted me to see his world—to share it with me. On the afternoon of March 25th, I flew to Wilmington, North Carolina, and he picked me up at the airport. As I was waiting to pick up my huge Prada duffel bag, I saw him circling. I had packed way too many clothes; I was also nervous but very excited. Would we be walking on the beach? Would we even be in public? 

				He had called the night before while he was driving out to the beach. We spoke during most of his entire drive out. He told me he almost had to cancel because Elizabeth, who was busy finishing her book Saving Graces, had informed him that she was going to come to the beach. He said she would typically change her mind if he didn’t oppose her in any way, and that’s exactly what she did. This is the first time I remember any real mention of Elizabeth as a potential factor in our relationship, though we had discussed his marriage in more abstract terms many times before. Because there wasn’t any physical or emotional intimacy between Johnny and Elizabeth, I had absolutely no jealous feelings about her or their relationship. It was his other outside relationships that were the problems for me.

				Don’t get me wrong—the idea that he had a wife and two small children at home really bothered me, but the “wife as innocent victim” did not match the reality of their marriage. They had big, big problems, which were created by both of them. You don’t go through two-plus decades of extramarital relationships unless both parties are responsible. 

				It’s a very strange way of thinking (to me, at least), but there are plenty of people in this world who think that marriage is some kind of ownership, and that if they are not having sex with their partner—for years—then their partner is not having sex with anyone else because they belong to them. My thinking is if you aren’t having sex with your partner, the chances are high that someone else is. 

				When he mentioned Elizabeth, and how our beach plans would not be interrupted, I had a thought: your spouse does whatever she wants and you (carefully) maneuver accordingly. At the time, I didn’t really give the thought that much attention. When you are in love, you don’t want to examine things that would diminish your extra dose of euphoria. And that euphoria was so intoxicating, so magnetic, and so forceful that I didn’t stand a chance against it. 

				He drove me to my hotel, a Holiday Inn in Wrightsville Beach, North Carolina. He parked his car while I checked in, and then I went back down to the garage and gave him a key. He came up by himself later.

				Once he was in the room, he went out on the balcony. I said, “What are you doing? Get in here and away from the window.”

				“Oh, I didn’t think about that.”

				What? For a celebrity politician with relationships outside of his marriage, he sure wasn’t cautious at all. Did he want to get caught or was he just that unconscious?

				As usual, we had the greatest time. We laughed together so much, the kind of laughter that you can’t stop and makes your eyes tear up. Our senses of humor matched perfectly. We had room service for dinner; Johnny hid in the bathroom while the guy set up the table. The food was fantastic. I had chicken pasta; he had salmon.

				The next day Johnny called to tell me he really wanted me to meet his kids. He asked me to meet them at Mayfair, an outdoor shopping mall, where they could just run into me as a shopper and hang out a little. I used the free shuttle service from the hotel and headed over. Johnny had on a light blue Ralph Lauren cashmere sweater and jeans. He looked so beautiful and he was so happy to see me. I was nervous to be with him in public, but he was completely relaxed. He told me his kids were in the kid section, just to go over there. I did. Jack was playing with the “Thomas the Train” display, and I started to play with it and he immediately engaged me in conversation. Totally charming.

				Emma walked over and apologized for Jack. “Sorry if he’s bugging you.” 

				I said, “It’s okay, he’s not bugging me.”

				Emma then said, “Do you know my dad is John Edwards? He ran for president.” She broke my heart. My instinct was to hug her and say, “That doesn’t matter, you are important because you are you.”

				In two seconds it was clear to me that Jack got a lot of attention as a small child and that Emma had a harder road. I could see why everyone loves Jack; he was charming like his father. But I really loved Emma Claire instantly.

				We hung out in the store for a little while and as we walked out of the store to say goodbye, both kids asked, “Can’t she come too?” 

				He asked me, “Want to?” 

				So we all walked over to Cold Stone Creamery. I stopped and got a green tea and then joined them and we sat together as the kids ate ice cream. 

				Jack did this little thing with both his hands—pretending they were puppets and he was making a joke about Johnny and me, indicating that our talking was more than talking. Kids, they don’t miss a thing.

				Later Johnny told me that Emma had asked, “Do you think I will ever see my friend from the bookstore today again?” 

				Johnny said, “Maybe.” 

				And Emma said, “I hope so.”

				When Johnny came to my hotel for dinner that night, he brought a newly purchased CD and a framed picture of Wade, his son who had passed away in a car accident many years before. This really touched me. It was clear to me that he was now in love with me, almost a month to the day after I had fallen in love with him. He also brought me some cash in the neighborhood of a thousand dollars, to pay for my hotel and airline ticket down there. He told me when he was getting the cash that his money person asked him, “Do you want me to get you an ATM card?” Johnny was all excited about it.

				“What? You don’t have an ATM card?” I couldn’t believe it.

				“No.” 

				“How can that be?”

				“I don’t ever need cash.” 

				“Ever? What if you got stranded somewhere that didn’t take Amex or you needed to tip someone?” This was completely baffling to me.

				“I always have people around me to take care of things.” 

				Wow. He really did live in a different world.

				We had room service again, and again the food was outstanding. We were both blown away by it. How do you know when you are really in love? Holiday Inn room service tastes like Mario Batali cooked your meal himself. Johnny stayed for a few hours but not the whole night. He was at the beach with the nanny and the kids. He called the second he got back to his beach house and we talked until neither of us could keep our eyes open.

				The next day he called on his way over to my hotel. Apparently, the woman from Chicago had been calling his cell phone nonstop, and he felt like he needed to return the phone call. He said he needed to “manage the situation.” He planned to end his Chicago thing when he was there in person on April 7th. This made me mad. I was in love with him and didn’t understand why he wouldn’t just end that relationship now. 

				By the time he got to the hotel, he was all messed up. 

				I put on my teacher hat for a while, sitting and talking with him until he returned back to himself. And once he did, we had the best time. 

				

				

				

				

				

				

			

		

	
		
			
				THREE

				Falling in Love

				“When one is in love, one always begins by deceiving one’s self, and one always ends by deceiving others. That is what the world calls a romance.” 

				—Oscar Wilde

				Johnny came back to New York at the beginning of April 2006, and then I took the train to DC to spend the night at his Georgetown townhouse. It was my first time in Union Station and it took my breath away; I wasn’t expecting its beauty. I also absolutely loved all the old townhouses in Georgetown.

				He gave me a tour of his big yellow house, which the family no longer lived in. However, it still had plenty of furniture. I was not completely comfortable in his house—it did not have a homey welcoming feel to me. I believe it was on the market; it felt more like a house that had been staged to sell. He then gave me his credit card and I went out and got take-out food at Paolo’s. I wondered for a second if the guy behind the bar would have any reaction to me using John Edwards’s credit card. He didn’t. We spent the night together in Johnny’s house but we didn’t stay in the master bedroom. I thought that would be way too weird. He agreed.

				The next day he headed to Chicago and I went back to New Jersey. He had told me sometime back that his Chicago girlfriend was the one who had bought him his extra cell phone. 

				I was not remotely happy about the night ahead of me. He called after he got to Chicago, saying she had picked him up at the airport and that he was going to have dinner with her in order to end it and that nothing was going to happen between them. Her picking him up and them having dinner together? The thought alone pissed me off. I then heard knocking on the door. He said he needed to go; he couldn’t just leave her out there knocking. I knew this needed to happen but I was furious. I wasn’t finished talking, and he was hanging up to go have dinner with someone he said was in love with him and didn’t want to let him go? He hung up and did what he wanted. I called a few times later and he didn’t pick up. I don’t think I had ever been that angry in my life. I turned my phone off. 

				The next morning, when I had turned the phone back on, he called almost immediately. He was so mad at me for turning my phone off! He told me that the Chicago relationship was over but that she said she was going to fight for him. He told me that she cried and slapped him when he told her that I made him happy. I asked how this was all going to work out with the phone. (Remember, he said she paid for it.) He believed she was still going to pay the bill because she was that in love with him. 

				WHAT? The whole thing seemed so nuts to me! I was very uncomfortable about a third party monitoring how much we spoke on the phone and having phone records of it and I told him so. He seemed to think that this woman was never going to do anything to hurt him. That just seemed ridiculous to me.

				My biggest problem was I was unable to hold on to any discomfort about anything. I don’t know if it was just from the “waking up” or if it was because we were so in love. Or both. Any and all negativity that was triggered by him diminished completely, especially when we were together, or even just talking on the phone. Our connection was the strangest thing I had ever experienced. And I couldn’t turn away from it. 

				On April 20th I flew to Manchester, New Hampshire, for two days, obviously just to see him. After all, it’s not like there is a whole lot anything other than politics going on in Manchester. I arrived at the hotel before he did and had dinner in the restaurant. By closing time, he still hadn’t called. I sat in the lobby way off to the side, hidden from view. I was certainly excited to see him but not at all enjoying this sitting in the shadows, waiting. And believe me, the irony did not escape me. He finally called. I made a mental note: waiting is definitely one of the least interesting parts of being a mistress. 

				When I got up to his room and saw him, the rest of the world faded in the background. All of my annoyance at waiting, and any hesitation I had about being with him just disappeared.

				The next morning, I went out to explore Manchester while he went to speak around New Hampshire about how bad off our country was under President George W. Bush, and how great he would be at changing and fixing all the problems. 

				Johnny had given me his brand-new ATM card to take out money for my plane fare, which had been way too pricey because of the last-minute booking. As I was taking the money out, my heart was racing because I thought some bank teller was going to come over, grab the card, and arrest me for withdrawing funds from my boyfriend’s bank account. 

				Nothing of the sort happened. I withdrew around a thousand dollars and got out of the bank as quickly as I could. Once safely outside, I thought my reaction was somewhat hilarious. Secret agent girl I am not. 

				I returned to the hotel for a few hours, hung out in the room reading, and then went out for dinner. Johnny had called to give me periodic updates as to whether the coast was clear or not. 

				He returned to the hotel while I was out to dinner and then called to tell me when it was safe to return.

				That night, as usual, he told me about being hit on by a woman. However, what was unusual this time was that while he was telling me everything she had said, I started repeating it to him so he could actually hear it. Most people listen to others in order to get confirmation of what they already know or to confirm what they want to believe is true. Rare is the person who listens in order to discover something new. 

				This was the first time Johnny had ever removed his “belief that what they were saying was true” from the equation. He burst out laughing. Laughter is a normal reaction when you begin to free yourself from your thoughts. Most of us don’t realize that our minds have taken us prisoner, and as we begin to free ourselves, to see our thoughts instead of being our thoughts, there is usually a lot of laughter and a big release of energy.

				Johnny saw for the first time that what women would say to him was a pattern. Once he stopped getting hooked into what they were saying, he could see why they were saying it, that it actually had nothing to do with him, how good-looking he was, how they believed in him, how they wanted to help him—and everything to do with their agenda and how they wanted to use him.

				John Edwards got hurt a great deal because he believed what people were saying to be true, because he wanted it to be true. He blinded himself to what was underneath the words. He couldn’t see that people were using him. 

				Years before he met me, he really believed he was the savior, the golden boy for the Democratic Party. People told him that all day long. His wife. People he paid. People he met on the street who wanted him to be that.

				I left the hotel early in the morning before he did, and once again, it was painful to part. At the airport, as I sat at the gate waiting for my plane I was absolutely astonished by my feelings. I had the most intense longing for him and I had just left him. It was so surprising to me. He apparently was feeling it too. When he called me later, during was his run time (two hours blocked out every day on his schedule in order to run), he told me that he actually went looking for me in the airport. He didn’t find me, because my plane left earlier than his, but I was very pleased to hear that he had looked.

				The next time I saw him was in May, when I took the train to Boston. I arrived late, and it was raining. The hotel was the Fairmont Copley Plaza, two blocks from the Back Bay train station. I was a tad angry when I arrived because Johnny and I were talking on the phone while I was on the train and his other line beeped and he hung up with me to answer it. We talked only on the “other woman” cell phone, so that meant he was hanging up with me to talk to another “other woman.” NOT COOL. He had already told me the coast was clear, so I went right to the room. The other woman was the one he’d had dinner with at the beach, his old girlfriend, and that was the last time he made that mistake. After seeing how much it annoyed me, he never answered the phone again if it beeped while he was talking to me. And this old girlfriend (who he claimed was now just a friend) was an issue between us that he also claimed he was going to do something about.

				Johnny was in New York a couple nights that month. And true to his word, one of those nights he had a very long conversation on the “other woman” cell phone with this old girlfriend as I sat next him on the bed. He was attempting to wind down their friendship, and, from what I gathered, this was something she didn’t really want to do. The fact he did this with me sitting there did show me he was at least trying to clean up his life, but it also irritated me how difficult it was for him to actually cut the cord. He claimed that he didn’t want to hurt her. I kept thinking, as he was on the phone: how do I help you see that’s just your projection, that you don’t want to hurt yourself? But no natural opening presented itself that night so I kept my thoughts to myself. The next morning, to pay for my New Hampshire travel from April that I had put on my Amex, I took his bank card to an ATM on Madison Avenue on my way to Penn Station and took out fifteen hundred dollars—three five-hundred-dollar withdrawals. I returned his ATM card to him when I came back that night. As usual, I was unable to hold on to “issues” about our relationship and there were no more talks that evening with or about the old girlfriend.

				I again took the Acela down to DC to see him. The Acela rocks. It is the greatest way to travel. I loved eating at the Daily Grill in Georgetown while I waited for him. It’s just a few blocks from his townhouse. It was a restaurant chain I ate at frequently in LA; they serve a great Cobb salad. 

				From DC I took the Acela to see him in Philadelphia, the City of Brotherly Love. I arrived before he did, dropped my bag off at the Latham Hotel, and went out to explore the city because it was my first time there. I had a delicious crab cake dinner at a seafood restaurant on Rittenhouse Square. He called when the coast was clear to tell me what room we were in, and I happily joined him. In the morning, he called his assistant Josh Brumberger, presumably “to go over the schedule,” but it was just a ruse to keep Josh on the phone so I could get out of the hotel without being seen. Josh would recognize me, of course, from our meeting at the Regency.

				One day at the end of May, when Johnny called me at home in New Jersey, he said, “We have a problem.” 

				He was at an event, and Elizabeth had called with an emergency. She said, “Someone has stolen your bank card. There was fifteen hundred dollars taken out in New York.” 

				Johnny said, “No, it’s not stolen. I took out that money.”

				“Why do you need that much money?”

				They had a big fight. Her radar was up. 

				He was angry. He knew from the beginning that getting me money to travel to see him was going to be a problem. 

				I told him I would figure something out. 

				I found it strange but I didn’t say a word about their money dynamic. Couples have the oddest money issues. I don’t know many who are exempt from this. He seemed to have no control or awareness of the money he made. She was in charge of spending; he wasn’t supposed to spend. 

				I flew to West Palm Beach, Florida, at the end of May and had dinner in the hotel while I waited for him and his entourage to arrive. Once they showed up, I watched them from the dining room while they unloaded their cars. I remember watching Johnny get his own bag out and wheel it into the hotel. I was touched watching a “big wig” wheeling his own bag. I remember having the same feeling when I watched Al Gore wheeling his own bag through airports in An Inconvenient Truth. 

				Johnny called me and told me when the coast was clear. Josh was not along on this trip, and no one he was with would recognize me. I remember going down to the lobby in the morning and withdrawing the new limit of four hundred dollars out of the cash machine and bringing his card back to him. I saw his staffers in the lobby and walked right by them as I hopped in a cab and went on my way to the airport. 

				To solve our problems, both logistical and monetary, I came up with the idea of shooting a documentary, which quickly evolved into doing shorts for the web as well. I had made many shorts in LA while one of my scripts was in development, and documentaries are my favorite. When I pitched it to Johnny, he loved it. He was crazy about the idea of showing the campaign “behind the scenes,” showing the real him, and also the idea of me traveling with him and putting me to work. I told him I would write up a treatment for him. We were both excited about this development.

				In June, I flew to Moline, Illinois, and drove to the Radisson Hotel in Davenport, Iowa—the very place Johnny was staying when I fell in love with him over the phone. The hotel had an open eating area and indoor atrium in the center, with the rooms opening on to the atrium. I went directly into the bar and ordered a glass of wine while I was waited for my call. Johnny called right on schedule to say that they had brought his dinner, but uh-oh, dinner disaster! They had forgotten the ketchup, so he asked me to sit tight while they brought back some ketchup. Sure enough, I saw the man whom I would later meet as John Davis, an earnest blond who was very clearly a political staffer. He was coming down in the glass elevator. I waited for the big ketchup delivery to be complete before joining Johnny for dinner in his room. The food was great. We celebrated his birthday with the presents I brought him. One was a pair of classic aviator Ray-Bans. He was only fifty-three years old, but not the hippest guy in town. He later got many comments about how those sunglasses were “too cool” for his homey Southern husband image. His operatives didn’t really need to worry too much because, like most of his sunglasses, he ended up losing them shortly thereafter anyway. 

				A big mistake I made that night: I taught Johnny how to text. He told me soon after that night he started receiving texts from other women. I assumed that the woman who bought him the phone had noticed on the phone bill that he was now texting, so she started using it as another method to attempt to reach him. I read some of the texts, if one came in while I was sitting there. (He hid nothing from me.) The ones I always read were from the old girlfriend, the one he went to dinner with at the beach. Irritating? That’s an understatement. Clearly this “friendship” was not ending soon enough for me.

				In the morning, we went running together. I went out in my running clothes; and he joined me five minutes later and we ran together, right out in the open, next to the Mississippi River. I really couldn’t believe we were running together side by side in light of day. I still can’t believe it. Nobody noticed. Nobody cared.

				After he left the hotel, I took a shuttle bus to the airport and rented a car to drive to Des Moines, Iowa. 

				I took a little tour of booming Des Moines and ended up at the Hotel Fort Des Moines. I parked my little white rental car in the parking lot across the street and went into the restaurant. I ordered a burger and red wine. As I was eating, I saw John Davis, the ketchup guy, walking outside, talking on his cell phone. Johnny called me on the phone and told me I had to wait until they brought him food from Centro. I really didn’t realize that being a mistress would involve so much waiting. I ordered another glass of wine. 

				The next morning, I put a bandana over my wet hair, and my small purple Paul Smith sunglasses. As I walked out of the hotel, a tall guy in his late twenties, with disheveled hair wearing glasses, was walking into the hotel as I was walking out. I knew this was a staffer but I didn’t look at him closely. I wanted out fast. I went out to my car and realized I’d forgotten to get a validation from the front desk of the hotel to get out of the parking garage. I walked back, hoping that the staffer would be finished with his checkout, but he was standing there, checking out the room number I had just stayed in. 

				The lady at the desk asked what room I was in before she validated my ticket. I panicked, said, “Never mind,” and hightailed it out of there.

				I kept thinking that the staffer must have known something. I just had a feeling that he knew me. I was freaked out. Did I just get Johnny busted over a parking validation?

				I paid the parking garage and drove to the airport, my mind racing the entire time. This was all my fault, I was in trouble, and I was going to get punished. What would the punishment be? He would break up with me. 

				When Johnny called me later, he laughed. He said nobody saw anything, and if they did they didn’t tell him. 

				But who was that guy in the glasses? Johnny didn’t know which staffer he was. My description did not ring a bell, but more than that, he didn’t seem to care. He was more interested in the contents of my mind. He thought it was hilarious that my little run-in had triggered the notion that he was going to break up with me. But mostly he seemed to be in awe of the fact that I shared the whole experience with him. Nobody else in his life was ever open with him.
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