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Preface

			I want to start by saying that I am not a doctor, a therapist, social worker, psychiatrist, or a licensed professional in any way. This is a memoir, based on the past ten years of my life, a circle of domestic violence, the terror of stalking and what ultimately led to rape with a deadly weapon and multiple sexual assaults. This memoir is my story. It is my absolute lowest struggles, my coping mechanisms both positive and unhealthy, and how I managed to find my balance and what worked for me.

			This is my story about how I went from being a victim of gender-based violence and rape to a survivor who can stand today, take her journals, and turn them into a memoir to share with others who may be struggling with a similar situation. You will read about my journey to becoming a survivor. This book is meant to help anyone who has been victimized in the most horrific way know that there is hope and they can overcome whatever they are facing.

			You’re never a victim. A survivor you stand.

			



	

Journey One

			By way of background, this began approximately three years into the throes of a bitter divorce and child custody battle with yet another narcissist: my now ex-husband. I decided I was finally ready to put myself out there but wasn’t quite ready for dating. I accepted an invitation from an old friend to dinner and to catch up. I had known this friend for over 25 years. I had been to his wedding. He had been at the birth of both of my children. We were close friends.

			I have to preface that by saying that my best friend Marnie (“Camps”) of over thirty-five years, thought from day one that this was a bad idea. This dinner date then led to more dinners and friendly gatherings, which for a newly single woman after twenty years between marriage and previously committed relationships was a welcome thought and change.

			The beginning phases of this newfound “friendship” were unlike anything I had ever experienced in my marriage or previous relationships. The dinners, attention, flowers, shopping, and endless, copious amounts of attention and “love bombing” were almost surreal and overwhelming but nauseous like an addiction when you have never been showered with so much chivalry or so it would appear.

			That newfound friendship, developed into a dating relationship. I had no suspicions about what lay ahead in the immediate future.

			In the short duration that this relationship was intact, it was a frame with a lot of cracks. I was a typical dating relationship, with periods of time spent with each other’s families, parents, and friends as we had known each other over two decades and had mutual friends and interests.

			However, soon after, I started to notice warning signs. There were endless questions: Where I was? Who I was with? Was I really at work? Why was I late? These can be confused as questions of concern, but, they are a result of controlling behaviours and grooming direction from a narcissist or a domestic abuser. This is when the slow burn began. I call it “slow burn” because it is so slow you often do not recognize the questions and statements as control or obsessiveness.

			I was educated, a professional, and recently out of a loveless marriage. I thought about what this relationship represented. I reflected on my initial encounter with him, Joaquin “JoJo” McKnight, who until recently, I had only referred to as the “unnamed” and will continue to do so moving forward. Naming him, puts the shame and responsibility for his actions on him, social justice.

			He exercised control over me, insisting that I FaceTime him from my train ride from work to ensure that there were no men sitting around me or that I was in fact on the correct train. The unnamed could hear the conductor call out stop by stop all the way down the eastbound lake shoreline from Toronto to where I lived in Whitby.

			The first time he physically stalked me, he followed me, unaware to me, onto my train in downtown Toronto and would follow me until I reached my office tower at York and Adelaide, where I was working in-house with a Gold/Mining Issuer.

			The stalking intensified. He would appear at my bus stop, my train station, Union Station on my eastbound train, following me from a distance then in my face when the first sexual assault without a deadly weapon would happen on public transit.

			My train was busy that day. I was forced to stand in between the door vestibules. He came through the train car. I could feel my hands sweating and my heart thumping. I could feel my throat beginning to close, all the symptoms of what would later be diagnosed as CPTSD (chronic post-traumatic stress disorder) and chronic anxiety. Prior to my journey I had never had any relation or form of mental illness so another battle within and on top of the external battle of a domestic and narcissistic abuser.

			He approached. I held my purse and my laptop bag tightly with my sweat filled hands. He closed in, and he insisted demonically that I had not been at my office. He had tracked my phone, a business phone at that, and to him I had “pinged” in hotels, which couldn’t have been further from my corporate office tower. He was out of his mind with rage.

			It was a mild summer day. I wore a skirt to work and as I stood in the vestibule, with his muscular and strong former wrestler frame pressed so firm against mine, his teeth firmly together against his lips growling to me all the horrific thoughts in his mind, he dropped his arm, lifted his hand, and shoved it up my skirt inside my vagina to see “if anything was leftover” from my indiscretions.

			This was my first experience with fight, flight, and freeze. It is your body’s response to facing a perceived threat in an aggressive manner; it’s your body’s inability to move or act against a threat. My mind and body’s reaction was to freeze. In that moment I simply couldn’t fathom what was taking place in the moment. You may even fawn, which is a stress response from your body to try and please to avoid conflict. I have also experienced fawn when under physical confrontation or assault by begging and pleading for it to stop. Fight, the first response, is your body’s way of facing any perceived threat aggressively. Flight means your body urges you to run when faced with danger. Fawn is your body’s stress response to try and please someone to avoid conflict. The freeze response to threats or danger is also called “camouflage” response. This is what happens when you can’t respond in any way to threat or danger.

			My automatic reaction was to freeze. I froze in fear that I was being traumatized and sexually assaulted in public, in front of a crowd of commuters and not one person stepped in or came to my help. I stood frozen. I had nowhere to flee so no flight and no way to fight as he outweighed and outmuscled me as a trained wrestler and known street fighter. This is where my major issues and beginning phases with guilt, shame, and filth began. I recall going home and immediately showering. I showered for so long and felt the need to feel cleaner.

			How did this happen to me? I am educated. I am a professional and independent. I don’t fall into this demographic. Well, there is no demographic for sexual assault: no age, race, religion, or sex. Rape, stalking, and domestic violence has no bound and does not discriminate.

			You’re probably asking what my plan of action was at this point, after this first act of sexual violence and knowing that I was being actively stalked. Sadly, I had none.

			I was my lowest period thus far. I felt so alone, isolated, and so ashamed. I withdrew from those closest to me. How could I bear to share with them what had been happening and then what had happened as I was trying to figure out what exactly I was experiencing from the unnamed.

			Rape and sexual assault is unlawful sexual activity or intercourse carried out forcibly, under the threat of injury or against a person’s will or with a person who is beneath a certain age or incapable of valid consent due to mental illness, mental deficiency, intoxication, unconsciousness, or deception.

			Stalking is a pattern of repeated and unwanted attention, harassment, contact or any other course of conduct directed at a specific person that would cause a reasonable person to feel fear.

			Cyberstalking is the use of the internet and other technologies to harass or stalk another person online. This online harassment is an extension of cyberbullying and can take the form of emails, text messages, social media posts. It is methodical, deliberate, and persistent.

			Confinement is the action of being confined.

			Never in my 39 years of life had anyone ever sexually touched me without consent or in a forceful manner. How did this happen and why? The answer will come later in my journeys through the healing of trauma and sexual violence inflicted upon me. This was sadly, only the beginning of my eleven-month journey of physical stalking, cyberstalking, breaking into my home and garage, and rape with and without a deadly weapon. His choice of weapon was a knife for all assaults and rapes.

			As the physical stalking elevated, the cyberstalking became intolerable. Phone calls and text messages exceeded one hundred to two hundred a day. Then the calls started coming into my workplace, on my professional cellphone and personal cellular. With the calls, voicemails, and text messages also came the threats against my life.

			



	

Journey Two

			The second assault happened in an outdoor parking lot as I exited my train. I recognized a truck similar to the one he went to work in. I avoided that direction and headed to the eastern end of the exit to arrange a taxi, but he was there.

			He physically grabbed me and took me by the arm through the parking lot. All I remember is that at 5 foot 11 inches tall, my feet in 6-inch heels felt like they were barely touching the pavement. We reached the truck. It was a construction truck, and the doors opened, with the front and back facing one another. It was a late summer early fall day. Again, I was dressed in a dress skirt and blouse, my normal corporate attire. He opened the front door first. I looked and saw his friend, who was later a witness at trial, sitting in the driver’s seat. He gave me a slight head nod. The unnamed then opened the rear door to reveal a half back seat. He shoved me into that small, half back seat and put his hand up my skirt. With his fingers harshly and forcibly inside my vagina, he started shouting that I was a whore. I was fucking downtown all day, thinking that he wouldn’t know or see me.

			The driver, his friend, sat shyly and punkishly in the driver’s seat the entire time I was crying and pleading for the unnamed to stop. Instead of saying anything or offering to help, he told him to close the doors quickly before “anyone saw anything.”

			So not only did complete strangers turn a blind eye yet again to a woman in distress, but a man who knowingly knew I was being physically, verbally, and sexually assaulted did absolutely nothing. This was, unfortunately, not the exact timing of the events. In between and the two sexual assaults while commuting on the train, there was an altercation with the unnamed that led to me being smashed against a marble wall, receiving over thirty-five stitches to my forehead and upper scalp. This encounter also led to the unnamed taking a pair of scissors and cutting every article of clothing in my closet. Every skirt, dress, blouse, sweater, pants, bra, and panty I owned was sliced and unwearable. Again, this was the unnamed, the abuser, asserting control by making sure I didn’t have one article of clothing to wear so that I couldn’t leave my home.

			Again, your question is what did I do? I did nothing. I questioned my own existence, my being, my judgment, and my decision-making, but I still believed I could handle it. I could handle him, and I told no one, not my family, not my closest friends, and worst, not my best friend. Nor did I report it to the police.

			



	

Journey Three

			Now is where the fight, flight, and freeze really became an imprint in my life. Shortly after the incident where the unnamed had cut and destroyed my clothing and I had been through the first of many physical altercations was the faithful day that the first rape (sexual assault with a deadly weapon) took place, rape with a knife for legal purposes and the charges held by the Crown attorney’s office.

			The fight, flight, and freeze response is present when a sexual violation occurs. All responses are triggered and shown in different forms. Not being able to move, crying, begging, having an out of body experience, pain, fear, and again the shame and a feeling of filth covers your entire body.

			This day I cannot recount how it began, but it was a weekend, and I did not have my children as they were with their father. I had a busy day that day with my normal prep for the week that was to follow. The unnamed wanted to talk to me. He wanted to apologize as most domestic abusers and narcissists do for their behaviour, hoping you will continue to allow it, so they can continue to convince you that the verbal, physical, or emotional abuse is actually your fault. This is what they will tell you.

			On this day, I fell for the façade. The alluring apology led to a physical altercation and a hospital visit for stitches. My clothing was also destroyed. I allowed him into my home and into my space. I opened the door. This action would forever change my existence. I was attacked that day. My body froze. I felt like I was watching myself from above. It felt as though time was moving backwards.

			It was a bright, beautiful sunny, Sunday afternoon. The room felt dark but was full of natural light. I could remember every sound and smell. The unnamed’s odour was a mix of a day-old cologne and cigarette smoke. He was dirty. His face and eyes were blank, empty, as he held a knife to my throat. My head was turned to the left, eyes watering from pain, torment, language, and circumstance. His voice was broken and harsh, and he kept repeating that it was fault. He had nothing to do with this. He held me with such great force. I had no way to move. The fear within me from the knife at my throat prevented me from screaming, although I didn’t know in the moment if I could have even screamed. I was frozen.

			It was a complete out of body experience, during which he violently removed my clothes, thrashed against my legs and thighs, and bruised me while in this demonic state. When he was finished, he picked me up, forced me into the bathtub where he played Bon Jovi so loud I couldn’t hear my own thoughts or process anything that had happened to me. While still berating me over the sounds of the guitar solos in the lyrics, the physical beating began. My skull was bashed into the interior of the tub and shower wall, while he kept saying that he was afraid he was going to kill me. The entire act lasted less than two hours, but it felt like two days.

			As fast and quickly as it began, it was over. He walked down my stairs, with my laptop that he stole as well as my son’s cellular phone (important for the judicial process).

			I remember gathering myself after I was sure he had left. I made my way back to my bedroom, crawled into a fetal position, and sobbed uncontrollably. My absolute worst nightmare had become a reality.

			I had been raped.

			



	

Journey Four

			I went directly from freeze mode to fight mode. You may think that meant this was in fact the time I finally reported. I did not. The reality of what had happened to me was automatically shoved to the back of my mind. I made my way downstairs. I had the wherewithal to know that I should take pictures. Pictures of my arms where I had been held down, pictures of my legs from being restrained by my own pants, and pictures of my face and my head that he had slammed into the wall of my shower and my tub. I knew that was my personal way to keep safe, as he had managed on many occasions to hack into my email. I sent the photos to two of my closest friends. Again, this was imperative to the judicial process.

			No matter how small or insignificant your injuries may appear, you should always document them. If your abuser or spouse makes physical contact with you, that is considered domestic gender-based violence.

			My fight response was as I would say repeatedly through my police interviews and at trial on the witness stand was “mommy face.” I needed to stand strong against my personal issues and what I was emotionally and physically struggling with for the sake of raising my children in a safe, happy well-adjusted environment without any indication of abuse. This is also when my fight instinct automatically went into overdrive.

			I had to get out, leave this situation safely without further violence in any way to myself or God forbid my children. It was comforting to know my children were never present during one of his acts of outrage or violence towards me. A narcissist will inflict abuse in a place that is not visible to the naked eye. My flight plan had begun and it involved me telling my friend, my Camps. It was time for me to part ways with him, again, with no mention of the domestic violence, assault, or rape. I had decided that the date would take place ironically the weekend of my fortieth birthday. It was always safe, calm, and quiet when I had my children who were five and ten at the time. My plan was to part ways based on my tumultuous divorce. I was then surprised by unexpected family that weekend, and it threw a lot of my planning and safety planning to the wayside for the immediate time being.

			Add, an unexpected out of province family visit. This completely disrupted my exit plan. Of course, all the while my life was in a vortex. After returning from picking up my children and getting them settled for the night, I had the talk with him I knew needed to be had. It didn’t take long. The discussion collapsed and this provided me with another reason to support my decision to end our relationship. I cannot tell you nine years later how I even began that discussion, but surprisingly, there was no backlash. He was oddly passive, too quiet for the discussion that was taking place. He proceeded to make some phone calls, and before I realized it, he was gone. My door closed. It was midnight shortly after, and I felt like turning forty would be the beginning of an entirely new chapter for me and a new decade full of promise.

			I didn’t know then that what lay ahead would forever change me and my makeup as an individual, a woman, a mother, a friend, and a daughter.

			



	

Journey Five

			November flew by quickly and December arrived full of joy and excitement. Life was good. It was quiet and calm and we readjusted to our daily routines. It really felt like the highlight of the New Year and the start of 2016 was the passing of 2015 and a time to forget. My vision of healing and for a great start to 2016 did not come to pass and did not happen for the next 2 1/2 years of my life.

			The first couple of months, January and the beginning of February, were a quiet period, and we lived our lives normally. I had not heard from the unnamed since November, so seemingly, the relationship had ended and at least it had appeared so.

			



	

Journey Six

			In and around February or early March he resurfaced with the odd one-off phone call or text message. He was checking in on me as we had been friends for so many years. I did not reply. That friendship of over twenty-five years had long terminated for me when the cycle of abuse began and ended with the rape. The messages without reply only appeared to amp up his desire to connect with me. The calls and messages became more frequent and became slowly less about concern and more about anger and darkness. Yet I continued to ignore him. I was focusing on my children, career, and pending divorce. As March continued, the calls and messages increased in number and intensity. Somehow, I still believed that I was strong enough and capable of handling him.

			March swiftly turned to April, and with April came even more calls and more messages, except that these messages were different. He knew where I had been, at what time, what I was wearing, and if I was at home. My throat immediately began to tighten as it had so many times in the past. Immediately, I checked and locked all my doors. I checked every room and closet, leaving all doors open. It was my new reality. He was following me or somehow knew where I was and where I had been and saw me and told me. A new form of terror set in and an entire new form of fight, flight, or freeze.

			My fight immediately started with me checking my home for any trace of him. I contacted a close friend who was a police officer and explained what was happening in detail and showed him in person the messages. He left my home and returned approximately ten minutes later with a 2 inches by 4 inches piece of wood and showed me how to secure my front door with it after I got home. He encouraged me to report it to the police. I was hesitant. How would a restraining order, if successful, stop him from phone and text contact (cyberstalking was not yet a law). I felt reassured that he had provided me with additional safety measures, and I would continue to ignore him as April continued. His attempt to contact me intensified as did his threats because I refused to get back with him and he felt I was with someone else, which was not the case. This is a domestic abuser’s way of making you isolate and feel pressure and guilt.

			By this time I was isolated. I went to work and came home. If I went out anywhere, I never travelled alone, and I always ensured that I had someone take me home to my front door. Somehow, this did not stop him from knowing my every step. This is when the reality of all my situations with him came to light, and I realized I was being stalked. There was no way for him to know daily or every other day where and when I was somewhere or what I was wearing. I thought there is no way he is working; this was a full-time obsession. Still, you ask, did I report him or request a restraining order? The answer is no.

			As April turned to May, the speed and number of calls surpassed 200 a day, most of which would go unanswered or I would directly respond with “Leave me alone” or “I will contact the police.” This only angered him further and made his threats darker in nature and more extreme. However, as it is with domestic abusers, there would be within all the threats times of regret and apology, time of begging for forgiveness for the pain he had inflicted upon me. He promised that it would never happen again if I would only give him one more chance to prove it to me. This, again, is a narcissistic tendency. I’m not a psychologist or a psychiatrist, simply the survivor of a particular abuser who was a narcissist with psychopathic tendencies.
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