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    Chapter 10


    ‘Tipping Point’


    Terrie


    Soon after Paul was referred to the family therapy centre, Peter made a private appointment to see my Head of Year. I had no idea what it was about, but afterwards I was called out of my lesson. ‘Your stepfather told us we’re to look at your behaviour as you’ve had some problems with lying at home,’ she explained.


    I opened my mouth to protest, but she carried on scribbling notes, barely looking at me.


    ‘You’re going on report and I’ve asked your form tutor to keep an eye on your progress. I’ve already had reports you’re often missing lessons.’


    I sunk lower in my seat, knowing exactly what was happening. Peter was determined to pre-empt any complaints I might have about him too. He was weaving a web, making sure I had nowhere to turn, no one to ask for help. Yes, I did often wag lessons, but only because I couldn’t concentrate. I knew there was no point arguing  the way she looked at me made my heart sink. It was then that I realised just how alone I was.


    I was actually relieved to get home that day, but Peter was in a mood when I got in, so I disappeared straight upstairs to my bedroom. It was freezing that afternoon  Mum couldn’t afford to have the heating on often, so we’d got used to just putting extra layers on. I reached for my favourite jumper but it was missing from my chest of drawers. I remembered that I must have left it out somewhere and I started to panic. Peter had a new rule about anything they got left out or on the floor  if he saw it, he confiscated it. It was really cold, though, so I plucked up my courage and went back downstairs to ask Peter if he’d seen it.


    ‘Yes indeed I have,’ he said. ‘If I find things on the floor they get taken away. You know the rules. If you don’t ask for it within a week it’s in the bin. You’re going to have to write 200 lines: “I must not leave my jumper on the floor otherwise it will be confiscated” before you stand a chance of getting it back.’


    I sat for two hours writing out the lines, as I really wanted that jumper back. Then Paul came downstairs, sobbing. ‘What’s happened?’ I asked, concerned.


    ‘Cars! My … c-cars!’ he cried.


    I dashed into his room as he pointed to the floor. For years and years he’d had a precious box of 30 toy cars that he’d salvaged from the bin.


    ‘He didn’t, did he?’ I cried, knowing the answer already.


    That evening Paul had to write 200 lines as well: ‘I must not leave my toys on the floor or I’ll never see them again.’


    The threat of violence hung in the air at all times, but thankfully Peter had stopped visiting my bedroom at night. I was relieved about that, and just wanted to forget it’d ever happened. But sadly my relief wasn’t to last.


    The next afternoon after school, I opened the front door to find Peter waiting in the hallway, a furious look in his eyes. Paul was at his mate Mark’s house for tea and Mum was at work. Instantly my heart started racing.


    ‘You’re a greedy little bitch,’ he snarled. ‘Think I’ve not noticed? You’ve been eating all that magic chocolate sauce, haven’t you, eh?’


    My mind raced as I tried to work out what he was talking about. Paul and Mum loved magic sauce, but usually I avoided the stuff. ‘But I don’t even like it,’ I began.


    His face red with fury, he grabbed at my arm and yanked me towards the stairs, shoving me up them. ‘Greedy cow, we know it was you,’ he screamed. ‘Your mum has told me to punish you for it.’


    He shoved open the bathroom door and pushed me into it. ‘Take off all your clothes,’ he screamed, staring at me icily.


    I looked at him in shock. ‘No!’ I began, sobbing. Why was he doing this? Crying hard, I took off everything but my underwear. No way did I want to take that off.


    ‘And the rest,’ he snarled.


    I shook my head, sobbing loudly now. ‘No!’ I said defiantly, my arms wrapped around my chest.


    Then he reached into his back pocket and took out a pair of scissors. Slowly, and deliberately, he scraped them down the skin on my arms. I flinched, imagining him plunging them into me. Then he opened the scissors. He roughly cut at the seams of my knickers, catching my skin with the scissors, then he snipped the straps of my bra and yanked it off. I felt exposed as he tore them from my body. ‘Go and stand in the bath,’ he commanded.


    I was confused as to what was happening. It was all happening so fast and for no apparent reason. He slapped me hard, making me wince as he raised his hand. ‘Hands down by your sides,’ he growled. ‘If you dare move you’ll be sorry.’


    I eyed the scissors in his back pocket, glinting at me. I was terrified, more than I’d ever been in my life.


    He raised his hand out again and I flinched, automatically moving my hands up for protection.


    ‘Put your hands down!’ he yelled, slapping me around the face hard.


    I put my arms tight to my side, my nails digging hard into my flesh. Then he pulled out a bottle of magic chocolate sauce from his other back pocket, flicked open the lid and held it up high over my head. ‘If you like chocolate sauce so much,’ he gloated, ‘you can have this whole bottle to yourself!’


    And then he squeezed it, a trail of gloopy brown cold sticky sauce dripping down my hair, face and body. He kept squeezing, a look of satisfaction on his face, as I scrunched my eyes tightly shut, sobbing. I’d never felt so humiliated and disgusted. The empty bottle made a whistling sound as he squeezed out the last drop. Then he rolled up his sleeves and rubbed his hands all over my body, sliding them over my breasts, back, thighs and legs, until every single part of me was shining with it. Then he reached between my legs, forcing two fingers inside of me hard.


    ‘Urghhh!’ I screamed. It was so painful I caught my breath, crying loudly.


    He yanked out his fingers and grabbed the roots of my hair, pulling my head sideways. He then pressed the open scissors to my neck. I let out the loudest scream I could, just hoping someone, anyone, would hear. I was terrified. I was about to die.


    ‘Next time,’ he spat, ‘it will hurt even more.’


    He shoved my head back hard, and I fell backwards, hitting my head against the wall. I slipped down into the bath.


    He looked down at me with total disgust. ‘Clean yourself up,’ he snapped, and walked off to wash his own hands thoroughly in the sink.


    I stood up, pulled the shower curtain closed and turned on the shower. I was sobbing, horrified at what had just happened. The shower curtain yanked back. ‘You’re taking too long,’ Peter screamed.


    He grabbed my hair again, as I cowered into a ball at the bottom of the bath. He picked up the showerhead and held it close to my face so the water was choking me. I couldn’t breathe, I pushed his arm away and he began to whack me across my head and body with the showerhead. Breathing hard, he put it back in its holder, and turned the temperature to freezing. ‘You’ve five minutes to clean yourself and the bathroom up,’ he said, matter-of-factly. ‘And don’t even think about changing that to warm.’


    Then he went downstairs. As fast as I could, I cleaned myself in the freezing water and dried myself with a hand towel he’d left on the floor. My entire body ached and felt bruised. A strange mix of terror and total humiliation was coursing through my veins. I dressed myself again, picked up the pieces of cut underwear and blotted the wet floor and walls with the towel. I couldn’t believe what had just happened. Just what kind of monster had wheedled his way into our lives? That was the only word for Peter: a monster.


    Then I tiptoed quietly to my room where I lay on my bed shaking and crying, trying to absorb the horror of what Peter had just done.


    Paul and Mum got home later, but I just stayed upstairs until I was called for dinner. Mum didn’t seem upset about anything, or mention the magic sauce. She didn’t notice my swollen eyes from crying either. Maybe she thought I’d learned my lesson. I was afraid to bring up the subject so I tried to act normal.


    After dinner everyone went to watch Magnum on TV.


    ‘Hey, Terrie,’ said Peter, nice as pie. ‘I really fancy a bowl of ice cream with some magic sauce.’


    ‘Oooh, yes, me too,’ said Mum.


    ‘Oh great,’ said Peter. ‘Go and get some for your mum, me and Paul please.’


    My scalp and temples throbbed from the beating earlier as a rising anger welled up inside. I swallowed hard, breathing in deeply. ‘Sure, Peter!’ I replied, desperate to control the terror in my voice.


    I went to the freezer and dished up four bowls of ice cream. The last thing I wanted was some myself, but at the same time I didn’t want Mum or Paul to ask me why I wasn’t eating it. Sam had followed me into the kitchen and watched me as I scooped into the bowls. It was then I had an idea. ‘Sam!’ I said, quietly, his ears pricking up. He rose to his feet as I knelt to offer him one of the bowls. Then I watched as he wrapped his tongue around some of the scoops in Peter’s bowl. Quickly I poured over the chocolate sauce and handed it to Peter.


    ‘Thanks,’ he smiled.


    Now Peter had proven to me he was capable of extreme violence, I did nothing but worry about when it would happen next. The stress of not knowing made things worse. I never knew when Peter would appear in my room, or what he’d accuse us of doing. But I couldn’t have even imagined what would happen next.


    It was just a week after the shower attack when I was met in the hallway by Peter again. ‘In the front room,’ he ordered this time.


    There was a camera set up on a tripod facing the sofa. I frowned, not understanding what was happening. ‘Take off your clothes,’ Peter commanded.


    ‘What?’ I gasped. I clutched my school cardigan around me. ‘No!’


    ‘Do as you are told,’ he snarled. ‘Comply. With. My. Wishes.’


    I started trembling; already he was very angry. Before I could react he grabbed my neck and threw me up against the wall. Then he held me in a vice-like grip, his fingers pressing hard on my throat.


    ‘Urggghhhuh,’ I gasped.


    I tried to struggle, but he raised his hand and slapped me a few times. ‘Comply with my wishes,’ he screamed in my face. ‘Do as you’re told, you little bitch.’


    Instinctively I tried to twist my head, to release his grip. My chest was burning as I desperately tried to take a breath. Then, as the seconds flew by, my vision began to distort. Everything started to go black at the edges. I began to fade.


    ‘I’m going to die …’ I thought, suddenly, clearly.


    Just as I began to be convinced it was the end, he let go. I dropped to my knees, spluttering and gasping, rubbing my throat. But there was no time to recover as he pulled me to my feet again. ‘You’ll do as I say or wake up one day to find Mum and Paul dead,’ he shouted. ‘Now take your clothes off.’


    Slowly, sobbing loudly, I pulled off my shirt and skirt until I was standing in my underwear. But he pointed at that too. I felt sick, and so badly wanted someone to come home  anyone, just to save me.


    I took everything off and sat shivering on the sofa, eyeing the camera with suspicion. I was so terrified I could hardly breathe, and felt so embarrassed I could feel my face flush red. This was disgusting. Peter also got undressed. The sight of his hairy, pale, spongy body made me shudder. Already I could see he was aroused. It made me want to scream with horror. The smell of him alone made me want to gag.


    ‘Put these on,’ he ordered, chucking me a pile of horrible, pink, frilly, silky underwear.


    ‘What?’ I asked. But the look on his face told me not to ask again. I quickly put it on, actually relieved to be able to cover myself up.


    Peter turned the camera on and stood behind it as told me what to do. ‘There,’ he smiled. ‘You look so pretty. Doesn’t that make you happy?’


    I stared at my hands, shaking slightly, wondering how he could even think such a thing.


    Peter turned the camera on and stood behind it as he told me what to do. ‘I want you to do some poses,’ he said. ‘First I want you to spread your legs and put your arm up against the back of the sofa.’


    I started crying, as I tried to do as he said. It was all so humiliating. Wrong. Evil.


    ‘Relax,’ he ordered. ‘Look as if you’re enjoying yourself, for god’s sake.’ But my legs had turned to jelly and my arms felt stiff.


    ‘Why are you filming me?’ I sobbed.


    ‘Don’t ask questions,’ he snapped. ‘Just do it.’


    Still not happy with my positions, he roughly grabbed my arm and forced it above my head and then kicked my legs further apart. He took a few more shots and then, looking satisfied at the results, he showed me them. All I saw was the fear in my eyes as he forced me to look. I turned my head away. I just thought I looked ridiculous.


    ‘Now get up and dance,’ he said, pressing ‘play’ on the stereo. The room filled with the sound of ‘Holiday’ by Madonna.


    ‘What?’ I gasped.


    He pulled me roughly to my feet. ‘I. SAID. DANCE!’ he screamed.


    ‘Holidaaaaaay … Celebraaaaaate,’ Madonna sweetly sung as I stepped two and fro, trying to move my arms in synch.


    Sobbing, I hated every second of it. ‘You bastard,’ I thought, as Peter laughed as he checked through the viewfinder. Finally the song was over. Afterwards, he shoved me roughly to the floor and jumped on top of me. He started rubbing himself up and down on my stomach, groaning like an animal as I twisted my head away from his revolting breath. The bristle of his pubic hair made me sore. Then he made a horrible noise, and got off. I swallowed hard to stop myself from throwing up. ‘Get up and get washed,’ he commanded, turning to get dressed again.


    I ran upstairs, sobbing. It felt like I was caught in a nightmare I’d no escape from.

  


  
    Chapter 11


    ‘Down not out’


    Paul


    Peter was always dreaming up new punishments and ways in which he could blame us for things. About a month after being referred to the family centre I learned just how far he would push his punishments. I’d had a good day at school that day, came home, scouted for the camera, did my jobs and felt relieved  for once I didn’t appear to be in trouble for anything. Then Peter and Mum came home from work, Peter with a packet of tobacco in his hand. ‘Can you tell me where this is from, Paul?’ he asked me, in a low voice.


    ‘What?’ I said. ‘No idea.’ I didn’t smoke. I hated the smell. I knew a few boys at school who did, but it didn’t appeal to me in the slightest. I was only nine, after all.


    Peter opened it, laying it all out on the dining table in front of me. It was virtually empty, and I’d never seen it before in my life. ‘I found this in the alley you walk down to school,’ he barked. ‘I picked it up after you’d been down there.’


    ‘Me and half the neighbourhood!’ I wanted to yell. But I thought better of it.


    ‘So where did you get it from?’ Peter demanded.


    ‘It’s not mine!’ I cried, rising frustration in my voice from the unfairness of it all.


    Then he pulled me to my feet. ‘Cynth, we can’t have this lying,’ he said to Mum. ‘Do you really want your nine-year-old smoking?’


    Mum looked visibly shocked. ‘Are you really, Paul?’ she asked, eyeing me suspiciously.


    ‘Look, I’ll deal with this,’ Peter replied. ‘You go and make us a coffee. I’ll have it sorted in a few minutes.’ With that, he grabbed me by the arm and dragged me into the living room. ‘You will stand to attention until you admit this is yours,’ he said.


    Sobbing, I placed my arms by my sides and looked straight ahead, just like he’d told me to. Then Peter settled down in front of the TV, flicking on the highlights of Hit Man and Her he’d recorded. An hour passed, Peter reaching to whack me now and then. ‘Straighter,’ he barked.


    Then he moved closer to the TV, as he grew absorbed in the show. ‘Cor, look at the tits on that, Paul,’ he chuckled, pointing at the TV presenter Michaela Strachan.


    I didn’t dare as I knew if I did he’d probably slap me, and to be fair I wasn’t really into girls and didn’t know what all the fuss was about. Clearly Peter was into girls as all he ever seemed to watch were the highlights from shows he had taped which nearly always contained either naked/semi-naked women or women with clothes so small an elastic band would have offered more protection.


    The adverts would come on and he would hit fast forward. To pass the time he would start on me again. ‘Is it yours? Where did you get it? Where did the money come from?’


    ‘No, it’s not mine, I have no money other than that in my accounts,’ I replied out loud, while my inner me carried on, ‘and the £2.50 under the bed, the 50p in the sole of my shoe and the £2 buried around the side of the house.’


    ‘Admit it!’


    ‘IT’S NOT MINE,’ I said, with perhaps too much steel in my voice.


    Slap. ‘Well, you’ll stand there some more, then!’


    I watched as the digital clock on the video flicked around, until three hours had passed. My back, knees and feet were aching badly. I started to cry. I couldn’t take any more. A piece of snot dangled like an icicle from my nose, but I daren’t wipe it.


    ‘What does communication mean?’ Peter suddenly demanded, breaking the silence.


    ‘Errm … talking,’ I offered.


    ‘Communication is a two-way flow of information. TWO-WAY! I ask you a question, you reply with an answer. Do you understand?’


    ‘Yes,’ I said, wondering what was coming next.


    ‘It’s very frustrating when I ask questions and you ignore them and don’t answer. In fact, it’s rude, disobedient and I won’t have it. I WILL beat the disobedience out of you. Let’s try again, shall we?’


    It was more of a statement than a question.


    Pretending to be helpful, Peter said, ‘All you’ve got to do is tell me this tobacco is yours when I ask.’ He took a deep breath, ‘Whose tobacco is this?’ he asked again, waving the sorry-looking packet in my face.


    I couldn’t bring myself to answer.


    ‘COMMUNICATION IS A TWO-WAY FLOW OF INFORMATION,’ he shouted.


    More tears spilled down my cheeks, and as I started to move from one leg to another he reached out and slapped me.


    ‘Okay! Okay!’ I cried. ‘The tobacco is mine. I’m sorry!’


    Peter sat down, a sly smile curling under his moustache. ‘Well, finally,’ he grinned. Then he grabbed me by my collar. Wallop, wallop, wallop. The strikes came in quick succession. ‘You fucking little wanker, you deserve this for lying!’ he yelled.


    The pressure inside Churchill Avenue was mounting, with punishments happening every day now. If it wasn’t lines, it was a beating with the spatula, and if not that then it was standing to attention. Sometimes when Terrie had to stand with me, we’d wait until Peter disappeared to the loo before jumping manically up and down on the sofa for a few seconds  anything to relieve the unbearable tension from standing on one spot for hours on end. Terrie always kept a look out and nodded at me to stop so we could get back and find the exact spot on the carpet where our feet had been. ‘Shhhh,’ she’d say, making sure I was ready.


    I knew Terrie hated watching Peter beat me, just as I hated her being beaten. So when, a week after the tobacco incident, Peter told us over breakfast that he’d planned a family holiday, our hearts sank. To make it worse, he’d hired a barge. Straight away all I could think about was how cooped up we’d be  a full week with absolutely no escape. On the plus side, there would be no rota, no accounts, no bag and body searches. Peter was over the moon. He pulled out a map and showed us his carefully planned route. ‘We’re going to travel from Northampton to Market Harborough and back again,’ he said, looking pleased with himself.


    I glanced at Terrie’s face. She didn’t look happy. ‘Can I bring a friend, Mum?’ she asked.


    Not wanting to lose out, I asked too.


    ‘Okay,’ Mum replied. ‘If that’s okay with you, Peter?’


    I’d noticed that Mum always ran things past Peter recently. She said it was because he made things work more easily at home, but there was something about her tone that was unsettling.


    Peter didn’t look thrilled at the idea of Terrie and me bringing friends with us, but Mum had already said yes, so what could he do? ‘Okay, as long as they pay £30 each,’ he replied. I’m guessing he was secretly hoping none of our friends could raise the necessary funds.


    Much to both Terrie and my surprise both of our best friends, Mark and Lisa, managed to
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