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When The Ice

Bleeds Out

A Psychological Novel

The Story of Anna’s Journey to Reclaim

Her Body and Soul

from the Hands of an “Inner Tormentor”

and to Discover Emotional Freedom.
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A Word from the Author

This book was not written out of a desire to tell a beautiful story. It was born out of the necessity to survive.

When I began to write the first words, I was still there—inside the icy silence that narcissism and trauma had been building within me for forty-five years. For a long time, I believed that being a “Woman of Ice” was my only chance of survival. I thought that if I froze my feelings, my needs, and my body, no one would be able to hurt me again. I thought that cold meant safety.

I was wrong. Cold is only a slow death while still alive.

The “bleeding of the ice” in the title is a process that cannot be endured without pain. There is no way to reclaim one’s soul from the hands of the “inner tormentor” without facing it directly. In this book, I describe each stage of that journey honestly: from paralyzing fear, through the destructive fever of purification, to the moment when my own voice became louder than the echo of my father’s voice or those of former partners.

Writing this story, I had to become more than an observer of my own life. I had to become the judge of my past and the architect of a new freedom. If you are holding this book in your hands, you likely know this cold. You probably hear a voice in your head as well—a voice that tells you that you are not enough, that your privacy does not matter, that your anger is a mistake. I want to tell you one thing: that voice is lying.

“When the Ice Bleeds Out” is proof that it is possible to emerge from the deepest darkness and find within yourself a light that no one can extinguish. This is not a guidebook. It is an honest record of a battle for the right to breathe. I invite you on this journey—painful, dirty, but ultimately giving the only thing worth having: authentic, inner freedom.

Be kind to yourself. But above all—be true to yourself.
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PROLOGUE:

The Cry of the Frozen Sea

They say trauma has no voice until it finds an outlet in physical pain.

Anna sat in a luxurious living room in London, surrounded by objects meant to define her status, yet all she felt was the growing ice in her chest. She was forty-five years old and a masterpiece of training. Her smile was measured to the millimeter; her silence was a fuse protecting her from the outbursts of her father, and later, her husband. She was the “Woman of Ice.”

That evening, looking at her reflection in the window, she no longer saw herself. She saw the outline of a spirit about to be swallowed by the weight of others’ expectations.

Madeira was not a plan. It was an act of desperation—the last gasp of air before drowning. She did not yet know that the island would give her no solace until she allowed her soul to bleed out every lie that had been ingrained in her. This story is not about escape. It is about returning to a body that was stolen
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PART I: ISOLATION
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(The Body as a Fortress)
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CHAPTER 1:
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White Noise

The rain in Madeira did not fall like it did in London. Here, it was not a harbinger of cold; it was a dense, warm curtain, cutting off the light from the ocean and seeping into every crack of the terrace.

Anna stood by the window, holding a cup of tea that had long since gone cold. She did not drink it. She needed the warmth of the ceramic only to check whether her own fingers still had any temperature. She was forty-five years old, and for the first time in her life, she held the keys to a door behind which no one had the right to stand without her permission. And yet, every few minutes, her gaze would involuntarily drift toward the doorknob. It was a reflex—pure biology, one that no change in latitude could turn off.

The house she had rented was white. Sterile. The minimalism of the furniture gave her a false sense of control—the fewer the objects, the fewer the places fear could hide. But fear did not need closets. It lived beneath her shoulder blades, in the perpetually tensed muscles of her neck, making every turn of her head feel like breaking ice.

She set the cup down on the countertop. The sound of the ceramic striking the stone seemed unnaturally loud in this foreign silence. In her father’s house, every sound had been analyzed. The scrape of a chair could be taken as a sign of disrespect. A breath too loud—a provocation. Anna had learned to move as if her body had no weight. She had become a master of disappearing while remaining present.

She approached the desk. The laptop lay there like an open invitation to execution. She was supposed to write. She had promised herself this when she packed her life into two suitcases. Writing was meant to be a thaw, but for now, she only felt the ice inside her hardening under the weight of the questions she had to ask herself.

“What is it like not to love yourself?” she thought, staring at the blinking cursor. The cursor was like a heartbeat: rhythmic, relentless. It reminded her of the passing time and that escaping to an island was merely a change of scenery in the same ruined theatre.

She looked at her hands—slender, long-fingered hands that once could paint worlds full of sunlight. Now they were stiff. They were the hands of a woman who had, for decades, allowed her boundaries to be crossed, her emails to be read, her right to her own thoughts undermined. She hated those hands for their submissiveness. She hated her skin for failing to become armor—armor no narcissist, with his lying smile, could ever pierce.

Suddenly, somewhere below, a neighbor’s door slammed shut. Anna’s body reacted fractions of a second before her mind did. Her stomach clenched into a fist, her breath caught halfway up her throat. She stood motionless, fingers suspended above the keyboard, listening to the rush of the rain and the echo of that slam. She knew it was only a neighbor. She knew she was safe. But her body was screaming: Run. Hide. Stop existing.

The ice inside her did not melt in the Madeiran sun. It needed blood. It had to begin cracking from within, painfully and slowly. She sat down, feeling sweat run down her spine. She placed her hands on the keys.

“You are not afraid anymore,” she whispered to the empty room, though her voice trembled. “He will not find you again.”

She typed the first word. It was short, sharp as a shard of glass. It was a name she had not spoken in years, yet one that still defined every second of her existence.

Anna rose from the desk. Writing was like touching an open wound—necessary to check if she could still feel, but almost unbearable over time. She moved to the kitchen. Each step on the ceramic tiles was measured, silent. In her previous life, the “English” one, her partners often joked: “Anna, you scared me again, where did you come from?” And she would smile apologetically, unable to explain that this quiet stepping was a learned survival mechanism. A ghost’s body is less often the target of attack.

She filled the kettle. The sound of water hitting the bottom of the metal vessel was an anchor. She focused on it completely. In the psychology books she read at night
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