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My biggest fear about sharing my story has always been what people will assume about me. It’s terrifying to share such personal details about my life with strangers, but I realize it will be worth it in the end. I give you fair warning that my story includes material that won’t be easy to read yet is relevant to ongoing issues in society. I genuinely believe my triumph over tragedy story will help others, because many people share these traumas with me. 

My goal is to testify to the fact that even though we can’t change the negative experiences we’ve endured, every one of us is capable of healing. Atrocious things happen to good people all the time, but it’s possible to recover and learn how to stop self-sabotaging your healing efforts.  

In June 2020, Lauren’s Kids (www.laurenskids.org) reported that one out of three girls and one out of five boys in the United States alone will be victims of sexual abuse before their eighteenth birthdays. Shockingly, Lauren’s Kids also estimates that seventy-five percent of victims don’t report within the first year of their abuse. Forty-five percent of victims keep their abuse a secret for at least five years. Many stay silent for decades while many others never disclose their abuse at all. 

These stats are not surprising, given that Lauren’s Kids reports that ninety percent of abusers are people the children know, love, and trust, while thirty to forty percent of perpetrators are members of the victim’s own family. These statistics are staggering, considering the same source also states it’s possible to prevent ninety-five percent of child sexual abuse through education and awareness. 

This horrifying data illustrates how prevalent child sexual abuse is across the United States. While sexual harassment and misconduct have become a focus of recent headlines, we hear about the epidemic of child sexual abuse and neglect less frequently. 

I’m here to amplify the conversation, because there are millions of children suffering in silence among us. Child sexual abuse is a cancer of the soul that has metastasized throughout our society. These children grow up to join the “walking wounded,” the more than forty-two million adult survivors of childhood sexual abuse and trauma in the United States, alone. Tragically, that number continues to increase, but with a dedicated support system and a diligent therapy regimen, there can be life after unimaginable childhood trauma. 

Only now, in my forties, am I gaining the tools I need to dig out the distorted seeds my toxic environment planted in my psyche as a child. As a kid, I survived in an upside-down world where it was common to be around precarious people, destructive relationships, brutal domestic violence, sexual predators, and drug addiction. Due to my inhibited childhood, I’m an adult survivor of child abuse, family violence, sexual abuse, neglect, and multiple traumas.

I knew from an early age that the life my parents exposed me to would not be my life when I grew up. I believed with all my fragile heart that someday, no matter how difficult my circumstances, there would come a time for me to flee—and I did. But, before a person gets to where they are going, they need to know from where they came. For most people who have a stable and supportive home life, it’s easy to reminisce. But for others like me, recounting my history isn’t a nostalgic process. 

I’ve always known I’d have a story to tell. As the traumas started piling up in my adolescence and teenage years, I knew I was surviving horrendous acts committed against me that I’d write about someday, and here I am. This book is indeed an assemblage of my grisly traumas, but most importantly, it’s representation of my long-fought journey to healing and true happiness. 

Most people face tough decisions at some point in their lives, and I was no exception. When given a choice between fighting to make a difference or staying on a path of self-destruction, I chose to not only make a change but to be the change. “Making” the change is the physical act of changing behaviors. “Being” the difference is making a conscious effort to keep the momentum going every day. 

If you remember nothing else from my journey, please remember this: It’s okay to ask for help, it’s okay to tell your story, and it’s okay to feel all the things you don’t want to feel. These are “normal” emotions in response to going through abnormal, traumatic experiences. I promise you that if you commit to getting the help you need, no matter what you’ve been through, you can heal from your past. But be prepared because it takes more than stepping into the therapist’s office. It demands commitment, vulnerability, and enormous pain. I once thought that if I can do it, anyone can; however, with the help of therapy, I’m learning I’ve come as far as I have because of the time and effort I’ve put in. 

A therapist isn’t going to wave a magic wand and take your pain away. You must be willing to explore your deepest pain and work through it. There are many healthy ways to help. Whether it be through poetry, art, journaling, meditating, exercising, yoga, or singing, there are healthy outlets to release the emotions that will inevitably come when you begin the healing process. It won’t be easy, but trust me when I tell you it’s a journey worth traveling. You’ll learn that life is about making mistakes, detecting the lessons within, and understanding how to use that information to help you flourish. Everything I did as a child I did to survive.

Now, as an adult, I’m learning to thrive. I’m coming to terms with the fact that I’m a survivor, and I was a courageous and resilient child who did whatever she needed to do to survive a perilous childhood. Without my inner child, “Eve,” I wouldn’t be where I am today. Thanks to her, this invisible girl is coming out of the shadows. 

I have changed the names, locations, and some situations to protect my family; however, everything else described is real and written as I remember the event. 

This is my story.
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Triggered
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In February 2015, one month before my fairytale wedding to Gavin, a phone call with my mom changed my life forever.

It was late evening, around 8:00 p.m. Attempting to relax from a stressful day at the office, I ambled up the stairs to the master bedroom to rip off my ensemble of uncomfortable black stilettos and white belted sheath dress. My feet ached from touring the 60,000 sq. ft. resort from end to end with several pop-up clients that day. I kicked my heels off as soon as I entered the bedroom and plopped on the bed. I took a deep breath before falling back on the mattress. Ugh, I wish I had a different haven to retreat to, I thought as I looked around the cluttered 12x12 bedroom of our rental home. 

Gavin’s workstation was set up on the left side of the room, facing our headboard-less queen mattress and box spring. It took up a huge portion of the room. The television was placed in front of the bed on top of a small, wooden TV stand, and to the right was a fancy, full body massage chair covered with clean laundry that needed to be folded and put away. I took a deep breath. Not today, I quietly instructed myself. Even though our dresser was right next to the chair, the task felt too daunting to complete. I focused on the dull brown walls instead, imagining all the different colors I’d paint it if we owned the place. Open air blue or a relaxing spa green would be lovely I thought.

I stood up to unlatch the thin, black belt on my dress, dropping it to the floor as I stepped into the stark white master bathroom. Do I want to shower right now? Nah, I decided. I took off my dangly black and white teardrop earrings and dropped them into my jewelry box. I released my long, auburn hair from its restrictive bun, shook my head, and let my hair fall down my back. I moved back to our drab bedroom, unzipped my dress, and let it fall into a puddle on the floor. Finally, I can get comfortable, I thought, but then the phone rang. It was a rare phone call from my mom to discuss travel and lodging plans for Gavin’s and my upcoming wedding. 

“Hi, Mom, how are you?”

“I’m doing great, doll. I can’t wait to see you in a few months.”

“Same here, Mom. Did you get the hotel information I sent out?”

“I did, but that’s what I’m calling about. I have concerns.”

“Concerns? What concerns?”

“I just don’t know that everybody can afford it is all.”

“It’s less than a hundred and fifty dollars a night. Can some people share a room?” 

“Well, I was thinking a few people could pitch tents in your backyard.”

“In my backyard? I don’t see how that would work, Mom. We’ll already have a house full. I just don’t think it’s appropriate.”

“Ah hell, Eve, what’s gotten into you? You’ve changed since you met Gavin.”

“Mom, I can’t talk anymore. I need to go.” I hung up.

Gavin came upstairs when he heard the call getting heated, but he didn’t make it until after I hung up. By that time, it was far too late. The dissatisfaction in Mama’s voice triggered an event that never occurred before, and Gavin wasn’t prepared for what happened next. According to Gavin, wearing only my bra and panties, I fell to the floor in a fetal position and began sobbing. He watched in bewilderment as I pulled my hair, and in a childlike voice, began recalling horrendous childhood traumas. It didn’t last long, but I wasn’t the same after. For the next few weeks leading up to our wedding, I began isolating myself in the bedroom for hours at a time and fell into a deep despair. I assumed things would improve after our wedding and romantic honeymoon, but sadly, things only got worse. 

In March 2015, we celebrated our wedding and immediately took a ten-day long honeymoon to an all-inclusive resort in the Bahamas. Even with the stress of the wedding over and ten days in paradise to decompress, I felt no better than I did the day of the call. I was actually getting worse.

In May of 2015, Gavin, my husband of two short months, sat at the foot of the bed with the phone in his hand. He was casual in his black basketball shorts and “Rock, Paper, Scissor, Spock” tee shirt. The worried expression on his face didn’t match the bright, sunny day we were having. Instead, it matched the darkness of the hideous light brown walls and lack of sunlight from our white blackout curtains. Gavin sat at his desk in the bedroom and took a deep breath before speaking. 

“Yvonne, you need to see a therapist.”  

“Why are you doing this to me?” I snapped. 

“Because I love you. That’s why.”  

“Gavin, I don’t need therapy. I promise I can do this on my own.”

But Gavin wouldn’t budge. Instead, he positioned himself next to me on the bed, brushed a stray strand of hair away from my eyes, wrapped his arms around me, and pulled me in closer. 

“Sweetie, you deserve to get help for yourself. After what I saw a couple of months ago, you need to talk to someone.” 

I didn’t want to hear a word he was saying. The idea of seeing a therapist terrified me, but Gavin wouldn’t give up on me. 

“Yvonne, something is haunting you. You scream in the middle of the night, you cry uncontrollably, and you’ve barely been out of this bedroom in months. It’s just not healthy for you. As your husband, it’s my duty to take care of you, so please let me do that.” 

He stood up to grab a piece of paper from the printer and held it out to me. 

“Here, please take a look at this.”  

“What is it?” Irritated, I tore the paper from his hand.  

“Please, just trust me and look.”  

Gavin had been insisting I go to therapy ever since that call with my mom. I gave him one last scathing look before I agreed to take the paper. When I realized it was a list of potential therapists, a deep, involuntary sigh escaped my body. I barely had the energy to sit up, but I threw my favorite purple plush blanket aside, revealing the same grey joggers and light blue tank top I’d worn for days, and quickly browsed the list. 

The impending dread of starting therapy made me nauseous. Shame rushed through my body at the realization that I was not the same woman Gavin fell in love with back in October 2012. When we met, I was at the height of my sales career and dressed in designer clothes every day. My hair and makeup were on point, and you’d hardly see me without a smile on my face. I’d been divorced from my first husband, Brent, for four years and shared custody of our two daughters, Ashley and Claire. 

Now, just three years into our relationship, and two months after our fairytale wedding, I’d become increasingly helpless and weak. I fell into a dark rabbit hole of deeply intrusive thoughts, flashbacks, and night terrors so vivid I’d wake myself in the middle of the night screaming and crying. At my rock bottom, I realized I couldn’t claw myself back to the top alone, and Gavin came through with the support I needed. He spent hours preparing the list of therapist names, addresses, and even included their photos. 

I scrolled down the list a couple of times before stopping at a photo of an attractive female therapist named Laura. She had long, blonde hair and a welcoming smile. I pointed to her picture. 

“Let’s try her,” I mumbled. I’d never met her, but I already felt a connection. 

“Are you sure?” Gavin asked. 

After a brief pause, I nodded and gave Gavin the permission he’d been begging me to give. He walked back to his desk to retrieve his phone. My heart pounded as he dialed the number. He gently placed the phone on the desk and pressed the speaker button. It rang three times before the messaging system picked up. 

“You’ve reached my confidential voicemail. Please leave a message, and I’ll call you back,” said a gentle voice, but I still trembled as Gavin prepared to leave a message. 

“Hello, my name is Gavin, and I’m calling to make an appointment for my wife, Yvonne. Please call us back at your earliest convenience.” 

Gavin repeated our phone number and hung up. I let out a deep sigh, relieved that she didn’t answer. I fell back onto my pillow and pulled my trusty purple blanket up to my chest; at least I tried. I secretly hoped she wouldn’t call back. But within minutes, that hope shattered at the sound of Gavin’s phone ringing. 

Gavin answered quickly, mouthed to me, “It’s Laura,” and my heart sank. He put the phone back on the desk and put the call on speaker. 

“How can I help you?” Laura asked. 

“I need to make an appointment for my wife,” Gavin explained. 

“Can you tell me a little bit about what’s going on?” 

“I’m not sure. A few weeks ago, she fell into a trance, and said some disturbing things.” 

“What did she say?” Laura asked.  

“She said she was molested, and no one protected her. She also said that someone raped her more than once as a kid. It was horrible.”

“What did you do?” Laura asked. 

Gavin shrugged. “I tried my best to comfort her. I just hugged her until it was over.”  

“Is Yvonne there now?” 

“Yes, she’s here. The call is on the speaker. I don’t know if she will talk to you, but I’ll try.” 

Gavin pushed the phone closer to me, pleading with his eyes. “She needs to talk to you, honey.” I felt the pressure building inside my chest as I once again tossed my blanket aside and moved to sit with my legs dangling over the edge of the bed. My head fell into my hands, Fuck! I’m not ready for this! I took a breath and quietly spoke into the air. 

“Hello.”  

“Hi, my name is Laura. Can you tell me what’s going on?”  

I looked at Gavin nervously and shrugged, I don’t even know where to begin? “I don’t know. I’m just not feeling like myself. I’m sad. I cry all the time, and I’ve lost all ambition. I feel overwhelmed and lost.”  

“I’m glad you called, Yvonne. That was very brave of you.”  

“I didn’t even make the call,” I snapped back. 

“Well, you’re talking to me now, and that’s all that matters. I’d like to see you as soon as possible. Can you come in tomorrow at ten a.m.?”  

I looked at Gavin, wanting to answer “no,” but I knew he already cleared his calendar for the day. “Yes.” 

“Good. I’m looking forward to meeting you.”  

“Can I give the phone back to Gavin now?” I asked rudely. 

“Yes, I’ll give him the address. Thank you again. I’ll see you tomorrow.”  

After that first call with Laura, Gavin sat next to me on the bed and took me into his arms; his broad shoulders and chest protecting me. I nuzzled my face closer to him and took a deep breath.

“I’m proud of you, sweetie,” he said. “I know that wasn’t easy.”  

“I don’t want to go,” I groaned. 

“I know, but it’s going to be good for you.”  

“Easier said than done. But I know I have to break down to break through, so at least I’m halfway there. I’ve got the breaking down part; now I need to break through.”  

Gavin smiled down at me and kissed my forehead. I realized I needed his permission to take this time to focus on myself and get the help I needed, but the idea of reliving my past terrified me. I already felt guilty about my depression and worried, What if therapy makes me feel worse? Gavin became my rock, my support system, my source of light, happiness, and comfort. He selflessly and genuinely loved me, which was something I’d never experienced. It was the first time I’d ever felt safe and secure or trusted anyone to do what was in my best interest. I wanted to give up on life, but Gavin wouldn’t let me. He saw that I could no longer brush the pain aside and put on a happy face. I knew the pain was so poignant and agonizing I could no longer ignore it. 

Deep down, I knew I needed support, even if I didn’t want to admit it. I was not a functioning, healthy adult. I stopped showering, brushing my teeth, changing clothes, or taking care of basic needs for days at a time. I didn’t drive, shop, cook, clean, keep up with laundry, or engage in ordinary, everyday activities, such as school pickups and drop-offs. I didn’t leave the house unless it was a necessity. 

Without skipping a beat, Gavin stepped up to take care of the girls when they were home. He helped with homework, cooked dinner, cleaned the house, and did the laundry. All while working tirelessly every day to grow his own business in the auto industry to support his family. I already knew Gavin was my soulmate, but his selfless actions proved it during these challenging times. He gave me the safe space I needed to finally deal with my painful past. At the time, it meant isolating myself in our bedroom and crying for days. Gavin never shamed me or asked me to be anyone other than myself. He encouraged me to take as much time as I needed to feel better. Neither of us knew how long it would be, but he made it known that he was in this for the long haul. 

When my flashbacks were at their worst, I’d secretly hurt myself to express my pain when I couldn’t find the words. I’d hide away in the bathroom to scratch my arms with my fingernails, which escalated to lying in bed and allowing my black-and-tan Pomeranian to gnaw at my hands until they numbed. Though his teeth never broke the skin, his bite was just painful enough to distract me from the emotional anguish boiling over inside me. The physical pain comforted me when floods of undesirable emotions overwhelmed me. 

In the most intense moments, I lashed out violently but struggled to remember my erratic behavior. Gavin described the “incidents” to me after I calmed down. It usually involved screaming, punching, and kicking whatever solid surface was in front of me. Thankfully, I’ve never gotten violent with Gavin or my daughters, but the violence toward myself was equally unacceptable. 

Over the next six months, I immersed further into my depression and became more out of control of my emotions. It turns out that my new relationship’s stability made it safer for me to explore the remnants of my past, and my subconscious broke wide open. When it did, the pain, shame, guilt, and blame from my past traumas came rushing back and almost sent me over the edge with suicidal ideations. 

Gavin was by my side every step of the way. He began encouraging me and supporting me in ways I’d never experienced before. For the first time, someone wanted to hear about my feelings. He didn’t tell me to “get over” anything or downplay the significance of the emotional turmoil I was experiencing. Instead, he reassured me when I felt down, picked up the slack when I was falling behind with chores, and reminded me daily how much he loved, respected, and needed me. The difference this time was that Gavin didn’t just speak the words, he followed through with meaningful action, which created the space within our relationship for me to deal with these suppressed emotions that now flowed freely. Deep, emotional pain caught up to me after years of trying to snuff out the memories. Gavin always filled in where I fell short without complaint, but I knew it was hard on him. He is my knight in shining armor. His armor is his heart, and his unconditional love for me protected me. Still—I feared the day would come when I’d be too much to manage, and he’d just leave me like everyone else did. 

Let me take you back to the beginning.

Mama was born in Northwest Georgia in 1961 and grew up all over the United States while Pawpaw made his living traveling with his bluegrass band. When Mama was a teen, Pawpaw settled the family down in central Georgia, and made his living as a cemetery owner and plot salesperson. Granny stayed home to raise their four daughters and two sons. She never learned to drive or tasted a drop of alcohol. Mama was the third oldest and told me she felt like the pariah. She was a teen mom, amongst a valedictorian, musician, cheerleader, and a couple of college graduates. Mama says her childhood was great, so I’m not sure what there was to rebel against, but the truth is Mama was still a child herself when Daddy began abusing her. I realize she lacked protection from her parents, and unfortunately, that lack of protection carried over to me.

Daddy grew up in North Alabama on a vast property that overlooked hay fields, rose bushes, and grapevines. Grandpa owned a few chicken coops and worked for public transportation until the day he died. My grandma worked in the deli department at their small-town grocery store. I never had a consistent relationship with Daddy’s side of the family. He was one of three children, but sadly his brother died as an infant, so it was just him and his younger sister growing up. 

Mama and Daddy met in 1975 at the ages of fourteen and seventeen in Alabama before Pawpaw moved the family to Central Georgia. Mama was a beautiful and naive teenager with long, chestnut-brown hair and piercing green eyes. Daddy had curly, mahogany-brown hair, brown eyes, and a thick ’70s mustache. He was the rebellious type she liked. Daddy liked to party, and Mama liked his bad-boy attitude. Daddy once told me he fell in love with Mama’s long hair and green eyes. Mama said she never really loved Daddy at all. But that didn’t stop them from having a child less than a year into the relationship. Even at fourteen, getting pregnant came with a price. My old-fashioned grandparents shamelessly pressured Mama to drop out of the eighth grade and marry my daddy. Mama was still a child herself, but appearances were important within their deeply religious circle of friends. My grandparents didn’t want people to judge them for having a grandchild out of wedlock. 

In June 1976, three months after her fifteenth birthday, Mama married Daddy at the courthouse. Mama didn’t have much time to adjust to married life, because within six short months, my oldest brother, Michael, came into the world. Mama was an official teen mom, and Daddy, at eighteen, was a dangerous alcoholic. The constant drama and chaos in our household was enough to keep the property owners busy writing eviction notices. My parents already had a turbulent relationship, and over time it only got worse. Not only did Daddy’s alcoholism intensify, but he began having frequent violent outbursts toward Mama. 

I was born two and a half years later in the middle of a scorching Alabama summer in 1979. When the big day of my arrival came, it was just me and Mama at the hospital. Mama preferred to go through labor alone because Daddy wasn’t a supportive husband. He stayed behind to take care of Michael instead. The maternity ward was much more peaceful than being home. Mama relished in the one-on-one time we shared and only put me down to sleep. Mama tells me we spent forty-eight joyful hours in the hospital until Daddy’s drunken and dramatic entrance disrupted our peace and quiet. Mama recounted the moment Daddy bent down to kiss my forehead, and she detected the stench of whiskey on his breath.

“Where’s Michael?” Mama asked nervously. 

“With the sitter,” Daddy barked.  

Mama assumed Daddy spent the previous forty-eight hours taking care of his alcoholism instead of tending to his son’s needs, but she kept her concerns to herself and packed up to go home. Still drunk from the night before, Daddy carelessly drove us home from the hospital. Mama knew not to argue with him.  

Mama told me our white, tattered mobile home sat at the end of a long gravel driveway. Loblolly pine trees shaded the small lot and sharp pinecones covered the ground. Daddy unlocked the front door and ushered Mama inside while I was in her arms. Mama quietly stepped over trash, empty beer bottles, and pizza boxes to get to the living room sofa. The whole place looked more like a college dorm room than a family home, but Mama didn’t say a word about it. She sat on the couch, holding me close to her chest, until my dad directed her to put me in my bassinet and get to work cleaning up his mess. 

Mama learned the hard way not to go against his wishes. She was careful to pick her battles but still carried bumps, bruises, and black eyes several days a week from his alcohol-induced rages.  Dad’s anger became more unpredictable the drunker he got, and he was never without a beer in his hand. I wondered if anyone ever stepped up to help Mama until I learned that my grandparents were very aware of the abuse and did nothing to help her. The family didn’t encourage her to escape; instead, they coached Mama to not upset her husband. The rules were simple. Just do what Daddy said and everything would be fine. Still, the reality was much different than the illusion of control her family tried to convince Mama she had. It gave Mama a false sense of security and a more profound sense of obligation to stay in the marriage. Domestic violence became the norm for our family, and things only got worse. My Grandma on Daddy’s side disowned me when I was born fair skinned with bright blue eyes and blonde hair. She questioned my paternity because I didn’t share the deep brown hair, dark eyes, and olive complexions like my brother and the rest of the grandchildren in the family.  

In the meantime, Mama and Daddy worked hard at the family-owned chicken coops as chicken catchers. They both bore significant scratches on their arms from the days’ work. They spent hours at the chicken farm chasing free-range chickens, catching them barehanded, and throwing them into cages. I remember the long-sleeved plaid shirts my parents wore to hide their arms. The stench from the coops stuck to their clothing like smoke and became a familiar smell to me. The white 1970s GMC Suburban my parents drove smelled worse than their clothes. They’d keep their chicken-manure-covered boots in the back. Daddy recently told me there was something special about my mama at the time. 

“She outworked every man there,” he boasted. I wondered where that motivation to work went when we were kids and needed it the most. I don’t recall my mom having a steady job until I was a teenager.

I’ve felt alone my whole life, like every adult in my life let me down. My dad abandoned me when I was nine, my stepdad abandoned me when I was fourteen, and Mama let me leave home when I was fifteen. Experience taught me that people rarely stay when times get tough, so I didn’t expect Gavin to be any different. At the time, I only hoped that therapy would help me find myself again before it was too late.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two:
[image: ]


Flash Backs
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“Good morning. How’re you feeling today?” Gavin asked the morning of my first therapy appointment.  

“I’m not feeling well, my body aches all over.”  

“Do you remember what happened last night?”  

Gavin had a concerned look on his face as he opened the blackout curtains to let in some of the morning sun. I sat up in the bed, scraping the crust from my eyes. What did I do now? 

“No, I don’t know. What did I do?”   

Gavin stood in front of the dresser, picking out his outfit for the day. He tossed a T-shirt, pair of jeans, socks, and underwear onto the bed and then sat next to me, placing his hand on my thigh.

“Something triggered you hard, and you sobbed on the bathroom floor for hours. You don’t remember anything?”  

“No, I don’t.”  

“Do you remember me hugging you?”  

“No, I’m sorry, I don’t.”  

“I held you tight, hoping to calm you down, but nothing worked. I guess it’s a good thing you have your appointment today. Are you ready?”  

“Not at all. I’m dreading it.”  

“I’m sorry. Hopefully, you’ll feel better after. Do you want breakfast?”  

“No, thanks, I’m not hungry, but coffee would be amazing.”

“Coming right up.”  

Gavin quickly dressed, gave me a reassuring hug, and headed downstairs to the kitchen. I dropped myself back on the bed and stared at the ceiling. The thought of leaving the house felt agonizing. After a few minutes, the smell of bacon and fresh brewed coffee filled the air. I tossed my blanket off my nude body, stood up, and slowly walked to the bathroom. I spent a few moments staring into the mirror, How did things get this bad? My once-youthful face now appeared aged at just thirty-six; my long, auburn hair hadn’t been cut in a year; and my bright blue eyes had faded. I turned on the faucet and splashed my face with cold water, hoping it would snap me out of my daze. Maybe a shower will be good for me? My appointment was only two hours away, and I needed to get ready. I turned the shower on and stood motionless with my hand under the falling water, waiting for it to heat up. Instead of stepping into the enclosed shower, I again fell to the stark white tile of the bathroom floor and began sobbing uncontrollably. The overwhelming sorrow I felt sent me crashing to the floor in an emotional outburst, and the only thing left to do was sob through it. A few minutes later, Gavin returned to the room and ran to my side. 

“Yvonne! It’s okay; I’m here with you.”  

I could barely speak through my tears, but I mustered the strength to try to explain what my tears were saying. 

“I hurt so bad that I want to die! Please, just let me die!”  

“Yvonne, you don’t want to die. We need you. Your girls need you. I need you.”  

“How can you love someone like me? I don’t deserve your love!”  

Hysteria took over my mind and body, and I became entirely out of control. My first therapy appointment was hours away, and I just wanted to end it all. No one could understand what I’d been through as a child. I’d been walking wounded since I was three years old and somehow managed to keep my composure. The dam cradling my past emotions broke wide open, and the pain felt too much to bear. Before I knew what was happening, I stood up, wrapped myself in my tear-soaked towel, and ran out of the bathroom. Gavin followed right behind me. 

“Yvonne, where are you going?”  

“I’m killing myself. I can’t take it anymore!” I screamed as I stormed downstairs, laser-focused on reaching the kitchen knives. I often felt like an encumbrance to everyone around me and thought they’d be better off without me. I held the irrational belief that my depression was more detrimental to my daughters than not having me around at all.

Gavin caught up to me as my hand reached the first knife handle and pulled me in close to him.  

“Yvonne, you don’t want to do this. I promise you.” 

I didn’t want to hear it. It was his fault this was happening. He was the one forcing me to go to therapy. His presence suddenly infuriated me, and guilt about my past consumed me. I felt responsible for everything that happened to me as a child. I blamed myself for not leaving sooner, running away from the perpetrators, or calling the police. If I’d just done this or that back then, I wouldn’t be going through this hell now. 

I wiggled away from the clutch of Gavin’s protective arms. I began punching the pantry door repeatedly, scraping my knuckles and leaving my hands with painful bruises that tingled for days. I finally tired myself out and fell back into a fetal position on the floor. Fortunately, the girls were with their dad and didn’t see this explosive moment. I tried to be mindful of their best interests and managed to stay more present when they were with me. But with an empty house and the security of Gavin’s support, my painful history finally had room to show itself. 

Gavin didn’t know much about my trauma at this point, but that was about to change. I heard Gavin’s voice trying to console me, but the words weren’t reaching me. Raw memories flooded my mind and overpowered my heart with pain. Sweeps of intrusive thoughts from my shuddersome past played in my mind like a movie montage. It was like the traumatic events were happening all over again. I felt guilty that I’d become a burden to my husband. He gave me his wholehearted support before knowing what he was getting himself into. 

Allowing these aged emotions to come to the surface was torturous. It caused tormenting, vivid nightmares every night that felt so real I’d wake up with what I call a “nightmare fog.” That’s when the emotions from a dream bleed into waking and can be difficult to shake for hours. My secrets ran deep, and with time to finally focus on myself, things came up that I’d kept hidden for years. I kept myself distracted with work, kids, and anything else to avoid confronting inner demons from my past. Thanks to Gavin’s support, I had the opportunity to take a break from work and make healing from my past my full-time job. I didn’t want to go to therapy but had no other choice. I started having suicidal ideations, and for the first time, I feared that I could be a danger to myself. I felt I would’ve already taken my life without my daughters or Gavin to look after. 

I drifted up the stairs, feeling lightheaded from my outburst. I swung the closet door open and grabbed the first schmatte hanging in front of me. I sat on the laundry-covered massage chair and pulled a pair of tan sandals over my unmanicured toes. I don’t care what I look like, I just want this over with, I thought as Gavin returned to the bedroom, this time holding my light blue coffee thermos. 

“Here’s your coffee. Maybe it’ll make you feel better.” Gavin said with a smile. 

I couldn’t force a smile back this time. “Nothing seems to make me feel better these days.” I took the thermos from his hand and took a sip. “But this coffee is incredible, thank you, baby.” 

“Are you ready?”

“Not at all.”

Gavin ran his fingers through my hair, not knowing what else to say. I followed him as he bounced down the stairs toward the front door but began bawling again as we approached our navy-blue SUV and didn’t stop for the entire fifteen-minute trek to Laura’s office. We arrived a few minutes early, so I tried to calm down before getting out of the car. Deep breath, Yvonne. Everything is going to be okay, I kept repeating to myself. I looked over at Gavin and nodded, giving him the signal that I was ready to go inside. He smiled and kissed me on my cheek.

“Let’s do this,” he said with a grin. 

During the short walk from the car to the building, my fear intensified. Even more so when I realized Laura’s office was the first door on the right as soon as we entered. No elevator ride or walk down a long hallway to give me time to mentally prepare. Gavin opened the door to the waiting room and a bell jingled to announce our arrival. The sound of opera music filled the air and there were posters
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