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    Chapter 22


    ‘Triggered’


    Terrie


    Now Peter had less control over my day-to-day activities, he came up with other ways to spend time with me. He said he wanted to start teaching me to drive. It made sense to everyone else, as that was his job. ‘You can pay me a fiver a lesson,’ he said.


    I didn’t say anything. Most teenagers would jump at the prospect of driving but I knew what that meant … yet another excuse for us to be alone. Peter was known in the area as a patient, good instructor, but with me he was immediately bad tempered and aggressive when I got things wrong. Before we set off Peter taped his camera to the inside of the car. As always he wanted to capture every second of my torment. We set off, and already I was in confusion over which pedals were which.


    ‘I said brake on the right,’ he screamed, punching me hard on the arm.


    I started to shake with nerves.


    ‘You’re such a silly bitch,’ he said.


    As I drove, shaking, trying to remember where to put my hands and feet, Peter reached over and started poking me. Then he slipped his hand up my skirt into my knickers.


    ‘Concentrate!’ he barked as I stalled the car.


    The lessons became a few times a week and despite Peter yelling at me I quickly improved. But as my confidence in my abilities grew, his attacks grew worse, and he always filmed every moment.


    On one of our final lessons, Peter took his video camera and started filming me in a lay-by. He aimed the camera at my crotch as he stuck his hands into my pants.


    ‘Get off, you fucking pervert!’ I shrieked. I so badly wished another car would stop, perhaps a police car.


    ‘Stay still. I just want a good shot,’ he insisted. Then he pulled down his own trousers. ‘C’mon, get your head down,’ he ordered. He got what he needed and switched the camera off. ‘Right,’ he said. ‘Now we need to go over your three-point turn again.’


    I was so determined to pass first time, I managed to do so after just about ten lessons. The relief of knowing Peter couldn’t use teaching me to drive as an excuse for more time alone together was incredible.


    He also cranked up the hours he monitored me outside the house. One evening I was leaving work with Patrick at 6 p.m., arm in arm. I’d told Peter my shift finished at 8 p.m., so it gave us a few blissful hours together. But as we approached the glass doors to leave I spotted Peter’s silhouette.


    ‘Where are you going?’ Peter snapped, pleased he’d caught me. ‘You’re supposed to be finishing at 8 p.m.?’


    ‘Ummm,’ I spluttered, thinking on my feet. ‘Actually it’s my break and we’re just, er, going for some fresh air.’


    Peter glared at me as Patrick made his excuses and left. We waited until he’d gone and then met up around the corner again. It had been a narrow escape.


    Coming home from work, I had to be careful what I said about my day. Often I’d been laughing and joking all day with the other girls, ribbing the lads or taking the mickey out of customers. We all had such fun. By the time I stepped over the front door, my serious mask was back on and I made sure I looked quiet and sullen.


    If Peter ever saw me in high spirits he’d start quizzing me closely, asking what extra tasks I’d done around the house, or telling me off for something. He couldn’t stand anyone being happy and high-spirited.


    On one shift, I was walking past the bakery counter when a sharp edge caught my skirt, ripping it. ‘Oh bugger!’ I laughed. The split caused a hole so big you could see my knickers. My colleagues spotted me and we broke down in giggles. Then someone else brought over an apron. ‘Here, cover your modesty with this,’ she suggested. Giggling, I wrapped it around me.


    As usual the work day zoomed past and all too soon it was time to go home. Mum was already back and as Peter was out of the room I shared what had happened that day. ‘You’ll never believe where the hole in my skirt was,’ I laughed. She saw the funny side too. But then Peter appeared at the door. He’d obviously been earwigging.


    ‘Ooo, you’ve got a hole in your skirt, eh, Terrie? Let’s have a look,’ he grinned.


    I sighed. It was typical of him to notice something like this. Bloody pervert. I twisted my skirt around to show him.


    ‘No!’ commanded Peter. ‘Don’t turn the skirt around, YOU turn around so I can exactly where the hole is.’ His eyebrows were raised, as he squinted his piggy eyes in expectation. My cheeks flushed. I didn’t want to turn around. I didn’t want to do as he said. Not this time.


    ‘No!’ I cried. ‘I don’t need to do that. You can just look at the hole like this.’


    Peter looked at me. ‘Yes you do,’ he said. ‘Or you’ll be standing to attention, young lady, until you do.’


    I shrugged. ‘Bring it on,’ I said.


    He grabbed me and dragged me to the living room.


    ‘Stand there, eyes ahead, back straight, arms by your sides,’ he said. ‘And if you fucking move you’ll know all about it.’


    I moved into position. I wasn’t going to show that bastard my skirt. I’d decided. I’d prefer to take the punishment, whatever that meant. It was 4.20 p.m. when I got into position. I stared, eyes ahead, and felt more resolved than ever. The hours started to pass. I’d had a lot of practice of this over the years; after a day’s work I was tired, but adrenaline kept me going. By 11 p.m. Mum had had enough and disappeared off to bed.


    Peter laid himself out on the sofa, still glaring at me. ‘Tired yet?’ he smirked.


    ‘Nope.’ I just stared straight ahead, determined not to buckle.


    Eventually Peter drifted off. A while later I heard movement by the lounge door. I crept over quietly. It was Paul. He’d got a glass of water and a cheese sandwich for me. I wolfed them down quickly and gave Paul a hug. Then I crept back to my place on the carpet.


    Sleeping fucking beauty was still snoring away. I stood there until 5 a.m. It was starting to get light outside. I needed to get ready for work. I was utterly exhausted.


    ‘Make me a coffee before you leave,’ his dry rasping voice commanded.


    I didn’t acknowledge him, but walked to the kitchen, switched on the kettle and made him a cup of coffee, stirred in my packet of laxative sugar and took it in to him.


    ‘Don’t forget your routine.’


    I completed my routine, even the extra parts I’d added in: rubbing his toothbrush around the rim of the loo and weakening any seams of clothes out drying. Then I headed off to work, relieved to be out of that house.


    If I thought I’d got away with defying Peter, he was quick to remind me otherwise. I got home one day early after a very early morning shift to find the house empty with him waiting for me in the living room. My heart quickened as I spotted the camera.


    ‘In here,’ he barked.


    I glanced down to the towel to see what he wanted to use on me this time, and what I saw filled me with unimaginable horror. There, glinting at me under the living-room lampshade, was Peter’s ball-bearing gun.


    ‘No! No!’ I screamed, shrinking backwards.


    Peter leaped up and slapped me hard, dragging me onto the sofa. ‘Get your clothes off!’ he shrieked.


    Sobbing, I pulled off my work top, eyeing the gun as if it were a deadly snake.


    ‘You’re not going to,’ I began, struggling to string the sentence together. This was just too hideous for words. Even for Peter’s evil standards.


    ‘Yes I am,’ he grinned. ‘That gun is going inside of you.’


    My knees buckled as I sat down naked on the sofa, trembling all over. My body had already tolerated so much, but not this  this was too sadistic, too cruel. What if the gun went off? I wanted to vomit with fear.


    ‘Pick it up and put it in you,’ Peter ordered, filming.


    Shivering, I picked up the shiny metal handle and closed my eyes. Bile rose in my throat so I swallowed hard. The thought of the trigger going off didn’t bear thinking about, as I tried to shut out the consequences, although already I could hear the shots.


    Peter reached down and pushed the nuzzle into me harder.


    ‘Right in,’ he snapped.


    I thought I would pass out with fear, as I cautiously held it, desperate not to brush the trigger. It might have been seconds but felt like hours as I tried to do whatever Peter said in order for it to stop. Then, finally, he had filmed enough and picked the gun up himself. Toting it in the air like Clint Eastwood, he grinned manically.


    ‘I am going to rape you now,’ he said. I felt a now-familiar sensation of a switch flip in my head. My limbs went floppy, as he grabbed me and I just glared at him.


    ‘Fuck you, I wish you’d die,’ I said, as he did whatever he wanted to my body. I no longer felt attached to it at all.


    That night I was so sore I could barely sleep. Images of bullets and guns kept me awake all night as I had nightmares of being shot from the inside out.


    Peter continued to keep a tight rein on things, and not just the money. That summer Tesco had a workday trip to Skegness and he insisted on coming along too, with Mum and Paul. I sat with my friends at the back of the coach, and thankfully when we arrived Peter took Mum and Paul off on their own. We did run into them on the beach, however. As usual Peter had his camera. I couldn’t understand where he was pointing it to film. Then I looked and saw girls with big boobs on donkeys bouncing around.


    ‘Bloody pervert,’ I thought.


    Peter kept a close eye on me on the coach home. Every time I joined in with the laughter I made sure it wasn’t too loud. I didn’t want to pay for having a good time when I got home.


    Predictably Peter’s new rule of needing a week’s notice and written permission to socialise was subject to last-minute changes. One afternoon I came home to ask if I could join my Tesco workers on a trip to an ice-skating rink. It was ten days before so I hoped it was plenty of notice.


    ‘Can families come too?’ he asked.


    ‘Not in this case,’ I said.


    ‘Okay,’ he said. ‘But have you got your bank book?’


    We always did accounts on a Friday, so I didn’t have it on me, but assumed it would be in my bag as usual. ‘Yes,’ I said. ‘I’ll just go and get it.’


    Rummaging through, I realised it wasn’t in there. I tried to think where I’d left it. It must’ve been in my locker at work. ‘I’ll pick it up tomorrow,’ I said.


    But at work, I had a look and it wasn’t in the locker either. Frantically I looked through my bedroom, pulling apart the drawers and looking everywhere. ‘Maybe it fell out of your bag on the bus?’ I thought helplessly. But I knew it was unlikely.


    ‘I can’t find it,’ I finally admitted to Peter that night.


    ‘Oh, well, then you can’t go,’ Peter said simply. ‘You know you need your accounts book. You’ve lost it and that’s that then.’


    I sat seething. I so badly wanted to go. Where had the book gone?


    All week I weighed up what the consequences would be, and decided, yes, it would be worth the risk. I was going to go on this trip, have a great time, and whatever happened when I got home, so be it. After work four of us walked out together to find the coach. Everyone was excited, and Patrick was coming too. As we left Tesco I half expected Peter to be behind the glass doors or be waiting outside. I was so relieved when he wasn’t.


    As everyone walked chatting away to the car park I tried to join in, but instead my eyes scoured for signs of a moustache and glasses. But nobody was there.


    ‘Brilliant,’ I thought. ‘I’ll just have fun and face the consequences afterwards.’ I dived onto the coach, glancing up and down the empty seats. No sign of Peter. I spotted a few friends at the back and stood up for a chat. Then I felt a hand on my hair. It wasn’t playful, it was a grab at the roots. Instantly I knew who it was.


    ‘So you thought you could get away with it, did you?’ Peter snapped. He grabbed me by the back of the neck, marching me down the aisle of the coach.


    ‘Ow, Peter, ow. Stop it!’ I cried. I was so embarrassed, in front of everyone.


    ‘I told you you weren’t allowed,’ said Peter, aware everyone else was listening, so sounding like an authoritative stepfather. ‘Now, off you go.’


    Everyone just stared as Peter half led and half dragged me to the car. It was mortifying. But nobody questioned it. Not even the coach driver. After all, Peter was my stepdad. It just looked like I was in the wrong.


    When we got home Mum was at the door, looking worried for me.


    ‘Terrie has been trying to go off for a nice evening trip when really she doesn’t deserve it,’ he ranted. ‘She’s been a very disobedient girl.’


    ‘Oh Terrie, that’s so silly,’ said Mum. ‘What did you do this time?’


    ‘Only lost her bank book,’ tutted Peter. ‘Well, now she’s grounded for a whole month.’


    I went to my room and sat and cried. I rarely got the chance to do anything as exciting as ice skating. It was all so unfair. Two days later I got home from work and found my bank book sitting neatly on top of my chest of drawers. I knew exactly who had put it there.


    Sadly my happiness with Patrick wasn’t to last. It was a Saturday in work when I first found out; we’d been together for several months and everyone knew we were an item. At lunchtime one of the other checkout girls came over. ‘Patrick has been cheating on you,’ she whispered. ‘He was seen kissing a girl last night at the bus stop.’


    I was devastated. We broke up for a bit in September 1986, but then we got back together just before Christmas that year. I found it hard to let people go, and I forgave Patrick. It was then Peter revealed new plans for me.


    ‘Right,’ said Peter. ‘I’m going to set up a hidden camera and I want you to bring him back here and fuck him on the sofa for me to film, okay?’


    I nodded. By now I was so used to Peter’s twisted world, I just said yes without question. And it didn’t even feel that bad. After all, having sex with Patrick voluntarily was a million times better than being raped by Peter. Even if we were being secretly filmed.


    I did as I was told. I asked Patrick if he wanted to come to my house as everyone was out for the day. I made sure we were facing the camera as I came on to him. He didn’t need much persuasion and I tried to shut out all thoughts of Peter perving over the images later. Part of me hated myself for doing this, as it was a huge betrayal; the other part was just
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