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Life is a gift and a blessing. Simply being alive is something most people take for granted without realizing how wonderful and precious life really is. We are each born with a unique set of qualities and attributes. Realizing these as we set out on life’s journey should be everyone’s right. For some people life is easy and unfolds as it is supposed to be, filled with love and support. However, for some it is nothing but constant pain and struggle. People say your character is shaped by your experiences, of the people you meet along the way and the environment. Nature (genetics) vs nurture (environment) is what we all face right from the very first breath we take, no matter where you are born or to which family you are born into. We are all breathing the same air as when we start life as an innocent baby. 

Growing up is different for every one of us. Some of us are lucky enough to grow up safety with loving parents in a stable home with no issues at all. However, most of us have experienced some kind of trauma or setback at some point in our lifetimes. The sudden death of a loved one, or the prolonged pain of seeing a loved one deteriorate and fade away each day from an incurable disease, a beloved pet suddenly having to be euthanized due to a horrific accident. Some couples battle divorce and their children get tangled up in the messiness of their fighting. Some families experience poverty and hardship, battling each day making ends meet. Some people immerse themselves in their career working night and day for decades and then years later wondering what it was all for, as loneliness takes hold. Some people grow up in war and experience unspeakable violence and hatred. Even now there are horrific wars in our world.

Wherever our life journeys take us, it is our unique experiences that shape us along the way into the character we have. If it weren’t for love, safety, and support from the people around us to get through the most difficult setbacks, most of us would struggle. Some adults even turn to drugs and alcohol as a coping mechanism to get through each day as it comes, which again sets off a new set of further setbacks. 

“There is no greater inhumanity in the world than hurting or belittling a child” ChildInsider.com

An innocent child has no defense against life’s worst imaginable pain. A grown-up determined to inflict sexual trauma on an innocent child will succeed unless there is another grown-up or circumstance to stop them. The child must face it all, raw and complete as it happens. There is no anesthesia or band aid. It is just unequivocal raw pain and there is no escape from it. On top of it all is the shock, fear, panic, and petrifying trauma caused by the act itself. It creates nothing but havoc inside a small body and the chemistry inside the brain is altered forever as it moves into a fight / flight state. The body reacts in a terrifying way for a young developing child who is still coming to terms with who they are. No words can help a child in that moment. The feeling is excruciating and for those of you who know the pain I am talking about will understand this. The pain of being forced to have penetrative sex with a monster more than quadruple your body size. 

Imagine if a child never had love and protection? What if that child was always fearing death and stuck in a fight / flight state? What if all that innocent child was experiencing was pain and suffering at every point in his / her life’s journey? It is inconceivable that a child can go through an entire childhood in this way, and no one sees that the child is being abused and is feeling traumatized. 

No one, not one single adult. 

The signs are obvious. However, it does happen and sadly it continues to happen every day in our society because adults choose to ignore the obvious, they see and continue as if everything is normal. Too many adults choose to ignore the signs of child abuse and go on in their normal happy lives by doing nothing. Doing nothing is like agreeing with the abusers and it tells the suffering child that no one cares. Knowing that no one cares can destroy and shatter the most stubborn and strongest character into complete shutdown. That feeling of an overwhelming abandonment after being cast aside like a washed-out rag from all of mankind. 

No one cares, not one single person in the world. A desolate life. 

Just imagine that being you!

There are few people who have experienced nothing but setbacks from trauma and lived to tell their stories. Trauma causes irrevocable damage to both body and mind as the child is forced to live in constant survival mode. The child will change its demeanor and display various coping mechanisms just to live. The body remembers everything and stores it away until a survivor can deal with the pain, years later. The brain, however, shuts off like a faucet to protect itself and it cannot access the trauma. The child enters a kind of life in pure survival mode. A robot, devoid of all feelings and yet feeling everything intensely. You are in a hyper-state of being almost like an out of body experience. A survivor can live, “dormant” like this for years until one day something triggers the past. 

A child will continue growing up into an adult because it is programmed into our DNA. Some survivors commit suicide or turn to drugs and alcohol to numb the pain until the body gives up. Most people do not survive after having been desolated from humanity. They either die from the abuse itself or become an outcast and a misfit who exists only because the body carries on breathing as life goes on. 

In this book you will come across a little girl so desperate to survive the horrors of child sexual abuse, torture, violence and even witnessing several murders, that she would do anything to live. There is an inner voice in all of us and this girl has it in her to defy all odds and survive despite suffering nothing but trauma until adulthood. She survived horrific sexual injuries at the hands of sexual predators and serial child abusers. She tried to seek help constantly in any way she could but was failed by every adult she came across who had the power to stop it. Even doctors, nurses, psychologists, and teachers chose to stand by and do nothing. These were so-called professionals who saw the physical signs of sexual abuse and chose to ignore and do nothing. The worst person to let her down was her own mother who was blinded by the love for a violent sexual predator and murderer over her own daughter. 

This is my story and I find myself lucky to be alive. I survived against all odds. Having been deeply unloved and unwanted right from the start has shaped my very essence into the person I am today. Hurt and pain don’t even begin to explain what I’ve had to endure, what I have seen and made to do in my youngest most impressionable years. The years that were supposed to shape the very core of me and instead I had to grow up immediately and become wiser and more knowledgeable than my peers. I was not allowed to be a child. I had to take care of myself because all the people who were supposed to look after me did everything else but look after me. I learnt very early on about feeling abandoned, hungry, dirty, and cold but those feelings were nothing compared to the pain. The constant pain of living with rape and sexual torture. 
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CHAPTER 1 THE EARLY YEARS
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“You took away my worth, my privacy, my energy, my time, my safety, my intimacy, my confidence, my own voice, until now” Anonymous.

I was born to a young white couple who lived in a central apartment in a big city in the late 1970’s. The city was an important steel and lock manufacturing hub which attracted lots of young people to move there and prove themselves. There were lots of young couples and families arriving for work and settling into inner city family living. My story could be anyone’s at this point, but my life was far from normal. On the outside I was born into a family with two loving parents who shared an apartment. 

It was a new beginning. 

I was the first child born to a young couple so common in those days. Having children was encouraged in society and welcomed. The government at that time, were very supportive of young couples and helping them financially to settle and thrive if they were willing to work.

My parents were young and immature and obsessed with their own self-images and careers. They wanted to party and have a good time with friends every night. They craved attention from all their friends. They had to have the latest stereo, the latest fashion clothes and possessions placed around the apartment to show off their inflated egos. Mother was a local beauty who everyone adored, and my so-called father fell head over heels for her. He was also a womanizer and preyed on all women. My so-called father was also a local man who was popular and athletic. He had lots of friends and people looked up to him. He worked in the steel industry with the latest technology and was especially popular with all women. 

One night his condom broke and after eight months of fighting with mother to get rid of the baby – I was born. An innocent child to parents unable to take care of me. They didn’t want me. I should never have been born but somehow, I was. 

I was born early. There had been complications during the pregnancy, and I had to go into an incubator to develop my lungs to be able to breathe. I was able to leave the incubator and go home after a few months. It was a miracle if a premature and underweight baby survived in the late seventies, but of course I did survive. There was a set of twin baby boys next to my incubator. Born on the same day and weighed about the same as me but neither baby survived. I was reminded of that story as often as possible by mother whilst growing up. She even told me where the babies had been buried and offered to take me. It’s one of those things she really wanted me to understand. I was not wanted. A new baby was not welcomed. I was a burden and a mistake. I was on the way, and my very presence cramped their style of living, with their parties, friends, and loud music. I was born early but I didn’t die. 

"Why couldn’t I have died like them? Why did I survive and not them?" Mother used to say to me. 

“The worst feeling is feeling unwanted by the person you want the most” – Anonymous. 

The First Apartment

My parents’ first apartment was small and in a residential block in the center of the city. The apartments stood in sentinel rows facing each other like dominoes with little courtyards separating each set of two. The little courtyards were all different. Some had swings, some did not. Some had a small park area with a bench to relax on for parents, and some had a small playground with a teeter-totter and a slide. I remember going to them with mother. There was a park close to where we lived with three different colored swings. Blue tire, red tire, and green tire swing with metal chains. I liked those swings. They were soft to sit on, and I could relax in the middle of it as my little bottom had no contact with hard material. It didn’t hurt to sit down on them. I liked it when mother pushed me on the swings. 

The inside of the apartment had large patterned brown floral wallpaper as was the trend back in the late seventies. I used to stare at the patterns and pretend they were people or animals dancing in the trees. The apartment was adorned with curly spaghetti curtains in the door jambs instead of doors as was popular back in the seventies. I loved to sit and play with them, and I remember how they felt. They were made from a kind of cork material, so it was squidgy when you pressed it in between your fingers. It was a bit like a very soft wood like the core in Eden wood. I liked sitting in the doorway and just felt the material between my fingers and push the strands like a swing, back and forth. I liked to straighten the curls in my hand and watch it bounce back into their shape. It made me laugh.

I cannot remember anything but abuse from my childhood. It’s like a constant piece of red thread weaving through my life. He always smelled of rotten apples which made me feeling sick when he touched me. He always complained of not having access to my sex, as I was so small. He used to talk to my body. I remember him spreading my legs impossibly wide and touching me until I felt fuzzy and odd. It was not a nice feeling. It was strange. I didn’t like it and I wanted him to stop. I cried and he put his hand over my mouth to stop the noise. I wanted to lie down with my teddy and sleep. I was tired. 

“What have the children done but to stay innocent and trusting even towards the most undeserving? Child abuse is child abuse – there is no excuse that can make it right” ChildInsider.com

My earliest memories are of me and my so-called father in my tiny cot bed with him caressing me “down there” where I don’t want his hands and yet he doesn’t stop but I beg him to. I cry, whine, whimper and he is breathless and holds me tighter as I try to wriggle away. He is forcing the ‘fussiness’ to begin. He takes off my nappy. He pushes himself closer. He is so heavy, and he’s pinned me under him. It hurts and I’m confused. I don’t understand what is happening to me. 

I’m not ready for this, any of it.

I don’t understand. I don’t want him on top of me. He is too close. I can’t breathe and suddenly the sharp snake attacks me. BAM! There is a fire burning right in my core like I’ve been struck by lightning. It’s huge and wide, its strike is ripping my soft baby flesh. I’m hurt from the bite and yet it’s inside me strangling me from the inside. I’m choking! I want it to stop! The pulsing waves are making me queasy. I’m going to explode or burst. I can’t breathe and so I stop, and I go limp as blissful unconsciousness overcomes me. 

He swears, shaking me awake. 

“No, no, no, you need to feel this!” he says. 

“Feel it!”

I hate him, I hate the ‘feeling’ but I must take a breath. I must or he’ll shake me again. I don’t want to, but he does it again and forces me to breathe. It hurts so bad. Make it stop! Get rid of the snake with the fire. Then it stops with a massive groan as he collapses his full weight onto me and I can’t breathe again. Is he dead? Did the snake get him too? I’m drifting once again from the weight of him suffocating me. Unconsciousness claiming me again. 

When I wake up, I’m sticky and smelly. I’m laid in my own vomit, my nappy halfway down my legs around my knees. The nappy is heavy and smelly. I feel like I’ve soiled myself as there is wet and gunk around me and blood. It’s red, not like wee or poo but red. Where did that come from? I haven’t had a fall. Ouch! I stir and try to sit up. I open my mouth, but no sound is coming out, just a moan. My lips feel stiff and cracked. I’m thirsty. I collapsed back in my cot from the searing, sharp pain and slip into the blissful darkness. 

Mother wakes me up as I lay in my cot in a pool of vomit and blood between my legs. I still have a nappy on half down my legs. I remember the heaviness of the nappy around my knees and the stench. Mother told me off for climbing in my cot again saying I had hurt myself. She covered my face with a wet cloth to remove the vomit from my face, but it was so caked and dried she had to put me in the bath. The pain of having a bath was agony. I cried and wouldn’t sit down because it stung me like sitting on a bed of nails. I felt the burn and the sting vividly and sharp as soon as my bottom touched the warm bath water. Mother had to dunk me several times forcing me to sit in the bath whilst telling me how I had inflicted that pain on myself, and I needed to get cleaned. She was cross and angry with me because she had to clean me up and it was a lot of work for her. Once I was clean, I recall looking at the bath water and seeing the vomit floating on the surface. It looked funny how bits floated across the surface of the bath water. I was a “dirty girl” mother said pointing to the bath water. 

“Look at all the dirt!” 

Our bathtub had puppy paw prints in the bottom. When I sat on the paw prints it was like sitting on sandpaper and it made me stick to the bottom without slipping around. I was a dirty child, and my so-called father was always in the bath with me making sure I was clean. He touched me all over to get the dirt away. I could never see any dirt but “sometimes dirt is invisible” he told me. He started most of the bath and sometimes it spilled over. He was hairy all over and his hair went everywhere in the bath. I didn’t like his hair on me. I had to sit in between his legs, and I didn’t have much room to play. He made me face him and he always wanted to touch me. 

I liked my red and yellow watering can. I liked pouring the water, so it became a waterfall. It sounded nice. When I poured it on my so-called father, he sometimes made a weird sound. It wasn’t a nice sound; it sounded odd and it made me feel uneasy. The bath used to get creamy after a while. It wasn’t like the soap that we used because that smelt nice. This cream did not smell nice, and it came out of my so-called father’s snake. He made me taste it and it made me sick, which made him angry. He said I needed to learn to swallow the cream from the snake. He said it was good for me and would make me grow. 

I remember mother and I going for a walk. It was a long way. My legs were always tired. I was allowed to sit in the pushchair. The leather was brown and thick and protected me from the elements. It was cold and icy windy, but I was sitting in a thick sherpa blanket that fitted the stroller. We were at the bus stop waiting for the bus. 

When the bus came, I pointed at it. It was green with yellow writing floating on a screen at the top. The lights were coming at us like big scary eyes. I like green but I feared the bus because it looked like a big monster. Mother put the break on the stroller and walked up to the bus, waiting for our turn to get on. People got off and others hopped on the bus through the front and middle doors that were wide open. Like big gaping holes. 

Mother stepped onto the middle of the bus doorsteps and her foot was on the bottom step. She reached out for the stroller and was just about to release the break, but her foot slipped as the driver closed the doors on her and her other foot got stuck in the doors. She had to let go of the stroller with her hands as she fell hard backwards onto the tarmac with the bus sweeping her away from me as it pulled out into the street. I screamed and cried as the bus started moving with my mother sweeping the ground frantically with her hands and her hair fell over her




[image: ]







































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
- ©

o))





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





