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    For the child I was, and for every survivor carrying silence.You matter. Even when no one believed you, your story mattered.You are not alone.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Scars are not the end of the story.They are proof the story continued."
"Silence tried to erase me.But even in the dark, the truth remained."

      

    


For all who have endured the unspeakable, known the unwritten chapters, and found the strength to keep going. This is for the brave who survived, and for the beloved who did not.

And for the compassionate mental health counselors, who, by walking with survivors, are the very good we need to see in the world.

Note: “Everley Starr” is a pen name chosen to protect the author’s privacy. While the name is not legal, the stories, scars, and healing within these pages are entirely true.

Trigger Warning / Content Note

THIS BOOK CONTAINS references to sexual abuse, trauma, PTSD, panic, and emotional recovery. Some content may be triggering to survivors. Please read with care and take breaks as needed. You are not alone.

All names and places in this book have been changed to protect privacy.

📧 If this book has touched you and you’d like to share your reflections, you can reach Everley at everleystarr@gmail.com. While she may not be able to respond to every message, each note is read with gratitude and compassion.



Part I: The Unwritten Chapters – A Life Shaped by Silence
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Chapter 1: Quarter by Quarter
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The air in the arcade buzzed with electronic chirps, the clatter of quarters, and the excited squeals of children. Starr, barely five, wandered through the aisles of blinking lights, a small figure amid the chaos. She had been given a handful of quarters but had spent them all, and now she moved from machine to machine, quietly asking strangers if they had any to spare.

One man smiled and reached into his pocket, producing a roll of bills. “I’ll give you more than a quarter,” he said, his voice low and smooth, “if you let me touch you.”

A cold pit of fear clenched Starr’s stomach. She knew immediately this wasn’t right. Shaking her head, she stepped back, her small hands trembling. Her stomach twisted, nausea and fear mingling in a tight knot.

Without hesitation, she turned and ran to her mother, who sat at a table outside the arcade with other parents. Her words spilled out in a rush, urgent and quivering, telling her mother exactly what had happened. Panic flashed across the mothers’ faces, and they hurried to gather their children while Starr’s mother stood firm, dialing the authorities.

When asked to point him out, Starr’s small finger trembled but did not falter. She identified the man. Security moved swiftly; he was removed from the arcade.

Nothing physical had been done to her, but the encounter left an invisible mark, a quiet shadow that would linger in her memory. Even in the bright, noisy world of the arcade, she had felt the weight of fear—and the stark, undeniable truth that some dangers hide in plain sight.
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Chapter 2: Sweet Lies and Bitter Truths
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At eight or nine, Starr loved sleepovers — sacred nights of whispered secrets, giggles, and the thrill of staying up too late. Frank, her friend’s mother’s boyfriend, was often around during those nights, a quiet presence who seemed harmless at first.

But safety was an illusion.

That night, Starr had drifted off on one end of the big sectional couch, while her friend and her friend’s little brother slept nearby — one curled on the floor, the other at the far end of the cushions. In the quiet glow of the television, Frank came over to where Starr lay, his presence suddenly looming far too close.

As she lay half-asleep, she felt his hand where it never should have been. Her body went rigid. She didn’t move, didn’t open her eyes — fear and shame held her frozen in place. She wanted to cry, to scream for him to stop, but she was terrified of what he might do if he realized she was awake. The sensation was strange, foreign; she had never been touched there before, and the confusion of it made her stomach twist.

He whispered in the darkness, telling her how pretty she was, insisting she must be enjoying it, pressing words into her ears that made her feel even smaller, even more powerless. Then came the final threat, a chilling brand on her silence: “It’s a secret. No one will believe you. And if you say anything, you won’t be allowed back.”

She lay there, sick with fear, praying for it to stop. When her friend stirred in her sleep, Frank instantly pulled away. Relief flooded through Starr’s small body. Before slipping out of the room, he leaned close one last time and hissed, “Remember, it’s a secret.”

The words clung like a shadow. She never slept over at that house again and only visited when the mother was around. She felt bad, as though she had done something wrong by not stopping him — as if her stillness made her guilty. That belief burrowed deep, twisting her thoughts in ways she couldn’t untangle for years.



Years later, another memory resurfaced with unsettling clarity — Dave, the Ice Cream Man. As a child, Starr remembered him as cheerful and kind, the kind of adult every kid adored. He would sometimes let her climb into the ice cream truck, helping him hand out popsicles and treats to the neighborhood kids. To young eyes, it felt special, even fun — a small adventure in the glow of childhood summers.

But each time it was time to leave, Dave insisted on helping her down. His hands always slipped under her arms, holding her in a way that pressed uncomfortably close, his grip brushing against places she didn’t understand then.

At the time, she dismissed it as nothing. He was nice. He gave out ice cream. Why would she think otherwise?

It wasn’t until years later, looking back through adult eyes, that she saw
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