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1)
When I was 17 years old I went to a job interview at Priority Records. Michael was there interviewing me. He took me out that night to a place called Boardners in Hollywood. He gave me a lethal dose of strong Ecstasy. I nearly overdosed as I struggled to dance on the dance floor. I spent the night at his place because I did not want to go home to my mom’s place. As I was sleeping he had sex with me. I did not consent to anything. Pretty sure he was wearing a condom because when I went to get my rape kit it showed no evidence. This event ruined college, my career as my behavior was pretty erratic after this. I have the worst PTSD now. I wish I could have gone to court against him – the detectives and DA threw my case out. Now this motherfucker has kids and a family. I am so grossed out. This stupid idiot makes me feel bad about life. He is the scum of the earth. Pure toilet water.



2)
its been 8 years since my attack, trying to just move on with my life doing the best i can.getting right with my family is the most important. do to my attack ive made horrible mistakes,the decisions i had mad turned my whole life around.
  I was hanging out with my friends getting ready to go to a party. living out in the country we always went out in groups especially because we were 4 beautiful girls! after pre_gaming an getting ready. we headed out an at this point all of us are tipsy getting to the party we began to dance play a few party games. the liquor had taken over & the friends i thought were true had fallowed me to the bathroom. while using the bathroom the girls were supposed to be guarding the door like any other time. It was trust i lost when they were not out there and 2 boys came in while i was intoxicated.. 
i dont really remember much after realizing my “friends” were not there to stop them from coming in.
my gut felt weak and my heart was pounding.. id never thought this would happen to me. i was confused yelling at the boys to get out 
as the  2 boys laugh nd start to touch me i try calling for the girls. the music must have been to loud. i tried to fight back…
i gave into the liquor hoping it would numb everything from what was about to happen  and closed my eye. knowing they weren’t going to leave me alone  until they get what they wanted. i prayed and prayed that someone saved me!
the next i remember was laying there on the bathroom floor half dressed crying for i was terrified.
i walked out the party as fast as i could. asking some random person to use the their phone, called a friend of my brothers who had lived close by to pick me up cause i was drunk nd couldn’t find my friends. i explained to my bros friend what happened m he immediately took me home. 
  not being able to even shower repeatedly and still feel so grows and weak. waking up to my family not believing that i was attacked but that i was the one who called for that to happen to me.
 I HAVEN'T BEEN ABLE TO DEAL WITH THE ANGER I HOLD AGAINST MY FAMILY BUT TO TAKE IT OUT ON THEM.
FOR ASSUMING I ASKED OR PROSWATED THIS TO HAPPEN TO ME! ALL FOR ATTENTION. WHEN ALL I WANTED WAS HELP. 
I struggle with anger issues ADHD AND ADD although its been 8years i still feel like this event has a lot to do with the way i react on situation nd on the men in my life. 
trusting has been a big problem for me 

3)
In the summer of 2016 I was diagnosed with Major Depressive Disorder, PTSD, and anxiety. I was having night terrors ever night and there were weeks I didn’t sleep. Anger was the only thing I could control and I used it like it was my best friend. Five years ago I would have lashed out at the smallest things and pushed my husband to the point of argument because that’s what I thought was the easiest way to know what to expect next. You see my now husband is a pretty easygoing man and for some reason decided to love me for who he sees in me. I still don’t know what that is yet. 
My past; I am going to be a bit blunt!
I know my parents did the best they knew how at the time. 
At age 5 I was molested by a family member then at age 8 again by the same person. My brother started molesting me at 8 years old as well. At age 10 I was raped by one of my brothers friends. At age 13 my daddy committed suicide. 
Suppression is a wonderful coping skill……. Sometimes these memories come back in shards, nightmares or even when I am standing in the store and I hear a voice or a smell that trips a trigger and all I can do is run. 
I have 3 ex’s 
          1. My sons father, held me hostage and slept with a gun under his pillow. I wasn’t allowed to go anywhere without him. After my son was born he told me to move out that he couldn’t handle it. My mom came and moved me and my son in with her.
           2. Though I found the love of my life. I met him at church and we had so much in common it was crazy. He seemed to push me to do better for myself and we were great for each other. Married for 8 years the I found him in our bed with my best friend. Then found out about several others. 
           3. The live in boyfriend! WHAT WAS I THINKING! This one treated me like a queen until one day he started accusing me of cheating on him. Long story short, this went from verbal and mental abuse to physical abuse in about 3 years. One night he was drunk and I had been sick, sick enough for my mom to come get me and take me to the ER. Long story short, when I got home he told me I was out cheating on him. He punched me in the face and kicked me in my ribs. Then he passed out. Early in the morning he got up to go to work. I asked him if he remembered what he did, he said no, but whatever I did I’m sure you deserve It for pushing my buttons. After he left I packed everything I could and my son we moved 500 miles away. 
I was single for 10 years. I started having what the Dr said were TIA’s in 2011 I moved back to my moms for rehab. Oh I was also in college finishing my BSN. I have always worked with Hospice. I was looking forward to working in administration. I finally graduated in April 2012 and then met my now husband. He is completely different than anyone I would have dated in my past. Puts up and understands my issues. He also works with my psychiatrist and my psychologist. Yes I have 2. In 2017 I had more suppressed memories come up and was suicidal. That’s when my husband brought in the idea to start talking. I started and I have been doing much better. Learning to live with my past has not been easy but it’s something that is necessary to move forward.

After a really painful breakup, I had a hard time adjusting, I began to sleep around because I didn’t want a relationship (didn’t think anyone would want me) and I also didn’t want to be alone. I just wanted to feel close to someone. I didn’t feel good about hooking up with guys but I couldn’t see at the time that it was my way of coping. I started drinking and smoking weed to make it easier. I would meet guys through tinder and facebook, message with them for a while and sometimes meet up with them. One night, I met up with a guy I met through facebook messenger, lets call him “Mikel”. We talked for a while and decided to meet at a hotel in Glendale. He had a friend of his drive us, which I thought was weird. He took us to the hotel, Mikel and I drank some beer and smoked. When I drink and smoke at the same time, I become very suggestible and easy to manipulate. If he had told me to jump off a roof I would have been like “ok”. We had sex and afterwards he said he wanted to do it again but only had one condom. He said he would text his friend to bring over more, again weird. Then he casually asked if his friend could come over for a threesome. I was still high and somewhat curious (I hadn’t done that before) and said ok. The three of us hooked up and when it was over, we were all getting dressed and smoking a bit more. He said he told a friend of his what we were doing and told him he would invite him over to play a prank on him. When the third guy came over, lets call him “the jerk” Mikel jumped him naked and started beating him up. the jerk thought I was going to sleep with him and he asked if I was mad at him and I said yes. We were all hanging out for a bit, I was still high and drunk and I went over to kiss Mikel’s ear cuz it drove him crazy. They were taking too long to get ready so i went back on the bed and started to fall asleep. I felt so tired and weak, I was aware of what was going on but i couldn’t react. Mikel said “makes sure she gets home ok” and he and his friend left. I wanted to ask where he was going  cuz he was my ride home. The jerk crawled on top of me and lifted up my shirt and started kissing my chest. I pretended I was asleep thinking he would stop. There was a knock on the door and it was the manager saying we had to leave, I was so thankful but I was still half asleep so i didn’t even open my eyes. The jerk talked him into letting us stay and I was so sad. He crawled on me again and told me to kiss his ear like i did with mikel. I thought if i pretended to be asleep he would leave me alone. But he got mad and pulled me on top of him and told me to do it. I realized he wasn’t going to let me go home so i did what he asked. The whole time it was happening, i tried to pretend he was someone else, or that i was enjoying it, and when that didn’t work, i pretended i wasn’t even there and just prayed it would be done. He tried several times to have anal sex and i had to keep telling him to stop. He made me swallow him when he was finished and i was so disgusted by him. He finally took me home
I thought because I was drunk and put myself in that hotel that it wasn’t rape. I only realized what had happened when I started having flashbacks and felt like my skin was on fire. I wanted to claw my skin off and i got scared any time a man got near me. I had never felt that way before and I had hooked up when I was drunk once before, that time i just thought “aw man, that was dumb” but this made me want to die. I felt so ashamed and gross. I just got out of a three year relationship and in all that time, i couldn’t let him take my shirt off cuz it would make me flash back to that night. whenever i drank or even smelled weed it made me think about that night. I didn’t tell anyone for over a year, I was afraid because I had a threesome that night that people would think I was a slut and that it was my fault for putting myself in a dangerous situation. 
I know i shouldn’t have gone that night and I’m disappointed with myself for not caring about my safety and not respecting myself. But I am so tired of hating myself and blaming myself for what happened. I found Jesus last year and He has changed my life. I know He forgives me for everything, so i should be able to forgive myself. I didn’t want that to happen to me and I hate that he did that to me. I want to forgive myself so I can love myself again. I want to eventually forgive him so that i don’t hold onto resentment. I don’t want this shame anymore.
4) child abuse 

My nightmare began when my mother got involved with a man who was 10 years younger than she was , which made him   alot closer to mine and my sisters age than he was hers. We were both under  10 years old when they got together.  Once he moved in with her it started. We couldnt take showers without him kneeling by the door to look under it and he even put holes in the walls to see us undressing. He would come in our room at night naked  while he would say things like “if you play your cards right I can get your mom to do this…… or I can get her to let you do …..” We could not even get a drink in the middle of the night because  he would always be in his chair naked masterbating. If these things were not bad enough  add to it his violent  side. My mother  would watch as this man threatened my life then preceded to choke me to the point I could no longer breath.  The only thing she would say afterwards is that he was only trying to scare me.  I didnt know at the time if it was that she just didnt see it or if she just didnt care. When we sat her down  to tell her everything  that was going on she did finally confront him. He told her that he had been flerting with my sister  because  she was aging  it on but that I had to be dreaming  because  I was fascinated with him.  My mother  actually  believed  him!!!!  My sister decided to run away leaving me to not only deal with this man by myself  but I had to protect her from my mother dragging her back since my mother  knew I was still in contact with her. This went on till I was kicked out at 17 years old by this man because I paid for a video game for him (from where I worked) and he was mad that I asked him for my money back for it. My mother said absolutely  nothing about what he was doing to me. 
The story doesnt end here. He has since done this to two more generations  in this family.  Yes we tried to stop it and we even warned our kids about him but it did no good at all . He was contacting  these girls behind our backs and I later found out this man had help from other family  members.  One of which was my own mother. By the time I realized  what was actually  going on it was too late to stop it. Once  I knew the truth I left my whole family  behind and I haven’t had anything  else to do with them.  Unfortunately that includes  my own daughters who had been manipulated so much that they are now part of the problem.
I had tried to get the authorities involved  so many times when I was younger but no one would listen. I have never stopped  trying to get this investigated  but it’s my whole families word against  mine so they still wont listen. Even the girls that want to come forward  dont because  they are afraid of losing different  things that hes holding  over their heads. 
I feel my whole family  is sick especially my mother. I live with what has happened  to me as a child but that’s nothing compared to living with the knowledge that it’s still going on and theres not a dam thing I can do to stop it. 

5) child abuse 
I have repressed memories. The effects of the sexual abuse have been evident my entire life. I just thought I was a bad kid. My narcissistic mother was always eager to back this up. I believe it started when I was 3. My grandparents were my abusers. My grandmother in particular. Yep. My grandmother. I was her favorite grandchild. She was not shy about saying so and made it evident by giving me gifts my younger sister never got. My sister and I would spend summers at her house and my grandparents would dote entirely on me. I loved my grandmother and believed we had a special relationship. My own mother and I clashed most of my life so my grandmother was the mom I never felt I had. It was not until I reached my late 40s did I become aware of just how predatory my grandparents were. Growing up all the signs were there, but missed by naive or in denial parents. I was masturbating as young as age 3. My mother saw me doing this more than once but never questioned it. Masturbating is still to this day the only way I have ever been able to climax. The headaches and sometimes migraines came in around 6 or 7. I was constantly in trouble at school and at home for compulsive lying and did not like to follow rules. Stomach aches started in 5th grade but was chalked up to pre puberty. When my periods started they were heavy and cramps were unbearable. I yelled, threw things, broke things, called my parents names. I hated myself. I hated to be touched. Loathed having my hair touched. Later as I began to date none of the boys I dated stuck around for very long. I was hard to get along with and would pick fights with them for no reason. I did poorly in school and started smoking weed and cigarettes in tenth grade. My dad would often ask me why my friends of choice were the exact kind of friends they had warned me away from. He would ask me why I did something bad and I would reply it was because all my friends were doing it. Why can you not just say no I remember him asking more than once. I had a strained relationship with my parents til this day. I have no relationship with my only sister at all. It was not until I met and married my husband that all this mess started to make sense. I remember the day we were sitting on the couch and I was talking about something relating to my chilhood, which I have huge gaps in memory of that he asked me out of the clear blue. Who abused you?I looked at him and laughed and said my dad never touched me. We never  say anymore about it but several months later I was online and surfing for answers as to why I have never been able to get close to God and it threw up a link to childhood sexual abuse with a checklist of twenty signs. I could check off all twenty. I sat in shock for a few minutes then slowly things began to make sense. Like how when we would visit my grandparents over the summer. They would make us drink milk before bed. I believe my grandmother would drug mine. They would always make us go to bed before the sun was down. We had bunk beds in a separate room from their room but there was also a full size bed in the same room as the bunk beds and that is where they slept but only while we were there. They would change into thier bed clothes in front of us and watch as we changed ours. I believe my grandmother was drugging me because more than once she would have to come wake me up by shaking my arm or stroking my hair and it would be well after noon. This after having gone to bed before the sun went down. I remember being mad about sleeping so late especially because my sister had apparently been up for several hours. Once when we were back home with my parents right after spending weeks with my grandparents, I remember getting out of the bathtub and minutes later my mom called my dad into the bathroom to look at something in the tub. I thought I was in trouble for something so I ran to the bathroom as well but my mom told me to leave but before I did I could see clumps of blood sitting in the already drained bathtub. I was only 8 then and didn’t have any cuts anywhere but I recall my parents having a hushed discussion about whether or not I was to young to be starting my period. I was never taken to a doctor or asked if I was ok. The vacations to my grandparents over the summer didn’t end until the summer I turned 11 and few months after that I started my periods. I remained close to my grandmother up until she died but haven’t seen my grandfather since the last summer I stayed there. She and my grandfather divorced shortly after I turned 11. Of course he proceeded her in death so confronting either one is not an option. I feel lied too. I feel used. I feel violated. Not only by my grandparents but by my own parents who either were to stupid to read the signs or just didn’t care. At 53 years of age my life has had no worth or meaning. Other than marrying a wonderful man and the birth of my two beautiful children I am basically worthless. That’s my story about repressed childhood sexual abuse. I could go on with tons more but this post is too long already.
6) Adult harassment 
never did I ever think Eric would do this to me! 
He was the one to pick me up from the slopes where I was sexually abused.  so for him to try and attack me knowing what I went through breaks my heart so much but it has me feeling unsafe! Not being able to trust anyone or look at anyone the same. Shit He was the only person who took my side when telling my family about the first attack. I was only 17 years old at the time so everyone of course thought I wanted attention. 
  Eric came over to my house looking for me, my best-friend ended up leaving to go somewhere with him so when i arrived at the house no one was home.
I then started cleaning up my room making it look presentable.
He shows up with in 15  minuets the front door opens and he has the biggest smile on his face! 
greets me and gives me a hug. And if you may know me and Eric did have a past but we both decided to be good friends n move forward.
later on on the late night we got buzzed nd went down to my room, only because i thought we were being to loud.
That’s when he made his first attempt to try and grab my legs… I asked him what he was doing? re assuring him we were not on the level  
he stopped and continued the conversation he was carrying with me before.
It took me a little by surprise how quick he was able to just re converse with me, he then attempted another time but this time he tried to force me to sit on top of him as he grabbed my private area! I began to fight him grabbing my arm and pull my self off an away from him. 
I tried telling myself ” He’s drunk” every little thing I could think of to prevent me from socking him up
but I had finally had enough of him getting out of line. 
everything got out of hand, I was scratched in the face from trying to pull away from him. everything was not okay! 
Once he got up to leave I ran up stairs to lock the door because At this point I’m home alone now.
 terrified but yet triggered by the whole thing all I could think of was my first attacker!
So there I was laying in bed having an anxiety attack because none of my “friends” or my “bestfriend” were no where to be found, Nor to be heard from.
The feelings i had of not being able to cry or scream was horrible!
 But nothing compared to the feeling of not being able to come in contact with these people i counted on to be there for me…
7) Child abuse 
As long as a can remember I have always known about sexual things. At the age of 3 or 4 years old I have a memory where I mentioned sex so casually to an adult who questioned how I knew about it but I could never pinpoint it until more recently. My father’s touch makes me squirm I don’t like holding his hand during grace even the thought of being alone with him even at 20 years old makes me uncomfortable. When I first starting going through puberty, my father would comment on my body. He would bring up how my boobs were coming in and even make fun of how little they were referencing that they looked like “mosquito bites”. It wasn’t until I turned 18 and was sexually assaulted at college that I started having panic attacks and remembering parts of my childhood that happened at home. I have never been able to attach emotion to sex and I have always felt like sex is all men could ever want from me even given evidence that a guy could actually like me for something more. The thought of being in a romantic relationships makes me extremely uncomfortable and of course being in a pandemic I am doing college at home and living next door to my father who is extremely overprotective about who I talk to. I remember we went to Walmart and I guy I knew from highschool and was never romantic with said hi to me in front of my dad. My dad was angry and asked “who’s that?” as if I did something wrong and I felt the need to immediately explain who he was and how I knew him (mind you we were still in public). I feel no real freedom to talk to boys because my dad is overly invested in my romantic relationships and its as if I have no privacy. I have been saving up to move out as soon as possible but given I am a full-time student and he helps pay for college I am stuck at home for at least a couple of years. My mother has no idea I feel like this but talking to her about issues has proven to be impossible in the past as she usually just shuts-down how I am feeling and negates my emotions about even small things. I don’t know what to do but I feel like being home and trying to process all of this is not healthy for me. Does anyone have advice? 


8) adult assault 
I have experienced numerous sexual assaults in my life but before the age of 16 I had never been raped. My dad used to compare my body to my mom’s and make me feel incredibly uncomfortable. I developed what they call daddy issues over not only the sexual overtones of my father’s conduct but the verbal and emotional abuse as well. I never really had many friends growing up and I was extremely lonely.
When I was 16 I started meeting older men online through whisper. Most experiences were just mediocre sexually and I never felt overly uncomfortable. Then one day I met a man named E. He was 32 and 6’5. I invited him to my mom’s apartment when she was out of town for the weekend. all seemed to be fine at first, I mean he was a little rough but I didn’t mind that. Then when it came to vaginal penetration it hurt, a lot. I told him to stop politely but he didn’t stop. I told him to stop a little more aggressively this time and he didn’t stop. finally, I was crying hard and pushing on his chest begging him to stop because the pain was unbearable. I’ll never forget that moment for the rest of my life because all he did was look at me and smile while he raped me. he smiled at me while I cried. After he raped me penetratively he held his penis in my mouth until I vomited and he just smiled more. he liked to see me in pain and suffering. he liked to make me cry. He tried to fist me when I begged him not to, he penetrated me anally when I begged him not to. I was inanimate object to him to sexually abuse at will and he loved it
After he left I wondered if I had been raped. I convinced myself it wasn’t rape because I had originally consented so I saw him again 4 more times and I started to catch feelings. looking back I have no idea why. the first time he used a condom but every time after that he would not even to my protests. he would just fuck me without one even when I told him to stop and put one on. the last night I saw him he cuddled me afterwards and then I never heard from him again or reached out myself. 
I never told anyone because I was ashamed. I told myself it was my fault. I didn’t protest enough, I was sleeping around so I deserved it. I couldn’t tell my mom because I didn’t want to get in trouble with her for it. I didn’t tell her until I was 18 and unfortunately, I couldn’t tell her the whole truth because I could already feel the judgment from just telling him his age alone. I couldn’t tell her the full truth. I still get moments now of wondering whether I was truly raped or just making a mountain out of a molehill but either way the experience has left me with PTSD and a lot of unresolved emotional trauma. I still dream of being raped and sometimes the man raping me in my dream isn’t E. it is my father  



9) Child abuse 


My older siblings had a different father and they often stayed with that father in a different state leaving me in my mother’s sole care.  I say sole care because my mother often worked evenings so my older siblings looked after me much of the time when they were living with my mother.  My mother and father were only married 8 months and he was not in my life.  I never knew him growing up and my mother told me that my stepfather was my father. 

The earliest memory of the abuse by my stepfather was around age 3.  My mother was in the hospital having a hysterectomy and I was left in the care of her boyfriend. (They had not married yet) It was around Halloween and I remember wanting to dress up in my costume and wanting to wear this when I went to visit my mother in hospital.  He told me my costume was in the basement.  I was scared of the basement and he knew this so he ended up escorting me down the stairs.  He sat on a chair, in the dark and asked me if I wanted to see the costume.  When I said yes, he handed me the box with the costume in it and the tiny pumpkin “trick or treat” basket.  He then picked me up and placed me on his lap.  Putting his hands on my sides, he started moving me back and forth on his lap.  I was too scared to move or do anything.  I didn’t understand what was happening, but it was weird and it had never happened before…all that I remember is how badly I wanted to go back upstairs and get out of that basement. 

The next memory I can recall, I was about 5. My mother was a waitress and worked nights.  My then stepfather was in security and worked 3rd shift.   I remember he was home sick one day and my mother took me into their bedroom and got me to sit next to him.  She told me she had to go to work but she wanted me to keep an eye on him because he wasn’t well.  So I sat there with my legs crossed and watched him.  My mother came back into the room about 10 minutes later and started laughing and said I didn’t have to watch him every minute, I just had to come check on him from time to time.  She told me I could go downstairs and watch tv and just come check on him every so often.  About 5 minutes after she left he came downstairs and asked me what I was doing and did I want to watch something fun on tv.  He put the porn channel on snd started watching porn and telling me about what they were doing and did I want to see him (down there) and that I could touch him.  I remember not wanting to touch him but he was an angry man and he scared me.  (I can remember several family pets that randomly disappeared and I’m certain he was responsible for this- but that’s another story)
He made me touch him.  He told me to open my mouth and to keep my teeth off him.  He took my pants off and touched me and then performed oral sex on me and asked me if it felt good.  I told him it didn’t feel like anything.  He said I would like it when I was older.  He continued until he needed to use a tissue to clean up. He told me my mother liked it and he would show me.  He went upstairs and got some magazines and came back to me.  He said, “your mother really likes this and she is in these magazines.  See,  this is your mother and this is her old boyfriend.”
It did look like my mother. (I still don’t know to this day if it was her or not-I never told her about the magazines) They were black and white pornographic magazines about half the size of normal magazines.  He had about 6 of them in a red duffel bag and in that bag he also had a lifelike flesh coloured vibrator with a cord attached to the remote control.  He told me that women like those and he held it up against my skin and turned it on and told me women use it to masterbate with and talked to me about it and what people do and then put my hand on him and his hand over mine to show me what I should do to him and how I should touch myself.

This sort of behaviour went on for years, until I was about 14-16? My mother and stepfather were both very verbally abusive, physically abusive and he was also sexually abusive.  I put a stop to his abuse the day I forgot to clean out the filter on the washing machine.  He yelled at me to come downstairs.  Showed me the filter and started yelling at me for not cleaning it out after washing my clothes and hit me across the face.  I don’t know where this came from but I immediately grabbed him by the collar of his shirt, with strength I didn’t know I had, and pulled him towards me.  I puffed my tiny self up to as big and mean as I could, pulled him towards my face and told him if he ever touched me again I’d kill him.  I didn’t really mean I’d kill him, but he knew what I meant.  He knew I’d had enough and he barely spoke to me again after that day. 

I was angry my mother didn’t see what was happening.  I was angry she allowed him to discipline me the way he did.  I never told my family about the abuse, I never had any intention of it anyway.  My mother had been married a few times and I didn’t want to be the cause of another divorce, so I kept quiet.  I did trust and tell a boyfriend when I was 19.  When I broke up with that boyfriend he wrote a letter to my stepfather.  I think he was trying to extort money from my stepfather threatening to tell.  My mother found the letter when I was about 21 and that’s how it all came out. 

He’s dead now.  Thank god.  I always felt guilty for not coming forward while he was alive and going to the police.  But I always knew, from a young age, how people were treated that made those accusations.  I remember watching all those tv shows they’d have on TV about sexual abuse in children.  My stepfather would always freak out when they were on and I know he was shitting himself thinking that may be the night he was found out.

I’m 50 this year.  I found my real father when I was 30.  I can’t help but think none of this would have happened if my father had stuck around but that’s an unhelpful thought.  
Everyone has a story.  
Everyone has lived through difficult times and maybe if he had stayed around I wouldn’t have ended up where I am today, with the children and grandchild I have today.  All of my experiences, good and bad, have made me who I am.  I’ve turned into a decent person.  I’m very compassionate, loving snd kind.  That man may have stolen my innocence but he hasn’t robbed me of the beautiful life I have lived so far. 

10) adult sexual harassment 
How Shit Started 
Hi guys! I didn’t know where to start, so I thought, at the beginning. 12 years later what happened still affects me. I’ve only recently found direction and figured out what I want to do with my life and I know that the reason it took so long was what happened to me. Here is how the shittiest part of my life started: 


I always wanted to be free and can’t remember a point in my life where I didn’t feel like I have the basic human right to be a self-governed individual. With this belief comes a conflict of interest if you are a child. People don’t think of children as independent and by definition, children just aren’t. They are, at the very least, financially dependent. 
My parents really made an effort to explain rules to me. They told me that I have to go to school because life would be much easier for me if I had at least a B.A. I still don’t understand why I had to be physically present if my grades were good though. They explained to me that I cannot go clubbing at age 12 because it’s against the law, and they would get in trouble if anyone found out. I didn’t understand why. 
I was responsible for my choices. 
They told me I shouldn’t smoke weed with a developing brain because there is a genetic predisposition for schizophrenia in our family and smoking weed as a young person puts me at risk of psychoses. I didn’t care. 
I had no understanding of how the world was structured and constantly felt like society was putting limitations on me. My parents were the embodiment of these social structures and all I wanted was to get away from them. To be my own person. 
So I did. Just before my 13th birthday I decided not to go back home. I slept on the sofas of older friends, I went out every night, I took drugs almost every day, I didn’t go to school, and I was living my life. 
I had a lot of fun. 
My parents reacted like most parents probably would. They called all my friends, drove from house to house, and called the police. They desperately tried to find me, and sometimes they succeeded, but only for me to run away again. Their tone quickly changed. They didn’t try to explain things to me any more, but I already was a critical thinking person. If reason didn’t help,“because I say so!” obviously didn’t help either. They dragged me in my pyjamas to a therapist. I told a bunch of lies to that therapist in an attempt to waste their time, and thought only of running away again that same night.
The constant game of hide-and-seek got exhausting very quickly. For them, but also for me. So I made sure they couldn’t find me. I flirted with my drugs guy and asked him if I could stay at his place. He said I could. Basically, I exchanged affection for a place to live and an unlimited supply of drugs. I kind of felt uncomfortable, but I didn’t care too much because I was high all the time. 
Then he raped me. 
I had never had sex before. I was lying on my bed, when he lay down next to me. He took off my clothes, and he touched me. I asked him to stop. He said “Why?” “Are you scared?” I didn’t reply, but nor could I move. I felt like I had to just let it happen. He stood up and looked at me from above while he put a condom on his dick. I started crying. He pressed his arm on my chest, pushed my legs apart and forced his dick in me. It felt like he was ripping me apart. Ripping me apart over and over again while I just lay there, doing nothing. After a lifetime of paralysing pain he fell asleep next to me. I put on my clothes, stole a bag of pills and left. 
To this day I cannot help but feel responsible for what happened. I put myself in this situation. I did everything in my power to provoke it. About a year later I moved back home. It was clear to me that I would never tell my parents. I still haven’t. I’ve felt way too ashamed. I also didn’t want to admit that I had failed at being independent. 
None of the things they warned me about happened. I didn’t finish my degree, but I also don’t need it. They didn’t get in trouble because I went clubbing, and I’ve never experienced psychosis. Instead, I became the cliché teenage runaway. Something they wouldn’t have dared to try and ever threaten me with.

11) Rape 
I was conceived during a rape when my mom was 16. She didn’t know who – it was a stranger on a school trip with ridiculously poor chaperoning. He trapped her in a dark hotel room and assaulted her there. He got away and she stayed quiet about it until she found out she was pregnant with me. The school didn’t take any responsibility and her parents were told by a lawyer all they had was a woman’s testimony and it would never hold up, so not even a police report was made. Granted, my mom was terrified and the last thing she wanted to do was talk to the police. She dropped out of school and stayed with my grandparents until I graduated high school to take care of me.
    Mine and my mothers life have obviously been severely impacted by my mothers rape, but since those first meetings with lawyers and the school she went on the trip with, my mothers experience has been called into question. She deals with severe CPTSD and bi-polar, while I struggle with depression, anxiety and pretty regular suicidal/morbid ideations – largely as a result of where I came from, how that impacted my upbringing and how I process a lot of things. We both see psychiatrists and therapists who can validate this, as well as close family and friends. Plenty of records show an absence of a father all the way back to my birth records. Her choosing to move forward in life and as a parent was a decision to let go of knowing who my father was or trying to convince anyone else who didn’t want to believe what happened to her. She had to heal and she couldn’t trust any of the systems that had rejected her experience to turn around and help her, so she let go of pursuing justice or proving herself and chose to focus on herself and raising me. It was lonely, and I really got to feel that too as I grew up.
    I never got to make that choice – not knowing my father and being able to directly address that trauma was always the way things had to be. Dealing with an origin of violence and abandonment was always extremely abstract yet completely visceral – it was/is all very confusing. I have suffered greatly in relationships, professional environments and in my own head as a result.
    I decided to move forward with DNA Testing and Family Tree mapping because I saw it as my only chance to finally make those decisions about reckoning with my father and potentially resolving some of that pain in a really tangible way. I couldn’t not know if there was an option of potentially answering one of the the greatest questions haunting my life. I shared my intentions with my mother, who asked to be left out and never made aware if I found him, for the protection of her own mental state.
I didn’t expect answers to come so quickly (I figured I’d be spending months or years putting pieces together to find him), but in December (only weeks after testing), I received results to a DNA test matching me with a paternal aunt, identifying one of her three brothers as my mothers rapist. The youngest of the three brothers would’ve been 24 at the time of the rape. I have been in contact with the aunt as the website I tested on matched our profiles, but I have tried to be discreet about the situation while I’ve asked her for time to process. She has been quite accommodating saying she’s ready to help however she can when I’m ready to move forward. She says it’ll probably not go well – all of her brothers are married and have multiple small children.
    I started to think about next steps (a crazy thought, as I never thought I’d even get the chance). I thought I finally had what I needed to hold my moms rapist/my dad accountable. Unfortunately, it was not going to be nearly that simple. My local D.A.’s office informed me statute of limitations could not be extended and the states age of consent being 16 at the time would make my case be immediately thrown out. I contacted multiple resources including domestic abuse and rape victim advocates, family law firms, and other various places I thought could help but most met my situation with befuddlement. People who lost track of their rapists aren’t usually able to find them again 30 years later – let alone the child born from that rape. Most of those places felt like they should be able to help, but just didn’t know what to do. Policy just hasn’t had to deal with this much, and that was no surprise to me. Finding resources about dealing with being born from rape has been nearly impossible, with most results showing pretty hurtful commentary. Many of the resources I spoke with advocated my opportunity to pave the way for others – honestly that was not helpful and that’s not exactly what I can can dedicate my life to. I’ve got bills to pay and don’t have time or much interest in trying to start a non-profit or something.
    I believe my mom and I deserve justice. I believe my dad needs to be held accountable for his actions. I’m not out for revenge or to ruin this guys life – I’d like to think I could be a bit kinder to him than he has been to us. I just think there’s a precedent that needs to be set that can hold him accountable. Maybe that means jail time. Maybe it means financial reparations. Maybe it just means having legal advocacy to help me get the proper DNA tests done to identify which of the three brothers is my dad. The fact of the matter is currently none of those are options, and I’m going at it mostly alone. I have the support of my wife and some close community, but besides shoulders to cry on and weekly therapy sessions there’s just not much tangible anything out there. Lots of people have said action is impossible without my mothers participation and I have some thoughts on that – Am I not enough evidence of the crime if my birth validates that a minor was impregnated by a non-minor? My mom is traumatized from her assault and is still dealing with that 30 years later the best she can.. That shouldn’t stop her from receiving justice because she’s not ready to face him. I wish I could convince my mom to get on board, as I actually think taking action could actually provide some closure for her. I’m sad she’s just cut off the option, and it sucks going through it without her. That said, I 100% respect her need for time, even if that’s a lifetime. I still feel like I deserve justice with or without her participation – why is that so much to ask for?

     I’m doing this all on my own, and I need help. If there’s any chance of an extension of statute of limitations, the clock is ticking and I’m out of my field. Right now I’m just trying to continue with my life as I already let this take a couple months away from a course I need to be completing to change careers from the restaurant industry (thanks, COVID) and if I use any more time on this I’ll lose a lot more money than I can afford after this last stupid year. I’m trying to shelve it but also be responsible and not lose any potential window I may have to take action. At the very least I want him to know I exist, I want medical information, and I may want to share some words with him. I’m working on it all, but I just wish I had more practical help navigating it and I feel pretty let down by what’s out there for people like me. Being born from rape is lonely, and this experience has only intensified that.
    If you got this far thank you so much for sticking with me and hearing me out. I appreciate you for even taking the time to listen, regardless of if you have an answer.

