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There are some stories that weigh so heavily on the heart that silence feels safer than speaking. For many years, I chose silence. I told myself no one would believe me. I told myself no one wanted to hear the truth. I told myself that if I just kept it all inside, maybe it would fade, maybe it would hurt less. But the truth does not fade. It stays in the body, in the mind, and in the spirit until it is spoken.

This book is my way of finally speaking.

What you will find here is not a fairy tale, not a story wrapped neatly with bows, and not a polished life where everything turned out exactly the way it was supposed to. What you will find is real life, my life, filled with heartbreak and trauma, but also with survival, strength, and faith.

There are things I will share in these pages that I once thought I would take to my grave. Moments of pain, shame, and brokenness that I could barely admit even to myself. But I have come to learn that secrets only give power to the ones who hurt us. By speaking, we take that power back.

My purpose in telling my story is not to shock anyone, nor is it to dwell on suffering. My purpose is to give voice to what so many endure in silence. Abuse, betrayal, rejection, grief, these are not just my experiences; they are wounds carried by countless others. If you are one of them, I want you to know this: you are not alone.

When I look back over the years, I see a thread running through every season of my life, a thread of survival. I should not be here today. There were nights when my life nearly ended, times when hope seemed like a faraway dream, days when I thought I would never get back up again. And yet, somehow, I did. Every time. Even in the darkest moments, something kept me going. Sometimes it was faith. Sometimes it was the love of my children. Sometimes it was the kindness of a stranger who stepped in at just the right time. But always, there was something.

That is why I believe survival is not only possible, it is powerful.

Memoirs are not written because someone has lived a perfect life. Memoirs are written because someone has lived a life worth telling, one that carries lessons, warnings, and hope. My story is not perfect, but it is proof. Proof that wounds can heal, that broken people can still stand, and that voices once silenced can rise again.

To the reader holding this book: maybe you picked it up out of curiosity. Maybe you picked it up because you’ve lived through your own valleys. Maybe someone placed it in your hands because they hoped it would bring you comfort or courage. Whatever your reason, I want you to know that what you will read here comes from a place of truth. Every word is written with the hope that it connects, that it makes you feel seen, and that it helps you carry your own story with less weight.

There will be moments in these chapters that may feel heavy. I will not pretend otherwise. Abuse is heavy. Violence is heavy. Loss is heavy. But you will also find moments of resilience, of laughter in unexpected places, of angels who appeared when they were most needed, and of faith that held me when nothing else could. This is not just a story of suffering. It is a story of surviving.

For the women and men who have been through abuse: I hope you hear your own strength echoed in mine. For the ones who feel trapped, I hope these pages light a path toward freedom. For the families who have lost someone they love to addiction or violence, I hope you feel less alone in your grief. And for anyone who wonders if there is still hope after a lifetime of pain, I hope this book answers with a resounding yes.

This is not the story of a perfect woman. This is the story of a woman who fell, who cried, who broke, but who kept standing. A woman who lost so much, but who refused to lose herself. A woman who found her voice after years of silence.

By the time you finish reading, I don’t want you to see me as a victim. I want you to see me as a survivor. And more importantly, I want you to see yourself, your strength, your worth, your ability to overcome.

So come with me now into these pages. Walk with me through the valleys and the storms. See the scars, but also see the healing. Hear the cries, but also hear the laughter that somehow returned. And when you close this book, carry with you the truth that survival is possible, that healing is real, and that no matter what has been taken from you, your story is not over. This is my story. This is my truth. And now, it is my gift to you.
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Chapter 1
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The Summer of 1969 — Innocence Lost
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The summer of 1969 is remembered by many as a time of freedom, music, and hope. People talk about Woodstock, about young voices rising in rebellion, about the first steps taken on the moon. For me, that summer is remembered for none of those things. For me, it was the summer my life was taken out of my own hands. It was the summer when innocence was stolen, when choices were stripped away, when the course of everything that followed was altered in a single night.

I was just seventeen. At that age, a girl wants to be wanted. She wants to be noticed, to be chosen, to feel like someone sees her in a special way. When he came into my life, I thought that was what had happened. He carried himself with a kind of confidence that seemed older, stronger, almost magnetic to someone as young and fragile as me. When he asked me to go out, I said yes. I had no reason to think that saying yes to dinner and a drive would mean saying yes to the darkest moment of my life.

I have often wondered how much of life is really choice, and how much is chance. We like to think we are steering the wheel, that our hands on the tiller can control the tide, but sometimes the current is stronger than we can imagine. In one moment, the path ahead seems open and bright; in the next, a single step can turn it into a labyrinth of loss. At seventeen, I did not yet know that truth, that freedom and fate can collide in an instant, leaving you with no map back to where you began.

There is also the cruel paradox of memory: how a single night can stretch across decades, how it can echo louder than all the years of laughter, work, love, and healing that come after. Pain has a way of etching itself into the soul, so deeply that even when scars form, the outline of the wound remains. I learned early that the past does not vanish with time; it reshapes itself, folding into who we become. And yet, even in that, there is a strange resilience, because if memory can wound, it can also teach, it can remind us that survival itself is a form of defiance.

That night felt ordinary at first. We went out, we ate, we talked. I laughed in places where laughter felt natural, and I let myself believe for a short while that maybe I had stepped into something sweet. At one point, he handed me a drink. Orange juice. Something so simple, so harmless, so familiar. I took it without hesitation, because why wouldn’t I? At seventeen, I didn’t know about pills or powders, didn’t know how easily trust could be poisoned. I lifted the glass, I drank, and with that swallow, I unknowingly swallowed danger.

Soon after, my body began to feel strange. My head grew heavy, my limbs weak, my thoughts cloudy. By the time he brought me home, I was already sinking into a fog I couldn’t escape. That was when it happened. He attacked me. He forced himself on me. He raped me.

That word is too small for the reality it carries. To live through it is to feel your breath stolen, your spirit crushed, your body turned into something that doesn’t belong to you anymore. People imagine screaming, fighting, breaking free. But sometimes the body freezes. Sometimes the voice disappears. That night, mine did. I was silent, paralyzed by fear, by confusion, by the drug that numbed my strength. It wasn’t just my body that was violated that night, it was my trust, my choice, my very sense of self.

When my mother came home later, she looked at me and she knew. A mother’s eyes always know. She saw the change in me, the damage, the truth I couldn’t bring myself to speak. For one moment, I thought she might protect me, that she might hold me and say I was safe now. But her response cut me deeper than the assault itself. She looked at him, then at me, and said the words that would seal my fate: “You’re going to marry her.”
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