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​Dedication
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This book is for God, my husband, my family, my friends, and for those who have gone before me—my parents, my brother, and my son.

Thank you, God my Father, for giving me the idea to do this and for helping me understand that all things are possible with You. You believed in me even when I didn't believe in myself, and You gave me the confidence to know that I can achieve this with You right here beside me! THANK YOU, JESUS!

Thank you all for your loving support.
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This book contains depictions of sensitive and potentially triggering topics, including but not limited to drug and alcohol use, sexual content, sexual assault, and death. Reader discretion is advised.

While the story is based on real-life events, the names of individuals and certain identifying details have been changed to protect their privacy and identity. Any similarities to persons, living or dead, beyond these changes, are coincidental. This work is intended to share a personal narrative and does not reflect the experiences or viewpoints of all individuals involved.
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In The Beginning
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​Chapter 1
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“In the beginning God created the heavens and the earth. The earth was without form, and void; and darkness was on the face of the deep. And the Spirit of God was hovering over the face of the waters. Then God said, “Let there be light”; and there was light. God called the light Day, and the darkness He called Night. So the evening and the morning were the first day.” Genesis 1:1-5 

—
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When I was about 13 years old, I watched a movie called “Thief in the Night,” directed by Donald W. Thompson. It touched me and scared me into being careful about the choices I made. I didn’t accept the Lord Jesus Christ and it wasn’t something I fully understood either at that time, but looking back, I realize that a seed was planted in my heart that day.

A few years later, when I was 16, I spent time with my friend Cindy and her boyfriend, Fred. They invited me to a friend’s apartment, and I was excited to go because it was a new experience for me. At the apartment, I met a guy I’ll call John. I thought he was really cute, and the way he looked at me made me feel special.

After hanging out for a while, Cindy told me we were about to leave but promised we would come back. So, we went out to do some errands, and when we returned to John’s place, Cindy plopped down on the couch, and I ended up meeting John’s brother, who was just hanging out in the living room.

I think we were watching a movie, but the sound was so loud that John suggested we go to the bedroom so we could talk without having to shout. As we were headed to the bedroom, I got this strange pain in my chest. It was heavy like something bad was going to happen, but I comforted myself that nothing would happen to me because my friend was there.

We went into the bedroom and John locked the door. He sat me on the bed and began kissing me and slowly pushing me back. I was afraid and didn’t know what to do. He started touching me in places I didn’t want him to. I wanted to scream but I didn’t and then I noticed that the TV began to get louder. I felt like I didn’t know how to escape. 

He was raping me.

I was trying to get away but I couldn’t at that point. Then I just stopped trying and let him. Somehow, I got away. I didn’t know how it happened. I bolted out of the bedroom and rushed through the main door of the apartment. 

I paused to catch my breath, but John quickly caught up to me, so I took off running again. Just before I escaped, I heard him say, “I’m sorry,” but I didn’t stop. I found a spot to hide and peeked out, only to see that John’s brother was also searching for me. They couldn’t find me, so I left my hiding place and ran again.

I stopped when I spotted a cop talking to a woman. I was a wreck—my hair was a mess, my clothes were torn, and bruises marred my neck. Fear gripped me, and I hesitated to tell the cop what had happened. Instead, I asked if I could use his phone. He looked at me and said he didn’t have one. He scrutinized me for a moment, then turned away to continue his conversation with the woman.

I wandered around until late into the night, feeling desperate to get home. I started knocking on random doors, hoping someone would help me. Finally, I came to a woman’s door and knocked. When she opened it, I quickly apologized for bothering her so late and asked if I could use her phone. She agreed, but as I stepped inside, I could feel her eyes studying me.

I called Cindy to ask her to come get me, but I found out she had left after I ran away. I reassured her that I was okay, but I admitted that something bad had happened. I didn’t cry; I was just trying to hold it together. Cindy told me where she would pick me up, and then we hung up.

When I hung up the phone, the woman asked if I was okay. I told her yes, but she kept asking, her concern evident. I continued to reassure her, insisting that I was fine.

But deep down, I knew I wasn’t okay.

It hadn’t hit me at that moment that I had been raped. Yes, I knew it happened, but I couldn’t recognize that. I was just trying to hold it together and not cry, but the woman could sense that something was wrong. I thanked her, and I think she wanted to hug me, but I honestly can’t remember if we did or not.

As I walked out of her apartment, I spotted Cindy and Fred’s car and hurried to get inside. Relief washed over me when I settled into the car with Cindy. That’s when I finally started to tell her what had happened, and the tears began to pour out. Both Cindy and Fred were furious.

Fred drove to John’s apartment building and then Cindy jumped out of the car with Fred and rushed into John’s apartment. She found the guy who hurt me, and she was so angry that she hit him so hard she broke his jaw. Fred went after John’s brother and ended up cutting him with a knife. They called the cops, but my friend told me not to say anything because if I did, the police would deport Fred.

After the chaos settled, they took me to Cindy’s mom’s house, where we recounted everything. Her sadness was palpable, but so was her anger. Afterward, Cindy drove me home, and I felt a mix of relief and fear about everything that had just happened.

I was terrified to tell my family what had happened, but eventually, I mustered the courage to let my mom know. She was furious and wanted to confront Cindy, but I stopped her. I knew that would only make things worse. A few days passed, and by then, I had shared my story with the rest of my family. They all encouraged me to report the incident to the police, but fear gripped me, and I left home to go to my neighbor’s house across the street. I spent time hanging out on their back patio, just sitting there in silence. I didn’t want to go to the police; too many days had already gone by, and I doubted they would believe me.
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