
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


PRISONS WITHIN: RECLAIMING MY STOLEN LIFE

––––––––

Constanta Dragoescu


Copyright © 2026 by Constanta Dragoescu

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the author.

Cover Design by Ermond Machica


A NOTE ON THE LANGUAGE OF THIS BOOK

Before you step into these pages, I want to offer you something I wish someone had offered me at the beginning of my own journey: a simple orientation.

Throughout this book, I use a specific vocabulary — words like Starseed, Negative Alien Agenda, Black Tree of Life, crucifixion implant, lightbody. These are not terms you will find in mainstream psychology or conventional medicine. They are not metaphors, either, at least not to me. They are the language through which I came to understand what was happening inside my body, my mind, and my life.

I did not choose this language because it sounded dramatic or because I wanted to be believed. I chose it because, after years of suffering I could not name, it was the first framework that made my experience feel coherent. When nothing else explained why I had felt hunted my entire life, this language did.

You do not need to share my framework to find something of value in this book. You may read these concepts as literal truth, as metaphor, as the inner mythology of a woman trying to survive, or simply as one human being's attempt to make meaning out of pain. What I ask is only this: that you stay with me long enough to meet the story before you decide what to make of the language.

The story is real. The suffering was real. The healing is real.

The rest — I leave to you.

PROLOGUE: THE KEY AROUND MY NECK

I was six years old the first time I understood that I was alone.

Alone in the way that becomes a fact of the body. A knowledge that settles into the bones before the mind has words for it.

Every morning, my mother fastened a key around my neck before she left for work. It was cold metal against my chest, and it was the only thing waiting for me when I came home.

No one walked me to school. No one picked me up. No one was there when I turned the key in the lock and stepped into the silence of an empty apartment.

I was six. This was simply life.

We lived on the fourth floor of a concrete apartment block in communist Romania — one of those grey, identical structures that the regime replicated across the country like a proof of concept: this is what human beings look like when you subtract everything that makes them human. There was almost no heating. There was almost no light.

The electricity was rationed. For most of the day, the building existed in darkness — not the soft darkness of evening, but a complete, suffocating black that swallowed the stairwell whole.

When I needed to descend those four floors, I had no flashlight. We were not permitted to use matches for safety reasons. So I did what I had learned to do: I pressed my small hand against the wall, found the railing, and I counted.

One. Two. Three.

Each step required its own act of faith. The darkness was absolute. I could not see if anyone was waiting below. I could not see the edge of the step beneath my foot. I could not see anything at all.

Four. Five. Six.

Only touch. Only count. Touch and count, all the way down, and then all the way back up again.

I did not know then that I was learning something. I thought I was simply getting to school.

But the body learns what the mind cannot yet articulate. And what mine learned, on those dark staircases, was this: you cannot wait for someone to bring you the light. You find your own way down, or you do not go at all.

In winter, our apartment was so cold that our breath was visible indoors. My mother lived in constant anxiety about the electricity bill — not because she was careless with money, but because using too much could mean being reported. Punished. Something worse.

So we layered every winter clothing we had over our bodies and we sat together in one room and we did not say what we felt, because saying what you felt was also something that could be reported.

I did my homework by the light of a gas lamp. The flame stuttered and threw strange shadows across my schoolbooks. The smell of gas was always present, low and constant, like a reminder that warmth had a cost. I sat there alone, a child straining to read in unsteady light, and I learned my lessons, and I said nothing about any of it.

There was no one to help me with the homework. No one to check if I understood. No one to say: you are doing well. I see how hard you are trying.

I never learned to be my own witness. I did not see myself trying. I did not see myself struggling. I did not see myself at all. No one had taught me that I was worth noticing.

My school was not a place of learning. Under the Ceausescu regime, schools were instruments of submission — factories, really, where children were processed into compliant units of the state. We were taught to recite praises for the great leader. We marched in parades and smiled on command. We did not ask questions. Asking questions was a form of rebellion, and rebellion had consequences that filtered down even to six-year-olds.

I had a stutter. It had always been there, tangled in my throat, making each sentence a small ordeal. In that environment — where silence was safer than speech, where speaking wrongly could mean shame, where individuality itself was a kind of crime — my voice retreated further.

I learned that the safest thing I could do was disappear.

Not physically. I mean the other kind of disappearing: the one where you reduce yourself until you take up so little space that no one notices you enough to hurt you. I became very good at it. It would take me decades to understand what it had cost.

My father was a man shaped by the same system that shaped everything else in our lives — by fear, by the need for dominance in a world that offered him no real power, by generational wounds he had never been given the tools to examine. At home, he was the regime in miniature: a structure of control and punishment, unpredictable in its enforcement, absolute in its authority.

My mother survived him the way she survived everything else — by enduring. By becoming invisible in her own right. By teaching me, without words, that this was what women did.

I was the child they had not planned for. My father had wanted me gone before I had a name. When my mother did not end the pregnancy, he made another demand: give me a boy. That was the condition of his acceptance — not of her, but of whatever was coming. A boy he could recognize. A boy he could claim. A girl was a problem he had not agreed to solve.

My mother stayed — but staying is not the same as choosing. And giving birth is not the same as being welcomed.

I arrived a girl. I arrived anyway.

Born on Good Friday, the day of greatest sorrow in the Orthodox calendar, into a family where there was no room for another person's needs, another person's hunger, another person's cry in the night. I came into a house already full — not with love, but with everything that had never been said. Old grief. Old fear. Old silences that had calcified into the walls. And underneath all of it, a disappointment no one would ever name out loud: that I had come, and that I had come wrong.

I would spend decades trying not to ask the question that lived beneath all of it — would any of this have been different, if I had been the boy he ordered? I did not choose any of it, yet, I carried it as if I had.

But I did not know that then.

Then, I only knew the key. Cold metal in my hand. Four floors. Count the steps on the way down. Get to the bottom. Come back up. This was the shape of my world — small, measurable, repeatable. A child learning to navigate what she cannot yet name. A child making sense of things the only way she knows how: one step at a time, alone.

I am telling you this before anything else because I need you to understand where I began.

Not to explain myself. Not to ask for pity. But because the woman who eventually heard a voice in a church in Jerusalem, who quit her career and dismantled her entire life and fought battles in dimensions she could not have imagined — that woman was built here. In this darkness. On these stairs.

Every form of imprisonment I would later encounter — the spiritual ones, the energetic ones, the ones with names I didn't yet have — I had already met in physical form before I was ten years old. A system designed to keep people small. Silent. Afraid. Disconnected from their own knowing.

I survived communism. I survived my family. I survived a body that kept breaking and a world that kept telling me, in a hundred different ways, that I was too much, or not enough, or simply wrong to exist.

I did not merely survive.

Looking back now, from the distance of nine years of the most profound unraveling and rebuilding I could have imagined, I understand something I could not have articulated as that child on the dark staircase:

I was always finding my way down. I was always coming back up.

The key was never just a key. It was the first proof that I could be trusted with myself.

And the darkness — the darkness was simply where I learned to count.

FOREWORD: WHY I WRITE THIS

There is a particular kind of loneliness that has no name in any language I have found.

It is not the loneliness of being physically alone. It is not the loneliness of grief, or of exile, or even of being profoundly misunderstood by the people closest to you. It is the loneliness of living through something that the world around you insists is not real — and slowly, under the weight of that insistence, beginning to wonder if they are right.

For years, I carried what I will describe in this book in complete silence. Not because I lacked courage. Not because I did not trust the people in my life. But because I had learned, through enough attempts, that there was no container large enough to hold what I was experiencing. The moment I reached for words, I watched something close in the eyes of the listener — a subtle withdrawal, a careful neutrality, the specific kindness people extend to someone they have decided is fragile.

I learned to stop reaching.

I kept going to work. I answered emails. I smiled in the right places. I maintained the surface of a life while underneath it, something extraordinary and terrifying was dismantling everything I had ever believed about the nature of reality — about my body, my history, my purpose, and the forces that had shaped my suffering since before I could remember.

I held all of it alone.

And the holding nearly killed me.

This book exists because I finally decided that silence was the more dangerous choice.

Not dangerous in the abstract sense — though it is that too. Dangerous in the immediate, bodily sense: the way unexpressed truth calcifies in the throat, in the chest, in the jaw. I have the medical history to prove it.

Thyroid disease. Throat infections so severe I would lose my voice for days. And then my ears. The left one first — infection after infection, resistant to every treatment, until the hearing on that side was simply gone. Then the right began to follow. There were long periods in my twenties when I could not hear anything at all. A world reduced to mouths moving, to vibration, to the specific loneliness of being present and cut off. I have thought about this often since: that my body chose silence before I did. That it took from me the very sense I was refusing to use.

And I was born with an inverted bite — the lower jaw coming forward over the upper, when it should have been the other way around. Already reversed, before I had drawn my first breath. The first sentence of a story my body was telling long before I could: that something fundamental had been turned the wrong way around.

The writing of this book was, among other things, a medical intervention.

But it was also something simpler and stranger and more necessary than that.

It was an act of refusal.

I want to be honest with you about what this book is not.

It is not a guide. I have no steps to offer, no framework that will replicate my journey in your life, no guaranteed path from suffering to liberation. Anyone who offers you that is selling you something. I am not selling anything. I am reporting.

It is not a manifesto, though there are moments it reads like one. When you have spent your entire life being systematically silenced — by systems, by people, by forces I will describe in these pages — something in the writing eventually rises to its full height and refuses to be quiet. I have not tried to edit that out. It belongs here.

It is not a comfortable book. I will not soften what happened to me in order to make it easier to receive. I was not extended that courtesy while it was happening, and I do not think the truth is well served by aestheticizing it after the fact. There are passages in these pages that are dark in ways that may disturb you. If you need to put the book down, do. If you need to return to it slowly, do. Your pace is the right pace.

And it is not a book that asks for your belief.

This is perhaps the most important thing I can tell you.

I do not need you to believe that negative alien entities manipulated my DNA, or that my lightbody was infiltrated by artificial machinery, or that I volunteered for this mission before I was born. I do not need your validation to know what I experienced. I stopped needing it a long time ago — that particular liberation was one of the earliest and most essential ones.

What I offer you is not doctrine. It is testimony. There is a difference.

Doctrine asks you to accept. Testimony only asks you to witness.

So why do I write this?

I write it for the person I was in 2017, sitting in a darkened apartment in Bucharest, crying without knowing why, feeling something enormous moving beneath the surface of my life and having no language, no companion, no map.

I write it for every person who has ever been told — by a doctor, a family member, a partner, a well-meaning friend — that what they are experiencing is not real. That the pain has no cause. That the sense of being hunted, manipulated, fundamentally interfered with, is a symptom of something wrong with their perception rather than evidence of something happening in their reality.

I write it because I have sat across from enough people in my therapy practice to know that I am not the only one who has lived in this particular kind of invisible war. They find their way to me eventually, these people — careful and ashamed and exhausted from years of performing normalcy — and when they speak, I recognize every word.

I write it because silence, in the end, is not neutral. Silence has a function. It protects systems. It maintains the agreed-upon version of reality. It ensures that the experiences which challenge that version remain unspoken, uncounted, without witness.

I refuse to be silent because my silence would serve something I have spent nine years dismantling.

I also write it — and I say this without embarrassment, because this book has required me to become someone who says true things without apology — I write it because my experience deserves to exist.

Not because it is universal. Not because it will resonate with everyone. Not because it is verifiable by any external standard.

But because it happened. Because I lived it. Because the nine years documented in these pages were real years of a real life, and the woman who lived them is real, and she was here, and she saw what she saw, and she survived what she survived.

That is enough reason.

It has taken me a long time to believe that. I offer it to you now as the hardest-won sentence in this entire book:

My experience deserves to exist.

Yours does too.

A final word before you begin.

This foreword was supposed to end with instructions. A list of what to expect, how to navigate the more challenging passages, a careful scaffolding of disclaimers and caveats designed to manage your reception of what follows.

I have decided against it.

You are an adult. You are capable of meeting a story on its own terms. You do not need me to pre-digest it for you, to place guardrails along the edges of my own truth.

What I will say is this: somewhere in these pages, if you have ever felt that the life you are living is somehow not quite the life you were meant to have — if you have carried that bone-deep sense of displacement, of interference, of a self that exists beneath the self you show the world — you may recognize something.

Not my story. Your own.

That recognition, if it comes, is the only thing this book was ever really for.

With unwavering truth, 

Constanta Dragoescu

April 2026
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CHAPTER ONE: EARLY STAGES 2016–2019 — BABY STEPS
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The Voice in Jerusalem

There is a particular moment — and I believe most people who have ever truly changed can name it — when the life you have been living becomes suddenly, undeniably visible to you as a construction. Not your life. A life. Something assembled from other people's expectations and your own carefully cultivated survival strategies, held together by habit and exhaustion and the low-grade terror of what might happen if you stopped.

For some people, this moment arrives gently. A quiet morning. A walk in the rain. Something small and ordinary that cracks the surface just enough to let the light in.

For me, it arrived as a voice.

Loud. External. Impossible to rationalize. In one of the most sacred spaces in the world, on the holiest day of the Christian calendar, in a city that has been absorbing human suffering and human longing for three thousand years.

If you want to live, you need to stop.

That was the beginning.

But before I can tell you about the voice, I need to tell you about the woman who heard it. Because she is almost unrecognizable to me now — not because she was weak, but because she had become so skilled at the performance of strength that she had lost the ability to tell the difference.

Before Jerusalem: The Woman on Autopilot

By April 2016, I had built a life that looked, from the outside, like success.

I was working in IT consultancy — a demanding, well-compensated role that required sharp analytical thinking, constant problem-solving, and the ability to manage multiple complex projects simultaneously. I was good at it. Exceptionally good, in the way that people become exceptionally good at things they use to avoid themselves. I had a reputation for reliability, for never saying no, for being the person you called when something needed to be fixed under impossible pressure.

I was also, quietly and comprehensively, falling apart.

My days had settled into a pattern so rigid it had become its own kind of cage: wake up exhausted, force myself through the machinery of the working day, return home depleted beyond what sleep could repair, collapse, repeat. There was no joy in any of it. Not in the work itself — which had long since ceased to feel meaningful and had become simply a sequence of problems to be solved before the next sequence arrived. Not in the evenings, which I spent alone, too tired for anything requiring actual presence. Not even in the small pleasures that are supposed to sustain a life — food tasted like fuel, music was background noise, the changing of seasons something I registered intellectually without feeling.

I had become a ghost in my own existence.

When people asked how I was doing, I said fine. Not as a deflection — or not only as a deflection. I said it because I genuinely no longer had access to any more accurate answer. The question required a self that could observe its own condition from some stable internal position, and I had no such position. I was too close to everything and too absent from everything at the same time — simultaneously overwhelmed and completely numb.

What I did not say, because I did not yet have the framework to understand it: I was not tired in the way that rest can fix. I was tired in the way that happens when a person has been spending their life force on things that do not belong to them — living according to scripts written by fear, by childhood wounds, by a professional culture that treated self-destruction as ambition. The exhaustion had seeped into a level beneath muscle and sleep cycle. It had settled into something I would later learn to call the soul.

My body, as bodies do, was keeping precise records.

My thyroid had been deteriorating for years — a fact I had acknowledged in the abstract while continuing to ignore its implications. By 2016, the deterioration had reached the point where doctors were no longer suggesting treatment. They were issuing an ultimatum: surgery to remove the gland, or face consequences that could be fatal. They explained this to me with the calm matter-of-factness of people accustomed to patients who have waited too long. I listened, nodded, and returned to the office.

Looking back now, I understand exactly what was happening in my thyroid — not just the medical mechanism, but the deeper truth it was expressing. The throat is the seat of voice, of authentic expression, of the self that speaks its truth into the world. Mine had been systematically suppressed since childhood — by communism, by my family, by a working culture that rewarded output and punished need, by an assault I had buried so deeply I had almost convinced myself it hadn't happened. The body does not forget what the mind refuses to hold. It simply finds other ways to speak.

But I did not know any of this in 2016. I only knew that I was thirty seconds from collapse at all times, that I had forgotten what it felt like to want anything, and that somewhere beneath the relentless competence I performed each day, something was dying.

The nights were the worst.

Alone in my apartment, in the hours when the performance was finally off and there was nothing between me and the silence, a question would sometimes surface — quiet, persistent, almost shy in the way it presented itself, as though it knew I would push it away:

Is this really living?

I would push it away. Every time. Because acknowledging it meant acknowledging everything that came behind it — the accumulated weight of years lived in the wrong direction, the vastness of what I had sacrificed, the terrifying blankness of not knowing who I was if I was not this.

So I kept moving. I kept working. I kept performing fine.

Until Jerusalem made it impossible.

The Voice

I almost did not go.

It was my seventh trip to Jerusalem. The second time I had been there for Easter. The trip had been planned months in advance, and by the time April arrived, I was running so far below empty that the idea of traveling felt like one more demand on a body that had nothing left to give. I went anyway. Something in me that had not yet given up entirely insisted on it.

Jerusalem in Easter week is unlike any place I have ever been before or since. The city holds grief and faith in a concentration that you feel physically — in the air, in the stones, in the faces of the pilgrims who have come from every corner of the world carrying their private sufferings and their private hopes, looking for something they cannot name but believe, somewhere in this ancient compressed intensity, they might find.

I arrived carrying mine.

The Church of the Holy Sepulchre on Easter Day is crowded beyond what seems architecturally possible — bodies pressed together from every tradition, every language, candles and incense and the sound of prayers in Greek and Arabic and Romanian and a dozen other tongues overlapping into something that is no longer individual but collective, a single enormous human reaching toward the same unreachable point.

I had positioned myself in one of the side areas, slightly removed from the main crush, trying to breathe, trying to be present to where I was instead of to the endless internal noise. I was not praying exactly. I was not doing anything exactly. I was simply standing in a very old building, in a body that was failing, in a life I no longer recognized as mine, on a day consecrated to resurrection.

And then the voice came.

If you want to live, you need to stop.

I want to be precise about this, because I know how it sounds and I have no interest in making it sound like something it was not. This was not an inner prompting. It was not the kind of thought that rises from your own depths and feels significant. It was not intuition dressed in dramatic language.

It was a voice. External, clear, unhurried, carrying the specific weight of something that does not need to repeat itself because it knows it has been heard.

There was no one near me who could have spoken those words.

I did not ask who or what had spoken. The question did not arise. What arose instead was a recognition so complete and so sudden that it bypassed all my considerable defenses and landed directly in the part of me that was still, beneath everything, paying attention:

This is true. You know exactly what this means. You have known for a long time.

I stood very still. Around me, the prayers continued, the candles burned, pilgrims moved through the ancient space carrying their ancient needs. And I stood in the middle of all of it and felt, for the first time in years, something other than exhaustion.

I felt seen.

Not by the crowd. Not by any human presence. By something I could not name and did not need to name, that had looked straight through the performance and the competence and the relentless fine and found the woman underneath, the one who was disappearing, and had spoken to her directly:

Stop. Or this is how it ends.

The Year of Knowing and Not Moving

I returned from Jerusalem carrying the voice like a stone in my chest.

Heavy. Undeniable. Impossible to put down, impossible to act on.

This is the part of the story I am least proud of, and also the part I find most human: I spent an entire year knowing exactly what I needed to do and not doing it. Twelve full months of carrying a truth I had received in one of the most sacred spaces on earth, and choosing, every morning, the familiar terror of staying over the unfamiliar terror of leaving.

I told myself I was being practical. There were projects that depended on me. There were financial considerations that required serious planning. There were people who would be affected by my absence, responsibilities that could not simply be abandoned because a voice in a church had told me to stop.

These were not lies, exactly. They were the true things I used to protect myself from a larger truth.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Prlsons Wlthln

Constanta Dragoescu





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





