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Biography

This book is my personal biography of all my most traumatic life experiences. In writing this book, I hope it helps people to normalise speaking out about their own traumas, whether it be in therapy or to those you trust and love. The aim is to resonate with individuals experiencing difficulties and to let them know that others share similar challenges. And for them to feel less alone. 

I’m entitling this book ‘What the F*ck’ as I, myself like many others use dark humour to process my pain. And what better name for a book about horrible stories, then what the fuck?

Disclaimer 

As these experiences are traumatic in nature, read at your own discretion. I will add trigger warnings at the beginning of every chapter. I will not be responsible for any negative reactions. 

I am not a qualified psychologist, just a person who wishes to help and believes that it is necessary and helpful to speak out about the darkest parts of ourselves. 

If you or anyone you know are struggling with your mental health and traumas, please seek help. There are plenty of resources available out there. There are plenty of professionals out there uniquely qualified to help. There are also websites and call centres dedicated to help those in need or just those who need to talk. Even just talking to a trusted friend/family member/acquaintance can be helpful. However, do not rely solely on them as it is unfair on both of you to unload yourselves on an unqualified individual. 
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Stolen First Kiss
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Trigger warnings: child molestation, child abuse

When I was 12 my parents decided on a family trip to our home country of England. Now since we hadn’t been back since we moved when I was 2 and my brother was 4, all our family demanded we visit them. We saw a few members here and there, but we were only going to be there for 2 weeks, and it wasn’t feasible. So, they decided to throw a moderate sized reunion at my dad’s aunt’s house. 

When we got there, we were greeted at the door by her and her husband. And more of the family started filing into the room to greet us as well, distracting my parents and brother. And that’s when her husband cornered me. He started talking to me – I can’t remember the words – I just remember looking around for help and seeing everyone distracted. 

And that’s when he started leaning in, for a kiss. I tried to turn my head away, but his hands clamped down over my shoulders. And I remember thinking with full clarity, that he would not let me go without getting what he wanted from me, what he was demanding from me. At the time I didn’t know why I didn’t try to speak up, but it boils down to this – I was scared. 

The moment he got his kiss, he let me go, I was free. I went right to my parents and refused to leave their side. Later when the three of us were sitting outside, we watched as he sat next to a younger cousin. And every time this child moved away from him, he scooted closer, until his hand was on this child butt. And that was when the child got up and walked away. 

That was when I admitted to my parents about what had happened earlier, and my parents told me to stay away from him and not to go anywhere alone. They’d also heard family rumours that he had inappropriately touched my aunt’s daughters, his own daughters. And yet no one did anything to stop him, it had been going on for around 30 years, as their daughters were adults then. 

Any time I saw him from that moment on I would keep my young cousin close and as far from him as I could. This is all why, when I found out he had died a couple years ago I felt nothing but gladdened. He could never touch a child again. He could never again take the innocence from a child. 

I have never been a person of religion, but he and people like him make me hope hell is a real place. That those who get away with depravity in life, suffer for an eternity in death. 

It was only recently when I managed to link this trauma to why it took so long for me to become sexually active in any capacity. Before that trip I had imagined kissing the boy I liked, after that trip I just could not picture myself kissing anyone. I just thought it was because the boy I liked had moved and I just didn’t like anyone else. 

It took me until I was 19/20 to have my first kiss and even after that I hated it if anyone tried to kiss me if I hadn’t initiated it. And while it is good to know why I am the way I am; it will be a difficult road to navigate. But I won’t let it stop me, I may be a 23-year-old virgin, but I won’t be forever. And when I find that person that can let me safely express myself, I will finally be free. 

Everyone takes things at their own pace and we each take as long as our bodies need for us to heal and process. Don’t ever let anyone tell you otherwise. Healing isn’t linear and there is no timeline to improving one’s mental health. And in allowing ourselves to heal we build up on our resilience, allowing our mental strength to expand and fortify. 
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