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Author’s Note

This memoir shares my personal experiences with childhood abuse, neglect, addiction, and recovery. I tell my story not to shock or seek sympathy, but to give a voice to survival and to offer hope to others who may be suffering in silence.

Some details have been condensed or softened to protect both the reader and myself while preserving the emotional truth. This story reflects my journey from victim to survivor, ultimately leading to healing.

If you find that reading this becomes overwhelming, please take breaks and prioritize your well-being. You are not obligated to read this story all at once.

Content Warning

This book includes themes of childhood abuse, domestic violence, neglect, addiction, and self-harm. These experiences are described in a non-graphic, survivor-centered manner but may still be triggering for some readers.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



PROLOGUE:​​
BEATING THE ODDS
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I tell my story not for sympathy or praise, but because survival should never be silent. I share how I endured abuse, lived through anger, and learned—slowly and imperfectly—that healing is possible through strength, counseling, and forgiveness. If my story helps even one person believe they can survive and heal, then it has done what it was meant to do.

Life was not always easy. Some might even say it was unbearable. Yet through perseverance and a deep desire to change not only my own life, but the lives of others, I refused to remain a victim. I would no longer allow those who hurt me to control who I became.

As a child, I had no control over the people who harmed me. As an adult, I learned that I did have control over my future. For a long time, even though they could no longer hurt me physically, I continued to give them power over my life. I allowed my past to steal my peace and shape my choices. Eventually, I realized that clinging to that pain had become an excuse—an excuse to fail, an excuse to avoid responsibility. Taking my power back meant taking responsibility for my life.

That was when everything changed.

I stopped making excuses for my pain and started taking responsibility for my healing. That was the moment I stopped being only a victim and became a survivor. This is when true healing began.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 1:
THE ILLUSION OF NORMAL
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I was born in August of 1973 in Tangipahoa Parish, Louisiana. I am the oldest of three children—a sister and a brother who would become the center of my world.

From the outside, our life appeared normal—almost ideal. We lived on several acres of land once owned by my grandfather in Loranger, Louisiana. We had room to roam, owned horses, minibikes, and go-karts. We swam and fished along the waterfront that bordered our property. We wore nice clothes and had toys that most children could only dream of. To the outside world, we looked like a happy, middle-class family.

I remember getting my first minibike when I graduated from kindergarten. It looked like we had it all.

Dad was a well-known mechanic, one of the best in South Louisiana. He could often be found working on vehicles outside our home in his mechanic's shop. My brother enjoyed spending time around the shop until one afternoon when an accident occurred while he was playing nearby.

Dad was putting gasoline into a carburetor when the bottle he was holding exploded. In a panic, he tossed the flaming bottle, not realizing my brother was playing around the corner. The ignited gasoline struck my brother, causing severe burns to his face.

Mom worked as a self-employed beautician from home and often had clients stopping by to get their hair cut and styled.

We went to church and attended Sunday school nearly every Sunday. We did the kinds of things families do when they want to appear normal—when they need to appear normal.

But looks can be deceiving.

Behind closed doors, my parents struggled with addiction. My father was violent. My mother was often the one who paid the price. Many times, he beat her so severely that we believed she might die.

As the oldest child, I saw more than my siblings did, and I felt responsible for protecting them—even when I was far too young to know how.

I learned early how to read moods, how to stay quiet, and how to comfort my siblings when things became chaotic. I learned how to pretend everything was fine when it wasn’t. That skill—pretending—would follow me for many years.

My parents were often high, and my father’s violence toward my mother was constant and unpredictable.

Moments like these shaped my childhood. They taught me fear, silence, and survival long before they taught me safety or love.

Violence was unpredictable in our home.

Some memories stay with you because they are loud, and some stay because they are quiet in the worst way.

I remember an evening when my mother cooked red beans and rice. My father saw an onion in the pot and exploded. He threw the hot food across the table, slapped her, knocked her down, and beat her until she lost consciousness. She lay under the table while my siblings and I cried, forced to keep eating.

I remember asking my mother to teach me how to make my bed. She did—until my father walked in and took it as a reason to punish her. I begged him to stop, as I stood crying, watching as he beat her; I apologized over and over, as if the violence was my fault.
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