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    This book is dedicated to all who have suffered, or are suffering, violence of any kind. My heart goes out to you. I pray that God gives you the strength to love yourself enough to leave, and that He walks with you through healing into a beautiful future of peace.

      

    



  	
        
            
            I died for you, live for me.
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DISCLAIMER
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This is a memoir based on true events. All names, locations, and identifying details have been changed to protect the privacy of those involved. The author has presented these events truthfully and to the best of her memory and understanding.

At the end of the book, a way has been provided for you to reach out if you have questions, need clarity, or want prayer. I am open to communication, but please understand that I will not be disclosing my full name nor my phone number.

This story is true. The pain, the healing, and the victory are real even if the names are changed.

Warning: Graphic content and spiritual themes may be triggering to some. Please read with care.
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WHY I WROTE THIS BOOK
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This is not a book of blame. This is a book of freedom. A book of truth. A book of transformation.

I didn’t write this so you could feel sorry for me. I wrote it because someone out there is living in chaos and calling it normal. Someone is being manipulated and calling it love. Someone is surviving... but not living.

Maybe that someone is you.

What I share in these pages is raw. It’s honest. It’s painful. But it’s real. I was in a place so dark, so confusing, that I didn’t even realize I was being abused. I thought I was strong for staying, for enduring. But strength isn’t staying in what God told you to leave; strength is choosing to walk out when everything in you is terrified to move.

God delivered me. And He didn’t just deliver me from a man - He delivered me from my own patterns. From my craving for attention. From my fear of being alone. From the belief that pain was the price I had to pay to be loved.

You may not know what healthy looks like. You may think survival is your only option. But I promise you, there is more. God wants to heal you, restore you, and call you into a purpose that doesn’t revolve around abuse or dysfunction. You are not crazy. You are not overreacting. And you are not too far gone.

This book is for the woman who’s been silent for too long. The one who smiles in public and cries in secret. The one who thinks no one would believe her if she told the truth.

It’s for the man who thinks no one else has ever been where he is. For the person who thinks they’re stuck because of what they’ve done, or because of what’s been done to them. It’s for the child who grew up watching abuse and now finds themselves living it. It’s for the parent who doesn’t know how to break the cycle.

It’s for you if you’ve ever looked in the mirror and hated the person staring back. Because I’ve been there, and I know what it feels like to have God pick up the broken pieces and make something beautiful out of them.  If you let Him, He will do the same for you.
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CHAPTER 1 - BEFORE HIM
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When I was a young girl, I was raised by a mother and father. My parents, primarily my mother, took us to church and I received Christ as my savior. Both my parents were there my entire upbringing except when I became a teenager, they divorced, and my mother left me with my father for a few months. During that time, I ran wild with no restraints from my father. I lost my virginity. But the real damage came after the divorce when my mother left me with my father for a season, and something in him changed. My father started wearing a robe, underneath naked and wasn’t afraid that his nakedness was exposed. I could recant some of the instances of abuse that occurred during this time, but just know my father didn’t take my virginity, that was an out-of-control teenager. However, my father sexually abused me.

I told my mother what was happening, and she returned home. They got back together but never remarried, and my mother’s presence stopped that abuse. I confronted my father, and he never admitted anything he did. I excused his behavior as he missed my mom and was using me in place of her. 

Needless to say, I didn’t receive the love of a father the way a daughter should have. A father’s love given to his daughter in the correct way builds her character, her self-worth, and her confidence in relationships. My father used to say to me, “You should find a man like me.” And all I could think of was, after what you did to me, never! I longed for a husband ever since I was a young girl because I was starving for love and the connection that was ruined from my own father’s failure to love his daughters the correct way. That brokenness carried into how I loved, how I trusted, and who I allowed into my life.

I had two children, both outside of marriage.  I was trying to do my best raising one of them, the oldest I had given up for adoption because I was young when I had her and knew I wasn’t ready to raise her. Also, my father wanted to kick me out of the house after I became pregnant, and I felt I had no other choice. When my second one came, I was more ready, had a job, lived on my own, so I kept her. Maybe I sound like a monster to you. I used to think I was one too.

Remember, as a girl I was saved in church and that was present in my mind always. However, I wasn’t walking with God until my 30’s when I joined a church, and a ministry within that church. It was then that my faith became real. I rededicated my life to God, and He used me in powerful ways in that ministry, and it was more so the beginning of my walk with God. 

During that time, I was married to my third husband and God gave me a dream. At the end of it, I saw a man sitting on a couch. I walked over, laid my head on his shoulder, and was overtaken by a wave of love like I had never felt before. It wasn’t lust and it wasn’t fantasy. It was pure and overwhelming love. When I woke up, I turned and looked at the man I was married to at the time... and I knew in my spirit, he was not the one. That marriage had no foundation from God. And from that moment forward, I clung to the belief that the man in the dream was someone God had chosen for me. 

But I got impatient. Instead of letting God lead, I tried to force His hand relationship after relationship. I ignored the red flags. I confused attention for anointing. And each man got worse than the one before, more manipulative, more selfish, more jealous, and more spiritually damaging. I was chasing a promise but doing it in my own strength and it led me into deeper darkness every time.
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CHAPTER 2 – THE ONE BEFORE THE WORST
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A few years before I met the worst one online, I met a man I will call Vance. I met Vance on an app called FUBAR. This app is an “online bar” meaning anything goes. I really tried to keep my profile clean regarding pictures and posts, but I was noticed by many, and Vance was one of them. He only lived eight hours from me and wanted to visit me. I bought him a bus ticket, and the next day picked him up from the terminal. My first impression was he was friendly, excited, cute, and loud. We arrived at my house, and I noticed he only brought one or two changes of clothes. I thought that was strange, so I asked. He said he had more but chose to travel lite. 

Within the first 30 minutes of our conversation, he said, “I’m blood ma, I’m blood.” He was telling me he was a gang member. I’ve never dealt with a gang member before, so I acknowledged what he said, and said, “ok.” That should have been a red flag for me because I didn’t know that world and what that world was bringing to my house. He was rough, he was angry, and he was dangerous. The stories he told about his life of fights, situations, sexual encounters, were concerning. But I listened and went along with it as if it was an adventure I knew wouldn’t last but thought would be entertainingly fun. It was a rollercoaster ride with ups and downs constantly for the two months it lasted. 

I don’t know what my lure was toward him. Maybe he was so different than me, I was stuck with the opposites attract. What I found was he embarrassed me a lot in public, and he was an addict. I had to start rideshare driving so that I could afford his drug use and as a means to support him. If he wasn’t high, then he was a monster and very hard to deal with. I knew full well this wasn’t love. It was a stronghold. I had made myself the provider for a man who only consumed, and deep down, I knew it.

I remember one day making breakfast and looking at him smoking his cigarette and blowing it out the door, dropping his ashes on my floor and the Holy Spirit said to me, “he’s not the one.”  After I heard that, I knew this relationship would end soon ... and it did.

He never hit me during the first couple of months.  If anything, his abuse was verbal by talking down about me to other people. I silently acknowledged it but felt I was strong enough that it wouldn’t affect me.  Finally, it ended and I bought him another bus ticket 21 hours away from me.  I noticed on his Facebook page; I was referenced with love and my picture was there. He would reach out sometimes and I would ignore him, but that Facebook page never changed. 

I was involved with someone else, and that relationship ended because I felt like I needed to try one more time with Vance for what reason I have no idea except that I was still on his Facebook page. We reconnected, and I bought him another bus ticket to my home. The night he arrived; his attitude was anger. He knew I had dated someone else, and he dated someone else too. But he was jealous now that another man was in my house even though we were not together, in his mind I had cheated on him. And now we begin with his abuse. 

Vance threatened me a lot. He would video call his friends and show them my face and tell them he wants to hurt me. They would see the fear on my face and tell him that’s not a good idea. He held a knife to my throat threatening to kill me. He pushed me to the floor and smacked by bottom so hard that he left a handprint with a bloody cut. 

He had an addition to porn and would make me lie there with him on the couch while he searched through videos of porn and would make me watch it with him. He would try to have sex while watching porn, but for some reason couldn’t achieve staying erect. I wasn’t into it, and my lack of interest probably was one of the reasons he was having problems. I don’t know. He put holes in my bedroom door and my wall. He threw knives at me while we were fighting. 

I remember one time he said he worshipped Allah. He wanted me to praise Allah, but I refused. He said, “you won’t praise Allah?” I shook my head no. He said, “then praise Yahweh.” I lifted my hands and praised Yahweh. I don’t know if he respected the fact that I was not going to praise his god and only praise the one true God, but he did look at me at that moment with a small flicker of respect. 

He tracked my phone and knew everywhere I went, whether at work, the store, or on my way home. I still was doing rideshare so he tracked everywhere I went doing that, and when I would come home, he would accuse me of having sex with someone because sometimes I would take different rides to the same place, and I would have to explain to him what happened. 

The U.S. Marshal’s office was on the floor above mine where I worked, and one day I found a Marshal in the hallway, stopped him and asked what I could do to protect myself. He asked if there was a pending warrant on Vance, and I didn’t know. He said there was nothing they could do without a pending warrant. So that was dropped. 
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