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From All Angles: Stories of Hope and Help 
 

 
 

Child sexual abuse thrives in secrecy, silence, and denial. Stop It Now! Minnesota is committed to 
breaking this silence as a powerful tool in preventing the sexual abuse of children.  We believe that 
by sharing stories we can help others struggling with similar issues find hope that they can heal and 

go on to live a healthy life. 
 

We have gathered these true stories from community members who agreed to share their 
experiences so no child will be harmed by sexual abuse.  Each story is unique, but 

together they include the perspectives of the many individuals impacted by child sexual 
abuse, including those who have abused children, those who were abused as children, and 

those who know and love both the person who abused and the child who was harmed. 
 

We invite you to read their stories to learn about their struggles and how they used their 
courage and strength to find the help and understanding they needed to change their lives.  
As you read, we hope you will think about ways you can be part of breaking the silence 
surrounding this topic by talking with friends and family members and by learning about 

what you can do to prevent the sexual abuse of children. 
 

If you have a story you would like to share, we encourage you to contact us at 
stopitnowmn@projectpathfinder.org.  If you are concerned about your own or someone 

else’s behavior towards children, we encourage you to call our safe and confidential 
Helpline at 1-888-PREVENT (1-888-773-8368).  Calls are answered by understanding 

people who will listen, discuss your options for getting help, and provide you with 
referrals to local resources. 

 

Child sexual abuse is not inevitable.  It’s preventable.
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“Anna’s” Story  
 

 
 
“Anna” was stunned by the news that her son abused his stepdaughter. She 
thought nothing good could come from such a tragedy, but this experience 
taught her a lot 
 
 
Editor’s Note: This is a true story written by “Anna” (not her real name) 

 
My name is Anna and my story began on Mother's Day 1997. My husband and I went to 
a cabin in Northern Minnesota to relax for a week. That Sunday evening after a day of 
fishing, boating and just enjoying life we received a telephone call from our daughter-in-
law telling us that our son had been arrested for sexually abusing our step-granddaughter. 
We were packed up and in our car heading back home within fifteen minutes. Our adult 
daughters were waiting at our house when we arrived. 
 
As convinced as I was that this was some horrible mistake of my step-granddaughter 
rebelling or some other unforeseen misunderstanding, I had this unexplainable lump in 
my throat. Yet, I was sure this would be straightened out by morning. My granddaughter, 
who had been taken to foster care, would be home and my son, who was sitting in jail, 
would also be home and this entire mess would be resolved. Since I am sharing my story, 
I am certain you know that those thoughts were a Grandmother and Mom’s heart praying 
that this did not really happen! 
 
Our family consists of Mom and Dad, several children and a dozen grandchildren. We 
have lived in the same community for over thirty years so we also have many dear 
friends. We were certainly not the "Beaver Cleavers," yet on the outside we appeared to 
be the average middle-income suburban two-parent family. Mom and Dad both worked, 
the children were in sports, we went to church, and we spent our holidays as a family. 
And, yet, behind the walls of this seemingly happy family home were the same struggles 
that many families face. There was not sexual abuse or chemical abuse but there was 
physical abuse. Of course, I stayed in the marriage to keep the family together, never 
realizing that my children were victims by witnessing and suffering the mental abuse that 
resulted from the frequent fighting.  They also felt helpless to stop the physical abuse. 
 
Growing up, my son had many friends and was a gifted athlete, but he struggled in 
school. However he graduated from high school, and worked part-time while continuing 
his education.  He lived at home, played sports, and his quick wit kept us all smiling. 
When he began working a second part-time job he met a woman with a young daughter. 
With his big heart, he fell for her and in three years there were three children, a wedding, 
debt and drinking!   



 
Stop It Now! Minnesota         From All Angles: Stories of Hope and Help 
 

4

Looking back, I recall my son’s behaviors toward his stepdaughter sometimes concerned 
me.  As she became a teenager, he would often tease and put her down unmercifully.  I 
talked to him about how inappropriate this was, but he said “oh Ma, we’re just horsing 
around.”  We also saw less of their family and heard many excuses why they could not 
attend family functions.  Were there other signs to cause concern?  Only one comes to 
mind, when my son was in junior high.  I received a call from a counselor informing me 
that he and four buddies pushed a classmate and made a comment about her breast size.  I 
was furious!  I called the girl’s mom and asked if I could bring my son over to meet with 
her and her daughter.  He apologized and was grounded for two weeks.  I was shocked 
when the other parents shrugged it off as the normal behavior of a junior high boy!  I now 
wish I had sought professional advice on why he disrespected this young lady.  I know 
that his father did not set a good example of respect for women with his abuse, and by 
allowing it I sent a message to my children that this was acceptable behavior.  
 
I had always, and still do talk to my grandchildren about school, goals, friends, drugs, 
alcohol and many other topics.  I wish our conversations had included cautions about 
sexual abuse.  I assure you that we discuss all kinds of abuse now!  We talk about the 
importance of “NO SECRETS!”  Yet, I have learned that we cannot put the responsibility 
to tell upon our children and feel the situation is handled.  I will never forget when I 
asked my grandchild, “Why didn’t you tell Grandma?”  She replied, “I didn’t want to 
hurt you Grandma!”  
 
We need a nation of educated adults to know and watch for signs of sexual abuse so all 
children in our families, neighborhoods, and communities will be safer!  We also need to 
educate the media and public that the only concern is not people that have offended.  The 
watchful eye needs to be with your family members, your neighbors, your educators, 
“internet friends,” and the population in every single class, occupation and age that your 
children are in contact with!  The people that abuse who have been prosecuted are just a 
small portion of the people guilty of the sexual abuse of children.  Do we find them and 
help them through treatment before they offend, or continue through our media to place 
such fear that they stay undercover and continue to seek victims? 
 
I have given you a little family history of our lives before the crime, but I really want to 
share the impact my son’s arrest, trial, incarceration and treatment had on our entire 
family. After my granddaughter came forward, another victim, who was a friend of our 
granddaughter, came forward and a second charge of first-degree criminal sexual conduct 
was filed against our son.  My husband handled the situation as he usually did with 
anything unpleasant; he did not want to talk about it during or after.  He had a series of 
medical problems during the year of court hearings, trials and our son’s conviction.  I 
began taking nerve pills to get through at least part of a day without being in tears.  I was 
constantly worrying; would this would this have a lifelong effect on my granddaughter 
and her friend, how would my son’s family survive emotionally and financially, would he 
be safe in prison, what would everyone say, and would he or any of us ever have a 
"normal" life again?  I cannot begin to explain all of the various emotions that our entire 
family went through.  Anger, disbelief, embarrassment, concern, lack of understanding, 
worry, helplessness and guilt were only a few. 
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I have always been a confident person, but after the trial I felt uncomfortable doing many 
things I enjoyed in the past.  Our entire family was sitting in the hallway of the 
courthouse while our son was in the courtroom.  An officer that knew our family came up 
and asked how things were going.  A lady from the prosecuting attorney’s office grabbed 
the officer by the arm, spun her around and said, “What’s your name? This will be 
reported!”  For several days as we sat there, we received looks of utter disgust from many 
staff members.  We must all give a ton of love, support and compassion to victims of 
sexual abuse.  But I ask also that you give an ounce of compassion for the accused 
person’s family.  They are also innocent victims.  
 
You always hear that something good comes out of even the worst situations.  I could not 
see how anything positive would impact our family with the nightmare we were living 
until my son began treatment in prison.  I will never forget the impact that the first family 
session had on me.  Tom spoke very candidly with his Dad about how, when we was a 
child, he felt guilty and helpless being the only boy and too afraid to try to stop the 
physical abuse.  He also told his Dad that he had never heard him say "I love you" and he 
never felt that he could do anything good enough for his father.  After tears and hugs, 
Tom’s Dad was able to tell him how much he loved him and that he had always been 
very proud of him!  Then it was my turn.  When answering a question my son’s therapist 
asked me, I made the statement, "before Tom got into trouble." Tom interrupted my 
sentence and said "Mom, I did not get into trouble, I raped two girls!" The awful, ugly 
truth was finally put into words that I had to digest.  Before that time, I was able to tell 
people my son was in prison, but when asked what he had done, I could not say the 
words, Sexual Abuse.  I knew then, that I must accept the fact that Tom had committed 
his horrific crime and learn how I could be a support system to help prevent any other 
child from suffering sexual abuse.   
 
We had additional family sessions where each of Tom’s sisters was able to discuss their 
feelings, questions and concerns.  Also, Tom was able to say, "I am sorry" to each of us. 
The group and family sessions gave us some tools of understanding and knowledge that 
helped us cope.  We all learned things from each other that had not been discussed in the 
past. So, good did definitely come by being part of my son’s treatment programs.  
 
At my son’s request, I joined Al-anon to gain a better understanding of alcoholism.  I was 
shocked when I told my story and found two of the twelve people attending had children 
that were incarcerated.  I was more surprised when I learned this group would not teach 
me how to take care of the alcoholic in my family, but how to take care of me!  My 
husband went to therapy twelve years ago to learn how to stop his abuse.  However, I 
know I am now strong enough that I would never again allow anyone to abuse me.  
 
I pray that my granddaughter and all victims of sexual abuse will have love and peace 
every remaining day of their lives.  I miss the close relationship that I once had with my 
granddaughter.  She is now a beautiful married woman!  We talk and hug and say I love 
you, but she needed the distance to heal and I understand and respect that.  It is difficult 
when you love both the victim and the offender. 
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My son was divorced during his incarceration.  After serving five and a half years in 
prison, he was released.  He recently said, “Mom, I know that I have an angel sitting on 
my shoulder.”  He is so blessed to have found a wonderful wife that can accept who he 
was and believe in who he is now.  He has the love of his children, a job he enjoys and 
friends and family to love.  Many of you may think he does not deserve that; he should 
have been locked up for life.  I understand, because I was there before this story became 
my life.  I pray every day that he will remain sober and continue to make healthy 
decisions.  
 
I heard about Stop It Now! from one of my son’s counselors, and knew that I wanted to 
be involved.  The thought that sharing my story may help one innocent child or 
encourage a potential offender to seek help before they abuse makes my heart smile! 

 
 
 
 

“Charley’s” Story 
 

 
 
When “Charley” abused children, he never admitted to himself that he was 
really hurting anyone. But when he got caught, and got help, he began to 
realize the pain he caused.   
 
 
Editor’s Note: This is a true story written by “Charley” (not his real name) 
 
I am very open about the life I lived only a very few short years ago. I am this open 
because it helps me to stay grounded in the reality of what I am capable of, and, because I 
want to do what I can to help stop or prevent others from sexually abusing children. 
 
I’ve been incarcerated many times. The first 2 times were as a juvenile for runaway and 
assault, then came 3 more times as an adult for; theft and drug possession, attempted 
burglary, and 1st degree Criminal Sexual Conduct. My whole life centered on doing the 
things that I believed would make me feel better in the right here and now. I was very 
proud of the quantities of drugs I used and how much alcohol I could drink without 
passing out or getting sick. I was proud of the things I that I stole and never got caught 
for. I had an outlook on life that was also something of a motto… “Anything is legal as 
long as I don’t get caught.” 
 
For just over 20 years I sexually abused young boys and girls to make myself feel better. 
Initially, these children were the sons and daughters of people I knew. After a while I 
began getting to know people just so that I could get access to their children. I worked 
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hard to portray myself as someone they could trust… someone who would even fight to 
protect them and their family. Later on I would use these friendships to meet other 
children at swimming pools, beaches, or parties hosted by the friends of my friends. 
 
In 1991 I was arrested for sexually abusing a 10-year-old boy. I had been abusing him for 
over a year when he told another family friend who encouraged him to tell his mom and 
to then go to the police. As I was being arrested I was very angry. Even though I knew it 
was wrong to do the things that I had to that boy and that most people would be outraged 
and hate me for doing it, I didn’t want to admit that I had actually harmed him in any 
meaningful way. 
 
I lied to myself.  I had always told myself that as long as I didn’t physically hit any of 
these children they wouldn’t really be hurt. I believed that, at worst, they would only feel 
some confusion and unease, and that they would get over that very quickly. I even hoped 
that they would eventually come to enjoy the things I did to them and that they would 
come to me seeking sex. 
 
After just a few hours in a jail cell all those years of denial began to unravel and I was 
faced with the realization that I had hurt this boy and many others and that I was now 
going to pay a very heavy price for what I had done. I felt some shame and guilt for what 
I had done but I was overwhelmed with the fear of what the consequences might be. And 
then, mixed in with all of that, was what seemed at the time to be a very weird sense of 
relief. Knowing that I would no longer be able to hide… that I no longer had any reason 
to hide somehow made me feel freer.  
 
I made one of the most difficult decisions in this process; I chose to confess to what I had 
done.  Honestly I hoped that the court would be lenient but it also felt like an important 
first step to getting my abuse out in the open.  I was sentenced to 10 years and 2 months 
in the Minnesota Department of Corrections. Of that I spent just over 7 years inside 
prison plus 4 years on parole. But, it turned out to be enough time for me to learn about 
myself and to make the changes I needed to make to stay safe when I got out. I have been 
out of prison almost 10 years now. 
 
In prison, I applied to, and successfully completed long-term chemical dependency and 
sex offender treatment, and I went looking for God. I had never tried to do anything any 
other way but on my own. I knew that I would not be able to change on my own. At that 
time I was running on a small hope that the treatment programs would be helpful and that 
God might be willing to help some, too. I certainly didn’t have anything to lose by trying. 
 
Both treatment and God helped me to see just how the things I had done were wrong and 
hurtful to those children, their families, and even to their friends, neighbors, and to some 
degree the community as a whole. 
 
I learned and I am still learning to tell the difference between truth and opinion, between 
reality and outright lies or justifications. I came to understand how I sexually abused so 
many children, what I got out of doing this, and how all of that hurt others, including 
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myself.  Treatment forced me to look at the specific sorts of events, feelings, and attitudes 
that trigger my desires to abuse and, maybe even more important, how to interrupt those 
desires in their earliest stages or avoid them all together. 
 
I learned a lot about how I had damaged or destroyed these children’s ability to trust 
other people, especially adults who want to be nice to them. But it wasn’t until I began 
working on my own issues as a victim of sexual abuse that that I began to see how I had 
become so disconnected emotionally. 
 
My whole family is an emotionally detached group of people. We rarely even said nice 
things to one another and we usually only touched each other when we were trying to 
hurt each other. As young as age 4 I knew that I could not trust anyone around me. I 
know that it was age 4 because that is when I was first sexually abused and I can 
remember thinking to myself that I had better not tell anyone or I would get into trouble. 
 
From the time I was first abused at 4 until I was 16, I was sexually abused by many 
different people. None of them were family. For the most part, when I was being sexually 
abused, I did not see it as abuse. I felt somewhat uncomfortable and numb, but I was also 
excited that someone was touching me in a gentle, even pleasurable way, and they were 
saying nice things to me. Until I was 16 I was very quick to accept sexual advances from 
any adult that approached me in that way. 
 
The more comfortable I got with having no personal boundaries the easier it was to 
believe that the same was true for others. When I began sexually abusing younger 
children, I was 10 and it did not seem like such a bad thing to do. I did the same sorts of 
things to them that had been done to me. There was a time in my early twenty’s when I 
recall thinking that “a whole bunch of people had been sexual with me when I was just a 
kid and it didn’t hurt me any, so the things I am doing can’t be hurting anyone either.”   
 
I give a lot of credit to my wife for helping me to actually feel the pain I have caused 
others. She has very graciously given me an awesome gift. She lets me ask her all sorts of 
questions about how she sees this or that and what does it feel like or what do you believe 
about all sorts of things. She knows that I am looking for a perspective that is not filtered 
through a criminal mentality. Through her eyes I have learned to feel what it is like to be 
innocent and truly vulnerable. I have finally come to a place where I can I think back 
over the specific things I have done.  And when I do, my heart hurts like its being 
squeezed and torn. And I feel a deep sense of sorrow, guilt, and shame. 
 
These days I live a very full and meaningful life. Somewhere along the line I stumbled 
across a set of values hidden away inside me that goes something like this, “a man’s life 
ought to amount to something. And that something ought to be meaningful outside of 
himself.” I try to give of myself rather than take for myself.  
My hope is that if I can turn my life around, if I can meet and marry a woman who 
believes in me, then maybe my story will help others. 
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 “Mike’s” Story 
 

 
 

When “Mike” was a child, a family friend sexually abused him. He hopes 
sharing his story will help prevent such abuse, and comfort those who have 
experienced it.  
 
 
Editor’s Note: This is a true story written by “Mike” (not his real name) 
 
I am 49 and have worked in social services in one way or another for my entire 
professional life.  I am divorced and have two wonderful daughters.  I was sexually 
abused by an adult male friend of my family.  What started as inappropriate touching and 
fondling when I was 8 led to a full-fledged rape when I was 14.  I had known this man for 
several years.  Although it was awkward when he placed his hands in my pants or made 
me pull my pants down, I didn’t fight because I trusted him.  “He would never do 
anything bad to me,” I thought.  The man that abused me pursued me for years and 
attempted sex with me several other times.  He told me after the rape that “this is our 
secret” and never to tell anyone.  Other than the woman I married 12 years later, I didn’t 
tell a single soul…for 20 years.  My two brothers and I were all abused by this man, 
although unlike me, neither of them was actually raped.  He played games with the three 
of us together in the same way when we were growing up.  At the time, I saw that he was 
doing the same touching of them as he was with me.  I didn’t think much about it then.  
Maybe he didn’t mean it that way…maybe he’d just stop doing that…maybe…  When I 
came out with my story to my family, they both then also admitted abuses by this man.     
 
My father, now retired, was rector of an inner-city church. The man that abused me was 
the organist and choir director at the church.  My father was not only his boss, but he and 
my mother were close friends as well with him and his wife.  It was not uncommon for 
them to visit our house after choir practices on Thursday evenings and then again after 
church services on Sunday afternoons.  They’d even join us on some family vacations.  
This man was around a lot.  What my parents saw as playing around and “rough housing” 
between my brothers and I and this man was actually this man’s strategic process of 
gaining our increasing trust and comfort with him, and ultimately opportunities to 
sexually abuse us.  I remember my brothers and I would wrestle on the floor and play in 
swimming pools with this man.  He’d consistently grab or hold us between the legs. 
 
I finally told my parents what had happened when I was in therapy at 35 for low self 
esteem and intimacy problems.  My parents’ response in ending their friendship with this 
man (and his wife) was rapid.  But, other than a few words of sympathy expressed to me, 
my folks did nothing more.  I wanted them to talk to me, ask about my feelings, offer me 
support and even confront their friend about what he had done to their child.  Even when 
they ended their friendship with the man that abused me, they didn’t tell him why.  
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Although, he knew the reason why.  I grew up in a family that proclaimed to always be so 
close; we could talk about anything and everything and would always be there for one 
another.  So imagine my feelings of betrayal and sorrow when my folks (especially my 
dad) didn’t want, or know how, to talk about my sexual abuse and then simply didn’t do 
anything more.  I love my parents dearly, forgive them and don’t blame them for what 
they did or didn’t do.  They knew no better, plus this was very painful for them as well.  
It was several years later when another friend of my parents, after hearing what had 
happened to me some 30 years earlier, contacted the man who abused me and told him he 
must call my parents and talk to them about it.  My folks reported that he did indeed call 
them and, after a time, he did admit what had happened.  Strangely, I felt victimized 
again when my father said, as though everything should be fine now, “he said he did it, 
was very upset and even suicidal about what he’d done.”  What my father was saying 
non-verbally was “it’s time to get over it and move on.”  At the time, I felt like the man 
who abused me had been let off the hook…like some type of absolution.  What about 
me?  I had paid a hefty price and still had to continue to live with the damage he’d done 
to me. 
 
Although the event was far in my past, the trauma was still very much with me.  Along 
with guilt of “having let him do this to me,” I clung to negative feelings about myself, 
was unexplainably anxious and had suicidal thoughts.  Although I could distract my 
conscious mind off the memories, I couldn’t budge my sub-conscious off of the feelings 
of being disrespected, taken advantage of and exploited.  I couldn’t feel comfortable in 
adult sexual relationships because I couldn’t trust and I felt sex was dirty and bad.  I was 
a dirty bad boy when I had (even unwanted) sex at 14.  Why should that be any different 
at 35?  I grew up believing sex was something special that happened only between two 
people who loved each other.  I lost my virginity before I got the chance to share that part 
of me with someone I loved.  I felt used, damaged, unclean in any genuine sexual 
relationship after that.  Feeling this way I felt I deserved everything bad and was 
undeserving of anything good.         
 
I was divorced from my wife of 20 years four years ago.  What part of my being sexually 
abused over three decades earlier played in my marriage ending I’ll never know.  My 
healing has taken a long while and I can’t genuinely trust to this day even my closest 
friends and family.  My two daughters are my life.  I’m so glad I have them in my life.  I 
am very protective of them in large part because of what happened to me.  Even though I 
am a man myself, I have held on to an overly negative impression and distrust of men in 
general.  I feel most can’t be trusted and just want to take advantage of girls and women 
and little boys any chance they get.  Although never having even a vague desire, I 
believed for a long while that I would myself sexually abuse others.  I terrifyingly, 
however falsely, held on to the belief that those that are abused will also abuse others 
themselves. 
 
I am now, many years later, learning to honestly cope with what happened to me.  I had 
no idea, but with the help of therapy, I have come to realize how much of my life has 
been affected by being sexually abused as a child.   
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I’ve had no contact with the man that abused me since moving to Minnesota 20 years 
ago.  I don’t know what I’d do if I ever saw him again.  I understand he was forced to 
retire from his main job with the public schools and he and his wife moved away.  I don’t 
know for sure, however, I’ve been told he abused again (and again) and was finally 
caught.  Faced with the possibility of being exposed and prosecuted, he chose to leave his 
job and relocate.   
 
I live daily with the huge guilt of not telling on this man when I was 8, 9 or even when I 
was raped at 14.  At first I was confused, wondering over and over again why this 
happened to me…why did I let it happen to me.  I couldn’t come up with any good 
answers.  The pain became nearly overwhelming and it was easier to just close off that 
part of my life.  To forget about it and pretend, in a way, that it never happened.  I 
thought to tell someone would be worse because the trauma of others knowing would 
bring negative attention to me and worsen the pain I felt.  Unfortunately, I discovered, 
denying…repressing the truth doesn’t end or even soften the pain.  Remembering what 
happened to me and convincing myself it wasn’t my fault has led to healing.  The culprit 
is the abuser…the once trusted family friend…not me.  Telling others about my abuse 
and years of suffering with it has helped my recovery.  I don’t have to be quiet any 
longer…I don’t have to keep the secret.   
 
I now hope by sharing my story I might help children, parents and others identify the 
signs of sexual abuse before it happens.  I never saw it coming and I was devastated and 
lost when it did.  Being abused changed my life forever.  Also, if sharing my story can 
bring even an ounce of comfort to those that have been abused and inch us closer to an 
end to this travesty, then any pain of sharing my story will have been worth it many times 
over.   
 
 

“Andrew’s” Story 
 

 
 

“Andrew” finally confessed that he abused children, and got the help he 
needs to live a better life.  
 
 
Editor’s Note: This is a true story written by “Andrew” (not his real name) 
 
My name is Andrew.  I am 39 years old and I am an alcoholic and a sex addict who has 
sexually abused children.  I am sharing my story with you in hopes that I can affect both 
abusers and victims to come forward.  I do not want to be part of the problem. I want to 
be part of the solution. 
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I grew up in a small town, in a family where sexual, verbal, and physical abuse was 
common.  My older siblings were physically abused and I was verbally and 
psychologically abused.  My dad had a short temper and was very violent at times, so no 
emotional attachment between my dad and me was ever formed.  My mom was also 
abused by my father, but couldn’t or didn’t stop it.  My mom sent mixed messages 
because she tried to protect us, but she also made it sound like the abuse in our family 
was part of everybody’s life and we were to live with what we where dealt.  I was often 
told, “you’re a little bastard,” “you’re not worth a damn,” “and “I brought you into the 
world, I can take you out.”   
 
When I was three years old, my father went to prison and did not come back until I was 
eight or nine.  When I was 13, after my dad died, I learned that he had been in prison for 
raping two of my sisters.  My parents showed no real kindness to each other. There was 
always a fine line not to step over otherwise you could get a burst of swearing blasted at 
you.  As far as attachment, mom and I have some, but I feel like I’m the primary 
caretaker of my mother because she was alcoholic.   
 
I hid my feelings of anger, fear, sadness, and rage.  As a child, I had no emotional 
connection to my family.   
 
I had my first sexual experience at 13, when another boy initiated sexual contact with me.  
I was thrilled by the sexual feelings but also confused.  There was no one in my family to 
talk with about my feelings, concerns, or confusion about my sexual orientation.  Alcohol 
was easily available at home, so by fourteen, I was using alcohol to cover up my feelings.  
When I had friends over, I had to be center of attention.  If something did not go my way, 
I would yell and swear or tell them to leave.  When someone said they would come over 
and not show I would go find them and try to embarrass them in front of others.   
 
 I started sexually abusing younger boys when I was between 15 and 16 years old.  I 
abused five boys over the course of 16 years. All of the children I victimized were within 
my extended family.  I did not stop abusing until the older brother of one of the boys 
suspected that I had abused his brother and reported it to the sheriff’s office. I denied the 
abuse initially. As the interview went on, the detective kept on saying, “tell the truth and 
the system will be easier on you.”  I think deep down I was so sick of hiding the truth 
about all the abuse and damage I did to family members and friends that I just gave in 
and confessed. 
 
After my interview with the detective, I went home and told my mom and my sisters 
about the allegations.  I asked my sister for the name and telephone number of her 
therapist.  My sister went with me to the first appointment.  Seeing this therapist saved 
my life.  He was not judgmental, but told me “you need to get sober, because you are 
going to need to think clearly with all that is going on.”  To this day, I credit him for 
opening the door to my recovery in Alcoholics Anonymous and Sex Addicts Anonymous 
and the treatment I received.  
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 I served 180 days in jail, received 30 years of probation, and attended sex offender 
treatment. During treatment, I learned to deal with my feelings, my resentment and anger, 
my fear, my low self-esteem and my rage.  I learned that it was okay to ask for help, that 
people do like me for who I am and I do not have to force myself on others.  Therapy 
taught me that secrets could be so harmful, that lies can snowball.  I also came out as a 
gay man during treatment.   
 
Towards the end of treatment, I admitted that I had abused four other boys.  My 
Probation Officer reported this to the District Attorney who started a new criminal 
investigation. A few months later, I learned one of the boys had decided to press charges.  
At first, I was very angry, almost in a rage.  All the old feelings of blame, anger, 
resentment, self- pity, and rage came back and I wanted to revert to my old ways of not 
letting people know how I felt. After a couple weeks of thinking like this, I started slowly 
talking and writing about the feelings I was having.  Even though I wanted to blame the 
boy who decided to press charges, I knew it was not his fault.  My second court case took 
a year to settle. 
 
Now I live a very well rounded gay male life with many friends and lots of support from 
friends and family.  My sisters have been the driving force behind me all my life.  If they 
had turned their backs on me, I really do not know if my world would be the same.   
The treatment has changed the way I think, act, plan my day and live my life.  I work 
hard at my recovery. I live my life to the fullest, with no secrets and lies.  I am dating, 
which I have never done.   I have friends that truly love me for who I am not for what I 
am.   
 
 
  

“Maria’s” Story 
 

 
 
"Maria" was raped by her father when she was a child. She gradually 
learned how to recover, even without any resolution with her family. 
 
 
Editor’s Note: This is a true story written by “Maria” (not her real name) 
 
Today after much work and recovery, I am sharing my story, something I never thought I 
would do.  For a long time, I feared being seen solely as a victim or a survivor a fear that 
kept me silent for thirty years.  Several things have prompted me to open up. First, I 
remembered what it felt like to be isolated and wish I could see a woman who survived 
this and went on to have a good life. Well, now I am that woman, and I want to share that 
experience and that hope. Second, I have been blessed with access to the best assistance 
and healing available, so perhaps others can benefit from my experience. Third, I feel 
complete and strong enough that I am no longer afraid that if I share my experience I will 
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be seen only as a victim or a survivor. My life is so much more than that, and so I am 
ready to share.  
  
When I was seven or eight years old, my father began to rape me. I don’t know the exact 
age, because like so many women, my memories of this returned much later.  I was in my 
twenties and in my last year of grad school when I first began to re-experience the rapes.  
I would waken early in the morning then I would fall back into semi-alertness and it 
would start. I physically re-experienced everything, as fully as if it were happening just 
then. The pain, the terror, the shock, the sound of his voice, the body heat and pressure on 
the bed, feeling astonished that he cared so little about his daughter that he was willing to 
do this, the words that he’d used to intimidate me (not that it took much to intimidate a 
child so young), and once, a blood stain on the sheet. I believe I re-experienced most or 
all of them, in sequence, over a period of eight or nine months.  
 
Those months were about pure survival. I felt so alone. I was afraid I would end my life 
just to stop the pain. I didn’t want to die—the pain was so unbearable I was afraid that 
through some almost involuntary impulse I would try to stop it. So I stayed away from 
bridges and sometimes away from traffic, to stop myself from leaping in front of a car. I 
took all of the sharp objects in my apartment and all household chemicals and stashed 
them in the back of a closet, trying to create enough impediments to self-injury that I 
would get through each night.  
 
For months after the rapes began to recur, my reality would periodically shatter in an 
instant and I’d have to steady myself to wait for it to re-constellate so that I could 
continue to function and somehow I’d survive. Sometimes I’d sit in my grad school 
classes biting my lips and with my hand over my mouth because I was so afraid that I 
would scream out that I was being raped. I was dealing with a new rape each week and 
trying to keep the entire experience secret from everyone except my therapist and my 
closest friend.  I had been silent for too long.  
 
In the first few years after I re-experienced the rapes, I went through a lot of effective 
therapy. While I was re-experiencing the rapes, I called my therapist and told him I’d 
need to see him more often just to get through this. He agreed to see me three times a 
week, which was one of the things that kept me alive.  I also went through a family 
alcohol treatment center, because alcohol played a role in my family’s dysfunction. Both 
of my parents were alcoholics and drank heavily throughout my life. My father was also 
physically violent and abusive as well as sexually violent.  
 
I did eventually confront my parents about the incest. Neither parent ever admitted or 
dealt with the truth. I believe they knew that admitting or denying the truth each carried 
risks, and they didn’t want to take them and adopted an “I don’t remember” defense. 
I’d like to tell you that things turned out well with my family, but they didn’t. My mother 
died two years ago, and my father is still living, but neither of them ever dealt with 
anything that happened in our family, and neither of them stopped drinking.  
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During the years since I confronted my parents I have tried various strategies to deal with 
their lack of response to me.  When the second effort failed as well, I understood that 
recovery would probably not be a family undertaking. For several years after that, I 
attempted to carry on a polite, limited relationship with my family, with very strong 
boundaries. I realized I was paying too high a price for having contact with my father and 
I severed all contact with my family for five years.  
 
At the end of that time I realized having no contact also did not work. I believe we bring 
into life ties with and obligations to family members, karmic, if you will, that cannot be 
merely set aside, that must be faced and worked through, provided the individuals 
involved are not actually dangerous to one’s well-being. And while it is still difficult for 
me to deal with family members, and I have to establish clear boundaries that I can 
manage, I made a decision to resume contact with my family.  
 
The sad news is that this family’s story is not likely to have a satisfying resolution, at 
least not if that depends on my father’s honestly facing what he did and making amends 
for it. On the other hand, the good news is that my ability to recover and to make a whole 
new life has not been dependent on the cooperation or recovery of anyone else in my 
family. And since I suspect that there are other women whose families have also been 
unwilling to face and work through sexual abuse and violence within the family, I hope it 
may be helpful to them to know that one can successfully work through all of the damage 
and related interpersonal issues, and have a full and healthy life anyway.   


